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When reading poetry on an eReader, it is advisable to use a small font size and landscape mode, which will allow the lines of poetry to display correctly.
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Bardsey, West Yorkshire, a small village now in the City of Leeds — Congreve’s birthplace
  


Brief Introduction: William Congreve by Algernon Charles Swinburne
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From ‘1911 Encyclopædia Britannica, Volume 6’
 

WILLIAM CONGREVE (1670–1729), English dramatist, the greatest English master of pure comedy, was born at Bardsey near Leeds, where he was baptized on the 10th of February 1670, although the inscription on his monument gives his date of birth as 1672. He was the son of William Congreve, a soldier who was soon after his son’s birth placed in command of the garrison at Youghal. To Ireland, therefore, is due the credit of his education — as a schoolboy at Kilkenny, as an undergraduate at Dublin, where he was a contemporary and friend of Swift. From college he came to London, and was entered as a student of law at the Middle Temple. The first-fruits of his studies appeared under the boyish pseudonym of “Cleophil,” in the form of a novel whose existence is now remembered only through the unabashed avowal of so austere a moralist as Dr Johnson, that he “would rather praise it than read it.” In 1693 Congreve’s real career began, and early enough by the latest computation, with the brilliant appearance and instant success of his first comedy, The Old Bachelor, under the generous auspices of Dryden, then as ever a living and immortal witness to the falsehood of the vulgar charge which taxes the greater among poets with jealousy or envy, the natural badge and brand of the smallest that would claim a place among their kind. The discrowned laureate had never, he said, seen such a first play; and indeed the graceless grace of the dialogue was as yet only to be matched by the last and best work of Etherege, standing as till then it had done alone among the barefaced brutalities of Wycherley and Shadwell. The types of Congreve’s first work were the common conventional properties of stage tradition; but the fine and clear-cut style in which these types were reproduced was his own. The gift of one place and the reversion of another were the solid fruits of his splendid success. Next year a better play from the same hand met with worse fortune on the stage, and with yet higher honour from the first living poet of his nation. The noble verses, as faultless in the expression as reckless in the extravagance of their applause, prefixed by Dryden to The Double Dealer, must naturally have supported the younger poet, if indeed such support can have been required, against the momentary annoyance of assailants whose passing clamour left uninjured and secure the fame of his second comedy; for the following year witnessed the crowning triumph of his art and life, in the appearance of Love for Love (1695). Two years later his ambition rather than his genius adventured on the foreign ground of tragedy, and The Mourning Bride (1697) began such a long career of good fortune as in earlier or later times would have been closed against a far better work. Next year he attempted, without his usual success, a reply to the attack of Jeremy Collier, the nonjuror, “on the immorality and profaneness of the English stage” — an attack for once not discreditable to the assailant, whose honesty and courage were evident enough to approve him incapable alike of the ignominious precaution which might have suppressed his own name, and of the dastardly mendacity which would have stolen the mask of a stranger’s. Against this merit must be set the mistake of confounding in one indiscriminate indictment the levities of a writer like Congreve with the brutalities of a writer like Wycherley — an error which ever since has more or less perverted the judgment of succeeding critics. The general case of comedy was then, however, as untenable by the argument as indefensible by the sarcasm of its most brilliant and comparatively blameless champion. Art itself, more than anything else, had been outraged and degraded by the recent school of the Restoration; and the comic work of Congreve, though different rather in kind than in degree from the bestial and blatant licence of his immediate precursors, was inevitably for a time involved in the sentence passed upon the comic work of men in all ways alike his inferiors. The true and triumphant answer to all possible attacks of honest men or liars, brave men or cowards, was then as ever to be given by the production of work unarraignable alike by fair means or foul, by frank impeachment or furtive imputation. In 1700 Congreve thus replied to Collier with The
Way of the World — the unequalled and unapproached masterpiece of English comedy, which may fairly claim a place beside or but just beneath the mightiest work of Molière. On the stage which had recently acclaimed with uncritical applause the author’s more questionable appearance in the field of tragedy, this final and flawless evidence of his incomparable powers met with a rejection then and ever since inexplicable on any ground of conjecture. During the twenty-eight years which remained to him, Congreve produced little beyond a volume of fugitive verses, published ten years after the miscarriage of his masterpiece. His even course of good fortune under Whig and Tory governments alike was counterweighed by the physical infirmities of gout and failing sight. He died, January 19, 1729, in consequence of an injury received on a journey to Bath by the upsetting of his carriage; was buried in Westminster Abbey, after lying in state in the Jerusalem Chamber; and bequeathed the bulk of his fortune to the chief friend of his last years, Henrietta, duchess of Marlborough, daughter of the great duke, rather than to his family, which, according to Johnson, was then in difficulties, or to Mrs Bracegirdle, the actress, with whom he had lived longer on intimate terms than with any other mistress or friend, but who inherited by his will only £200. The one memorable incident of his later life was the visit of Voltaire, whom he astonished and repelled by his rejection of proffered praise and the expression of his wish to be considered merely as any other gentleman of no literary fame. The great master of well-nigh every province in the empire of letters, except the only one in which his host reigned supreme, replied that in that sad case Congreve would not have received his visit.

The fame of the greatest English comic dramatist is founded wholly or mainly on but three of his five plays. His first comedy was little more than a brilliant study after such models as were eclipsed by this earliest effort of their imitator; and tragedy under his hands appears rouged and wrinkled, in the patches and powder of Lady Wishfort. But his three great comedies are more than enough to sustain a reputation as durable as our language. Were it not for these we should have no samples to show of comedy in its purest and highest form. Ben Jonson, who alone attempted to introduce it by way of reform among the mixed work of a time when comedy and tragedy were as inextricably blended on the stage as in actual life, failed to give the requisite ease and the indispensable grace of comic life and movement to the action and passion of his elaborate and magnificent work. Of Congreve’s immediate predecessors, whose aim had been to raise on French foundations a new English fabric of simple and unmixed comedy, Wycherley was of too base metal and Etherege was of metal too light to be weighed against him; and besides theirs no other or finer coin was current than the crude British ore of Shadwell’s brutal and burly talent. Borrowing a metaphor from Landor, we may say that a limb of Molière would have sufficed to make a Congreve, a limb of Congreve would have sufficed to make a Sheridan. The broad and robust humour of Vanbrugh’s admirable comedies gives him a place on the master’s right hand; on the left stands Farquhar, whose bright light genius is to Congreve’s as female is to male, or “as moonlight unto sunlight.” No English writer, on the whole, has so nearly touched the skirts of Molière; but his splendid intelligence is wanting in the deepest and subtlest quality which has won for Molière from the greatest poet of his country and our age the tribute of exact and final definition conveyed in that perfect phrase which salutes at once and denotes him— “ce moqueur pensif comme un apôtre.” Only perhaps in a single part has Congreve half consciously touched a note of almost tragic depth and suggestion; there is something well-nigh akin to the grotesque and piteous figure of Arnolphe himself in the unvenerable old age of Lady Wishfort, set off and relieved as it is, with grace and art worthy of the supreme French master, against the only figure on any stage which need not shun comparison even with that of Célimène.

The Works of William Congreve were published in 1710 (3 vols.). The Dramatic Works of Wycherley, Congreve . . . edited by Leigh Hunt (1840), contains a biographical and critical notice of Congreve. See also The Comedies of William Congreve (1895), with an introduction by W. G. S. Street; and The Best Plays of William Congreve (1887, 1903), edited for the Mermaid Series by A. C. Ewald. The
Life of William Congreve (1887) by Edmund Gosse, in E. S. Robertson’s Great Writers, contains a bibliography by J. P. Anderson.  (A. C. S.) 
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William Congreve by Sir Godfrey Kneller, 1709
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Kilkenny College in the eighteenth century — Congreve spent his childhood in Ireland, where his father, a Cavalier, had settled during the reign of Charles II. He was educated at Kilkenny College, where he met Jonathan Swift.
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Henrietta Godolphin, 2nd Duchess of Marlborough (1681-1733) was the daughter of John Churchill, 1st Duke of Marlborough, general of the army, and Sarah Jennings, Duchess of Marlborough, close friend and business manager of Queen Anne. Congreve never married and so he was famous for his friendships with prominent actresses and noblewomen for whom he wrote major parts in all his plays, among whom Henrietta Godolphin figured prominently.
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Poems upon Several Occasions

 — Minuentur atræ

Carmine curæ.

Hor.
  


EPISTLE TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES LORD HALIFAX, &C.

TO You, my Lord, my Muse her Tribute pays
Of various Verse, in various rude Essays;
To You, she first Address’d her early Voice,
   By Inclination led, and fix’d by Choice;
To You, on whose Indulgence she depends,   5
Her few collected Lays, she now, Commends.
By no one Measure bound, her Numbers range,
And unresolv’d in Choice, delight in Change;
Her Songs to no distinguish’d Fame aspire,
For, now, she tries the Reed, anon, attempts the Lyre;    10
In high Parnassus she no Birthright claims,
Nor drinks deep Draughts of Heliconian Streams;
Yet near the sacred Mount she loves to rove,
Visits the Springs, and hovers round the Grove.
She knows what Dangers wait too bold a Flight,   15
And fears to fall from an Icarian Height:
Yet, she admires the Wing that safely soars,
At Distance follows, and its Track adores.
She knows what Room, what Force, the Swan requires,
Whose towring Head above the Clouds aspires,   20
And knows as well, it is Your Lowest Praise,
Such Heights to reach with equal Strength and Ease.
O had Your Genius been to Leisure born,
And not more bound to Aid us, than Adorn!
Albion in Verse with ancient Greece had vy’d,   25
And gain’d alone a Fame, which, there, sev’n States divide.
But such, ev’n such Renown, too dear had cost,
Had we the Patriot in the Poet lost.
A true Poetick State we had deplor’d,
Had not Your Ministry our Coin restor’d.   30
But still, my Lord, tho’ Your Exalted Name
Stands foremost in the fairest List of Fame,
Tho’ Your Ambition ends in Publick Good,
(A Virtue lineal to Your House and Blood:)
Yet think not meanly of Your other Praise,   35
Nor slight the Trophies which the Muses raise.
How oft, a Patriot’s best laid Schemes we find
By Party cross’d, or Faction undermin’d!
If he succeed he undergoes this Lot,
The Good receiv’d, the Giver is forgot.   40
But Honours which from Verse their Source derive,
Shall both surmount Detraction, and survive:
And Poets have unquestion’d Right, to claim
If not the Greatest, the most Lasting Name.
W. Congreve.
 
  


THE MOURNING MUSE

OF ALEXIS.
 

A PASTORAL.
 

Lamenting the Death of QUEEN MARY.
 

Infandum Regina Jubes renovare dolorem. Vir.
 

ALEXIS, MENALCAS.
 

MENALCAS.
BEHOLD, Alexis, see this Gloomy Shade,
Which seems alone for Sorrow’s Shelter made;
Where, no glad Beams of Light can ever play,
But Night succeeding Night, excludes the Day;
Where, never Birds with Harmony repair,   5
And lightsome Notes, to cheer the Dusky Air,
To welcome Day, or bid the Sun farewel,
By Morning Lark, or Evening Philomel.
   No Violet here, nor Daisie e’er was seen,
No sweetly budding Flower, nor springing Green:   10
For fragrant Myrtle, and the blushing Rose,
Here, baleful Yew with deadly Cypress grows.
Here then, extended on this wither’d Moss,
We’ll lie, and thou shalt sing of Albion’s Loss;
Of Albion’s Loss, and of Pastoral’s Death,   15
Begin thy mournful Song, and raise thy tuneful Breath.
 

ALEXIS.
Ah Woe too great! Ah Theme, which far exceeds
The lowly Lays of humble Shepherds Reeds!
O could I sing in Verse of equal Strain,
With the Sicilian Bard, or Mantuan Swain;   20
Or melting Words, and moving Numbers chuse,
Sweet as the British Colin’s mourning Muse;
Could I, like him, in tuneful Grief excel,
And mourn like Stella for her Astrofel;
Then might I raise my Voice, (secure of Skill,)   25
And with melodious Woe the Valleys fill;
The list’ning Echo on my Song should wait,
And hollow Rocks Pastora’s Name repeat;
Each whistling Wind, and murm’ring Stream should tell
How Lov’d she liv’d, and how Lamented fell.   30
 

MENALCAS.
Wert thou with ev’ry Bay and Lawrel crown’d,
And high as Pan himself in Song renown’d,
Yet would not all thy Art, avail to show
Verse worthy of her Name, or of our Woe:
But such true Passion in thy Face appears,   35
In thy pale Lips, thick Sighs, and gushing Tears,
Such tender Sorrow in thy Heart I read,
As shall supply all Skill, if not exceed.
Then leave this common Form of dumb Distress,
Each vulgar Grief can Sighs and Tears express;   40
In sweet complaining Notes thy Passion vent,
And not in Sighs, but Words explaining Sighs, lament.
 

ALEXIS.
Wild be my Words, Menalcas, wild my Thought,
Artless as Nature’s Notes, in Birds untaught;
Boundless my Verse, and roving be my Strains,   45
Various as Flow’rs on unfrequented Plains.
And thou Thalia, Darling of my Breast,
By whom inspired, I sung at Comm Feast;
While in a Ring, the Jolly Rural Throng
Have sate and smil’d to hear my chearful Song:   50
Begon, with all thy Mirth and sprightly Lays,
My Pipe, no longer now thy Pow’r obeys;
Learn to lament, my Muse, to weep, and mourn,
Thy springing Lawrels, all to Cypress turn;
Wound with thy dismal Cries the tender Air,   55
And beat thy Snowy Breast, and rend thy yellow Hair;
Far hence, in utmost Wilds, thy Dwelling chuse,
Begon Thalia, Sorrow is my Muse.
   I mourn PASTORA dead, let ALBION mourn,
   And Sable Clouds her Chalkie Cliffs adorn.   60
 

No more, these Woods shall with her Sight be bless’d,
Nor with her Feet, these Flow’ry Plains be press’d;
No more, the Winds shall with her Tresses play,
And from her Balmy Breath steal Sweets away;
No more, these Rivers chearfully shall pass,   65
Pleas’d to reflect the Beauties of her Face;
While on their Banks the wondring Flocks have stood,
Greedy of Sight, and Negligent of Food.
No more, the Nymphs shall with soft Tales delight
Her Ears, no more with Dances please her Sight;   70
Nor ever more shall Swain make Song of Mirth,
To bless the Joyous Day, that gave her Birth:
Lost is that Day, which had from her its Light,
For ever lost with her, in endless Night;
In endless Night, and Arms of Death she lies,   75
Death in Eternal Shades has shut Pastora’s Eyes.
Lament ye Nymphs, and mourn ye wretched Swains,
Stray all ye Flocks, and desart be ye Plains,
Sigh all ye Winds, and weep ye Crystal Floods,
Fade all ye Flowers, and wither all ye Woods.   80
   I mourn PASTORA dead, let ALBION mourn,
   And Sable Clouds her Chalkie Cliffs adorn.
 

Within a dismal Grott, which Damps surround,
All cold she lies upon th’unwholsom Ground;
The Marble weeps, and with a silent Pace,   85
Its trickling Tears distil upon her Face.
Falsly ye weep, ye Rocks, and falsly mourn!
For never will you let the Nymph return!
With a feign’d Grief the faithless Tomb relents,
And like the Crocodile its Prey laments.   90
O she was heav’nly fair, in Face and Mind!
Never in Nature were such Beauties join’d:
Without, all shining; and within, all white;
Pure to the Sense, and pleasing to the Sight;
Like some rare Flow’r, whose Leaves all Colours yield,   95
And opening, is with sweetest Odours fill’d.
As lofty Pines o’ertop the lowly Reed,
So did her graceful Height all Nymphs exceed,
To which excelling Height, she bore a Mind
Humble, as Osiers bending to the Wind.   100
Thus excellent she was — 
Ah wretched Fate! She was, but is no more.
Help me ye Hills, and Valleys, to deplore.
   I mourn PASTORA dead, to ALBION mourn,
  And Sable Clouds her Chalkie Cliffs adorn.   105
 

From that blest Earth, on which her Body lies,
May blooming Flow’rs with fragrant Sweets arise:
Let Myrrha weeping Aromatick Gum,
And ever-living Lawrel, shade her Tomb,
Thither, let all th’industrious Bees repair,   110
Unlade their Thighs, and leave their Hony there;
Thither, let Fairies with their Train resort,
Neglect their Revels, and their Midnight Sport,
There, in unusual Wailings waste the Night,
And watch her, by the fiery Glow-worms Light.   115
There, may no dismal Yew, nor Cypress grow,
Nor Holly Bush, nor bitter Elders Bow;
Let each unlucky Bird far build his Nest,
And distant Dens receive each howling Beast;
Let Wolves be gone, be Ravens put to flight,   120
With hooting Owls, and Batts that hate the Light.
   But let the sighing Doves their Sorrows bring,
And Nightingales in sweet Complainings Sing;
Let Swans from their forsaken Rivers fly,
And Sick’ning at her Tomb, make haste to dye,   125
That they may help to sing her Elegy.
Let Echo too, in Mimick Moan, deplore,
And cry with me, Pastora is no more!
   I mourn PASTORA dead, let A L B I O N mourn,
   And Sable Clouds her Chalkie Cliff’s adorn.   130
 

And see, the Heav’ns to weep in Dew prepare,
And heavy Mists obscure the burd’ned Air;
A sudden Damp o’er all the Plain is spread,
Each Lilly folds its Leaves, and hangs its Head.
On ev’ry Tree the Blossoms turn to Tears,   135
And ev’ry Bow a weeping Moisture bears.
Their Wings the Feather’d Airy People droop,
And Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces stoop.
The Rocks are cleft, and new descending Rills
Furrow the Brows of all th’impending Hills.   140
The Water-Gods to Floods their Riv’lets turn,
And each, with streaming Eyes, supplies his wanting Urn.
The Fawns forsake the Woods, the Nymphs the Grove,
And round the Plain in sad Distractions rove;
In prickly Brakes their tender Limbs they tear,   145
And leave on Thorns their Locks of Golden Hair.
With their sharp Nails, themselves the Satyrs wound,
And tug their shaggy Beards, and bite with Grief the Ground.
   Lo, Pan himself, beneath a blasted Oak
Dejected lies, his Pipe in pieces broke.   150
See Pales weeping too, in wild Despair,
And to the piercing Winds her Bosom bare.
   And see yond fading Myrtle, where appears
The Queen of Love, all bath’d in flowing Tears,
See how she wrings her Hands, and beats her Breast,    155
And tears her useless Girdle from her Waste:
Hear the sad Murmurs of her sighing Doves,
For Grief they sigh, forgetful of their Loves.
Lo, Love himself, with heavy Woes opprest!
See, how his Sorrows swell his tender Breast;   160
His Bow he breaks, and wide his Arrows flings,
And folds his little Arms, and hangs his drooping Wings;
Then, lays his Limbs upon the dying Grass,
And all with Tears bedews his Beauteous Face,
With Tears, which from his folded Lids arise,   165
And even Love himself has weeping Eyes.
All Nature mourns; the Floods and Rocks deplore,
And cry with me, Pastora is no more!
   I mourn PASTORA dead, let ALBION mourn,
  And Sable Clouds her Chalkie Cliffs adorn.   170
 

The Rocks can melt, and Air in Mists can mourn,
And Floods can weep, and Winds to Sighs can turn;
The Birds, in Songs, their Sorrows can disclose,
And Nymphs and Swains, in Words, can tell their Woes.
But oh! behold that deep and wild Despair,   175
Which neither Winds can show, nor Floods, nor Air.
   See the Great Shepherd, Chief of all the Swains,
Lord of these Woods, and wide extended Plains,
Stretch’d on the Ground, and close to Earth his Face,
Scalding with Tears th’already faded Grass;   180
To the cold Clay he joins his throbbing Breast,
No more within Pastora’s Arms to rest!
No more! For those once soft and circling Arms
Themselves are Clay, and cold are all her Charms.
Cold are those Lips, which he no more must kiss,   185
And cold that Bosome, once all downy Bliss;
On whose soft Pillows, lull’d in sweet Delights,
He us’d, in Balmy Sleep, to lose the Nights.
   Ah! where is all that Love and Fondness fled?
Ah! where is all that tender Sweetness laid?   190
To Dust must all that Heav’n of Beauty come!
And must Pastora moulder in the Tomb!
Ah Death! more fierce, and unrelenting far,
Than wildest Wolves or savage Tigers are;
With Lambs and Sheep their Hungers are appeas’d,   195
But rav’nous Death the Shepherdess has seiz’d.
   I mourn PASTORA dead, let ALBION mourn,
   And Sable Clouds her Chalkie Cliffs adorn.
 

   “But see, Menalcas, where a sudden Light,
“With Wonder stops my Song, and strikes my Sight!   200
“And where Pastora lies, it spreads around,
“Shewing all Radiant bright the Sacred Ground.
“While from her Tomb, behold a Flame ascends
“Of whitest Fire, whose Flight to Heav’n extends!
“On flaky Wings it mounts, and quick as Sight   205
“Cuts thro’ the yielding Air, with Rays of Light;
“‘Till the blue Firmament at last it gains,
“And fixing there, a glorious Star remains:
   Fairest it shines of all that light the Skies,
   As once on Earth were seen PASTORA’s Eyes.   210
 
  


TO THE KING, ON THE TAKING OF NAMURE.

IRREGULAR ODE.
 

Præsenti tibi Maturos largimur Honores:
Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes.
Hor ad Augustum.
 

I.
 

OF Arms and War my Muse aspires to Sing,
And strike the Lyre upon an untry’d String:
New Fire informs my Soul, unfelt before;
And, on new Wings, to Heights unknown I soar.
O Pow’r unseen! by whose Resistless Force   5
Compell’d, I take this Flight, direct my Course:
For Fancy, wild and pathless Ways will chuse,
Which Judgment, rarely, or with Pain, pursues.
Say, Sacred Nymph, whence this great Change proceeds;
Why scorns the lowly Swain his Oaten Reeds,   10
Daring aloud to strike the Sounding Lyre,
   And sing Heroick Deeds;
Neglecting Flames of Love, for Martial Fire?
 

II.
 

William, alone, my Feeble Voice can raise;
What Voice so weak, that cannot sing his Praise!   15
The listning World each Whisper will befriend
That breaths his Name, and ev’ry Ear attend.
The hov’ring Winds on downy Wings shall wait around,
And catch, and waft to Foreign Lands, the flying Sound.
      Ev’n I will in his Praise be heard;   20
   For by his Name my Verse shall be preferr’d.
   Born like a Lark upon this Eagles Wing,
   High as the Spheres, I will his Triumph sing;
High as the Head of Fame; Fame, whose exalted Size,
From the deep Vale extends, up to the vaulted Skies:    25
   A thousand talking Tongues the Monster bears,
A thousand waking Eyes, and ever open Ears;
   Hourly she stalks, with Huge Gigantick Pace,
Measuring the Globe, like Time, with constant Race:
   Yet shall she stay, and bend to William’s Praise:   30
Of Him, her thousand Ears shall hear triumphant Lays,
Of Him, her Tongues shall talk, on Him her Eyes shall gaze.
 

III.
 

But lo, a Change astonishing my Eyes!
And all around, behold new Objects rise!
      What Forms are these I see? and whence?   35
   Beings substantial? or does Air condense,
To cloath in visionary Shape my various Thought?
      Are these by Fancy wrought!
   Can strong Idea’s strike so deep the Sense!
   O sacred Poesie! O boundless Power!   40
What Wonders dost thou trace, what hidden Worlds explore.
   Thro’ Seas, Earth, Air, and the wide circling Sky,
What is not sought and seen, by thy all-piercing Eye!
 

IV.
 

  ’Twas now, when flow’ry Lawns the Prospect made,
And flowing Brooks beneath a Forest’s shade;   45
A Lowing Heifer, Loveliest of the Herd,
Stood feeding by; while two fierce Bulls prepar’d
Their Armed Heads for Fight; by Fate of War, to prove
The Victor worthy of the Fair Ones Love.
Unthought Presage, of what met next my view!   50
      For soon the shady Scene withdrew.
   And now, for Woods, and Fields, and springing Flowr’s;
Behold a Town arise, Bulwark’d with Walls, and lofty Tow’rs!
Two Rival Armies all the Plain o’erspread,
Each in Battalia rang’d, and shining Arms array’d:   55
   With eager Eyes, beholding both from far,
   Namure, the Prize and Mistress of the War.
 

V.
 

Now, Thirst of Conquest, and Immortal Fame,
Does ev’ry Chief and Soldier’s Heart inflame.
Defensive Arms, the Gallick Forces bear;   60
While Hardy Britons for the Storm prepare:
For Fortune had with partial Hand, before
Resign’d the Rule to Gallia’s Pow’r.
High on a Rock the mighty Fortress stands,
Founded by Fate; and wrought by Nature’s Hands.   65
A wond’rous Task it is th’Ascent to gain,
Thro’ craggy Cliffs, that strike the Sight with Pain,
And nod impending Terrors o’er the Plain.
To this, what Dangers Men can add, by Force, or Skill,
(And great is Humane Force and Wit, in Ill)   70
Are join’d; on ev’ry side, wide gaping Engines wait,
Teeming with Fire, and big with certain Fate;
Ready to hurl Destruction from above,
In dreadful Roar, mocking the Wrath of Jove.
Thus fearful, does the Face of adverse Pow’r appear;   75
But British Forces are unus’d to fear:
Tho’ thus oppos’d, they might, if William were not there.
 

VI.
 

But hark, the Voice of War! Behold the Storm begin!
The Trumpets Clangor, speaks in loud Alarms,
Mingling shrill Notes, with dreadful Din   80
Of Cannons burst, and ratling clash of Arms.
Clamours from Earth to Heaven, from Heav’n to Earth rebound,
Distinction, in promiscuous Noise is drown’d,
And Echo lost in one continu’d Sound.
Torrents of Fire from Brazen Mouths are sent,   85
Follow’d by Peals, as if each Pole were rent;
Such Flames the Gulphs of Tartarus disgorge,
So vaulted Ætna roars from Vulcan’s Forge;
Such were the Peals from thence, such the vast Blaze that broke,
Redning with horrid Gloom, the dusky Smoke,   90
When the huge Cyclops did with molding Thunder sweat,
And Massive Bolts on repercussive Anvils beat.
 

VII.
 

Amidst this Rage, behold, where William stands,
Undaunted, Undismay’d!
With Face serene, dispensing dread Commands;   95
Which heard with Awe, are with Delight obey’d.
A thousand fiery Deaths around him fly;
And burning Balls hiss harmless by:
For ev’ry Fire his sacred Head must spare,
Nor dares the Lightning touch the Lawrels there.   100
 

VIII.
 

Now many a wounded Briton feels the Rage
Of Missive Fires that fester in each Limb,
Which dire Revenge alone has Pow’r t’asswage;
Revenge makes Danger dreadless seem.
And now, with desp’rate Force, and fresh Attack,    105
Through obvious Deaths, resistless way they make;
Raising high Piles of Earth, and heap on heap they lay,
And then ascend; resembling thus (as far
As Race of Men inferior, may)
The fam’d Gigantick War.   110
When those tall Sons of Earth, did Heav’n aspire;
(A Brave, but impious Fire!)
Uprooting Hills, with most stupendous Hale,
To form the High and Dreadful Scale.
The Gods, with Horrour and Amaze, look’d down,    115
Beholding Rocks from their firm Basis rent;
Mountain on Mountain thrown,
With threatning hurl, that shook th’Æthereal Firmament!
Th’Attempt, did Fear in Heav’n create;
  Ev’n Jove desponding sate,   120
‘Till Mars with all his Force collected, stood,
And pour’d whole War on the rebellious Brood;
Who tumbling Headlong from th’Empyreal Skies,
O’erwhelm’d those Hills, by which they thought to rise.
Mars, on the Gods did then his Aid bestow,   125
And now in Godlike William storms, with equal Force below.
 

IX.
 

Still they proceed, with firm unshaken Pace,
And hardy Breasts oppos’d to Dangers Face.
With daring Feet, on springing Mines they tread
Of secret Sulphur, in dire Ambush laid.   130
Still they proceed; tho’ all beneath, the Lab’ring Earth
Trembles to give the dread Irruptions Birth.
Thro’ this, thro’ more, thro’ all they go,
Mounting at last amidst the vanquish’d Foe.
See, how they climb, and scale the steepy Walls!   135
See, how the Britons rise! see the retiring Gauls!
Now from the Fort, behold the yielding Flag is spread,
And William’s Banner on the Breach display’d.
 

X.
 

Hark, the triumphant Shouts, from every Voice!
     The Skies with Acclamations Ring!   140
Hark, how around, the Hills rejoice,
And Rocks, reflected Io’s Sing!
Hautboys and Fifes and Trumpets join’d,
Heroick Harmony prepare,
And charm to Silence every Wind,   145
And glad the late Tormented Air.
Far, is the sound of Martial Musick spread,
Ech’oing thro’ all the Gallick Host,
Whose num’rous Troops the dreadful Storm survey’d:
But they with Wonder, or with Awe, dismay’d,   150
Unmov’d beheld the Fortress lost.
William, their num’rous Troops with Terror fill’d,
Such wondrous Charms, can Godlike Valour show!
Not the wing’d Perseus, with Petrifick Shield
Of Gorgon’s Head, to more amazement charm’d his Foe.    155
Nor, when on soaring Horse he flew, to aid
And save from Monsters Rage, the Beauteous Maid;
Or more Heroick was the Deed;
Or she to surer Chains decreed,
Then was Namure; ‘till now by William freed.   160
 

XI.
 

Descend my Muse, from thy too daring height,
Descend to Earth, and ease thy wide stretch’d Wing;
For weary art thou grown, of this unwonted Flight,
And dost with Pain of Triumphs sing.
More fit for thee, resume thy rural Reeds;   165
For War, let more Harmonious Harps be strung:
Sing thou of Love, and leave Great William’s Deeds
To Him who sung the Boyne; or Him to whom he Sung.
 
  


THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE.

To the Right Honourable Charles Lord HALIFAX.
 

Dignum laude virum Musa vetat mori. Horat.
 

DESCEND, Celestial Muse! thy Son inspire
Of thee to sing; infuse the Holy Fire.
Belov’d of Gods and Men, thy self disclose;
Say, from what Source thy Heav’nly Pow’r arose,
Which from unnumb’red Years deliv’ring down   5
The Deeds of Heroes deathless in Renown,
Extends their Life and Fame to Ages yet unknown.
   Time and the Muse set forth with equal Pace;
At once the Rivals started to the Race:
And both at once the destin’d Course shall end,   10
Or both to all Eternity contend.
One to preserve what t’other cannot save,
And rescue Virtue rising from the Grave.
   To thee, O Montague, these Strains are sung,
For thee my Voice is tun’d, and speaking Lyre is strung;   15
For ev’ry Grace of ev’ry Muse is thine,
In thee their various Fires united shine,
Darling of Phoebus and the tuneful Nine!
To thee alone I dare my Song commend,
Whose Nature can forgive, and Pow’r defend,   20
And shew by Turns the Patron and the Friend.
   Begin, my Muse, from Jove derive thy Song,
Thy Song of right, does first to Jove belong:
For thou thy self art of Celestial Seed,
Nor dare a Sire inferior boast the Breed.   25
When first the Frame of this vast Ball was made,
And Jove with Joy the finish’d Work survey’d;
Vicissitude of Things, of Men and States,
Their Rise and Fall were destin’d by the Fates.
Then Time had first a Name; by firm Decree   30
Appointed Lord of all Futurity,
Within whose ample Bosom Fates repose
Causes of Things, and secret Seeds enclose,
Which ripening there, shall one Day gain a Birth,
And force a Passage thro’ the teeming Earth.   35
To him they give, to rule the spacious Light,
And bound the yet unparted Day and Night;
To wing the Hours that whirl the rowling Sphere,
To shift the Seasons, and conduct the Year.
Duration of Dominion and of Pow’r   40
To him prescribe, and fix each fated Hour.
This mighty Rule, to Time the Fates ordain,
But yet to hard Conditions bind his Reign.
For ev’ry beauteous Birth he brings to Light,
(How good soe’er and grateful in his sight,)   45
He must again to Native Earth restore,
And all his Race with Iron Teeth devour.
Nor Good, nor Great shall ‘scape his hungry Maw,
But bleeding Nature prove the rigid Law.
   Not yet, the loosned Earth aloft was slung,   50
Or pois’d amid the Skies in Ballance hung.
Nor yet, did Golden Fires the Sun adorn,
Or borrow’d Lustre silver Cynthia’s Horn.
Nor yet, had Time Commission to begin,
Or Fate the many-twisted Web to spin;   55
When all the Heav’nly Host assembled came
To view the World yet resting on its Frame;
Eager they press, to see the Sire dismiss
And rowl the Globe along the vast Abyss.
   When deep revolving Thoughts the God retain,   60
Which for a Space suspend the promis’d Scene,
Once more his Eyes on Time intentive look,
Again, inspect Fate’s universal Book.
Abroad the wondrous Volume he displays,
And present views the Deeds of future Days.   65
A beauteous Scene adorns the foremost Page,
Where Nature’s Bloom presents the Golden Age.
The Golden Leaf to Silver soon resigns,
And fair the Sheet, but yet more faintly shines.
Of baser Brass, the next denotes the Times,   70
An impious Page deform’d with deadly Crimes.
The Fourth yet wears a worse and browner Face,
And adds to Gloomy Days an Iron Race.
   He turns the Book, and ev’ry Age reviews,
Then all the Kingly Line his Eye pursues:   75
The First of Men, and Lords of Earth design’d,
Who under him should govern Human-kind.
Of future Heroes, there, the Lives he reads,
In search of Glory spent, and Godlike Deeds;
Who Empires found, and goodly Cities build,   80
And savage Men compel to leave the Field.
   All this he saw, and all he saw approv’d;
When Lo! but thence a Narrow Space remov’d,
And hungry Time has all the Scene defac’d,
The Kings destroy’d, and laid the Kingdoms waste:   85
Together all in Common Ruins lie,
And but anon and ev’n the Ruins die.
Th’Almighty, inly touch’d, Compassion found,
To see Great Actions in Oblivion drown’d;
And forward search’d the Roll, to find if Fate   90
Had no Reserve to spare the Good and Great.
Bright in his View the Trojan Heroes shine,
And Ilian Structures rais’d by Hands Divine;
But Ilium soon in Native Dust is laid,
And all her boasted Pile a Ruin made:   95
Nor Great Æneas can her Fall withstand,
But flies, to save his Gods, to foreign Land.
The Roman Race succeed the Dardan State,
And first and second Cæsar God-like Great.
Still on to after-days his Eyes descend,   100
And rising Heroes still the Search attend.
Proceeding thus, he many Empires pass’d;
When fair Britannia fix’d his Sight at last.
   Above the Waves she lifts her Silver Head,
And looks a Venus born from Ocean’s Bed.   105
For rowling Years, her happy Fortunes smile,
And Fates propitious bless the beauteous Isle;
To Worlds remote, she wide extends her Reign,
And wields the Trident of the Stormy Main.
Thus on the Base of Empire firm she stands,   110
While bright Eliza rules the willing Lands.
   But soon a lowring Sky comes on apace,
And Fate revers’d shews an ill-omen’d Face.
The Void of Heav’n a gloomy Horror fills,
And Cloudy Veils involve her shining Hills;   115
Of Greatness pass’d no Footsteps she retains,
Sunk in a Series of Inglorious Reigns.
She feels the Change, and deep regrets the Shame
Of Honours lost, and her diminish’d Name:
Conscious, she seeks from Day to shrowd her Head,   120
And glad wou’d shrink beneath her Oozy Bed.
   Thus far, the Sacred Leaves Britannia’s Woes
In shady Draughts and dusky Lines disclose.
Th’ensuing Scene revolves a Martial Age,
And ardent Colours gild the glowing Page.   125
   Behold! of radiant Light an Orb arise,
Which kindling Day, restores the darkned Skies;
And see! on Seas the beamy Ball descends,
And now its Course to fair Britannia bends:
Along the foamy Main the Billows bear   130
The floating Fire, and waft the shining Sphere.
Hail, happy Omen! Hail, auspicious Sight!
Thou glorious Guide to yet a greater Light.
For see! a Prince, whom dazling Arms array,
Pursuing closely, plows the wat’ry Way,   135
Tracing the Glory thro’ the flaming Sea.
   Britannia, rise; awake, O Fairest Isle,
From Iron Sleep; again thy Fortunes smile.
Once more look up, the Mighty Man behold,
Whose Reign renews the former Age of Gold.   140
The Fates at length the blissful Web have spun,
And bid it round in endless Circles run.
Again, shall distant Lands confess thy Sway,
Again, the wat’ry World thy Rule Obey;
Again, thy Martial Sons shall thirst for Fame,   145
And win in foreign Fields a deathless Name;
For William’s Genius ev’ry Soul inspires,
And warms the frozen Youth with warlike Fires.
Already, see, the Flostile Troops retreat,
And seem forewarn’d of their impending Fate.   150
Already routed Foes his Fury feel,
And fly the Force of his unerring Steel.
The haughty Gaul, who well ‘till now, might boast
A matchless Sword and unresisted Host,
At his foreseen Approach the Field forsakes;   155
His Cities tremble, and his Empire shakes.
His tow’ring Ensigns long had aw’d the Plain,
And Fleets audaciously usurp’d the Main;
A gath’ring Storm he seem’d, which from afar
Teem’d with a Deluge of destructive War.   160
‘Till William’s stronger Genius soar’d above,
And down the Skies the daring Tempest drove.
So from the radiant Sun retires the Night,
And western Clouds shot thro’ with orient Light.
So when th’assuming God, whom Storms obey,   165
To all the warring Winds at once gives way,
The frantick Brethren ravage all around,
And Rocks, and Woods, and Shoars their Rage resound;
Incumbent o’er the Main, at length they sweep
The liquid Plains, and raise the peaceful Deep:   170
But when superior Neptune leaves his Bed,
His Trident shakes, and shews his awful Head;
The madding Winds are hush’d, the Tempests cease,
And ev’ry rowling Surge resides in Peace.
     And now the Sacred Leaf a Landskip wears,   175
Where, Heav’n serene, and Air unmov’d appears.
The Rose and Lilly paint the verdant Plains,
And Palm and Olive shade the Sylvan Scenes.
The peaceful Thames beneath his Banks abides,
And soft, and still, the Silver Surface glides.   180
The Zephyrs fan the Fields, the whisp’ring Breeze
With fragrant Breath remurmurs thro’ the Trees.
The warbling Birds applauding new-born Light,
In wanton Measures wing their airy Flight.
Above the Floods the finny Race repair,   185
And bound aloft, and bask in upper Air;
They gild their scaly Backs in Phœbus Beams,
And scorn to skim the Level of the Streams.
Whole Nature wears a Gay and Joyous Face,
And blooms and ripens with the Fruits of Peace.   190
   No more the lab’ring Hind regrets his Toil,
But cheerfully Manures the grateful Soil;
Secure the Glebe a plenteous Crop will yield,
And golden Ceres grace the waving Field.
Th’advent’rous Man, who durst the Deep explore,   195
Oppose the Winds, and tempt the shelfy Shoar,
Beneath his Roof now tastes unbroken Rest,
Enough with Native Wealth and Plenty blest.
   No more the forward Youth pursues Alarms,
Nor leaves the Sacred Arts for stubborn Arms.   200
No more the Mothers from their Hopes are torn,
Nor weeping Maids the promis’d Lover mourn.
No more the Widows Shrieks and Orphans Cries,
Torment the patient Air and pierce the Skies.
But peaceful Joys the prosp’rous Times afford,   205
And banish’d Virtue is again restor’d.
And he whose Arms alone sustain’d the Toil,
And propp’d the nodding Frame of Britain’s Isle;
By whose illustrious Deeds, her Leaders fir’d,
Have Honours lost retriev’d, and new acquir’d,   210
With equal Sway will Vertue’s Laws maintain,
And Good, as Great, in awful Peace shall reign;
For his Example still the Rule shall give,
And those it taught to Conquer, teach to Live.
   Proceeding on, the Father still unfolds   215
Succeeding Leaves, and brighter still beholds;
The latest seen the fairest seems to shine,
Yet sudden does to one more fair resign.
Th’Eternal paus’d — 
Nor would Britannia’s Fate beyond explore;   220
Enough he saw besides the coming Store.
Enough the Heroe had already done,
And round the wide Extent of Glory run:
Nor further now the shining Path pursues,
But like the Sun the same bright Race renews.   225
   And shall remorseless Fates on him have Pow’r!
Or Time unequally such Worth devour!
Then, wherefore shall the Brave for Fame contest?
Why is this Man distinguish’d from the Rest?
Whose soaring Genius now sublime aspires,   230
And deathless Fame the due Reward requires.
Approving Heav’n th’exalted Virtue views,
Nor can the Claim which it approves refuse.
   The Great Creator soon the Grant resolves,
And in his mighty Mind the Means revolves.   235
He thought; Nor doubted once, again to chuse,
But spake the Word, and made th’immortal Muse.
Ne’er did his Pow’r produce so bright a Child,
On whose Creation Infant Nature smil’d.
Perfect at first, a finish’d Form she wears,   240
And Youth perpetual in her Face appears.
Th’assembled Gods who long expecting staid,
With new Delight gaze on the lovely Maid,
And think the wish’d-for World was well delay’d.
Nor did the Sire himself his Joy disguise,   245
But stedfast view’d, and fix’d, and fed his Eyes.
Intent a Space, at length he Silence broke,
And thus the God the Heav’nly Fair bespoke.
   To thee, Immortal Maid, from this bless’d Hour,
  O’er Time and Fame, I give unbounded Pom V.   250
Thou, from Oblivion shall the Heroe save;
Shalt raise, revive, immortalize the Brave.
To thee, the Dardan Prince shall owe his Fame;
To thee, the Caesars their eternal Name.
Eliza sung by thee, with Fate shall strive,   255
And long as Time, in Sacred Verse survive.
And yet O Muse, remains the noblest Theme;
The first of Men, Mature for Endless Fame,
Thy future Songs shall grace, and all thy Lays,
Thenceforth, alone shall wait on William’s Praise.   260
On his Heroick Deeds thy Verse shall rise;
Thou shalt diffuse the Fires that he supplies.
Thro’ him thy Songs shall more sublime aspire;
And he, thro ‘ them, shall deathless Fame acquire:
Nor Time, nor Fate his Glory shall oppose,   265
Or blast the Monuments the Muse bestows.
   This said; no more remain’d. Th’Ætherial Host,
Again impatient Crowd the Crystal Coast.
The Father, now, within his spacious Hands,
Encompass’d all the mingled Mass of Seas and Lands;    270
And having heav’d aloft the pond’rous Sphere,
He Launch’d the World to float in ambient Air.
 
  


ON MRS. ARABELLA HUNT, SINGING.

IRREGULAR ODE.
 

I.
 

LET all be husht, each softest Motion cease,
Be ev’ry loud tumultuous Thought at Peace,
And ev’ry ruder Gasp of Breath
Be calm, as in the Arms of Death.
And thou most fickle, most uneasie Part,   5
Thou restless Wanderer, my Heart,
Be still; gently, ah gently, leave,
Thou busie, idle thing, to heave.
Stir not a Pulse; and let my Blood,
  That turbulent, unruly Flood,   10
Be softly staid:
Let me be all, but my Attention, dead.
Go, rest, unnecessary Springs of Life,
Leave your officious Toil and Strife;
For I would hear her Voice, and try   15
If it be possible to die.
 

II.
 

Come all ye Love-sick Maids and wounded Swains,
And listen to her Healing Strains.
A wond’rous Balm, between her Lips she wears,
  Of Sov’reign Force to soften Cares;   20
’Tis piercing as your Thoughts, and melting as your Tears
And this through ev’ry Ear she can impart,
(By tuneful Breath diffus’d) to ev’ry Heart.
Swiftly the gentle Charmer flies,
And to the tender Grief soft Air applies,   25
Which, warbling Mystick Sounds,
Cements the bleeding Panter’s Wounds.
But ah! beware of clam’rous Moan:
Let no unpleasing Murmur or harsh Groan,
Your slighted Loves declare:   30
Your very tend’rest moving Sighs forbear,
For even they will be too boist’rous here.
Hither let nought but Sacred Silence come,
And let all sawcy Praise be dumb.
 

III.
 

And lo! Silence himself is here;   35
Methinks I see the Midnight God appear,
In all his downy Pomp array’d,
Behold the rev’rend Shade:
An ancient Sigh he sits upon,
Whose Memory of Sound is long since gone,   40
And purposely annihilated for his Throne:
Beneath, two soft transparent Clouds do meet,
In which he seems to sink his softer Feet.
A melancholy Thought, condens’d to Air,
Stol’n from a Lover in Despair,   45
Like a thin Mantle, serves to wrap
In Fluid Folds his visionary Shape.
A Wreath of Darkness round his Head he wears,
Where curling Mists supply the Want of Hairs:
While the still Vapors, which from Poppies rise,   50
Bedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes.
 

IV.
 

But hark! the heav’nly Sphere turns round,
And Silence now is drown’d
In Extasie of Sound.
How on a sudden the still Air is charm’d,   55
As if all Harmony were just alarm’d!
And ev’ry Soul with Transport fill’d,
Alternately is thaw’d and chill’d.
See how the Heav’nly Choir
Come flocking, to admire,   60
And with what Speed and Care,
Descending Angels cull the thinnest Air!
Haste then, come all th’Immortal Throng,
And listen to her Song;
Leave your lov’d Mansions, in the Sky,   65
And hither, quickly hither fly;
Your Loss of Heav’n, nor shall you need to fear,
While she Sings, ’tis Heav’n here.
 

V.
 

See how they croud, see how the little Cherubs skip!
While others sit around her Mouth, and sip   70
Sweet Hallelujahs from her Lip.
Those Lips, where in Surprise of Bliss they rove;
For ne’er before did Angels taste
So exquisite a Feast,
Of Musick and of Love.   75
Prepare then, ye Immortal Choir,
Each sacred Minstrel tune his Lyre,
And with her Voice in Chorus join,
Her Voice, which next to yours is most Divine.
Bless the glad Earth with Heav’nly Lays,   80
And to that Pitch th’eternal Accents raise,
Which only Breath inspir’d can reach,
To Notes, which only she can learn, and you can teach
While we, charm’d with the lov’d Excess,
Are wrapt in sweet Forgetfulness   85
Of all, of all, but of the present Happiness:
Wishing for ever in that State to lye,
For ever to be dying so, yet never die.
 
  


PRIAM’S LAMENTATION AND PETITION TO ACHILLES, FOR THE BODY OF HIS SON HECTOR.

Translated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad.
 

ARGUMENT INTRODUCTORY TO THIS TRANSLATION.
 

Hector’s Body (after he was Slain) remain’d still in the
Possession of Achilles; for which Priam made great Lamentation. Jupiter had Pity on him, and sent Iris to comfort
him, and direct him after what manner he should go to
Achilles’s Tent; and how he should there Ransom the
Body of his Son. Priam accordingly orders his Chariot to
be got ready, and preparing rich Presents for Achilles, sets
forward to the Grecian Camp, accompany’d by no Body but
his herald Idæus. Mercury, at Jupiter’s Command, meets
him by the Way, in the Figure of a young Grecian, and,
after bemoaning his Misfortunes, undertakes to drive his
Chariot, unobserv’d, through the Guards, and to the Door
of Achilles’s Tent; which having perform’d, he discover’d
himself a God, and giving him a short Instruction, how to
move Achilles to Compassion, flew up to Heaven.
 

SO spake the God, and Heav’nward took his Flight:
When Priam from his Chariot did alight;
Leaving Idæus there, alone he went
With Solemn Pace, into Achilles’ Tent.
Heedless, he pass’d thro’ various Rooms of State,   5
Until approaching where the Heroe sate;
There at a Feast, the good old Priam found
Jove’s best belov’d, with all his Chiefs around:
Two only were t’attend his Person plac’d,
Automedon and Alcymus; the rest   10
At greater Distance, greater State express’d.
Priam, unseen by these, his Way pursu’d,
And first of all was by Achilles view’d.
About his Knees his trembling Arms he cast,
And agonizing grasp’d and held ’em fast;   15
Then caught his Hands, and kiss’d and press’d ’em close
Those Hands, th’inhuman Authors of his Woes;
Those Hands, whose unrelenting Force had cost
Much of his Blood (for many Sons he lost.)
But, as a Wretch who has a Murder done,   20
And seeking Refuge, does from Justice run;
Entring some House, in haste, where he’s unknown,
Creates Amazement in the Lookers on:
So did Achilles gaze, surpriz’d to see
The Godlike Priam’s Royal Misery;   25
All on each other gaz’d, all in surprize
And mute, yet seem’d to question with their Eyes.
‘Till he at length the solemn Silence broke;
And thus the venerable Suppliant spoke.
  Divine Achilles, at your Feet behold   30
A prostrate King, in Wretchedness grown old:
Think on your Father, and then look on me,
His hoary Age and helpless Person see;
So furrow’d are his Cheeks, so white his Hairs,
Such, and so many his declining Years;   35
Cou’d you imagine (but that cannot be)
Cou’d you imagine such, his Misery!
Yet it may come, when he shall be oppress’d,
And neighb’ring Princes lay his Country waste;
Ev’n at this time perhaps some pow’rful Foe,   40
Who will no Mercy, no Compassion show,
Ent’ring his Palace, sees him feebly fly,
And seek Protection, where no Help is nigh.
In vain, he may your fatal Absence mourn,
And wish in vain for your delay’d Return;   45
Yet, that he hears you live, is some Relief;
Some Hopes alleviate his Excess of Grief.
It glads his Soul to think, he once may see
His much-lov’d Son; would that were granted me!
But I, most wretched I! of all bereft!   50
Of all my Worthy Sons, how few are left!
Yet fifty goodly Youths I had to boast,
When first the Greeks invaded Ilion’s Coast:
Nineteen, the joyful Issue of one Womb,
Are now, alas! a mournful Tribute to one Tomb.   55
Merciless War, this Devastation wrought,
And their strong Nerves to Dissolution brought.
Still one was left, in whom was all my Hope,
My Age’s Comfort, and his Country’s Prop;
Hector, my Darling, and my last Defence,   60
Whose Life alone, their Deaths could recompence:
And, to compleat my Store of countless Woe,
Him you have slain — of him bereav’d me too!
For his sake only, hither am I come;
Rich Gifts I bring, and Wealth, an endless Sum;   65
All to redeem that fatal Prize you won,
A worthless Ransom for so brave a Son.
Fear the just Gods, Achilles; and on me
With Pity look, think you your Father see;
Such as I am, he is; alone in this,   70
I can no Equal have in Miseries;
Of all Mankind, most wretched and forlorn,
Bow’d with such Weight, as never has been born;
Reduc’d to kneel and pray to you, from whom
The Spring and Source of all my Sorrows come;   75
With Gifts, to court mine and my Country’s Bane,
And kiss those Hands, which have my Children slain.
He spake — 
Now, Sadness o’er Achilles’ Face appears,
Priam he views, and for his Father fears;   80
That, and Compassion melt him into Tears.
Then, gently with his Hand he put away
Old Priam’s Face, but he, still prostrate lay,
And there with Tears, and Sighs, afresh begun
To mourn the Fall of his ill-fated Son.   85
But Passion diff’rent ways Achilles turns,
Now, he Patroclus, now, his Father mourns:
Thus both with Lamentations fill’d the Place,
‘Till Sorrow seem’d to wear one common Face.
 
  


THE LAMENTATIONS OF HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN, OVER THE DEAD BODY OF HECTOR.

Translated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad.
 

Connexion of this with the former Translation.
 

Priam, at last, moves Achilles to Compassion, and after having
made him Presents of great Value, obtains the Body of his
Son. Mercury awakens Priam early in the Morning, and
advises him to haste away with the Body, lest Agamemnon
should be informed of his being in the Camp: He himself helps
to harness the Mules and Horses, and conveys him safely, and
without Noise, Chariot and all, from among the Grecian
Tents; then flies up to Heav’n, leaving Priam and Idæus to
travel on with the Body toward Troy.
 

NOW did the Saffron Morn her Beams display,
Gilding the Face of Universal Day;
When mourning Priam to the Town return’d;
Slowly his Chariot mov’d, as that had mourn’d;
The Mules, beneath the mangled Body go,   5
As bearing (now) unusual Weight of Woe.
To Pergamus high top Cassandra flies,
Thence, she afar the sad Procession spies:
Her Father and Idæus first appear,
Then Hector’s Corps extended on a Bier;   10
At which, her boundless Grief loud Cries began,
And, thus lamenting, thro’ the Streets she ran:
Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all!
Behold the Godlike Hector’s Funeral!
If e’er you went with Joy, to see him come   15
Adorn’d with Conquest and with Lawrels home,
Assemble now, his Ransom’d Body see,
What once was all your Joy, now all your Misery!
   She spake, and strait the num’rous Crowd obey’d,
Nor Man, nor Woman, in the City staid;   20
Common Consent of Grief had made ’em one,
With clam’rous Moan to Scœas Gate they run,
There the lov’d Body of their Hector meet,
Which they, with loud and fresh Lamentings, greet.
His Rev’rend Mother, and his Tender Wife,   25
Equal in Love, in Grief had equal Strife:
In Sorrow they no Moderation knew,
But wildly wailing, to the Chariot flew;
There strove the rolling Wheels to hold, while each
Attempted first his breathless Corps to reach;   30
Aloud they beat their Breasts, and tore their Hair,
Rending around with Shrieks the suff’ring Air.
   Now had the Throng of People stopt the Way,
Who would have there lamented all the Day,
But Priam from his Chariot rose, and spake,   35
Trojans enough; Truce with your Sorrows make;
Give way to me, and yield the Chariot Room;
First let me bear my Hector’s Body home,
Then mourn your fill. At this the Croud gave way,
Yielding, like Waves of a divided Sea.   40
   Idœus to the Palace drove, then laid,
With Care, the Body on a Sumptuous Bed,
And round about were skilful Singers plac’d,
Who wept, and sigh’d, and in sad Notes express’d
Their Moan; All in a Chorus did agree   45
Of Universal, Mournful Harmony.
When, first, Andromache, her Passion broke,
And thus (close pressing his pale Cheeks) she spoke.
 

Andromache’s Lamentation.
 

   O my lost Husband! let me ever mourn
Thy early Fate, and too untimely Urn:   50
In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade,
And thou in Ashes must with them be laid.
Why is my Heart thus miserably torn!
   Why am I thus distress’d! why thus forlorn!
Am I that wretched Thing, a Widow left?   55
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft!
Yet I were blest, were I alone undone;
Alas, my Child! where can an Infant run?
Unhappy Orphan! thou in Woes art nurst;
Why were you born? — I am with Blessings curst!   60
For long e’er thou shalt be to Manhood grown,
Wide Desolation will lay waste this Town:
Who is there now that can Protection give,
Since He, who was her Strength, no more doth live?
Who of her Rev’rend Matrons will have Care?   65
Who save her Children from the Rage of War?
For He to all Father and Husband was,
And all are Orphans now, and Widows by his Loss.
Soon will the Grecians, now, insulting come,
And bear us Captives to their distant Home;   70
I, with my Child, must the same Fortune share,
And all alike, be Pris’ners of the War;
‘Mongst base-born Wretches he his Lot must have,
And be to some inhuman Lord, a Slave.
Else some avenging Greek, with Fury fill’d,   75
Or for an only Son, or Father kill’d
By Hector’s Hand, on him will vent his Rage,
And with his Blood his Thirsty Grief asswage;
For many fell by his relentless Hand,
Biting that Ground, which with their Blood was stain’d.    80
   Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War,
And never did his Foe in Battel spare;
Thence come these Suff’rings, which so much have cost,
Much Woe to all, but sure to me the most.
I saw him not, when in the Pangs of Death,   85
Nor did my Lips receive his latest Breath;
Why held he not to me his dying Hand?
And why receiv’d not I his last Command?
Something he would have said, had I been there,
Which I should still in sad Remembrance bear;   90
For I could never, never Words forget,
Which Night and Day, I should with Tears repeat.
   She spake, and wept afresh, when all around,
A general Sigh diffus’d a mournful Sound.
  Then, Hecuba, who long had been opprest   95
With boiling Passions in her aged Breast,
Mingling her Words with Sighs and Tears, begun
A Lamentation for her Darling Son.
 

Hecuba’s Lamentation.
 

Hector, my Joy, and to my Soul more dear
Than all my other num’rous Issue were;   100
O my last Comfort, and my best Belov’d!
Thou, at whose Fall, ev’n Jove himself was mov’d,
And sent a God his dread Commands to bear,
So far thou wert high Heav’n’s peculiar Care!
From fierce Achilles’ Chains thy Corps was freed;   105
So kind a Fate was for none else decreed:
My other Sons, made Pris’ners by his Hands,
Were sold like Slaves, and shipt to foreign Lands.
Thou too wert sentenc’d by his barb’rous Doom,
And dragg’d, when dead, about Patroclus Tomb,   110
His lov’d Patroclus, whom thy Hands had slain; 
And yet that Cruelty was urg’d in vain,
Since all could not restore his Life again.
Now fresh and glowing, even in Death thou art,
  And fair as he who fell by Phcebus’ Dart.   115
   Here weeping Hecuba her Passion stay’d,
And Universal Moan again was made;
When Helen’s Lamentation hers supply’d,
And thus, aloud, that fatal Beauty cry’d.
 

Helen’s Lamentation.
 

   O Hector, thou wert rooted in my Heart,   120
No Brother there had half so large a Part:
Not less than twenty Years are now pass’d o’re,
Since first I landed on the Trojan Shore;
Since I with Godlike Paris fled from home;
(Would I had dy’d before that Day had come!)   125
In all which time (so gentle was thy Mind)
I ne’er could charge thee with a Deed unkind;
Not one untender Word, or Look of Scorn,
Which I too often have from others born.
But you from their Reproach still set me free,   130
And kindly have reprov’d their Cruelty;
If by my Sisters, or the Queen revil’d,
(For the good King, like you, was ever mild)
Your Kindness still has all my Grief beguil’d.
Ever in Tears let me your Loss bemoan,   135
Who had no Friend alive, but you alone:
All will reproach me now, where-e’er I pass,
And fly with Horror from my hated Face.
This said; she wept, and the vast Throng was mov’d,
And with a gen’ral Sigh her Grief approv’d.   140
When Priam (who had heard the mourning Crowd)
Rose from his Seat, and thus he spake aloud.
   Cease your Lamentings, Trojans, for a while,
And fell down Trees to build a Fun’ral Pile;
Fear not an Ambush by the Grecians laid,   145
For with Achilles twelve Days Truce I made.
   He spake, and all obey’d as with one Mind,
Chariots were brought, and Mules and Oxen join’d;
Forth from the City all the People went,
And nine Days Space was in that Labour spent;   150
The Tenth, a most stupendous Pile they made,
And on the Top the Manly Hector laid,
Then gave it Fire; while all, with weeping Eyes,
Beheld the rolling Flames and Smoak arise.
All Night they wept, and all the Night it burn’d;   155
But when the Rosie Morn with Day return’d,
About the Pile the thronging People came,
And with black Wine quench’d the remaining Flame.
His Brothers then, and Friends search’d ev’ry where,
And gath’ring up his snowy Bones with Care,   160
Wept o’er ’em; when an Urn of Gold was brought,
Wrapt in soft Purple Balls, and richly wrought,
In which the Sacred Ashes were interr’d,
Then o’er his Grave a Monument they rear’d.
Mean time, strong Guards were plac’d, and careful Spies,   165
To watch the Grecians, and prevent Surprize.
The Work once ended, all the vast Resort
Of mourning People went to Priam’s Court;
There they refresh’d their weary Limbs with Rest,
Ending the Fun’ral with a Solemn Feast.   170
 
  


PARAPHRASE UPON HORACE.

ODE XIX. LIB. I.
Mater sceva Cupidinum, &c.
 

I.
 

THE Tyrant Queen of soft Desires,
With the resistless Aid of sprightly Wine
And wanton Ease, conspires
To make my Heart its Peace resign,
And re-admit Love’s long rejected Fires.   5
For beauteous Glycera I burn,
The Flames so long repell’d with double Force return:
Matchless her Face appears, and shines more bright
Than polish’d Marble when reflecting Light;
Her very Coyness warms;   10
And with a grateful Sullenness she charms:
Each Look darts forth a thousand Rays,
Whose Lustre an unwary Sight betrays,
My Eye-balls swim, and I grow giddy while I gaze.
 

II.
 

She comes! she comes! she rushes in my Veins!   15
At once all Venus enters, and at large she reigns!
Cyprus no more with her Abode is blest,
I am her Palace, and her Throne my Breast.
Of Savage Scythian Arms no more I write,
Or Parthian Archers, who in flying fight,   20
And make rough War their Sport;
Such idle Themes no more can move,
Nor any thing but what’s of high Import:
And what’s of high Import, but Love?
Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare;   25
With Wine of two Years old, your Cups be fill’d:
After our Sacrifice and Pray’r,
The Goddess may incline her Heart to yield.
 
  


STANZA’S IN IMITATION OF HORACE, LIB. II. ODE XIV.

Eheu Fugaces, Posthume, Posthume,
Labuntur Anni, &c.
 

I.
 

AH! no, ’tis all in vain, believe me ’tis,
This Pious Artifice.
Not all these Pray’rs and Alms can buy
One Moment tow’rd Eternity.
Eternity! that boundless Race,   5
Which Time himself can never run:
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweary’d Pace,)
Which, when ten thousand, thousand Years are done,
Is still the same, and still to be begun.
Fix’d are those Limits, which prescribe   10
A short Extent to the most lasting Breath;
And tho’ thou cou’dst for Sacrifice lay down
Millions of other Lives to save thy own,
‘Twere fruitless all; not all would bribe
One Supernumerary Gasp from Death.   15
 

II.
 

In vain’s thy inexhausted Store
Of Wealth, in vain thy Pow’r;
Thy Honours, Titles, all must fail,
Where Piety it self can nought avail.
The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Just,   20
Must all be huddled to the Grave,
With the most Vile and Ignominious Slave,
And undistinguish’d lye in Dust.
In vain the Fearful flies Alarms,
In vain he is secure from Wounds of Arms,   25
In vain avoids the faithless Seas,
And is confin’d to Home and Ease,
Bounding his Knowledge, to extend his Days.
In vain are all those Arts we try,
All our Evasions, and Regret to die:   30
From the Contagion of Mortality,
No Clime is pure, no Air is free:
And no Retreat
Is so Obscure, as to be hid from Fate.
 

III.
 

  Thou must, alas! thou must, my Friend;   35
(The very Hour thou now dost spend
In studying to avoid, brings on thy End)
Thou must forego the dearest Joys of Life;
Leave the warm Bosom of thy tender Wife,
And all the much-lov’d Off-spring of her Womb,   40
To moulder in the cold Embraces of a Tomb.
All must be left, and all be lost;
Thy House, whose stately Structure so much cost,
Shall not afford
Room for the stinking Carkass of its Lord.   45
Of all thy pleasant Gardens, Grots and Bow’rs,
Thy costly Fruits, thy far-fetch’d Plants and Flow’rs,
Nought shalt thou save;
Or but a Sprig of Rosemary shalt have,
To wither with thee in the Grave:   50
The rest shall live and flourish, to upbraid
Their Transitory Master Dead.
 

IV.
 

Then shall thy long-expecting Heir,
A joyful Mourning wear:
  And Riot in the Waste of that Estate   55
Which thou hast taken so much Pains to get.
All thy hid Stores he shall unfold,
And set at large thy Captive Gold.
That precious Wine, condemn’d by thee
To Vaults and Prisons, shall again be free:   60
Bury’d alive tho’ now it lyes,
Again shall rise,
Again its sparkling Surface show,
And free as Element, profusely flow.
With such high Food he shall set forth his Feasts,    65
That Cardinals shall wish to be his Guests;
And pamper’d Prelates see
Themselves out-done in Luxury.
 
  


IN IMITATION OF HORACE. ODE IX. LIB. I.

Vides ut alta, &c.
 

I.
 

BLESS me, ’tis cold! how chill the Air!
How naked does the World appear!
But see (big with the Off-spring of the North)
The teeming Clouds bring forth:
A Show’r of soft and fleecy Rain   5
Falls, to new-cloath the Earth again.
Behold the Mountain-Tops, around,
As if with Fur of Ermins crown’d:
And lo! how by Degrees
The universal Mantle hides the Trees,   10
In hoary Flakes, which downward fly,
As if it were the Autumn of the Sky,
Whose Fall of Leaf would theirs supply:
Trembling, the Groves sustain the Weight, and bow
Like aged Limbs, which feebly go   15
Beneath a venerable Head of Snow.
 

II.
 

Diffusive Cold does the whole Earth invade,
Like a Disease, through all its Veins ’tis spread,
And each late living Stream is numb’d and dead.
Let’s melt the frozen Hours, make warm the Air;   20
Let chearful Fires SoPs feeble Beams repair;
Fill the large Bowl with sparkling Wine;
Let’s drink, ‘till our own Faces shine,
‘Till we like Suns appear,
To light and warm the Hemisphere.   25
Wine can dispense to all both Light and Heat,
They are with Wine incorporate:
That pow’rful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix,
Which still is fluid, and no Frost can fix;
Let that but in Abundance flow,   30
And let it Storm and Thunder, Hail and Snow,
’Tis Heav’n’s Concern; and let it be
The Care of Heav’n still, for me:
These Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough the Seas,
Great Jove can, if he please,   35
With one commanding Nod appease.
 

III.
 

Seek not to know to Morrow’s Doom;
That is not ours, which is to come.
The present Moment’s all our Store:
The next, should Heav’n allow,   40
Then this will be no more:
So all our Life is but one Instant Now.
Look on each Day you’ve past
To be a mighty Treasure won:
And lay each Moment out in haste;   45
We’re sure to live too fast,
And cannot live too soon.
Youth does a Thousand Pleasures bring,
Which from decrepid Age will fly;
The Flow’rs that flourish in the Spring,   50
In Winter’s cold Embraces die.
 

IV.
 

Now Love, that everlasting Boy, invites
To revel while you may, in soft Delights:
Now the kind Nymph yields all her Charms,
Nor yields in vain to youthful Arms.   55
Slowly she promises at Night to meet,
But eagerly prevents the Hour with swifter Feet.
To gloomy Groves and obscure Shades she flies,
There vails the bright Confession of her Eyes.
Unwillingly she stays,   60
Would more unwillingly depart,
And in soft Sighs conveys
The Whispers of her Heart.
Still she invites and still denies,
And vows she’ll leave you if y’are rude;   65
Then from her Ravisher she flies,
But flies to be pursu’d:
If from his Sight she does her self convey,
With a feign’d Laugh she will her self betray,
And cunningly instruct him in the Way.   70
 
  


SONG. I LOOK’D, AND I SIGH’D, AND I WISH’D I COU’D SPEAK

I.
 

I LOOK’D, and I sigh’d, and I wish’d I cou’d speak,
   And very fain would have been at her;
But when I strove most my great Passion to break,
   Still then I said least of the Matter.
 

II.
 

I swore to my self, and resolv’d I wou’d try   5
   Some way my poor Heart to recover;
But that was all vain, for I sooner cou’d die,
   Than live with forbearing to love her.
 

III.
 

Dear Ccelia be kind then; and since your own Eyes
  By Looks can command Adoration,   10
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not despise
   Those Oglings that tell you my Passion.
 

IV.
 

We’ll look, and we’ll love, and tho’ neither shou’d speak,
   The Pleasure we’ll still be pursuing;
And so, without Words, I don’t doubt we may make   15
   A very good end of this Wooing.
 
  


THE RECONCILIATION.

RECITATIVE.
 

FAIR Celia Love pretended,
And nam’d the Myrtle Bow’r,
Where Damon long attended
Beyond the promis’d Hour.
At length impatient growing
Of anxious Expectation,
His Heart with Rage o’erflowing,
He vented thus his Passion.
 

ODE.
 

   To all the Sex deceitful,
   A long and last Adieu;
Since Women prove ungrateful
As oft as Men prove true.
The Pains they cause are many,
   And long and hard to bear,
The Joys they give (if any)
   Few, short, and unsincere.
 

RECITATIVE.
 

But Celia now repenting
Her breach of Assignation,
Arriv’d with Eyes consenting
And sparkling Inclination.
Like Citherea smiling,
She blush’d, and laid his Passion;
The Shepherd ceas’d reviling,
And sung this Recantation.
 

PALINODE.
 

How engaging, how endearing,
   Is a Lover’s Pain and Care!
And what Joy the Nymph’s appearing,
   After Absence or Despair!
Women wise encrease Desiring,
  By contriving kind Delays;   30
And advancing, or retiring,
   All they mean is more to please.
 
  


ABSENCE.

ALAS! what Pains, what racking Thoughts he proves,
Who lives remov’d from her he dearest loves!
In cruel Absence doom’d past Joys to mourn,
And think on Hours that will no more return.
Oh! let me ne’er the Pangs of Absence try,   5
Save me from Absence, Love, or let me die.
 
  


SONG. FALSE THOUGH SHE BE TO ME AND LOVE

FALSE though she be to me and Love,
   I’ll ne’er pursue Revenge;
For still the Charmer I approve,
   Tho’ I deplore her Change,
In Hours of Bliss we oft have met,
   They could not always last;
And though the present I regret,
   I’m grateful for the past.
 
  


SONG IN DIALOGUE, FOR TWO WOMEN.

I.
 

I LOVE, and am belov’d again,
Strephon no more shall sigh in vain;
I’ve try’d his Faith, and found him true,
And all my Coyness bid adieu.
Thus to Almighty Love I cry’d,   5
When angry, thus the God reply’d.
 

Blessings greater none can have,
Art thou not Amynta’s Slave?
Cease, fond Mortal, to implore,
For Love, Love himselfs no more.   10
 
  


SONG. CRUEL AMYNTA, CAN YOU SEE

I.
 

CRUEL Amynta, can you see
A Heart thus torn which you betray’d?
Love of himself ne’er vanquish’d me,
But through your Eyes the Conquest made.
 

II.
 

In Ambush there the Traitor lay,   5
Where I was led by faithless Smiles:
No Wretches are so lost as they,
Whom much Security beguiles.
 
  


SONG. SEE, SEE, SHE WAKES, SABINA WAKES!

I.
 

SEE, see, she wakes, Sabina wakes!
And now the Sun begins to rise;
Less glorious is the Morn that breaks
From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes.
 

II.
 

With Light united, Day they give,   5
But diff’rent Fates e’er Night fulfil:
How many by his Warmth will live!
How many will her Coldness kill!
 
  


OCCASIONED ON A LADY’S HAVING WRIT VERSES IN COMMENDATION OF A POEM WHICH WAS WRITTEN IN PRAISE OF ANOTHER LADY.

HARD is the Task, and bold th’adventrous Flight
Of Him, who dares in Praise of Beauty write;
For when to that high Theme our Thoughts ascend,
’Tis to detract, too poorly to commend.
And he, who praising Beauty, do’s no wrong,   5
May boast to be successful in his Song:
But when the Fair themselves approve his Lays,
And one accepts, and one vouchsafes to praise,
His wide Ambition knows no farther Bound,
Nor can his Muse with brighter Fame be crown’d.   10
 
  


EPIGRAM

WRITTEN after the Decease of Mrs. Arabella Hunt, under her Picture drawn playing on a Lute.
 

WERE there on Earth another Voice like thine,
Another Hand so blest with Skill Divine!
The late afflicted World some Hopes might have,
And Harmony retrieve thee from the Grave.
 
  


SONG. PIOUS SELINDA GOES TO PRAY’RS

I.
 

PIOUS Selinda goes to Pray’rs,
   If I but ask the Favour;
And yet the tender Fool’s in Tears,
   When she believes I’ll leave her.
 

II.
 

Wou’d I were free from this Restraint,   5
   Or else had hopes to win her;
Wou’d she cou’d make of me a Saint,
   Or I of her a Sinner.
 
  


A HYMN TO HARMONY.

In HONOUR of St. CECILIA’s Day,
 

MDCCI.
 

Set to Musick by Mr. JOHN ECCLES.
 

II.
 

O Harmony, to thee we sing,
To thee the grateful Tribute bring
Of Sacred Verse, and sweet resounding Lays;
Thy Aid invoking while thy Pow’r we praise.
All Hail to thee   5
All-pow’rful Harmony!
Wise Nature owns thy undisputed Sway,
Her wond’rous Works resigning to thy Care;
The Planetary Orbs thy Rule obey,
And tuneful roll, unerring in their way,   10
Thy Voice informing each melodious Sphere.
 

CHORUS.
 

All Hail to thee
All-pow’rful HarmonyI
 

II.
 

Thy Voice, O Harmony, with awful Sound
Could penetrate th’Abyss profound,   15
Explore the Realms of ancient Night,
And search the living Source of unborn Light.
Confusion heard thy Voice and fled,
And Chaos deeper plung’d his vanquish’d Head.
  Then didst thou, Harmony, give Birth   20
To this fair Form of Heav’n and Earth;
Then all those shining Worlds above
In Mystick Dance began to move
Around the radiant Sphere of Central Fire,
A never ceasing, never silent Choir.   25
 

CHORUS.
 

Confusion heard thy Voice and fled,
And Chaos deeper plung’d his vanquish’d Head.
 

III.
 

Thou only, Goddess, first could’st tell
The mighty Charms in Numbers found;
And didst to Heav’nly Minds reveal   30
The secret force of tuneful Sound.
When first Cyllenius form’d the Lyre,
Thou didst the God inspire;
When first the vocal Shell he strung,
To which the Muses sung:   35
Then first the Muses sung; melodious Strains Apollo plaid,
And Musick first begun by thy auspicious Aid.
Hark, hark, again Urania sings!
Again Apollo strikes the trembling Strings!
And see, the list’ning Deities around   40
Attend insatiate, and devour the Sound.
 

CHORUS.
 

Hark, hark, again Urania sings!
Again Apollo strikes the trembling Strings!
And see, the list’ning Deities around
  Attend insatiate, and devour the Sound.   45
 

IV.
 

Descend Urania, Heav’nly Fair!
To the Relief of this afflicted World repair;
See how with various Woes opprest,
The wretched Race of Men is worn;
Consum’d with Cares, with Doubts distrest,    50
Or by conflicting Passions torn.
Reason in vain employs her Aid,
The furious Will on Fancy waits;
While Reason still by Hopes or Fears betray’d,
Too late advances or too soon retreats.   55
Musick alone with sudden Charms can bind
The wandring Sense, and calm the troubled Mind.
 

CHORUS.
 

Musick alone with sudden Charms can bind
The wandring Sense, and calm the troubled Mind.
 

V.
 

Begin the pow’rful Song, ye Sacred Nine,   60
Your Instruments and Voices join;
Harmony, Peace, and sweet Desire,
In ev’ry Breast inspire.
Revive the melancholy drooping Heart,
And soft Repose to restless Thoughts impart.   65
Appease the wrathful Mind,
To dire Revenge and Death inclin’d:
With balmy Sounds his boiling Blood asswage,
And melt to mild Remorse his burning Rage.
’Tis done; and now tumultuous Passions cease;    70
And all is husht, and all is Peace.
The weary World with welcome Ease is blest,
By Musick lull’d to pleasing Rest.
 

CHORUS.
 

’Tis done; and now tumultuous Passions cease;
And all is husht, and all is Peace.   75
The weary World with welcome Ease is blest,
By Musick lull’d to pleasing Rest.
 

VI.
 

Ah, sweet Repose, too soon expiring!
Ah, foolish Man, new Toils requiring!
  Curs’d Ambition, Strife pursuing,   80
Wakes the World to War and Ruin.
See, see, the Battel is prepar’d!
Behold the Hero comes!
Loud Trumpets with shrill Fifes are heard;
  And hoarse resounding Drums.   85
War, with discordant Notes and jarring Noise,
The Harmony of Peace destroys.
 

CHORUS.
 

War, with discordant Notes and jarring Noise,
The Harmony of Peace destroys.
 

VII.
 

  See the forsaken Fair, with streaming Eyes   90
Her parting Lover mourn;
She weeps, she sighs, despairs and dies,
And watchful wastes the lonely livelong Nights,
Bewailing past Delights
  That may no more, no never more return.   95
O sooth her Cares
With softest, sweetest Airs,
‘Till Victory and Peace restore
Her faithful Lover to her tender Breast,
  Within her folding Arms to rest,   100
Thence never to be parted more,
No never to be parted more.
 

CHORUS.
 

Let Victory and Peace restore
Her faithful Lover to her tender Breast,
  Within her folding Arms to rest,   105
Thence never to be parted more,
No never to be parted more.
Enough, Urania, heav’nly fair!
Now to thy Native Skies repair,
And rule again the Starry Sphere;   110
Cecilia comes, with holy Rapture fill’d,
To ease the World of Care.
Cecilia, more than all the Muses skill’d!
Phoebus himself to her must yield,
And at her Feet lay down   115
His Golden Harp and Lawrel Crown.
The soft enervate Lyre is drown’d
In the deep Organ’s more majestick Sound.
In Peals the swelling Notes ascend the Skies;
Perpetual Breath the swelling Notes supplies,   120
And lasting as her Name,
Who form’d the tuneful Frame,
Th’immortal Musick never dies.
 

GRAND CHORUS.
 

Cecilia, more than all the Muses skill’d!
Phoebus himself to her must yield,   125
And at her Feet lay down
His Golden Harp and Lawrel Crown.
The soft enervate Lyre is drown’d
In the deep Organ’s more majestick Sound.
In Peals the swelling Notes ascend the Skies;   130
Perpetual Breath the swelling Notes supplies,
And lasting as her Name,
Who form’d the tuneful Frame,
Th ‘immortal Musick never dies.
 
  


VERSES TO THE MEMORY OF GRACE LADY GETHIN

Occasioned by reading her Book, Intitled RELIQUIÆ GETHINIANÆ.
 

AFTER a painful Life in Study spent,
The Learn’d themselves their Ignorance lament;
And aged Men, whose Lives exceed the Space,
Which seems the Bound prescrib’d to mortal Race,
With hoary Heads, their short Experience grieve,   5
As doom’d to die before they’ve learn’d to live.
So hard it is true Knowledge to attain,
So frail is Life, and fruitless Human Pain!
Who-e’er on this reflects, and then beholds,
With strict Attention, what this Book unfolds,   10
With Admiration struck, shall question 
Who So very long could live, so much to know?
For so compleat the finish’d Piece appears,
That Learning seems combin’d with Length of Years;
And both improv’d by purest Wit, to reach   15
At all that Study, or that Time can teach.
But to what height must his Amazement rise!
When having read the Work, he turns his Eyes
Again to view the foremost op’ning Page,
And there the Beauty, Sex, and tender Age   20
Of Her beholds, in whose pure Mind arose
Th’Ætherial Source from whence this Current flows!
When Prodigies appear, our Reason fails,
And Superstition o’er Philosophy prevails.
Some heav’nly Minister we strait conclude,   25
Some Angel-Mind with Female Form indu’d,
To make a short Abode on Earth, was sent,
(Where no Perfection can be permanent)
And having left her bright Example here,
Was quick recall’d, and bid to disappear.   30
Whether around the Throne, Eternal Hymns
She Sings, amid the Choir of Seraphims;
Or some refulgent Star informs, and guides,
Where she, the blest Intelligence, presides;
Is not for us to know who here remain;   35
For ‘twere as Impious to enquire, as Vain:
And all we ought, or can, in this dark State,
Is, what we have admir’d, to imitate.
 
  


EPITAPH UPON ROBERT HUNTINGTON, OF STANTON HARCOURT, ESQ; AND ROBERT HIS SON.

THIS peaceful Tomb does now contain
Father and Son, together laid;
Whose living Virtues shall remain,
When they, and this, are quite decay’d.
  What Man shou’d be, to Ripeness grown,   5
And finish’d Worth shou’d do, or shun,
At full was in the Father shown;
What Youth cou’d promise, in the Son.
But Death obdurate, both destroy’d
   The perfect Fruit, and op’ning Bud:
First seiz’d those Sweets we had enjoy’d,
Then robb’d us of the coming Good.
 
  


TO MR. DRYDEN, ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS.

AS when of Old Heroick Story tells
Of Knights imprison’d long by Magic Spells,
‘Till future Time the destin’d Hero send,
By whom, the dire Enchantment is to end:
Such seems this Work, and so reserv’d for thee,   5
Thou great Revealer of dark Poesie.
   Those sullen Clouds, which have for Ages past,
O’er Persius’s too-long-suff’ring Muse been cast,
Disperse, and flie before thy Sacred Pen,
And, in their room, bright tracks of Light are seen.    10
Sure Phcebus self thy swelling Breast inspires,
The God of Musick, and Poetick Fires:
Else, whence proceeds this great Surprise of Light!
How dawns this Day, forth from the Womb of Night!
   Our Wonder, now, does our past Folly show,   15
Vainly Contemning what we did not know:
So, Unbelievers impiously despise
The Sacred Oracles, in Mysteries.
Persius, before, in small Esteem was had,
Unless, what to Antiquity is paid;   20
But like Apocrypha, with Scruple read,
(So far, our Ignorance, our Faith mis-led)
‘Till you, Apollo’s darling Priest, thought fit
To place it in the Poet’s Sacred Writ.
   As Coin, which bears some awful Monarch’s Face,    25
For more than its intrinsick Worth will pass:
So your bright Image, which we here behold,
Adds Worth to Worth, and dignifies the Gold.
To you, we, all this following Treasure owe,
  This Hippocrene, which from a Rock did flow.   30
   Old Stoick Virtue, clad in rugged Lines,
Polish’d by you, in Modern Brillant shines:
And as before, for Persius, our Esteem
To his Antiquity was paid, not him:
So now, whatever Praise from us is due,   35
Belongs not to Old Persius, but the New.
For still Obscure, to us no Light he gives;
Dead in himself, in you alone he lives.
   So, stubborn Flints their inward Heat conceal,
Till Art and Force th’unwilling Sparks reveal;   40
But thro’ your Skill, from those small Seeds of Fire,
Bright Flames arise, which never can Expire.
 
  


THE ELEVENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL.

THE ARGUMENT.
 

The Design of this Satire is to expose and reprehend all Manner
of Intemperance and Debauchery; but more particularly
that exorbitant Luxury used by the Romans, in their Feasting. The Poet draws the Occasion from an Invitation, which
he here makes to his Friend, to dine with him; very artfully
preparing him, with what he was to expect from his Treat, by
beginning the Satire with a particular Invective against the
Vanity and Folly of some Persons, who having but mean
Fortunes in the World, attempted to live up to the heighth of
Men of great Estates and Quality. He shews us, the miserable End of such Spend-thrifts and Gluttons; with the
Manner and Courses, which they took to bring themselves
to it; advising Men to live within Bounds, and to proportion
their Inclinations to the Extent of their Fortune. He gives his
Friend a Bill of Fare, of the Entertainment he has provided
for him; and from thence he takes Occasion to reflect upon
the Temperance and Frugality of the Greatest Men, in
former Ages: To which he opposes the Riot and Intemperance of the present; attributing to the latter a visible Remisness, in the Care of Heaven over the Roman State. He
instances some lewd Practices at their Feasts, and by the by,
touches the Nobility, with making Vice and Debauchery
consist with their principal Pleasures. He concludes with a
repeated Invitation to his Friend; advising him (in one
particular somewhat freely) to a neglect of all Cares and
Disquiets, for the present; and a moderate use of Pleasures,
for the future.
 

IF Noble Atticus make splendid Feasts,
And with expensive Food indulge his Guests;
His Wealth and Quality support the Treat:
Nor is it Luxury in him, but State.
But when Poor Rutilus spends all he’s Worth,   5
In hopes of setting one good Dinner forth;
’Tis down-right Madness; for what greater Jests,
Than Begging Gluttons, or than Beggars Feasts?
But Rutilus is now notorious grown,    10
And proves the Common Theme of all the Town.
A Man, in his full Tide of youthful Blood,
Able for Arms, and for his Country’s good;
Urg’d by no Pow’r, restrain’d by no Advice,
But following his own inglorious Choice:
Whom, their despairing Creditors, may find   20
Lurking in Shambles; where with borrow’d Coin
They buy choice Meats, and in cheap Plenty dine;
Such, whose sole Bliss, is Eating; who can give
But that one Brutal Reason why they live.
And yet what’s more ridiculous: Of these,   25
The poorest Wretch, is still most hard to please;
And he whose thin transparent Rags, declare
How much, his tatter’d Fortune wants repair,
Wou’d ransack ev’ry Element, for Choice
Of ev’ry Fish and Fowl, at any Price;   30
If brought from far, it very dear has cost,
It has a Flavour then, which pleases most,
And he devours it with a greater Gust.
In Riot thus, while Mony lasts, he lives,
And that exhausted, still new Pledges gives;   35
‘Till forc’d of meer Necessity, to eat,
He comes to pawn his Dish, to buy his Meat.
Nothing of Silver, or of Gold he spares,
Not what his Mother’s Sacred Image bears;
The broken Relick, he with speed devours,   40
As he wou’d all the rest of’s Ancestors,
If wrought in Gold, or if expos’d to Sale,
They’d pay the Price of one Luxurious Meal.
Thus certain Ruin treads upon his Heels,
The Stings of Hunger, soon, and Want he feels;    45
And thus is he reduc’d at length, to serve
Fencers, for miserable Scraps, or starve.
Imagine now, you see a plenteous Feast:
The Question is, at whose Expence ’tis drest.
In great Ventidius, we, the Bounty prize;   50
In Rutilus, the Vanity despise.
Strange Ignorance! That the same Man, who knows
How far yond’ Mount about this Mole-hill shows,
Shou’d not perceive a difference as great,
Between small Incomes and a vast Estate!   55
From Heav’n, to Mortals, sure, that Rule was sent,
Of Know thy self and by some God was meant
To be our never-erring Pilot here,
Through all the various Courses, which we steer.
Thersites, tho’ the most presumptuous Greek,   60
Yet durst not for Achilles Armour speak;
When scarce Ulysses had a good Pretence,
With all th’advantage of his Eloquence.
Who-e’er attempts weak Causes to support,
Ought to be very sure he’s able for’t;   65
And not mistake strong Lungs and Impudence,
For Harmony of Words, and Force of Sense:
Fools only make Attempts beyond their Skill;
A Wise Man’s Pow’r’s the Limit of his Will.
If Fortune has a Nigard been to thee,   70
Devote thy self to Thrift, not Luxury;
And wisely make that kind of Food thy Choice,
To which Necessity confines thy Price.
Well may they fear some miserable End,
Whom Gluttony and Want, at once attend;   75
Whose large voracious Throats have swallow’d All,
Both Land and Stock, Int’rest and Principal:
Well may they fear, at length, vile ^Pollio’s Fate,
Who sold his very Ring, to purchase Meat;
And tho’ a Knight, ‘mongst common Slaves now stands,    80
Begging an Alms, with undistinguish’d Hands.
Sure sudden Death to such shou’d welcome be,
On whom, each added Year heaps Misery,
Scorn, Poverty, Reproach and Infamy.
But there are steps in Villany, which these   85
Observe to tread and follow, by degrees.
Mony they borrow, and from all that lend,
Which, never meaning to restore, they spend;
But that and their small Stock of Credit gone,
go Lest Rome should grow too warm, from thence they run:
For of late Years ’tis no more Scandal grown,
For Debt and Roguery to quit the Town,
Than in the midst of Summer’s scorching Heat,
From Crouds, and Noise, and Business to retreat.
One only Grief such Fugitives can find:   95
Reflecting on the Pleasures left behind,
The Plays and loose Diversions of the Place;
But not one Blush appears for the Disgrace.
Ne’er was of Modesty so great a Dearth,
That out of Count’nance Vertue’s fled from Earth;   100
Baffled, expos’d to Ridicule and Scorn,
She’s with Astrea gone, not to return.
This Day, my Persicus, thou shalt perceive
Whether, my self I keep those Rules I give,
Or else, an unsuspected Glutton live;   105
If mod’rate Fare and Abstinence, I prize
In publick, yet in private Gormondize.
Evander’s Feast reviv’d, to Day thou’lt see;
The poor Evander, I, and thou shalt be
Alcides and Æneas both to me.   110
Mean time, I send you now your Bill of Fare;
Be not surpriz’d, that ’tis all homely Cheer:
For nothing from the Shambles I provide,
But from my own small Farm, the tend’rest Kid
And fattest of my Flock, a Suckling yet,   115
That ne’er had Nourishment, but from the Teat;
No bitter Willow-tops have been its Food,
Scarce Grass; its Veins have more of Milk than Blood.
Next that, shall Mountain Sparagus be laid,
Pull’d by some plain, but cleanly Country-Maid.   120
The largest Eggs, yet warm within the Nest,
Together with the Hens which laid ’em, drest;
Clusters of Grapes, preserv’d for half a Year,
Which, plump and fresh as on the Vines appear;
Apples, of a ripe Flavour, fresh and fair;   125
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian Pear,
Mellow’d by Winter, from their cruder Juice,
Light of Digestion now, and fit for use.
Such Food as this, wou’d have been heretofore
Accounted Riot, in a Senator:   130
When the good Curius thought it no Disgrace,
With his own Hands, a few small Herbs to dress;
And from his little Garden, cull’d a Feast,
Which fetter’d Slaves wou’d now disdain to taste;
For scarce a Slave, but has to Dinner now,   135
The well-dress’d Paps of a fat pregnant Sow.
But heretofore ’twas thought a sumptuous Treat,
On Birth-Days, Festivals, or Days of State;
A salt, dry Flitch of Bacon to prepare:
If they had fresh Meat, ’twas delicious Fare!   140
Which rarely happen’d: And ’twas highly priz’d
If ought was left of what they sacrific’d.
To Entertainments of this Kind, wou’d come
The Worthiest and the Greatest Men in Rome:
Nay, seldom any at such Treats were seen,   145
But those who had at least thrice Consuls been;
Or the Dictator’s Office had discharg’d,
And now from Honourable Toil enlarg’d,
Retir’d to Husband and Manure their Land,
Humbling themselves to those they might Command.    150
Then might y’have seen the good old Gen’ral haste,
Before th’appointed Hour, to such a Feast;
His Spade aloft, as ‘twere in Triumph held,
Proud of the Conquest of some stubborn Field.
’Twas then, when pious Consuls bore the Sway,   155
And Vice discourag’d, pale and trembling lay.
Our Censors then were subject to the Law,
Ev’n Povp’r it self, of Justice stood in awe.
It was not then, a Roman’s anxious Thought,
  Contentedly he slept, as cheaply, as he din’d.   165
The Soldier then, in Graecian Arts unskill’d,
Returning rich with Plunder, from the Field:
If Cups of Silver, or of Gold he Brought,
With Jewels set, and exquisitely wrought,
To glorious Trappings, streight the Plate he turn’d,   170
And with the glitt’ring Spoil his Horse adorn’d;
Or else a Helmet for himself he made,
Where various Warlike Figures were inlaid:
The Roman Wolf, suckling the Twins was there,
And Mars himself, arm’d with his Shield and Spear,   175
Hov’ring above his Crest, did dreadful show,
As threatning Death, to each resisting Foe.
No use of Silver, but in Arms was known,
Splendid they were in War, and there alone.
No Side-boards then, with gilded Plate were dress’d,   180
No sweating Slaves, with massive Dishes press’d;
Expensive Riot was not understood,
But Earthen Platters held their homely Food.
Who wou’d not envy them, that Age of Bliss,
  That sees with shame the Luxury of This?   185
Heav’n unwearied then, did Blessings pour,
And pitying Jove foretold each dang’rous Hour;
Mankind were then familiar with the God,
He snuff d their Incense with a gracious Nod;
And wou’d have still been bounteous, as of Old,   190
Had we not left him for that Idol, Gold.
His Golden
Statues, hence the God have driv’n:
For well he knows, where our Devotion’s giv ‘n,
’Tis Gold we Worship, though we pray to Heav ‘n.
Woods of our own afforded Tables then,   195
Tho’ none can please us now but from Japan.
Invite my Lord to Dine, and let him have
The nicest Dish his Appetite can crave;
But let it on an Oaken Board be set,
His Lordship will grow sick, and cannot eat:   200
Something’s amiss, he knows not what to think,
Either your Ven’son’s Rank, or Ointments stink.
Order some other Table to be brought,
Something, at great Expence in India bought,
Beneath whose Orb, large yawning Panthers lie,   205
Carv’d on rich Pedestals of Ivory:
He finds no more of that offensive Smell,
The Meat recovers, and my Lord grows well.
An Iv’ry Table is a certain whet;
You would not think how heartily he’ll eat,   210
As if new Vigour to his Teeth were sent,
By Sympathy from those o’th’Elephant.
But such fine Feeders are no Guests for me:
Riot agrees not with Frugality;
Then, that unfashionable Man am I,   215
With me they’d starve, for want of Ivory:
For not one inch does my whole House afford,
Not in my very Tables, or Chess-board,
Of Bone, the Handles of my Knives are made,
Yet no ill Taste from thence affects the Blade,   220
Or what I carve; nor is there ever left
Any unsav’ry Haut-goust from the Haft.
A hearty Welcome, to plain wholesome Meat,
You’ll find, but serv’d up in no formal state;
No Sew ‘rs, nor dextrous Carvers have I got,   225
Such as by skilful Trypherus are taught:
In whose fam’d Schools the various Forms appear
Of Fishes, Beasts, and all the Fowls o’th’ Air;
And where, with blunted Knives, his Scholars learn
How to dissect, and the nice Joints discern;   230
While all the Neighbors are with Noise opprest,
From the harsh Carving of his wooden Feast.
On me attends a raw unskilful Lad,
On Fragments fed, in homely Garments clad,
At once my Carver, and my Ganymede;    235
With diligence he’ll serve us while we Dine,
And in plain Beechen Vessels, fill our Wine.
No Beauteous Boys I keep, from Phrygia brought,
No Catamites, by shameful Pandars taught:
Only to me two home-bred Youths belong,   240
Unskill’d in any but their Mother-Tongue;
Alike in Feature both, and Garb appear,
With honest Faces, though with uncurl’d Hair.
This Day thou shalt my Rural Pages see,
  For I have drest ’em both to wait on thee.   245
Of Country Swains they both were born, and one
My Ploughman’s is, t’other my Shepherd’s Son;
A chearful Sweetness in his Looks he has,
And Innocence unartful in his Face:
Tho’ sometimes Sadness will o’er-cast the Joy,   250
And gentle Sighs break from the tender Boy;
His absence from his Mother, oft he’ll mourn,
And with his Eyes look Wishes to return.
Longing to see his tender Kids, again,
  And feed his Lambs upon the dowry Plain;   255
A modest Blush he wears, not form’d by Art,
Free from Deceit his Face, and full as free his Heart.
Such Looks, such Bashfulness, might well adorn
The Cheeks of Youths that are more Nobly born,
But Noblemen those humble Graces scorn.   260
This Youth, to Day shall my small Treat attend,
And only he with Wine shall serve my Friend,
With Wine from his own Country brought, and made
From the same Vines, beneath whose fruitful Shade
He and his wanton Kids have often play’d.   265
But you, perhaps, expect a modish Feast,
With am’rous Songs and wanton Dances grac’d;
Where sprightly Females, to the Middle bare,
Trip lightly o’er the Ground, and frisk in Air;
Whose pliant Limbs in various Postures move,   270
And twine and bound, as in the Feat of Love.
Such Sights, the languid Nerves to Action stir,
And jaded Lust springs forward with this Spur.
Vertue would shrink to hear this Lewdness told,
Which Husbands, now, do with their Wives behold;   275
A needful Help, to make ’em both approve
The dry Embraces of long-wedded Love.
In Nuptial Cinders, this revives the Fire,
And turns their mutual Loathing to Desire.
But she, who by her Sexes Charter, must   280
Have double Pleasure paid, feels double Lust;
Apace she warms, with an immod’rate Heat,
Strongly her Bosom heaves, and Pulses beat;
With glowing Cheeks, and trembling Lips she lies,
With Arms expanded, and with naked Thighs,   285
Sucking in Passion both at Ears and Eyes.
But this becomes not me, nor my Estate;
These are the vicious Follies of the Great.
Let him who does on Iv’ry Tables dine,
Whose Marble Floors, with drunken Spawlings shine;    290
Let him lascivious Songs and Dances have,
Which, or to see, or hear, the lewdest Slave,
The vilest Prostitute in all the Stews,
With bashful Indignation wou’d refuse.
But Fortune, there, extenuates the Crime;   295
What’s Vice in me, is only Mirth in him:
The Fruits which Murder, Cards, or Dice afford,
A Vestal ravish’d, or a Matron whor’d,
Are laudable Diversions in a Lord.
But my poor Entertainment is design’d   300
T’afford you Pleasures of another kind:
Yet with your Taste your Hearing shall be fed,
And Homer’s Sacred Lines, and Virgil’s read;
Either of whom does all Mankind excel,
Tho’ which exceeds the other, none can tell.   305
It matters not with what ill Tone they’re Sung,
Verse so sublimely good, no Voice can wrong.
Now then be all thy weighty Cares away,
Thy Jealousies and Fears, and while you may
To Peace and soft Repose, give all the Day.    310
From Thoughts of Debt, or any worldly Ill
Be free, be all uneasie Passions still.
What tho’ thy Wife do with the Morning Light,
(When thou in vain has toil’d and drudg’d all Night)
Steal from thy Bed and House, abroad to roam,   315
And having quench’d her Flame, come breathless home,
Fleck’d in her Face, and with disorder’d Hair,
Her Garments ruffled, and her Bosom bare;
With Ears still tingling, and her Eyes on fire,
Half drown’d in Sin, still burning in Desire:   320
Whilst you are forc’d to wink, and seem content,
Swelling with Passion, which you dare not vent;
Nay, if you wou’d be free, from Night-alarms,
You must seem fond, and doating on her Charms,
Take her (the last of Twenty) to your Arms.   325
Let this, and ev’ry other anxious Thought,
At th’Entrance of my Threshold be forgot;
All thy Domestick Griefs at home be left,
The Wife’s Adult’ry, with the Servants Theft;
And (the most racking Thought, which can intrude)   330
Forget false Friends and their Ingratitude.
Let us our peaceful Mirth at home begin,
While Megalensian Shows are in the Circus seen:
There (to the Bane of Horses) in high State
The Praetor sits, on a Triumphal Seat;   335
Vainly with Ensigns, and with Robes adorn’d,
As if with Conquest, from the Wars return’d.
This Day all Rome, (if I may be allow’d,
Without Offence to such a num’rous Crowd,
To say all Rome) will in the Circus sweat;   340
Echos already do their Shouts repeat:
Methinks I hear the Cry — Away, away,
The Green have won the Honour of the Day.
Oh, should these Sports be but one Year forborn,
  Rome would in Tears her lov’d Diversion mourn;   345
For that would now a Cause of Sorrow yield,
Great as the loss of Cannes’s fatal Field.
Such Shows as these, were not for us design’d,
But vig’rous Youth to active Sports inclin’d.
On Beds of Roses laid, let us repose,   350
While round our Heads refreshing Ointment flows;
Our aged Limbs we’ll bask in Phoebus Rays,
And live this Day devoted to our Ease.
Early to Day we’ll to the Bath repair,
Nor need we now the common Censure fear:   355
On Festivals, it is allow’d no Crime
To Bath, and Eat, before the usual time;
But that continu’d, wou’d a loathing give,
Nor could you thus a Week together live:
For, frequent Use would the Delight exclude:   360
Pleasure’s a Toil, when constantly pursu’d.
 
  


PROLOGUE TO QUEEN MARY

UPON Her Majesty’s coming to see the Old Batchelour, after having seen the Double-Dealer.
 

BY this repeated Act of Grace, we see
Wit is again the Care of Majesty;
And while thus honour’d our proud Stage appears,
We seem to rival Ancient Theatres.
Thus flourish’d Wit in our Forefathers Age,   5
And thus the Roman and Athenian Stage.
Whose Wit is best, we’ll not presume to tell;
But this we know, our Audience will excel:
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, seen
So fair a Circle, and so bright a Queen.   10
Long has the Muses Land been over-cast,
And many rough and stormy Winters past;
Hid from the World, and thrown in Shades of Night,
Of Heat depriv’d, and almost void of Light:
While Wit, a hardy Plant, of Nature bold,   15
Has struggled strongly with the killing Cold:
So does it still through Opposition grow,
As if its Root was warmer kept by Snow:
But when shot forth, then draws the Danger near,
On ev’ry side the gath’ring Winds appear,    20
And Blasts destroy that Fruit, which Frosts wou’d spare.
But now, new Vigour and new Life it knows,
And Warmth that from this Royal Presence flows.
O wou’d She shine with Rays more frequent here!
How Gay wou’d then, this drooping Land appear!   25
Then, like the Sun, with Pleasure she might view,
The smiling Earth, cloath’d by her Beams anew.
O’er all the Meads, shou’d various Flowers be seen
Mix’d with the Lawrel’s never-fading Green,
The new Creation of a Gracious Queen.   30
 
  


EPILOGUE AT THE OPENING OF THE QUEEN’S THEATRE IN THE HAY-MARKET

with an Italian Pastoral: Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle.
 

WHATEVER future Fate our House may find,
At present we expect you shou’d be kind:
Inconstancy it self can claim no Right,
Before Enjoyment and the Wedding Night.
You must be fixt a little e’er you range,   5
You must be true ‘till you have time to change.
A Week at least; one Night is sure too soon,
But we pretend not to a Honey Moon.
To Novelty we know you can be true,
But what, alas! or who, is always new?   10
This Day, without Presumption, we pretend
With Novelty entire you’re entertain’d;
For not alone our House and Scenes are new,
Our Song and Dance, but ev’n our Actors too.
Our Play it self has something in’t uncommon,   15
Two faithful Lovers, and one constant Woman.
In sweet Italian Strains our Shepherds sing,
Of harmless Loves our painted Forests ring
In Notes, perhaps less Foreign than the thing.
To Sound and Show at first we make pretence,   20
In time we may regale you with some Sense,
But that, at present were too great Expence.
We only fear the Beaux may think it hard,
To be to Night from smutty Jests debarr’d:
But in good Breeding, sure, they’ll once excuse,   25
Ev’n Modesty, when in a Stranger Muse.
The Day’s at hand, when we shall shift the Scene,
And to your selves shew your dear selves again:
Paint the Reverse of what you’ve seen to Day,
And in bold Strokes the vicious Town display.   30
 
  


PROLOGUE TO PYRRHUS KING OF EPIRUS.

OUR Age has much improv’d the Warrior’s Art;
For Fighting, now, is thought the weakest Part;
And a good Head, more useful than a Heart.
This way of War, does our Example yield;
That Stage will win, which longest keeps the Field.   5
We mean not Battel, when we bid Defiance;
But starving one another to Compliance.
Our Troops encamp’d are by each other view’d,
And those which first are hungry, are subdu’d,
And there, in Truth, depends the great Decision:  10
They conquer, who cut off the Foe’s Provision.
Let Fools, with Knocks and Bruises, keep a Pother;
Our War and Trade, is to out-wit each other.
But, hold: Will not the Politicians tell us,
That both our Conduct, and our Foresight, fail us,   15
To raise Recruits, and draw new Forces down,
Thus, in the dead Vacation of the Town?
To muster up our Rhimes, without our Reason,
And forage for an Audience out of Season?
Our Author’s Fears must this false Step excuse;   20
’Tis the first Flight of a just-feather’d Muse:
Th’Occasion ta’en, when Criticks are away;
Half Wits and Beaux, those rav’nous Birds of Prey.
But, Heav’n be prais’d, far hence they vent their Wrath,
Mauling, in mild Lampoon, th’intriguing Bath.   25
Thus does our Author his first Flight commence;
Thus, against Friends at first, with Foils we fence;
Thus prudent Gimcrack try’d if he were able
(E’er he’d wet Foot) to swim upon a Table.
  Then spare the Youth; or if you’ll damn the Play,   30
   Let him but first have his; then take your Day.
  


EPILOGUE TO OROONOKO.

Spoken by Mrs. Verbruggen.
 

YOU see we try all Shapes, and Shifts, and Arts,
To tempt your Favours, and regain your Hearts.
We weep, and laugh, join Mirth and Grief together,
Like Rain and Sunshine mixt, in April Weather.
Your different Tastes divide our Poet’s Cares:   5
One Foot the Sock, t’other the Buskin wears:
Thus while he strives to please, he’s forc’d to do’t,
Like Volscius, Hip-hop, in a single Boot.
Criticks, he knows, for this may damn his Books:
But he makes Feasts for Friends, and not for Cooks.    10
Tho’ Errant-Knights of late no Favour find,
Sure you will be to Ladies-Errant kind.
To follow Fame, Knights-Errant make Profession:
We Damsels fly, to save our Reputation:
So they, their Valour show, we, our Discretion.    15
To Lands of Monsters and fierce Beasts they go,
We, to those Islands where rich Husbands grow:
Tho’ they’re no Monsters, we may make ’em so.
If they’re of English Growth, they’ll bear’t with Patience:
But save us from a Spouse of Oroonoko’s Nations!   20
Then bless your Stars, you happy London Wives,
Who love at large, each Day, yet keep your Lives:
Nor envy poor Imoinda’s doating Blindness,
Who thought her Husband kill’d her out of Kindness.
Death with a Husband ne’er had shewn such Charms,    25
Had she once dy’d within a Lover’s Arms.
Her Error was from Ignorance proceeding:
Poor Soul! she wanted some of our Town Breeding.
Forgive this Indian’s Fondness of her Spouse;
Their Law no Christian Liberty allows:   30
Alas! they make a Conscience of their Vows!
If Virtue in a Heathen be a Fault;
Then damn the Heathen School, where she was taught.
She might have learnt to Cuckold, Jilt and Sham,
Had Covent-Garden been in Surinam.   35
 
  


PROLOGUE TO THE HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD.

A Comedy written by Mr. J. Dryden, Junior.
 

THIS Year has been remarkable two ways,
For blooming Poets, and for blasted Plays.
We’ve been by much appearing Plenty mock’d,
At once both tantaliz’d, and over-stock’d.
Our Authors too, by their Success of late,   5
Begin to think Third Days are out of Date.
What can the Cause be, that our Plays won’t keep,
Unless they have a Rott some Years like Sheep?
For our parts, we confess we’re quite asham’d
To read such weekly Bills of Poets damn’d.   10
Each Parish knows ’tis but a mournful Case
When Christnings fall, and Funerals encrease.
Thus ’tis, and thus ‘twill be when we are dead,
There will be Writers which will ne’er be read.
Why will you be such Wits, and write such things?   15
You’re willing to be Wasps, but want the Stings.
Let not your Spleen provoke you to that height,
‘Odslife you don’t know what you do, Sirs, when you write.
You’ll find that Pegasus has Tricks, when try’d,
Tho’ you make nothing on’t but up and ride;   20
Ladies and all, I’faith, now get astride.
Contriving Characters, and Scenes, and Plots,
Is grown as common now, as knitting Knots;
With the same Ease, and Negligence of Thought,
The charming Play is writ, and Fringe is wrought.   25
Tho’ this be frightful, yet we’re more afraid,
When Ladies leave, that Beaux will take the Trade:
Thus far ’tis well enough, if here ‘twou’d stop,
But shou’d they write, we must e’en shut up Shop.
How shall we make this Mode of Writing sink?    30
A Mode said I. ’Tis a Disease, I think,
A stubborn Tetter that’s not cur’d with Ink.
For still it spreads, ‘till each th’Infection takes,
And seizes ten, for one that it forsakes.
Our Play to Day is sprung from none of these,   35
Nor should you Damn it, tho’ it does not please,
Since born without the Bounds of your four Seas.
For if you grant no Favour as ’tis new,
Yet as a Stranger, there is something due:
From Rome (to try its Fate) this Play was sent,   40
Start not at Rome, for there’s no Popery meant;
Tho’ there the Poet may his Dwelling chuse,
Yet still he knows his Country claims his Muse.
Hither an Offering his First-born he sends,
Whose good, or ill Success, on you depends.   45
Yet he has hope some Kindness may be shown,
As due to greater Merit than his own,
And begs the Sire may for the Son attone.
There’s his last Refuge, if the Play don’t take,
Yet spare young Dry den for his Father’s sake.   50
 
  


PROLOGUE TO THE COURT; ON THE QUEEN’S BIRTH-DAY, 1704.

THE happy Muse, to this high Scene preferr’d,
Hereafter shall in loftier Strains be heard;
And, soaring to transcend her usual Theme,
Shall Sing of Virtue and Heroick Fame.
No longer shall she toil upon the Stage,   5
And fruitless War with Vice and Folly wage;
No more in mean Disguise she shall appear,
And Shapes she wou’d reform be forc’d to wear:
While Ignorance and Malice join to blame,
And break the Mirror that reflects their Shame.   10
Henceforth she shall pursue a nobler Task,
Shew her bright Virgin Face, and scorn the Satyr’s Mask.
Happy her future Days! which are design’d
Alone to paint the Beauties of the Mind.
By just Originals to draw with Care,   15
And Copy from the Court a faultless Fair:
Such Labours with Success her Hopes may crown,
And shame to Manners an incorrigible Town.
While this Design her eager Thought pursues,
Such various Virtues all around she views,
She knows not where to fix, or which to chuse.
Yet still ambitious of the daring Flight,
ONE only awes her with Superior Light.
From that Attempt the Conscious Muse retires,
Nor to Inimitable Worth aspires;   25
But secretly Applauds, and silently Admires.
   Hence she reflects upon the genial Ray
   That first enliven’d this Auspicious Day:
On that bright Star, to whose Indulgent Pow’r
We owe the Blessings of the Present Hour.   30
Concurring Omens of propitious Fate
Bore, with One Sacred Birth, an equal Date:
Whence we derive whatever we possess,
By Foreign Conquest, or Domestick Peace.
   Then, Britain, then thy Dawn of Bliss begun:   35
Then broke the Morn that lighted up this Sun!
Then was it doom’d whose Councils shou’d succeed;
And by whose Arm the Christian World be freed;
Then the fierce Foe was pre-ordain’d to yield,
And then the Battel won at Blenheim’s Glorious Field.   40
 
  


THE TEARS OF AMARYLLIS FOR AMYNTAS.

A PASTORAL.
 

Lamenting the DEATH of The late Lord Marquis of BLANFORD.
 

Inscrib’d to the
Right Honourable the Lord GODOLPHIN,
Lord High-Treasurer of England.
 

Qualis populeâ mœrens Philomela sub umbra
Amissos queritur fetus — 
 — miserabile Carmen
 

Intégrât, & mœstis late loca qucestibus implet.
Virg. Geor. 4.
 

‘TWAS at the time, when new returning Light,
With welcome Rays begins to chear the Sight;
When grateful Birds prepare their Thanks to pay,
And warble Hymns to hail the dawning Day;
When woolly Flocks their bleating Cries renew,   5
And from their fleecy Sides first shake the silver Dew.
’Twas then that Amaryllis, Heav’nly Fair,
Wounded with Grief, and wild with her Despair,
Forsook her Myrtle Bow’r and Rosie Bed,
To tell the Winds her Woes, and mourn Amyntas dead.    10
Who had a Heart so hard, that heard her Cries
And did not weep? Who such relentless Eyes?
Tygers and Wolves their wonted Rage forgo,
And dumb Distress and new Compassion shew,
As taught by her to taste of Human Woe.   15
Nature her self attentive Silence kept,
And Motion seem’d suspended while she wept;
The rising Sun restrain’d his fiery Course,
And rapid Rivers listen’d at their Source;
Ev’n Eccho fear’d to catch the flying Sound,   20
Lest Repetition should her Accents drown;
The very Morning Wind with-held his Breeze,
Nor fann’d with fragrant Wings the noiseless Trees;
As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead,
And in the Grave with lov’d Amyntas laid.   25
No Voice, no whisp’ring Sigh, no murm’ring Groan,
Presum’d to mingle with a Mother’s Moan;
Her Cries alone her Anguish could express,
All other Mourning would have made it less.
Hear me, she cry’d, ye Nymphs and Silvan Gods,   30
Inhabitants of these once lov’d Abodes;
Hear my Distress and lend a pitying Ear,
Hear my Complaint — you would not hear my Pray’r;
The Loss which you prevented not, deplore,
And mourn with me Amyntas now no more.   35
Have I not Cause, ye cruel Pow’rs, to mourn?
Lives there like me another Wretch forlorn?
Tell me, thou Sun that round the World dost shine,
Hast thou beheld another Loss like mine?
Ye Winds, who on your Wings sad Accents bear,   40
And catch the Sounds of Sorrow and Despair,
Tell me if e’er your tender Pinions bore
Such weight of Woe, such deadly Sighs before?
Tell me, thou Earth, on whose wide-spreading Base
The wretched Load is laid of Human Race,   45
Dost thou not feel thy self with me opprest?
Lye all the Dead so heavy on thy Breast?
When hoary Winter on thy shrinking Head
His Icy, Cold, depressing Hand has laid,
Hast thou not felt less Chilness in thy Veins?   50
Do I not pierce thee with more freezing Pains?
But why to thee do I relate my Woe,
Thou cruel Earth, my most remorseless Foe,
Within whose darksome Womb the Grave is made,
Where all my Joys are with Amyntas laid?   55
What is’t to me, tho’ on thy naked Head
Eternal Winter should his Horror shed,
Tho’ all thy Nerves were numb’d with endless Frost,
And all thy Hopes of future Spring were lost?
To me what Comfort can the Spring afford?   60
Can my Amyntas be with Spring restor’d?
Can all the Rains that fall from weeping Skies,
Unlock the Tomb where my Amyntas lies?
No, never! never! — Say then, rigid Earth,
What is to me thy everlasting Dearth?   65
Tho’ never Flow’r again its Head should rear,
Tho’ never Tree again should Blossom bear;
Tho’ never Grass should cloath the naked Ground,
Nor ever healing Plant or wholsom Herb be found.
None, none were found when I bewail’d their Want;   70
Nor wholsom Herb was found, nor healing Plant,
To ease Amyntas of his cruel Pains;
In vain I search’d the Valleys, Hills and Plains;
But wither’d Leaves alone appear’d to view,
Or pois’nous Weeds distilling deadly Dew.   75
And if some naked Stalk, not quite decay’d,
To yield a fresh and friendly Bud essay’d,
Soon as I reach’d to crop the tender Shoot,
A shrieking Mandrake kill’d it at the Root.
Witness to this, ye Fawns of ev’ry Wood,   80
Who at the Prodigy astonish’d stood.
Well I remember what sad Signs ye made,
What Show’rs of unavailing Tears ye shed;
How each ran fearful to his mossie Cave,
When the last Gasp the dear Amyntas gave.   85
For then the Air was fill’d with dreadful Cries,
And sudden Night o’erspread the darken’d Skies;
Phantoms, and Fiends, and wand’ring Fires appear’d,
And Skreams of ill-presaging Birds were heard.
The Forest shook, and flinty Rocks were cleft,   90
And frighted Streams their wonted Channels left;
With frantick Grief o’erflowing fruitful Ground,
Where many a Herd and harmless Swain was drown’d.
While I forlorn and desolate was left,
Of ev’ry Help, of ev’ry Hope bereft;   95
To ev’ry Element expos’d I lay,
And to my Griefs a more defenceless Prey.
For thee, Amyntas, all these Pains were born,
For thee these Hands were wrung, these Hairs were torn;
For thee my Soul to sigh shall never leave,   100
These Eyes to weep, this throbbing Heart to heave.
To mourn thy Fall I’ll fly the hated Light,
And hide my Head in Shades of endless Night:
For thou wert Light, and Life, and Health to me;
The Sun but thankless shines that shews not thee.   105
Wert thou not Lovely, Graceful, Good and Young?
The Joy of Sight, the Talk of ev’ry Tongue?
Did ever Branch so sweet a Blossom bear?
Or ever early Fruit appear so fair?
Did ever Youth so far his Years transcend?   110
Did ever Life so immaturely end?
For thee the tuneful Swains provided Lays,
And ev’ry Muse prepar’d thy future Praise.
For thee the busie Nymphs stripp’d ev’ry Grove,
And Myrtle Wreaths and Flow’ry Chaplets wove.   115
But now, ah dismal Change! the tuneful Throng
To loud Lamentings turn the chearful Song.
Their pleasing Task the weeping Virgins leave,
And with unfinish’d Garlands strew thy Grave.
There let me fall, there, there lamenting lie,   120
There grieving grow to Earth, despair, and die.
This said, her loud Complaint of force she ceas’d,
Excess of Grief her faultring Speech suppress’d.
Along the Ground her colder Limbs she laid,
Where late the Grave was for Amyntas made;   125
Then from her swimming Eyes began to pour,
Of softly falling Rain a Silver Show’r;
Her loosely flowing Hair, all radiant bright,
O’er-spread the dewy Grass like Streams of Light:
As if the Sun had of his Beams been shorn,   130
And cast to Earth the Glories he had worn.
A Sight so lovely sad, such deep Distress
No Tongue can tell, no Pencil can express.
And now the Winds, which had so long been still,
Began the swelling Air with Sighs to fill;   135
The Water-Nymphs, who motionless remain’d,
Like Images of Ice, while she complain’d,
Now loos’d their Streams; as when descending Rains
Roll the steep Torrents headlong o’er the Plains.
The prone Creation, who so long had gaz’d,   140
Charm’d with her Cries, and at her Griefs amaz’d,
Began to roar and howl with horrid Yell,
Dismal to hear, and terrible to tell;
Nothing but Groans and Sighs were heard around,
And Eccho multiply’d each mournful Sound.   145
When all at once an universal Pause
Of Grief was made, as from some secret Cause.
The balmy Air with fragrant Scents was fill’d,
As if each weeping Tree had Gums distill’d.
Such, if not sweeter, was the rich Perfume   150
Which swift ascended from Amyntas Tomb;
As if th’Arabian Bird her Nest had fir’d,
And on the spicy Pile were new expir’d.
And now the Turf, which late was naked seen,
Was sudden spread with lively springing Green;   155
And Amaryllis saw, with wond’ring Eyes,
A flow’ry Bed, where she had wept, arise;
Thick as the pearly Drops the Fair had shed,
The blowing Buds advanc’d their Purple Head;
From ev’ry Tear that fell, a Violet grew,   160
And thence their Sweetness came, and thence their
mournful Hew.
Remember this, ye Nymphs and gentle Maids,
When Solitude ye seek in gloomy Shades;
Or walk on Banks where silent Waters flow,
For there this lonely Flow’r will love to grow.   165
Think on Amyntas, oft as ye shall stoop
 

To crop the Stalks and take ’em softly up.
When in your snowy Necks their Sweets you wear,
Give a soft Sigh, and drop a tender Tear:
To lov’d Amyntas pay the Tribute due,   170
And bless his peaceful Grave, where first they grew.
 
  


TO CYNTHIA, WEEPING AND NOT SPEAKING.

ELEGY.
 

WHY are those Hours, which Heav’n in pity lent
To longing Love, in fruitless Sorrow spent?
Why sighs my Fair? Why does that Bosom move
With any Passion stirr’d, but rising Love?
Can Discontent find Place within that Breast,   5
On whose soft Pillows ev’n Despair might rest?
Divide thy Woes, and give me my sad part,
I am no Stranger to an aking Heart;
Too well I know the Force of inward Grief,
And well can bear it, to give you Relief:   10
All Love’s severest Pangs I can endure;
I can bear Pain, tho’ hopeless of a Cure.
I know what ’tis to Weep, and Sigh, and Pray,
To wake all Night, yet dread the breaking Day;
I know what ’tis to Wish, and Hope, and all in vain,   15
And meet, for humble Love, unkind Disdain;
Anger, and Hate, I have been forc’d to bear,
Nay Jealousie — and I have felt Despair.
These Pains, for you, I have been forc’d to prove,
For cruel you, when I began to Love.   20
‘Till warm Compassion took at length my part,
And melted to my Wish your yielding Heart.
O the dear Hour, in which you did resign!
When round my Neck your willing Arms did twine,
And, in a Kiss, you said your Heart was mine.    25
Thro’ each returning Year, may that Hour be
Distinguish’d in the Rounds of all Eternity;
Gay be the Sun, that Hour, in all his Light,
Let him collect the Day, to be more bright,
Shine all, that Hour, and let the rest be Night.   30
And shall I all this Heav’n of Bliss receive
From you, yet not lament to see you grieve!
Shall I, who nourish’d in my Breast Desire,
When your cold Scorn, and Frowns forbid the Fire;
Now, when a mutual Flame you have reveal’d,   35
And the dear Union of our Souls is seal’d,
When all my Joys compleat in you I find,
Shall I not share the Sorrows of your Mind?
O tell me, tell me All — whence does arise
This Flood of Tears? whence are these frequent Sighs?   40
Why does that lovely Head, like a fair Flow’r
Oppress’d with Drops of a hard-falling Show’r,
Bend with its weight of Grief, and seem to grow
Downward to Earth, and kiss the Root of Woe?
Lean on my Breast, and let me fold thee fast,   45
Lock’d in these Arms, think all thy Sorrows past;
Or, what remain, think lighter made by me;
So I should think, were I so held by thee.
Murmur thy Plaints, and gently wound my Ears;
Sigh on my Lip, and let me drink thy Tears;   50
Join to my Cheek, thy Cold and Dewy Face,
And let pale Grief to glowing Love give place.
O speak — for Woe in Silence most appears;
Speak, e’er my Fancy magnifie my Fears.
Is there a Cause, which Words cannot express!   55
Can I nor bear a part, nor make it less?
I know not what to think — Am I in Fault?
I have not, to my Knowledge, err’d in Thought,
Nor wander’d from my Love, nor wou’d I be
Lord of the World, to live depriv’d of thee.   60
You weep a-fresh, and at that Word you start!
Am I to be depriv’d then? — must we part!
Curse on that Word so ready to be spoke,
For through my Lips, unmeant by me, it broke.
Oh no, we must not, will not, cannot part,   65
And my Tongue talks, unprompted by my Heart.
Yet speak, for my Distraction grows apace,
And racking Fears, and restless Doubts increase;
And Fears and Doubts to Jealousie will turn,
The hottest Hell, in which a Heart can burn.   70
 
  


AMORET.

I.
 

FAIR Amoret is gone astray;
   Pursue and seek her, ev’ry Lover;
I’ll tell the Signs, by which you may
   The wandring Shepherdess discover.
 

II.
 

Coquet and Coy at once her Air,   5
   Both study’d, tho’ both seem neglected;
Careless she is with artful Care,
   Affecting to seem unaffected.
 

III.
 

With Skill her Eyes dart ev’ry Glance,
   Yet change so soon you’d ne’er suspect ’em;   10
For she’d persuade they wound by chance,
   Tho’ certain Aim and Art direct ’em.
 

IV.
 

She likes her self, yet others hates
   For that which in her self she prizes;
And while she Laughs at them, forgets   15
   She is the Thing that she despises.
 
  


LESBIA.

WHEN Lesbia first I saw so heav’nly Fair,
With Eyes so bright, and with that awful Air,
I thought my Heart, which durst so high aspire,
As bold as his, who snatch’d Coelestial Fire.
But soon as e’er the beauteous Idiot spoke,   5
Forth from her Coral Lips such Folly broke,
Like Balm the trickling Nonsense heal’d my Wound,
And what her Eyes enthrall’d, her Tongue unbound.
 
  


DORIS.

DORIS, a Nymph of riper Age,
Has ev’ry Grace and Art;
A wise Observer to engage,
Or wound, a heedless Heart.
  Of Native Blush, and Rosie Dye,   5
Time has her Cheek bereft;
Which makes the prudent Nymph supply,
With Paint, th’injurious Theft.
Her sparkling Eyes she still retains,
  And Teeth in good Repair;   10
And her well-furnish’d Front disdains
To grace with borrow’d Hair.
Of Size, she is nor short, nor tall,
And does to Fat incline
  No more, than what the French wou’d call,   15
Aimable Embonpoint.
Farther, her Person to disclose
I leave — let it suffice,
She has few Faults, but what she knows,
  And can with Skill disguise.   20
She many Lovers has refus’d,
With many more comply’d;
Which, like her Cloaths, when little us’d,
She always lays aside.
  She’s one, who looks with great Contempt   25
On each affected Creature,
Whose Nicety would seem exempt,
From Appetites of Nature.
She thinks they want or Health or Sense,
  Who want an Inclination;   30
And therefore never takes Offence
At him who pleads his Passion.
Whom she refuses, she treats still
With so much sweet Behaviour,
  That her Refusal, through her Skill,   35
Looks almost like a Favour.
Since she this Softness can express
To those whom she rejects,
She must be very fond, you’ll guess,
Of such whom she affects.   40
But here our Doris far outgoes,
All that her Sex have done;
She no Regard for Custom knows,
Which Reason bids her shun.
By Reason, her own Reason’s meant,   45
Or if you please, her Will
For when this last is Discontent,
The first is serv’d but ill.
Peculiar therefore is her Way;
Whether by Nature taught,   50
I shall not undertake to say,
Or by Experience bought.
But who o’er-night obtain’d her Grace,
She can next Day disown,
And stare upon the Strange-Man’s Face,   55
As one she ne’er had known.
So well she can the Truth disguise,
Such artful Wonder frame,
The Lover or distrusts his Eyes,
Or thinks ’twas all a Dream.   60
Some, Censure this as Lewd and Low,
Who are to Bounty blind;
For to forget what we bestow,
Bespeaks a noble Mind.
Doris, our Thanks nor asks, nor needs,   65
For all her Favours done
From her Love flows, as Light proceeds
Spontaneous from the Sun.
On one or other, still her Fires
Display their Genial Force;   70
And she, like Sol, alone retires,
To shine elsewhere of Course.
 
  


TO SLEEP.

ELEGY.
 

O SLEEP! thou Flatterer of happy Minds,
How soon a troubled Breast thy Falshood finds!
Thou common Friend, officious in thy Aid,
Where no Distress is shown, nor Want betray’d:
But oh, how swift, how sure thou art to shun   5
The Wretch, by Fortune or by Love undone!
Where are thy gentle Dews, thy softer Pow’rs,
Which us’d to wait upon my Midnight Hours?
Why dost thou cease thy hov’ring Wings to spread,
With friendly Shade around my restless Bed?   10
Can no Complainings thy Compassion move?
Is thy Antipathy so strong to Love!
O no! thou art the prosp’rous Lover’s Friend,
And dost uncall’d his pleasing Toils attend. 
With equal Kindness, and with rival Charms,   15
Thy Slumbers lull him in his fair One’s Arms;
Or from her Bosom he to thine retires,
Where sooth’d with Ease, the panting Youth respires,
‘Till soft Repose restore his drooping Sense,
And Rapture is reliev’d by Indolence.   20
But oh, what Fortune does the Lover bear,
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Despair!
From racking Thoughts by no kind Slumber freed,
But painful Nights his joyless Days succeed.
But why, dull God, do I of thee complain?   25
Thou didst not cause, nor canst thou ease my Pain.
Forgive what my distracting Grief has said,
I own, unjustly I thy Sloth upbraid.
For oft I have thy proffer’d Aid repell’d,
And my Reluctant Eyes from rest with-held;   30
Implor’d the Muse to break thy gentle Chains,
And sung with Philomel my nightly Strains.
With her I sing, but cease not with her Song,
For more enduring Woes my Lays prolong.
The Morning Lark to mine accords his Note,   35
And tunes to my Distress his warbling Throat:
Each setting and each rising Sun I mourn,
Wailing alike his Absence and Return.
And all for thee — What had I well nigh said?
Let me not name thee, thou too charming Maid.   40
No — as the wing’d Musicians of the Grove,
Th’Associates of my Melody and Love,
In moving Sounds alone relate their Pain,
And not with Voice articulate complain;
So shall my Muse my tuneful Sorrows sing,   45
And lose in Air her Name from whom they spring.
O may no wakeful Thoughts her Mind molest,
Soft be her Slumbers, and sincere her Rest:
For her, O Sleep, thy balmy Sweets prepare;
The Peace I lose for her, to her transfer.   50
Husht as the falling Dews, whose noiseless Show’rs
Impede the folded Leaves of Ev’ning Flow’rs,
Steal on her Brow: And as those Dews attend,
‘Till warn’d by waking Day to re-ascend;
So wait thou for her Morn; then, gently rise,   55
And to the World restore the Day-break of her Eyes.
  


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER,

Occasion’d By L — y — s Picture.
 

I YIELD, O Kneller, to superior Skill,
Thy Pencil triumphs o’er the Poet’s Quill:
If yet my vanquish’d Muse exert her Lays,
It is no more to Rival thee, but Praise.
Oft have I try’d, with unavailing Care,   5
To trace some Image of the much-lov’d Fair;
But still my Numbers ineffectual prov’d,
And rather shew’d how much, than whom, I lov’d:
But thy unerring Hands, with matchless Art,
Have shewn my Eyes th’Impression in my Heart;   10
The bright Idea both exists and lives,
Such vital Heat thy Genial Pencil gives:
Whose daring Point, not to the Face confin’d,
Can penetrate the Heart, and paint the Mind.
Others some faint Resemblance may express,   15
Which, as ’tis drawn by Chance, we find by Guess.
Thy Pictures raise no Doubts, when brought to View,
At once they’re known, and seem to know us too.
Transcendent Artist! How compleat thy Skill!
Thy Pow’r to act, is equal to thy Will.   20
Nature and Art, in thee, alike contend,
Not to oppose each other, but befriend:
For what thy Fancy has with Fire design’d,
Is by thy Skill, both temper’d and refin’d.
As in thy Pictures, Light consents with Shade,   25
And, each, to other is subservient made,
Judgment and Genius so concur in thee,
And both unite in perfect Harmony.
   But after-Days, my Friend, must do thee right,
And set thy Virtues in unenvy’d Light.   30
Fame due to vast Desert, is kept in store,
Unpay’d, ‘till the Deserver is no more.
Yet, thou, in present, the best Part hast gain’d,
And from the Chosen Few Applause obtain’d:
Ev’n He who best cou’d judge and best cou’d praise,    35
Has high extoll’d thee, in his deathless Lays;
Ev’n Dry den has immortaliz’d thy Name;
Let that alone suffice thee, think that, Fame.
Unfit I follow, where he led the way,
And court Applause, by what I seem to pay.   40
My self I praise, while I thy Praise intend,
For ’tis some Virtue, Virtue to commend:
And next to Deeds, which our own Honour raise,
Is, to distinguish them who merit Praise.
  


TO A CANDLE.

ELEGY.
 

THOU watchful Taper, by whose silent Light,
I lonely pass the melancholly Night;
Thou faithful Witness of my secret Pain,
To whom alone I venture to complain;
O learn with me, my hopeless Love to moan;   5
Commiserate a Life so like thy own.
Like thine, my Flames to my Destruction turn,
Wasting that Heart, by which supply’d they burn.
Like thine, my Joy and Suffering they display,
So mine, with conscious Shame, and equal Awe,   10
To Shades obscure and Solitude withdraw;
Nor dare their Light before her Eyes disclose,
From whose bright Beams their Being first arose.
 
  


ΟVID’S THIRD BOOK OF THE ART OF LOVE.

Translated into ENGLISH VERSE.
 

WHEREIN
 

He recommends Rules and Instructions to the Fair Sex, in the Conduct of their Amours: After having already composed two Books for the Use of Men, upon the same Subject.
 

THE Men are arm’d, and for the Fight prepare;
And now we must instruct and arm the Fair.
Both Sexes, well appointed, take the Field,
And mighty Love determine which shall yield.
Man were ignoble, when, thus arm’d, to show   5
Unequal Force against a naked Foe:
No Glory from such Conquest can be gain’d,
And Odds are always by the Brave disdain’d.
   But, some exclaim, what Frensie rules your Mind?
Would you encrease the Craft of Woman-kind!   10
Teach them new Wiles and Arts! As well you may
Instruct a Snake to bite, or Wolf to prey.
But, sure, too hard a Censure they pursue,
Who charge on all, the Failings of a few.
Examine, first, impartially each Fair,   15
Then, as she merits, or condemn, or spare.
If Menelaus, and the King of Men,
With Justice, of their Sister-Wives complain;
If false Eriphyle forsook her Faith,
And for Reward procur’d her Husband’s Death;   20
Penelope was Loyal still, and Chaste,
Tho’ twenty Years her Lord in Absence pass’d.
Reflect how Laodamia’s Truth was try’d,
Who, tho’ in Bloom of Youth, and Beauty’s Pride,
To share her Husband’s Fate, untimely dy’d.   25
Think how Alceste’s Piety was prov’d,
Who lost her Life, to save the Man she lov’d.
Receive me, Capaneus, Evadne cry’d;
Nor Death it self our Nuptials shall divide:
To join thy Ashes, pleas’d I shall expire.   30
She said, and leap’d amid the Fun’ral Fire.
Virtue her self a Goddess we confess,
Both Female in her Name and in her Dress;
No wonder then, if to her Sex inclin’d,
She cultivates with Care a Female Mind.   35
But these exalted Souls exceed the Reach
Of that soft Art, which I pretend to teach.
My tender Barque requires a gentle Gale,
A little Wind will fill a little Sail.
Of sportful Loves I sing, and shew what Ways   40
The willing Nymph must use, her Bliss to raise,
And how to captivate the Man she’d please.
Woman is soft, and of a tender Fleart,
Apt to receive, and to retain Love’s Dart:
Man has a Breast robust, and more secure,   45
It wounds him not so deep, nor hits so sure.
Men oft are false; and, if you search with Care,
You’ll find less Fraud imputed to the Fair.
The faithless Jason from Medea fled,
And made Creusa Partner of his Bed.   50
Bright Ariadne, on an unknown Shore,
Thy Absence, perjur’d Theseus, did deplore.
If then, the wild Inhabitants of Air
Forbore her tender lovely Limbs to tear,
It was not owing, Theseus, to thy Care.   55
Enquire the Cause, and let Demophoon tell,
Why Phillis by a Fate untimely fell.
Nine times, in vain, upon the promis’d Day,
She sought th’appointed Shore, and view’d the Sea:
Her Fall the fading Trees consent to mourn,   60
And shed their Leaves round her lamented Urn.
The Prince so far for Piety renown’d,
To thee, Eliza, was unfaithful found;
To thee forlorn, and languishing with Grief,
His Sword alone he left, thy last Relief.   65
Ye ruin’d Nymphs, shall I the Cause impart
Of all your Woes. ’Twas want of needful Art.
Love, of it self, too quickly will expire;
But pow’rful Art perpetuates Desire.
Women had yet their Ignorance bewail’d,   70
Had not this Art by Venus been reveal’d.
Before my Sight the Cyprian Goddess shone,
And thus she said; What have poor Women done?
Why is that weak, defenceless Sex expos’d;
On ev’ry Side, by Men well-arm’d, enclos’d?   75
Twice are the Men instructed by thy Muse,
Nor must she now to teach the Sex refuse.
The Bard who injur’d Hellen in his Song,
Recanted after, and redress’d the Wrong.
And you, if on my Favour you depend,   80
The Cause of Women, while you live, defend.
This said, a Myrtle Sprig, which Berries bore,
She gave me (for a Myrtle Wreath she wore.)
The Gift receiv’d, my Sense enlighten’d grew,
And from her Presence Inspiration drew.   85
Attend, ye Nymphs, by Wedlock unconfin’d,
And hear my Precepts, while she prompts my Mind.
Ev’n now, in Bloom of Youth, and Beauty’s Prime,
Beware of coming Age, nor waste your Time:
Now, while you may, and rip’ning Years invite,   90
Enjoy the seasonable, sweet Delight:
For rolling Years, like stealing Waters, glide;
Nor hope to stop their ever-ebbing Tide:
Think not, hereafter will the Loss repay;
For ev’ry Morrow will the Taste decay,   95
And leave less Relish than the former Day.
I’ve seen the time, when, on that wither’d Thorn,
The blooming Rose vy’d with the blushing Morn.
With fragrant Wreaths I thence have deck’d my Head,
And see, how leaf-less now, and how decay’d!   100
And you, who now the Love-sick Youth reject,
Will prove, in Age, what Pains attend Neglect.
None, then, will press upon your Midnight Hours,
Nor wake, to strew your Street with Morning Flow’rs.
Then nightly Knockings at your Door will cease,   105
Whose noiseless Hammer, then, may rust in Peace.
Alas, how soon a clear Complexion fades!
How soon a wrinkl’d Skin plump Flesh invades!
And what avails it, tho’ the Fair one swears
  She from her Infancy had some grey Hairs?   110
She grows all hoary in a few more Years,
And then the venerable Truth appears.
The Snake his Skin, the Deer his Horns may cast,
And both renew their Youth and Vigour pass’d:
But no Receipt can Human-kind relieve,   115
Doom’d to decrepit Age, without Reprieve.
Then crop the Flow’r which yet invites your Eye,
And which, ungather’d, on its Stalk must die.
Besides, the tender Sex is form’d to bear,
And frequent Births, too soon will Youth impair:   120
Continual Harvest wears the fruitful Field,
And Earth it self decays, too often till’d.
Thou didst not, Cynthia, scorn the Latmian Swain;
Nor thou, Aurora, Cephalus disdain;
The Paphian Queen, who, for Adonis’ Fate,   125
So deeply mourn’d, and who laments him yet,
Has not been found inexorable since;
Witness Harmonia, and the Dardan Prince.
Then take Example, Mortals, from above,
And like Immortals live, and like ’em love.   130
Refuse not those Delights, which Men require,
Nor let your Lovers languish with Desire.
False tho’ they prove, what Loss can you sustain?
Thence let a thousand take, ‘twill all remain.
Tho’ constant Use, ev’n Flint and Steel impairs,   135
What you employ no Diminution fears.
Who would, to light a Torch, their Torch deny?
Or who can dread drinking an Ocean dry?
Still Women lose, you cry, if Men obtain:
What do they lose, that’s worthy to retain?   140
Think not this said to prostitute the Sex,
But undeceive whom needless Fears perplex.
Thus far a gentle Breeze supplies our Sail,
Now launch’d to Sea, we ask a brisker Gale.
And, first, we treat of Dress. The well-dress’d Vine   145
Produces plumpest Grapes, and richest Wine;
And plenteous Crops of golden Grain are found,
Alone, to grace well-cultivated Ground.
Beauty’s the Gift of Gods, the Sexes Pride!
Yet, to how many, is that Gift deny’d?   150
Art helps a Face; a Face, tho’ heav’nly fair,
May quickly fade for want of needful Care.
In ancient Days, if Women slighted Dress,
Then Men were ruder too, and lik’d it less.
If Hector’s Spouse was clad in stubborn Stuff,   155
A Soldier’s Wife became it well enough.
Ajax, to shield his ample Breast, provides
Seven lusty Bulls, and tanns their sturdy Hides;
And might not he, d’ye think, be well caress’d,
And yet his Wife not elegantly dress’d?   160
With rude Simplicity Rome first was built,
Which now we see adorn’d, and carv’d, and gilt.
This Capitol with that of Old compare;
Some other Jove, you’d think, was worshipp’d there.
That lofty Pile, where Senates dictate Law,   165
When Tatius reign’d, was poorly thatch’d with Straw:
And where Apollo’s Fane refulgent stands,
Was heretofore a Tract of Pasture-Lands.
Let ancient Manners other Men delight;
But me the Modern please, as more Polite.   170
Not, that Materials now in Gold are wrought,
And distant Shores for Orient Pearls are sought;
Nor for, that Hills exhaust their Marble Veins,
And Structures rise whose Bulk the Sea restrains:
But, that the World is civiliz’d of late,   175
And polish’d from the Rust of former Date.
Let not the Nymph with Pendants load her Ear,
Nor in Embroid’ry, or Brocard, appear;
Too rich a Dress may sometimes check Desire;
And Cleanliness more animate Love’s Fire.   180
The Hair dispos’d, may gain or lose a Grace,
And much become, or mis-become the Face.
What sutes your Features, of your Glass enquire,
For no one Rule is fix’d for Head-Attire.
A Face too long shou’d part, and flat the Hair,   185
Lest, upward comb’d, the Length too much appear:
So Laodamia dress’d. A Face too round,
Shou’d show the Ears, and with a Tour be crown’d.
On either Shoulder, one, her Locks displays;
Adorn’d like Phoebus, when he sings his Lays:   190
Another, all her Tresses ties behind;
So dress’d, Diana hunts the fearful Hind.
Dishevell’d Locks most graceful are to some;
Others, the binding Fillets more become:
Some plat, like Spiral Shells, their braded Hair,   195
Others, the loose and waving Curl prefer.
But, to recount the several Dresses worn,
Which artfully each sev’ral Face adorn,
Were endless, as to tell the Leaves on Trees,
The Beasts on Alpine Hills, or Hybla’s Bees.   200
Many there are, who seem to slight all Care,
And with a pleasing Negligence ensnare;
Whole Mornings oft, in such a Dress are spent,
And all is Art, that looks like Accident.
With such Disorder Iole was grac’d,   205
When great Alcides first the Nymph embrac’d.
So Ariadne came to Bacchus Bed,
When with the Conqueror from Crete she fled.
Nature, indulgent to the Sex, repays
The Losses they sustain, by various ways.   210
Men ill supply those Hairs they shed in Age,
Lost, like Autumnal Leaves, when North-winds rage.
Women, with Juice of Herbs, grey Locks disguise,
And Art gives Colour which with Nature vyes.
The well-wove Tours they wear, their own are thought:   215
But only are their own, as what they’ve bought.
Nor need they blush to buy Heads ready dress’d,
And chuse, at publick Shops, what sûtes ’em best.
Costly Apparel let the Fair one fly,
Enrich’d with Gold, or with the Tyrian Dye.   220
What Folly must in such Expence appear,
When more becoming Colours are less dear?
One, with a Dye is ting’d of lovely Blue;
Such as, thro’ Air serene, the Sky we view.
With yellow Lustre see another spread,   225
As if the Golden Fleece compos’d the Thread.
Some, of the Sea-green Wave the Cast display;
With this, the Nymphs, their beauteous Forms array:
And some, the Saffron Flue will well adorn;
Such is the Mantle of the blushing Morn.   230
Of Myrtle berries, one, the Tincture shows;
In this, of Amethysts, the Purple glows,
And, that, more imitates the paler Rose.
Nor Thracian Cranes forget, whose silv’ry Plumes
Give Patterns, which employ the mimick Looms.   235
Nor Almond, nor the Chesnut Dye disclaim;
Nor others, which from Wax derive their Name.
As Fields you find, with various Flow’rs o’erspread,
When Vineyards bud, and Winter’s Frost is fled;
So various are the Colours you may try,   240
Of which, the thirsty Wooll imbibes the Dye.
Try ev’ry one, what best becomes you, wear;
For no Complexion all alike can bear.
If fair the Skin, black may become it best,
In black the lovely Fair Briseis dress’d:   245
If brown the Nymph, let her be cloath’d in white,
Andromeda so charm’d the wond’ring Sight.
   I need not warn you of too pow’rful Smells,
Which, sometimes Health, or kindly Heat expels.
Nor, from your tender Legs to pluck with Care   250
The casual Growth of all unseemly Hair.
Tho’ not to Nymphs of Caucasus I sing,
Nor such who taste remote the Mysian Spring;
Yet, let me warn you, that, thro’ no Neglect,
You let your Teeth disclose the least Defect.   255
You know the Use of white to make you fair,
And how, with red, lost Colour to repair;
Imperfect Eye-brows you by Art can mend,
And Skin, when wanting, o’er a Scar extend.
Nor need the Fair One be asham’d, who tries,   260
By Art, to add new Lustre to her Eyes.
   A little Book I’ve made, but with great Care,
How to preserve the Face, and how repair.
In that, the Nymphs, by Time or Chance annoy’d,
May see, what Pains to please ’em I’ve employ’d.   265
But, still beware, that from your Lover’s Eye
You keep conceal’d the Med’cines you apply:
Tho’ Art assists, yet must that Art be hid,
Lest, whom it would invite, it should forbid.
Who would not take Offence, to see a Face   270
All daub’d, and dripping with the melted Grease?
And tho’ your Unguents bear th’Athenian Name,
The Wood’s unsav’ry Scent is still the same.
Marrow of Stags, nor your Pomatums try,
Nor clean your furry Teeth, when Men are by;   275
For many things, when done, afford Delight,
Which yet, while doing, may offend the Sight.
Even Myro’s Statues, which for Art surpass
All others, once were but a shapeless Mass;
Rude was that Gold which now in Rings is worn,   280
As once the Robe you wear was Wooll unshorn.
Think, how that Stone rough in the Quarry grew,
Which, now, a perfect Venus shews to View.
While we suppose you sleep, repair your Face,
Lock’d from Observers, in some secret Place.   285
Add the last Hand, before your selves you show;
Your need of Art, why should your Lover know?
For many things, when most conceal’d, are best;
And few, of strict Enquiry, bear the Test.
Those Figures which in Theatres are seen,   290
Gilded without, are common Wood within.
But no Spectators are allow’d to pry,
‘Till ad is finish’d, which allures the Eye.
   Yet, I must own, it oft affords Delight,
To have the Fair one comb her Hair in sight;   295
To view the flowing Honours of her Head
Fad on her Neck, and o’er her Shoulders spread.
But let her look, that she with Care avoid
All fretful Humours, while she’s so employ’d;
Let her not still undo, with peevish Haste,   300
All that her Woman does; who does her best.
I hate a Vixon, that her Maid assails,
And scratches with her Bodkin, or her Nails;
While the poor Girl in Blood and Tears must mourn,
And her Heart curses, what her Hands adorn.   305
   Let her who has no Hair, or has but some,
Plant Centinels before her Dressing-Room:
Or in the Fane of the good Goddess dress,
Where all the Male-kind are debarr’d Access.
’Tis said, that I (but ’tis a Tale devis’d)   310
A Lady at her Toilet once surpriz’d;
Who starting, snatch’d in haste the Tour she wore,
And in her hurry, plac’d the hinder Part before.
But on our Foes fall ev’ry such Disgrace,
Or barb’rous Beauties of the Parthian Race.   315
Ungraceful ’tis to see without a Horn,
The lofty Hart, whom Branches best adorn;
A Leaf-less Tree, or an unverdant Mead;
And as ungraceful is a hair-less Head.
   But think not, these Instructions are design’d   320
For first-rate Beauties, of the finish’d Kind:
Not to a Semele, or Leda bright,
Nor an Europa, these my Rules I write;
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whose Charms
Stirr’d up Atrides, and all Greece, to Arms:   325
Thee to regain, well was that War begun,
And Paris well defended what he won;
What Lover, and what Husband, would not fight
In such a Cause, where both are in the right?
The Croud, I teach, some homely, and some fair;   330
But of the former Sort, the larger Share.
The handsome, least require the Help of Art,
Rich in themselves, and pleas’d with Nature’s Part.
When calm the Sea, at ease the Pilot lyes,
But all his Skill exerts when Storms arise.   335
Faults in your Person, or your Face, correct;
And few are seen that have not some Defect.
The Nymph too short, her Seat should seldom quit,
Lest, when she stands, she may be thought to sit;
And when extended on her Couch she lyes,   340
Let Length of Petticoats conceal her Size.
The Lean, of thick-wrought Stuff her Cloaths should chuse,
And fuller made, than what the Plumper use.
If Pale, let her the Crimson Juice apply;
If Swarthy, to the Pharian Varnish fly.   345
A Leg too lank, tight Garters still must wear;
Nor should an ill-shap’d Foot be ever bare.
Round Shoulders, 30bolster’d, will appear the least;
And lacing strait, confines too full a Breast.
Whose Fingers are too fat, and Nails too coarse,   350
Should always shun much Gesture in Discourse.
And you, whose Breath is touch’d, this Caution take,
Nor fasting, nor too near another speak.
Let not the Nymph with Laughter much abound,
Whose Teeth are black, uneven, or unsound.   355
You hardly think how much on this depends,
And how a Laugh, or spoils a Face, or mends.
Gape not too wide, lest you disclose your Gums,
And lose the Dimple which the Cheek becomes.
Nor let your Sides too strong Concussions shake,   360
Lest you the Softness of the Sex forsake.
In some, Distortions quite the Face disguise;
Another laughs, that you would think she cries.
In one, too hoarse a Voice we hear betray’d,
Another’s is as harsh as if she bray’d.   365
   What cannot Art attain! Many, with ease,
Have learn’d to weep, both when and how they please.
Others, thro’ Affectation, lisp, and find,
In Imperfection, Charms to catch Mankind.
Neglect no Means which may promote your Ends;   370
Now learn what way of Walking recommends.
Too Masculine a Motion shocks the Sight;
But Female Grace allures with strange Delight.
One has an artful Swing and Jut behind,
Which helps her Coats to catch the swelling Wind;   375
Swell’d with the wanton Wind, they loosely flow,
And ev’ry Step and graceful Motion show.
Another, like an Umbrian’s sturdy Spouse,
Strides all the Space her Petticoat allows.
Between Extreams, in this, a Mean adjust,   380
Nor shew too nice a Gate, nor too robust.
If, snowy white your Neck, you still should wear
That, and the Shoulder of the left Arm, bare.
Such Sights ne’er fail to fire my am’rous Heart,
And make me pant to kiss the naked Part.   385
Sirens, tho’ Monsters of the stormy Main,
Can Ships, when under Sail, with Songs, detain:
Scarce could Ulysses by his Friends be bound,
When first he listen’d to the charming Sound.
Singing insinuates: Learn, all ye Maids;   390
Oft, when a Face forbids, a Voice persuades:
Whether on Theatres loud Strains we hear,
Or in Ruelles some soft Egyptian Air.
Well shall she sing, of whom I make my Choice,
And with her Lute accompany her Voice.   395
The Rocks were stirr’d, the Beasts to listen staid,
When on his Lyre melodious Orpheus play’d;
Even Cerberus and Hell that Sound obey’d.
And Stones officious were, thy Walls to raise,
O Thebes, attracted by Amphion’s Lays.   400
The Dolphin, dumb it self, thy Voice admir’d,
And was, Arion, by thy Songs inspir’d.
Of sweet Callimachus the Works rehearse,
And read Philetas and Anacreon’s Verse.
Terentian Plays may much the Mind improve;   405
But softest Sapho best instructs to Love.
Propertius, Callus, and Tibullus read,
And let Varronian Verse to these succeed.
Then mighty Maro’s Work with Care peruse;
Of all the Latian Bards the noblest Muse.   410
Even I, ’tis possible, in After-days,
May scape Oblivion, and be nam’d with these.
My labour’d Lines, some Readers may approve,
Since I’ve instructed either Sex in Love.
Whatever Book you read of this soft Art,   415
Read with a Lover’s Voice, and Lover’s Heart.
Tender Epistles too, by me are fram’d,
A Work before unthought of, and unnam’d.
Such was your sacred Will, O tuneful Nine!
Such thine, Apollo, and Lyæus, thine!   420
Still unaccomplish’d may the Maid be thought,
Who gracefully to Dance was never taught:
That active Dancing may to Love engage,
Witness the well-kept Dancers of the Stage.
Of some odd Trifles I’m asham’d to tell,   425
Tho’ it becomes the Sex to trifle well;
To raffle prettily, or slur a Dye,
Implies both Cunning and Dexterity.
Nor is’t amiss at Chess to be expert,
For Games most thoughtful, sometimes, most divert.   430
Learn ev’ry Game, you’ll find it prove of Use;
Parties begun at Play, may Love produce.
But, easier ’tis to learn how Bets to lay,
Than how to keep your Temper while you play.
Unguarded then, each Breast is open laid,   435
And while the Head’s intent, the Heart’s betray’d.
Then, base Desire of Gain, then, Rage appears,
Quarrels and Brawls arise, and anxious Fears;
Then, Clamours and Revilings reach the Sky,
“0 While losing Gamesters all the Gods defie.
Then horrid Oaths are utter’d ev’ry Cast;
They grieve, and curse, and storm, nay weep at last.
Good Jove avert such shameful Faults as these,
From ev’ry Nymph whose Heart’s inclin’d to please.
“5 Soft Recreations fit the Female-kind;
Nature, for Men, has rougher Sports design’d:
To wield the Sword, and hurl the pointed Spear;
To stop, or turn the Steed, in full Career.
Tho’ Martial Fields ill sute your tender Frames,
Nor may you swim in Tiber’s rapid Streams;   450
Yet when Sol’s burning Wheels from Leo drive,
And at the glowing Virgin’s Sign arrive,
’Tis both allow’d, and fit, you shou’d repair
To pleasant Walks, and breathe refreshing Air.
To Pompey’s Gardens, or the shady Groves   455
Which Cæsar honours, and which Phoebus loves:
Phœbus, who sunk the proud Ægyptian Fleet,
And made Augustus’ Victory compleat.
Or seek those Shades, where Monuments of Fame
Are rais’d, to Livia’s and Octavio’s Name;   460
Or, where Agrippa first adorn’d the Ground,
When he with Naval Victory was crown’d.
To Isis Fane, to Theatres resort;
And in the Circus see the noble Sport.
In ev’ry Publick Place, by turns, be shown;   465
In vain you’re Fair, while you remain unknown.
Should you, in singing, Thamyras transcend;
Your Voice unheard, who cou’d your Skill commend?
Had not Apelles drawn the Sea-born Queen,
Her Beauties, still, beneath the Waves had been.   470
Poets inspir’d, write only for a Name,
And think their Labours well repay’d with Fame.
In former Days, I own, the Poets were
Of Gods and Kings the most peculiar Care;
Majestick Awe was in the Name allow’d,   475
And, they, with rich Possessions were endow’d.
Ennius with Honours was by Scipio grac’d,
And, next his own, the Poet’s Statue plac’d.
But now their Ivy Crowns bear no Esteem,
And all their Learning’s thought an idle Dream.   480
Still, there’s a Pleasure, that proceeds from Praise
What could the high Renown of Homer raise,
But that he sung his Iliad’s deathless Lays?
Who could have been of Danae’s Charms assur’d,
Had she grown old, within her Tow’r immur’d?   485
This, as a Rule, let ev’ry Nymph pursue,
That ’tis her Int’rest oft to come in View.
A hungry Wolf at all the Herd will run,
In hopes, thro’ many, to make sure of one.
So, let the Fair the gazing Croud assail,   490
That over one, at least, she may prevail.
In ev’ry Place to please, be all her Thought;
Where, sometimes, least we think, the Fish is caught.
Sometimes, all Day, we hunt the tedious Foil,
Anon, the Stag himself shall seek the Toil.   495
How cou’d Andromeda once doubt Relief,
Whose Charms were heighten’d and adorn’d by Grief?
The widow’d Fair, who sees her Lord expire,
While yet she weeps, may kindle new Desire,
And Hymen’s Torch re-light with fun’ral Fire.   500
Beware of Men who are too sprucely dress’d;
And look, you fly with speed a Fop profess’d.
Such Fools, to you, and to a thousand more,
Will tell the same dull Story o’er and o’er.
This way and that, unsteadily they rove,   505
And never fix’d, are Fugitives in Love.
Such flutt’ring things all Women sure should hate,
Light, as themselves, and more Effeminate.
Believe me; all I say is for your Good;
Had Priam been believ’d, Troy still had stood.   510
Many, with base Designs, will Passion feign,
Who know no Love, but sordid Love of Gain.
But let not powder’d Heads, nor essenc’d Hair,
Your well-believing, easie Hearts ensnare.
Rich Cloaths are oft by common Sharpers worn,   515
And Diamond Rings fellonious Hands adorn.
So, may your Lover burn with fierce Desire
Your Jewels to enjoy, and best Attire.
Poor Cloe robb’d, runs crying thro’ the Streets;
And as she runs, Give me my own, repeats.   520
How often, Venus, hast thou heard such Cries,
And laugh’d amidst thy Appian Votaries?
Some so notorious are, their very Name
Must ev’ry Nymph whom they frequent, defame.
Be warn’d by Ills, which, others have destroy’d,   525
And faithless Men with constant Care avoid.
Trust not a Theseus, fair Athenian Maid,
Who has so oft th’attesting Gods betray’d.
And thou, Demophoon, Heir to Theseus’ Crimes,
Hast lost thy Credit to all future Times.   530
Promise for Promise, equally afford,
But once a Contract made, keep well your Word.
For, she for any Act of Hell is fit,
And, undismay’d, may Sacrilege commit;
With impious Hands cou’d quench the vestal Fire,   535
Poison her Husband, in her Arms, for Hire,
Who, first, to take a Lover’s Gift complies,
And then defrauds him, and his Claim denies.
But hold, my Muse, check thy unruly Horse,
And more in sight pursue th’intended Course.   540
If Love Epistles, tender Lines impart,
And Billet-doux are sent, to sound your Heart,
Let all such Letters, by a faithful Maid,
Or Confident, be secretly convey’d.
Soon from the Words you’ll judge, if read with Care,    545
When feign’d a Passion is, and when sincere.
E’er in return you write, some time require;
Delays, if not too long, encrease Desire:
Nor let the pressing Youth with ease obtain,
Nor yet refuse him with too rude Disdain.   550
Now, let his Hopes, now, let his Fears encrease,
But by degrees, let Fear to Hope give place.
Be sure avoid set Phrases, when you write,
The usual way of Speech is more Polite.
How have I seen the puzzl’d Lover vex’d,   555
To read a Letter with hard Words perplex’d!
A Stile too course, takes from a handsome Face,
And makes us wish an uglier in its place.
But since (tho’ Chastity be not your Care)
You from your Husband still wou’d hide th’Affair,   560
Write to no Stranger ‘till his Truth be try’d;
Nor in a foolish Messenger confide.
What Agonies that Woman undergoes,
Whose Hand the Traitor threatens to expose;
Who rashly trusting, dreads to be deceiv’d,   565
And lives for ever to that Dread enslav’d!
Such Treachery can never be surpass’d,
For those Discov’ries, sure as Light’ning, blast.
Might I advise, Fraud shou’d with Fraud be paid;
Let Arms repel all who with Arms invade.   570
But since your Letters may be brought to Light,
What, if in sev’ral Hands, you learn’d to write?
My Curse on him who first the Sex betray’d,
And this Advice so necessary made.
Nor let your Pocket-Book two Hands contain,   575
First, rub your Lover’s out, then, write again.
Still one Contrivance more remains behind,
Which you may use as a convenient Blind;
As if to Women writ, your Letters frame,
And let your Friend, to you subscribe a Female Name.   580
Now, greater things to tell, my Muse prepare,
And clap on all the Sail the Barque can bear.
Let no rude Passions in your Looks find place;
For Fury will deform the finest Face:
It swells the Lips, and blackens all the Veins,   585
While in the Eye a Gorgon Horror reigns.
When on her Flute divine Minerva play’d,
And in a Fountain saw the Change it made,
Swelling her Cheek: She flung it quick aside;
Nor is thy Musick so much worth, she cry’d.   590
Look in your Glass, when you with Anger glow,
And you’ll confess, you scarce your selves can know.
Nor with excessive Pride insult the Sight,
For gentle Looks, alone, to Love invite.
Believe it as a Truth that’s daily try’d,   595
There’s nothing more detestable than Pride.
How have I seen some Airs Disgust create,
“Like things which by Antipathy we hate!
Let Looks with Looks, and Smiles with Smiles be paid,
And when your Lover bows, incline your Head.   600
So, Love preluding, plays at first with Hearts,
And after wounds with deeper piercing Darts.
Nor me a melancholy Mistress charms;
Let sad Tecmessa weep in Ajax’ Arms.
Let mourning Beauties, sullen Heroes move;   605
We chearful Men, like Gaiety in Love.
Let Hector in Andromache delight,
Who, in bewailing Troy, wastes all the Night.
Had they not both born Children (to be plain)
I ne’er cou’d think they’d with their Husbands lain.   610
I no Idea in my Mind can frame,
That either one or t’other doleful Dame,
Cou’d toy, cou’d fondle, or cou’d call their Lords
My Life, my Soul; or speak endearing Words.
Why, from Comparisons should I refrain,   615
Or, fear small things by greater to explain?
Observe what Conduct prudent Gen’rals use,
And how their sev’ral Officers they chuse;
To one, a Charge of Infantry commit,
Another, for the Horse, is thought more fit.   620
So you your sev’ral Lovers should select,
And, as you find ’em qualify’d, direct.
The wealthy Lover store of Gold should send;
The Lawyer should, in Courts, your Cause defend.
We, who write Verse, with Verse alone should bribe;    625
Most apt to Love is all the tuneful Tribe.
By us, your Fame shall thro’ the World be blaz’d;
So Nemesis, so Cynthia’s Name was rais’d.
From East to West, Lycons Praises ring;
Nor are Corinna’s silent, whom we sing.   630
No Fraud, the Poet’s sacred Breast can bear;
Mild are his Manners, and his Heart sincere.
Nor Wealth he seeks, nor feels Ambition’s Fires,
But shuns the Bar; and Books and Shades requires.
Too faithfully, alas! we know to Love,   635
With Ease we fix, but we with Pain remove;
Our softer Studies with our Souls combine,
And, both, to Tenderness our Hearts incline.
Be gentle, Virgins, to the Poet’s Pray’r,
The God that fills him, and the Muse revere;   640
Something Divine is in us, and from Heav’n
Th’inspiring Spirit can alone be giv’n.
’Tis Sin, a Price from Poets to exact;
But ’tis a Sin no Woman fears to act.
Yet hide, howe’er, your Avarice from Sight,   645
Lest you too soon your new Admirer fright.
As skilful Riders, rein, with diff’rent force,
A new-back’d Courser, and a well-train’d Horse;
Do you, by diff’rent Management, engage
The Man in Years, and Youth of greener Age.   650
This, while the Wiles of Love are yet unknown,
Will gladly cleave to you, and you alone:
With kind Caresses oft indulge the Boy,
And all the Harvest of his Heat enjoy.
Alone, thus bless’d, of Rivals most beware;   655
Nor Love, nor Empire, can a Rival bear.
Men more discreetly love, when more mature,
And many things, which Youth disdains, endure;
No Windows break, nor Houses set on Fire,
Nor tear their own, or Mistresses Attire.   660
In Youth, the boiling Blood gives Fury vent,
But, Men in Years, more calmly Wrongs resent.
As Wood when green, or as a Torch when wet,
They slowly burn, but long retain their Heat.
More bright is youthful Flame, but sooner dies;   665
Then, swiftly seize the Joy that swiftly flies.
Thus, all betraying to the beauteous Foe,
How, surely to enslave our selves, we show.
To trust a Traitor, you’ll no Scruple make,
Who is a Traitor only for your sake.   670
Who yields too soon, will soon her Lover lose;
Wou’d you retain him long, then, long refuse.
Oft, at your Door, make him for Entrance wait,
There let him lye, and threaten and entreat.
When cloy’d with Sweets, Bitters the Taste restore;   675
Ships, by fair Winds, are sometimes run ashore.
Hence springs the Coldness of a marry’d Life,
The Husband, when he pleases, has his Wife.
Bar but your Gate, and let your Porter cry
Here’s no Admittance, Sir; 1 must deny.   680
The very Husband, so repuls’d, will find
A growing Inclination to be kind.
Thus far, with Foils you’ve fought; those laid aside,
I, now, sharp Weapons for the Sex provide;
Nor doubt, against my self, to see ’em try’d.   685
When, first, a Lover you design to charm,
Beware, lest Jealousies his Soul allarm;
Make him believe, with all the Skill you can,
That he, and only he’s the happy Man.
Anon, by due degrees, small Doubts create,   690
And let him fear some Rival’s better Fate.
Such little Arts make Love its Vigour hold,
Which, else wou’d languish, and too soon grow old.
Then, streins the Courser to out-strip the Wind,
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind.    695
Love, when extinct, Suspicions may revive;
I own, when mine’s secure, ’tis scarce alive.
Yet, one Precaution to this Rule belongs;
Let us at most suspect, not prove our Wrongs.
Sometimes, your Lover to incite the more,   700
Pretend, your Husband’s Spies beset the Door:
Tho’ free as Thais, still affect a Fright;
For, seeming Danger heightens the Delight.
Oft let the Youth in thro’ your Window steal,
Tho’ he might enter at the Door as well;   705
And, sometimes, let your Maid Surprize pretend,
And beg you, in some Hole to hide your Friend.
Yet, ever and anon, dispel his Fear,
And let him taste of Happiness sincere;
Lest, quite dishearten’d with too much Fatigue,   710
He shou’d grow weary of the dull Intrigue.
But I forget to tell, how you may try
Both to evade the Husband, and the Spy.
That Wives shou’d of their Husbands stand in Awe,
Agrees with Justice, Modesty, and Law:   715
But, that a Mistress may be lawful Prize,
None, but her Keeper, I am sure, denies.
For such fair Nymphs, these Precepts are design’d,
Which ne’er can fail, join’d with a willing Mind.
Tho’ stuck with Argus’ Eyes your Keeper were,   720
Advis’d by me, you shall elude his Care.
When you to wash or bathe retire from Sight,
Can he observe what Letters then you write?
Or, can his Caution against such provide,
Which, in her Breast, your Confident may hide?   725
Can he the Note beneath her Garter view,
Or that, which, more conceal’d, is in her Shoe?
Yet, these perceiv’d, you may her Back undress,
And, writing on her Skin, your Mind express.
New Milk, or pointed Spires of Flax, when green,   730
Will Ink supply, and Letters mark unseen.
Fair will the Paper show, nor can be read,
‘Till all the Writing’s with warm Ashes spread.
Acrisius was, with all his Care, betray’d;
And in his Tow’r of Brass, a Grandsire made.   735
Can Spies avail, when you to Plays resort,
Or in the Circus view the noble Sport?
Or, can you be to Isis Fane pursu’d,
Or Cybelle’s, whose Rites all Men exclude?
Tho’ watchful Servants to the Bagnio come,   740
They’re ne’er admitted to the Bathing-room.
Or, when some sudden Sickness you pretend,
May you not take to your Sick-bed a Friend?
False Keys a private Passage may procure,
If not, there are more Ways besides the Door.   745
Sometimes, with Wine, your watchful Follow’r treat;
When drunk, you may with ease his Care defeat:
Or, to prevent too sudden a Surprise,
Prepare a sleeping Draught, to seal his Eyes:
Or let your Maid, still longer time to gain,   750
An Inclination for his Person feign;
With faint Resistance let her drill him on,
And, after competent Delays, be won.
But, what need all these various doubtful Wiles,
Since Gold the greatest Vigilance beguiles?   755
Believe me, Men and Gods with Gifts are pleas’d;
Ev’n angry Jove with Off rings is appeas’d.
With Presents, Fools and Wise alike are caught,
Give but enough, the Husband may be bought.
But let me warn you, when you bribe a Spy,   760
That you for ever his Connivance buy;
Pay him his Price at once, for with such Men
You’ll know no End of giving now and then.
Once, I remember, I with Cause complain’d,
Of Jealousie occasion’d by a Friend.   765
Believe me, Apprehensions of that kind,
Are not alone to our false Sex confin’d.
Trust not too far, your She-Companion’s Truth,
Lest she sometimes shou’d intercept the Youth:
The very Confident that lends the Bed,   770
May entertain your Lover, in your stead.
Nor keep a Servant with too fair a Face,
For such I’ve known supply her Lady’s Place.
   But, whither do I run with heedless Rage,
Teaching the Foe unequal War to wage?   775
Did ever Bird the Fowler’s Net prepare?
Was ever Hound instructed by the Hare?
But all Self-ends and Int’rest set apart,
I’ll faithfully proceed to teach my Art.
Defenceless and unarm’d expose my Life,   780
And for the Lemnian Ladies, whet the Knife.
   Perpetual Fondness of your Lover feign,
Nor will you find it hard, Belief to gain;
Full of himself, he your Design will aid:
To what we wish, ’tis easie to persuade.   785
With dying Eyes, his Face and Form survey,
Then, sigh, and wonder he so long cou’d stay:
Now, drop a Tear, your Sorrows to asswage,
Anon, reproach him, and pretend to rage.
Such Proofs as these, will all Distrust remove,   790
And make him pity your excessive Love.
Scarce to himself will he forbear to cry,
How can I let this poor fond Creature die?
But chiefly, one, such fond Behaviour fires,
Who courts his Glass, and his own Charms admires.   795
Proud of the Homage to his Merit done,
He’ll think a Goddess might with ease be won.
   Light Wrongs, be sure, you still with Mildness bear,
Nor strait fly out, when you a Rival fear.
Let not your Passions o’er your Sense prevail,   800
Nor credit lightly ev’ry idle Tale.
Let Pro cris Fate, a sad Example be
Of what Effects attend Credulity.
   Near, where his purple Head Hymettus shows
And flow’ring Hills, a sacred Fountain flows;   805
With soft and verdant Turf the Soil is spread,
And sweetly-smelling Shrubs the Ground o’er-shade.
There, Rosemary and Bays, their Odours join,
And with the fragrant Myrtle’s Scent, combine.
There, Tamarisks with thick-leav’d Box are found,   810
And Cytissus, and Garden Pines, abound.
While thro’ the Boughs, soft Winds of Zephyr pass,
Tremble the Leaves, and tender tops of Grass.
Hither, wou’d Cephalus retreat to rest,
When tir’d with Hunting, or with Heat opprest:   815
And, thus, to Air, the panting Youth wou’d pray,
Come, gentle Aura, come, this Heat allay.
But some Tale-bearing too officious Friend,
By chance, o’er-heard him as he thus complain’d;
Who, with the News to Procris quick repair’d,   820
Repeating Word for Word what she had heard.
Soon as the Name of Aura reach’d her Ears,
With Jealousie surpriz’d, and fainting Fears,
Her rosie Colour fled her lovely Face,
And Agonies like Death, supply’d the place;   825
Pale she appear’d as are the falling Leaves,
When first the Vine the Winter’s blast receives.
Of ripen’d Quinces, such the yellow Hue,
Or, when unripe, we Cornel-berries view.
Reviving from her Swoon, her Robes she tore,   830
Nor her own faultless Face to wound, forbore.
Now, all dishevell’d, to the Wood she flies,
With Bacchanalian Fury in her Eyes.
Thither arriv’d, she leaves, below, her Friends;
And, all alone, the shady Hill ascends.   835
What Folly, Procris, o’er thy Mind prevail’d?
What Rage, thus, fatally, to lye conceal’d?
Whoe’er this Aura be (such was thy Thought)
She, now shall in the very Fact be caught.
Anon, thy Heart repents its rash Designs,   840
And now to go, and now to stay inclines:
Thus, Love, with Doubts perplexes still thy Mind,
And makes thee seek, what thou must dread to find.
But still thy Rival’s Name rings in thy Ears,
And more suspicious still the Place appears:   845
But more than all, excessive Love deceives,
Which, all it fears, too easily believes.
And, now, a Chilness ran thro’ ev’ry Vein,
Soon as she saw where Cephalus had lain.
’Twas Noon, when he again retir’d, to shun   850
The scorching Ardour of the Mid-day Sun;
With Water, first, he sprinkled o’er his Face,
Which glow’d with Heat; then sought his usual Place.
Procris, with anxious but with silent Care,
View’d him extended, with his Bosom bare;   855
And heard him, soon, th’accustom’d Words repeat,
Come Zephyr, Aura come, allay this Heat:
Soon as she found her Error, from the Word,
Her Colour and her Temper were restor’d.
With Joy she rose, to clasp him in her Arms:   860
But, Cephalus, the rustling Noise alarms;
Some Beast, he thinks, he in the Bushes hears,
And strait, his Arrows and his Bow prepares.
Hold! hold! unhappy Youth! — I call in vain,
With thy own Hand thou hast thy Procris slain.   865
Me, me, (she crys) thou ‘st wounded with thy Dart!
But Cephalus was wont to wound this Heart.
Yet, lighter on my Ashes, Earth will lye,
Since, tho’ untimely, I unrival’d die:
Come, close with thy dear Hand my Eyes in Death,   870
Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my Breath.
Close to his heavy Heart, her Cheek he laid,
And wash’d, with streaming Tears, the Wound he made;
At length, the Springs of Life their Currents leave,
And her last Gasp, her Husband’s Lips receive.   875
Now, to pursue our Voyage we must provide,
‘Till, safe to Port our weary Bark we guide.
You may expect, perhaps, I now shou’d teach
What Rules, to Treats and Entertainments reach.
Come not the first, invited to a Feast;   880
Rather, come last, as a more grateful Guest.
For, that, of which we fear to be depriv’d,
Meets with the surest Welcome, when arriv’d.
Besides, Complexions of a courser kind,
From Candle-light, no small Advantage find.   885
During the time you eat, observe some Grace,
Nor let your unwip’d Hands besmear your Face;
Nor, yet, too squeamishly your Meat avoid,
Lest we suspect you were in private cloy’d.
 Of all Extreams in either kind, beware,
And still, before your Belly’s full, forbear.
No Glutton Nymph, however Fair, can wound,
Tho’ more than Hellen she in Charms abound.
I own, I think, of Wine the mod’rate use,
More suits the Sex, and sooner finds Excuse;   895
It warms the Blood, adds Lustre to the Eyes,
And Wine and Love have always been Allies.
But, carefully from all Intemp’rance keep,
Nor drink ‘till you see double, lisp, or sleep.
For in such Sleeps, Brutalities are done,   900
Which, tho’ you loath, you have no Pow’r to shun.
And now th’instructed Nymph from Table led,
Shou’d next be taught, how to behave in Bed.
But Modesty forbids: Nor more, my Muse
With weary Wings, the labour’d Flight pursues;   905
Her purple Swans unyoak’d, the Chariot leave,
And needful Rest (their Journey done) receive.
Thus, with impartial Care, my Art I show,
And equal Arms, on either Sex bestow:
 While Men and Maids, who by my Rules improve,
Ovid, must own, their Master is in Love.
 
  


OF PLEASING

AN EPISTLE TO SIR RICHARD TEMPLE.
 

‘TIS strange, dear Temple, how it comes to pass,
That no one Man is pleas’d with what he has.
So Horace sings — and sure, as strange is this:
That no one Man’s displeas’d with what he is.
The Foolish, Ugly, Dull, Impertinent,   5
Are with their Persons and their Parts content.
Nor is that all; so odd a thing is Man,
He most would be what least he should or can.
Hence, homely Faces still are foremost seen,    10
And cross-shap’d Fops affect the nicest Mien;
Cowards extol true Courage to the Skies,
And Fools are still most forward to advise;
Th’untrusted Wretch, to Secresie pretends,
Whisp’ring his Nothing round to All as Friends.
Dull Rogues affect the Politician’s part;   15
And learn to nod, and smile, and shrug with Art;
Who nothing has to lose, the War bewails;
And he who nothing pays, at Taxes rails.
Thus, Man, perverse, against plain Nature strives,
 And to be artfully absurd, contrives.
Plautus will dance, Luscus at Ogling aims,
Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probus games.
Noisome Curculio, whose envenom’d Breath,
Tho’ at a distance utter’d, threatens Death,
Full in your Teeth his stinking Whisper throws;   25
Nor mends his Manners, tho’ you hold your Nose.
Thersites, who seems born to give Offence,
From uncouth Form and frontless Impudence,
Assumes soft Airs, and with a Slur comes in,
Attempts a Smile, and shocks you with a Grin.   30
Raucus harangues with a dissuasive Grace,
And Helluo invites with a forbidding Face.
Nature, to each allots his proper Sphere,
But, that forsaken, we like Comets err:
Toss’d thro’ the Void, by some rude Shock we’re broke,    35
And all our boasted Fire is lost in Smoke.
Next to obtaining Wealth, or Pow’r, or Ease,
Men most affect, in general to please:
Of this Affection, Vanity’s the Source,
And Vanity alone obstructs its Course;   40
That Telescope of Fools, thro’ which they spy
Merit remote, and think the Object nigh.
The Glass remov’d, would each himself survey,
And in just Scales, his Strength and Weakness weigh,
Pursue the Path for which he was design’d,   45
And to his proper Force adapt his Mind;
Scarce one, but, to some Merit might pretend,
Perhaps might please, at least would not offend.
Who would reprove us while he makes us laugh,
Must be no Bavius, but a Bickerstaffe.   50
If Garth, or Blackmore, friendly Potions give,
We bid the dying Patient drink and live:
When Murus comes, we cry, beware the Pill,
And wish the Tradesman were a Tradesman still.
If Addison, or Rowe, or Prior write,   55
We study ’em with Profit and Delight:
But when vile Macer and Mundungus rhyme,
We grieve we’ve learnt to read, ay, curse the Time.
All Rules of Pleasing in this one unite,
Affect not any thing in Nature’s spight.   60
Baboons and Apes ridiculous we find;
For what? For ill resembling Human-kind.
None are, for being what they are, in fault.
But for not being what they wou’d be thought.
Thus, I, dear Friend, to you my Thoughts impart,    65
As to one perfect in the Pleasing Art;
If Art it may be call’d in you, who seem,
By Nature, form’d for Love, and for Esteem.
Affecting none, all Virtues you possess,
And really are what others but profess.   70
I’ll not offend you, while my self I please;
I loath to flatter, tho’ I love to praise.
But when such early Worth so bright appears,
And antedates the Fame which waits on Years;
I can’t so stupidly affected prove,   75
Not to confess it, in the Man I love.
Tho’ now I aim not at that known Applause
You’ve won in Arms, and in your Country’s Cause;
Nor Patriot now, nor Hero I commend,
But the Companion praise, and boast the Friend.   80
But you may think, and some, less partial, say,
That I presume too much in this Essay.
How should I show what pleases? How explain
A Rule, to which I never could attain?
To this Objection, I’ll make no Reply,   85
But tell a Tale, which, after, we’ll apply.
I’ve read, or heard, a learned Person, once,
Concern’d to find his only Son a Dunce;
Compos’d a Book in favour of the Lad,
Whose Memory, it seems, was very bad.   90
This Work contain’d a world of wholesome Rules,
To help the Frailty of forgetful Fools.
The careful Parent laid the Treatise by,
‘Till Time should make it proper to apply.
Simon at length the look’d-for Age attains,   95
To read and profit by his Father’s Pains;
And now the Sire prepares the Book t’impart,
Which was yclep’d Of Memory the Art.
But ah! how oft is human Care in vain!
For now, he could not find his Book again.   100
The Place where he had laid it, he forgot,
Nor could himself remember what he wrote.
Now to apply the Story that I tell,
Which if not true, is yet invented well.
Such is my Case: Like most of theirs who teach;   105
I ill may practise, what I well may preach.
My self not trying, or not turn’d to please,
May lay the Line, and measure out the Ways.
The Mulcibers, who in the Minories sweat,
And massive Bars on stubborn Anvils beat,   100
Deform’d themselves, yet, forge those Stays of Steel,
Which arm Aurelia with a Shape to kill.
So Macer and Mundungus school the Times,
And write in rugged Prose the Rules of softer Rhymes.
Well do they play the careful Criticks Part,   115
Instructing doubly by their matchless Art:
Rules for good Verse they first with Pains indite,
Then shew us what are bad, by what they write.
 
  


A PINDARIQUE ODE

Humbly Offer’d to the
 

QUEEN,
 

On the Victorious Progress of Her MAJESTY’s Arms, under the Conduct of the Duke of MARLBOROUGH.
 

To which is prefix’d,
A DISCOURSE on the PINDARIQUE ODE.
 — Operosa parvus
Carmina fingo.   Hor. Ode 2. L. 4.
 

Tuque dum procedis, Io triumphe
Non semel dicemus, Io triumphe
Civitas omnis; dabimusque Divis
Thura benignis.                            Ibid.
 
  


A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIQUE ODE.

THE following Ode is an Attempt towards restoring the Regularity of the Ancient Lyrick Poetry, which seems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our English Writers.

There is nothing more frequent among us, than a sort of
Poems intituled Pindarique Odes; pretending to be written in Imitation of the Manner and Stile of Pindar, and yet I do not know that there is to this Day extant in our Language, one Ode contriv’d after his Model. What Idea can an English Reader have of Pindar (to whose Mouth, when a Child, the
Bees (a) brought their Honey, in Omen of the future Sweetness and Melody of his Songs) when he shall see such rumbling and grating Papers of Verses, pretending to be Copies of his Works?

The Character of these late Pindariques, is, a Bundle of rambling incoherent Thoughts, express’d in a like Parcel of
irregular Stanza’s, which also consist of such another Complication of disproportion ‘d, uncertain and perplex’d Verses and Rhimes. And I appeal to any Reader, if this is not the Condition in which these Titular Odes appear.

On the contrary, there is nothing more regular than the Odes of Pindar, both as to the exact Observation of the Measures and Numbers of his Stanza’s and Verses, and the perpetual Coherence of his Thoughts. For tho’ his Digressions are frequent, and his Transitions sudden, yet is there ever some secret Connexion, which tho’ not always appearing to the Eye,
never fails to communicate it self to the Understanding of the Reader.

The Liberty which he took in his Numbers, and which has been so misunderstood and misapply’d by his pretended Imitators, was only in varying the Stanza’s in different Odes; but in each particular Ode they are ever Correspondent one to another in their Turns, and according to the Order of the Ode.

All the Odes of Pindar which remain to us, are Songs of Triumph, Victory or Success in the Grecian Games: They were sung by a Chorus, and adapted to the Lyre, and sometimes to the Lyre and (b) Pipe; they consisted oftnest of Three Stanza’s, the first was call’d the Strophé, from the Version or circular Motion of the Singers in that Stanza from the Right Hand to the (c) Left. The second Stanza was call’d the Antistrophé, from the Controversion of the Chorus; the Singers, in performing that, turning from the Left Hand to the Right, contrary always to their Motion in the Strophé. The Third Stanza was called the Epode, (it may be as being the After-Song) which they sung in the middle, neither turning to one Hand nor the other.

What the Origin was of these different Motions and Stations in singing their Odes, is not our present Business to enquire. Some have thought that by the Contrariety of the Strophé and Antistrophé, they intended to represent the Contrarotation of the Primum Mobile, in respect of the Secunda Mobilia; and
that by their standing still at the Epode, they meant to signifie the Stability of the Earth, (d) Others ascribe the Institution to Theseus, who thereby expressed the Windings and Turnings of the Labyrinth in celebrating his Return from thence.

The Method observ’d in the Composition of these Odes, was
therefore as follows. The Poet having made Choice of a certain Number of Verses to constitute his Strophé or first Stanza, was oblig’d to observe the same in his Antistrophé, or second Stanza; and which accordingly perpetually agreed whenever repeated, both in number of Verses and quantity of Feet: He  was then again at Liberty, to make a new choice for his third Stanza, or Epode; where, accordingly, he diversify’d his Numbers as his Ear or Fancy led him; composing that Stanza of more or fewer Verses than the former, and those Verses of different Measures and Quantities, for the greater Variety
of Harmony, and Entertainment of the Ear.

But then this Epode being thus form’d, he was strictly oblig’d to the same (e) Measure, as often as he should repeat it in the Order of his Ode, so that every Epode in the same Ode is eternally the same in Measure and Quantity, in respect to it
self; as is also every Strophé and Antistrophé, in respect to each other.

The Lyrick Poet Stesichorus (whom (f) Longinus reckons amongst the ablest Imitators of Homer, and of whom (g) Quintilian says, that if he could have kept within Bounds, he
would have been nearest of any Body, in Merit, to Homer) was, if not the Inventer of this Order in the Ode, yet so strict an Observer of it in his Compositions, that the Three Stanza’s of Stesichorus became a common Proverb to express a thing universally known, (h) ne tria quidem Stesichori nosti; so
that when any one had a mind to reproach another with excessive Ignorance, he could not do it more effectually than by telling him, he did not so much as know the Three Stanza’s of Stesichorus; that is, did not know that an Ode ought to consist of a Strophé, an Antistrophé, and an Epode. If this was such a mark of Ignorance among them, I am sure we have been pretty long liable to the same Reproof; I mean, in respect of our Imitations of the Odes of Pindar.

My Intention is not to make a long Preface to a short Ode, nor to enter upon a Dissertation of Lyrick Poetry in general: But thus much I thought proper to say, for the Information of those Readers whose Course of Study has not led ’em into such Enquiries.

I hope I shall not be so misunderstood, as to have it thought that I pretend to give an exact Copy of Pindar in this ensuing Ode; or that I look upon it as a Pattern for his Imitators for the future: Far from such Thoughts, I have only given an Instance of what is practicable, and am sensible that I am as distant from the Force and Elevation of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from the Harmony and Regularity of his Numbers.

Again, we having no Chorus to sing our Odes, the Titles, as well as Use of Strophé, Antistrophé, and Epode, are Obsolete and Impertinent: And certainly there may be very good English Odes, without the Distinction Greek Appellations to their Stanza’s. That I have mention’d ’em here, and observ’d the Order of ’em in the ensuing Ode, is therefore only the more intelligibly to explain the extraordinary Regularity of the Composition of those Odes, which have been represented to us hitherto, as the most confus’d Structures in Nature.

However, though there be no necessity that our Triumphal Odes should consist of the Three afore-mentioned Stanza’s; yet if the Reader can observe that the great Variation of the Numbers in the Third Stanza (call it Epode, or what you please) has a pleasing Effect in the Ode, and makes him return to the First and Second Stanza’s, with more Appetite, than he could do if always cloy’d with the saine Quantities and Measures, I cannot see why some Use may not be made Pindar’s Example, to the great Improvement of the English Ode. There is certainly a Pleasure in beholding any Thing that has Art and Difficulty in the Contrivance; especially, if it appears so carefully executed, that the Difficulty does not shew it self ‘till it is sought for; and that the seeming Easiness of the Work, first sets us upon the Enquiry. Nothing can be call’d Beautiful without Proportion. When Symmetry and Harmony are wanting, neither the Eye nor the Ear can be pleas’d. Therefore certainly Poetry, which includes Painting and Mustek, should not be destitute of ’em; and of all Poetry, especially the Ode, whose End and Essence is Harmony.

Mr. Cowley, in his Preface to his Pindarique Odes, speaking of the Mustek of Numbers, says, which sometimes (especially in Songs and Odes) almost without any thing else makes an Excellent Poet.

Having mention’d Mr. Cowley, it may very well be expected, that something should be said of him, at a time when the Imitation of Pindar is the Theme of our Discourse. But there is that great Deference due to the Memory, great Parts, and Learning of that Gentleman, that I think nothing should be objected to the Latitude he has taken in his Pindarique Odes. The Beauty of his Verses, are an Attonement for the Irregularity of his Stanza’s; and though he did not imitate Pindar in the Strictness of his Numbers, he has very often happily copy’d him in the Force of his Figures, and Sublimity of his Stile and Sentiments.

Yet I must beg leave to add, that I believe those irregular Odes of Mr. Cowley, may have been the principal, though innocent Occasion, of so many deformed Poems since, which instead of being true Pictures of Pindar, have (to use the Italian Painters Term) been only Caricatural of him, Resemblances that for the most part have been either Horrid or Ridiculous.

For my own part I frankly own my Error, in having heretofore mis-call’d a few irregular Stanza’s a Pindarique Ode; and possibly, if others, who have been under the same Mistake, would ingenuously confess the Truth, they might own, that never having consulted Pindar himself, they took all his Irregularity upon trust; and finding their Account in the great Ease with which they could produce Odes without being oblig’d either to Measure or Design, remain’d satisfy’d; and it may be were not altogether unwilling to neglect being undeceiv’d.

Though there be little (if any thing) left of Orpheus but his Name, yet if Pausanias was well inform’d, we may be assur’d that Brevity was a Beauty which he most industriously labour’d to preserve in his Hymns, notwithstanding, as the same Author reports, that they were but few in Number.

The Shortness of the following Ode will, I hope, attone for the Length of the Preface, and in some measure for the Defects which may be found in it. It consists of the same Number of Stanza’s with that beautiful Ode of Pindar, which is the first of his Pythicks; and though I was unable to imitate him in any other Beauty, I resolv’d to endeavour to Copy his Brevity, and take the Advantage of a Remark he has made in the last Strophé of the same Ode, which take in the Paraphrase of Sudorius.

Qui multa paucis stringere Commode 

Novere, morsus hi facile invidos 

Spernunt, & auris mensque pura 

Omne supervacuum rejectat.
  


ODE.

I.
 

DAUGHTER of Memory, Immortal Muse,
Calliope, what Poet wilt thou chuse
Of ANNA’s Name to Sing?
To whom wilt thou thy Fire impart,
Thy Lyre, thy Voice, and tuneful Art;    5
Whom raise Sublime on thy Ætherial Wing,
And Consecrate with Dews of thy Castalian Spring?
 

II.
 

Without thy Aid, the most aspiring Mind
Must flag beneath, to narrow Flights confin’d,
Striving to rise in vain:   10
Nor e’er can hope with equal Lays
To celebrate bright Virtue’s Praise.
Thy Aid obtain’d, even I, the humblest Swain,
May climb Pierian Heights, and quit the lowly Plain.
 

III.
 

High in the Starry Orb is hung,   15
And next Alcides Guardian Arm,
That ‘Harp to which thy Orpheus Sung,
Who Woods, and Rocks, and Winds, cou’d Charm,
That Harp which on Cyllenes shady Hill,
When first the Vocal Shell was found,   20
With more than Mortal Skill
Inventer Hermes taught to sound.
Hermes on bright Latona’s Son,
By sweet Persuasion won,
The wond’rous Work bestow’d;   25
Latona’s Son, to thine
Indulgent, gave the Gift Divine:
A God the Gift, a God th’Invention show’d.
 

I.
 

To that high-sounding Lyre I tune my Strains;
A lower Note his lofty Song disdains   30
Who sings of ANNA’ s Name.
The Lyre is struck! the Sounds I hear!
O Muse, propitious to my Pray’r!
O well known Sounds! O Melody, the same
That kindled Mantuan Fire, and rais’d Mæonian Flame!   35
 

II.
 

Nor are these Sounds to British Bards unknown,
Or sparingly reveal’d to one alone:
Witness sweet Spencer’s Lays:
And witness that Immortal Song,
As Spencer sweet, as Milton strong,   40
Which humble Boyn o’er Tiber’s Flood cou’d raise,
And mighty William Sing, with well-proportion’d Praise.
 

III.
 

Rise, Fair Augusta, lift thy Head,
With Golden Tow’rs thy Front adorn;
  Come forth, as comes from Tithon’s Bed   45
With chearful Ray the ruddy Morn.
Thy lovely Form, and fresh reviving State,
In Crystal Flood of Thames survey;
Then, bless thy better Fate,
Bless ANNA’s most Auspicious Sway.   50
While distant Realms and neighb’ring Lands,
Arm’d Troops and hostile Bands
On ev’ry Side molest,
Thy happier Clime is Free,
  Fair C A p i T A L of Liberty!   55
And Plenty knows, and Days of Halcyon Rest.
 

I.
 

As Britain’s Isle, when old vex’d Ocean roars,
Unshaken sees against her Silver Shoars
His foaming Billows beat;
So Britain’s QUEEN, amidst the Jars   60
And Tumults of a World in Wars,
Fix’d on the Base of Her well-founded State,
Serene and safe looks down, nor feels the Shocks of Fate.
 

II.
 

But Greatest Souls, tho’ blest with sweet Repose,
Are soonest touch’d with Sense of others Woes.   65
Thus ANNA’s mighty Mind,
To Mercy and soft Pity prone,
And mov’d with Sorrows not her own.
Has all her Peace and downy Rest resign d,
To wake for Common Good, and succour Human-kind.    70
 

III.
 

Fly, Tyranny, no more be known
Within Europa’s blissful Bound;
Far as th’unhabitable Zone
Fly ev’ry hospitable Ground.
To horrid Zembla’s Frozen Realms repair,   75
There with the baleful Beldam, NIGHT,
Unpeopl’d Empire share,
And rob those Lands of Legal Right.
For now is come the promis’d Hour,
When Justice shall have Pow’r;
Justice to Earth restor’d!
Again Astrea Reigns!
ANNA Her equal Scale maintains,
And MARLBRO weilds Her sure deciding Sword.
 

I.
 

Now, coud’st thou soar, my Muse, to Sing the MAN    85
In Heights sublime, as when the Mantuan Swan
Her tow’ring Pinions spread;
Thou should’st of MARLBRO Sing, whose Hand
Unerring from his QUEEN’s Command,
 

I.
 

To that high-sounding Lyre I tune my Strains;
A lower Note his lofty Song disdains   30
Who sings of ANNA’ s Name.
The Lyre is struck! the Sounds I hear!
O Muse, propitious to my Pray’r!
O well known Sounds! O Melody, the same
That kindled Mantuan Fire, and rais’d Mæonian Flame!   35
 

II.
 

Nor are these Sounds to British Bards unknown,
Or sparingly reveal’d to one alone:
Witness sweet Spencer’s Lays:
And witness that Immortal Song,
As Spencer sweet, as Milton strong,   40
Which humble Boyn o’er Tiber’s Flood cou’d raise,
And mighty William Sing, with well-proportion’d Praise.
 

III.
 

Rise, Fair Augusta, lift thy Head,
With Golden Tow’rs thy Front adorn;
Come forth, as comes from Tithon’s Bed   45
With chearful Ray the ruddy Morn.
Thy lovely Form, and fresh reviving State,
In Crystal Flood of Thames survey;
Then, bless thy better Fate,
Bless ANNA’s most Auspicious Sway.   50
While distant Realms and neighb’ring Lands,
Arm’d Troops and hostile Bands
On ev’ry Side molest,
Thy happier Clime is Free,
  Fair CAPITA L of Liberty!   55
And Plenty knows, and Days of Halcyon Rest.
 

I.
 

As Britain’s Isle, when old vex’d Ocean roars,
Unshaken sees against her Silver Shoars
His foaming Billows beat;
So Britain’s QUEEN, amidst the Jars   60
And Tumults of a World in Wars,
Fix’d on the Base of Her well-founded State,
Serene and safe looks down, nor feels the Shocks of Fate.
 

II.
 

But Greatest Souls, tho’ blest with sweet Repose,
Are soonest touch’d with Sense of others Woes.   65
Thus ANNA’s mighty Mind,
To Mercy and soft Pity prone,
And mov’d with Sorrows not her own,
Has all her Peace and downy Rest resign’d,
To wake for Common Good, and succour Human-kind.    70
 

III.
 

Fly, Tyranny, no more be known
Within Europa’s blissful Bound;
Far as th’unhabitable Zone
Fly ev’ry hospitable Ground.
To horrid Zembla’s Frozen Realms repair,   75
There with the baleful Beldam, NIGHT,
Unpeopl’d Empire share,
And rob those Lands of Legal Right.
For now is come the promis’d Hour,
When Justice shall have Pow’r;   80
Justice to Earth restor’d!
Again Astrea Reigns!
ANNA Her equal Scale maintains,
And MARLBRÔ weilds Her sure deciding Sword.
 

I.
 

Now, coud’st thou soar, my Muse, to Sing the MAN    85
In Heights sublime, as when the Mantuan Swan
Her tow’ring Pinions spread;
Thou should’st of MARLBRÔ Sing, whose Hand
Unerring from his QUEEN’s Command,
go Far as the Seven-mouth’d Ister’s secret Head,
To save th’Imperial State, Her hardy Britons led.
 

II.
 

Nor there thy Song should end; tho’ all the Nine
Might well their Harps and Heav’nly Voices join
To Sing that Glorious Day,
When Bold Bavaria fled the Field,   95
And Veteran Gauls unus’d to yield,
On Blenheim’s, Plain imploring Mercy lay;
And Spoils and Trophies won, perplex’d the Victors way.
 

III.
 

But cou’d thy Voice of Blenheim Sing,
  And with Success that Song pursue;   100
What Art cou’d Aid thy weary Wing
To keep the Victor still in view?
For as the Sun ne’er stops his radiant Flight,
Nor Sets, but with impartial Ray
  To all who want his Light   105
Alternately transfers the Day:
So in the Glorious Round of Fame,
Great MARLBRÔ, still the same,
Incessant runs his Course;
  To Climes remote, and near,   110
His Conqu’ring Arms by turns appear,
And Universal is his Aid and Force.
 

I.
 

Attempt not to proceed, unwary Muse,
For O! what Notes, what Numbers cou’dst thou chuse,
  Tho’ in all Numbers skill’d;   115
To Sing the Hero’s matchless Deed,
Which Belgia Sav’d, and Brabant Free’d;
To Sing Ramillia’s Day! to which must yield
Cannæ’s Illustrious Fight, and Fam’d Pharsalia’s Field.
 

II.
 

In the short Course of a Diurnal Sun,   120
Behold the Work of many Ages done!
What Verse such Worth can Raise?
Lustre and Life, the Poet’s Art
To middle Virtue may impart;
But Deeds sublime, exalted high like These,   125
Transcend his utmost Flight; and mock his distant Praise.
 

III.
 

Still wou’d the willing Muse aspire,
With Transport still her Strains prolong;
But Fear unstrings the trembling Lyre,
And Admiration stops her Song.   130
Go on, Great Chief, in ANNA’s Cause proceed;
Nor sheath the Terrors of thy Sword,
‘Till Europe thou hast freed,
And Universal Peace restor’d.
This mighty Work when thou shalt End,   135
Equal Rewards attend,
Of Value far above
Thy Trophies and thy Spoils;
Rewards even Worthy of thy Toils,
Thy QUEEN’s just Favour, and thy COUNTRY’S Love.    140
 
  


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN

Lord HIGH-T REASURER of
 

GREAT BRITAIN.
 

PINDARIQUE ODE.
 

   Quetmvis media erue turba:
Aut ob avaritiam, aut misera ambitione laborat.
Hunc capit argenti splendor
Hic mutât merces surgente a sole, ad eum quo
Vespertina tepet regio: quin per mala præceps
Fertur
 

Omnes hi metuunt versus, odere poetas.
Hor. Sat. 4. L. 1.
 

ODE.
 

I.
 

TO hazardous Attempts and hardy Toils,
Ambition some excites;
And some, Desire of Martial Spoils
To bloody Fields invites;
Others, insatiate Thirst of Gain,   5
Provokes to tempt the dangerous Main,
To pass the burning Line, and bear
Th’Inclemency of Winds, and Seas, and Air;
Pressing the doubtful Voy’ge ‘till INDIA’S Shore
Her spicy Bosom bares, and spreads her shining Ore.   10
 

II.
 

Nor Widows Tears, nor tender Orphans Cries,
Can stop th’Invader’s Force;
Nor swelling Seas, nor threatning Skies,
Prevent the Pirate’s Course:
 Their Lives to selfish Ends decreed,   15
Thro’ Blood or Rapine they proceed;
No anxious Thoughts of ill Repute,
Suspend th’impetuous and unjust Pursuit:
But Pow’r and Wealth obtain’d, guilty and great,
Their Fellow-Creatures Fears they raise, or urge their Hate.   20
 

IIl.
 

But not for these, his Iv’ry Lyre
Will tuneful Phoebus string,
Nor Polyhymnia crown’d amid the Choir,
Th’immortal Epode sing.
Thy Springs, Castalia, turn their Streams aside   25
From Rapine, Avarice, and Pride;
Nor do thy Greens, shady Aonia, grow,
To bind with Wreaths a Tyrant’s Brow.
 

I.
 

How just, most mighty Jove, yet how severe
  Is thy supreme Decree,   30
That impious Men shall joyless hear
The Muses Harmony!
Their sacred Songs, (the Recompence
Of Virtue, and of Innocence)
  Which pious Minds to Rapture raise,   35
And worthy Deeds, at once excite and praise,
To guilty Hearts afford no kind Relief;
But add inflaming Rage, and more afflicting Grief.
 

II.
 

Monstrous Typhœus, thus, new Terrors fill,
  He, who assail’d the Skies,   40
And now, beneath the burning Hill
Of dreadful Ætna lyes.
Hearing the Lyre’s Celestial Sound,
He bellows in th’Abyss profound;
Sicilia trembles at his Roar,   45
Tremble the Seas, and far Campania’s Shoar;
While all his hundred Mouths, at once expire
Volumes of curling Smoke, and Floods of liquid Fire.
 

III.
 

From Heav’n alone, all Good proceeds;
To heav’nly Minds belong   50
All Pow’r and Love, GODOLPHIN, of good Deeds,
And Sense of Sacred Song!
And thus, most pleasing are the Muse’s Lays
To them who merit most her Praise;
Wherefore, for thee, her Iv’ry Lyre she strings,   55
And soars with Rapture while she sings.
 

I.
 

Whether, Affairs of most important Weight
Require thy aiding Hand,
And ANNA’s Cause and Europe’s Fate
Thy serious Thoughts demand;   60
Whether, thy Days and Nights are spent
In Cares, on Publick Good intent;
Or, whether, leisure Hours invite
To manly Sports, or to refin’d Delight;
In Courts residing, or to Plains retir’d,   65
Where gen’rous Steeds contest, with Emulation fir’d;
 

II.
 

Thee still she seeks, and tuneful sings thy Name,
As once she Theron sung,
While with the deathless Worthy’s Fame
Olympian
Pisa rung:   70
Nor less Sublime, is now, her Choice,
Nor less inspir’d by thee, her Voice.
And now, she loves aloft to sound
The Man for more than Mortal Deeds renown’d;
Vary’ing anon her Theme, she takes Delight   75
The swift-heel’d Horse to praise, and sing his rapid Flight.
 

Ill.
 

And see! the Air-born Racers start,
Impatient of the Rein;
Faster they run, than flies the Scythian Dart,
  Nor passing, print the Plain!   80
The Winds themselves who with their Swiftness vye,
In vain their airy Pinions ply;
So far in matchless Speed, thy Coursers pass
Th’Ætherial Authors of their Race.
 

I.
 

And now, a while, the well-strain’d Coursers breath;   85
And now, my Muse, prepare
Of 901ive Leaves a twisted Wreath
To bind the Victor’s Hair.
Pallas, in care of Human-kind,
  The fruitful Olive first design’d;   90
Deep in the Glebe her Spear she lanc’d,
When all at once, the laden Boughs advanc’d:
The Gods with Wonder view’d the teeming Earth,
And all with one Consent, approv’d the beauteous Birth.
 

II.
 

This done, Earth-shaking Neptune next essay’d,   95
In Bounty to the World,
To emulate the blue-ey’d Maid;
And his huge Trident hurl’d
Against the sounding Beach; the Stroke
Transfix’d the Globe, and open broke   100
The Central Earth, whence, swift as Light
Forth rush’d the first-born Horse. Stupendous Sight!
Neptune, for human Good the Beast ordains,
Whom soon he tam’d to Use, and taught to hear the Reins.
 

III.
 

Thus Gods contended, (noble Strife!   105
Worthy the heav’nly Mind)
Who most should do to soften anxious Life,
And most endear Mankind.
Thus, thou GODOLPHIN, dost with MARLBRO strive,
From whose joint Toils we Rest derive:   110
Triumph in Wars abroad his Arm assures,
Sweet Peace at home thy Care secures.
 
  


IMPOSSIBLE THING.

A TALE.
 

TO thee, Dear Dick, this Tale I send,
Both as a Critick and a Friend.
I tell it with some Variation
(Not altogether a Translation)
From La Fontaine; an Author, Dick,   5
Whose Muse would touch thee to the quick.
The Subject is of that same kind,
To which thy Heart seems most inclin’d:
How Verse may alter it, God knows,
Thou lov’st it well, I’m sure, in Prose.   10
So, without Preface, or Pretence,
To hold thee longer in Suspence,
I shall proceed, as I am able,
To the Recital of my Fable.
 

A GOBLIN of the merry Kind,   15
More black of Hue, than curst of Mind,
To help a Lover in Distress,
Contriv’d a Charm with such Success;
That in short Space the cruel Dame
Relented, and return’d his Flame.   20
The Bargain made betwixt ’em both,
Was bound by Honour and by Oath:
The Lover laid down his Salvation,
And Satan stak’d his Reputation.
The Latter promis’d on his Part   25
(To serve his Friend and shew his Art,)
That Madam shou’d by twelve a Clock,
Tho’ hitherto as hard as Rock,
Become as gentle as a Glove,
And kiss and coo like any Dove.   30
In short, the Woman should be his,
That is, upon Condition — Viz:
That He, the Lover, after tasting
What one wou’d wish were everlasting;
  Should, in Return for such Enjoyment,   35
Supply the Fiend with fresh Employment:
That’s all, quoth Pug: my poor Request
Is, only never to have Rest;
You thought, ’tis like, with Reason too,
  That I should have been serv’d, not You:   40
But what? upon my Friend impose!
No — tho’ a Devil, none of those.
Your Business then, pray understand me,
Is nothing more but to Command me.
  Of one thing only let me warn ye,   45
Which somewhat nearly may concern ye:
As soon as e’er one Work is done,
Strait name a new one; and so on;
Let each to other quick succeed,
  Or else — you know how ’tis agreed — 50
For if thro’ any Hums or Haws
There haps an intervening Pause,
In which, for Want of fresh Commands,
Your Slave obsequious, Idle stands,
  Nor Soul nor Body ever more   55
Shall serve the Nymph whom you adore;
But both be laid at Satan’s Feet,
To be dispos’d as he thinks meet.
At once the Lover all approves:
  For who can hesitate that loves?   60
And thus he argues in his Thought:
Why, after all, I venture nought;
What Mystery is in Commanding?
Does that require Much Understanding?
  Indeed, wer’t my Part to Obey,   65
He’d go the better of the Lay:
But he must do what I think fit — 
Pshaw, pshaw, young Belzebub is bit.
Thus pleas’d in Mind, he calls a Chair,
  Adjusts, and combs, and courts the Fair:   70
The Spell takes Place, and all goes right,
And happy he employs the Night
In sweet Embraces, balmy Kisses;
And riots in the Bliss of Blisses.
O Joy, cry’d he, that hast no Equal!   75
But hold — no Raptures — mark the Sequel.
For now, when near the Morning’s Dawn,
The Youth began as ‘twere to yawn;
His Eyes a silky Slumber seiz’d,
Or would have done, if Pug had pleas’d:   80
But that officious Demon, near,
Now buzz’d for Business in his Ear;
In Haste, he names a thousand things:
The Goblin plys his wicker Wings,
And in a Trice returns to ask   85
Another and another Task.
Now, Palaces are built and Tow’rs,
The Work of Ages in few Hours.
Then, Storms are in an Instant rais’d,
Which the next Moment are appeas’d.   90
Now Show’rs of Gold and Gems are rain’d,
As if each India had been drain’d:
And He, in one astonish’d View,
Sees both Golconda and Peru.
These Things, and stranger Things than these,   95
Were done with equal Speed and Ease.
And now to Rome poor Pug he’ll send:
And Pug soon reach’d his Journey’s End,
And soon return’d with such a Pack
Of Bulls and Pardons at his Back,   100
That now, the Squire (who had some Hope
In holy Water and the Pope,)
Was out of Heart, and at a Stand
What next to wish, and what command;
Invention flags, his Brain grows muddy,   105
And black Despair succeeds brown Study.
In this Distress the woful Youth
Acquaints the Nymph with all the Truth,
Begging her Counsel, for whose Sake
Both Soul and Body were at Stake.   110
And is this all? replys the Fair:
Let me alone to cure this Care.
When next your Demon shall appear,
Pray give him — look, what I hold here.
  And bid him labour, soon or late,   115
To lay these Ringlets lank and strait.
Then, something scarcely to be seen,
Her Finger and her Thumb between
She held, and sweetly smiling, cry’d,
  Your Goblin’s Skill shall now be try’d.   120
She said; and gave — what shall I call
That thing so shining, crisp and small,
Which round his Finger strove to twine?
A Tendril of the Cyprian Vine?
  Or Sprig from Cytherea’s Grove;   125
Shade of the Labyrinth of Love?
With Awe, he now takes from her Hand
That Fleece-like Flow’r of fairy Land:
Less precious, whilom, was the Fleece
  Which drew the Argonauts from Greece;   130
Or that, which modern Ages see
The Spur and Prize of Chivalry,
Whose Curls of kindred Texture, grace
Heroes and Kings of Spanish Race.
  The Spark prepar’d, and Pug at Hand,   135
He issues, thus, his strict Command.
This Line, thus Curve and thus Orbicular,
Render direct, and perpendicular;
But so direct, that in no sort
  It ever may in Rings retort.   140
See me no more ‘till this be done:
Hence, to thy Task — avaunt, be gone.
Away the Fiend like Lightning flys,
And all his Wit to Work applys:
  Anvils and Presses he employs,   145
And dins whole Hell with hamm’ring Noise.
In vain: he to no Terms can bring
One Twirl of that reluctant Thing;
Th’elastick Fibre mocks his Pains,
And it’s first spiral Form retains.   150
New Stratagems the Sprite contrives,
And down the Depths of Sea he dives:
This Sprunt its Pertness sure will lose
When laid (said he) to soak in Ooze.
Poor foolish Fiend! he little knew   155
Whence Venus and her Garden grew.
Old Ocean, with paternal Waves
The Child of his own Bed receives;
Which oft as dipt new Force exerts,
And in more vig’rous Curls reverts.   160
So, when to Earth, Alcides flung
The huge Anteus, whence he sprung,
From ev’ry Fall fresh Strength he gain’d,
And with new Life the Fight maintain’d.
The bailed Goblin grows perplex’d,   165
Nor knows what Sleight to practise next:
The more he trys, the more he fails;
Nor Charm, nor Art, nor Force avails.
But all concur his Shame to show,
And more exasperate the Foe.   170
And now he pensive turns and sad,
And looks like melancholick mad.
He rolls his Eyes now off, now on
That wonderful Phenomenon.
Sometimes he twists and twirls it round,   175
Then, pausing, meditates profound:
No End he sees of his Surprize,
Nor what it should be can devise:
For never yet was Wooll or Feather,
That cou’d stand buff against all Weather;   180
And unrelax’d like this, resist
Both Wind and Rain, and Snow and Mist.
What Stuff, or whence, or how ’twas made,
What Spinster Witch could spin such Thread,
He nothing knew; but to his Cost   185
Knew all his Fame and Labour lost.
Subdu’d, abash’d, he gave it o’er;
’Tis said, he blush’d; ’tis sure, he swore
Not all the Wiles that Hell could hatch
  Could conquer that SUPERB MUSTACH.   190
Defeated thus, thus discontent,
Back to the Man the Demon went:
I grant, quoth he, our Contract null,
And give you a Discharge in full.
But tell me now, in Name of Wonder,   195
(Since I so candidly knock under,)
What is this Thing? Where could it grow?
Pray take it— ’tis in Statu quo.
Much Good may’t do you; for my Part,
  I wash my Hands oft from my Heart.   200
In Truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy,
Replys the Lad, you’re too soon weary.
What, leave this trifling Task undone!
And think’st Thou this the only one?
  Alas! were this subdu’d, thou’dst find   205
Millions of more such still behind,
Which might employ, ev’n to Eternity,
Both you and all your whole Fraternity.
 
  


THE PEASANT IN SEARCH OF HIS HEIFER.

A TALE after M. De la Fontaine.
 

IT so befell: a silly Swain
Had sought his Heifer long in vain;
For wanton she had frisking stray’d,
And left the Lawn, to seek the Shade.
Around the Plain he rolls his Eyes,   5
Then, to the Wood, in Haste he hies;
Where, singling out the fairest Tree,
He climbs, in Hopes to hear or see.
Anon, there chanc’d that Way to pass
A jolly Lad and buxom Lass:   10
The Place was apt, the Pastime pleasant;
Occasion with her Forelock present:
The Girl agog, the Gallant ready;
So lightly down he lays my Lady.
But so she turn’d, or so was laid,   15
That she some certain Charms display’d,
Which with such Wonder struck his Sight,
(With Wonder, much; more, with Delight)
That loud he cry’d in Rapture, What!
What see I, Gods! What see I not!   20
But nothing nam’d; from whence ’tis guess’d,
’Twas more than well could be express’d.
   The Clown aloft, who lent an Ear,
Strait stopt him short in mid Career:
And louder cry’d, Ho! honest Friend,   25
That of thy seeing seest no End;
Dost see the Heifer that I seek?
If do’st, pray be so kind to speak.
 
  


HOMER’S HYMN TO VENUS.

Translated into
 

ENGLISH VERSE.
 
  


TO THE READER OF THE ENSUING HYMN.

OF the three greater Hymns of Homer, viz one to Apollo, one to Mercury, and one to Venus, this to Venus is the shortest; it is also the most simple in its Design, and connected in its Parts. The other two abound more in Digressions both Geographical and Mythological, and contain many Allusions to ancient Customs and History, which without a Commentary could not well be understood by the generality of Readers. These Considerations determin’d me to acquiesce in the Translation of this Hymn; tho’ I had once entertain’d Thoughts of turning ’em all three into English Verse.

As I had often read them all with extraordinary Pleasure; I could not avoid sometimes reflecting on the Censures of some Grammarians, who have deny’d or at least doubted them to be genuine.

A Poem which is good in it self cannot really lose any thing of its Value, tho’ it should appear, upon a strict Enquiry, not to be the Work of so eminent an Author, as him, to whom it was first imputed. But all Truth is so amiable in it self, that even where it is of least Importance there is a Pleasure in the Search after it, and a Satisfaction in the Vindication of it.

Tho’ the Beauties of this ensuing Poem, in the Original, want not even the Name of Homer to recommend ’em, and much less does that mighty Name stand in need of their Reputation, yet, if they are his, ’tis an Injustice to him to ascribe ’em to any other; and it is a Hardship to them to deprive ’em of the Authority due to them, and to leave ’em to make their way thro’ bad Judgments, purely by their own Merit.

I will not trouble the Reader with the Enquiry my Curiosity led me to make in this Matter; I will only give him one Reason, of many, why these Hymns may be receiv’d for genuine. The most suspected of ’em all, is that to Apollo. (As for this to Venus, it were almost enough to induce us to conclude it legitimate, to observe that Lucretius thought it not below him to copy from the Beginning of it, the Beginning of his own admirable Poem.)

The Hymn to Apollo has been suppos’d to have been mitten by one Cynæthus of Chios, who was a famous Repeater of Homer’s Verses. To obviate which Supposition, we only reply, that this very Hymn to Apollo is quoted twice by Thucydides in the third Book of his History, and expresly quoted as the Work of Homer.

After his second Quotation, which consists of about half a score Verses, Thucydides observes that in those Verses Homer has made mention of himself: Hence, ’tis beyond question Thucydides believ’d or rather was assur’d it was the Work of Homer. He might be very well morally assur’d of it, for he liv d within
four hundred Years of Homer, and that is no distance of Time to render the Knowledge of such Things either uncertain or obscure in such a Country as Greece, and to a Man of such Learning, Power and Wisdom as our Author. The learned Casaubon, in his Comment on a Passage in the first Book of Strabo, takes the Liberty to dissent from Strabo, and cites as Authority against him part of the Quotation made by Thucydides from the afore- mention’d Hymn of Homer. Strabo says, Homer has made no Mention of what Country he was: In one of the Verses cited by Thucydides, Homer calls himself the blind Man of rocky Chios. Casaubon’s Note is as follows: In Hymno Apollinis quern ego cur debeamus adereiv contra autoritatem Thucy- didis, causam nullam satis magnam video: in eo inquam Hymno, hæc de se Homerus, &c.

Now whether it be more reasonable, by the Example of so learned a Man as Casaubon, to give Credit to the Authority of Thucydides, the most grave, wise, faithful, and consummate Historian that ever wrote; or to give into the Scruples, Conjectures, and Suggestions of Scholiasts and Grammarians; I
leave to the Determination of each impartial Reader.
  


HOMER’S HYMN TO VENUS.

SING, Muse, the Force, and all-informing Fire
Of Cyprian Venus, Goddess of Desire:
Her Charms, th’Immortal Minds of Gods can move,
And tame the stubborn Race of Men to Love.
The wilder Herds and ravenous Beasts of Prey,   5
Her Influence feel, and own her kindly Sway.
Thro’ pathless Air, and boundless Ocean’s Space,
She rules the feather’d Kind and finny Race;
Whole Nature on her sole Support depends,
And far as Life exists, her Care extends.   10
Of all the num’rous Host of Gods above,
But three are found inflexible to Love.
Blue-ey’d Minerva free preserves her Heart,
A Virgin unbeguil’d by Cupid’s Art;
In shining Arms the Martial Maid delights,   15
O’er War presides, and well-disputed Fights;
With Thirst of Fame she first the Hero fir’d,
And first the Skill of useful Arts inspir’d;
Taught Artists first the carving Tool to wield,
Chariots with Brass to arm, and form the fenceful Shield;    20
She first taught modest Maids in early Bloom
To shun the lazy Life, and spin, or ply the Loom.
Diana next, the Paphian Queen defies,
Her smiling Arts and proffer’d Friendship flies:
She loves, with well-mouth’d Hounds and chearful Horn,    25
Or Silver-sounding Voice, to wake the Morn,
To draw the Bow, or dart the pointed Spear,
To wound the Mountain Boar, or rouse the woodland Deer:
Sometimes, of gloomy Groves she likes the Shades,
And there of Virgin Nymphs the Chorus leads;   30
And sometimes, seeks the Town, and leaves the Plains,
And loves Society where Virtue reigns.
The third Celestial Pow’r averse to Love
Is Virgin Vesta, dear to mighty Jove;
Whom Neptune sought to wed, and Phœbus woo’d;   35
And both with fruitless Labour long pursu’d;
For she, severely chaste, rejected both,
And bound her Purpose with a solemn Oath,
A Virgin Life inviolate to lead;
She swore, and Jove assenting bow’d his Head.   40
But since her rigid Choice the Joys deny’d
Of Nuptial Rites, and Blessings of a Bride,
The bounteous Jove with Gifts that Want supply’d.
High on a Throne she sits amidst the Skies,
And first is fed with Fumes of Sacrifice:   45
For Holy Rites to Vesta first are pay’d,
And on her Altar First-fruit Off rings laid;
So Jove ordain’d in Honour of the Maid.
These are the Pow’rs above, and only these,
Whom Love and Cytherea’s Arts displease:   50
Of other Beings, none in Earth or Skies
Her Force resists, or Influence denies.
With Ease, her Charms the Thunderer can bind,
And captivate with Love th’Almighty Mind:
Ev’n He, whose dread Commands the Gods obey,   55
Submits to her, and owns superior Sway;
Enslav’d to Mortal Beauties by her Pow’r,
He oft descends, his Creatures to adore;
While to conceal the Theft from Juno’s Eyes,
Some well-dissembled Shape the God belies.   60
Juno, his Wife and Sister, both in Place
And Beauty, first among th’Ætherial Race;
Whom, all transcending in superior Worth,
Wise Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth;
And Jove, by never-erring Counsel sway’d,   65
The Partner of his Bed and Empire made.
But Jove at length with just Resentment fir’d,
The laughing Queen her self with Love inspir’d.
Swift thro’ her Veins the sweet Contagion ran,
And kindled in her Breast, Desire of mortal Man;   70
That she, like other Deities, might prove
The Pains and Pleasures of inferior Love;
And not insultingly the Gods deride,
Whose Sons were human by the Mother’s side:
Thus, Jove ordain’d she now for Man should burn,   75
And bring forth Mortal Off-spring in her turn.
Amongst the Springs which flow from Ida’s Head,
His lowing Herds the young Anchises fed:
Whose godlike Form and Face the smiling Queen
Beheld, and lov’d to Madness soon as seen.   80
To Cyprus, strait the wounded Goddess flies,
Where Paphian Temples in her Honour rise,
And Altars smoke with daily Sacrifice.
Soon as arriv’d, she to her Shrine repair’d,
Where entring quick, the shining Gates she barr’d.   85
The ready Graces wait, her Baths prepare,
And oint with fragrant Oils her flowing Hair;
Her flowing Hair around her Shoulders spreads,
And all adown, Ambrosial Odour sheds.
Last, in transparent Robes her Limbs they fold,   90
Enrich’d with Ornaments of purest Gold.
And thus attir’d, her Chariot she ascends,
And Cyprus left, her Flight to Troy she bends.
On Ida she alights, then seeks the Seat
Which lov’d Anchises chose for his Retreat:   95
And ever as she walk’d thro’ Lawn or Wood,
Promiscuous Herds of Beasts admiring stood.
Some humbly follow, while some fawning meet,
And lick the Ground, and crouch beneath her Feet.
Dogs, Lions, Wolves and Bears their Eyes unite,   100
And the swift Panther stops to gaze with fix’d Delight.
For, ev’ry Glance she gives, soft Fire imparts,
Enkindling sweet Desire in Savage Hearts.
Inflam’d with Love, all single out their Mates,
And to their shady Dens each Pair retreats.   105
Mean time the Tent she spies so much desir’d,
Where her Anchises was alone retir’d;
Withdrawn from all his Friends, and Fellow-Swains,
Who fed their Flocks beneath, and sought the Plains:
In pleasing Solitude the Youth she found,   110
Intent upon his Lyre’s harmonious Sound.
Before his Eyes Jove’s beauteous Daughter stood,
In Form and Dress, a Huntress of the Wood;
For had he seen the Goddess undisguis’d,
The Youth with Awe and Fear had been surpriz’d.   115
Fix’d he beheld her, and with Joy admir’d
To see a Nymph so bright, and so attir’d.
For from her flowing Robe a Lustre spread,
As if with radiant Flame she were array’d;
Her Hair in part disclos’d, in part conceal’d,   120
In Ringlets fell, or was with Jewels held;
With various Gold and Gems her Neck was grac’d,
And orient Pearls heav’d on her panting Breast:
Bright as the Moon she shone, with silent Light,
And charm’d his Sense with Wonder and Delight.   125
Thus while Anchises gaz’d, thro’ ev’ry Vein
A thrilling Joy he felt, and pleasing Pain.
At length he spake — All hail Celestial Fair!
Who humbly dost to visit Earth repair.
Who-e’er thou art, descended from above,   130
Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love,
All hail! all Honour shall to thee be paid;
Or art thou Themis} or the blue-ey’d Maid?
Or, art thou fairest of the Graces three,
Who with the Gods share Immortality?   135
Or else, some Nymph, the Guardian of these Woods,
These Caves, these fruitful Hills, or Crystal Floods?
Who-e’er thou art, in some conspicuous Field,
I, to thy Honour will an Altar build,
Where holy Off rings I’ll each Hour prepare;   140
O prove but thou propitious to my Pray’r.
Grant me, among the Trojan Race, to prove
A Patriot worthy of my Country’s Love;
Bless’d in my self, I beg, I next, may be
Bless’d in my Children and Posterity:   145
Happy in Health, long let me see the Sun,
And, lov’d by all, late may my Days be done.
He said — Jove’s beauteous Daughter thus reply’d.
Delight of Human-kind, thy Sexes Pride!
Honour’d Anchises, you behold in me   150
No Goddess bless’d with Immortality;
But Mortal I, of mortal Mother came,
Otreus my Father, (you have heard the Name)
Who rules the fair Extent of Phrygia’s Lands,
And all her Towns and Fortresses commands.   155
When yet an Infant, I to Troy was brought,
There was I nurs’d, and there, your Language taught;
Then wonder not, if, thus instructed young,
I, like my own, can speak the Trojan Tongue.
In me, one of Diana’s Nymphs behold;   160
Why thus arriv’d, I shall the Cause unfold.
As, late, our Sports we practis’d on the Plain,
I, and my Fellow Nymphs of Cynthia’s Train,
Dancing in Chorus, and with Garlands crown’d.
And by admiring Crowds encompass’d round,   165
Lo! hov’ring o’er my Head I saw the God
Who Argus slew, and bears the golden Rod:
Sudden he seiz’d, then, bore me from their Sight,
Cutting thro’ liquid Air his rapid Flight.
O’er many States and peopled Towns we pass’d,   170
O’er Hills and Valleys, and o’er Desarts waste;
O’er barren Moors, and o’er unwholesome Fens,
And Woods where Beasts inhabit dreadful Dens.
Thro’ all which pathless Way our Speed was such,
We stopt not once the Face of Earth to touch.   175
Mean time he told me, while thro’ Air we fled,
That Jove ordain’d I should Anchises wed,
And with illustrious Off-spring bless his Bed.
This said, and pointing to me your Abode,
To Heav’n again up-soar’d the swift-wing’d God.   180
Thus, of Necessity, to you I come,
Unknown, and lost, far from my native home.
But I conjure you, by the Throne of Jove,
By all that’s dear to you, by all you love,
By your good Parents, (for no bad, could e’er   185
Produce a Son so graceful, good, and fair:)
That you no Wiles employ to win my Heart,
But let me hence an untouch’d Maid depart;
Inviolate and guiltless of your Bed,
Let me be to your House and Mother led.   190
Me to your Father and your Brothers show,
And our Alliance first let them allow:
Let me be known, and my Condition own’d,
And no unequal Match I may be found.
Equality to them my Birth may claim,   195
Worthy a Daughter’s or a Sister’s Name,
Tho’ for your Wife, of too inferior Fame.
Next, let Ambassadors to Phrygia haste
To tell my Father of my Fortunes pass’d,
And ease my Mother in that anxious State,   200
Of Doubts and Fears, which, Cares for me create.
They in return shall Presents bring from thence
Of rich Attire, and Sums of Gold immense:
You in peculiar shall with Gifts be grac’d,
In Price and Beauty far above the rest.   205
This done, perform the Rites of Nuptial Love,
Grateful to Men below, and Gods above.
She said, and from her Eyes shot subtle Fires,
Which to his Heart insinuate Desires.
Resistless Love invading thus his Breast,   210
The panting Youth the smiling Queen address’d.
Since Mortal you, of mortal Mother came,
And Otreus you report your Father’s Name,
And since th’Immortal Hermes from above,
To execute the dread Commands of Jove,   215
Your wondrous Beauties hither has convey’d,
A Nuptial Life with me henceforth to lead:
Know, now, that neither Gods nor Men have Pow’r
One Minute to defer the happy Hour,
This Instant will I seize upon thy Charms,   220
Mix with thy Soul, and melt within thy Arms:
Tho’ Phœbus, arm’d with his unerring Dart,
Stood ready to transfix my panting Heart;
Tho’ Death, tho’ Hell, in consequence attend,
Thou shalt with me the Genial Bed ascend.   225
He said, and sudden snatch’d her beauteous Hand;
The Goddess smil’d, nor did th’Attempt withstand:
But fix’d her Eyes upon the Hero’s Bed,
Where soft and silken Coverlets were spread,
And over all, a Counterpane was plac’d,   230
Thick sown with Furs of many a Savage Beast,
Of Bears and Lions, heretofore his Spoil;
And still remain’d the Trophies of his Toil.
Now to ascend the Bed they both prepare,
And he with eager Haste disrobes the Fair.   235
Her sparkling Necklace, first, he laid aside;
Her Bracelets next, and braided Hair unty’d:
And now, his busie Hand her Zone unbrac’d,
Which girt her radiant Robe around her Waste;
Her radiant Robe at last aside was thrown,   240
Whose rosie hue with dazling Lustre shone.
The Queen of Love, the Youth thus disarray’d,
And on a Chair of Gold her Vestments laid.
Anchises now, (so Jove and Fate ordain’d)
The sweet Extream of Ecstacy attain’d;   245
And Mortal he, was like th’Immortals bless’d,
Not conscious of the Goddess he possess’d.
But, when the Swains their Flocks and Herds had fed,
And from the flow’ry Field returning, led
Their Sheep to fold, and Oxen to the Shed;    250
In soft and pleasing Chains of Sleep profound,
The wary Goddess her Anchises bound:
Then gently rising from his Side and Bed,
In all her bright Attire her Limbs array’d.
And now her Fair-crown’d Head aloft she rears,   255
Nor more a Mortal, but her self appears:
Her Face refulgent, and Majestick Mien,
Confess’d the Goddess, Love’s and Beauty’s Queen.
Then, thus, aloud she calls. Anchises, wake;
Thy fond Repose and Lethargy forsake:   260
Look on the Nymph who late from Phrygia came,
Behold me well — say, if I seem the same.
At her first Call the Chains of Sleep were broke,
And starting from his Bed, Anchises woke:
But when he Venus view’d without Disguise,   265
Her shining Neck beheld, and radiant Eyes;
Aw’d, and abash’d, he turn’d his Head aside,
Attempting, with his Robe his Face to hide.
Confus’d with Wonder, and with Fear oppress’d,
In winged Words, he thus the Queen address’d.   270
When first, O Goddess, I thy Form beheld,
Whose Charms so far Humanity excell’d;
To thy Celestial Pow’r my Vows I paid,
And with Humility implor’d thy Aid:
But thou, for secret Cause to me unknown,   275
Didst thy Divine Immortal State disown.
But now, I beg thee by the Filial Love
Due to thy Father, Ægis-bearing Jove,
Compassion on my human State to show;
Nor let me lead a Life infirm below:   280
Defend me from the Woes which Mortals wait,
Nor let me share of Men the common Fate:
Since never Man with length of Days was blest,
Who in Delights of Love a Deity possess’d.
To him, Jove’s beauteous Daughter thus reply’d;   285
Be bold, Anchises; in my Love confide:
Nor me, nor other God, thou needst to fear,
For thou, to all the heav’nly Race art Dear.
Know, from our Loves, thou shalt a Son obtain,
Who over all the Realm of Troy shall reign;   290
From whom, a Race of Monarchs shall descend,
And whose Posterity shall know no End.
To him thou shalt the Name Æneas give,
As one, for whose Conception I must grieve,
Oft as I think, he to exist began   295
From my Conjunction with a Mortal Man.
But Troy, of all the habitable Earth,
To a superior Race of Men gives Birth;
Producing Heroes of th’Ætherial kind,
And next resembling Gods in Form and Mind.   300
From thence, great Jove to azure Skies convey’d
To live with Gods, the lovely Ganymede.
Where, by th’Immortals honour’d, (strange to see!)
The Youth enjoys a bless’d Eternity.
In Bouls of Gold, he ruddy Nectar pours,   305
And Jove regales in his unbended Hours.
Long did the King, his Sire, his Absence mourn,
Doubtful, by whom, or where the Boy was born:
‘Till Jove at length, in pity of his Grief,
Dispatch’d Argicides to his Relief;   310
And more with Gifts to pacifie his Mind,
He sent him Horses of a deathless kind,
Whose Feet outstript in Speed the rapid Wind.
Charging withal swift Hermes to relate
The Youth’s Advancement to a heav’nly State;   315
Where, all his Hours are past in circling Joy,
Which Age can ne’er decay, nor Death destroy.
Now, when this Embassie the King receives,
No more for absent Ganimede he grieves;
The pleasing News his aged Heart revives,   320
And with Delight his Swift-heel’d Steeds he drives.
But when the Golden-thron’d Aurora, made
Tithonus Partner of her rosie Bed,
(Tithonus too was of the Trojan Line,
Resembling Gods in Face and Form Divine)   325
For him she strait the Thunderer address’d,
That with perpetual Life he might be bless’d:
Jove heard her Pray’r, and granted her Request.
But ah! how rash was she, how indiscreet!
The most material Blessing to omit;   330
Neglecting, or not thinking to provide,
That Length of Days might be with Strength supply’d;
And to her Lover’s endless Life, engage
An endless Youth, incapable of Age.
But hear what Fate befell this heav’nly Fair,   335
In Gold enthron’d, the brightest Child of Air.
Tithonus, while of pleasing Youth possess’d,
Is by Aurora with Delight caress’d;
Dear to her Arms, he in her Court resides,
Beyond the Verge of Earth, and Ocean’s utmost Tides.   340
But, when she saw grey Flairs begin to spread,
Deform his Beard, and disadorn his Head,
The Goddess cold in her Embraces grew,
His Arms declin’d, and from his Bed withdrew;
Yet still a kind of nursing Care she show’d,   345
And Food ambrosial, and rich Cloaths bestow’d:
But when of Age he felt the sad Extream,
And ev’ry Nerve was shrunk, and Limb was lame,
Lock’d in a Room her useless Spouse she left,
Of Youth, of Vigour, and of Voice bereft.   350
On Terms like these, I never can desire
Thou shouldst to Immortality aspire.
Couldst thou indeed, as now thou art, remain,
Thy Strength, thy Beauty, and thy Youth retain,
Couldst thou for ever thus my Husband prove,   355
I might live happy in thy endless Love;
Nor should I e’er have Cause to dread the Day,
When I must mourn thy Loss and Life’s Decay.
But thou, alas! too soon and sure must bend
Beneath the Woes which painful Age attend;   360
Inexorable Age! whose wretched State
All Mortals dread, and all Immortals hate.
Now, know, I also must my Portion share,
And for thy sake Reproach and Shame must bear.
For I, who heretofore in Chains of Love,   365
Could captivate the Minds of Gods above,
And force ’em, by my all-subduing Charms,
To sigh and languish in a Woman’s Arms:
Must now no more that Pow’r superior boast,
Nor tax with Weakness the Celestial Host;   370
Since I my self, this dear Amends have made,
And am at last by my own Arts betray’d.
Erring like them, with Appetite deprav’d,
This Hour, by thee, I have a Son conceiv’d;
Whom hid beneath my Zone, I must conceal,   375
‘Till Time his Being and my Shame reveal.
   Him shall the Nymphs who these fair Woods adorn
In their deep Bosoms nurse, as soon as born:
They nor of Mortal nor Immortal Seed
Are said to spring, yet on Ambrosia feed,   380
And long they live; and oft in Chorus join
With Gods and Goddesses in Dance divine.
These the Silent court; these Hermes loves,
And their Embraces seeks in shady Groves.
Their Origine and Birth these Nymphs deduce   385
From common Parent Earth’s prolifick Juice:
With lofty Firs which grace the Mountain’s Brow,
Or ample-spreading Oaks, at once they grow;
All have their Trees allotted to their Care,
Whose Growth, Duration and Decrease they share.   390
But holy are these Groves by Mortals held,
And therefore, by the Ax are never fell’d.
But when the Fate of some fair Tree draws nigh,
It first appears to droop, and then grows dry;
The Bark to crack and perish, next is seen,   395
And last the Boughs it sheds, no longer green:
And thus the Nymphs expire by like degrees,
And live and die coæval with their Trees.
These gentle Nymphs, by my Perswasion won,
Shall in their sweet Recesses nurse my Son;   400
And when his Cheeks with Youth’s first Blushes glow,
To thee the Sacred Maids the Boy shall show.
More to instruct thee, when five Years shall end,
I will again to visit thee descend,
Bringing thy beauteous Son to charm thy Sight,   405
Whose Godlike Form shall fill thee with Delight;
Him will I leave thenceforward to thy Care,
And will that with him thou to Troy repair:
There, if Enquiry shall be made, to know
To whom thou dost so bright an Off-spring owe;   410
Be sure, thou nothing of the Truth detect,
But ready Answer make as I direct.
Say of a Sylvan Nymph the fair Youth came,
And Calycopis call his Mother’s Name.
For shouldst thou boast the Truth, and madly own   415
That thou in Bliss hadst Cytherea known,
Jove would his Anger pour upon thy Head,
And with avenging Thunder strike thee dead.
Now all is told thee, and just Caution giv’n,
Be secret thou, and dread the Wrath of Heav’n.   420
She said, and sudden soar’d above his Sight,
Cutting thro’ liquid Air her Heav’nward Flight.
All hail, bright Cyprian Queen! thee first I praise;
Then, to some other Pow’r transfer my Lays.
 

FINIS.
 
  


Songs from Plays
  


FROM THE OLD BATCHELOR.
  


SONG. THUS, TO A RIPE, CONSENTING MAID

I.
 

Thus, to a ripe, consenting Maid,
Poor, old, repenting Delia said,
Would you long preserve your Lover?
Would you still his Goddess reign?
Never let him all discover,   5
Never let him much obtain.
 

II.
 

Men mill admire, adore and die,
While wishing at your Feet they lie:
But admitting their Embraces,
Wakes ’em from the Golden Dream;   10
Nothing’s new besides our Faces,
Every Woman is the same.
 
  


SONG. AS AMORET AND THYRSIS LAY

I.
 

As Amoret and Thyrsis lay
Melting the Hours, in gentle Play;
Joining Faces, mingling Kisses,
And exchanging harmless Blisses:
He trembling, cry’d, with eager haste,   5
O let me feed as well as taste,
I die, if I’m not wholly blest.
 

II.
 

The fearful Nymph reply’d — Forbear;
I cannot, dare not, must not hear:
  Dearest Thyrsis, do not move me,   10
Do not — do not — if you Love me.
O let me — still the Shepherd said;
But while she fond Resistance made,
The hasty Joy, in strugling fled.
 

III.
 

  Vex’d at the Pleasure she had miss’d,   15
She frown’d and blush’d, then sigh’d and kiss’d,
And seem’d to moan, in sullen Cooing,
The sad miscarriage of their Wooing:
But vain alas! were all her Charms;
  For Thyrsis deaf to Loves allarms,   20
Baffled and senseless, tir’d her Arms.
 
  


FROM THE DOUBLE DEALER.
  


SONG. CYNTHIA FROWNS WHEN E’RE! WOO HER

I.
 

CYNTHIA frowns when e’re! Woo her,
Yet she’s vext if I give over;
Much she fears I should undo her,
But much more, to lose her Lover:
  Thus, in doubting, she refuses;   5
And not Winning, thus she loses.
 

II.
 

Prithee Cynthia look behind you,
Age and Wrinckles will o’retake you;
Then too late, desire will find you,
  When the power does forsake you:   10
Think, O think O ‘th’ sad Condition,
To be past, yet wish Fruition.
 
  


SONG. ANCIENT PHILLIS, HAS YOUNG GRACES

Ancient Phillis, has young Graces,
’Tis a strange thing, but a true one;
Shall I tell you how?
She her self makes her own Faces,
And each Morning wears a new one;
Where’s the Wonder now?
 
  


FROM LOVE FOR LOVE.
  


SONG. A NYMPH AND A SWAIN TO APOLLO ONCE PRAY’D

I.
 

A NYMPH and a Swain to Apollo once pray’d,
The Swain had been Jilted, the Nymph been Betray’d:
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew
Ere a Nymph that was Chaste, or a Swain that was True.
  Whose name was buxome Joan,   5
Whose name was buxome Joan.
For now the time was ended,
When she no more intended
To lick her lips at Men, Sir,
  And gnaw the sheets in vain, Sir,   10
And lye o’ nights alone,
And lye o’ nights alone.
  And shew’d her many a scar, Sir,   15
Which he had brought from far, Sir,
With fighting for her sake,
With fighting, &c.
The Tailor thought to please her,
  With off ring her his Measure:   20
The Tinker too with mettle,
Said he could mend her kettle,
And stop up ev’ry leak,
And stop up, &c.
  But while those three were prating,   25
The Sailer slyly waiting,
Thought if it came about, Sir,
That they should all fall out, Sir,
He then might play his part,
  He then, &c.   30
And just e’en as he meant, Sir,
To Logger-heads they went, Sir,
And then he let fly at her,
A shot ‘twixt wind and water,
  Which won this fair Maid’s Heart,   35
Which won, &c.
  As such I lik’d, as such caress’d,   5
She still was Constant, when possess’d,
She cou’d do more for no Man.
 

II.
 

But oh! her Thoughts on others ran;
And that you think a hard thing:
  Perhaps she fanci’d you the Man;   10
Why what care I one Farthing.
You think she’s false, I’m sure she’s Kind:
I’le take her Body, you her Mind;
Who has the better Bargain?
 
  


FROM LOVE TRIUMPHANT.
  


SONG. SO FOREKNOWING THE CHEAT

  So foreknowing the Cheat,   5
He escapes the Deceit,
And in spite of the Curse, resolves to be Blest.
And the Boy that she brings ready made to his Hand,   10
May stand him instead, for an Heir to his Land,
Shou’d his own prove a Sot,
When he’s Lawfully Got,
As when e’re ’tis so, if he don’t, I’le be hang’d.
 
  


FROM THE FAIR PENITENT.
  


SONG. AH STAY! AH TURN! AH WHITHER WOULD YOU FLY

I.
 

AH stay! ah turn! ah whither would you fly
Too charming, too relentless Maid?
I follow not to Conquer but to Die,
You of the fearful are afraid.
 

II.
 

In vain I call; for she like fleeting Air,   5
When prest by some tempestuous Wind,
Flies swifter from the Voice of my Despair,
Nor casts one pitying Look behind.
 
  


Miscellaneous Songs and Poems
  


LEONORA’S SONG, FROM INCOGNITA

I.
 

Ah! Whither, whither shall I fly,
A poor unhappy Maid;
To hopeless Love and Misery
By my own Heart betray ‘d?
  Not by Alexis Eyes undone,   5
Nor by his Charming Faithless Tongue,
Or any Practis’d Art;
Such real Ills may hope a Cure,
But the sad Pains which I endure
  Proceed from fansied Smart.   10
 

II.
 

’Twas Fancy gave Alexis Charms,
Ere I beheld his Face:
Kind Fancy (then) could fold our Arms,
And form a soft Embrace.
  But since I’ve seen the real Swain,   15
And try’d to fancy him again,
I’m by my Fancy taught,
Though ’tis a Bliss no Tongue can tell,
To have Alexis, yet ’tis Hell
  To have him but in Thought.   20
 
  


THE DECAY, A SONG.

I.
 

SAY not Olinda, I despise
the faded Glories of your Face,
The languish’d Vigour, of your Eyes,
and that once, only lov’d Embrace.
 

II.
 

In vain, in vain, my constant Heart,   5
on aged Wings, attempts to meet
With wonted speed, those Flames you dart,
it faints and flutters at your Feet.
 

III.
 

I blame not your decay of Pow’r,
you may have pointed Beauties still,   10
Though me alas, they wound no more,
you cannot hurt what cannot feel.
 

IV.
 

On youthful Climes your Beams display,
There, you may cherish with your Heat,
And rise the Sun to gild their Day,   15
To me benighted, when you set.
 
  


THE MESSAGE, A SONG.

GO, thou unhappy Victim, go
Thou poor distracted Heart,
Oppress’d with all thy mighty Woe,
Thy endless Love, and Smart;
Go to Aminta, tell thy Grief;   5
Go to Aminta, beg Relief;
Pray to that Cruel Fair,
And let, oh let her hear
The various Cries of thy Despair.
In bleeding Wounds, and trembling Fears,   10
In moving Sighs and melting Tears,
Pant to her Eyes, and pierce her Ears.
Ah! sure she cannot see,
A Heart, so clad in Misery,
And yet no Pity have;   15
Oh no — she cannot — sure she will
In tender Mercy save,
Or else in rigid Mercy kill.
 
  


FADED DELIA MOVES COMPASSION

  All her Airs so long affected   5
Might in blooming Youth be born,
But in Age if not corrected
Move our Pity or our Scorn.
  Wretched Delia in Decay;   10
’Tis allowd to Nymphs past forty
To look on, but not to play.
  As old Bubbles broke by gaming   15
Still take Pleasure in the Sight.
 
  


A TWO-PART SONG.

THERE ne’er was so wretched a Lover as I,
Whose hopes are for ever prevented:
I’me neither at rest when Aminta looks Coy,
Nor when she looks kind am contented:
Her frowns give a pain I’me unable to bear,   5
The thoughts of ’em set me a trembling,
And her Smiles are a joy so great, that I fear
Lest they shou’d be no more but dissembling.
 

Then prithee Aminta consent and be kind;
A pox of this troublesome Wooing,   10
For I find I shall ne’er be at peace in my Mind,
Till once you and I have been doing:
For shame let your Lover no longer complain
Of usage that’s hard above measure,
But since I have carry’d such loads of Love’s pain,    15
Now let me take Toll of the pleasure.
 
  


A POEM IN PRAISE OF THE AUTHOR.

I THAT hate Books (such as come daily out
By Publick Licence to the Reading Rout)
A Due Religion yet observe to this,
And here assert if any thing’s amiss,
It can be only the Compiler’s Fault,   5
Who has ill drest the Charming Author’s Thought.
That was all Right, Her Beauteous Looks were join’d
To a no less admir’d Excelling Mind.
But oh! This Glory of Frail nature’s dead,
As I shall be that Write, and you that Read.   10
Once to be out of Fashion, I’ll conclude
With something that may tend to Publick Good:
I wish that Piety, for which in Heav’n
The Fair is Plac’t, to the Lawn-Sleeves were giv’n,
Her Justice to the Gnot of Men whose Care   15
From the Rais’d Millions is to take their Share.
 
  


THE OATH OF THE TOST

By Bacchus and by Venus swear
That you will only name the Fair
Whose Chains you at the present wear.
And so lett Witt and Wine go round
And she you love prove kind and sound.   5
 

Mrs. BRUDENELL.
 

Look on the loveliest Tree that shades the Park,
And Brudenell you will find upon the Bark;
Look on the fairest Glass that’s fill’d the most,
And Brudenell you will find the fairest Toast;
  Look on her Eyes, if you their Light can bear,   5
And Love himself you’ll find sits toasting there.
 

Mrs. CLAVERING.
 

Such Beauty join’d with such harmonious Skill,
Must doubly charm, then let us doubly fill.
If Musick be Love’s Food, as Lovers think,    10
When Claverine’s named, then Toasting is his Drink.
 

Mrs. DIGBY.
 

Why laughs the Wine with which this Glass is crown’d?
Why leaps my Heart to hear this Health go round?
Digby warms both with Sympathetick Fires;
Her Name the Glass, her Form my Heart inspires.
 

Mrs. Di. KIRK.
 

  Fair written Name, but deeper in my Heart;   15
A Diamond cannot cut like Cupid!s Dart.
Quickly the Cordial of her Health apply;
For when I cease to toast bright Kirk, I die.
 
  


TO MARIA.

THO’ all the boist’rous Waves of Fortune rond,
And in united Torrents drench my Soul;
Yet when my bright Meridian Star appears,
She’ll scatter all my Doubts, and dissipate my Fears.
Tho’ the Foundation of the World should shake,   5
And all the wondrous Frame of Nature break:
Nay, tho’ the Heavens should fall, or Earth shou’d rise,
With strange Convulsions, far above the Skies;
Impossibles may come to pass, yet I
Would with Maria live, or with her die.   10
 
  


JACK FRENCH-MAN’S DEFEAT.

Being an Excellent New S O N G, to a Pleasant Tune, called, There was a Fair Maid in the North-Country, Came Triping over the Plain, &c.
 

I.
 

Ye Commons and Peers,
Pray lend me your Ears,
I’ll sing you a Song if I can;
How Louis le Grand
Was put to a Stand,   5
By the Arms of our Gracious Queen Anne.
Just so did he say,   25
When without more delay
Away the Young Gentry Fled;
Whose Heels for that Work
Were much lighter than Cork,
  But their Hearts were more heavy than Lead.   30
  Yet he matter’d it not,   35
But charg’d still on Foot like a Fury.
  If you’ll neither stand,   40
By Sea nor by Land,
Pretender, that Title you Forge.
  Which runs in his Veins so Blue;   45
This gallant Young Man
Being Kin to Queen Anne,
Fought, as were she a Man, she wou’d do.
  (I think ’twas last Year)   50
For a little ill Fortune in Spain;
When by letting ’em Win,
We have drawn the Puts in
To Loose all they are Worth this Campaign.
  Then Satan, thinking Things went ill,   5
Sent forth his Spirit call’d Quadrille.
Quadrille, Quadrille, &c.
 

II.
 

Kings, Queens and Knaves, made up his Pack,
And four fair Sutes he wore;
  His Troops they were with red and black   10
All blotch’d and spotted o’re;
And ev’ry House, go where you will,
Is haunted by this Imp Quadrille, &c.
 

III.
 

Sure Cards he has for ev’ry Thing,
  Which well Court-Cards they name,   15
And Statesman-like, calls in the King,
To help out a bad Game;
But if the Parties manage ill,
The King is forc’d to lose Codille, &c.
 

IV.
 

  When two and two were met of old,   20
Tho’ they ne’er meant to marry,
They were in Cupid’s Books enroll’d,
And call’d a Party Quarree;
But now, meet when and where you will,
A Party Quarree is Quadrille, &c.   25
 

V.
 

The Commoner, the Knight, and Peer,
Men of all Ranks and Fame,
Leave to their Wives the only Care
To propagate their Name;
And well that Duty they fulfil,   30
While the good Husband’s at Quadrille, &c.
 

VI.
 

When Patients lie in piteous Case,
In comes the Apothecary;
And to the Doctor cries, Alas!
Non debes Quadrillare:   35
The Patient dies without a Pill,
For why? the Doctor’s at Quadrille, &c.
 

VII.
 

Should France and Spain again grow loud,
The Muscovite grow louder;
Britain to curb her Neighbours proud,   40
Would want both Ball and Powder;
Must want both Sword and Gun to kill;
For why? The General’s at Quadrille, &c.
 

VIII.
 

The King of late drew forth his Sword,
(Thank God ’twas not in Wrath)   45
And made, of many a Squire and Lord,
An unwash’d Knight of Bath:
What are their Feats of Arms and Skill?
They’re but nine Parties at Quadrille, &c.
 

IX.
 

A Party late at Cambray met,   50
Which drew all Europe’s Eyes;
’Twas call’d in Post-Boy and Gazette
The Quadruple Allies;
But some-body took something ill,
  So broke this Party at Quadrille, &c.   55
 

X.
 

And now, God save this noble Realm,
And God save eke Hanover,
And God save those who hold the Helm,
When as the King goes over;
  But let the King go where he will,   60
His Subjects must play at Quadrille.
Quadrille, Quadrille, &c.
 
  


PROLOGUE. WRITTEN FOR MR. HAINS, AND SPOKEN BY HIM.

HERE’S a young Fellow here — an Actor — Powel
One whose Person, perhaps, you all may know well,
And he has writ a Play — this very Play
Which you are all come here to see, to day;
And so it being an usual thing, to speak   5
Something or other, for the Author’s sake,
Before the Play (in hopes to make it take)
I’m come, being his Friend and Fellow Play’r,
To say what (if you please) you’re like to hear.
First know, that favour which I’d fain have shown,    10
I ask not for, in his Name, but my own;
For, without Vanity, I’m better known.
Mean time then, let me beg you would forbear
Your Cat-calls, and the Instruments of War;
For Mercy, Mercy, at your Feet we fall,   15
Before your roaring Gods destroy us all,
I’ll speak with words sweet as distilling Honey,
With words, — as if I meant to borrow Money;
Fair, gentle Sirs, most soft, alluring Beaus,
Think ’tis a Lady, that for pity sues.   20
Bright Ladies — but to gain the Ladies Grace,
I think I need no more than shew my Face.
Next then you Authors, be not you severe;
Why, what a swarm of Scriblers have we here!
One, Two, Three, Four, Five, Six, Seven, Eight, Nine, Ten,    25
All in one row, and Brothers of the Pen.
All, wou’d-be-Poets, well, your favour’s due
To this days Author; for he’s one of you.
Among the few, which are of noted Fame
I’m safe; for I my self am one of them.   30
You’ve seen me Smoak at Wills, among the Wits;
I’m witty too, as they are — that’s by fits.
Now, you our City Friends, who hither come
By three a Clock, to make sure Elbow-room:
While Spouse, tuckt up, does in her Pattens trudge it   35
With Hankerchief of prog, like Trull with Budget,
And here, by turns, you eat Plumb-Cake, and judge it.
Pray be you kind, let me your Grace importune,
Or else — Igad I’ll tell you all your Fortune.
Well now, I have but one thing more to say,   40
And that’s in reference to our third day;
An odd request — may be you’ll think it so;
Pray come, whether you like the Play, or no:
And if you’ll stay, we shall be glad to see you,
If not — leave your Half-Crowns, and peace be wi’ you.   45
 
  


PROLOGUE TO THE PRINCESS.

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle.
 

IF what we feel of Joy cou’d be express’d,
It were unworthy of our Royal Guest:
Great Blessings, when bestow’d above Desert,
Suppress the Speech, tho’ they inspire the Heart.
Thus, tho’ the Muse her grateful Homage pays,    5
She dares not strive her trembling Voice to raise,
And pay unequal Thanks, or disproportion Praise.
Such Awe there is in all sublime Delight;
And so severe is Joy when Exquisite.
   Our sickly Clime, which has for ten Years past,   10
With one continu’d Winter been o’er-cast:
Has this new Age with wonted Health begun,
Reviv’d and chear’d by the relenting Sun.
Again, the Spring does early Blossoms yield,
And Nature laughs in ev’ry living Field.   15
The Stage alone remains a frozen Soil,
And fruitless mocks the weary Lab’rers Toil;
But this bright Presence darts enliv’ning Fires,
And ev’ry Muse with Genial Warmth inspires:
Health to the World, the Sun’s kind Heat assures;   20
That lives by his, but we survive by yours.
 
  


PROLOGUE TO THE CONQUEST OF SPAIN

HOW bold a Venture does our Author make!
And what strange Measures to his Wishes take?
How cou’d he hope the Tragick Scene shou’d please,
When Art’s a Jest, and Sence a loath’d Disease?
What prospect of Advantage cou’d he find   5
In the just painted Passions of the Mind,
And the sublimer Draughts of Human Kind?
Who listens now to Nature’s charming Voice,
When all are pleas’d with empty Show and Noise,    10
Loud tumid Bombast, or low Farce and Dance,
The far-fetch’d Trash of Italy and France.
What various Dishes for you have we drest,
And what strange Olio’s have set out our Feast?
Yet these please now your vitious Pallates more   15
Than your wise Sires the Tragick Muse of Yore.
The Tragick Muse, the Glory of our Nation,
Is thrown Aside, Despis’d, like an old Fashion.
In vain with Toyl the artful Bards have strove 
Your fickle Taste to please, and to improve.
All this our Author knew, yet still wou’d on,   20
And tempt the Dangers he was warn’d to shun.
No dire Prediction cou’d his Mind depress,
And sure his Courage merits some Success.
Bravely resolv’d, he does his Sentence wait;
Nor dreads your Frowns, nor wou’d provoke your Hate;   25
But owns your Power, and hopes a prosperous Fate.
 
  


OVID’S METAMORPHOSES. BOOK X.

The Story of ORPHEUS and EURYDICE.
 

THENCE, in his Saffron Robe, for distant Thrace,
Hymen departs, thro’ Air’s unmeasur’d Space;
By Orpheus call’d, the Nuptial Pow’r attends,
But with ill-omen’d Augury descends;
Nor chearful look’d the God, nor prosp’rous spoke,   5
Nor blaz’d his Torch, but wept in hissing Smoke.
In vain they whirl it round, in vain they shake,
No rapid Motion can its Flames awake.
   With Dread these inauspicious Signs were view’d,
And soon a more disastrous End ensu’d;   10
For as the Bride, amid the Naiad Train,
Ran joyful, sporting o’er the flow’ry Plain,
A venom’d Viper bit her as she pass’d;
Instant she fell, and suddain breath’d her last.
   When long his Loss the Thracian had deplor’d,   15
Not by superior Pow’rs to be restor’d;
Inflam’d by Love, and urg’d by deep Despair,
He leaves the Realms of Light, and upper Air;
Daring to tread the dark Tenarian Road,
And tempt the Shades in their obscure Abode;   20
Thro’ gliding Spectres of th’Interr’d to go,
And Phantom People of the World below:
Persephone he seeks, and him who reigns
O’er Ghosts, and Hell’s uncomfortable Plains.
Arriv’d, he, tuning to his Voice his Strings,   25
Thus to the King and Queen of Shadows sings.
   Ye Pow’rs, who under Earth your Realms extend,
To whom all Mortals must one Day descend;
If here ’tis granted sacred Truth to tell:
I come not curious to explore your Hell;   30
Nor come to boast (by vain Ambition fir’d)
How Cerberus at my Approach retir’d.
My Wife alone I seek; for her lov’d sake
These Terrors I support, this Journey take.
She, luckless wandring, or by Fate mis-led,   35
Chanc’d on a lurking Viper’s Crest to tread;
The vengeful Beast, enflam’d with Fury, starts,
And thro’ her Heel his deathful Venom darts.
Thus was she snatch’d untimely to her Tomb;
Her growing Years cut short, and springing Bloom.   40
Long I my Loss endeavour’d to sustain,
And strongly strove, but strove, alas, in vain:
At length I yielded, won by mighty Love;
Well known is that Omnipotence above!
But here, I doubt, his unfelt Influence fails;   45
And yet a Hope within my Heart prevails,
That here, ev’n here, he has been known of old;
At least, if Truth be by Tradition told;
If Fame of former Rapes Belief may find,
You both by Love, and Love alone, were joyn’d.   50
Now, by the Horrors which these Realms surround;
By the vast Chaos of these Depths profound;
By the sad Silence which eternal reigns
O’er all the Waste of these wide-stretching Plains;
Let me again Eurydice receive,   55
Let Fate her quick-spun Thread of Life re-weave.
All our Possessions are but Loans from you,
And soon, or late, you must be paid your Due;
Hither we haste to Human-kind’s last Seat,
Your endless Empire, and our sure Retreat.   60
She too, when ripen’d Years she shall attain,
Must, of avoidless Right, be yours again:
I but the transient use of that require,
Which soon, too soon, I must resign entire.
But if the Destinies refuse my Vow,   65
And no Remission of her Doom allow;
Know, I’m determin’d to return no more;
So both retain, or both to Life restore.
   Thus, while the Bard melodiously complains,
And to his Lyre accords his vocal Strains,   70
The very bloodless Shades Attention keep,
And silent, seem compassionate to weep;
Ev’n Tantalus his Flood unthirsty views,
Nor flies the Stream, nor he the Stream pursues;
Ixion’s wondring Wheel its Whirl suspends,   75
And the voracious Vultur, charm’d, attends;
No more the Belides their Toil bemoan,
And Sisiphus reclin’d, sits list’ning on his Stone.
   Then first (’tis said) by sacred Verse subdu’d,
The Furies felt their Cheeks with Tears bedew’d:   80
Nor could the rigid King or Queen of Hell,
Th’Impulse of Pity in their Hearts, repell.
   Now, from a Troop of Shades that last arriv’d,
Eurydice was call’d, and stood reviv’d.
Slow she advanc’d, and halting seem’d to feel   85
The fatal Wound, yet painful in her Heel.
Thus he obtains the Suit so much desir’d,
On strict Observance of the Terms requir’d:
For if, before he reach the Realms of Air,
He backward cast his Eyes to view the Fair,   90
The forfeit Grant, that Instant, void is made,
And she for ever left a lifeless Shade.
   Now thro’ the noiseless Throng their Way they bend,
And both with Pain the rugged Road ascend;
Dark was the Path, and difficult, and steep,   95
And thick with Vapours from the smoaky Deep.
They well-nigh now had pass’d the Bounds of Night,
And just approach’d the Margin of the Light,
When, he mistrusting, lest her Steps might stray,
And gladsom of the Glimpse of dawning Day,   100
His longing Eyes, impatient, backward cast
To catch a Lover’s Look, but look’d his last;
For, instant dying, she again descends,
While he to empty Air his Arms extends.
Again she dy’d, nor yet her Lord reprov’d;   105
What cou’d she say, but that too well he lov’d?
One last Farewel she spoke, which scarce he heard;
So soon she drop’d, so suddain disappear’d.
All stunn’d he stood, when thus his Wife he view’d
By second Fate and double Death subdu’d:   110
Not more Amazement by that Wretch was shown,
Whom Cerberus beholding, turn’d to Stone;
Nor Ollenus cou’d more astonish’d look,
When on himself Lethæa’s Fault he took,
His beauteous Wife, who too secure had dar’d   115
Her Face to vye with Goddesses compar’d:
Once join’d by Love, they stand united still,
Turn’d to contiguous Rocks, on Ida’s Hill.
Now to repass the Styx in vain he tries,
Charon averse, his pressing Suit denies.   120
Sev’n Days entire, along th’infernal Shores,
Disconsolate, the Bard Eurydice deplores;
Defil’d with Filth his Robe, with Tears his Cheeks,
No Sustenance but Grief and Cares he seeks:
Of rigid Fate incessant he complains,   125
And Hell’s inexorable Gods arraigns.
This ended, to high Rhodope he hastes,
And Hcemus’ Mountain, bleek with Northern Blasts.
And now his yearly Race the circling Sun
Had thrice compleat thro’ watry Pisces run,   130
Since Orpheus fled the Face of Womankind,
And all soft Union with the Sex declin’d.
Whether his ill Success this Change had bred,
Or binding Vows made to his former Bed;
Whate’er the Cause, in vain the Nymphs contest,   135
With rival Eyes to warm his frozen Breast:
For ev’ry Nymph with Love his Lays inspir’d,
But ev’ry Nymph repuls’d, with Grief retir’d.
A Hill there was, and on that Hill a Mead,
With Verdure thick, but destitute of Shade.   140
Where, now, the Muse’s Son no sooner sings,
No sooner strikes his sweet resounding Strings,
But distant Groves the flying Sounds receive,
And listning Trees their rooted Stations leave;
Themselves transplanting, all around they grow,   145
And various Shades their various Kinds bestow.
Here, tall Chaônian Oaks their Branches spread,
While weeping Poplars, there erect their Head.
The foodful Esculus, here shoots his Leaves,
That Turf soft Lime-tree, this, fat Beach receives;   150
Here, brittle Hazels, Lawrels here advance,
And there tough Ash to form the Heroe’s Lance;
Here, Silver Firs with knotless Trunks ascend,
There, Scarlet Oaks beneath their Acorns bend.
That Spot admits the hospitable Plane,   155
On this, the Maple grows with clouded Grain;
Here, watry Willows are with Lotus seen,
There, Tamarisk, and Box for ever green.
With double Hue here Mirtles grace the Ground,
And Laurestines with purple Berries crown’d.   160
With pliant Feet, now, Ivies this way wind,
Vines yonder rise, and Elms with Vines entwin’d.
Wild Ornus now, the Pitch-tree next takes root,
And Arbutus adorn’d with blushing Fruit.
Then, easy-bending Palms, the Victor’s Prize,   165
And Pines erect with bristly Tops arise.
To Rhea grateful still the Pine remains,
For Atys still some Favour she retains,
He once in Human Shape her Breast had warm’d,
And now is cherish’d to a Tree transform’d.   170
 

The Fable of CYPARISSUS.
 

Amid the Throng of this promiscuous Wood,
With pointed Top, the taper Cypress stood;
A Tree, which once a Youth, and heav’nly fair,
Was of that Deity the darling Care,
Whose Hand adapts, with equal Skill, the Strings   175
To Bows with which he kills, and Harps to which he sings.
For, heretofore, a mighty Stag was bred,
Which on the fertile Fields of Cæa fed;
In Shape and Size he all his Kind excell’d,
And to Carthæan Nymphs was sacred held.   180
His beamy Head, with Branches high display’d,
Afforded to itself an ample Shade;
Miscellaneous Songs and Poems
A Silver Boss upon his Forehead hung,   185
And brazen Pendants in his Ear-rings rung.
Frequenting Houses, he familiar grew,
And learnt by Custom, Nature to subdue;
Till by degrees, of Fear and Wildness, broke,
Ev’n Stranger Hands his proffer’d Neck might stroak.   190
   Much was the Beast by Cæa’s Youth caress’d,
But thou, sweet Cyparissus, lov’dst him best:
By thee, to Pastures fresh, he oft was led,
By thee, oft water’d at the Fountain’s Head:
His Horns with Garlands, now, by thee were ty’d,   195
And, now, thou on his Back wou’dst wanton ride;
Now here, now there wou’dst bound along the Plains,
Ruling his tender Mouth with purple Reins.
  ’Twas when the Summer Sun at Noon of Day,
Thro’ glowing Cancer, shot his burning Ray,   200
’Twas then, the fav’rite Stag in cool Retreat,
Had sought a Shelter from the scorching Heat;
Along the Grass his weary Limbs he laid,
Inhaling Freshness from the breezy Shade:
When Cyparissus with his pointed Dart,   205
Unknowing, pierc’d him to the panting Heart.
But when the Youth, surpriz’d, his Error found,
And saw him dying of the cruel Wound,
Himself he would have slain thro’ desp’rate Grief;
What said not Phœbus, that might yield Relief!   210
To cease his Mourning, he the Boy desir’d,
Or mourn no more than such a Loss requir’d.
But, he, incessant griev’d: At length address’d
To the superior Pow’rs a last Request;
Praying, in Expiation of his Crime,   215
Thenceforth to mourn to all succeeding Time.
   And now, of Blood exhausted he appears,
Drain’d by a Torrent of continual Tears;
The fleshy Colour in his Body fades,
And a green Tincture all his Limbs invades;   220
From his fair Head, where curling Locks late hung,
A horrid Bush with bristled Branches sprung,
Which stiffning by Degrees, its Stem extends,
Till to the starry Skies the Spire ascends.
Apollo sad look’d on, and sighing, cry’d,   225
Then, be for ever, what thy Pray’r imply’d:
Bemoan’d by me, in others, Grief excite;
And still preside at ev’ry Fun’ral Rite.
continu’d by Mr. CROXALL.
 

A LETTER FROM MR. CONGREVE TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM.
 

Albi, nostrorum Sermonum candide Iudex — 
Hor. Epist. I. iv i
 

SINCEREST Critick of my Prose, or Rhime,
Tell how thy pleasing STOWE employs thy Time.
Say, COBHAM, what amuses thy Retreat?
Or Stratagems of War, or Schemes of State?
Dost thou recal to Mind with Joy, or Grief,   5
Great MARLBRO’s Actions? That immortal Chief,
Whose slightest Trophy rais’d in each Campaign,
More than suffic’d to signalize a Reign?
Does thy remembrance rising warm thy Heart,
With Glory past, where Thou thy self hadst Part,  10
Or dost thou grieve indignant, now to see,
The fruitless End of all thy Victory?
To see th’Audacious Foe, so late subdu’d,
Dispute those Terms for which so long they su’d,
As if BRITANNIA now were sunk so low,   15
To beg that Peace she wonted to bestow.
Be far that Guilt! be never known that Shame!
That ENGLAND shou’d retract her rightful Claim,
Or ceasing to be dreaded and ador’d,
Stain with her Pen the Lustre of her Sword.   20
Or dost thou give the Winds a-far to blow,
Each vexing Thought, and heart-devouring Woe,
And fix thy Mind alone on rural Scenes,
To turn the level’d Lawns to liquid Plains,
To raise the creeping Rills from humble Beds,   25
And force the latent Springs to lift their Heads,
On watry Columns, Capitals to rear,
That mix their flowing Curls with upper Air?
Or dost Thou, weary grown, these Works neglect,
No Temples, Statues, Obélisques erect,   30
But catch the morning Breeze from fragrant Meads,
Or shun the noontide Ray in wholsome Shades,
Or slowly walk along the mazy Wood,
To meditate on all that’s wise and good?
For Nature bountiful in thee has join’d,   35
A Person pleasing with a worthy Mind,
Not giv’n the Form alone, but Means, and Art,
To draw the Eye, or to allure the Heart.
Poor were the Praise in Fortune to excel,
Yet want the Way to use that Fortune well.   40
While thus adorn’d, while thus with Virtue crown’d,
At Home in Peace, Abroad in Arms renown’d,
Graceful in Form, and winning in Address,
While well you think, what aptly you express,
With Health, with Honour, with a fair Estate,   45
A Table free, and eloquently neat.
What can be added more to mortal Bliss?
What can he want who stands possest of this?
What can the fondest wishing Mother more
Of Heaven attentive for her Son implore?   50
And yet a Happiness remains unknown,
Or to Philosophy reveal’d alone;
A Precept, which unpractis’d renders vain,
Thy flowing Hopes, and Pleasure turns to Pain.
Shou’d Hope, and Fear thy Heart alternate tear,   55
Or Love, or Hate, or Rage, or anxious Care,
Whatever Passions may thy Mind infest,
(Where is that Mind which Passions ne’er molest?)
Amidst the Pangs of such intestine Strife,
Still think the present Day, the last of Life;   60
Defer not till to Morrow to be wise,
To Morrow’s Sun to thee may never rise.
Or shou’d to Morrow chance to cheer thy Sight,
With her enliv’ning and unlookt-for Light,
How grateful will appear her dawning Rays!   65
As Favours unexpected doubly please.
Who thus can think and who such thoughts pursues,
Content may keep his Life, or calmly lose;
All Proofs of this Thou may’st thy self receive,
When Leisure from Affairs will give thee Leave.   70
Come, see thy Friend, retir’d without Regret,
Forgetting Care, or striving to forget;
In easy Contemplation soothing Time
With Morals much, and now and then with Rhime,
Not so robust in Body, as in Mind,   75
And always undejected, tho’ declin’d;
Not wond’ring at the World’s new wicked Ways,
Compar’d with those of our Fore-fathers Days,
For Virtue now is neither more or less,
And Vice is only varied in the Dress;   80
Believe it, Men have ever been the same,
And OVID’S Golden Age, is but a Dream.
 

FINIS.
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The Old Library, Trinity College Dublin — Congreve attended this university in the late 1660’s.
  


The Old Bachelor
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William Congreve’s first play was produced in 1693 and set to music by the renowned English composer Henry Purcell. The plot concerns Heartwell, ‘a surly old pretended woman-hater’ and the bachelor of the title. Heartwell falls in love with Silvia, unaware that she is the forsaken mistress of Vainlove. Tricked into marrying her, he only discovers her true character afterwards from the gibes of his acquaintances. The parson that was brought in to marry them is in fact Vainlove’s friend Belmour, who has assumed the disguise for the purpose of an intrigue with Laetitia, the young wife of an uxorious old banker, Fondlewife. 

The play is notable for introducing the amusing characters of Sir Joseph Wittol, a foolish knight, who allows himself to be really married to Silvia, under the impression that she is the wealthy Araminta, and his companion, the cowardly bully, Captain Bluffe, who under the same delusion is married to Silvia’s maid. 

Congreve had actually written the play as a means of amusing himself while convalescing.  The Old Bachelor was produced at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane in 1693. Recognised as an instant success, it ran for a two-week period following positive reviews. Congreve’s mentor John Dryden praised the production and proclaimed it to be a ‘brilliant first piece’. The success of the drama was in part due to the fine acting of performers Thomas Betterton and Anne Bracegirdle.
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John Dryden by Sir Godfrey Kneller, c. 1720. Dryden was an important literary figure for Congreve, who prospered well under his guidance.
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Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, c. 1775
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The interior of the theatre at Drury Lane, c. 1808
  


INTRODUCTION

I.
 

Before repeating such known facts of Congreve’s life as seem agreeable to the present occasion, and before attempting (with the courage of one’s office) to indicate with truth what manner of man he was, and what are the varying qualities of his four comedies, it seems well to discuss and have done with two questions, obviously pertinent indeed, but of a wider scope than the works of any one writer.

The first is a stupid question, which may be happily dismissed with brief ceremony.  Grossness of language — the phrase is an assumption — is a matter of time and place, a relative matter altogether.  There is a thing, and a generation finds a name for it.  The delicacy which prompts a later generation to reject that name is by no means necessarily a result of stricter habits, is far more often due to the flatness which comes of untiring repetition and to the greater piquancy of litotes.  I am told that there are, or were, people in America who reject the word ‘leg’ as a gross word, but they must have found a synonym.  So there is not a word in Congreve for which there is not some equivalent expression in contemporary writing.  He says this or that: your modern writers say so-and-so.  One man may even think the monosyllables in better taste than the periphrases.  Another may sacrifice to his intolerance thereof such enjoyment as he was capable of taking from the greatest triumphs of diction or observation: he is free to choose.  It may be granted that to one unfamiliar with the English of two centuries since the grossness of Congreve’s language may seem excessive — like splashes of colour occurring too frequently in the arrangement of a wall.  But that is merely a result of novelty: given time and habit, a more artistic perspective will be achieved.

The second question is more complex.  Since Jeremy Collier let off his Short View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage, there has never lacked a critic to chastise or to deplore — the more effective and irritating course — not simply the coarseness but, the immorality of our old comedies, their attitude towards and their peculiar interests in life.  Without affirming that we are now come to the Golden Age of criticism, one may rejoice that modern methods have taught quite humble critics to discriminate between issues, and to deal with such a matter as this with some mental detachment.  The great primal fallacy comes from a habit of expecting everything in everything.  Just as in a picture it is not enough for some people that it is well drawn and well painted, but they demand an interesting story, a fine sentiment, a great thought: so since our national glory is understood to be the happy home, the happy home must be triumphant everywhere, even in satiric comedy.  The best expression of this fallacy is in Thackeray.  Concluding a most eloquent, and a somewhat patronising examination of Congreve, ‘Ah!’ he exclaims, ‘it’s a weary feast, that banquet of wit where no love is.’  The answer is plain: comedy of manners is comedy of manners, and satire is satire; introduce ‘love’ — an appeal, one supposes, to sympathy with strictly legitimate and common affection and a glorification of the happy home — and the rules of your art compel you to satirise affection and to make the happy home ridiculous: a truly deplorable work, which the incriminated dramatists were discreet enough for the most part to avoid.  The remark brings us to the first of the half-truths, which cause the complexity of the subject.  The dramatists whose withers the well-intentioned and disastrous Collier wrung seem to have thought their best answer was to pose as people with a mission — certainly Congreve so posed — to reform the world with an exhibition of its follies.  An amusing answer, no doubt, of which the absurdity is obvious!  It does, however, contain a half-truth.  The idea of The Way of the World’s reforming adulterers — observe the quotation from Horace on the title-page — is a little delicious; yet the exhibition in a ludicrous light of the thing satirised is surely an end of satiric comedy?  The right of the matter is indicated in a sentence which occurs in the dedication of The Double-Dealer far more wisely than in Congreve’s answer to Collier: ‘I should be very glad of an opportunity to make my compliment to those ladies who are offended: but they can no more expect it in a comedy, than to be tickled by a surgeon, when he’s letting ’em blood.’  Something more than a half-truth is in Charles Lamb’s theory, that the old comedy ‘has no reference whatever to the world that is’: that it is ‘the Utopia of Gallantry’ merely.  Literally, historically, the theory is a fantasy.  What the Restoration dramatists did not borrow from France was inspired directly by the court of Charles the Second, and nobody conversant with the memoirs of that court can have any difficulty in matching the fiction with reality.  I imagine that Congreve in part accepted a tradition of the stage, but I am also perfectly well assured that he depicted what he saw.  How far the virtues we should associate with the Charles the Second spirit may atone for its vices is a question which would take us far into moral philosophy.  It is enough to remark that those vices are the exclusive possession of no period: so long as society is constituted in anything like its present order, there must be a section of it for which those vices are the main interest in life.  But Charles Lamb’s gay and engaging defiance of the kill-joys of his day has this value: it is most certainly just to say that, in appreciating satiric comedy, ‘our coxcombical moral sense’ must be ‘for a little transitory ease excluded.’

For one may apprehend the whole truth to be somewhat thus.  Satiric comedy, or comedy of manners, is the art of making ludicrous in dramatic form some phase of life.  The writers of our old comedy thought that certain vices — gambling, adultery, and the like — formed a phase of life which for divers reasons, essential and accidental, lent itself best to their purpose.  They may, or may not, have thought they were doing society a service: their real justification is that, as artists, they had to take for their art that material they could use best.  They used it according to their lights: Wycherley with a coarse and heavy hand, so that it became nauseous; Etherege with a light touch and a gay perception; Congreve with an instinct of good-breeding, with a sure and extensive observation, and with an incomparable style.  But all were justified in choosing for their material just what they chose.  They sinned artistically, now here, now there; but to complain of this old comedy as a whole, that vice in it is crammed too closely, is to forget that a play is a picture, not a photograph, of life — is life arranged and coloured — and that comedy of manners is composed of foibles or vices condensed and relieved by one another.  In so far as they overdid this work, the comic writers were artistically at fault, and Jeremy Collier was a good critic; but when he and his successors go beyond the artistic objection, one takes leave to say, they misapprehend the thing criticised.  To complain that ‘love’ and common morality have no place in satiric comedy is either to contemplate ridicule of them or to ask comedy to be other than satiric.  We know what happened when the dramatists gave way: there followed, Hazlitt says, ‘those do-me-good, lack-a-daisical, whining, make-believe comedies in the next age, which are enough to set one to sleep, and where the author tries in vain to be merry and wise in the same breath.’  These in place of ‘the court, the gala day of wit and pleasure, of gallantry, and Charles the Second!’  And all because people would not keep their functions distinct, and remember that as a comedy they were in a court of art and not in a court of law!  The old comedy is dead, and its spirit gone from the stage: I have but endeavoured to show that no harm need come to our phylacteries, if a flame start from its ashes in the printed book.

II.
 

William Congreve was born at Bardsey, near Leeds, and was baptized on 10th February 1669 .  The Congreves were a Staffordshire family, of an antiquity of four hundred years at the date of the poet’s birth.  Richard, his grandfather, was a redoubtable Cavalier, and William, his father, an officer in the army.  The latter was given a command at Youghal, while his son was still an infant, and becoming shortly afterwards agent to Lord Cork, removed to Lismore.  So it chanced that the poet had his schooling at Kilkenny (with Swift), and proceeded to Trinity College, Dublin, in 1685, rejoining Swift, and like his friend becoming a pupil of St. George Ashe, the mathematician.  In 1688 he left Dublin, remained with his people in Staffordshire for some two years, entered himself at the Temple, and came upon the town with The Old Bachelor in January 1692.  The Double-Dealer was produced in November 1693.  In 1694 a storm in the theatre led to a secession of Betterton and other renowned players from Drury Lane: with the result that a new playhouse was opened in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, on 30th April 1695, with Love for Love.  In the same year Congreve was appointed ‘Commissioner for Licensing Hackney Coaches.’  The Mourning Bride was produced in 1697, and was followed, oddly enough, by the controversy, or rather ‘row,’ with Jeremy Collier.  In March 1700 came The Way of the World.  The poet was made Commissioner of Wine-Licences in 1705, and in 1714 with his Jamaica secretaryship and his places in the Customs and the delightful ‘Pipe-Office,’ he had an income of twelve hundred pounds a year.  He died at his house in Surrey Street, Strand, on 19th January 1728 .

One or two comments on these dates are obvious.  They dissipate the Thackerayan fable that on the production of The Old Bachelor, the fortunate young author received a shower of sinecures, ‘all for writing a comedy.’

‘And crazy Congreve scarce could spare
A shilling to discharge a chair,’
 

writes Swift, and ‘crazy’ indicates that Congreve was gouty before he was rich.  But then, the gout was a very early factor in his life, and one may call the line an exaggeration.  Another couplet:

‘Thus Congreve spent in writing plays,
And one poor office, half his days:’
 

probably expresses the truth.  With his plays and his hackney coaches he doubtless got through his twenties and thirties with no very hardly grinding poverty, and at forty or so was comfortably secure.  But another fact, which the dates bring out very sharply, has a different interest.  At an age when Swift was beginning to try his powers, Congreve’s work was done.  A few odes, a few letters he was still to write, but no more comedies.  Was it ill-health? or because the town had all but damned his greatest play? or because he cared more for life than for art?

III.
 

The question brings one to an attempted appreciation of the man.  Mr. Gosse, for whose Life I would express my gratitude, confesses that ‘it is not very easy to construct a definite portrait of Congreve.’  But that it baffled that very new journalist, Mrs. Manley, in his own day, and Mr. Gosse, with his information, in ours, to give ‘salient points’ to Congreve’s character, proves in itself an essential characteristic, which need be negatively stated only by choice.  That no amusing eccentricities are recorded, no ludicrous adventures, no persistent quarrels, implies, taken with other facts we know, that he was a well-bred man of the world, with the habit of society: that in itself is a definite personal quality.  One supposes him an ease-loving man, not inclined to clown for the amusement of his world.  He was loved by his friends, being tolerant, and understanding the art of social life.  He was successful, and must therefore have had enemies, but he was careless to improve hostilities.  For the temperament which is so plain in the best of his writings must have been present in his life — an unobtrusive, because a never directly implied, superiority and an ironical humour.  The picture of swaggering snobbishness which Thackeray was inspired to make of him is proved bad by all that we know.  A swaggerer could not have made a fast friend of Dryden — grown mellow, indeed, but by no means beggared of his fire — on his first coming to town, nor kept the intimacy of Swift, nor avoided the fault-finding of Dennis.  It is quite unnecessary to suppose that Congreve’s famous remark to Voltaire, that he wished to be visited as a plain gentleman, was the remark (if it was made) of a snob: it was clearly a legitimate deprecation, spoken by a man who had written nothing notable for twenty-six years, which Voltaire misunderstood in a moment of stupidity, or in one of forgetfulness misrepresented.  His superiority and his irony came from a just sense of the perspective of things, and, not preventing affection for his friends, left him indifferent to his foes.  Probably, also, a course of dissipation (at which Swift hints) in his youth, acting on a temperament not particularly ardent, had eft him with such passions for war and love as were well under control.  The two women with whom his name is connected were Mrs. Bracegirdle and the Duchess of Marlborough; but nobody knew — though the latter’s mother hinted the worst — how far the intimacy went.  That is to say, no patent scandal was necessary to the connexion, if in either case Congreve was a lover.  And (once more) Congreve was a gentleman.

But why did he become sterile at thirty?  Where, if not in dealing with motives and causes, may one be fancy-free?  Here there are many, of which the first to be given is mere conjecture, but conjecture, I fancy, not inconsistent with such facts as are known.  When Congreve produced his first comedy, he was but twenty-three, fresh from college and the country, ignorant, as we are told, of the world.  He discovered very soon that he had an aptitude for social life, that, no doubt, living humours and follies were as entertaining as printed ones, that for a popular and witty man the world was pleasant.  But no man may be socially finished all at once.  In the course of the seven years between The Old Bachelor and The Way of the World, Congreve must have found his wit becoming readier, his tact surer, his appreciation of natural comedy finer and (as personal keenness decreased) more equable, his popularity greater, and — in fine — the world more pleasant and the attractions of the study waning and waning in comparison.  He was a finished artist, he was born, one might almost say, with a style; but his inclination was to put his art into life rather than into print.  Even in our days (thank God for all His mercies!) everybody is not writing a book.  There are people whose talk has inimitable touches, and whose lives are art, but who never sit down to a quire of foolscap.  I believe that Congreve naturally was one of these, that his literary ambition was a result of accidental necessity, and that had he lived as a boy in the society he was of as a very young man — for all its literary ornaments — we should have had of him only odes and songs.  His generation was idler and took itself less seriously than ours.  The primal curse was not imposed on everybody as a duty.  In seven years of growing appreciation Congreve came to think the little graces and humours the better part.  That I believe to have been the first cause of his early sterility; but others helped to determine the effect.  A certain indolence is of course implied in what has been said.  There was the gout, and there were his unfortunate obesity and his failing sight.  There was Henrietta, Duchess of Marlborough, an absorbing dame.  There were the success of Love for Love and the failure of The Way of the World.  For all that may be said of the indifference of the true artist to the verdict of the many-headed beast — and Congreve’s contempt was as fine as any — it is not amusing when your play or your book falls flat, and Congreve must have known that he might write another, and possibly a better, Way of the World, but no more Love for Loves.  Not to anticipate a later division of the subject, it may be said here that a man of thirty, of a fine intellect and a fine taste, of a languid habit withal, and with an invalided constitution, while he might repeat the triumphs of diction and intellect of The Way of the World, was most unlikely to return to the broader humours and the more popular gaiety of the other play.  Congreve, like Rochester before him, despised the judgment of the town in these matters, but by the town he would have to be judged.

He was a witty, handsome man of the world, of imperturbable temper and infinite tact, who could make and keep the friendship of very various men, and be intimate with a woman without quarrelling with her lovers.  He had a taste for pictures and a love for music.  He must have hated violence and uproar, and liked the finer shades of life.  He wore the mode of his day, and was free from the superficial protests of the narrow-minded.  Possibly not a very ‘definite portrait,’ possibly a very negative characterisation.  Possibly, also, a tolerably sure foundation for a structure of sympathetic imagination.

IV.
 

Passing from necessarily vague and not obviously pertinent remarks to criticism, which may fairly be less diffident, we leave Congreve’s life and come to his work, to his ‘tawdry playhouse taper,’ as Thackeray called it.  It is only after the man has appeared that we recognise that he came at the hour; but the nature of the hour is in this case not difficult to be discerned.  The habit of playgoing was well-established; the turmoil of the Revolution was over; De Jure was at a comfortable distance, and De Facto’s wife was a patroness of the arts.  But playgoers had but to be shown something better than that they had, to discover that the convention of the Restoration needed new blood.  A justification of its choice of material has been attempted: there is no inconsistency in affirming that the tendency to use it with a mere monotony of ribaldry was emphatic.  Of this tendency the most notable and useful illustration is Wycherley, because in point of wit and dramatic skill he dwarfed his colleagues.  As Mr. Swinburne has said, the art of Congreve is different in kind, not merely in degree, from the cruder and more boisterous product of the ‘brawny’ dramatist.  Happily, however, for his success, the difference was not instantly clear.  His first play links him with Wycherley, not with that rare and faint embryo of the later Congreve, George Etherege.  ‘You was always a gentleman, Mr. George,’ as the valet says in Beau Austin.  Happily for his popularity Congreve first followed the more popular man.  It is not, indeed, until he wrote his last play that he was a whole Etherege idealised, albeit a greater than Etherege in the meantime.  The peculiar effect which Etherege achieved in Sir Fopling Flutter — at whom and with whom you laugh at once — was not sublimated (the fineness left, the faintness become firmness) until Congreve created Witwoud, the inimitable, in The Way of the World.

At the very first Congreve had good fortune in his players.  It was a brave time for them.  True, their salaries were not wonderfully large.  Colley Cibber complains of the days before the revolt in 1694: ‘at what unequal salaries the hired actors were held by the absolute authority of their frugal masters, the patentees.’  But the example was not faded of those gay days when they were the pets of the most artistic court that England has known: when great ladies carried Kynaston in his woman’s dress to Hyde Park after the play, and the King was the most persistent and the most interested playgoer in his realm.  They were not thus petted for irrelevant reasons — for their respectability, their piety, or their domestic virtues; and their recognition as artists by an artistic society did not spoil their art.  When Congreve started on his course of play-writing, Queen Mary kept up, in a measure, the amiable custom of her uncle.  He was very fortunate in his casts.  There was Betterton, first of all, the versatile, the restrained, and, witness everybody, the incomparable.  There was Underhill, ‘a correct and natural comedian’ — one must quote Cibber pretty often in this connexion — not well suited, one must suppose, to play Setter to Betterton’s Heartwell in The Old Bachelor, but by reason of his admirable assumption of stupidity to make an excellent Sir Sampson in Love for Love.  There were Powel, Williams, Verbruggen, Bowen, and Dogget (Fondlewife in the first play: afterwards Ben Legend, a part which made his fame and turned his head) — all notable comedians.  Kynaston, graceful in old age as he had been beautiful in youth, was not in The Old Bachelor, but created Lord Touchwood in The Double-Dealer.  Mountfort had been murdered by my Lord Mohun, and Leigh had followed him to the grave, but their names lived in their wives.  Mrs. Mountfort ‘was mistress of more variety of humour than I ever knew in any one woman actress . . . nothing, though ever so barren, if within the bounds of nature, could be flat in her hands.’  Indeed ‘she was so fond of humour, in what low part soever to be found, that she would make no scruple of defacing her fair form to come heartily into it’ — assuredly a rare actress!  About Mrs. Leigh Cibber is less enthusiastic, but grants her ‘a good deal of humour’: her old women were famous.  Mrs. Barry was a stately, dignified actress, best, no doubt, in tragedy.  Lastly, there was Mrs. Bracegirdle, the innocent publica cura, whom authors courted through their plays, and who had all the men in the house for longing lovers.  Who shall say how far ‘her youth and lively aspect’ influenced the criticisms that have come down to us?  She played Millamant to Congreve’s satisfaction.

V.
 

It is not difficult to understand how it was that Dryden thought The Old Bachelor the best first play he had seen, and the town applauded to the echo.  But it is a little hard to understand why later critics, with the three other comedies before them, have not more expressly marked the difference between the first and those.  There is no new tune in The Old Bachelor: it is an old tune more finely played, and for that very reason it met with immediate acceptance.  It is not likely that Dryden — a great poet and a great and generous critic, it may be, but an old man — would have bestowed such unhesitating approval on a play which ignored the conventions in which he had lived.  As it was, he saw those conventions reverently followed, yet served by a master wit.  The fact that Congreve allowed Dryden and others to ‘polish’ his play, by giving it an air of the stage and the town which it lacked, need not of course spoil it for us.  The stamp of Congreve is clearly marked on the dialogue, though not on every page.  You may see its essentials in two passages taken absolutely at random.  ‘Come, come,’ says Bellmour in the very first scene, ‘leave business to idlers and wisdom to fools; they have need of ’em: wit be my faculty and pleasure my occupation, and let Father Time shake his glass.’  Or Fondlewife soliloquises: ‘Tell me, Isaac, why art thee jealous?  Why art thee distrustful of the wife of thy bosom?  Because she is young and vigorous, and I am old and impotent.  Then why didst thee marry, Isaac?  Because she was beautiful and tempting, and because I was obstinate and doating. . . .’  In the one passage is the gay and skilfully light paradox, in the other the clean, rhythmical, and balanced, yet dramatic and appropriate English that are elements of Congreve’s style.  It is in the conventions of its characterisation that The Old Bachelor belongs, not to true Congrevean comedy but, to that of the models from which he was to break away.  The characterisation of The Way of the World is light and true, that of The Old Bachelor is heavy and yet vague.  Vainlove indeed, the ‘mumper in love,’ who ‘lies canting at the gate,’ is individual and Congrevean.  But Heartwell, the blustering fool, Bellmour, the impersonal rake, Wittol and Bluffe, the farcical sticks, Fondlewife, the immemorial city husband, and the troop of undistinguished women — what can be said of them but that they are glaring stage properties, speaking better English than the comic stage had before attracted?  Germs, possibly, of better things to come, that is all, so far as characterisation goes.  The Fondlewife episode, in particular, which doubtless was mightily popular — what is there more in it than the mutton fisted wit and brutality of Wyeherley, with some of Congreve’s English?  Such scenes as these, it may be hazarded, so contemptible in the light of Congreve’s better work, are ineffective now because they fall between two stools: between the comedy (or tragedy) of a crude physical fact, naked and mpossible, as in Rochester, and the comedy (or tragedy) of delicately-phrased intrigue.  The latter was yet to come when this play was produced, and meantime such episodes went very well, and their popularity is intelligible.  For the rest The Old Bachelor, though to us in these days its plot appear a somewhat uninspiring piece of fairyland, was a good acting play, fitted with great skill to its actual players.  The part of Fondlewife, created by Dogget, was on a revival played (to his own immense satisfaction) by Colley Cibber.  In Araminta Mrs. Bracegirdle began (in a faint outline as it were) the series of lively, sympathetic, intelligent heroines which Congreve wrote for her.  Lord Falkland’s Prologue is as funny as it is indecently suggestive, which is saying a great deal.  The one actually spoken gave an opportunity of the merriest archness to Mrs. Bracegirdle, and was calculated to put the audience in the best of good humours.

The faults of The Double-Dealer are obvious on a first reading, and were very justly condemned on a first acting.  The intrigue is wearisome: its involutions are ineffectively puzzling.  Maskwell’s villainy and Mellefont’s folly are both unconvincing.  The tragedy of Lady Touchwood, less tragic than that of Lady Wishfort in The Way of the World, is more obviously than that out of the picture.  The play is, in fact, not pure comedy of manners: it is that plus tragedy, an element less offensive than the sentimentality which spoils The School for Scandal, but yet a notable fault.  For while you can resolve the tragedy of Lady Wishfort into wicked and very grim comedy, you can do nothing with the tragedy of Lady Touchwood but try to ignore it.  In his epistle dedicatory to Charles Montague, Congreve admits that his play has faults, but does not take in hand those adduced above, with the exception of the objections to Maskwell and Mellefont.  ‘They have mistaken cunning in one character for folly in another’: an ineffectual answer, because the extremity of cunning is equally destructive of dramatic balance.  He defends his use of soliloquy very warmly: of which it may be said that, so long as his rule — that no character may overhear the soliloquiser — is observed, it is a tolerable convention, but a confession of weakness in construction.  He declares he ‘would rather disoblige all the critics in the world than one of the fair sex,’ and, having made his bow, he turns upon the ladies and rends them.  An author campaigning against his critics is always a pleasant spectacle, but Congreve’s defence of The Double-Dealer is rather amusing than convincing.

It needed no defence; for with all its faults, such as they are, upon it, there are in it scenes and characters which only Congreve could have made.  Brisk is a worthy forerunner of Witwoud, Sir Paul Plyant a delicious old credulous fool; while the tyrannical and vain Lady Plyant is so drawn that you almost love her.  But the triumph is Lady Froth, ‘a great coquet, pretender to poetry, wit, and learning,’ and one would almost as lief have seen Mrs. Mountfort in the part as the Bracegirdle’s Millamant.  Her serious folly and foolish wisdom, her poem and malice and compliments and babbling vivacity — set off, it is fair to remember, by a pretty face — are atonement for a dozen Maskwells.  She is a female Witwoud, her author’s first success in a sort of character he draws to perfection.  The scene between Mellefont and Lady Plyant, where she insists on believing that the gallant, under cover of a marriage with her stepdaughter, purposes to lead her astray, and where she goes through a delightful farce of answering her scruples before the bewildered man — the scene that for some far-fetched reason led Macaulay’s mind to the incest in the Oedipus Rex — is perhaps the best comedy of situation in the piece.  But the scene of defamation between the Froths and Brisk is notable as (with the Cabal idea in The Way of the World) the inspiration of the Scandal Scenes in Sheridan’s play.  When we remember that less than two years were gone since the production of The Old Bachelor, the improvement in Congreve is remarkable.  Almost his only concession to the groundlings is the star-gazing episode of Lady Froth and Brisk: a mistake, because it spoils her inconsequent folly, but a small matter.  In his second play Congreve was himself, the wittiest and most polished writer of comedy in English.  In the face of this fact ‘the public’ conducted itself characteristically: it more or less damned The Double-Dealer until the queen approved, when it applauded lustily.  That occasion gave Colley Cibber his first chance as Kynaston’s substitute in Lord Touchwood.  When one remembers Dryden’s long, struggling, cudgelling and cudgelled life, it is impossible to read without emotion his tribute to a very young and successful author in the verses prefixed to this play:

Firm Doric pillars found your solid base:
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space;
Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace.
. . . . .
We cannot envy you, because we love.
. . . . .
Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought,
But Genius must be born, and never can be taught.
This is your portion, this your native store;
Heav’n, that but once was prodigal before.
To Shakespeare gave as much; she could not give him more.
 

The tribute is indubitably sincere; in point of Congreve’s wit and diction it is as indubitably true.

Love for Love was the most popular of Congreve’s comedies: it held the stage so long that Hazlitt could say, ‘it still acts and is still acted well.’  Being wise after the event, one may give some obvious reasons.  It is more human than any other of his plays, and at the same time more farcical.  By ‘more human’ it is not meant that the characters are truer to life than those in The Way of the World, but that they are truer to average life, and therefore more easily recognisable by the average spectator.  Tattle, for instance, is so gross a fool, that any fool in the pit could see his folly; Witwoud might deceive all but the elect.  No familiarity — direct or indirect — with a particular mode of life and speech is necessary to the appreciation of Love for Love.  Sir Sampson Legend is your unmistakable heavy father, cross-grained and bullying.  Valentine is no ironical, fine gentleman like Mirabell, but a young rake from Cambridge, all debts and high spirits.  Scandal is a plain railer at things, especially women; Ben Legend a sea-dog who cannot speak without a nautical metaphor; Jeremy an idealised comic servant; and Foresight grotesque farce.  Angelica is a shrewd but hearty ‘English girl,’ and Miss Prue a veritable country Miss; while Mrs. Frail and Mrs. Foresight are broadly skittish matrons.  There is nothing in the play to strain the attention or to puzzle the intellect, and it is full of laughter: no wonder it was a success.  It is, intellectually, on an altogether different plane from The Way of the World, on a slightly lower one than The Double-Dealer.  But in its own way it is irresistibly funny, and by reason of its diction it is never for a moment other than distinguished.

I imagine the bodkin scene will always take the palm in it for mere mirth.  Delightful sisters!

I suppose you would not go alone to the World’s End?

The World’s End!  What, do you mean to banter me?

Poor innocent!  You don’t know that there’s a place called the World’s End?

I’ll swear you can keep your countenance purely; you’d make an admirable player. . . .  But look you here, now — where did you lose this gold bodkin? — Oh, sister, sister!

My bodkin?

Nay, ’tis yours; look at it.

Well, if you go to that, where did you find this bodkin?  Oh, sister, sister! — sister every way.

Broad, popular comedy, it is admirable; but it is not especially Congrevean.  Tattle’s love-lesson to Miss Prue and his boasting of his duchesses are in the same broad vein.  Valentine’s mad scene is more remarkable, in that Congreve gives rein to his fancy, and that his diction is at its very best.  ‘Hark’ee, I have a secret to tell you.  Endymion and the Moon shall meet us upon Mount Latmos, and will be married in the dead of night.  But say not a word.  Hymen shall put his torch into a dark lanthorn, that it may be secret, and Juno shall give her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling tail, and Argus’s hundred eyes be shut, ha?  Nobody shall know, but Jeremy.’

TATTLE.  Do you know me, Valentine?

VALENTINE.  You?  Who are you?  No, I hope not.

TATTLE.  I am Jack Tattle, your friend.

VALENTINE.  My friend, what to do?  I am no married man, and thou canst not lie with my wife.  I am very poor, and thou canst not borrow money of me.  Then, what employment have I for a friend?

ANGELICA.  Do you know me, Valentine?

VALENTINE.  Oh, very well.

ANGELICA.  Who am I?

VALENTINE.  You’re a woman, one to whom Heaven gave beauty when it grafted roses on a briar.  You are the reflection of Heaven in a pond, and he that leaps at you is sunk.  You are all white, a sheet of lovely, spotless paper, when you first are born; but you are to be scrawled and blotted by every goose’s quill.  I know you; for I loved a woman, and loved her so long, that I found out a strange thing: I found out what a woman was good for.

Imagine Betterton, the greatest actor of his time, delivering that last speech, with its incomparable rhythm!  I like to think that he gave the spectators an idea that Valentine’s self-sacrifice for Angelica was nothing but a bold device, a calculated effect; otherwise the sacrifice is an excrescence in this comedy, which, popular and broad though it be, is cynical in Congreve’s manner throughout.  One is consoled, however, by the pleasant fate of the ingenious Mr. Tattle and the intriguing Mrs. Frail, who are left tied for life against their will.  The trick, by the way, of a tricked marriage is constant in Congreve, and reveals his poverty of construction.  He can devise you comic situations unflaggingly, but when he approaches the end of a play his deus ex machinâ is invariably this flattest and most battered old deity in fairyland.

The dedication to Lord Dorset contains nothing of interest beyond the confession that the play is too long, and the information that part of it was omitted in the playing.  A line in the prologue, ‘We grieve One falling Adam and one tempted Eve,’ is explained by Colley Cibber to refer to Mrs. Mountford, who, having cast her lot with Betterton and migrated to Lincoln’s Inn Fields, threw up her part on a question of cash, and to Williams, an actor who ‘loved his bottle better than his business,’ who deserted at the same time.  It serves to show the interest the town took in the players, that the fact was referred to on the stage.  The lady’s part was taken by Mrs. Ayliff; Mrs. Leigh played the nurse — a very poor part after Lady Plyant; Dogget’s success as Ben Legend has been noted.  Mrs. Bracegirdle’s Angelica was doubtless ravishing: a ‘virtuous young woman,’ as our ancestors phrased it, but quite relieved from insipidity.

It would need a greater presumption than the writer is gifted withal to add his contribution to the praises critics have lavished on The Way of the World.  It is better to quote Mr. Swinburne.  ‘In 1700 Congreve replied to Collier with the crowning work of his genius — the unequalled and unapproached masterpiece of English comedy.  The one play in our language which may fairly claim a place beside, or but just beneath, the mightiest work of Molière, is The Way of the World.’  But he continues: ‘On the stage, which had recently acclaimed with uncritical applause the author’s more questionable appearance n the field of tragedy,’ — The Mourning Bride,— ‘this final and flawless evidence of his incomparable powers met with a rejection then and ever since inexplicable on any ground of conjecture.’  There the critics are not unanimous.  Mr. Gosse, for instance, has his explanation: that the spectators must have fidgeted, and wished ‘that the actors and actresses would be doing something.’  Very like, indeed: the spectators, then as now, would no doubt have preferred ‘knock-about farce.’  But, I venture to think, the explanation is not complete.  The construction of the play is weak, certainly, but the actors and actresses do a great deal after all.  For that matter, audiences will stand scenes of still wit — but they like to comprehend it; and the characters in The Way of the World, or most of them, represent a society whose attitude and speech are entirely ironical and paradoxical, a society of necessity but a small fraction of any community.  Some sort of study or some special experience is necessary to the enjoyment of such a set.  It is not the case of a few witticisms and paradoxes firing off at intervals, like crackers, from the mouths of one or two actors with whom the audience is taught to laugh as a matter of course: the vein is unbroken.  Now, literalness and common sense are the qualities of the average uninstructed spectator, and The Way of the World was high over the heads of its audience.

To come to details.  The tragedy of Lady Wishfort has often been remarked — the veritable tragedy of a lovesick old woman.  All the grotesque touches, her credulity, her vanity, her admirable dialect (‘as I’m a person!’), but serve to make the tragedy the more pitiable.  Either, therefore, our appreciation of satiric comedy is defective, or Congreve made a mistake.  To regard this poor old soul as mere comedy is to attain to an almost satanic height of contempt: the comedy is more than grim, it is savagely cruel.  To be pitiless, on the other hand, is a satirist’s virtue.  On the whole, we may reasonably say that the tragedy is not too keen in itself, but that it is too obviously indicated.  Witwoud is surely a great character?  The stage is alive with mirth when he is on it.  His entrance in the very first part of the play is delightful.  ‘Afford me your compassion, my dears; pity me, Fainall; Mirabell, pity me. . . . Fainall, how does your lady?  Gad, I say anything in the world to get this fellow out of my head.  I beg pardon that I should ask a man of pleasure, and the town, a question at once so foreign and domestic.  But I talk like an old maid at a marriage, I don’t know what I say.’  But one might quote for ever.  Witwoud, almost as much as Millamant herself, is an eternal type.  His little exclamations, his assurance of sympathy, his terror of the commonplace — surely one knows them well?  His tolerance of any impertinence, lest he should be thought to have misunderstood a jest, is a great distinction.  But Congreve’s gibe in the dedication at the critics, who failed ‘to distinguish betwixt the character of a Witwoud and a Truewit,’ is hardly fair: as Dryden said of Etherege’s Sir Fopling, he is ‘a fool so nicely writ, The ladies might mistake him for a wit.’  Then, Millamant is the ultimate expression of those who, having all the material goods which nature and civilisation can give, live on paradoxes and artifices.  Her insolence is the inoffensive insolence only possible to the well-bred.  ‘O ay, letters, — I had letters, — I am persecuted with letters, — I hate letters, — nobody knows how to write letters; and yet one has ’em, one does not know why, — they serve one to pin up one’s hair.’  ‘Beauty the lover’s gift! — Lord, what is a lover, that it can give?  Why one makes lovers as fast as one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, and they die as soon as one pleases; and then if one pleases one makes more.’

In parts of its characterisation The Way of the World is extremely bold in observation, extremely careless of literary types and traditions.  Mrs. Fainall, a woman who is the friend, and assists in the intrigues, of a man who has ceased to be her lover, is most unconventionally human.  Of all the inimitable scenes, that in which Millamant and Mirabell make their conditions of marriage is perhaps the most unquestionable triumph.  ‘Let us never visit together, nor go to a play together, but let us be very strange and well-bred’ — there is its keynote.  The dialogue is as sure and perfect in diction, in balance of phrases, and in musical effectiveness as can be conceived, and for all its care is absolutely free in its gaiety.  It is the ultimate expression of the joys of the artificial.  As for the prologue, it is an invitation to the dullards to damn the play, and is anything but serenely confident.  The dedication, to ‘Ralph, Earl of Mountague,’ has an interesting fact: it tells us that the comedy was written immediately after staying with him, ‘in your retirement last summer from the town,’ and pays a tribute to the influence of the society the dramatist met there.  ‘Vous y voyez partout,’ said Voltaire of Congreve, ‘le langage des honnêtes gens avec des actions de fripon; ce qui prouve qu’il connaissait bien son monde, et qu’il vivait dans ce qu’on appelle la bonne compagnie.’

The want of dramatic skill which has been alleged against Congreve is simply a question of construction — of the construction of his plays as a whole.  His plots hang fire, are difficult to follow, and are not worth remembering.  But many things besides go to the making of good plays, and few playwrights have had all the theatrical virtues.  Do we not pardon a lack of incident in a novel of character?  In this connexion it is worth while to contrast Congreve with Sheridan, who in the matter of construction was a far abler craftsman.  But is there not in the elder poet enough to turn the scale, even the theatrical scale, ten times over?  Compare the petty indignation, with which the dramatist of The School for Scandal deals with his scandalmongers, and the amused indifference of Congreve towards the cabalists in The Way of the World.  Or take any hero of Congreve’s and contrast him with that glorification of vulgar lavishness and canting generosity, that very barmaid’s hero, Charles Surface.  It is all very well to say that Joseph is the real hero; but Sheridan made it natural for the stupid sentimentality of later days to make him the villain, and Congreve would have made it impossible.  Of wit (of course) there is more in a scene of Congreve than in a play of Sheridan.  Moreover, faulty in construction as his main plots are, in detail his construction is often admirable: as in play of character upon character, in countless opportunities for delightful archness and cruelty in the women, for the display of every comic emotion in the men.  He lived in the playhouse, and his characters, true to life though they be, have about them as it were an ideal essence of the boards.  With Hazlitt, ‘I would rather have seen Mrs. Abington’s Millamant than any Rosalind that ever appeared on the stage.’  A lover and a constant frequenter of the theatre — albeit the plays he sees bore him to death — cannot, in reading Congreve, choose but see the glances and hear the intonations of imaginary players.

VI.
 

Congreve’s choice of material has been defended at an early stage of these remarks.  There is the further and more interesting question of his point of view, his attitude towards it.  Mr. Henley speaks of his ‘deliberate and unmitigable baseness of morality.’  Differing with deference, I think it may be shown that his attitude is a pose merely, and an artistic and quite innocent pose.  It is the amusing pose of the boyish cynic turned into an artistic convention.  The lines:

‘He alone won’t betray in whom none will confide,
And the nymph may be chaste that has never been tried:’
 

which conclude the characteristic song in the third act of Love for Love, are typical of his attitude.  Does anybody suppose that an intelligent man of the world meant that sentiment in all seriousness?

‘Nothing’s new besides our faces,
Every woman is the same’ — 
 

those lines (in his first play), which seemed so shocking to Thackeray, what more do they express than the green cynicism of youth?  When Mr. Leslie Stephen speaks of his ‘gush of cynical sentiment,’ he speaks unsympathetically, but the phrase, to be an enemy’s, is just.  It is cynical sentiment, and the hostility comes from taking it seriously.  I think it the most artistic attitude for a writer of gay, satiric comedies, and that its very excess should prevent its being taken for more than a convention.  We are not called upon to see satiric comedies all day long, and the question, everlastingly asked by implication of every work of art— ‘Would you like to live with it?’ — is here, as in most other cases, irrelevant.  One is reminded that there is more in life than intrigues and cynical comments on them.  And one is inclined to put the questions in answer: ‘Does a man who really feels the sorrowful things of life, its futile endeavours and piteous separations, find relief in seeing his emotions mimicked on the stage in a ‘wholesome’ play of sentiment with a happy ending?  Is he not rather comforted by the distractions of cheerful frivolity, of conventional denial of his pains?’  The demand is as inartistic and irrelevant as the criticism which suggested it, but it returns a sufficient reply.  It does not touch the ‘catharsis’ of tragedy, which is another matter.  For the rest, Congreve’s attitude, cynicism apart, is an attitude of irony and superiority over common emotions, the attitude, artificial and inoffensive, of the society he depicts in his greatest play.  He enjoys the humours of his puppets, he s never angry with them.  It is the attitude of an artist in expounding human nature, of an expert in observation of life: an attitude attainable but by very few, and disliked as a rule by the rest, who want to clap or to hiss — who can laugh but who cannot smile.

VII.
 

When Congreve left the stage, said Dennis the critic, ‘comedy left it with him.’  Vanburgh and Farquhar were left to expound comedy of manners, the one with a vigorous gusto, the other with a romantic gaiety.  The peculiar perfume of The Way of the World was given to neither, yet they wrote comedy of manners.  But if Congreve left colleagues, he left no sons, and most certainly, one may say, that when those colleagues died, English comedy took to her bed.  ‘The Comic Muse, long sick, is now a-dying,’ wrote Garrick in his prologue to She Stoops to Conquer, and she had not to apologise, like Charles the Second, for the unconscionable time she was about it.  It is a little crude to attribute her demise to Jeremy Collier and his Short View — a block painted to look like a thunderbolt.  It is not a matter of decency, of alteration or improvement in manners.  A comedy might be wholly Congrevean without a coarse word from beginning to end.  It is a matter of the exclusion (not the stultification), the suspension of moral prepossessions, the absence of sympathetic sentimentalism, the habit of shirking nothing and smiling at all things.  These qualities are not characteristic of the average Englishman.  Now, satiric comedy did not in its initiation depend upon the average Englishman.  It took its cue from the court of Charles the Second, who — with a dash of thoroughly English humour — was more than half-French in temperament, and attracted to himself all that was artistically frivolous in his kingdom.  Questions of decency and morality — which after all are not perpetually amusing — apart, the social spirit typified in this exceptional king is one of sceptical humour and ironical smiles: it takes common emotions for granted — is bored by them, in fact — and is a foe to sentimentality and gush and virtuously happy endings.  It was the spirit of Charles the Second that inspired English comedy, and inspired it most thoroughly in Congreve but a few years after Charles’s death.  Under changed conditions, one is apt to underestimate the influence of the Court upon the Town two hundred years ago.  Well, the Georges became our defenders of the faith, and they hated ‘boets and bainters.’  English comedy was thrown back upon the patronage and the inspiration of average England, and up to the time of writing has shown few signs of recovery.  Of course, the decay was gradual: you may see it at a most interesting stage in The School for Scandal, a comedy of manners with a strong dash of common sentimentality.  It would be just possible, one conceives, to play The School for Scandal as Charles Lamb says he saw it played, with Joseph for a hero, as a comedy of manners: you can just imagine Sir Peter as a sort of Sir Paul Plyant, and as not played to raise a lump in your throat.  But Sheridan made it a difficult task.  Perhaps you may see the evil influence at its worst in the so-called comedies which were our glory twenty-five years ago: in such a play as Caste, an even river of sloppy sentiment, where the acme of chivalrous delicacy is to refrain from lighting a cigarette in a woman’s presence, where the triumph of humour is for a guardsman to take a kettle off the fire, and where the character of Eccles shows what excellent comedy the author might (alas!) have written.

One is fain to ask if the spirit of Congrevean comedy will ever come back to our stage.  An echo of it has been heard in dialogue once or twice in the last few years: not a trace has been seen in action.  And yet we permit our dramatists a pretty wide range of subjects.  We allow the subjects: it is the Congrevean attitude towards them which we should condemn.  But the stage would be all the merrier if we could only understand that that attitude is harmless; that to see the humorous aspect of a thing is not to ignore the pathetic or the sociological; and that we should return all the heartier to our serious and sentimental considerations of the problems of life for allowing them to be laughed at for an evening at a comedy.  Meantime we can read the book.

G. S. STREET.
  


THE OLD BACHELOR. A COMEDY

Quem tulit ad scenam ventoso Gloria curru,
Exanimat lentus spectator; sedulus inflat:
Sic leve, sic parvum est, animum quod laudis avarum
Subruit, and reficit.
 

 — Horat.  Epist. i. lib. ii.
  


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES, LORD CLIFFORD OF LANESBOROUGH, ETC.

My Lord, — It is with a great deal of pleasure that I lay hold on this first occasion which the accidents of my life have given me of writing to your lordship: for since at the same time I write to all the world, it will be a means of publishing (what I would have everybody know) the respect and duty which I owe and pay to you.  I have so much inclination to be yours that I need no other engagement.  But the particular ties by which I am bound to your lordship and family have put it out of my power to make you any compliment, since all offers of myself will amount to no more than an honest acknowledgment, and only shew a willingness in me to be grateful.

I am very near wishing that it were not so much my interest to be your lordship’s servant, that it might be more my merit; not that I would avoid being obliged to you, but I would have my own choice to run me into the debt: that I might have it to boast, I had distinguished a man to whom I would be glad to be obliged, even without the hopes of having it in my power ever to make him a return.

It is impossible for me to come near your lordship in any kind and not to receive some favour; and while in appearance I am only making an acknowledgment (with the usual underhand dealing of the world) I am at the same time insinuating my own interest.  I cannot give your lordship your due, without tacking a bill of my own privileges.  ’Tis true, if a man never committed a folly, he would never stand in need of a protection.  But then power would have nothing to do, and good nature no occasion to show itself; and where those qualities are, ’tis pity they should want objects to shine upon.  I must confess this is no reason why a man should do an idle thing, nor indeed any good excuse for it when done; yet it reconciles the uses of such authority and goodness to the necessities of our follies, and is a sort of poetical logic, which at this time I would make use of, to argue your lordship into a protection of this play.  It is the first offence I have committed in this kind, or indeed, in any kind of poetry, though not the first made public, and therefore I hope will the more easily be pardoned.  But had it been acted, when it was first written, more might have been said in its behalf: ignorance of the town and stage would then have been excuses in a young writer, which now almost four years’ experience will scarce allow of.  Yet I must declare myself sensible of the good nature of the town, in receiving this play so kindly, with all its faults, which I must own were, for the most part, very industriously covered by the care of the players; for I think scarce a character but received all the advantage it would admit of from the justness of the action.

As for the critics, my lord, I have nothing to say to, or against, any of them of any kind: from those who make just exceptions, to those who find fault in the wrong place.  I will only make this general answer in behalf of my play (an answer which Epictetus advises every man to make for himself to his censurers), viz.: ‘That if they who find some faults in it, were as intimate with it as I am, they would find a great many more.’  This is a confession, which I needed not to have made; but however, I can draw this use from it to my own advantage: that I think there are no faults in it but what I do know; which, as I take it, is the first step to an amendment.

Thus I may live in hopes (sometime or other) of making the town amends; but you, my lord, I never can, though I am ever your lordship’s most obedient and most humble servant,

WILL. CONGREVE.
  


TO MR. CONGREVE.

When virtue in pursuit of fame appears,
And forward shoots the growth beyond the years.
We timely court the rising hero’s cause,
And on his side the poet wisely draws,
Bespeaking him hereafter by applause.
The days will come, when we shall all receive
Returning interest from what now we give,
Instructed and supported by that praise
And reputation which we strive to raise.
Nature so coy, so hardly to be wooed,
Flies, like a mistress, but to be pursued.
O Congreve! boldly follow on the chase:
She looks behind and wants thy strong embrace:
She yields, she yields, surrenders all her charms,
Do you but force her gently to your arms:
Such nerves, such graces, in your lines appear,
As you were made to be her ravisher.
Dryden has long extended his command,
By right divine, quite through the muses’ land,
Absolute lord; and holding now from none,
But great Apollo, his undoubted crown.
That empire settled, and grown old in power
Can wish for nothing but a successor:
Not to enlarge his limits, but maintain
Those provinces, which he alone could gain.
His eldest Wycherly, in wise retreat,
Thought it not worth his quiet to be great.
Loose, wand’ring Etherege, in wild pleasures tost,
And foreign int’rests, to his hopes long lost:
Poor Lee and Otway dead!  Congreve appears,
The darling, and last comfort of his years.
May’st thou live long in thy great master’s smiles,
And growing under him, adorn these isles.
But when — when part of him (be that but late)
His body yielding must submit to fate,
Leaving his deathless works and thee behind
(The natural successor of his mind),
Then may’st thou finish what he has begun:
Heir to his merit, be in fame his son.
What thou hast done, shews all is in thy pow’r,
And to write better, only must write more.
’Tis something to be willing to commend;
But my best praise is, that I am your friend,
 

THO. SOUTHERNE.
  


TO MR. CONGREVE.

The danger’s great in these censorious days,
When critics are so rife to venture praise:
When the infectious and ill-natured brood
Behold, and damn the work, because ’tis good,
And with a proud, ungenerous spirit, try
To pass an ostracism on poetry.
But you, my friend, your worth does safely bear
Above their spleen; you have no cause for fear;
Like a well-mettled hawk, you took your flight
Quite out of reach, and almost out of sight.
As the strong sun, in a fair summer’s day,
You rise, and drive the mists and clouds away,
The owls and bats, and all the birds of prey.
Each line of yours, like polished steel’s so hard,
In beauty safe, it wants no other guard.
Nature herself’s beholden to your dress,
Which though still like, much fairer you express.
Some vainly striving honour to obtain,
Leave to their heirs the traffic of their brain:
Like China under ground, the ripening ware,
In a long time, perhaps grows worth our care.
But you now reap the fame, so well you’ve sown;
The planter tastes his fruit to ripeness grown.
As a fair orange-tree at once is seen
Big with what’s ripe, yet springing still with green,
So at one time, my worthy friend appears,
With all the sap of youth, and weight of years.
Accept my pious love, as forward zeal,
Which though it ruins me I can’t conceal:
Exposed to censure for my weak applause,
I’m pleased to suffer in so just a cause;
And though my offering may unworthy prove,
Take, as a friend, the wishes of my love.
 

J. MARSH.
  


TO MR. CONGREVE, ON HIS PLAY CALLED THE OLD BACHELOR.

Wit, like true gold, refined from all allay,
Immortal is, and never can decay:
’Tis in all times and languages the same,
Nor can an ill translation quench the flame:
For, though the form and fashion don’t remain,
The intrinsic value still it will retain.
Then let each studied scene be writ with art,
And judgment sweat to form the laboured part.
Each character be just, and nature seem:
Without th’ ingredient, wit, ’tis all but phlegm:
For that’s the soul, which all the mass must move,
And wake our passions into grief or love.
But you, too bounteous, sow your wit so thick,
We are surprised, and know not where to pick;
And while with clapping we are just to you,
Ourselves we injure, and lose something new.
What mayn’t we then, great youth, of thee presage,
Whose art and wit so much transcend thy age?
How wilt thou shine at thy meridian height,
Who, at thy rising, giv’st so vast a light?
When Dryden dying shall the world deceive,
Whom we immortal, as his works, believe,
Thou shalt succeed, the glory of the stage,
Adorn and entertain the coming age.
 

BEVIL. HIGGONS.
  


PROLOGUE INTENDED FOR THE OLD BACHELOR.

Written by the Lord Falkland.
 

Most authors on the stage at first appear
Like widows’ bridegrooms, full of doubt and fear:
They judge, from the experience of the dame,
How hard a task it is to quench her flame;
And who falls short of furnishing a course
Up to his brawny predecessor’s force,
With utmost rage from her embraces thrown,
Remains convicted as an empty drone.
Thus often, to his shame, a pert beginner
Proves in the end a miserable sinner.
   As for our youngster, I am apt to doubt him,
With all the vigour of his youth about him;
But he, more sanguine, trusts in one and twenty,
And impudently hopes he shall content you:
For though his bachelor be worn and cold,
He thinks the young may club to help the old,
And what alone can be achieved by neither,
Is often brought about by both together.
The briskest of you all have felt alarms,
Finding the fair one prostitute her charms
With broken sighs, in her old fumbler’s arms:
But for our spark, he swears he’ll ne’er be jealous
Of any rivals, but young lusty fellows.
Faith, let him try his chance, and if the slave,
After his bragging, prove a washy knave,
May he be banished to some lonely den
And never more have leave to dip his pen.
But if he be the champion he pretends,
Both sexes sure will join to be his friends,
For all agree, where all can have their ends.
And you must own him for a man of might,
If he holds out to please you the third night.
 
  


PROLOGUE.

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle.
 

How this vile world is changed!  In former days
Prologues were serious speeches before plays,
Grave, solemn things, as graces are to feasts,
Where poets begged a blessing from their guests.
But now no more like suppliants we come;
A play makes war, and prologue is the drum.
Armed with keen satire and with pointed wit,
We threaten you who do for judges sit,
To save our plays, or else we’ll damn your pit.
But for your comfort, it falls out to-day,
We’ve a young author and his first-born play;
So, standing only on his good behaviour,
He’s very civil, and entreats your favour.
Not but the man has malice, would he show it,
But on my conscience he’s a bashful poet;
You think that strange — no matter, he’ll outgrow it.
Well, I’m his advocate: by me he prays you
(I don’t know whether I shall speak to please you),
He prays — O bless me! what shall I do now?
Hang me if I know what he prays, or how!
And ’twas the prettiest prologue as he wrote it!
Well, the deuce take me, if I han’t forgot it.
O Lord, for heav’n’s sake excuse the play,
Because, you know, if it be damned to-day,
I shall be hanged for wanting what to say.
For my sake then — but I’m in such confusion,
I cannot stay to hear your resolution.
 

[Runs off.]
  


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

MEN.
 

Heartwell, a surly old bachelor, pretending to slight women, secretly in love with Silvia

Bellmour, in love with Belinda

Vainlove, capricious in his love; in love with Araminta

Sharper

Sir Joseph Wittol

Captain Bluffe

Fondlewife, a banker

Setter, a pimp

Servant to Fondlewife.

WOMEN.
 

Araminta, in love with Vainlove

Belinda, her cousin, an affected lady, in love with Bellmour

Lætitia, wife to Fondlewife

Sylvia, Vainlove’s forsaken mistress

Lucy, her maid

Betty.  

Boy and Footmen.

Scene: London.
  


ACT I.
  


SCENE I.

SCENE: The Street.
 

Bellmour and Vainlove meeting.
 

BELL.  Vainlove, and abroad so early!  Good-morrow; I thought a contemplative lover could no more have parted with his bed in a morning than he could have slept in’t.
 

VAIN.  Bellmour, good-morrow.  Why, truth on’t is, these early sallies are not usual to me; but business, as you see, sir — [Showing Letters.]  And business must be followed, or be lost.
 

BELL.  Business!  And so must time, my friend, be close pursued, or lost.  Business is the rub of life, perverts our aim, casts off the bias, and leaves us wide and short of the intended mark.
 

VAIN.  Pleasure, I guess you mean.
 

BELL.  Ay; what else has meaning?
 

VAIN.  Oh, the wise will tell you — 
 

BELL.  More than they believe — or understand.
 

VAIN.  How, how, Ned!  A wise man say more than he understands?
 

BELL.  Ay, ay!  Wisdom’s nothing but a pretending to know and believe more than we really do.  You read of but one wise man, and all that he knew was, that he knew nothing.  Come, come, leave business to idlers and wisdom to fools; they have need of ’em.  Wit be my faculty, and pleasure my occupation; and let Father Time shake his glass.  Let low and earthly souls grovel till they have worked themselves six foot deep into a grave.  Business is not my element — I roll in a higher orb, and dwell — 
 

VAIN.  In castles i’ th’ air of thy own building.  That’s thy element, Ned.  Well, as high a flier as you are, I have a lure may make you stoop.  [Flings a Letter.]
 

BELL.  I, marry, sir, I have a hawk’s eye at a woman’s hand.  There’s more elegancy in the false spelling of this superscription [takes up the Letter] than in all Cicero.  Let me see. — How now! — Dear perfidious Vainlove.  [Reads.]
 

VAIN.  Hold, hold, ‘slife, that’s the wrong.
 

BELL.  Nay, let’s see the name — Sylvia! — how canst thou be ungrateful to that creature?  She’s extremely pretty, and loves thee entirely — I have heard her breathe such raptures about thee — 
 

VAIN.  Ay, or anybody that she’s about — 
 

BELL.  No, faith, Frank, you wrong her; she has been just to you.
 

VAIN.  That’s pleasant, by my troth, from thee, who hast had her.
 

BELL.  Never — her affections.  ’Tis true, by heaven: she owned it to my face; and, blushing like the virgin morn when it disclosed the cheat which that trusty bawd of nature, night, had hid, confessed her soul was true to you; though I by treachery had stolen the bliss.
 

VAIN.  So was true as turtle — in imagination — Ned, ha?  Preach this doctrine to husbands, and the married women will adore thee.
 

BELL.  Why, faith, I think it will do well enough, if the husband be out of the way, for the wife to show her fondness and impatience of his absence by choosing a lover as like him as she can; and what is unlike, she may help out with her own fancy.
 

VAIN.  But is it not an abuse to the lover to be made a blind of?
 

BELL.  As you say, the abuse is to the lover, not the husband.  For ’tis an argument of her great zeal towards him, that she will enjoy him in effigy.
 

VAIN.  It must be a very superstitious country where such zeal passes for true devotion.  I doubt it will be damned by all our Protestant husbands for flat idolatry.  But, if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of your persuasion, this letter will be needless.
 

BELL.  What!  The old banker with the handsome wife?
 

VAIN.  Ay.
 

BELL.  Let me see — Lætitia!  Oh, ’tis a delicious morsel.  Dear Frank, thou art the truest friend in the world.
 

VAIN.  Ay, am I not?  To be continually starting of hares for you to course.  We were certainly cut out for one another; for my temper quits an amour just where thine takes it up.  But read that; it is an appointment for me, this evening — when Fondlewife will be gone out of town, to meet the master of a ship, about the return of a venture which he’s in danger of losing.  Read, read.
 

BELL.  [reads.]  Hum, Hum — Out of town this evening, and talks of sending for Mr. Spintext to keep me company; but I’ll take care he shall not be at home.  Good!  Spintext!  Oh, the fanatic one-eyed parson!
 

VAIN.  Ay.
 

BELL.  [reads.]  Hum, Hum — That your conversation will be much more agreeable, if you can counterfeit his habit to blind the servants.  Very good!  Then I must be disguised? — With all my heart! — It adds a gusto to an amour; gives it the greater resemblance of theft; and, among us lewd mortals, the deeper the sin the sweeter.  Frank, I’m amazed at thy good nature — 
 

VAIN.  Faith, I hate love when ’tis forced upon a man, as I do wine.  And this business is none of my seeking; I only happened to be, once or twice, where Lætitia was the handsomest woman in company; so, consequently, applied myself to her — and it seems she has taken me at my word.  Had you been there, or anybody, ‘t had been the same.
 

BELL.  I wish I may succeed as the same.
 

VAIN.  Never doubt it; for if the spirit of cuckoldom be once raised up in a woman, the devil can’t lay it, until she has done’t.
 

BELL.  Prithee, what sort of fellow is Fondlewife?
 

VAIN.  A kind of mongrel zealot, sometimes very precise and peevish.  But I have seen him pleasant enough in his way; much addicted to jealousy, but more to fondness; so that as he is often jealous without a cause, he’s as often satisfied without reason.
 

BELL.  A very even temper, and fit for my purpose.  I must get your man Setter to provide my disguise.
 

VAIN.  Ay; you may take him for good and all, if you will, for you have made him fit for nobody else.  Well — 
 

BELL.  You’re going to visit in return of Sylvia’s letter.  Poor rogue!  Any hour of the day or night will serve her.  But do you know nothing of a new rival there?
 

VAIN.  Yes; Heartwell — that surly, old, pretended woman-hater — thinks her virtuous; that’s one reason why I fail her.  I would have her fret herself out of conceit with me, that she may entertain some thoughts of him.  I know he visits her every day.
 

BELL.  Yet rails on still, and thinks his love unknown to us.  A little time will swell him so, he must be forced to give it birth; and the discovery must needs be very pleasant from himself, to see what pains he will take, and how he will strain to be delivered of a secret, when he has miscarried of it already.
 

VAIN.  Well, good-morrow.  Let’s dine together; I’ll meet at the old place.
 

BELL.  With all my heart.  It lies convenient for us to pay our afternoon services to our mistresses.  I find I am damnably in love, I’m so uneasy for not having seen Belinda yesterday.
 

VAIN.  But I saw my Araminta, yet am as impatient.
 
  


SCENE II.

Bellmour alone.
 

BELL.  Why, what a cormorant in love am I!  Who, not contented with the slavery of honourable love in one place, and the pleasure of enjoying some half a score mistresses of my own acquiring, must yet take Vainlove’s business upon my hands, because it lay too heavy upon his; so am not only forced to lie with other men’s wives for ’em, but must also undertake the harder task of obliging their mistresses.  I must take up, or I shall never hold out.  Flesh and blood cannot bear it always.
 
  


SCENE III.

[To him] Sharper.
 

SHARP.  I’m sorry to see this, Ned.  Once a man comes to his soliloquies, I give him for gone.
 

BELL.  Sharper, I’m glad to see thee.
 

SHARP.  What! is Belinda cruel, that you are so thoughtful?
 

BELL.  No, faith, not for that.  But there’s a business of consequence fallen out to-day that requires some consideration.
 

SHARP.  Prithee, what mighty business of consequence canst thou have?
 

BELL.  Why, you must know, ’tis a piece of work toward the finishing of an alderman.  It seems I must put the last hand to it, and dub him cuckold, that he may be of equal dignity with the rest of his brethren: so I must beg Belinda’s pardon.
 

SHARP.  Faith, e’en give her over for good and all; you can have no hopes of getting her for a mistress; and she is too proud, too inconstant, too affected and too witty, and too handsome for a wife.
 

BELL.  But she can’t have too much money.  There’s twelve thousand pound, Tom.  ’Tis true she is excessively foppish and affected; but in my conscience I believe the baggage loves me: for she never speaks well of me herself, nor suffers anybody else to rail at me.  Then, as I told you, there’s twelve thousand pound.  Hum!  Why, faith, upon second thoughts, she does not appear to be so very affected neither. — Give her her due, I think the woman’s a woman, and that’s all.  As such, I’m sure I shall like her; for the devil take me if I don’t love all the sex.
 

SHARP.  And here comes one who swears as heartily he hates all the sex.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Heartwell.
 

BELL.  Who?  Heartwell?  Ay, but he knows better things.  How now, George, where hast thou been snarling odious truths, and entertaining company, like a physician, with discourse of their diseases and infirmities?  What fine lady hast thou been putting out of conceit with herself, and persuading that the face she had been making all the morning was none of her own?  For I know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a woman as a looking-glass after the smallpox.
 

HEART.  I confess I have not been sneering fulsome lies and nauseous flattery; fawning upon a little tawdry whore, that will fawn upon me again, and entertain any puppy that comes, like a tumbler, with the same tricks over and over.  For such, I guess, may have been your late employment.
 

BELL.  Would thou hadst come a little sooner.  Vainlove would have wrought thy conversion, and been a champion for the cause.
 

HEART.  What! has he been here?  That’s one of love’s April fools; is always upon some errand that’s to no purpose; ever embarking in adventures, yet never comes to harbour.
 

SHARP.  That’s because he always sets out in foul weather, loves to buffet with the winds, meet the tide, and sail in the teeth of opposition.
 

HEART.  What!  Has he not dropt anchor at Araminta?
 

BELL.  Truth on’t is she fits his temper best, is a kind of floating island; sometimes seems in reach, then vanishes and keeps him busied in the search.
 

SHARP.  She had need have a good share of sense to manage so capricious a lover.
 

BELL.  Faith I don’t know, he’s of a temper the most easy to himself in the world; he takes as much always of an amour as he cares for, and quits it when it grows stale or unpleasant.
 

SHARP.  An argument of very little passion, very good understanding, and very ill nature.
 

HEART.  And proves that Vainlove plays the fool with discretion.
 

SHARP.  You, Bellmour, are bound in gratitude to stickle for him; you with pleasure reap that fruit, which he takes pains to sow: he does the drudgery in the mine, and you stamp your image on the gold.
 

BELL.  He’s of another opinion, and says I do the drudgery in the mine.  Well, we have each our share of sport, and each that which he likes best; ’tis his diversion to set, ’tis mine to cover the partridge.
 

HEART.  And it should be mine to let ’em go again.
 

SHARP.  Not till you had mouthed a little, George.  I think that’s all thou art fit for now.
 

HEART.  Good Mr. Young-Fellow, you’re mistaken; as able as yourself, and as nimble, too, though I mayn’t have so much mercury in my limbs; ’tis true, indeed, I don’t force appetite, but wait the natural call of my lust, and think it time enough to be lewd after I have had the temptation.
 

BELL.  Time enough, ay, too soon, I should rather have expected, from a person of your gravity.
 

HEART.  Yet it is oftentimes too late with some of you young, termagant, flashy sinners — you have all the guilt of the intention, and none of the pleasure of the practice— ’tis true you are so eager in pursuit of the temptation, that you save the devil the trouble of leading you into it.  Nor is it out of discretion that you don’t swallow that very hook yourselves have baited, but you are cloyed with the preparative, and what you mean for a whet, turns the edge of your puny stomachs.  Your love is like your courage, which you show for the first year or two upon all occasions; till in a little time, being disabled or disarmed, you abate of your vigour; and that daring blade which was so often drawn, is bound to the peace for ever after.
 

BELL.  Thou art an old fornicator of a singular good principle indeed, and art for encouraging youth, that they may be as wicked as thou art at thy years.
 

HEART.  I am for having everybody be what they pretend to be: a whoremaster be a whoremaster, and not like Vainlove, kiss a lap-dog with passion, when it would disgust him from the lady’s own lips.
 

BELL.  That only happens sometimes, where the dog has the sweeter breath, for the more cleanly conveyance.  But, George, you must not quarrel with little gallantries of this nature: women are often won by ’em.  Who would refuse to kiss a lap-dog, if it were preliminary to the lips of his lady?
 

SHARP.  Or omit playing with her fan, and cooling her if she were hot, when it might entitle him to the office of warming her when she should be cold?
 

BELL.  What is it to read a play in a rainy day?  Though you should be now and then interrupted in a witty scene, and she perhaps preserve her laughter, till the jest were over; even that may be borne with, considering the reward in prospect.
 

HEART.  I confess you that are women’s asses bear greater burdens: are forced to undergo dressing, dancing, singing, sighing, whining, rhyming, flattering, lying, grinning, cringing, and the drudgery of loving to boot.
 

BELL.  O brute, the drudgery of loving!
 

HEART.  Ay!  Why, to come to love through all these incumbrances is like coming to an estate overcharged with debts, which, by the time you have paid, yields no further profit than what the bare tillage and manuring of the land will produce at the expense of your own sweat.
 

BELL.  Prithee, how dost thou love?
 

SHARP.  He!  He hates the sex.
 

HEART.  So I hate physic too — yet I may love to take it for my health.
 

BELL.  Well come off, George, if at any time you should be taken straying.
 

SHARP.  He has need of such an excuse, considering the present state of his body.
 

HEART.  How d’ye mean?
 

SHARP.  Why, if whoring be purging, as you call it, then, I may say, marriage is entering into a course of physic.
 

BELL.  How, George!  Does the wind blow there?
 

HEART.  It will as soon blow north and by south — marry, quotha!  I hope in heaven I have a greater portion of grace, and I think I have baited too many of those traps to be caught in one myself.
 

BELL.  Who the devil would have thee? unless ‘twere an oysterwoman to propagate young fry for Billingsgate — thy talent will never recommend thee to anything of better quality.
 

HEART.  My talent is chiefly that of speaking truth, which I don’t expect should ever recommend me to people of quality.  I thank heaven I have very honestly purchased the hatred of all the great families in town.
 

SHARP.  And you in return of spleen hate them.  But could you hope to be received into the alliance of a noble family — 
 

HEART.  No; I hope I shall never merit that affliction, to be punished with a wife of birth, be a stag of the first head and bear my horns aloft, like one of the supporters of my wife’s coat.  S’death I would not be a Cuckold to e’er an illustrious whore in England.
 

BELL.  What, not to make your family, man and provide for your children?
 

SHARP.  For her children, you mean.
 

HEART.  Ay, there you’ve nicked it.  There’s the devil upon devil.  Oh, the pride and joy of heart ’twould be to me to have my son and heir resemble such a duke; to have a fleering coxcomb scoff and cry, ‘Mr. your son’s mighty like his Grace, has just his smile and air of’s face.’  Then replies another, ‘Methinks he has more of the Marquess of such a place about his nose and eyes, though he has my Lord what-d’ye-call’s mouth to a tittle.’  Then I, to put it off as unconcerned, come chuck the infant under the chin, force a smile, and cry, ‘Ay, the boy takes after his mother’s relations,’ when the devil and she knows ’tis a little compound of the whole body of nobility.
 

BELL+SHARP.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

BELL.  Well, but, George, I have one question to ask you — 
 

HEART.  Pshaw, I have prattled away my time.  I hope you are in no haste for an answer, for I shan’t stay now.  [Looking on his watch.]
 

BELL.  Nay, prithee, George — 
 

HEART.  No; besides my business, I see a fool coming this way.  Adieu.
 
  


SCENE V.

Sharper, Bellmour.
 

BELL.  What does he mean?  Oh, ’tis Sir Joseph Wittoll with his friend; but I see he has turned the corner and goes another way.
 

SHARP.  What in the name of wonder is it?
 

BELL.  Why, a fool.
 

SHARP.  ’Tis a tawdry outside.
 

BELL.  And a very beggarly lining — yet he may be worth your acquaintance; a little of thy chymistry, Tom, may extract gold from that dirt.
 

SHARP.  Say you so?  ‘Faith I am as poor as a chymist, and would be as industrious.  But what was he that followed him?  Is not he a dragon that watches those golden pippins?
 

BELL.  Hang him, no, he a dragon!  If he be, ’tis a very peaceful one.  I can ensure his anger dormant; or should he seem to rouse, ’tis but well lashing him, and he will sleep like a top.
 

SHARP.  Ay, is he of that kidney?
 

BELL.  Yet is adored by that bigot, Sir Joseph Wittoll, as the image of valour.  He calls him his back, and indeed they are never asunder — yet, last night, I know not by what mischance, the knight was alone, and had fallen into the hands of some night-walkers, who, I suppose, would have pillaged him.  But I chanced to come by and rescued him, though I believe he was heartily frightened; for as soon as ever he was loose, he ran away without staying to see who had helped him.
 

SHARP.  Is that bully of his in the army?
 

BELL.  No; but is a pretender, and wears the habit of a soldier, which nowadays as often cloaks cowardice, as a black gown does atheism.  You must know he has been abroad — went purely to run away from a campaign; enriched himself with the plunder of a few oaths, and here vents them against the general, who, slighting men of merit, and preferring only those of interest, has made him quit the service.
 

SHARP.  Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own performance.
 

BELL.  Speaks miracles, is the drum to his own praise — the only implement of a soldier he resembles, like that, being full of blustering noise and emptiness — 
 

SHARP.  And like that, of no use but to be beaten.
 

BELL.  Right; but then the comparison breaks, for he will take a drubbing with as little noise as a pulpit cushion.
 

SHARP.  His name, and I have done?
 

BELL.  Why, that, to pass it current too, he has gilded with a title: he is called Capt. Bluffe.
 

SHARP.  Well, I’ll endeavour his acquaintance — you steer another course, are bound — 
 

For love’s island: I, for the golden coast.
May each succeed in what he wishes most.
 
  


ACT II.
  


SCENE I.

Sir Joseph Wittoll, Sharper following.
 

SHARP.  Sure that’s he, and alone.
 

SIR JO.  Um — Ay, this, this is the very damned place; the inhuman cannibals, the bloody-minded villains, would have butchered me last night.  No doubt they would have flayed me alive, have sold my skin, and devoured, etc.
 

SHARP.  How’s this!
 

SIR JO.  An it hadn’t been for a civil gentleman as came by and frighted ’em away — but, agad, I durst not stay to give him thanks.
 

SHARP.  This must be Bellmour he means.  Ha!  I have a thought — 
 

SIR JO.  Zooks, would the captain would come; the very remembrance makes me quake; agad, I shall never be reconciled to this place heartily.
 

SHARP.  ’Tis but trying, and being where I am at worst, now luck! — cursed fortune! this must be the place, this damned unlucky place — 
 

SIR JO.  Agad, and so ’tis.  Why, here has been more mischief done, I perceive.
 

SHARP.  No, ’tis gone, ’tis lost — ten thousand devils on that chance which drew me hither; ay, here, just here, this spot to me is hell; nothing to be found, but the despair of what I’ve lost.  [Looking about as in search.]
 

SIR JO.  Poor gentleman!  By the Lord Harry I’ll stay no longer, for I have found too — 
 

SHARP.  Ha! who’s that has found?  What have you found?  Restore it quickly, or by — 
 

SIR JO.  Not I, sir, not I; as I’ve a soul to be saved, I have found nothing but what has been to my loss, as I may say, and as you were saying, sir.
 

SHARP.  Oh, your servant, sir; you are safe, then, it seems.  ’Tis an ill wind that blows nobody good.  Well, you may rejoice over my ill fortune, since it paid the price of your ransom.
 

SIR JO.  I rejoice! agad, not I, sir: I’m very sorry for your loss, with all my heart, blood and guts, sir; and if you did but know me, you’d ne’er say I were so ill-natured.
 

SHARP.  Know you!  Why, can you be so ungrateful to forget me?
 

SIR JO.  O Lord, forget him!  No, no, sir, I don’t forget you — because I never saw your face before, agad.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

SHARP.  How!  [Angrily.]
 

SIR JO.  Stay, stay, sir, let me recollect — he’s a damned angry fellow — I believe I had better remember him, until I can get out of his sight; but out of sight out of mind, agad.  [Aside.]
 

SHARP.  Methought the service I did you last night, sir, in preserving you from those ruffians, might have taken better root in your shallow memory.
 

SIR JO.  Gads-daggers-belts-blades and scabbards, this is the very gentleman!  How shall I make him a return suitable to the greatness of his merit?  I had a pretty thing to that purpose, if he ha’n’t frighted it out of my memory.  Hem! hem! sir, I most submissively implore your pardon for my transgression of ingratitude and omission; having my entire dependence, sir, upon the superfluity of your goodness, which, like an inundation, will, I hope, totally immerge the recollection of my error, and leave me floating, in your sight, upon the full-blown bladders of repentance — by the help of which, I shall once more hope to swim into your favour.  [Bows.]
 

SHARP.  So-h, oh, sir, I am easily pacified, the acknowledgment of a gentleman — 
 

SIR JO.  Acknowledgment!  Sir, I am all over acknowledgment, and will not stick to show it in the greatest extremity by night or by day, in sickness or in health, winter or summer; all seasons and occasions shall testify the reality and gratitude of your superabundant humble servant, Sir Joseph Wittoll, knight.  Hem! hem!
 

SHARP.  Sir Joseph Wittoll?
 

SIR JO.  The same, sir, of Wittoll Hall in Comitatu Bucks.
 

SHARP.  Is it possible!  Then I am happy to have obliged the mirror of knighthood and pink of courtesie in the age.  Let me embrace you.
 

SIR JO.  O Lord, sir!
 

SHARP.  My loss I esteem as a trifle repaid with interest, since it has purchased me the friendship and acquaintance of the person in the world whose character I admire.
 

SIR JO.  You are only pleased to say so, sir.  But, pray, if I may be so bold, what is that loss you mention?
 

SHARP.  Oh, term it no longer so, sir.  In the scuffle last night I only dropt a bill of a hundred pound, which, I confess, I came half despairing to recover; but, thanks to my better fortune — 
 

SIR JO.  You have found it, sir, then, it seems; I profess I’m heartily glad — 
 

SHARP.  Sir, your humble servant.  I don’t question but you are, that you have so cheap an opportunity of expressing your gratitude and generosity, since the paying so trivial a sum will wholly acquit you and doubly engage me.
 

SIR JO.  What a dickens does he mean by a trivial sum?  [Aside.]  But ha’n’t you found it, sir!
 

SHARP.  No otherwise, I vow to Gad, but in my hopes in you, sir.
 

SIR JO.  Humh.
 

SHARP.  But that’s sufficient.  ‘Twere injustice to doubt the honour of Sir Joseph Wittoll.
 

SIR JO.  O Lord, sir.
 

SHARP.  You are above, I’m sure, a thought so low, to suffer me to lose what was ventured in your service; nay, ’twas in a manner paid down for your deliverance; ’twas so much lent you.  And you scorn, I’ll say that for you — 
 

SIR JO.  Nay, I’ll say that for myself, with your leave, sir, I do scorn a dirty thing.  But, agad, I’m a little out of pocket at present.
 

SHARP.  Pshaw, you can’t want a hundred pound.  Your word is sufficient anywhere.  ’Tis but borrowing so much dirt.  You have large acres, and can soon repay it.  Money is but dirt, Sir Joseph — mere dirt.
 

SIR JO.  But, I profess, ’tis a dirt I have washed my hands of at present; I have laid it all out upon my Back.
 

SHARP.  Are you so extravagant in clothes, Sir Joseph?
 

SIR JO.  Ha, ha, ha, a very good jest, I profess, ha, ha, ha, a very good jest, and I did not know that I had said it, and that’s a better jest than t’other.  ’Tis a sign you and I ha’n’t been long acquainted; you have lost a good jest for want of knowing me — I only mean a friend of mine whom I call my Back; he sticks as close to me, and follows me through all dangers — he is indeed back, breast, and head-piece, as it were, to me.  Agad, he’s a brave fellow.  Pauh, I am quite another thing when I am with him: I don’t fear the devil (bless us) almost if he be by.  Ah! had he been with me last night — 
 

SHARP.  If he had, sir, what then? he could have done no more, nor perhaps have suffered so much.  Had he a hundred pound to lose?  [Angrily.]
 

SIR JO.  O Lord, sir, by no means, but I might have saved a hundred pound: I meant innocently, as I hope to be saved, sir (a damned hot fellow), only, as I was saying, I let him have all my ready money to redeem his great sword from limbo.  But, sir, I have a letter of credit to Alderman Fondlewife, as far as two hundred pound, and this afternoon you shall see I am a person, such a one as you would wish to have met with — 
 

SHARP.  That you are, I’ll be sworn.  [Aside.]  Why, that’s great and like yourself.
 
  


SCENE II.

[To them] Captain Bluffe.
 

SIR JO.  Oh, here a’ comes — Ay, my Hector of Troy, welcome, my bully, my Back; agad, my heart has gone a pit pat for thee.
 

BLUFF.  How now, my young knight?  Not for fear, I hope; he that knows me must be a stranger to fear.
 

SIR JO.  Nay, agad, I hate fear ever since I had like to have died of a fright.  But — 
 

BLUFF.  But?  Look you here, boy, here’s your antidote, here’s your Jesuits’ powder for a shaking fit.  But who hast thou got with thee? is he of mettle?  [Laying his hand upon his sword.]
 

SIR JO.  Ay, bully, a devilish smart fellow: ‘a will fight like a cock.
 

BLUFF.  Say you so?  Then I honour him.  But has he been abroad? for every cock will fight upon his own dunghill.
 

SIR JO.  I don’t know, but I’ll present you — 
 

BLUFF.  I’ll recommend myself.  Sir, I honour you; I understand you love fighting, I reverence a man that loves fighting.  Sir, I kiss your hilts.
 

SHARP.  Sir, your servant, but you are misinformed, for, unless it be to serve my particular friend, as Sir Joseph here, my country, or my religion, or in some very justifiable cause, I’m not for it.
 

BLUFF.  O Lord, I beg your pardon, sir, I find you are not of my palate: you can’t relish a dish of fighting without sweet sauce.  Now, I think fighting for fighting sake’s sufficient cause; fighting to me’s religion and the laws.
 

SIR JO.  Ah, well said, my Hero; was not that great, sir? by the Lord Harry he says true; fighting is meat, drink, and cloth to him.  But, Back, this gentleman is one of the best friends I have in the world, and saved my life last night — you know I told you.
 

BLUFF.  Ay!  Then I honour him again.  Sir, may I crave your name?
 

SHARP.  Ay, sir, my name’s Sharper.
 

SIR JO.  Pray, Mr. Sharper, embrace my Back.  Very well.  By the Lord Harry, Mr. Sharper, he’s as brave a fellow as Cannibal, are not you, Bully-Back?
 

SHARP.  Hannibal, I believe you mean, Sir Joseph.
 

BLUFF.  Undoubtedly he did, sir; faith, Hannibal was a very pretty fellow — but, Sir Joseph, comparisons are odious — Hannibal was a very pretty fellow in those days, it must be granted — but alas, sir! were he alive now, he would be nothing, nothing in the earth.
 

SHARP.  How, sir!  I make a doubt if there be at this day a greater general breathing.
 

BLUFF.  Oh, excuse me, sir!  Have you served abroad, sir?
 

SHARP.  Not I, really, sir.
 

BLUFF.  Oh, I thought so.  Why, then, you can know nothing, sir: I am afraid you scarce know the history of the late war in Flanders, with all its particulars.
 

SHARP.  Not I, sir, no more than public letters or gazettes tell us.
 

BLUFF.  Gazette!  Why there again now.  Why, sir, there are not three words of truth the year round put into the Gazette.  I’ll tell you a strange thing now as to that.  You must know, sir, I was resident in Flanders the last campaign, had a small post there, but no matter for that.  Perhaps, sir, there was scarce anything of moment done but an humble servant of yours, that shall be nameless, was an eye-witness of.  I won’t say had the greatest share in’t, though I might say that too, since I name nobody you know.  Well, Mr. Sharper, would you think it?  In all this time, as I hope for a truncheon, this rascally gazette-writer never so much as once mentioned me — not once, by the wars — took no more notice than as if Nol. Bluffe had not been in the land of the living.
 

SHARP.  Strange!
 

SIR JO.  Yet, by the Lord Harry, ’tis true, Mr. Sharper, for I went every day to coffee-houses to read the gazette myself.
 

BLUFF.  Ay, ay, no matter.  You see, Mr. Sharper, after all I am content to retire; live a private person.  Scipio and others have done it.
 

SHARP.  Impudent rogue.  [Aside.]
 

SIR JO.  Ay, this damned modesty of yours.  Agad, if he would put in for’t he might be made general himself yet.
 

BLUFF.  Oh, fie! no, Sir Joseph; you know I hate this.
 

SIR JO.  Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how you ate fire once out of the mouth of a cannon.  Agad, he did; those impenetrable whiskers of his have confronted flames — 
 

BLUFF.  Death, what do you mean, Sir Joseph?
 

SIR JO.  Look you now.  I tell you he’s so modest he’ll own nothing.
 

BLUFF.  Pish, you have put me out, I have forgot what I was about.  Pray hold your tongue, and give me leave.  [Angrily.]
 

SIR JO.  I am dumb.
 

BLUFF.  This sword I think I was telling you of, Mr. Sharper.  This sword I’ll maintain to be the best divine, anatomist, lawyer, or casuist in Europe; it shall decide a controversy or split a cause — 
 

SIR JO.  Nay, now I must speak; it will split a hair, by the Lord Harry, I have seen it.
 

BLUFF.  Zounds, sir, it’s a lie; you have not seen it, nor sha’n’t see it; sir, I say you can’t see; what d’ye say to that now?
 

SIR JO.  I am blind.
 

BLUFF.  Death, had any other man interrupted me — 
 

SIR JO.  Good Mr. Sharper, speak to him; I dare not look that way.
 

SHARP.  Captain, Sir Joseph’s penitent.
 

BLUFF.  Oh, I am calm, sir, calm as a discharged culverin.  But ’twas indiscreet, when you know what will provoke me.  Nay, come, Sir Joseph, you know my heat’s soon over.
 

SIR JO.  Well, I am a fool sometimes, but I’m sorry.
 

BLUFF.  Enough.
 

SIR JO.  Come, we’ll go take a glass to drown animosities.  Mr. Sharper, will you partake?
 

SHARP.  I wait on you, sir.  Nay, pray, Captain; you are Sir Joseph’s back.
 
  


SCENE III.

Araminta, Belinda, Betty waiting, in Araminta’s apartment.
 

BELIN.  Ah! nay, dear; prithee, good, dear, sweet cousin, no more.  O Gad!  I swear you’d make one sick to hear you.
 

ARAM.  Bless me! what have I said to move you thus?
 

BELIN.  Oh, you have raved, talked idly, and all in commendation of that filthy, awkward, two-legged creature man.  You don’t know what you’ve said; your fever has transported you.
 

ARAM.  If love be the fever which you mean, kind heaven avert the cure.  Let me have oil to feed that flame, and never let it be extinct till I myself am ashes.
 

BELIN.  There was a whine!  O Gad, I hate your horrid fancy.  This love is the devil, and, sure, to be in love is to be possessed.  ’Tis in the head, the heart, the blood, the — all over.  O Gad, you are quite spoiled.  I shall loathe the sight of mankind for your sake.
 

ARAM.  Fie! this is gross affectation.  A little of Bellmour’s company would change the scene.
 

BELIN.  Filthy fellow!  I wonder, cousin — 
 

ARAM.  I wonder, cousin, you should imagine I don’t perceive you love him.
 

BELIN.  Oh, I love your hideous fancy!  Ha, ha, ha, love a man!
 

ARAM.  Love a man! yes, you would not love a beast.
 

BELIN.  Of all beasts not an ass — which is so like your Vainlove.  Lard, I have seen an ass look so chagrin, ha, ha, ha (you must pardon me, I can’t help laughing), that an absolute lover would have concluded the poor creature to have had darts, and flames, and altars, and all that in his breast.  Araminta, come, I’ll talk seriously to you now; could you but see with my eyes the buffoonery of one scene of address, a lover, set out with all his equipage and appurtenances; O Gad I sure you would — But you play the game, and consequently can’t see the miscarriages obvious to every stander by.
 

ARAM.  Yes, yes; I can see something near it when you and Bellmour meet.  You don’t know that you dreamt of Bellmour last night, and called him aloud in your sleep.
 

BELIN.  Pish, I can’t help dreaming of the devil sometimes; would you from thence infer I love him?
 

ARAM.  But that’s not all; you caught me in your arms when you named him, and pressed me to your bosom.  Sure, if I had not pinched you until you waked, you had stifled me with kisses.
 

BELIN.  O barbarous aspersion!
 

ARAM.  No aspersion, cousin, we are alone.  Nay, I can tell you more.
 

BELIN.  I deny it all.
 

ARAM.  What, before you hear it?
 

BELIN.  My denial is premeditated like your malice.  Lard, cousin, you talk oddly.  Whatever the matter is, O my Sol, I’m afraid you’ll follow evil courses.
 

ARAM.  Ha, ha, ha, this is pleasant.
 

BELIN.  You may laugh, but — 
 

ARAM.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

BELIN.  You think the malicious grin becomes you.  The devil take Bellmour.  Why do you tell me of him?
 

ARAM.  Oh, is it come out?  Now you are angry, I am sure you love him.  I tell nobody else, cousin.  I have not betrayed you yet.
 

BELIN.  Prithee tell it all the world; it’s false.
 

ARAM.  Come, then, kiss and friends.
 

BELIN.  Pish.
 

ARAM.  Prithee don’t be so peevish.
 

BELIN.  Prithee don’t be so impertinent.  Betty!
 

ARAM.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

BETTY.  Did your ladyship call, madam?
 

BELIN.  Get my hoods and tippet, and bid the footman call a chair.
 

ARAM.  I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, cousin.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Footman.
 

FOOT.  Madam, there are — 
 

BELIN.  Is there a chair?
 

FOOT.  No, madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and Mr. Vainlove to wait upon your ladyship.
 

ARAM.  Are they below?
 

FOOT.  No, madam, they sent before, to know if you were at home.
 

BELIN.  The visit’s to you, cousin; I suppose I am at my liberty.
 

ARAM.  Be ready to show ’em up.
 
  


SCENE V.

[To them] Betty, with Hoods and Looking-glass.
 

I can’t tell, cousin; I believe we are equally concerned.  But if you continue your humour, it won’t be very entertaining.  (I know she’d fain be persuaded to stay.)  [Aside.]
 

BELIN.  I shall oblige you, in leaving you to the full and free enjoyment of that conversation you admire.
 

BELIN.  Let me see; hold the glass.  Lard, I look wretchedly to-day!
 

ARAM.  Betty, why don’t you help my cousin?  [Putting on her hoods.]
 

BELIN.  Hold off your fists, and see that he gets a chair with a high roof, or a very low seat.  Stay, come back here, you Mrs. Fidget — you are so ready to go to the footman.  Here, take ’em all again, my mind’s changed; I won’t go.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Araminta, Belinda.
 

ARAM.  So, this I expected.  You won’t oblige me, then, cousin, and let me have all the company to myself?
 

BELIN.  No; upon deliberation, I have too much charity to trust you to yourself.  The devil watches all opportunities; and in this favourable disposition of your mind, heaven knows how far you may be tempted: I am tender of your reputation.
 

ARAM.  I am obliged to you.  But who’s malicious now, Belinda?
 

BELIN.  Not I; witness my heart, I stay out of pure affection.
 

ARAM.  In my conscience I believe you.
 
  


SCENE VII.

[To them] Vainlove, Bellmour, Footman.
 

BELL.  So, fortune be praised!  To find you both within, ladies, is — 
 

ARAM.  No miracle, I hope.
 

BELL.  Not o’ your side, madam, I confess.  But my tyrant there and I, are two buckets that can never come together.
 

BELIN.  Nor are ever like.  Yet we often meet and clash.
 

BELL.  How never like! marry, Hymen forbid.  But this it is to run so extravagantly in debt; I have laid out such a world of love in your service, that you think you can never be able to pay me all.  So shun me for the same reason that you would a dun.
 

BELIN.  Ay, on my conscience, and the most impertinent and troublesome of duns — a dun for money will be quiet, when he sees his debtor has not wherewithal.  But a dun for love is an eternal torment that never rests — 
 

BELL.  Until he has created love where there was none, and then gets it for his pains.  For importunity in love, like importunity at Court, first creates its own interest and then pursues it for the favour.
 

ARAM.  Favours that are got by impudence and importunity, are like discoveries from the rack, when the afflicted person, for his ease, sometimes confesses secrets his heart knows nothing of.
 

VAIN.  I should rather think favours, so gained, to be due rewards to indefatigable devotion.  For as love is a deity, he must be served by prayer.
 

BELIN.  O Gad, would you would all pray to love, then, and let us alone.
 

VAIN.  You are the temples of love, and ’tis through you, our devotion must be conveyed.
 

ARAM.  Rather poor silly idols of your own making, which upon the least displeasure you forsake and set up new.  Every man now changes his mistress and his religion as his humour varies, or his interest.
 

VAIN.  O madam — 
 

ARAM.  Nay, come, I find we are growing serious, and then we are in great danger of being dull.  If my music-master be not gone, I’ll entertain you with a new song, which comes pretty near my own opinion of love and your sex.  Who’s there?  Is Mr. Gavot gone?  [Calls.]
 

FOOT.  Only to the next door, madam.  I’ll call him.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, and Bellmour.
 

BELL.  Why, you won’t hear me with patience.
 

ARAM.  What’s the matter, cousin?
 

BELL.  Nothing, madam, only — 
 

BELIN.  Prithee hold thy tongue.  Lard, he has so pestered me with flames and stuff, I think I sha’n’t endure the sight of a fire this twelvemonth.
 

BELL.  Yet all can’t melt that cruel frozen heart.
 

BELIN.  O Gad, I hate your hideous fancy — you said that once before — if you must talk impertinently, for Heaven’s sake let it be with variety; don’t come always, like the devil, wrapt in flames.  I’ll not hear a sentence more, that begins with an ‘I burn’ — or an ‘I beseech you, madam.’
 

BELL.  But tell me how you would be adored.  I am very tractable.
 

BELIN.  Then know, I would be adored in silence.
 

BELL.  Humph, I thought so, that you might have all the talk to yourself.  You had better let me speak; for if my thoughts fly to any pitch, I shall make villainous signs.
 

BELIN.  What will you get by that; to make such signs as I won’t understand?
 

BELL.  Ay, but if I’m tongue-tied, I must have all my actions free to — quicken your apprehension — and I — gad let me tell you, my most prevailing argument is expressed in dumb show.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Music-Master.
 

ARAM.  Oh, I am glad we shall have a song to divert the discourse.  Pray oblige us with the last new song.
 

SONG.
 

I.
 

Thus to a ripe, consenting maid,
Poor, old, repenting Delia said,
Would you long preserve your lover?
   Would you still his goddess reign?
Never let him all discover,
   Never let him much obtain.
 

II.
 

Men will admire, adore and die,
While wishing at your feet they lie:
But admitting their embraces,
   Wakes ’em from the golden dream;
Nothing’s new besides our faces,
   Every woman is the same.
 

ARAM.  So, how de’e like the song, gentlemen?
 

BELL.  Oh, very well performed; but I don’t much admire the words.
 

ARAM.  I expected it; there’s too much truth in ’em.  If Mr. Gavot will walk with us in the garden, we’ll have it once again; you may like it better at second hearing.  You’ll bring my cousin.
 

BELL.  Faith, madam, I dare not speak to her, but I’ll make signs.  [Addresses Belinda in dumb show.]
 

BELIN.  Oh, foh, your dumb rhetoric is more ridiculous than your talking impertinence, as an ape is a much more troublesome animal than a parrot.
 

ARAM.  Ay, cousin, and ’tis a sign the creatures mimic nature well; for there are few men but do more silly things than they say.
 

BELL.  Well, I find my apishness has paid the ransom for my speech, and set it at liberty — though, I confess, I could be well enough pleased to drive on a love-bargain in that silent manner— ’twould save a man a world of lying and swearing at the year’s end.  Besides, I have had a little experience, that brings to mind — 
 

When wit and reason both have failed to move;
Kind looks and actions (from success) do prove,
Ev’n silence may be eloquent in love.
 
  


ACT III.
  


SCENE I.

SCENE: The Street.
 

Silvia and Lucy.
 

SILV.  Will he not come, then?
 

LUCY.  Yes, yes; come, I warrant him, if you will go in and be ready to receive him.
 

SILV.  Why did you not tell me?  Whom mean you?
 

LUCY.  Whom you should mean, Heartwell.
 

SILV.  Senseless creature, I meant my Vainlove.
 

LUCY.  You may as soon hope to recover your own maiden-head as his love.  Therefore, e’en set your heart at rest, and in the name of opportunity mind your own business.  Strike Heartwell home before the bait’s worn off the hook.  Age will come.  He nibbled fairly yesterday, and no doubt will be eager enough to-day to swallow the temptation.
 

SILV.  Well, since there’s no remedy — yet tell me — for I would know, though to the anguish of my soul, how did he refuse?  Tell me, how did he receive my letter — in anger or in scorn?
 

LUCY.  Neither; but what was ten times worse, with damned senseless indifference.  By this light I could have spit in his face.  Receive it!  Why, he received it as I would one of your lovers that should come empty-handed; as a court lord does his mercer’s bill or a begging dedication — he received it as if ‘t had been a letter from his wife.
 

SILV.  What! did he not read it?
 

LUCY.  Hummed it over, gave you his respects, and said he would take time to peruse it — but then he was in haste.
 

SILV.  Respects, and peruse it!  He’s gone, and Araminta has bewitched him from me.  Oh, how the name of rival fires my blood.  I could curse ’em both; eternal jealousy attend her love, and disappointment meet his.  Oh that I could revenge the torment he has caused; methinks I feel the woman strong within me, and vengeance kindles in the room of love.
 

LUCY.  I have that in my head may make mischief.
 

SILV.  How, dear Lucy?
 

LUCY.  You know Araminta’s dissembled coyness has won, and keeps him hers — 
 

SILV.  Could we persuade him that she loves another — 
 

LUCY.  No, you’re out; could we persuade him that she dotes on him, himself.  Contrive a kind letter as from her, ’twould disgust his nicety, and take away his stomach.
 

SILV.  Impossible; ‘twill never take.
 

LUCY.  Trouble not your head.  Let me alone — I will inform myself of what passed between ’em to-day, and about it straight.  Hold, I’m mistaken, or that’s Heartwell, who stands talking at the corner— ’tis he — go get you in, madam, receive him pleasantly, dress up your face in innocence and smiles, and dissemble the very want of dissimulation.  You know what will take him.
 

SILV.  ’Tis as hard to counterfeit love as it is to conceal it: but I’ll do my weak endeavour, though I fear I have not art.
 

LUCY.  Hang art, madam, and trust to nature for dissembling.
 

Man was by nature woman’s cully made:
We never are but by ourselves betrayed.
 
  


SCENE II.

Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour following.
 

BELL.  Hist, hist, is not that Heartwell going to Silvia?
 

VAIN.  He’s talking to himself, I think; prithee let’s try if we can hear him.
 

HEART.  Why, whither in the devil’s name am I agoing now?  Hum — let me think — is not this Silvia’s house, the cave of that enchantress, and which consequently I ought to shun as I would infection?  To enter here is to put on the envenomed shirt, to run into the embraces of a fever, and in some raving fit, be led to plunge myself into that more consuming fire, a woman’s arms.  Ha! well recollected, I will recover my reason, and be gone.
 

BELL.  Now Venus forbid!
 

VAIN.  Hush — 
 

HEART.  Well, why do you not move?  Feet, do your office — not one inch; no, fore Gad I’m caught.  There stands my north, and thither my needle points.  Now could I curse myself, yet cannot repent.  O thou delicious, damned, dear, destructive woman!  S’death, how the young fellows will hoot me!  I shall be the jest of the town: nay, in two days I expect to be chronicled in ditty, and sung in woful ballad, to the tune of the Superannuated Maiden’s Comfort, or the Bachelor’s Fall; and upon the third, I shall be hanged in effigy, pasted up for the exemplary ornament of necessary houses and cobblers’ stalls.  Death, I can’t think on’t — I’ll run into the danger to lose the apprehension.
 
  


SCENE III.

Bellmour, Vainlove.
 

BELL.  A very certain remedy, probatum est.  Ha, ha, ha, poor George, thou art i’ th’ right, thou hast sold thyself to laughter; the ill-natured town will find the jest just where thou hast lost it.  Ha, ha, how a’ struggled, like an old lawyer between two fees.
 

VAIN.  Or a young wench between pleasure and reputation.
 

BELL.  Or as you did to-day, when half afraid you snatched a kiss from Araminta.
 

VAIN.  She has made a quarrel on’t.
 

BELL.  Pauh, women are only angry at such offences to have the pleasure of forgiving them.
 

VAIN.  And I love to have the pleasure of making my peace.  I should not esteem a pardon if too easily won.
 

BELL.  Thou dost not know what thou wouldst be at; whether thou wouldst have her angry or pleased.  Couldst thou be content to marry Araminta?
 

VAIN.  Could you be content to go to heaven?
 

BELL.  Hum, not immediately, in my conscience not heartily.  I’d do a little more good in my generation first, in order to deserve it.
 

VAIN.  Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her.
 

BELL.  But how the devil dost thou expect to get her if she never yield?
 

VAIN.  That’s true; but I would — 
 

BELL.  Marry her without her consent; thou ‘rt a riddle beyond woman — 
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Setter.
 

Trusty Setter, what tidings?  How goes the project?
 

SETTER.  As all lewd projects do, sir, where the devil prevents our endeavours with success.
 

BELL.  A good hearing, Setter.
 

VAIN.  Well, I’ll leave you with your engineer.
 

BELL.  And hast thou provided necessaries?
 

SETTER.  All, all, sir; the large sanctified hat, and the little precise band, with a swinging long spiritual cloak, to cover carnal knavery — not forgetting the black patch, which Tribulation Spintext wears, as I’m informed, upon one eye, as a penal mourning for the ogling offences of his youth; and some say, with that eye he first discovered the frailty of his wife.
 

BELL.  Well, in this fanatic father’s habit will I confess Lætitia.
 

SETTER.  Rather prepare her for confession, sir, by helping her to sin.
 

BELL.  Be at your master’s lodging in the evening; I shall use the robes.
 
  


SCENE V.

Setter alone.
 

SETTER.  I shall, sir.  I wonder to which of these two gentlemen I do most properly appertain: the one uses me as his attendant; the other (being the better acquainted with my parts) employs me as a pimp; why, that’s much the more honourable employment — by all means.  I follow one as my master, the other follows me as his conductor.
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To him] Lucy.
 

LUCY.  There’s the hang-dog, his man — I had a power over him in the reign of my mistress; but he is too true a Valet de Chambre not to affect his master’s faults, and consequently is revolted from his allegiance.
 

SETTER.  Undoubtedly ’tis impossible to be a pimp and not a man of parts.  That is without being politic, diligent, secret, wary, and so forth — and to all this valiant as Hercules — that is, passively valiant and actively obedient.  Ah, Setter, what a treasure is here lost for want of being known.
 

LUCY.  Here’s some villainy afoot; he’s so thoughtful.  May be I may discover something in my mask.  Worthy sir, a word with you.  [Puts on her mask.]
 

SETTER.  Why, if I were known, I might come to be a great man — 
 

LUCY.  Not to interrupt your meditation — 
 

SETTER.  And I should not be the first that has procured his greatness by pimping.
 

LUCY.  Now poverty and the pox light upon thee for a contemplative pimp.
 

SETTER.  Ha! what art who thus maliciously hast awakened me from my dream of glory?  Speak, thou vile disturber — 
 

LUCY.  Of thy most vile cogitations — thou poor, conceited wretch, how wert thou valuing thyself upon thy master’s employment?  For he’s the head pimp to Mr. Bellmour.
 

SETTER.  Good words, damsel, or I shall — But how dost thou know my master or me?
 

LUCY.  Yes; I know both master and man to be — 
 

SETTER.  To be men, perhaps; nay, faith, like enough: I often march in the rear of my master, and enter the breaches which he has made.
 

LUCY.  Ay, the breach of faith, which he has begun: thou traitor to thy lawful princess.
 

SETTER.  Why, how now! prithee who art?  Lay by that worldly face and produce your natural vizor.
 

LUCY.  No, sirrah, I’ll keep it on to abuse thee and leave thee without hopes of revenge.
 

SETTER.  Oh!  I begin to smoke ye: thou art some forsaken Abigail we have dallied with heretofore — and art come to tickle thy imagination with remembrance of iniquity past.
 

LUCY.  No thou pitiful flatterer of thy master’s imperfections; thou maukin made up of the shreds and parings of his superfluous fopperies.
 

SETTER.  Thou art thy mistress’s foul self, composed of her sullied iniquities and clothing.
 

LUCY.  Hang thee, beggar’s cur, thy master is but a mumper in love, lies canting at the gate; but never dares presume to enter the house.
 

SETTER.  Thou art the wicket to thy mistress’s gate, to be opened for all comers.  In fine thou art the highroad to thy mistress.
 

LUCY.  Beast, filthy toad, I can hold no longer, look and tremble.  [Unmasks.]
 

SETTER.  How, Mrs. Lucy!
 

LUCY.  I wonder thou hast the impudence to look me in the face.
 

SETTER.  Adsbud, who’s in fault, mistress of mine? who flung the first stone? who undervalued my function? and who the devil could know you by instinct?
 

LUCY.  You could know my office by instinct, and be hanged, which you have slandered most abominably.  It vexes me not what you said of my person; but that my innocent calling should be exposed and scandalised — I cannot bear it.
 

SETTER.  Nay, faith, Lucy, I’m sorry, I’ll own myself to blame, though we were both in fault as to our offices — come, I’ll make you any reparation.
 

LUCY.  Swear.
 

SETTER.  I do swear to the utmost of my power.
 

LUCY.  To be brief, then; what is the reason your master did not appear to-day according to the summons I brought him?
 

SETTER.  To answer you as briefly — he has a cause to be tried in another court.
 

LUCY.  Come, tell me in plain terms, how forward he is with Araminta.
 

SETTER.  Too forward to be turned back — though he’s a little in disgrace at present about a kiss which he forced.  You and I can kiss, Lucy, without all that.
 

LUCY.  Stand off — he’s a precious jewel.
 

SETTER.  And therefore you’d have him to set in your lady’s locket.
 

LUCY.  Where is he now?
 

SETTER.  He’ll be in the Piazza presently.
 

LUCY.  Remember to-day’s behaviour.  Let me see you with a penitent face.
 

SETTER.  What, no token of amity, Lucy?  You and I don’t use to part with dry lips.
 

LUCY.  No, no, avaunt — I’ll not be slabbered and kissed now — I’m not i’ th’ humour.
 

SETTER.  I’ll not quit you so.  I’ll follow and put you into the humour.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Sir Joseph Wittoll, Bluffe.
 

BLUFF.  And so, out of your unwonted generosity — 
 

SIR JO.  And good-nature, Back; I am good-natured and I can’t help it.
 

BLUFF.  You have given him a note upon Fondlewife for a hundred pound.
 

SIR JO.  Ay, ay, poor fellow; he ventured fair for’t.
 

BLUFF.  You have disobliged me in it — for I have occasion for the money, and if you would look me in the face again and live, go, and force him to redeliver you the note.  Go, and bring it me hither.  I’ll stay here for you.
 

SIR JO.  You may stay until the day of judgment, then, by the Lord Harry.  I know better things than to be run through the guts for a hundred pounds.  Why, I gave that hundred pound for being saved, and de’e think, an there were no danger, I’ll be so ungrateful to take it from the gentleman again?
 

BLUFF.  Well, go to him from me — tell him, I say, he must refund — or Bilbo’s the world, and slaughter will ensue.  If he refuse, tell him — but whisper that — tell him — I’ll pink his soul.  But whisper that softly to him.
 

SIR JO.  So softly that he shall never hear on’t, I warrant you.  Why, what a devil’s the matter, Bully; are you mad? or de’e think I’m mad?  Agad, for my part, I don’t love to be the messenger of ill news; ’tis an ungrateful office — so tell him yourself.
 

BLUFF.  By these hilts I believe he frightened you into this composition: I believe you gave it him out of fear, pure, paltry fear — confess.
 

SIR JO.  No, no, hang’t; I was not afraid neither — though I confess he did in a manner snap me up — yet I can’t say that it was altogether out of fear, but partly to prevent mischief — for he was a devilish choleric fellow.  And if my choler had been up too, agad, there would have been mischief done, that’s flat.  And yet I believe if you had been by, I would as soon have let him a’ had a hundred of my teeth.  Adsheart, if he should come just now when I’m angry, I’d tell him — Mum.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To them] Bellmour, Sharper.
 

BELL.  Thou ‘rt a lucky rogue; there’s your benefactor; you ought to return him thanks now you have received the favour.
 

SHARP.  Sir Joseph!  Your note was accepted, and the money paid at sight.  I’m come to return my thanks — 
 

SIR JO.  They won’t be accepted so readily as the bill, sir.
 

BELL.  I doubt the knight repents, Tom.  He looks like the knight of the sorrowful face.
 

SHARP.  This is a double generosity: do me a kindness and refuse my thanks.  But I hope you are not offended that I offered them.
 

SIR JO.  May be I am, sir, may be I am not, sir, may be I am both, sir; what then?  I hope I may be offended without any offence to you, sir.
 

SHARP.  Hey day!  Captain, what’s the matter?  You can tell.
 

BLUFF.  Mr. Sharper, the matter is plain: Sir Joseph has found out your trick, and does not care to be put upon, being a man of honour.
 

SHARP.  Trick, sir?
 

SIR JO.  Ay, trick, sir, and won’t be put upon, sir, being a man of honour, sir, and so, sir — 
 

SHARP.  Harkee, Sir Joseph, a word with ye.  In consideration of some favours lately received, I would not have you draw yourself into a premunire, by trusting to that sign of a man there — that pot-gun charged with wind.
 

SIR JO.  O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come justify yourself — I’ll give him the lie if you’ll stand to it.
 

SHARP.  Nay, then, I’ll be beforehand with you, take that, oaf.  [Cuffs him.]
 

SIR JO.  Captain, will you see this?  Won’t you pink his soul?
 

BLUFF.  Husht, ’tis not so convenient now — I shall find a time.
 

SHARP.  What do you mutter about a time, rascal?  You were the incendiary.  There’s to put you in mind of your time. — A memorandum.  [Kicks him.]
 

BLUFF.  Oh, this is your time, sir; you had best make use on’t.
 

SHARP.  I — Gad and so I will: there’s again for you.  [Kicks him.]
 

BLUFF.  You are obliging, sir, but this is too public a place to thank you in.  But in your ear, you are to be seen again?
 

SHARP.  Ay, thou inimitable coward, and to be felt — as for example.  [Kicks him.]
 

BELL.  Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away; ’tis scandalous to kick this puppy unless a man were cold and had no other way to get himself aheat.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Sir Joseph, Bluffe.
 

BLUFF.  Very well — very fine — but ’tis no matter.  Is not this fine, Sir Joseph?
 

SIR JO.  Indifferent, agad, in my opinion, very indifferent.  I’d rather go plain all my life than wear such finery.
 

BLUFF.  Death and hell to be affronted thus!  I’ll die before I’ll suffer it.  [Draws.]
 

SIR JO.  O Lord, his anger was not raised before.  Nay, dear Captain, don’t be in passion now he’s gone.  Put up, put up, dear Back, ’tis your Sir Joseph begs, come let me kiss thee; so, so, put up, put up.
 

BLUFF.  By heaven, ’tis not to be put up.
 

SIR JO.  What, Bully?
 

BLUFF.  The affront.
 

SIR JO.  No, aged, no more ’tis, for that’s put up all already; thy sword, I mean.
 

BLUFF.  Well, Sir Joseph, at your entreaty — But were not you, my friend, abused, and cuffed, and kicked?  [Putting up his sword.]
 

SIR JO.  Ay, ay, so were you too; no matter, ’tis past.
 

BLUFF.  By the immortal thunder of great guns, ’tis false — he sucks not vital air who dares affirm it to this face.  [Looks big.]
 

SIR JO.  To that face I grant you, Captain.  No, no, I grant you — not to that face, by the Lord Harry.  If you had put on your fighting face before, you had done his business — he durst as soon have kissed you, as kicked you to your face.  But a man can no more help what’s done behind his back than what’s said — Come, we’ll think no more of what’s past.
 

BLUFF.  I’ll call a council of war within to consider of my revenge to come.
 
  


SCENE X.

Heartwell, Silvia.  Silvia’s apartment.
 

SONG.
 

As Amoret and Thyrsis lay
Melting the hours in gentle play,
Joining faces, mingling kisses,
And exchanging harmless blisses:
He trembling cried, with eager haste,
O let me feed as well as taste,
I die, if I’m not wholly blest.
 

[After the song a dance of antics.]
 

SILV.  Indeed it is very fine.  I could look upon ’em all day.
 

HEART.  Well has this prevailed for me, and will you look upon me?
 

SILV.  If you could sing and dance so, I should love to look upon you too.
 

HEART.  Why, ’twas I sung and danced; I gave music to the voice, and life to their measures.  Look you here, Silvia, [pulling out a purse and chinking it] here are songs and dances, poetry and music — hark! how sweetly one guinea rhymes to another — and how they dance to the music of their own chink.  This buys all t’other — and this thou shalt have; this, and all that I am worth, for the purchase of thy love.  Say, is it mine then, ha?  Speak, Syren — Oons, why do I look on her!  Yet I must.  Speak, dear angel, devil, saint, witch; do not rack me with suspense.
 

SILV.  Nay, don’t stare at me so.  You make me blush — I cannot look.
 

HEART.  O manhood, where art thou?  What am I come to?  A woman’s toy, at these years!  Death, a bearded baby for a girl to dandle.  O dotage, dotage!  That ever that noble passion, lust, should ebb to this degree.  No reflux of vigorous blood: but milky love supplies the empty channels; and prompts me to the softness of a child — a mere infant and would suck.  Can you love me, Silvia?  Speak.
 

SILV.  I dare not speak until I believe you, and indeed I’m afraid to believe you yet.
 

HEART.  Death, how her innocence torments and pleases me!  Lying, child, is indeed the art of love, and men are generally masters in it: but I’m so newly entered, you cannot distrust me of any skill in the treacherous mystery.  Now, by my soul, I cannot lie, though it were to serve a friend or gain a mistress.
 

SILV.  Must you lie, then, if you say you love me?
 

HEART.  No, no, dear ignorance, thou beauteous changeling — I tell thee I do love thee, and tell it for a truth, a naked truth, which I’m ashamed to discover.
 

SILV.  But love, they say, is a tender thing, that will smooth frowns, and make calm an angry face; will soften a rugged temper, and make ill-humoured people good.  You look ready to fright one, and talk as if your passion were not love, but anger.
 

HEART.  ’Tis both; for I am angry with myself when I am pleased with you.  And a pox upon me for loving thee so well — yet I must on.  ’Tis a bearded arrow, and will more easily be thrust forward than drawn back.
 

SILV.  Indeed, if I were well assured you loved; but how can I be well assured?
 

HEART.  Take the symptoms — and ask all the tyrants of thy sex if their fools are not known by this party-coloured livery.  I am melancholic when thou art absent; look like an ass when thou art present; wake for thee when I should sleep; and even dream of thee when I am awake; sigh much, drink little, eat less, court solitude, am grown very entertaining to myself, and (as I am informed) very troublesome to everybody else.  If this be not love, it is madness, and then it is pardonable.  Nay, yet a more certain sign than all this, I give thee my money.
 

SILV.  Ay, but that is no sign; for they say, gentlemen will give money to any naughty woman to come to bed to them.  O Gemini, I hope you don’t mean so — for I won’t be a whore.
 

HEART.  The more is the pity.  [Aside.]
 

SILV.  Nay, if you would marry me, you should not come to bed to me — you have such a beard, and would so prickle one.  But do you intend to marry me?
 

HEART.  That a fool should ask such a malicious question!  Death, I shall be drawn in before I know where I am.  However, I find I am pretty sure of her consent, if I am put to it.  [Aside.]  Marry you?  No, no, I’ll love you.
 

SILV.  Nay, but if you love me, you must marry me.  What, don’t I know my father loved my mother and was married to her?
 

HEART.  Ay, ay, in old days people married where they loved; but that fashion is changed, child.
 

SILV.  Never tell me that; I know it is not changed by myself: for I love you, and would marry you.
 

HEART.  I’ll have my beard shaved, it sha’n’t hurt thee, and we’ll go to bed — 
 

SILV.  No, no, I’m not such a fool neither, but I can keep myself honest.  Here, I won’t keep anything that’s yours; I hate you now, [throws the purse] and I’ll never see you again, ‘cause you’d have me be naught.  [Going.]
 

HEART.  Damn her, let her go, and a good riddance.  Yet so much tenderness and beauty and honesty together is a jewel.  Stay, Silvia — But then to marry; why, every man plays the fool once in his life.  But to marry is playing the fool all one’s life long.
 

SILV.  What did you call me for?
 

HEART.  I’ll give thee all I have, and thou shalt live with me in everything so like my wife, the world shall believe it.  Nay, thou shalt think so thyself — only let me not think so.
 

SILV.  No, I’ll die before I’ll be your whore — as well as I love you.
 

HEART.  [Aside.]  A woman, and ignorant, may be honest, when ’tis out of obstinacy and contradiction.  But, s’death, it is but a may be, and upon scurvy terms.  Well, farewell then — if I can get out of sight I may get the better of myself.
 

SILV.  Well — good-bye.  [Turns and weeps.]
 

HEART.  Ha!  Nay, come, we’ll kiss at parting.  [Kisses her.]  By heaven, her kiss is sweeter than liberty.  I will marry thee.  There, thou hast done’t.  All my resolves melted in that kiss — one more.
 

SILV.  But when?
 

HEART.  I’m impatient until it be done; I will not give myself liberty to think, lest I should cool.  I will about a licence straight — in the evening expect me.  One kiss more to confirm me mad; so.
 

SILV.  Ha, ha, ha, an old fox trapped — 
 
  


SCENE XI.

[To her] Lucy.
 

Bless me! you frighted me; I thought he had been come again, and had heard me.
 

LUCY.  Lord, madam, I met your lover in as much haste as if he had been going for a midwife.
 

SILV.  He’s going for a parson, girl, the forerunner of a midwife, some nine months hence.  Well, I find dissembling to our sex is as natural as swimming to a negro; we may depend upon our skill to save us at a plunge, though till then, we never make the experiment.  But how hast thou succeeded?
 

LUCY.  As you would wish — since there is no reclaiming Vainlove.  I have found out a pique she has taken at him, and have framed a letter that makes her sue for reconciliation first.  I know that will do — walk in and I’ll show it you.  Come, madam, you’re like to have a happy time on’t; both your love and anger satisfied!  All that can charm our sex conspire to please you.
 

That woman sure enjoys a blessed night,
Whom love and vengeance both at once delight.
 
  


ACT IV.
  


SCENE I.

SCENE: The Street.
 

Bellmour, in fanatic habit, Setter.
 

BELL.  ’Tis pretty near the hour.  [Looking on his watch.]  Well, and how, Setter, hae, does my hypocrisy fit me, hae?  Does it sit easy on me?
 

SET.  Oh, most religiously well, sir.
 

BELL.  I wonder why all our young fellows should glory in an opinion of atheism, when they may be so much more conveniently lewd under the coverlet of religion.
 

SET.  S’bud, sir, away quickly: there’s Fondlewife just turned the corner, and ‘s coming this way.
 

BELL.  Gad’s so, there he is: he must not see me.
 
  


SCENE II.

Fondlewife, Barnaby.
 

FOND.  I say I will tarry at home.
 

BAR.  But, sir.
 

FOND.  Good lack!  I profess the spirit of contradiction hath possessed the lad — I say I will tarry at home, varlet.
 

BAR.  I have done, sir; then farewell five hundred pound.
 

FOND.  Ha, how’s that?  Stay, stay, did you leave word, say you, with his wife?  With Comfort herself?
 

BAR.  I did; and Comfort will send Tribulation hither as soon as ever he comes home.  I could have brought young Mr. Prig to have kept my mistress company in the meantime.  But you say — 
 

FOND.  How, how, say, varlet!  I say let him not come near my doors.  I say, he is a wanton young Levite, and pampereth himself up with dainties, that he may look lovely in the eyes of women.  Sincerely, I am afraid he hath already defiled the tabernacle of our sister Comfort; while her good husband is deluded by his godly appearance.  I say that even lust doth sparkle in his eyes and glow upon his cheeks, and that I would as soon trust my wife with a lord’s high-fed chaplain.
 

BAR.  Sir, the hour draws nigh, and nothing will be done here until you come.
 

FOND.  And nothing can be done here until I go; so that I’ll tarry, de’e see.
 

BAR.  And run the hazard to lose your affair, sir!
 

FOND.  Good lack, good lack — I profess it is a very sufficient vexation for a man to have a handsome wife.
 

BAR.  Never, sir, but when the man is an insufficient husband.  ’Tis then, indeed, like the vanity of taking a fine house, and yet be forced to let lodgings to help pay the rent.
 

FOND.  I profess a very apt comparison, varlet.  Go and bid my Cocky come out to me; I will give her some instructions, I will reason with her before I go.
 
  


SCENE III.

Fondlewife alone.
 

And in the meantime I will reason with myself.  Tell me, Isaac, why art thee jealous?  Why art thee distrustful of the wife of thy bosom?  Because she is young and vigorous, and I am old and impotent.  Then why didst thee marry, Isaac?  Because she was beautiful and tempting, and because I was obstinate and doting; so that my inclination was (and is still) greater than my power.  And will not that which tempted thee, also tempt others, who will tempt her, Isaac?  I fear it much.  But does not thy wife love thee, nay, dote upon thee?  Yes.  Why then!  Ay, but to say truth, she’s fonder of me than she has reason to be; and in the way of trade, we still suspect the smoothest dealers of the deepest designs.  And that she has some designs deeper than thou canst reach, thou hast experimented, Isaac.  But, mum.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Fondlewife, Lætitia.
 

LÆT.  I hope my dearest jewel is not going to leave me — are you, Nykin?
 

FOND.  Wife — have you thoroughly considered how detestable, how heinous, and how crying a sin the sin of adultery is?  Have you weighed it, I say?  For it is a very weighty sin; and although it may lie heavy upon thee, yet thy husband must also bear his part.  For thy iniquity will fall upon his head.
 

LÆT.  Bless me, what means my dear?
 

FOND.  [Aside.]  I profess she has an alluring eye; I am doubtful whether I shall trust her, even with Tribulation himself.  Speak, I say, have you considered what it is to cuckold your husband?
 

LÆT.  [Aside.]  I’m amazed.  Sure he has discovered nothing.  Who has wronged me to my dearest?  I hope my jewel does not think that ever I had any such thing in my head, or ever will have.
 

FOND.  No, no, I tell you I shall have it in my head — 
 

LÆT.  [Aside.]  I know not what to think.  But I’m resolved to find the meaning of it.  Unkind dear!  Was it for this you sent to call me?  Is it not affliction enough that you are to leave me, but you must study to increase it by unjust suspicions?  [Crying.]  Well — well — you know my fondness, and you love to tyrannise — Go on, cruel man, do: triumph over my poor heart while it holds, which cannot be long, with this usage of yours.  But that’s what you want.  Well, you will have your ends soon.  You will — you will.  Yes, it will break to oblige you.  [Sighs.]
 

FOND.  Verily, I fear I have carried the jest too far.  Nay, look you now if she does not weep— ’tis the fondest fool.  Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don’t cry, I was but in jest, I was not, ifeck.
 

LÆT.  [Aside.]  Oh then, all’s safe.  I was terribly frighted.  My affliction is always your jest, barbarous man!  Oh, that I should love to this degree!  Yet — 
 

FOND.  Nay, Cocky.
 

LÆT.  No, no, you are weary of me, that’s it — that’s all, you would get another wife — another fond fool, to break her heart — Well, be as cruel as you can to me, I’ll pray for you; and when I am dead with grief, may you have one that will love you as well as I have done: I shall be contented to lie at peace in my cold grave — since it will please you.  [Sighs.]
 

FOND.  Good lack, good lack, she would melt a heart of oak — I profess I can hold no longer.  Nay, dear Cocky — ifeck, you’ll break my heart — ifeck you will.  See, you have made me weep — made poor Nykin weep.  Nay, come kiss, buss poor Nykin — and I won’t leave thee — I’ll lose all first.
 

LÆT.  [Aside.]  How!  Heaven forbid! that will be carrying the jest too far indeed.
 

FOND.  Won’t you kiss Nykin?
 

LÆT.  Go, naughty Nykin, you don’t love me.
 

FOND.  Kiss, kiss, ifeck, I do.
 

LÆT.  No, you don’t.  [She kisses him.]
 

FOND.  What, not love Cocky!
 

LÆT.  No-h.  [Sighs.]
 

FOND.  I profess I do love thee better than five hundred pound — and so thou shalt say, for I’ll leave it to stay with thee.
 

LÆT.  No you sha’n’t neglect your business for me.  No, indeed, you sha’n’t, Nykin.  If you don’t go, I’ll think you been dealous of me still.
 

FOND.  He, he, he, wilt thou, poor fool?  Then I will go, I won’t be dealous.  Poor Cocky, kiss Nykin, kiss Nykin, ee, ee, ee.  Here will be the good man anon, to talk to Cocky and teach her how a wife ought to behave herself.
 

LÆT.  [Aside.]  I hope to have one that will show me how a husband ought to behave himself.  I shall be glad to learn, to please my jewel.  [Kiss.]
 

FOND.  That’s my good dear.  Come, kiss Nykin once more, and then get you in.  So — get you in, get you in.  Bye, bye.
 

LÆT.  Bye, Nykin.
 

FOND.  Bye, Cocky.
 

LÆT.  Bye, Nykin.
 

FOND.  Bye, Cocky, bye, bye.
 
  


SCENE V.

Vainlove, Sharper.
 

SHARP.  How!  Araminta lost!
 

VAIN.  To confirm what I have said, read this.  [Gives a letter.]
 

SHARP.  [Reads.]  Hum, hum!  And what then appeared a fault, upon reflection seems only an effect of a too powerful passion.  I’m afraid I give too great a proof of my own at this time.  I am in disorder for what I have written.  But something, I know not what, forced me.  I only beg a favourable censure of this and your Araminta.
 

SHARP.  Lost!  Pray heaven thou hast not lost thy wits.  Here, here, she’s thy own, man, signed and sealed too.  To her, man — a delicious melon, pure and consenting ripe, and only waits thy cutting up: she has been breeding love to thee all this while, and just now she’s delivered of it.
 

VAIN.  ’Tis an untimely fruit, and she has miscarried of her love.
 

SHARP.  Never leave this damned ill-natured whimsey, Frank?  Thou hast a sickly, peevish appetite; only chew love and cannot digest it.
 

VAIN.  Yes, when I feed myself.  But I hate to be crammed.  By heaven, there’s not a woman will give a man the pleasure of a chase: my sport is always balked or cut short.  I stumble over the game I would pursue.  ’Tis dull and unnatural to have a hare run full in the hounds’ mouth, and would distaste the keenest hunter.  I would have overtaken, not have met, my game.
 

SHARP.  However, I hope you don’t mean to forsake it; that will be but a kind of mongrel cur’s trick.  Well, are you for the Mall?
 

VAIN.  No; she will be there this evening.  Yes, I will go too, and she shall see her error in — 
 

SHARP.  In her choice, I-gad.  But thou canst not be so great a brute as to slight her.
 

VAIN.  I should disappoint her if I did not.  By her management I should think she expects it.
 

All naturally fly what does pursue:
’Tis fit men should be coy when women woo.
 
  


SCENE VI.

A Room in Fondlewife’s House.
 

A Servant introducing Bellmour, in fanatic habit, with a patch upon one eye and a book in his hand.
 

SERV.  Here’s a chair, sir, if you please to repose yourself.  My mistress is coming, sir.
 

BELL.  Secure in my disguise I have out-faced suspicion and even dared discovery.  This cloak my sanctity, and trusty Scarron’s novels my prayer-book; methinks I am the very picture of Montufar in the Hypocrites.  Oh! she comes.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Bellmour, Lætitia.
 

So breaks Aurora through the veil of night,
Thus fly the clouds, divided by her light,
And every eye receives a new-born sight.
[Throwing off his cloak, patch, etc.]
 

LÆT.  Thus strewed with blushes, like — Ah!  Heaven defend me!  Who’s this?  [Discovering him, starts.]
 

BELL.  Your lover.
 

LÆT.  Vainlove’s friend!  I know his face, and he has betrayed me to him.  [Aside.]
 

BELL.  You are surprised.  Did you not expect a lover, madam?  Those eyes shone kindly on my first appearance, though now they are o’ercast.
 

LÆT.  I may well be surprised at your person and impudence: they are both new to me.  You are not what your first appearance promised: the piety of your habit was welcome, but not the hypocrisy.
 

BELL.  Rather the hypocrisy was welcome, but not the hypocrite.
 

LÆT.  Who are you, sir?  You have mistaken the house sure.
 

BELL.  I have directions in my pocket which agree with everything but your unkindness.  [Pulls out the letter.]
 

LÆT.  My letter!  Base Vainlove!  Then ’tis too late to dissemble.  [Aside.]  ’Tis plain, then, you have mistaken the person.  [Going.]
 

BELL.  If we part so I’m mistaken.  Hold, hold, madam!  I confess I have run into an error.  I beg your pardon a thousand times.  What an eternal blockhead am I!  Can you forgive me the disorder I have put you into?  But it is a mistake which anybody might have made.
 

LÆT.  What can this mean?  ’Tis impossible he should be mistaken after all this.  A handsome fellow if he had not surprised me.  Methinks, now I look on him again, I would not have him mistaken.  [Aside.]  We are all liable to mistakes, sir.  If you own it to be so, there needs no farther apology.
 

BELL.  Nay, faith, madam, ’tis a pleasant one, and worth your hearing.  Expecting a friend last night, at his lodgings, till ’twas late, my intimacy with him gave me the freedom of his bed.  He not coming home all night, a letter was delivered to me by a servant in the morning.  Upon the perusal I found the contents so charming that I could think of nothing all day but putting ’em in practice, until just now, the first time I ever looked upon the superscription, I am the most surprised in the world to find it directed to Mr. Vainlove.  Gad, madam, I ask you a million of pardons, and will make you any satisfaction.
 

LÆT.  I am discovered.  And either Vainlove is not guilty, or he has handsomely excused him.  [Aside.]
 

BELL.  You appear concerned, madam.
 

LÆT.  I hope you are a gentleman; — and since you are privy to a weak woman’s failing, won’t turn it to the prejudice of her reputation.  You look as if you had more honour — 
 

BELL.  And more love, or my face is a false witness and deserves to be pilloried.  No, by heaven, I swear — 
 

LÆT.  Nay, don’t swear if you’d have me believe you; but promise — 
 

BELL.  Well, I promise.  A promise is so cold: give me leave to swear, by those eyes, those killing eyes, by those healing lips.  Oh! press the soft charm close to mine, and seal ’em up for ever.
 

LÆT.  Upon that condition.  [He kisses her.]
 

BELL.  Eternity was in that moment.  One more, upon any condition!
 

LÆT.  Nay, now — I never saw anything so agreeably impudent.  [Aside.]  Won’t you censure me for this, now? — but ’tis to buy your silence.  [Kiss.]  Oh, but what am I doing!
 

BELL.  Doing!  No tongue can express it — not thy own, nor anything, but thy lips.  I am faint with the excess of bliss.  Oh, for love-sake, lead me anywhither, where I may lie down — quickly, for I’m afraid I shall have a fit.
 

LÆT.  Bless me!  What fit?
 

BELL.  Oh, a convulsion — I feel the symptoms.
 

LÆT.  Does it hold you long?  I’m afraid to carry you into my chamber.
 

BELL.  Oh, no: let me lie down upon the bed; the fit will be soon over.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

SCENE: St. James’s Park.
 

Araminta and Belinda meeting.
 

BELIN.  Lard, my dear, I am glad I have met you; I have been at the Exchange since, and am so tired — 
 

ARAM.  Why, what’s the matter?
 

BELIN.  Oh the most inhuman, barbarous hackney-coach!  I am jolted to a jelly.  Am I not horribly touzed?  [Pulls out a pocket-glass.]
 

ARAM.  Your head’s a little out of order.
 

BELIN.  A little!  O frightful!  What a furious phiz I have!  O most rueful!  Ha, ha, ha.  O Gad, I hope nobody will come this way, till I have put myself a little in repair.  Ah! my dear, I have seen such unhewn creatures since.  Ha, ha, ha.  I can’t for my soul help thinking that I look just like one of ’em.  Good dear, pin this, and I’ll tell you — very well — so, thank you, my dear — but as I was telling you — pish, this is the untowardest lock — so, as I was telling you — how d’ye like me now?  Hideous, ha?  Frightful still?  Or how?
 

ARAM.  No, no; you’re very well as can be.
 

BELIN.  And so — but where did I leave off, my dear?  I was telling you — 
 

ARAM.  You were about to tell me something, child, but you left off before you began.
 

BELIN.  Oh; a most comical sight: a country squire, with the equipage of a wife and two daughters, came to Mrs. Snipwel’s shop while I was there — but oh Gad! two such unlicked cubs!
 

ARAM.  I warrant, plump, cherry-cheeked country girls.
 

BELIN.  Ay, o’ my conscience, fat as barn-door fowl: but so bedecked, you would have taken ’em for Friesland hens, with their feathers growing the wrong way.  O such outlandish creatures!  Such Tramontanæ, and foreigners to the fashion, or anything in practice!  I had not patience to behold.  I undertook the modelling of one of their fronts, the more modern structure — 
 

ARAM.  Bless me, cousin; why would you affront anybody so?  They might be gentlewomen of a very good family — 
 

BELIN.  Of a very ancient one, I dare swear, by their dress.  Affront! pshaw, how you’re mistaken!  The poor creature, I warrant, was as full of curtsies, as if I had been her godmother.  The truth on’t is, I did endeavour to make her look like a Christian — and she was sensible of it, for she thanked me, and gave me two apples, piping hot, out of her under-petticoat pocket.  Ha, ha, ha: and t’other did so stare and gape, I fancied her like the front of her father’s hall; her eyes were the two jut-windows, and her mouth the great door, most hospitably kept open for the entertainment of travelling flies.
 

ARAM.  So then, you have been diverted.  What did they buy?
 

BELIN.  Why, the father bought a powder-horn, and an almanac, and a comb-case; the mother, a great fruz-towr, and a fat amber necklace; the daughters only tore two pairs of kid-leather gloves, with trying ’em on.  O Gad, here comes the fool that dined at my Lady Freelove’s t’other day.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Sir Joseph and Bluffe.
 

ARAM.  May be he may not know us again.
 

BELIN.  We’ll put on our masks to secure his ignorance.  [They put on their masks.]
 

SIR JO.  Nay, Gad, I’ll pick up; I’m resolved to make a night on’t.  I’ll go to Alderman Fondlewife by and by, and get fifty pieces more from him.  Adslidikins, bully, we’ll wallow in wine and women.  Why, this same Madeira wine has made me as light as a grasshopper.  Hist, hist, bully, dost thou see those tearers?  [Sings.]  Look you what here is — look you what here is — toll — loll — dera — toll — loll — agad, t’other glass of Madeira, and I durst have attacked ’em in my own proper person, without your help.
 

BLUFF.  Come on then, knight.  But do you know what to say to them?
 

SIR JO.  Say: pooh, pox, I’ve enough to say — never fear it — that is, if I can but think on’t: truth is, I have but a treacherous memory.
 

BELIN.  O frightful! cousin, what shall we do?  These things come towards us.
 

ARAM.  No matter.  I see Vainlove coming this way — and, to confess my failing, I am willing to give him an opportunity of making his peace with me — and to rid me of these coxcombs, when I seem opprest with ’em, will be a fair one.
 

BLUFF.  Ladies, by these hilts you are well met.
 

ARAM.  We are afraid not.
 

BLUFF.  What says my pretty little knapsack carrier.  [To Belinda.]
 

BELIN.  O monstrous filthy fellow! good slovenly Captain Huffe, Bluffe (what is your hideous name?) be gone: you stink of brandy and tobacco, most soldier-like.  Foh.  [Spits.]
 

SIR JO.  Now am I slap-dash down in the mouth, and have not one word to say!  [Aside.]
 

ARAM.  I hope my fool has not confidence enough to be troublesome.  [Aside.]
 

SIR JO.  Hem!  Pray, madam, which way is the wind?
 

ARAM.  A pithy question.  Have you sent your wits for a venture, sir, that you enquire?
 

SIR JO.  Nay, now I’m in, I can prattle like a magpie.  [Aside.]
 
  


SCENE X.

[To them] Sharper and Vainlove at some distance.
 

BELIN.  Dear Araminta, I’m tired.
 

ARAM.  ’Tis but pulling off our masks, and obliging Vainlove to know us.  I’ll be rid of my fool by fair means. — Well, Sir Joseph, you shall see my face; but, be gone immediately.  I see one that will be jealous, to find me in discourse with you.  Be discreet.  No reply; but away.  [Unmasks.]
 

SIR JO.  The great fortune, that dined at my Lady Freelove’s!  Sir Joseph, thou art a made man.  Agad, I’m in love up to the ears.  But I’ll be discreet, and hushed.  [Aside.]
 

BLUFF.  Nay, by the world, I’ll see your face.
 

BELIN.  You shall.  [Unmasks.]
 

SHARP.  Ladies, your humble servant.  We were afraid you would not have given us leave to know you.
 

ARAM.  We thought to have been private.  But we find fools have the same advantage over a face in a mask that a coward has while the sword is in the scabbard, so were forced to draw in our own defence.
 

BLUFF.  My blood rises at that fellow: I can’t stay where he is; and I must not draw in the park.  [To Sir Joseph.]
 

SIR JO.  I wish I durst stay to let her know my lodging.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Araminta, Belinda, Vainlove, Sharper.
 

SHARP.  There is in true beauty, as in courage, somewhat which narrow souls cannot dare to admire.  And see, the owls are fled, as at the break of day.
 

BELIN.  Very courtly.  I believe Mr. Vainlove has not rubbed his eyes since break of day neither, he looks as if he durst not approach.  Nay, come, cousin, be friends with him.  I swear he looks so very simply — ha, ha, ha.  Well, a lover in the state of separation from his mistress is like a body without a soul.  Mr. Vainlove, shall I be bound for your good behaviour for the future?
 

VAIN.  Now must I pretend ignorance equal to hers, of what she knows as well as I.  [Aside.]  Men are apt to offend (’tis true) where they find most goodness to forgive.  But, madam, I hope I shall prove of a temper not to abuse mercy by committing new offences.
 

ARAM.  So cold!  [Aside.]
 

BELIN.  I have broke the ice for you, Mr. Vainlove, and so I leave you.  Come, Mr. Sharper, you and I will take a turn, and laugh at the vulgar — both the great vulgar and the small.  O Gad!  I have a great passion for Cowley.  Don’t you admire him?
 

SHARP.  Oh, madam! he was our English Horace.
 

BELIN.  Ah so fine! so extremely fine!  So everything in the world that I like — O Lord, walk this way — I see a couple; I’ll give you their history.
 
  


SCENE XII.

Araminta, Vainlove.
 

VAIN.  I find, madam, the formality of the law must be observed, though the penalty of it be dispensed with, and an offender must plead to his arraignment, though he has his pardon in his pocket.
 

ARAM.  I’m amazed!  This insolence exceeds t’other; whoever has encouraged you to this assurance, presuming upon the easiness of my temper, has much deceived you, and so you shall find.
 

VAIN.  Hey day!  Which way now?  Here’s fine doubling.  [Aside.]
 

ARAM.  Base man!  Was it not enough to affront me with your saucy passion?
 

VAIN.  You have given that passion a much kinder epithet than saucy, in another place.
 

ARAM.  Another place!  Some villainous design to blast my honour.  But though thou hadst all the treachery and malice of thy sex, thou canst not lay a blemish on my fame.  No, I have not erred in one favourable thought of mankind.  How time might have deceived me in you, I know not; my opinion was but young, and your early baseness has prevented its growing to a wrong belief.  Unworthy and ungrateful! be gone, and never see me more.
 

VAIN.  Did I dream? or do I dream?  Shall I believe my eyes, or ears?  The vision is here still.  Your passion, madam, will admit of no farther reasoning; but here’s a silent witness of your acquaintance.  [Takes our the letter, and offers it: she snatches it, and throws it away.]
 

ARAM.  There’s poison in everything you touch.  Blisters will follow — 
 

VAIN.  That tongue, which denies what the hands have done.
 

ARAM.  Still mystically senseless and impudent; I find I must leave the place.
 

VAIN.  No, madam, I’m gone.  She knows her name’s to it, which she will be unwilling to expose to the censure of the first finder.
 

ARAM.  Woman’s obstinacy made me blind to what woman’s curiosity now tempts me to see.  [Takes up the letter.]
 
  


SCENE XIII.

Belinda, Sharper.
 

BELIN.  Nay, we have spared nobody, I swear.  Mr. Sharper, you’re a pure man; where did you get this excellent talent of railing?
 

SHARP.  Faith, madam, the talent was born with me: — I confess I have taken care to improve it, to qualify me for the society of ladies.
 

BELIN.  Nay, sure, railing is the best qualification in a woman’s man.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

[To them] Footman.
 

SHARP.  The second best, indeed, I think.
 

BELIN.  How now, Pace?  Where’s my cousin?
 

FOOT.  She’s not very well, madam, and has sent to know if your ladyship would have the coach come again for you?
 

BELIN.  O Lord, no, I’ll go along with her.  Come, Mr. Sharper.
 
  


SCENE XV.

SCENE: A chamber in Fondlewife’s house.
 

Lætitia and Bellmour, his cloak, hat, etc., lying loose about the chamber.
 

BELL.  Here’s nobody, nor no noise— ’twas nothing but your fears.
 

LÆT.  I durst have sworn I had heard my monster’s voice.  I swear I was heartily frightened; feel how my heart beats.
 

BELL.  ’Tis an alarm to love — come in again, and let us — 
 

FOND.  [Without.]  Cocky, Cocky, where are you, Cocky?  I’m come home.
 

LÆT.  Ah!  There he is.  Make haste, gather up your things.
 

FOND.  Cocky, Cocky, open the door.
 

BELL.  Pox choke him, would his horns were in his throat.  My patch, my patch.  [Looking about, and gathering up his things.]
 

LÆT.  My jewel, art thou there? — No matter for your patch. — You s’an’t tum in, Nykin — run into my chamber, quickly, quickly — You s’an’t tum in.
 

FOND.  Nay, prithee, dear, i’feck I’m in haste.
 

LÆT.  Then I’ll let you in.  [Opens the door.]
 
  


SCENE XVI.

Lætitia, Fondlewife, Sir Joseph.
 

FOND.  Kiss, dear — I met the master of the ship by the way, and I must have my papers of accounts out of your cabinet.
 

LÆT.  Oh, I’m undone!  [Aside.]
 

SIR JO.  Pray, first let me have fifty pound, good Alderman, for I’m in haste.
 

FOND.  A hundred has already been paid by your order.  Fifty?  I have the sum ready in gold in my closet.
 
  


SCENE XVII.

Lætitia, Sir Joseph.
 

SIR JO.  Agad, it’s a curious, fine, pretty rogue; I’ll speak to her. — Pray, Madam, what news d’ye hear?
 

LÆT.  Sir, I seldom stir abroad.  [Walks about in disorder.]
 

SIR JO.  I wonder at that, Madam, for ’tis most curious fine weather.
 

LÆT.  Methinks ‘t has been very ill weather.
 

SIR JO.  As you say, madam, ’tis pretty bad weather, and has been so a great while.
 
  


SCENE XVIII.

[To them] Fondlewife.
 

FOND.  Here are fifty pieces in this purse, Sir Joseph; if you will tarry a moment, till I fetch my papers, I’ll wait upon you down-stairs.
 

LÆT.  Ruined, past redemption! what shall I do — ha! this fool may be of use.  (Aside.)  [As Fondlewife is going into the chamber, she runs to Sir Joseph, almost pushes him down, and cries out.]  Stand off, rude ruffian.  Help me, my dear.  O bless me!  Why will you leave me alone with such a Satyr?
 

FOND.  Bless us!  What’s the matter?  What’s the matter?
 

LÆT.  Your back was no sooner turned, but like a lion he came open mouthed upon me, and would have ravished a kiss from me by main force.
 

SIR JO.  O Lord!  Oh, terrible!  Ha, ha, ha.  Is your wife mad, Alderman?
 

LÆT.  Oh!  I’m sick with the fright; won’t you take him out of my sight?
 

FOND.  O traitor!  I’m astonished.  O bloody-minded traitor!
 

SIR JO.  Hey-day!  Traitor yourself.  By the Lord Harry, I was in most danger of being ravished, if you go to that.
 

FOND.  Oh, how the blasphemous wretch swears!  Out of my house, thou son of the whore of Babylon; offspring of Bel and the Dragon. — Bless us! ravish my wife! my Dinah!  Oh, Shechemite!  Begone, I say.
 

SIR JO.  Why, the devil’s in the people, I think.
 
  


SCENE XIX.

Lætitia, Fondlewife.
 

LÆT.  Oh! won’t you follow, and see him out of doors, my dear?
 

FOND.  I’ll shut this door to secure him from coming back — Give me the key of your cabinet, Cocky.  Ravish my wife before my face?  I warrant he’s a Papist in his heart at least, if not a Frenchman.
 

LÆT.  What can I do now!  (Aside.)  Oh! my dear, I have been in such a fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor Mr. Spintext has a sad fit of the colic, and is forced to lie down upon our bed — you’ll disturb him; I can tread softlier.
 

FOND.  Alack, poor man — no, no — you don’t know the papers — I won’t disturb him; give me the key.  [She gives him the key, goes to the chamber door and speaks aloud.]
 

LÆT.  ’Tis nobody but Mr. Fondlewife, Mr. Spintext, lie still on your stomach; lying on your stomach will ease you of the colic.
 

FOND.  Ay, ay, lie still, lie still; don’t let me disturb you.
 
  


SCENE XX.

Lætitia alone.
 

LÆT.  Sure, when he does not see his face, he won’t discover him.  Dear fortune, help me but this once, and I’ll never run in thy debt again.  But this opportunity is the Devil.
 
  


SCENE XXI.

Fondlewife returns with Papers.
 

FOND.  Good lack! good lack!  I profess the poor man is in great torment; he lies as flat — Dear, you should heat a trencher, or a napkin. — Where’s Deborah?  Let her clap some warm thing to his stomach, or chafe it with a warm hand rather than fail.  What book’s this?  [Sees the book that Bellmour forgot.]
 

LÆT.  Mr. Spintext’s prayer-book, dear.  Pray Heaven it be a prayer-book.  [Aside.]
 

FOND.  Good man!  I warrant he dropped it on purpose that you might take it up and read some of the pious ejaculations.  [Taking up the book.]  O bless me!  O monstrous!  A prayer-book?  Ay, this is the devil’s paternoster.  Hold, let me see: The Innocent Adultery.
 

LÆT.  Misfortune! now all’s ruined again.  [Aside.]
 

BELL.  [Peeping].  Damned chance!  If I had gone a-whoring with the Practice of Piety in my pocket I had never been discovered.
 

FOND.  Adultery, and innocent!  O Lord!  Here’s doctrine!  Ay, here’s discipline!
 

LÆT.  Dear husband, I’m amazed.  Sure it is a good book, and only tends to the speculation of sin.
 

FOND.  Speculation!  No no; something went farther than speculation when I was not to be let in. — Where is this apocryphal elder?  I’ll ferret him.
 

LÆT.  I’m so distracted, I can’t think of a lie.  [Aside.]
 
  


SCENE XXII.

Lætitia and Fondlewife haling out Bellmour.
 

FOND.  Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate.  Who, how now!  Who have we here?
 

LÆT.  Ha!  [Shrieks as surprised.]
 

FOND.  Oh thou salacious woman!  Am I then brutified?  Ay, I feel it here; I sprout, I bud, I blossom, I am ripe-horn-mad.  But who in the devil’s name are you?  Mercy on me for swearing.  But — 
 

LÆT.  Oh! goodness keep us!  Who are you?  What are you?
 

BELL.  Soh!
 

LÆT.  In the name of the — O!  Good, my dear, don’t come near it; I’m afraid ’tis the devil; indeed, it has hoofs, dear.
 

FOND.  Indeed, and I have horns, dear.  The devil, no, I am afraid ’tis the flesh, thou harlot.  Dear, with the pox.  Come Syren, speak, confess, who is this reverend, brawny pastor.
 

LÆT.  Indeed, and indeed now, my dear Nykin, I never saw this wicked man before.
 

FOND.  Oh, it is a man then, it seems.
 

LÆT.  Rather, sure it is a wolf in the clothing of a sheep.
 

FOND.  Thou art a devil in his proper clothing — woman’s flesh.  What, you know nothing of him, but his fleece here!  You don’t love mutton? you Magdalen unconverted.
 

BELL.  Well, now, I know my cue. — That is, very honourably to excuse her, and very impudently accuse myself.  [Aside.]
 

LÆT.  Why then, I wish I may never enter into the heaven of your embraces again, my dear, if ever I saw his face before.
 

FOND.  O Lord!  O strange!  I am in admiration of your impudence.  Look at him a little better; he is more modest, I warrant you, than to deny it.  Come, were you two never face to face before?  Speak.
 

BELL.  Since all artifice is vain.  And I think myself obliged to speak the truth in justice to your wife. — No.
 

FOND.  Humph.
 

LÆT.  No, indeed, dear.
 

FOND.  Nay, I find you are both in a story; that I must confess.  But, what — not to be cured of the colic?  Don’t you know your patient, Mrs. Quack?  Oh, ‘lie upon your stomach; lying upon your stomach will cure you of the colic.’  Ah! answer me, Jezebel?
 

LÆT.  Let the wicked man answer for himself: does he think I have nothing to do but excuse him? ’tis enough if I can clear my own innocence to my own dear.
 

BELL.  By my troth, and so ’tis.  I have been a little too backward; that’s the truth on’t.
 

FOND.  Come, sir, who are you, in the first place?  And what are you?
 

BELL.  A whore-master.
 

FOND.  Very concise.
 

LÆT.  O beastly, impudent creature.
 

FOND.  Well, sir, and what came you hither for?
 

BELL.  To lie with your wife.
 

FOND.  Good again.  A very civil person this, and I believe speaks truth.
 

LÆT.  Oh, insupportable impudence.
 

FOND.  Well, sir; pray be covered — and you have — Heh!  You have finished the matter, heh?  And I am, as I should be, a sort of civil perquisite to a whore-master, called a cuckold, heh?  Is it not so?  Come, I’m inclining to believe every word you say.
 

BELL.  Why, faith, I must confess, so I designed you; but you were a little unlucky in coming so soon, and hindered the making of your own fortune.
 

FOND.  Humph.  Nay, if you mince the matter once and go back of your word you are not the person I took you for.  Come, come, go on boldly. — What, don’t be ashamed of your profession. — Confess, confess; I shall love thee the better for’t.  I shall, i’feck.  What, dost think I don’t know how to behave myself in the employment of a cuckold, and have been three years apprentice to matrimony?  Come, come; plain dealing is a jewel.
 

BELL.  Well, since I see thou art a good, honest fellow, I’ll confess the whole matter to thee.
 

FOND.  Oh, I am a very honest fellow.  You never lay with an honester man’s wife in your life.
 

LÆT.  How my heart aches!  All my comfort lies in his impudence, and heaven be praised, he has a considerable portion.  [Aside.]
 

BELL.  In short, then, I was informed of the opportunity of your absence by my spy (for faith, honest Isaac, I have a long time designed thee this favour).  I knew Spintext was to come by your direction.  But I laid a trap for him, and procured his habit, in which I passed upon your servants, and was conducted hither.  I pretended a fit of the colic, to excuse my lying down upon your bed; hoping that when she heard of it, her good nature would bring her to administer remedies for my distemper.  You know what might have followed.  But, like an uncivil person, you knocked at the door before your wife was come to me.
 

FOND.  Ha!  This is apocryphal; I may choose whether I will believe it or no.
 

BELL.  That you may, faith, and I hope you won’t believe a word on’t — but I can’t help telling the truth, for my life.
 

FOND.  How! would not you have me believe you, say you?
 

BELL.  No; for then you must of consequence part with your wife, and there will be some hopes of having her upon the public; then the encouragement of a separate maintenance — 
 

FOND.  No, no; for that matter, when she and I part, she’ll carry her separate maintenance about her.
 

LÆT.  Ah, cruel dear, how can you be so barbarous?  You’ll break my heart, if you talk of parting.  [Cries.]
 

FOND.  Ah, dissembling vermin!
 

BELL.  How can’st thou be so cruel, Isaac?  Thou hast the heart of a mountain-tiger.  By the faith of a sincere sinner, she’s innocent for me.  Go to him, madam, fling your snowy arms about his stubborn neck; bathe his relentless face in your salt trickling tears.  [She goes and hangs upon his neck, and kisses him.  Bellmour kisses her hand behind Fondlewife’s back.]  So, a few soft words, and a kiss, and the good man melts.  See how kind nature works, and boils over in him.
 

LÆT.  Indeed, my dear, I was but just come down stairs, when you knocked at the door; and the maid told me Mr. Spintext was ill of the colic upon our bed.  And won’t you speak to me, cruel Nykin?  Indeed, I’ll die, if you don’t.
 

FOND.  Ah!  No, no, I cannot speak, my heart’s so full — I have been a tender husband, a tender yoke-fellow; you know I have. — But thou hast been a faithless Delilah, and the Philistines — Heh!  Art thou not vile and unclean, heh?  Speak.  [Weeping.]
 

LÆT.  No-h.  [Sighing.]
 

FOND.  Oh that I could believe thee!
 

LÆT.  Oh, my heart will break.  [Seeming to faint.]
 

FOND.  Heh, how!  No, stay, stay, I will believe thee, I will.  Pray bend her forward, sir.
 

LÆT.  Oh! oh!  Where is my dear?
 

FOND.  Here, here; I do believe thee.  I won’t believe my own eyes.
 

BELL.  For my part, I am so charmed with the love of your turtle to you, that I’ll go and solicit matrimony with all my might and main.
 

FOND.  Well, well, sir; as long as I believe it, ’tis well enough.  No thanks to you, sir, for her virtue. — But, I’ll show you the way out of my house, if you please.  Come, my dear.  Nay, I will believe thee, I do, i’feck.
 

BELL.  See the great blessing of an easy faith; opinion cannot err.
 

No husband, by his wife, can be deceived;
She still is virtuous, if she’s so believed.
 
  


ACT V.
  


SCENE I.

SCENE: The Street.
 

Bellmour in fanatic habit, Setter, Heartwell, Lucy.
 

BELL.  Setter!  Well encountered.
 

SET.  Joy of your return, sir.  Have you made a good voyage? or have you brought your own lading back?
 

BELL.  No, I have brought nothing but ballast back — made a delicious voyage, Setter; and might have rode at anchor in the port till this time, but the enemy surprised us — I would unrig.
 

SET.  I attend you, sir.
 

BELL.  Ha!  Is it not that Heartwell at Sylvia’s door?  Be gone quickly, I’ll follow you — I would not be known.  Pox take ’em, they stand just in my way.
 
  


SCENE II.

Bellmour, Heartwell, Lucy.
 

HEART.  I’m impatient till it be done.
 

LUCY.  That may be, without troubling yourself to go again for your brother’s chaplain.  Don’t you see that stalking form of godliness?
 

HEART.  O ay; he’s a fanatic.
 

LUCY.  An executioner qualified to do your business.  He has been lawfully ordained.
 

HEART.  I’ll pay him well, if you’ll break the matter to him.
 

LUCY.  I warrant you. — Do you go and prepare your bride.
 
  


SCENE III.

Bellmour, Lucy.
 

BELL.  Humph, sits the wind there?  What a lucky rogue am I!  Oh, what sport will be here, if I can persuade this wench to secrecy!
 

LUCY.  Sir: reverend sir.
 

BELL.  Madam.  [Discovers himself.]
 

LUCY.  Now, goodness have mercy upon me!  Mr. Bellmour! is it you?
 

BELL.  Even I.  What dost think?
 

LUCY.  Think!  That I should not believe my eyes, and that you are not what you seem to be.
 

BELL.  True.  But to convince thee who I am, thou knowest my old token.  [Kisses her.]
 

LUCY.  Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard!  I believe you are a parson in good earnest, you kiss so devoutly.
 

BELL.  Well, your business with me, Lucy?
 

LUCY.  I had none, but through mistake.
 

BELL.  Which mistake you must go through with, Lucy.  Come, I know the intrigue between Heartwell and your mistress; and you mistook me for Tribulation Spintext, to marry ’em — Ha? are not matters in this posture?  Confess: come, I’ll be faithful; I will, i’faith.  What! diffide in me, Lucy?
 

LUCY.  Alas-a-day!  You and Mr. Vainlove, between you, have ruined my poor mistress: you have made a gap in her reputation; and can you blame her if she make it up with a husband?
 

BELL.  Well, is it as I say?
 

LUCY.  Well, it is then: but you’ll be secret?
 

BELL.  Phuh, secret, ay.  And to be out of thy debt, I’ll trust thee with another secret.  Your mistress must not marry Heartwell, Lucy.
 

LUCY.  How!  O Lord!
 

BELL.  Nay, don’t be in passion, Lucy: — I’ll provide a fitter husband for her.  Come, here’s earnest of my good intentions for thee too; let this mollify.  [Gives her money.]  Look you, Heartwell is my friend; and though he be blind, I must not see him fall into the snare, and unwittingly marry a whore.
 

LUCY.  Whore!  I’d have you to know my mistress scorns — 
 

BELL.  Nay, nay: look you, Lucy; there are whores of as good quality.  But to the purpose, if you will give me leave to acquaint you with it.  Do you carry on the mistake of me: I’ll marry ’em.  Nay, don’t pause; if you do, I’ll spoil all.  I have some private reasons for what I do, which I’ll tell you within.  In the meantime, I promise — and rely upon me — to help your mistress to a husband: nay, and thee too, Lucy.  Here’s my hand, I will; with a fresh assurance.  [Gives her more money.]
 

LUCY.  Ah, the devil is not so cunning.  You know my easy nature.  Well, for once I’ll venture to serve you; but if you do deceive me, the curse of all kind, tender-hearted women light upon you!
 

BELL.  That’s as much as to say, the pox take me.  Well, lead on.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Vainlove, Sharper, and Setter.
 

SHARP.  Just now, say you; gone in with Lucy?
 

SET.  I saw him, sir, and stood at the corner where you found me, and overheard all they said: Mr. Bellmour is to marry ’em.
 

SHARP.  Ha, ha; it will be a pleasant cheat.  I’ll plague Heartwell when I see him.  Prithee, Frank, let’s tease him; make him fret till he foam at the mouth, and disgorge his matrimonial oath with interest.  Come, thou’rt musty — 
 

SET.  [To Sharper.]  Sir, a word with you.  [Whispers him.]
 

VAIN.  Sharper swears she has forsworn the letter — I’m sure he tells me truth; — but I’m not sure she told him truth: yet she was unaffectedly concerned, he says, and often blushed with anger and surprise: and so I remember in the park.  She had reason, if I wrong her.  I begin to doubt.
 

SHARP.  Say’st thou so?
 

SET.  This afternoon, sir, about an hour before my master received the letter.
 

SHARP.  In my conscience, like enough.
 

SET.  Ay, I know her, sir; at least, I’m sure I can fish it out of her: she’s the very sluice to her lady’s secrets: ’tis but setting her mill agoing, and I can drain her of ’em all.
 

SHARP.  Here, Frank, your bloodhound has made out the fault: this letter, that so sticks in thy maw, is counterfeit; only a trick of Sylvia in revenge, contrived by Lucy.
 

VAIN.  Ha!  It has a colour; but how do you know it, sirrah?
 

SET.  I do suspect as much; because why, sir, she was pumping me about how your worship’s affairs stood towards Madam Araminta; as, when you had seen her last? when you were to see her next? and, where you were to be found at that time? and such like.
 

VAIN.  And where did you tell her?
 

SET.  In the Piazza.
 

VAIN.  There I received the letter — it must be so — and why did you not find me out, to tell me this before, sot?
 

SET.  Sir, I was pimping for Mr. Bellmour.
 

SHARP.  You were well employed: I think there is no objection to the excuse.
 

VAIN.  Pox of my saucy credulity — if I have lost her, I deserve it.  But if confession and repentance be of force, I’ll win her, or weary her into a forgiveness.
 

SHARP.  Methinks I long to see Bellmour come forth.
 
  


SCENE V.

Sharper, Bellmour, Setter.
 

SET.  Talk of the devil: see where he comes.
 

SHARP.  Hugging himself in his prosperous mischief — no real fanatic can look better pleased after a successful sermon of sedition.
 

BELL.  Sharper!  Fortify thy spleen: such a jest!  Speak when thou art ready.
 

SHARP.  Now, were I ill-natured would I utterly disappoint thy mirth: hear thee tell thy mighty jest with as much gravity as a bishop hears venereal causes in the spiritual court.  Not so much as wrinkle my face with one smile; but let thee look simply, and laugh by thyself.
 

BELL.  Pshaw, no; I have a better opinion of thy wit.  Gad, I defy thee.
 

SHARP.  Were it not loss of time you should make the experiment.  But honest Setter, here, overheard you with Lucy, and has told me all.
 

BELL.  Nay, then, I thank thee for not putting me out of countenance.  But, to tell you something you don’t know.  I got an opportunity after I had married ’em, of discovering the cheat to Sylvia.  She took it at first, as another woman would the like disappointment; but my promise to make her amends quickly with another husband somewhat pacified her.
 

SHARP.  But how the devil do you think to acquit yourself of your promise?  Will you marry her yourself?
 

BELL.  I have no such intentions at present.  Prithee, wilt thou think a little for me?  I am sure the ingenious Mr. Setter will assist.
 

SET.  O Lord, sir!
 

BELL.  I’ll leave him with you, and go shift my habit.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Sharper, Setter, Sir Joseph, and Bluffe.
 

SHARP.  Heh!  Sure fortune has sent this fool hither on purpose.  Setter, stand close; seem not to observe ’em; and, hark ye.  [Whispers.]
 

BLUFF.  Fear him not.  I am prepared for him now, and he shall find he might have safer roused a sleeping lion.
 

SIR JO.  Hush, hush! don’t you see him?
 

BLUFF.  Show him to me.  Where is he?
 

SIR JO.  Nay, don’t speak so loud.  I don’t jest as I did a little while ago.  Look yonder!  Agad, if he should hear the lion roar, he’d cudgel him into an ass, and his primitive braying.  Don’t you remember the story in Æsop’s Fables, bully?  Agad, there are good morals to be picked out of Æsop’s Fables, let me tell you that, and Reynard the Fox too.
 

BLUFF.  Damn your morals.
 

SIR JO.  Prithee, don’t speak so loud.
 

BLUFF.  Damn your morals; I must revenge the affront done to my honour.  [In a low voice.]
 

SIR JO.  Ay; do, do, captain, if you think fitting.  You may dispose of your own flesh as you think fitting, d’ye see, but, by the Lord Harry, I’ll leave you.  [Stealing away upon his tip-toes.]
 

BLUFF.  Prodigious!  What, will you forsake your friend in extremity?  You can’t in honour refuse to carry him a challenge.  [Almost whispering, and treading softly after him.]
 

SIR JO.  Prithee, what do you see in my face that looks as if I would carry a challenge?  Honour is your province, captain; take it.  All the world know me to be a knight, and a man of worship.
 

SET.  I warrant you, sir, I’m instructed.
 

SHARP.  Impossible!  Araminta take a liking to a fool?  [Aloud.]
 

SET.  Her head runs on nothing else, nor she can talk of nothing else.
 

SHARP.  I know she commanded him all the while we were in the Park; but I thought it had been only to make Vainlove jealous.
 

SIR JO.  How’s this!  Good bully, hold your breath and let’s hearken.  Agad, this must be I.
 

SHARP.  Death, it can’t be.  An oaf, an idiot, a wittal.
 

SIR JO.  Ay, now it’s out; ’tis I, my own individual person.
 

SHARP.  A wretch that has flown for shelter to the lowest shrub of mankind, and seeks protection from a blasted coward.
 

SIR JO.  That’s you, bully back.  [Bluffe frowns upon Sir Joseph.]
 

SHARP.  She has given Vainlove her promise to marry him before to-morrow morning.  Has she not?  [To Setter.]
 

SET.  She has, sir; and I have it in charge to attend her all this evening, in order to conduct her to the place appointed.
 

SHARP.  Well, I’ll go and inform your master; and do you press her to make all the haste imaginable.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Setter, Sir Joseph, Bluffe.
 

SET.  Were I a rogue now, what a noble prize could I dispose of!  A goodly pinnace, richly laden, and to launch forth under my auspicious convoy.  Twelve thousand pounds and all her rigging, besides what lies concealed under hatches.  Ha! all this committed to my care!  Avaunt, temptation!  Setter, show thyself a person of worth; be true to thy trust, and be reputed honest.  Reputed honest!  Hum: is that all?  Ay; for to be honest is nothing; the reputation of it is all.  Reputation! what have such poor rogues as I to do with reputation? ’tis above us; and for men of quality, they are above it; so that reputation is even as foolish a thing as honesty.  And, for my part, if I meet Sir Joseph with a purse of gold in his hand, I’ll dispose of mine to the best advantage.
 

SIR JO.  Heh, heh, heh: Here ’tis for you, i’faith, Mr. Setter.  Nay, I’ll take you at your word.  [Chinking a purse.]
 

SET.  Sir Joseph and the captain, too! undone! undone!  I’m undone, my master’s undone, my lady’s undone, and all the business is undone.
 

SIR JO.  No, no; never fear, man; the lady’s business shall be done.  What, come, Mr. Setter, I have overheard all, and to speak is but loss of time; but if there be occasion, let these worthy gentlemen intercede for me.  [Gives him gold.]
 

SET.  O lord, sir, what d’ye mean?  Corrupt my honesty?  They have indeed very persuading faces.  But — 
 

SIR JO.  ’Tis too little, there’s more, man.  There, take all.  Now — 
 

SET.  Well, Sir Joseph, you have such a winning way with you — 
 

SIR JO.  And how, and how, good Setter, did the little rogue look when she talked of Sir Joseph?  Did not her eyes twinkle and her mouth water?  Did not she pull up her little bubbies?  And — agad, I’m so overjoyed — And stroke down her belly? and then step aside to tie her garter when she was thinking of her love?  Heh, Setter!
 

SET.  Oh, yes, sir.
 

SIR JO.  How now, bully?  What, melancholy because I’m in the lady’s favour?  No matter, I’ll make your peace: I know they were a little smart upon you.  But I warrant I’ll bring you into the lady’s good graces.
 

BLUFF.  Pshaw, I have petitions to show from other-guess toys than she.  Look here; these were sent me this morning.  There, read.  [Shows letters].  That — that’s a scrawl of quality.  Here, here’s from a countess too.  Hum — No, hold — that’s from a knight’s wife — she sent it me by her husband.  But here, both these are from persons of great quality.
 

SIR JO.  They are either from persons of great quality, or no quality at all, ’tis such a damned ugly hand.  [While Sir Joseph reads, Bluffe whispers Setter.]
 

SET.  Captain, I would do anything to serve you; but this is so difficult.
 

BLUFF.  Not at all.  Don’t I know him?
 

SET.  You’ll remember the conditions?
 

BLUFF.  I’ll give it you under my hand.  In the meantime, here’s earnest.  [Gives him money.]  Come, knight, I’m capitulating with Mr. Setter for you.
 

SIR JO.  Ah, honest Setter; sirrah, I’ll give thee anything but a night’s lodging.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Sharper tugging in Heartwell.
 

SHARP.  Nay, prithee leave railing, and come along with me.  May be she mayn’t be within.  ’Tis but to yond corner-house.
 

HEART.  Whither?  Whither?  Which corner-house.
 

SHARP.  Why, there: the two white posts.
 

HEART.  And who would you visit there, say you?  (O’ons, how my heart aches.)
 

SHARP.  Pshaw, thou’rt so troublesome and inquisitive.  My, I’ll tell you; ’tis a young creature that Vainlove debauched and has forsaken.  Did you never hear Bellmour chide him about Sylvia?
 

HEART.  Death, and hell, and marriage!  My wife!  [Aside.]
 

SHARP.  Why, thou art as musty as a new-married man that had found his wife knowing the first night.
 

HEART.  Hell, and the Devil!  Does he know it?  But, hold; if he should not, I were a fool to discover it.  I’ll dissemble, and try him.  [Aside.]  Ha, ha, ha.  Why, Tom, is that such an occasion of melancholy?  Is it such an uncommon mischief?
 

SHARP.  No, faith; I believe not.  Few women but have their year of probation before they are cloistered in the narrow joys of wedlock.  But, prithee, come along with me or I’ll go and have the lady to myself.  B’w’y George.  [Going.]
 

HEART.  O torture!  How he racks and tears me!  Death!  Shall I own my shame or wittingly let him go and whore my wife?  No, that’s insupportable.  O Sharper!
 

SHARP.  How now?
 

HEART.  Oh, I am married.
 

SHARP.  (Now hold, spleen.)  Married!
 

HEART.  Certainly, irrecoverably married.
 

SHARP.  Heaven forbid, man!  How long?
 

HEART.  Oh, an age, an age!  I have been married these two hours.
 

SHARP.  My old bachelor married!  That were a jest.  Ha, ha, ha.
 

HEART.  Death!  D’ye mock me?  Hark ye, if either you esteem my friendship, or your own safety — come not near that house — that corner-house — that hot brothel.  Ask no questions.
 

SHARP.  Mad, by this light.
 

Thus grief still treads upon the heels of pleasure:
Married in haste, we may repent at leisure.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Sharper, Setter.
 

SET.  Some by experience find these words misplaced:
At leisure married, they repent in haste.
 

As I suppose my master Heartwell.
 

SHARP.  Here again, my Mercury!
 

SET.  Sublimate, if you please, sir: I think my achievements do deserve the epithet — Mercury was a pimp too, but, though I blush to own it, at this time, I must confess I am somewhat fallen from the dignity of my function, and do condescend to be scandalously employed in the promotion of vulgar matrimony.
 

SHARP.  As how, dear, dexterous pimp?
 

SET.  Why, to be brief, for I have weighty affairs depending — our stratagem succeeded as you intended — Bluffe turns errant traitor; bribes me to make a private conveyance of the lady to him, and put a shame-settlement upon Sir Joseph.
 

SHARP.  O rogue!  Well, but I hope — 
 

SET.  No, no; never fear me, sir.  I privately informed the knight of the treachery, who has agreed seemingly to be cheated, that the captain may be so in reality.
 

SHARP.  Where’s the bride?
 

SET.  Shifting clothes for the purpose, at a friend’s house of mine.  Here’s company coming; if you’ll walk this way, sir, I’ll tell you.
 
  


SCENE X.

Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta, and Vainlove.
 

VAIN.  Oh, ’twas frenzy all: cannot you forgive it?  Men in madness have a title to your pity.  [To Araminta.]
 

ARAM.  Which they forfeit, when they are restored to their senses.
 

VAIN.  I am not presuming beyond a pardon.
 

ARAM.  You who could reproach me with one counterfeit, how insolent would a real pardon make you!  But there’s no need to forgive what is not worth my anger.
 

BELIN.  O’ my conscience, I could find in my heart to marry thee, purely to be rid of thee — at least thou art so troublesome a lover, there’s hopes thou’lt make a more than ordinary quiet husband.  [To Bellmour.]
 

BELL.  Say you so?  Is that a maxim among ye?
 

BELIN.  Yes: you fluttering men of the mode have made marriage a mere French dish.
 

BELL.  I hope there’s no French sauce.  [Aside.]
 

BELIN.  You are so curious in the preparation, that is, your courtship, one would think you meant a noble entertainment — but when we come to feed, ’tis all froth, and poor, but in show.  Nay, often, only remains, which have been I know not how many times warmed for other company, and at last served up cold to the wife.
 

BELL.  That were a miserable wretch indeed, who could not afford one warm dish for the wife of his bosom.  But you timorous virgins form a dreadful chimæra of a husband, as of a creature contrary to that soft, humble, pliant, easy thing, a lover; so guess at plagues in matrimony, in opposition to the pleasures of courtship.  Alas! courtship to marriage, is but as the music in the play-house, until the curtain’s drawn; but that once up, then opens the scene of pleasure.
 

BELIN.  Oh, foh, — no: rather courtship to marriage, as a very witty prologue to a very dull play.
 
  


SCENE XI.

[To them] Sharper.
 

SHARP.  Hist!  Bellmour.  If you’ll bring the ladies, make haste to Sylvia’s lodgings, before Heartwell has fretted himself out of breath.
 

BELL.  You have an opportunity now, madam, to revenge yourself upon Heartwell, for affronting your squirrel.  [To Belinda.]
 

BELIN.  Oh, the filthy rude beast.
 

ARAM.  ’Tis a lasting quarrel; I think he has never been at our house since.
 

BELL.  But give yourselves the trouble to walk to that corner-house, and I’ll tell you by the way what may divert and surprise you.
 
  


SCENE XII.

SCENE: Sylvia’s Lodgings.
 

Heartwell and Boy.
 

HEART.  Gone forth, say you, with her maid?
 

BOY.  There was a man too, that fetched them out — Setter, I think they called him.
 

HEART.  So-h — that precious pimp too — damned, damned strumpet! could she not contain herself on her wedding-day? not hold out till night?  Oh, cursed state! how wide we err, when apprehensive of the load of life.
 

We hope to find
That help which Nature meant in womankind,
To man that supplemental self-designed;
But proves a burning caustic when applied,
And Adam, sure, could with more ease abide
The bone when broken, than when made a bride.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

[To him] Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta.
 

BELL.  Now George, what, rhyming!  I thought the chimes of verse were past, when once the doleful marriage-knell was rung.
 

HEART.  Shame and confusion, I am exposed.  [Vainlove and Araminta talk apart.]
 

BELIN.  Joy, joy, Mr. Bridegroom; I give you joy, sir.
 

HEART.  ’Tis not in thy nature to give me joy.  A woman can as soon give immortality.
 

BELIN.  Ha, ha, ha! oh Gad, men grow such clowns when they are married.
 

BELL.  That they are fit for no company but their wives.
 

BELIN.  Nor for them neither, in a little time.  I swear, at the month’s end, you shall hardly find a married man that will do a civil thing to his wife, or say a civil thing to anybody else.  How he looks already, ha, ha, ha.
 

BELL.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

HEART.  Death, am I made your laughing-stock?  For you, sir, I shall find a time; but take off your wasp here, or the clown may grow boisterous; I have a fly-flap.
 

BELIN.  You have occasion for’t, your wife has been blown upon.
 

BELL.  That’s home.
 

HEART.  Not fiends or furies could have added to my vexation, or anything, but another woman.  You’ve racked my patience; begone, or by — 
 

BELL.  Hold, hold.  What the devil — thou wilt not draw upon a woman?
 

VAIN.  What’s the matter?
 

ARAM.  Bless me! what have you done to him?
 

BELIN.  Only touched a galled beast until he winced.
 

VAIN.  Bellmour, give it over; you vex him too much.  ’Tis all serious to him.
 

BELIN.  Nay, I swear, I begin to pity him myself.
 

HEART.  Damn your pity! — but let me be calm a little.  How have I deserved this of you? any of ye?  Sir, have I impaired the honour of your house, promised your sister marriage, and whored her?  Wherein have I injured you?  Did I bring a physician to your father when he lay expiring, and endeavour to prolong his life, and you one and twenty?  Madam, have I had an opportunity with you and baulked it?  Did you ever offer me the favour that I refused it?  Or — 
 

BELIN.  Oh foh! what does the filthy fellow mean?  Lord, let me be gone.
 

ARAM.  Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough served.
 

BELL.  This is a little scurrilous though.
 

VAIN.  Nay, ’tis a sore of your own scratching — well, George?
 

HEART.  You are the principal cause of all my present ills.  If Sylvia had not been your mistress, my wife might have been honest.
 

VAIN.  And if Sylvia had not been your wife, my mistress might have been just.  There, we are even.  But have a good heart, I heard of your misfortune, and come to your relief.
 

HEART.  When execution’s over, you offer a reprieve.
 

VAIN.  What would you give?
 

HEART.  Oh!  Anything, everything, a leg or two, or an arm; nay, I would be divorced from my virility to be divorced from my wife.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

[To them] Sharper.
 

VAIN.  Faith, that’s a sure way: but here’s one can sell you freedom better cheap.
 

SHARP.  Vainlove, I have been a kind of a godfather to you yonder.  I have promised and vowed some things in your name which I think you are bound to perform.
 

VAIN.  No signing to a blank, friend.
 

SHARP.  No, I’ll deal fairly with you.  ’Tis a full and free discharge to Sir Joseph Wittal and Captain Bluffe; for all injuries whatsoever, done unto you by them, until the present date hereof.  How say you?
 

VAIN.  Agreed.
 

SHARP.  Then, let me beg these ladies to wear their masks, a moment.  Come in, gentlemen and ladies.
 

HEART.  What the devil’s all this to me?
 

VAIN.  Patience.
 
  


SCENE the Last

[To them] Sir Joseph, Bluffe, Sylvia, Lucy, Setter.
 

BLUFF.  All injuries whatsoever, Mr. Sharper.
 

SIR JO.  Ay, ay, whatsoever, Captain, stick to that; whatsoever.
 

SHARP.  ’Tis done, these gentlemen are witnesses to the general release.
 

VAIN.  Ay, ay, to this instant moment.  I have passed an act of oblivion.
 

BLUFF.  ’Tis very generous, sir, since I needs must own — 
 

SIR JO.  No, no, Captain, you need not own, heh, heh, heh.  ’Tis I must own — 
 

BLUFF. — That you are over-reached too, ha, ha, ha, only a little art military used — only undermined, or so, as shall appear by the fair Araminta, my wife’s permission.  Oh, the devil, cheated at last!  [Lucy unmasks.]
 

SIR JO.  Only a little art-military trick, captain, only countermined, or so.  Mr. Vainlove, I suppose you know whom I have got — now, but all’s forgiven.
 

VAIN.  I know whom you have not got; pray ladies convince him.  [Aram. and Belin. unmask.]
 

SIR JO.  Ah! oh Lord, my heart aches.  Ah!  Setter, a rogue of all sides.
 

SHARP.  Sir Joseph, you had better have pre-engaged this gentleman’s pardon: for though Vainlove be so generous to forgive the loss of his mistress, I know not how Heartwell may take the loss of his wife.  [Sylvia unmasks.]
 

HEART.  My wife!  By this light ’tis she, the very cockatrice.  O Sharper!  Let me embrace thee.  But art thou sure she is really married to him?
 

SET.  Really and lawfully married, I am witness.
 

SHARP.  Bellmour will unriddle to you.  [Heartwell goes to Bellmour.]
 

SIR JO.  Pray, madam, who are you?  For I find you and I are like to be better acquainted.
 

SYLV.  The worst of me is, that I am your wife — 
 

SHARP.  Come, Sir Joseph, your fortune is not so bad as you fear.  A fine lady, and a lady of very good quality.
 

SIR JO.  Thanks to my knighthood, she’s a lady — 
 

VAIN.  That deserves a fool with a better title.  Pray use her as my relation, or you shall hear on’t.
 

BLUFF.  What, are you a woman of quality too, spouse?
 

SET.  And my relation; pray let her be respected accordingly.  Well, honest Lucy, fare thee well.  I think, you and I have been play-fellows off and on, any time this seven years.
 

LUCY.  Hold your prating.  I’m thinking what vocation I shall follow while my spouse is planting laurels in the wars.
 

BLUFF.  No more wars, spouse, no more wars.  While I plant laurels for my head abroad, I may find the branches sprout at home.
 

HEART.  Bellmour, I approve thy mirth, and thank thee.  And I cannot in gratitude (for I see which way thou art going) see thee fall into the same snare out of which thou hast delivered me.
 

BELL.  I thank thee, George, for thy good intention; but there is a fatality in marriage, for I find I’m resolute.
 

HEART.  Then good counsel will be thrown away upon you.  For my part, I have once escaped; and when I wed again, may she be — ugly, as an old bawd.
 

VAIN.  Ill-natured, as an old maid — 
 

BELL.  Wanton, as a young widow — 
 

SHARP.  And jealous, as a barren wife.
 

HEART.  Agreed.
 

BELL.  Well; ‘midst of these dreadful denunciations, and notwithstanding the warning and example before me, I commit myself to lasting durance.
 

BELIN.  Prisoner, make much of your fetters.  [Giving her hand.]
 

BELL.  Frank, will you keep us in countenance?
 

VAIN.  May I presume to hope so great a blessing?
 

ARAM.  We had better take the advantage of a little of our friend’s experience first.
 

BELL.  O’ my conscience she dares not consent, for fear he should recant.  [Aside.]  Well, we shall have your company to church in the morning.  May be it may get you an appetite to see us fall to before you.  Setter, did not you tell me? — 
 

SET.  They’re at the door: I’ll call ’em in.
 
  


A DANCE.

BELL.  Now set we forward on a journey for life.  Come take your fellow-travellers.  Old George, I’m sorry to see thee still plod on alone.
 

HEART.  With gaudy plumes and jingling bells made proud,
The youthful beast sets forth, and neighs aloud.
A morning-sun his tinselled harness gilds,
And the first stage a down-hill greensward yields.
But, oh — 
What rugged ways attend the noon of life!
Our sun declines, and with what anxious strife,
What pain we tug that galling load, a wife.
All coursers the first heat with vigour run;
But ’tis with whip and spur the race is won.
 

[Exeunt Omnes.]
 
  


EPILOGUE.

Spoken by Mrs. Barry.
 

As a rash girl, who will all hazards run,
And be enjoyed, though sure to be undone,
Soon as her curiosity is over,
Would give the world she could her toy recover,
So fares it with our poet; and I’m sent
To tell you he already does repent:
Would you were all as forward to keep Lent.
Now the deed’s done, the giddy thing has leisure
To think o’ th’ sting, that’s in the tail of pleasure.
Methinks I hear him in consideration:
What will the world say?  Where’s my reputation?
Now that’s at stake.  No, fool, ’tis out o’ fashion.
If loss of that should follow want of wit,
How many undone men were in the pit!
Why that’s some comfort to an author’s fears,
If he’s an ass, he will be tryed by’s peers.
But hold, I am exceeding my commission:
My business here was humbly to petition;
But we’re so used to rail on these occasions,
I could not help one trial of your patience:
For ’tis our way, you know, for fear o’ th’ worst,
To be beforehand still, and cry Fool first.
How say you, sparks?  How do you stand affected?
I swear, young Bays within is so dejected,
’Twould grieve your hearts to see him; shall I call him?
But then you cruel critics would so maul him!
Yet may be you’ll encourage a beginner;
But how?  Just as the devil does a sinner.
Women and wits are used e’en much at one,
You gain your end, and damn ’em when you’ve done.
 
  


The Double Dealer
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First produced in 1693, with music by Henry Purcell, The Double Dealer concerns Mellefont, nephew and prospective heir of Lord Touchwood, who is about to marry Cynthia, daughter of Sir Paul Plyant. Meanwhile, Lady Touchwood, a violent and dissolute woman, is in love with Mellefont, but when he rejects her advances, she sets out to prevent the match and ruin him in Lord Touchwood’s esteem. She finds a confederate in Maskwell, the ‘Double Dealer’ of the title, who has been her lover. Maskwell pretends to be Mellefont’s friend, and aspires to cheat him of Cynthia and get her for himself…
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Interdum tamen et vocem Comœdia tollit. — Hor. Ar. Po.

Huic equidem consilio palmam do: hic me magnifice
effero, qui vim tantam in me et potestatem habeam
tantæ astutiæ, vera dicendo ut eos ambos fallam.
 

Syr. in Terent. Heaut.
  


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES MONTAGUE, ONE OF THE LORDS OF THE TREASURY.

Sir, — I heartily wish this play were as perfect as I intended it, that it might be more worthy your acceptance, and that my dedication of it to you might be more becoming that honour and esteem which I, with everybody who is so fortunate as to know you, have for you.  It had your countenance when yet unknown; and now it is made public, it wants your protection.

I would not have anybody imagine that I think this play without its faults, for I am conscious of several.  I confess I designed (whatever vanity or ambition occasioned that design) to have written a true and regular comedy, but I found it an undertaking which put me in mind of Sudet multum, frustraque laboret ausus idem.  And now, to make amends for the vanity of such a design, I do confess both the attempt and the imperfect performance.  Yet I must take the boldness to say I have not miscarried in the whole, for the mechanical part of it is regular.  That I may say with as little vanity as a builder may say he has built a house according to the model laid down before him, or a gardener that he has set his flowers in a knot of such or such a figure.  I designed the moral first, and to that moral I invented the fable, and do not know that I have borrowed one hint of it anywhere.  I made the plot as strong as I could because it was single, and I made it single because I would avoid confusion, and was resolved to preserve the three unities of the drama.  Sir, this discourse is very impertinent to you, whose judgment much better can discern the faults than I can excuse them; and whose good nature, like that of a lover, will find out those hidden beauties (if there are any such) which it would be great immodesty for me to discover.  I think I don’t speak improperly when I call you a lover of poetry; for it is very well known she has been a very kind mistress to you: she has not denied you the last favour, and she has been fruitful to you in a most beautiful issue.  If I break off abruptly here, I hope everybody will understand that it is to avoid a commendation which, as it is your due, would be most easy for me to pay, and too troublesome for you to receive.

I have since the acting of this play harkened after the objections which have been made to it, for I was conscious where a true critic might have put me upon my defence.  I was prepared for the attack, and am pretty confident I could have vindicated some parts and excused others; and where there were any plain miscarriages, I would most ingenuously have confessed ’em.  But I have not heard anything said sufficient to provoke an answer.  That which looks most like an objection does not relate in particular to this play, but to all or most that ever have been written, and that is soliloquy.  Therefore I will answer it, not only for my own sake, but to save others the trouble, to whom it may hereafter be objected.

I grant that for a man to talk to himself appears absurd and unnatural, and indeed it is so in most cases; but the circumstances which may attend the occasion make great alteration.  It oftentimes happens to a man to have designs which require him to himself, and in their nature cannot admit of a confidant.  Such for certain is all villainy, and other less mischievous intentions may be very improper to be communicated to a second person.  In such a case, therefore, the audience must observe whether the person upon the stage takes any notice of them at all or no.  For if he supposes any one to be by when he talks to himself, it is monstrous and ridiculous to the last degree.  Nay, not only in this case, but in any part of a play, if there is expressed any knowledge of an audience, it is insufferable.  But otherwise, when a man in soliloquy reasons with himself, and pro’s and con’s, and weighs all his designs, we ought not to imagine that this man either talks to us or to himself; he is only thinking, and thinking such matter as were inexcusable folly in him to speak.  But because we are concealed spectators of the plot in agitation, and the poet finds it necessary to let us know the whole mystery of his contrivance, he is willing to inform us of this person’s thoughts; and to that end is forced to make use of the expedient of speech, no other better way being yet invented for the communication of thought.

Another very wrong objection has been made by some who have not taken leisure to distinguish the characters.  The hero of the play, as they are pleased to call him (meaning Mellefont), is a gull, and made a fool, and cheated.  Is every man a gull and a fool that is deceived?  At that rate I’m afraid the two classes of men will be reduced to one, and the knaves themselves be at a loss to justify their title.  But if an open-hearted honest man, who has an entire confidence in one whom he takes to be his friend, and whom he has obliged to be so, and who, to confirm him in his opinion, in all appearance and upon several trials has been so: if this man be deceived by the treachery of the other, must he of necessity commence fool immediately, only because the other has proved a villain?  Ay, but there was caution given to Mellefont in the first act by his friend Careless.  Of what nature was that caution?  Only to give the audience some light into the character of Maskwell before his appearance, and not to convince Mellefont of his treachery; for that was more than Careless was then able to do: he never knew Maskwell guilty of any villainy; he was only a sort of man which he did not like.  As for his suspecting his familiarity with my Lady Touchwood, let ’em examine the answer that Mellefont makes him, and compare it with the conduct of Maskwell’s character through the play.

I would beg ’em again to look into the character of Maskwell before they accuse Mellefont of weakness for being deceived by him.  For upon summing up the enquiry into this objection, it may be found they have mistaken cunning in one character for folly in another.

But there is one thing at which I am more concerned than all the false criticisms that are made upon me, and that is, some of the ladies are offended.  I am heartily sorry for it, for I declare I would rather disoblige all the critics in the world than one of the fair sex.  They are concerned that I have represented some women vicious and affected.  How can I help it?  It is the business of a comic poet to paint the vices and follies of humankind; and there are but two sexes, male and female, men and women, which have a title to humanity, and if I leave one half of them out, the work will be imperfect.  I should be very glad of an opportunity to make my compliment to those ladies who are offended; but they can no more expect it in a comedy than to be tickled by a surgeon when he’s letting ’em blood.  They who are virtuous or discreet should not be offended, for such characters as these distinguish them, and make their beauties more shining and observed; and they who are of the other kind may nevertheless pass for such, by seeming not to be displeased or touched with the satire of this comedy.  Thus have they also wrongfully accused me of doing them a prejudice, when I have in reality done them a service.

You will pardon me, sir, for the freedom I take of making answers to other people in an epistle which ought wholly to be sacred to you; but since I intend the play to be so too, I hope I may take the more liberty of justifying it where it is in the right.

I must now, sir, declare to the world how kind you have been to my endeavours; for in regard of what was well meant, you have excused what was ill performed.  I beg you would continue the same method in your acceptance of this dedication.  I know no other way of making a return to that humanity you shewed, in protecting an infant, but by enrolling it in your service, now that it is of age and come into the world.  Therefore be pleased to accept of this as an acknowledgment of the favour you have shewn me, and an earnest of the real service and gratitude of,

Sir, your most obliged, humble servant,

WILLIAM CONGREVE.
  


TO MY DEAR FRIEND MR. CONGREVE, ON HIS COMEDY CALLED THE DOUBLE-DEALER.

Well then, the promised hour is come at last;
The present age of wit obscures the past.
Strong were our sires; and as they fought they writ,
Conqu’ring with force of arms and dint of wit.
Theirs was the giant race, before the flood;
And thus, when Charles returned, our empire stood.
Like Janus he the stubborn soil manured,
With rules of husbandry the rankness cured,
Tamed us to manners, when the stage was rude,
And boist’rous English wit with art indued.
Our age was cultivated thus at length;
But what we gained in skill we lost in strength.
Our builders were with want of genius curst;
The second temple was not like the first:
Till you, the best Vitruvius, come at length,
Our beauties equal, but excel our strength.
Firm Doric pillars found your solid base,
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space;
Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace.
In easy dialogue is Fletcher’s praise:
He moved the mind, but had no power to raise.
Great Johnson did by strength of judgment please
Yet doubling Fletcher’s force, he wants ease.
In diff’ring talents both adorned their age;
One for the study, t’other for the stage.
But both to Congreve justly shall submit,
One matched in judgment, both o’er-matched in wit.
In him all beauties of this age we see,
Etherege his courtship, Southern’s purity,
The satire, wit, and strength of manly Wycherly.
All this in blooming youth you have achieved,
Nor are your foiled contemporaries grieved;
So much the sweetness of your manners move,
We cannot envy you, because we love.
Fabius might joy in Scipio, when he saw
A beardless consul made against the law,
And join his suffrage to the votes of Rome;
Though he with Hannibal was overcome.
Thus old Romano bowed to Raphael’s fame,
And scholar to the youth he taught became.
 

O that your brows my laurel had sustained,
Well had I been deposed if you had reigned!
The father had descended for the son,
For only you are lineal to the throne.
Thus when the state one Edward did depose,
A greater Edward in his room arose.
But now, not I, but poetry is cursed;
For Tom the Second reigns like Tom the First.
But let ’em not mistake my patron’s part,
Nor call his charity their own desert.
Yet this I prophesy: Thou shalt be seen
(Though with some short parenthesis between)
High on the throne of wit; and seated there,
Not mine (that’s little) but thy laurel wear.
Thy first attempt an early promise made;
That early promise this has more than paid.
So bold, yet so judiciously you dare,
That your least praise is to be regular.
Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought,
But genius must be born, and never can be taught.
This is your portion, this your native store,
Heav’n, that but once was prodigal before,
To Shakespeare gave as much; she could not give him more.
 

Maintain your post: that’s all the fame you need;
For ’tis impossible you should proceed.
Already I am worn with cares and age,
And just abandoning th’ ungrateful stage:
Unprofitably kept at heav’n’s expense,
I live a rent-charge on his providence.
But you, whom every muse and grace adorn,
Whom I foresee to better fortune born,
Be kind to my remains; and oh, defend,
Against your judgment, your departed friend!
Let not th’ insulting foe my fame pursue;
But shade those laurels which descend to you:
And take for tribute what these lines express:
You merit more; nor could my love do less.
 

JOHN DRYDEN.
  


PROLOGUE

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle.
 

Moors have this way (as story tells) to know
Whether their brats are truly got or no;
Into the sea the new-born babe is thrown,
There, as instinct directs, to swim or drown.
A barbarous device, to try if spouse
Has kept religiously her nuptial vows.
 

Such are the trials poets make of plays,
Only they trust to more inconstant seas;
So does our author, this his child commit
To the tempestuous mercy of the pit,
To know if it be truly born of wit.
 

Critics avaunt, for you are fish of prey,
And feed, like sharks, upon an infant play.
Be ev’ry monster of the deep away;
Let’s have a fair trial and a clear sea.
 

Let nature work, and do not damn too soon,
For life will struggle long e’er it sink down:
And will at least rise thrice before it drown.
Let us consider, had it been our fate,
Thus hardly to be proved legitimate:
I will not say, we’d all in danger been,
Were each to suffer for his mother’s sin:
But by my troth I cannot avoid thinking,
How nearly some good men might have ‘scaped sinking.
But, heav’n be praised, this custom is confined
Alone to th’ offspring of the muses kind:
Our Christian cuckolds are more bent to pity;
I know not one Moor-husband in the city.
I’ th’ good man’s arms the chopping bastard thrives,
For he thinks all his own that is his wives’.
 

Whatever fate is for this play designed,
The poet’s sure he shall some comfort find:
For if his muse has played him false, the worst
That can befall him, is, to be divorced:
You husbands judge, if that be to be cursed.
 
  


DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.

MEN.
 

Maskwell, a villain; pretended friend to Mellefont, gallant to Lady Touchwood, and in love with Cynthia, — Mr. Betterton.
 

Lord Touchwood, uncle to Mellefont, — Mr. Kynaston.
 

Mellefont, promised to, and in love with Cynthia, — Mr. Williams.
 

Careless, his friend, — Mr. Verbruggen.
 

Lord Froth, a solemn coxcomb, — Mr. Bowman.
 

Brisk, a pert coxcomb, — Mr. Powell.
 

Sir Paul Plyant, an uxorious, foolish old knight; brother to Lady Touchwood, and father to Cynthia, — Mr. Dogget.
 

WOMEN.
 

Lady Touchwood, in love with Mellefont, — Mrs. Barry.
 

Cynthia, daughter to Sir Paul by a former wife, promised to Mellefont, — Mrs. Bracegirdle.
 

Lady Froth, a great coquette; pretender to poetry, wit, and learning, — Mrs. Mountfort.
 

Lady Plyant, insolent to her husband, and easy to any pretender, — Mrs. Leigh.
 

Chaplain, Boy, Footmen, and Attendants.
 

The Scene: A gallery in the Lord Touchwood’s house, with chambers adjoining.
 
  


ACT I.
  


SCENE I.

A gallery in the Lord Touchwood’s home, with chambers adjoining.
 

Enter Careless, crossing the stage, with his hat, gloves, and sword in his hands; as just risen from table: Mellefont following him.
 

MEL.  Ned, Ned, whither so fast?  What, turned flincher!  Why, you wo’ not leave us?
 

CARE.  Where are the women?  I’m weary of guzzling, and begin to think them the better company.
 

MEL.  Then thy reason staggers, and thou’rt almost drunk.
 

CARE.  No, faith, but your fools grow noisy; and if a man must endure the noise of words without sense, I think the women have more musical voices, and become nonsense better.
 

MEL.  Why, they are at the end of the gallery; retired to their tea and scandal, according to their ancient custom, after dinner.  But I made a pretence to follow you, because I had something to say to you in private, and I am not like to have many opportunities this evening.
 

CARE.  And here’s this coxcomb most critically come to interrupt you.
 
  


SCENE II.

[To them] Brisk.
 

BRISK.  Boys, boys, lads, where are you?  What, do you give ground?  Mortgage for a bottle, ha?  Careless, this is your trick; you’re always spoiling company by leaving it.
 

CARE.  And thou art always spoiling company by coming in o’t.
 

BRISK.  Pooh, ha, ha, ha, I know you envy me.  Spite, proud spite, by the gods! and burning envy.  I’ll be judged by Mellefont here, who gives and takes raillery better than you or I.  Pshaw, man, when I say you spoil company by leaving it, I mean you leave nobody for the company to laugh at.  I think there I was with you.  Ha, Mellefont?
 

MEL.  O’ my word, Brisk, that was a home thrust; you have silenced him.
 

BRISK.  Oh, my dear Mellefont, let me perish if thou art not the soul of conversation, the very essence of wit and spirit of wine.  The deuce take me if there were three good things said, or one understood, since thy amputation from the body of our society.  He, I think that’s pretty and metaphorical enough; i’gad I could not have said it out of thy company.  Careless, ha?
 

CARE.  Hum, ay, what is’t?
 

BRISK.  O mon cœur!  What is’t!  Nay, gad, I’ll punish you for want of apprehension.  The deuce take me if I tell you.
 

MEL.  No, no, hang him, he has no taste.  But, dear Brisk, excuse me, I have a little business.
 

CARE.  Prithee get thee gone; thou seest we are serious.
 

MEL.  We’ll come immediately, if you’ll but go in and keep up good humour and sense in the company.  Prithee do, they’ll fall asleep else.
 

BRISK.  I’gad, so they will.  Well, I will, I will; gad, you shall command me from the Zenith to the Nadir.  But the deuce take me if I say a good thing till you come.  But prithee, dear rogue, make haste, prithee make haste, I shall burst else.  And yonder your uncle, my Lord Touchwood, swears he’ll disinherit you, and Sir Paul Plyant threatens to disclaim you for a son-in-law, and my Lord Froth won’t dance at your wedding to-morrow; nor, the deuce take me, I won’t write your Epithalamium — and see what a condition you’re like to be brought to.
 

MEL.  Well, I’ll speak but three words, and follow you.
 

BRISK.  Enough, enough.  Careless, bring your apprehension along with you.
 
  


SCENE III.

Mellefont, Careless.
 

CARE.  Pert coxcomb.
 

MEL.  Faith, ’tis a good-natured coxcomb, and has very entertaining follies.  You must be more humane to him; at this juncture it will do me service.  I’ll tell you, I would have mirth continued this day at any rate; though patience purchase folly, and attention be paid with noise, there are times when sense may be unseasonable as well as truth.  Prithee do thou wear none to-day, but allow Brisk to have wit, that thou may’st seem a fool.
 

CARE.  Why, how now, why this extravagant proposition?
 

MEL.  Oh, I would have no room for serious design, for I am jealous of a plot.  I would have noise and impertinence keep my Lady Touchwood’s head from working: for hell is not more busy than her brain, nor contains more devils than that imaginations.
 

CARE.  I thought your fear of her had been over.  Is not to-morrow appointed for your marriage with Cynthia, and her father, Sir Paul Plyant, come to settle the writings this day on purpose?
 

MEL.  True; but you shall judge whether I have not reason to be alarmed.  None besides you and Maskwell are acquainted with the secret of my Aunt Touchwood’s violent passion for me.  Since my first refusal of her addresses she has endeavoured to do me all ill offices with my uncle, yet has managed ’em with that subtilty, that to him they have borne the face of kindness; while her malice, like a dark lanthorn, only shone upon me where it was directed.  Still, it gave me less perplexity to prevent the success of her displeasure than to avoid the importunities of her love, and of two evils I thought myself favoured in her aversion.  But whether urged by her despair and the short prospect of time she saw to accomplish her designs; whether the hopes of revenge, or of her love, terminated in the view of this my marriage with Cynthia, I know not, but this morning she surprised me in my bed.
 

CARE.  Was there ever such a fury!  ’Tis well nature has not put it into her sex’s power to ravish.  Well, bless us, proceed.  What followed?
 

MEL.  What at first amazed me — for I looked to have seen her in all the transports of a slighted and revengeful woman — but when I expected thunder from her voice, and lightning in her eyes, I saw her melted into tears and hushed into a sigh.  It was long before either of us spoke: passion had tied her tongue, and amazement mine.  In short, the consequence was thus, she omitted nothing that the most violent love could urge, or tender words express; which when she saw had no effect, but still I pleaded honour and nearness of blood to my uncle, then came the storm I feared at first, for, starting from my bed-side like a fury, she flew to my sword, and with much ado I prevented her doing me or herself a mischief.  Having disarmed her, in a gust of passion she left me, and in a resolution, confirmed by a thousand curses, not to close her eyes till they had seen my ruin.
 

CARE.  Exquisite woman!  But what the devil, does she think thou hast no more sense than to get an heir upon her body to disinherit thyself? for as I take it this settlement upon you is, with a proviso, that your uncle have no children.
 

MEL.  It is so.  Well, the service you are to do me will be a pleasure to yourself: I must get you to engage my Lady Plyant all this evening, that my pious aunt may not work her to her interest.  And if you chance to secure her to yourself, you may incline her to mine.  She’s handsome, and knows it; is very silly, and thinks she has sense, and has an old fond husband.
 

CARE.  I confess, a very fair foundation for a lover to build upon.
 

MEL.  For my Lord Froth, he and his wife will be sufficiently taken up with admiring one another and Brisk’s gallantry, as they call it.  I’ll observe my uncle myself, and Jack Maskwell has promised me to watch my aunt narrowly, and give me notice upon any suspicion.  As for Sir Paul, my wise father-in-law that is to be, my dear Cynthia has such a share in his fatherly fondness, he would scarce make her a moment uneasy to have her happy hereafter.
 

CARE.  So you have manned your works; but I wish you may not have the weakest guard where the enemy is strongest.
 

MEL.  Maskwell, you mean; prithee why should you suspect him?
 

CARE.  Faith I cannot help it; you know I never liked him: I am a little superstitious in physiognomy.
 

MEL.  He has obligations of gratitude to bind him to me: his dependence upon my uncle is through my means.
 

CARE.  Upon your aunt, you mean.
 

MEL.  My aunt!
 

CARE.  I’m mistaken if there be not a familiarity between them you do not suspect, notwithstanding her passion for you.
 

MEL.  Pooh, pooh! nothing in the world but his design to do me service; and he endeavours to be well in her esteem, that he may be able to effect it.
 

CARE.  Well, I shall be glad to be mistaken; but your aunt’s aversion in her revenge cannot be any way so effectually shown as in bringing forth a child to disinherit you.  She is handsome and cunning and naturally wanton.  Maskwell is flesh and blood at best, and opportunities between them are frequent.  His affection to you, you have confessed, is grounded upon his interest, that you have transplanted; and should it take root in my lady, I don’t see what you can expect from the fruit.
 

MEL.  I confess the consequence is visible, were your suspicions just.  But see, the company is broke up, let’s meet ’em.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Sir Paul Plyant, and Brisk.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Out upon’t, nephew.  Leave your father-in-law and me to maintain our ground against young people!
 

MEL.  I beg your lordship’s pardon.  We were just returning.
 

SIR PAUL.  Were you, son?  Gadsbud, much better as it is.  Good, strange!  I swear I’m almost tipsy; t’other bottle would have been too powerful for me, — as sure as can be it would.  We wanted your company, but Mr. Brisk — where is he?  I swear and vow he’s a most facetious person, and the best company.  And, my Lord Froth, your lordship is so merry a man, he, he, he.
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, foy, Sir Paul, what do you mean?  Merry!  Oh, barbarous!  I’d as lieve you called me fool.
 

SIR PAUL.  Nay, I protest and vow now, ’tis true; when Mr. Brisk jokes, your lordship’s laugh does so become you, he, he, he.
 

LORD FROTH.  Ridiculous!  Sir Paul, you’re strangely mistaken, I find champagne is powerful.  I assure you, Sir Paul, I laugh at nobody’s jest but my own, or a lady’s, I assure you, Sir Paul.
 

BRISK.  How? how, my lord? what, affront my wit!  Let me perish, do I never say anything worthy to be laughed at?
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, foy, don’t misapprehend me; I don’t say so, for I often smile at your conceptions.  But there is nothing more unbecoming a man of quality than to laugh; ’tis such a vulgar expression of the passion; everybody can laugh.  Then especially to laugh at the jest of an inferior person, or when anybody else of the same quality does not laugh with one — ridiculous!  To be pleased with what pleases the crowd!  Now when I laugh, I always laugh alone.
 

BRISK.  I suppose that’s because you laugh at your own jests, i’gad, ha, ha, ha.
 

LORD FROTH.  He, he, I swear though, your raillery provokes me to a smile.
 

BRISK.  Ay, my lord, it’s a sign I hit you in the teeth, if you show ’em.
 

LORD FROTH.  He, he, he, I swear that’s so very pretty, I can’t forbear.
 

CARE.  I find a quibble bears more sway in your lordship’s face than a jest.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Sir Paul, if you please we’ll retire to the ladies, and drink a dish of tea to settle our heads.
 

SIR PAUL.  With all my heart.  Mr. Brisk, you’ll come to us, or call me when you joke; I’ll be ready to laugh incontinently.
 
  


SCENE V.

Mellefont, Careless, Lord Froth, Brisk.
 

MEL.  But does your lordship never see comedies?
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh yes, sometimes; but I never laugh.
 

MEL.  No?
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh no; never laugh indeed, sir.
 

CARE.  No! why, what d’ye go there for?
 

LORD FROTH.  To distinguish myself from the commonalty and mortify the poets; the fellows grow so conceited, when any of their foolish wit prevails upon the side-boxes.  I swear, — he, he, he, I have often constrained my inclinations to laugh, — he, he, he, to avoid giving them encouragement.
 

MEL.  You are cruel to yourself, my lord, as well as malicious to them.
 

LORD FROTH.  I confess I did myself some violence at first, but now I think I have conquered it.
 

BRISK.  Let me perish, my lord, but there is something very particular in the humour; ’tis true it makes against wit, and I’m sorry for some friends of mine that write; but, i’gad, I love to be malicious.  Nay, deuce take me, there’s wit in’t, too.  And wit must be foiled by wit; cut a diamond with a diamond, no other way, i’gad.
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, I thought you would not be long before you found out the wit.
 

CARE.  Wit!  In what?  Where the devil’s the wit in not laughing when a man has a mind to’t?
 

BRISK.  O Lord, why can’t you find it out?  Why, there ’tis, in the not laughing.  Don’t you apprehend me?  My lord, Careless is a very honest fellow, but harkee, you understand me, somewhat heavy, a little shallow, or so.  Why, I’ll tell you now, suppose now you come up to me — nay, prithee, Careless, be instructed.  Suppose, as I was saying, you come up to me holding your sides, and laughing as if you would — well — I look grave, and ask the cause of this immoderate mirth.  You laugh on still, and are not able to tell me, still I look grave, not so much as smile.
 

CARE.  Smile, no, what the devil should you smile at, when you suppose I can’t tell you!
 

BRISK.  Pshaw, pshaw, prithee don’t interrupt me.  But I tell you, you shall tell me at last, but it shall be a great while first.
 

CARE.  Well, but prithee don’t let it be a great while, because I long to have it over.
 

BRISK.  Well then, you tell me some good jest or some very witty thing, laughing all the while as if you were ready to die, and I hear it, and look thus.  Would not you be disappointed?
 

CARE.  No; for if it were a witty thing I should not expect you to understand it.
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, foy, Mr. Careless, all the world allows Mr. Brisk to have wit; my wife says he has a great deal.  I hope you think her a judge.
 

BRISK.  Pooh, my lord, his voice goes for nothing; I can’t tell how to make him apprehend.  Take it t’other way.  Suppose I say a witty thing to you?
 

CARE.  Then I shall be disappointed indeed.
 

MEL.  Let him alone, Brisk, he is obstinately bent not to be instructed.
 

BRISK.  I’m sorry for him, the deuce take me.
 

MEL.  Shall we go to the ladies, my lord?
 

LORD FROTH.  With all my heart; methinks we are a solitude without ’em.
 

MEL.  Or what say you to another bottle of champagne?
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, for the universe not a drop more, I beseech you.  Oh, intemperate!  I have a flushing in my face already.  [Takes out a pocket-glass and looks in it.]
 

BRISK.  Let me see, let me see, my lord, I broke my glass that was in the lid of my snuff-box.  Hum!  Deuce take me, I have encouraged a pimple here too.  [Takes the glass and looks.]
 

LORD FROTH.  Then you must mortify him with a patch; my wife shall supply you.  Come, gentlemen, allons, here is company coming.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Lady Touchwood and Maskwell.
 

LADY TOUCH.  I’ll hear no more.  You are false and ungrateful; come, I know you false.
 

MASK.  I have been frail, I confess, madam, for your ladyship’s service.
 

LADY TOUCH.  That I should trust a man whom I had known betray his friend!
 

MASK.  What friend have I betrayed? or to whom?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Your fond friend Mellefont, and to me; can you deny it?
 

MASK.  I do not.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Have you not wronged my lord, who has been a father to you in your wants, and given you being?  Have you not wronged him in the highest manner, in his bed?
 

MASK.  With your ladyship’s help, and for your service, as I told you before.  I can’t deny that neither.  Anything more, madam?
 

LADY TOUCH.  More!  Audacious villain!  Oh, what’s more, is most my shame.  Have you not dishonoured me?
 

MASK.  No, that I deny; for I never told in all my life: so that accusation’s answered; on to the next.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Death, do you dally with my passion?  Insolent devil!  But have a care, — provoke me not; for, by the eternal fire, you shall not ‘scape my vengeance.  Calm villain!  How unconcerned he stands, confessing treachery and ingratitude!  Is there a vice more black?  Oh, I have excuses thousands for my faults; fire in my temper, passions in my soul, apt to ev’ry provocation, oppressed at once with love, and with despair.  But a sedate, a thinking villain, whose black blood runs temperately bad, what excuse can clear?
 

MASK.  Will you be in temper, madam?  I would not talk not to be heard.  I have been [she walks about disordered] a very great rogue for your sake, and you reproach me with it; I am ready to be a rogue still, to do you service; and you are flinging conscience and honour in my face, to rebate my inclinations.  How am I to behave myself?  You know I am your creature, my life and fortune in your power; to disoblige you brings me certain ruin.  Allow it I would betray you, I would not be a traitor to myself: I don’t pretend to honesty, because you know I am a rascal; but I would convince you from the necessity of my being firm to you.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Necessity, impudence!  Can no gratitude incline you, no obligations touch you?  Have not my fortune and my person been subjected to your pleasure?  Were you not in the nature of a servant, and have not I in effect made you lord of all, of me, and of my lord?  Where is that humble love, the languishing, that adoration, which once was paid me, and everlastingly engaged?
 

MASK.  Fixt, rooted in my heart, whence nothing can remove ’em, yet you — 
 

LADY TOUCH.  Yet, what yet?
 

MASK.  Nay, misconceive me not, madam, when I say I have had a gen’rous and a faithful passion, which you had never favoured, but through revenge and policy.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Ha!
 

MASK.  Look you, madam, we are alone, — pray contain yourself and hear me.  You know you loved your nephew when I first sighed for you; I quickly found it: an argument that I loved, for with that art you veiled your passion ’twas imperceptible to all but jealous eyes.  This discovery made me bold; I confess it; for by it I thought you in my power.  Your nephew’s scorn of you added to my hopes; I watched the occasion, and took you, just repulsed by him, warm at once with love and indignation; your disposition, my arguments, and happy opportunity accomplished my design; I pressed the yielding minute, and was blest.  How I have loved you since, words have not shown, then how should words express?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Well, mollifying devil!  And have I not met your love with forward fire?
 

MASK.  Your zeal, I grant, was ardent, but misplaced; there was revenge in view; that woman’s idol had defiled the temple of the god, and love was made a mock-worship.  A son and heir would have edged young Mellefont upon the brink of ruin, and left him none but you to catch at for prevention.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Again provoke me!  Do you wind me like a larum, only to rouse my own stilled soul for your diversion?  Confusion!
 

MASK.  Nay, madam, I’m gone, if you relapse.  What needs this?  I say nothing but what you yourself, in open hours of love, have told me.  Why should you deny it?  Nay, how can you?  Is not all this present heat owing to the same fire?  Do you not love him still?  How have I this day offended you, but in not breaking off his match with Cynthia? which, ere to-morrow, shall be done, had you but patience.
 

LADY TOUCH.  How, what said you, Maskwell?  Another caprice to unwind my temper?
 

MASK.  By heav’n, no; I am your slave, the slave of all your pleasures; and will not rest till I have given you peace, would you suffer me.
 

LADY TOUCH.  O Maskwell! in vain I do disguise me from thee, thou know’st me, knowest the very inmost windings and recesses of my soul.  O Mellefont!  I burn; married to morrow!  Despair strikes me.  Yet my soul knows I hate him too: let him but once be mine, and next immediate ruin seize him.
 

MASK.  Compose yourself, you shall possess and ruin him too, — will that please you?
 

LADY TOUCH.  How, how?  Thou dear, thou precious villain, how?
 

MASK.  You have already been tampering with my Lady Plyant.
 

LADY TOUCH.  I have: she is ready for any impression I think fit.
 

MASK.  She must be throughly persuaded that Mellefont loves her.
 

LADY TOUCH.  She is so credulous that way naturally, and likes him so well, that she will believe it faster than I can persuade her.  But I don’t see what you can propose from such a trifling design, for her first conversing with Mellefont will convince her of the contrary.
 

MASK.  I know it.  I don’t depend upon it.  But it will prepare something else, and gain us leisure to lay a stronger plot.  If I gain a little time, I shall not want contrivance.
 

One minute gives invention to destroy,
 

What to rebuild will a whole age employ.
 
  


ACT II.
  


SCENE I.

Lady Froth and Cynthia.
 

CYNT.  Indeed, madam!  Is it possible your ladyship could have been so much in love?
 

LADY FROTH.  I could not sleep; I did not sleep one wink for three weeks together.
 

CYNT.  Prodigious!  I wonder want of sleep, and so much love and so much wit as your ladyship has, did not turn your brain.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, my dear Cynthia, you must not rally your friend.  But really, as you say, I wonder too.  But then I had a way.  For, between you and I, I had whimsies and vapours, but I gave them vent.
 

CYNT.  How, pray, madam?
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, I writ, writ abundantly.  Do you never write?
 

CYNT.  Write what?
 

LADY FROTH.  Songs, elegies, satires, encomiums, panegyrics, lampoons, plays, or heroic poems?
 

CYNT.  O Lord, not I, madam; I’m content to be a courteous reader.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, inconsistent!  In love and not write!  If my lord and I had been both of your temper, we had never come together.  Oh, bless me!  What a sad thing would that have been, if my lord and I should never have met!
 

CYNT.  Then neither my lord nor you would ever have met with your match, on my conscience.
 

LADY FROTH.  O’ my conscience, no more we should; thou say’st right.  For sure my Lord Froth is as fine a gentleman and as much a man of quality!  Ah! nothing at all of the common air.  I think I may say he wants nothing but a blue ribbon and a star to make him shine, the very phosphorus of our hemisphere.  Do you understand those two hard words?  If you don’t, I’ll explain ’em to you.
 

CYNT.  Yes, yes, madam, I’m not so ignorant. — At least I won’t own it, to be troubled with your instructions.  [Aside.]
 

LADY FROTH.  Nay, I beg your pardon; but being derived from the Greek, I thought you might have escaped the etymology.  But I’m the more amazed to find you a woman of letters and not write!  Bless me! how can Mellefont believe you love him?
 

CYNT.  Why, faith, madam, he that won’t take my word shall never have it under my hand.
 

LADY FROTH.  I vow Mellefont’s a pretty gentleman, but methinks he wants a manner.
 

CYNT.  A manner!  What’s that, madam?
 

LADY FROTH.  Some distinguishing quality, as, for example, the bel air or brillant of Mr. Brisk; the solemnity, yet complaisance of my lord, or something of his own that should look a little Je-ne-sais-quoish; he is too much a mediocrity, in my mind.
 

CYNT.  He does not indeed affect either pertness or formality; for which I like him.  Here he comes.
 

LADY FROTH.  And my lord with him.  Pray observe the difference.
 
  


SCENE II.

[To them] Lord Froth, Mellefont, and Brisk.
 

CYNT.  Impertinent creature!  I could almost be angry with her now.  [Aside.]
 

LADY FROTH.  My lord, I have been telling Cynthia how much I have been in love with you; I swear I have; I’m not ashamed to own it now.  Ah! it makes my heart leap, I vow I sigh when I think on’t.  My dear lord!  Ha, ha, ha, do you remember, my lord?  [Squeezes him by the hand, looks kindly on him, sighs, and then laughs out.]
 

LORD FROTH.  Pleasant creature! perfectly well, ah! that look, ay, there it is; who could resist? ’twas so my heart was made a captive first, and ever since t’has been in love with happy slavery.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, that tongue, that dear deceitful tongue! that charming softness in your mien and your expression, and then your bow!  Good my lord, bow as you did when I gave you my picture; here, suppose this my picture. [Gives him a pocket-glass.]  Pray mind, my lord; ah! he bows charmingly; nay, my lord, you shan’t kiss it so much; I shall grow jealous, I vow now.  [He bows profoundly low, then kisses the glass.]
 

LORD FROTH.  I saw myself there, and kissed it for your sake.
 

LADY FROTH.  Ah!  Gallantry to the last degree.  Mr. Brisk, you’re a judge; was ever anything so well bred as my lord?
 

BRISK.  Never anything, but your ladyship; let me perish.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, prettily turned again; let me die, but you have a great deal of wit.  Mr. Mellefont, don’t you think Mr. Brisk has a world of wit?
 

MEL.  O yes, madam.
 

BRISK.  O dear, madam — 
 

LADY FROTH.  An infinite deal!
 

BRISK.  O heav’ns, madam — 
 

LADY FROTH.  More wit than anybody.
 

BRISK.  I’m everlastingly your humble servant, deuce take me, madam.
 

LORD FROTH.  Don’t you think us a happy couple?
 

CYNT.  I vow, my lord, I think you the happiest couple in the world, for you’re not only happy in one another, and when you are together, but happy in yourselves, and by yourselves.
 

LORD FROTH.  I hope Mellefont will make a good husband too.
 

CYNT.  ’Tis my interest to believe he will, my Lord.
 

LORD FROTH.  D’ye think he’ll love you as well as I do my wife?  I’m afraid not.
 

CYNT.  I believe he’ll love me better.
 

LORD FROTH.  Heav’ns! that can never be.  But why do you think so?
 

CYNT.  Because he has not so much reason to be fond of himself.
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, your humble servant for that, dear madam.  Well, Mellefont, you’ll be a happy creature.
 

MEL.  Ay, my lord, I shall have the same reason for my happiness that your lordship has, I shall think myself happy.
 

LORD FROTH.  Ah, that’s all.
 

BRISK.  [To Lady Froth.]  Your ladyship is in the right; but, i’gad, I’m wholly turned into satire.  I confess I write but seldom, but when I do — keen iambics, i’gad.  But my lord was telling me your ladyship has made an essay toward an heroic poem.
 

LADY FROTH.  Did my lord tell you?  Yes, I vow, and the subject is my lord’s love to me.  And what do you think I call it?  I dare swear you won’t guess — The Sillabub, ha, ha, ha.
 

BRISK.  Because my lord’s title’s Froth, i’gad, ha, ha, ha, deuce take me, very à propos and surprising, ha, ha, ha.
 

LADY FROTH.  He, ay, is not it?  And then I call my lord Spumoso; and myself, what d’ye think I call myself?
 

BRISK.  Lactilla, may be, — i’gad, I cannot tell.
 

LADY FROTH.  Biddy, that’s all; just my own name.
 

BRISK.  Biddy!  I’gad, very pretty.  Deuce take me if your ladyship has not the art of surprising the most naturally in the world.  I hope you’ll make me happy in communicating the poem.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, you must be my confidant, I must ask your advice.
 

BRISK.  I’m your humble servant, let me perish.  I presume your ladyship has read Bossu?
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh yes, and Racine, and Dacier upon Aristotle and Horace.  My lord, you must not be jealous, I’m communicating all to Mr. Brisk.
 

LORD FROTH.  No, no, I’ll allow Mr. Brisk; have you nothing about you to shew him, my dear?
 

LADY FROTH.  Yes, I believe I have.  Mr. Brisk, come, will you go into the next room? and there I’ll shew you what I have.
 

LORD FROTH.  I’ll walk a turn in the garden, and come to you.
 
  


SCENE III.

Mellefont, Cynthia.
 

MEL.  You’re thoughtful, Cynthia?
 

CYNT.  I’m thinking, though marriage makes man and wife one flesh, it leaves ’em still two fools; and they become more conspicuous by setting off one another.
 

MEL.  That’s only when two fools meet, and their follies are opposed.
 

CYNT.  Nay, I have known two wits meet, and by the opposition of their wit render themselves as ridiculous as fools.  ’Tis an odd game we’re going to play at.  What think you of drawing stakes, and giving over in time?
 

MEL.  No, hang’t, that’s not endeavouring to win, because it’s possible we may lose; since we have shuffled and cut, let’s even turn up trump now.
 

CYNT.  Then I find it’s like cards, if either of us have a good hand it is an accident of fortune.
 

MEL.  No, marriage is rather like a game at bowls: fortune indeed makes the match, and the two nearest, and sometimes the two farthest, are together, but the game depends entirely upon judgment.
 

CYNT.  Still it is a game, and consequently one of us must be a loser.
 

MEL.  Not at all; only a friendly trial of skill, and the winnings to be laid out in an entertainment.  What’s here, the music?  Oh, my lord has promised the company a new song; we’ll get ’em to give it us by the way.  [Musicians crossing the stage.]  Pray let us have the favour of you, to practise the song before the company hear it.
 

SONG.
 

I.
 

Cynthia frowns whene’er I woo her,
Yet she’s vext if I give over;
Much she fears I should undo her,
But much more to lose her lover:
Thus, in doubting, she refuses;
And not winning, thus she loses.
 

II.
 

Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you,
Age and wrinkles will o’ertake you;
Then too late desire will find you,
When the power must forsake you:
Think, O think o’ th’ sad condition,
To be past, yet wish fruition.
 

MEL.  You shall have my thanks below.  [To the musicians, they go out.]
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Sir Paul Plyant and Lady Plyant.
 

SIR PAUL.  Gadsbud!  I am provoked into a fermentation, as my Lady Froth says; was ever the like read of in story?
 

LADY PLYANT.  Sir Paul, have patience, let me alone to rattle him up.
 

SIR PAUL.  Pray, your ladyship, give me leave to be angry.  I’ll rattle him up, I warrant you, I’ll firk him with a certiorari.
 

LADY PLYANT.  You firk him, I’ll firk him myself; pray, Sir Paul, hold you contented.
 

CYNT.  Bless me, what makes my father in such a passion?  I never saw him thus before.
 

SIR PAUL.  Hold yourself contented, my Lady Plyant.  I find passion coming upon me by inflation, and I cannot submit as formerly, therefore give way.
 

LADY PLYANT.  How now! will you be pleased to retire and — 
 

SIR PAUL.  No, marry will I not be pleased: I am pleased to be angry, that’s my pleasure at this time.
 

MEL.  What can this mean?
 

LADY PLYANT.  Gads my life, the man’s distracted; why, how now, who are you?  What am I?  Slidikins, can’t I govern you?  What did I marry you for?  Am I not to be absolute and uncontrollable?  Is it fit a woman of my spirit and conduct should be contradicted in a matter of this concern?
 

SIR PAUL.  It concerns me and only me.  Besides, I’m not to be governed at all times.  When I am in tranquillity, my Lady Plyant shall command Sir Paul; but when I am provoked to fury, I cannot incorporate with patience and reason: as soon may tigers match with tigers, lambs with lambs, and every creature couple with its foe, as the poet says.
 

LADY PLYANT.  He’s hot-headed still!  ’Tis in vain to talk to you; but remember I have a curtain-lecture for you, you disobedient, headstrong brute.
 

SIR PAUL.  No, ’tis because I won’t be headstrong, because I won’t be a brute, and have my head fortified, that I am thus exasperated.  But I will protect my honour, and yonder is the violator of my fame.
 

LADY PLYANT.  ’Tis my honour that is concerned, and the violation was intended to me.  Your honour!  You have none but what is in my keeping, and I can dispose of it when I please: therefore don’t provoke me.
 

SIR PAUL.  Hum, gadsbud, she says true.  Well, my lady, march on; I will fight under you, then: I am convinced, as far as passion will permit.  [Lady Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Mellefont.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  Inhuman and treacherous — 
 

SIR PAUL.  Thou serpent and first tempter of womankind.
 

CYNT.  Bless me!  Sir, madam, what mean you?
 

SIR PAUL.  Thy, Thy, come away, Thy; touch him not.  Come hither, girl; go not near him, there’s nothing but deceit about him.  Snakes are in his peruke, and the crocodile of Nilus is in his belly; he will eat thee up alive.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Dishonourable, impudent creature!
 

MEL.  For heav’n’s sake, madam, to whom do you direct this language?
 

LADY PLYANT.  Have I behaved myself with all the decorum and nicety befitting the person of Sir Paul’s wife?  Have I preserved my honour as it were in a snow-house for these three years past?  Have I been white and unsullied even by Sir Paul himself?
 

SIR PAUL.  Nay, she has been an invincible wife, even to me; that’s the truth on’t.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Have I, I say, preserved myself like a fair sheet of paper for you to make a blot upon?
 

SIR PAUL.  And she shall make a simile with any woman in England.
 

MEL.  I am so amazed, I know not what to say.
 

SIR PAUL.  Do you think my daughter, this pretty creature — gadsbud, she’s a wife for a cherubim! — do you think her fit for nothing but to be a stalking horse, to stand before you, while you take aim at my wife?  Gadsbud, I was never angry before in my life, and I’ll never be appeased again.
 

MEL.  Hell and damnation!  This is my aunt; such malice can be engendered nowhere else.  [Aside.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  Sir Paul, take Cynthia from his sight; leave me to strike him with the remorse of his intended crime.
 

CYNT.  Pray, sir, stay, hear him; I dare affirm he’s innocent.
 

SIR PAUL.  Innocent!  Why, hark’ee — come hither, Thy — hark’ee, I had it from his aunt, my sister Touchwood.  Gadsbud, he does not care a farthing for anything of thee but thy portion.  Why, he’s in love with my wife.  He would have tantalised thee, and made a cuckold of thy poor father, and that would certainly have broke my heart.  I’m sure, if ever I should have horns, they would kill me; they would never come kindly — I should die of ’em like a child that was cutting his teeth — I should indeed, Thy — therefore come away; but providence has prevented all, therefore come away when I bid you.
 

CYNT.  I must obey.
 
  


SCENE V.

Lady Plyant, Mellefont.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, such a thing! the impiety of it startles me — to wrong so good, so fair a creature, and one that loves you tenderly— ’tis a barbarity of barbarities, and nothing could be guilty of it — 
 

MEL.  But the greatest villain imagination can form, I grant it; and next to the villainy of such a fact is the villainy of aspersing me with the guilt.  How? which way was I to wrong her?  For yet I understand you not.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Why, gads my life, cousin Mellefont, you cannot be so peremptory as to deny it, when I tax you with it to your face? for now Sir Paul’s gone, you are corum nobus.
 

MEL.  By heav’n, I love her more than life or — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  Fiddle faddle, don’t tell me of this and that, and everything in the world, but give me mathemacular demonstration; answer me directly.  But I have not patience.  Oh, the impiety of it, as I was saying, and the unparalleled wickedness!  O merciful Father!  How could you think to reverse nature so, to make the daughter the means of procuring the mother?
 

MEL.  The daughter to procure the mother!
 

LADY PLYANT.  Ay, for though I am not Cynthia’s own mother, I am her father’s wife, and that’s near enough to make it incest.
 

MEL.  Incest!  O my precious aunt, and the devil in conjunction.  [Aside.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, reflect upon the horror of that, and then the guilt of deceiving everybody; marrying the daughter, only to make a cuckold of the father; and then seducing me, debauching my purity, and perverting me from the road of virtue in which I have trod thus long, and never made one trip, not one faux pas.  Oh, consider it!  What would you have to answer for if you should provoke me to frailty?  Alas! humanity is feeble, heav’n knows! very feeble, and unable to support itself.
 

MEL.  Where am I? is it day? and am I awake?  Madam — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  And nobody knows how circumstances may happen together.  To my thinking, now I could resist the strongest temptation.  But yet I know, ’tis impossible for me to know whether I could or not; there’s no certainty in the things of this life.
 

MEL.  Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one question.
 

LADY PLYANT.  O Lord, ask me the question; I’ll swear I’ll refuse it, I swear I’ll deny it — therefore don’t ask me; nay, you shan’t ask me, I swear I’ll deny it.  O Gemini, you have brought all the blood into my face; I warrant I am as red as a turkey-cock.  O fie, cousin Mellefont!
 

MEL.  Nay, madam, hear me; I mean — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  Hear you?  No, no; I’ll deny you first and hear you afterwards.  For one does not know how one’s mind may change upon hearing.  Hearing is one of the senses, and all the senses are fallible.  I won’t trust my honour, I assure you; my honour is infallible and uncomeatable.
 

MEL.  For heav’n’s sake, madam — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, name it no more.  Bless me, how can you talk of heav’n, and have so much wickedness in your heart?  May be you don’t think it a sin — they say some of you gentlemen don’t think it a sin.  May be it is no sin to them that don’t think it so; indeed, if I did not think it a sin — But still my honour, if it were no sin.  But then, to marry my daughter for the conveniency of frequent opportunities, I’ll never consent to that; as sure as can be, I’ll break the match.
 

MEL.  Death and amazement!  Madam, upon my knees — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  Nay, nay, rise up; come, you shall see my good-nature.  I know love is powerful, and nobody can help his passion.  ’Tis not your fault; nor, I swear, it is not mine.  How can I help it, if I have charms?  And how can you help it, if you are made a captive?  I swear it is pity it should be a fault.  But my honour, — well, but your honour, too — but the sin! — well, but the necessity — O Lord, here’s somebody coming, I dare not stay.  Well, you must consider of your crime; and strive as much as can be against it, — strive, be sure.  But don’t be melancholic; don’t despair.  But never think that I’ll grant you anything.  O Lord, no.  But be sure you lay aside all thoughts of the marriage, for though I know you don’t love Cynthia, only as a blind for your passion to me, yet it will make me jealous.  O Lord, what did I say?  Jealous! no, no, I can’t be jealous, for I must not love you; therefore don’t hope, — but don’t despair neither.  Oh, they’re coming, I must fly.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Mellefont alone.
 

MEL.  [After a pause.]  So then, spite of my care and foresight, I am caught, caught in my security.  Yet this was but a shallow artifice, unworthy of my Machiavellian aunt.  There must be more behind: this is but the first flash, the priming of her engine.  Destruction follows hard, if not most presently prevented.
 
  


SCENE VII.

[To him] Maskwell.
 

MEL.  Maskwell, welcome, thy presence is a view of land, appearing to my shipwrecked hopes.  The witch has raised the storm, and her ministers have done their work: you see the vessels are parted.
 

MASK.  I know it.  I met Sir Paul towing away Cynthia.  Come, trouble not your head; I’ll join you together ere to-morrow morning, or drown between you in the attempt.
 

MEL.  There’s comfort in a hand stretched out to one that’s sinking; though ne’er so far off.
 

MASK.  No sinking, nor no danger.  Come, cheer up; why, you don’t know that while I plead for you, your aunt has given me a retaining fee.  Nay, I am your greatest enemy, and she does but journey-work under me.
 

MEL.  Ha! how’s this?
 

MASK.  What d’ye think of my being employed in the execution of all her plots?  Ha, ha, ha, by heav’n, it’s true: I have undertaken to break the match; I have undertaken to make your uncle disinherit you; to get you turned out of doors; and to — ha, ha, ha, I can’t tell you for laughing.  Oh, she has opened her heart to me!  I am to turn you a-grazing, and to — ha, ha, ha, marry Cynthia myself.  There’s a plot for you.
 

MEL.  Ha!  Oh, see, I see my rising sun!  Light breaks through clouds upon me, and I shall live in day — Oh, my Maskwell! how shall I thank or praise thee?  Thou hast outwitted woman.  But, tell me, how couldst thou thus get into her confidence?  Ha!  How?  But was it her contrivance to persuade my Lady Plyant to this extravagant belief?
 

MASK.  It was; and to tell you the truth, I encouraged it for your diversion.  Though it made you a little uneasy for the present, yet the reflection of it must needs be entertaining.  I warrant she was very violent at first.
 

MEL.  Ha, ha, ha, ay, a very fury; but I was most afraid of her violence at last.  If you had not come as you did, I don’t know what she might have attempted.
 

MASK.  Ha, ha, ha, I know her temper.  Well, you must know, then, that all my contrivances were but bubbles, till at last I pretended to have been long secretly in love with Cynthia; that did my business, that convinced your aunt I might be trusted; since it was as much my interest as hers to break the match.  Then, she thought my jealousy might qualify me to assist her in her revenge.  And, in short, in that belief, told me the secrets of her heart.  At length we made this agreement, if I accomplish her designs (as I told you before) she has engaged to put Cynthia with all her fortune into my power.
 

MEL.  She is most gracious in her favour.  Well, and, dear Jack, how hast thou contrived?
 

MASK.  I would not have you stay to hear it now; for I don’t know but she may come this way.  I am to meet her anon; after that, I’ll tell you the whole matter.  Be here in this gallery an hour hence; by that time I imagine our consultation may be over.
 

MEL.  I will; till then success attend thee.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Maskwell alone.
 

Till then, success will attend me; for when I meet you, I meet the only obstacle to my fortune.  Cynthia, let thy beauty gild my crimes; and whatsoever I commit of treachery or deceit, shall be imputed to me as a merit.  Treachery?  What treachery?  Love cancels all the bonds of friendship, and sets men right upon their first foundations.
 

Duty to kings, piety to parents, gratitude to benefactors, and fidelity to friends, are different and particular ties.  But the name of rival cuts ’em all asunder, and is a general acquittance.  Rival is equal, and love like death an universal leveller of mankind.  Ha!  But is there not such a thing as honesty?  Yes, and whosoever has it about him, bears an enemy in his breast.  For your honest man, as I take it, is that nice, scrupulous, conscientious person, who will cheat nobody but himself; such another coxcomb as your wise man, who is too hard for all the world, and will be made a fool of by nobody but himself; ha, ha, ha.  Well, for wisdom and honesty give me cunning and hypocrisy; oh, ’tis such a pleasure to angle for fair-faced fools!  Then that hungry gudgeon credulity will bite at anything.  Why, let me see, I have the same face, the same words and accents when I speak what I do think, and when I speak what I do not think, the very same; and dear dissimulation is the only art not to be known from nature.
 

Why will mankind be fools, and be deceived,
And why are friends’ and lovers’ oaths believed,
When each, who searches strictly his own mind,
May so much fraud and power of baseness find?
 
  


ACT III.
  


SCENE I.

Lord Touchwood and Lady Touchwood.
 

LADY TOUCH.  My lord, can you blame my brother Plyant if he refuse his daughter upon this provocation?  The contract’s void by this unheard-of impiety.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I don’t believe it true; he has better principles.  Pho, ’tis nonsense.  Come, come, I know my Lady Plyant has a large eye, and would centre everything in her own circle; ’tis not the first time she has mistaken respect for love, and made Sir Paul jealous of the civility of an undesigning person, the better to bespeak his security in her unfeigned pleasures.
 

LADY TOUCH.  You censure hardly, my lord; my sister’s honour is very well known.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Yes, I believe I know some that have been familiarly acquainted with it.  This is a little trick wrought by some pitiful contriver, envious of my nephew’s merit.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Nay, my lord, it may be so, and I hope it will be found so.  But that will require some time; for in such a case as this, demonstration is necessary.
 

LORD TOUCH.  There should have been demonstration of the contrary too, before it had been believed.
 

LADY TOUCH.  So I suppose there was.
 

LORD TOUCH.  How?  Where?  When?
 

LADY TOUCH.  That I can’t tell; nay, I don’t say there was.  I am willing to believe as favourably of my nephew as I can.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I don’t know that.  [Half aside.]
 

LADY TOUCH.  How?  Don’t you believe that, say you, my lord?
 

LORD TOUCH.  No, I don’t say so.  I confess I am troubled to find you so cold in his defence.
 

LADY TOUCH.  His defence!  Bless me, would you have me defend an ill thing?
 

LORD TOUCH.  You believe it, then?
 

LADY TOUCH.  I don’t know; I am very unwilling to speak my thoughts in anything that may be to my cousin’s disadvantage: besides, I find, my lord, you are prepared to receive an ill impression from any opinion of mine which is not consenting with your own.  But, since I am like to be suspected in the end, and ’tis a pain any longer to dissemble, I own it to you; in short I do believe it, nay, and can believe anything worse, if it were laid to his charge.  Don’t ask me my reasons, my lord, for they are not fit to be told you.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I’m amazed: there must be something more than ordinary in this.  [Aside.]  Not fit to be told me, madam?  You can have no interests wherein I am not concerned, and consequently the same reasons ought to be convincing to me, which create your satisfaction or disquiet.
 

LADY TOUCH.  But those which cause my disquiet I am willing to have remote from your hearing.  Good my lord, don’t press me.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Don’t oblige me to press you.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Whatever it was, ’tis past.  And that is better to be unknown which cannot be prevented; therefore let me beg you to rest satisfied.
 

LORD TOUCH.  When you have told me, I will.
 

LADY TOUCH.  You won’t.
 

LORD TOUCH.  By my life, my dear, I will.
 

LADY TOUCH.  What if you can’t?
 

LORD TOUCH.  How?  Then I must know, nay, I will.  No more trifling.  I charge you tell me.  By all our mutual peace to come; upon your duty — 
 

LADY TOUCH.  Nay, my lord, you need say no more, to make me lay my heart before you, but don’t be thus transported; compose yourself.  It is not of concern to make you lose one minute’s temper.  ’Tis not, indeed, my dear.  Nay, by this kiss you shan’t be angry.  O Lord, I wish I had not told you anything.  Indeed, my lord, you have frighted me.  Nay, look pleased, I’ll tell you.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Well, well.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Nay, but will you be calm?  Indeed it’s nothing but — 
 

LORD TOUCH.  But what?
 

LADY TOUCH.  But will you promise me not to be angry?  Nay, you must — not to be angry with Mellefont?  I dare swear he’s sorry, and were it to do again, would not — 
 

LORD TOUCH.  Sorry for what?  ‘Death, you rack me with delay.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Nay, no great matter, only — well, I have your promise.  Pho, why nothing, only your nephew had a mind to amuse himself sometimes with a little gallantry towards me.  Nay, I can’t think he meant anything seriously, but methought it looked oddly.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Confusion and hell, what do I hear?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Or, may be, he thought he was not enough akin to me, upon your account, and had a mind to create a nearer relation on his own; a lover you know, my lord.  Ha, ha, ha.  Well, but that’s all.  Now you have it; well remember your promise, my lord, and don’t take any notice of it to him.
 

LORD TOUCH.  No, no, no.  Damnation!
 

LADY TOUCH.  Nay, I swear you must not.  A little harmless mirth; only misplaced, that’s all.  But if it were more, ’tis over now, and all’s well.  For my part I have forgot it, and so has he, I hope, — for I have not heard anything from him these two days.
 

LORD TOUCH.  These two days!  Is it so fresh?  Unnatural villain!  Death, I’ll have him stripped and turned naked out of my doors this moment, and let him rot and perish, incestuous brute!
 

LADY TOUCH.  Oh, for heav’n’s sake, my lord, you’ll ruin me if you take such public notice of it; it will be a town talk.  Consider your own and my honour; nay, I told you you would not be satisfied when you knew it.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Before I’ve done I will be satisfied.  Ungrateful monster! how long?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Lord, I don’t know; I wish my lips had grown together when I told you.  Almost a twelvemonth.  Nay, I won’t tell you any more till you are yourself.  Pray, my lord, don’t let the company see you in this disorder.  Yet, I confess, I can’t blame you; for I think I was never so surprised in my life.  Who would have thought my nephew could have so misconstrued my kindness?  But will you go into your closet, and recover your temper.  I’ll make an excuse of sudden business to the company, and come to you.  Pray, good, dear my lord, let me beg you do now.  I’ll come immediately and tell you all; will you, my lord?
 

LORD TOUCH.  I will — I am mute with wonder.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Well, but go now, here’s somebody coming.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Well, I go.  You won’t stay? for I would hear more of this.
 

LADY TOUCH.  I follow instantly.  So.
 
  


SCENE II.

Lady Touchwood, Maskwell.
 

MASK.  This was a masterpiece, and did not need my help, though I stood ready for a cue to come in and confirm all, had there been occasion.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Have you seen Mellefont?
 

MASK.  I have; and am to meet him here about this time.
 

LADY TOUCH.  How does he bear his disappointment?
 

MASK.  Secure in my assistance, he seemed not much afflicted, but rather laughed at the shallow artifice, which so little time must of necessity discover.  Yet he is apprehensive of some farther design of yours, and has engaged me to watch you.  I believe he will hardly be able to prevent your plot, yet I would have you use caution and expedition.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Expedition indeed, for all we do must be performed in the remaining part of this evening, and before the company break up, lest my lord should cool and have an opportunity to talk with him privately.  My lord must not see him again.
 

MASK.  By no means; therefore you must aggravate my lord’s displeasure to a degree that will admit of no conference with him.  What think you of mentioning me?
 

LADY TOUCH.  How?
 

MASK.  To my lord, as having been privy to Mellefont’s design upon you, but still using my utmost endeavours to dissuade him, though my friendship and love to him has made me conceal it; yet you may say, I threatened the next time he attempted anything of that kind to discover it to my lord.
 

LADY TOUCH.  To what end is this?
 

MASK.  It will confirm my lord’s opinion of my honour and honesty, and create in him a new confidence in me, which (should this design miscarry) will be necessary to the forming another plot that I have in my head. — To cheat you as well as the rest.  [Aside.]
 

LADY TOUCH.  I’ll do it — I’ll tell him you hindered him once from forcing me.
 

MASK.  Excellent!  Your ladyship has a most improving fancy.  You had best go to my lord, keep him as long as you can in his closet, and I doubt not but you will mould him to what you please; your guests are so engaged in their own follies and intrigues, they’ll miss neither of you.
 

LADY TOUCH.  When shall we meet? — at eight this evening in my chamber?  There rejoice at our success, and toy away an hour in mirth.
 

MASK.  I will not fail.
 
  


SCENE III.

Maskwell alone.
 

I know what she means by toying away an hour well enough.  Pox, I have lost all appetite to her; yet she’s a fine woman, and I loved her once.  But I don’t know: since I have been in a great measure kept by her, the case is altered; what was my pleasure is become my duty, and I have as little stomach to her now as if I were her husband.  Should she smoke my design upon Cynthia, I were in a fine pickle.  She has a damned penetrating head, and knows how to interpret a coldness the right way; therefore I must dissemble ardour and ecstasy; that’s resolved.  How easily and pleasantly is that dissembled before fruition!  Pox on’t that a man can’t drink without quenching his thirst.  Ha! yonder comes Mellefont, thoughtful.  Let me think.  Meet her at eight — hum — ha!  By heav’n I have it. — If I can speak to my lord before.  Was it my brain or providence?  No matter which — I will deceive ’em all, and yet secure myself.  ’Twas a lucky thought!  Well, this double-dealing is a jewel.  Here he comes, now for me.  [Maskwell, pretending not to see him, walks by him, and speaks as it were to himself.]
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To him] Mellefont, musing.
 

MASK.  Mercy on us, what will the wickedness of this world come to?
 

MEL.  How now, Jack?  What, so full of contemplation that you run over?
 

MASK.  I’m glad you’re come, for I could not contain myself any longer, and was just going to give vent to a secret, which nobody but you ought to drink down.  Your aunt’s just gone from hence.
 

MEL.  And having trusted thee with the secrets of her soul, thou art villainously bent to discover ’em all to me, ha?
 

MASK.  I’m afraid my frailty leans that way.  But I don’t know whether I can in honour discover ’em all.
 

MEL.  All, all, man!  What, you may in honour betray her as far as she betrays herself.  No tragical design upon my person, I hope.
 

MASK.  No, but it’s a comical design upon mine.
 

MEL.  What dost thou mean?
 

MASK.  Listen and be dumb; we have been bargaining about the rate of your ruin — 
 

MEL.  Like any two guardians to an orphan heiress.  Well?
 

MASK.  And whereas pleasure is generally paid with mischief, what mischief I do is to be paid with pleasure.
 

MEL.  So when you’ve swallowed the potion you sweeten your mouth with a plum.
 

MASK.  You are merry, sir, but I shall probe your constitution.  In short, the price of your banishment is to be paid with the person of — 
 

MEL.  Of Cynthia and her fortune.  Why, you forget you told me this before.
 

MASK.  No, no.  So far you are right; and I am, as an earnest of that bargain, to have full and free possession of the person of — your aunt.
 

MEL.  Ha!  Pho, you trifle.
 

MASK.  By this light, I’m serious; all raillery apart.  I knew ’twould stun you.  This evening at eight she will receive me in her bedchamber.
 

MEL.  Hell and the devil, is she abandoned of all grace?  Why, the woman is possessed.
 

MASK.  Well, will you go in my stead?
 

MEL.  By heav’n, into a hot furnace sooner.
 

MASK.  No, you would not; it would not be so convenient, as I can order matters.
 

MEL.  What d’ye mean?
 

MASK.  Mean?  Not to disappoint the lady, I assure you.  Ha, ha, ha, how gravely he looks.  Come, come, I won’t perplex you.  ’Tis the only thing that providence could have contrived to make me capable of serving you, either to my inclination or your own necessity.
 

MEL.  How, how, for heav’n’s sake, dear Maskwell?
 

MASK.  Why, thus.  I’ll go according to appointment; you shall have notice at the critical minute to come and surprise your aunt and me together.  Counterfeit a rage against me, and I’ll make my escape through the private passage from her chamber, which I’ll take care to leave open.  ‘Twill be hard if then you can’t bring her to any conditions.  For this discovery will disarm her of all defence, and leave her entirely at your mercy — nay, she must ever after be in awe of you.
 

MEL.  Let me adore thee, my better genius!  By heav’n I think it is not in the power of fate to disappoint my hopes — my hopes?  My certainty!
 

MASK.  Well, I’ll meet you here, within a quarter of eight, and give you notice.
 

MEL.  Good fortune ever go along with thee.
 
  


SCENE V.

Mellefont, Careless.
 

CARE.  Mellefont, get out o’ th’ way, my Lady Plyant’s coming, and I shall never succeed while thou art in sight.  Though she begins to tack about; but I made love a great while to no purpose.
 

MEL.  Why, what’s the matter?  She’s convinced that I don’t care for her.
 

CARE.  I can’t get an answer from her, that does not begin with her honour, or her virtue, her religion, or some such cant.  Then she has told me the whole history of Sir Paul’s nine years courtship; how he has lain for whole nights together upon the stairs before her chamber-door; and that the first favour he received from her was a piece of an old scarlet petticoat for a stomacher, which since the day of his marriage he has out of a piece of gallantry converted into a night-cap, and wears it still with much solemnity on his anniversary wedding-night.
 

MEL.  That I have seen, with the ceremony thereunto belonging.  For on that night he creeps in at the bed’s feet like a gulled bassa that has married a relation of the Grand Signior, and that night he has his arms at liberty.  Did not she tell you at what a distance she keeps him?  He has confessed to me that, but at some certain times, that is, I suppose, when she apprehends being with child, he never has the privilege of using the familiarity of a husband with a wife.  He was once given to scrambling with his hands, and sprawling in his sleep, and ever since she has him swaddled up in blankets, and his hands and feet swathed down, and so put to bed; and there he lies with a great beard, like a Russian bear upon a drift of snow.  You are very great with him, I wonder he never told you his grievances: he will, I warrant you.
 

CARE.  Excessively foolish!  But that which gives me most hopes of her is her telling me of the many temptations she has resisted.
 

MEL.  Nay, then you have her; for a woman’s bragging to a man that she has overcome temptations is an argument that they were weakly offered, and a challenge to him to engage her more irresistibly.  ’Tis only an enhancing the price of the commodity, by telling you how many customers have underbid her.
 

CARE.  Nay, I don’t despair.  But still she has a grudging to you.  I talked to her t’other night at my Lord Froth’s masquerade, when I’m satisfied she knew me, and I had no reason to complain of my reception; but I find women are not the same bare-faced and in masks, and a vizor disguises their inclinations as much as their faces.
 

MEL.  ’Tis a mistake, for women may most properly be said to be unmasked when they wear vizors; for that secures them from blushing and being out of countenance, and next to being in the dark, or alone, they are most truly themselves in a vizor mask.  Here they come: I’ll leave you.  Ply her close, and by and by clap a billet doux into her hand; for a woman never thinks a man truly in love with her, till he has been fool enough to think of her out of her sight, and to lose so much time as to write to her.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Careless, Sir Paul, and Lady Plyant.
 

SIR PAUL.  Shan’t we disturb your meditation, Mr. Careless?  You would be private?
 

CARE.  You bring that along with you, Sir Paul, that shall be always welcome to my privacy.
 

SIR PAUL.  O sweet sir, you load your humble servants, both me and my wife, with continual favours.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Sir Paul, what a phrase was there?  You will be making answers, and taking that upon you which ought to lie upon me.  That you should have so little breeding to think Mr. Careless did not apply himself to me.  Pray what have you to entertain anybody’s privacy?  I swear and declare in the face of the world I’m ready to blush for your ignorance.
 

SIR PAUL.  I acquiesce, my lady; but don’t snub so loud.  [Aside to her.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  Mr. Careless, if a person that is wholly illiterate might be supposed to be capable of being qualified to make a suitable return to those obligations, which you are pleased to confer upon one that is wholly incapable of being qualified in all those circumstances, I’m sure I should rather attempt it than anything in the world, [Courtesies] for I’m sure there’s nothing in the world that I would rather.  [Courtesies]  But I know Mr. Careless is so great a critic, and so fine a gentleman, that it is impossible for me — 
 

CARE.  O heavens! madam, you confound me.
 

SIR PAUL.  Gads-bud, she’s a fine person.
 

LADY PLYANT.  O Lord! sir, pardon me, we women have not those advantages; I know my imperfections.  But at the same time you must give me leave to declare in the face of the world that nobody is more sensible of favours and things; for with the reserve of my honour I assure you, Mr. Careless, I don’t know anything in the world I would refuse to a person so meritorious.  You’ll pardon my want of expression.
 

CARE.  O, your ladyship is abounding in all excellence, particularly that of phrase.
 

LADY PLYANT.  You are so obliging, sir.
 

CARE.  Your ladyship is so charming.
 

SIR PAUL.  So, now, now; now, my lady.
 

LADY PLYANT.  So well bred.
 

CARE.  So surprising.
 

LADY PLYANT.  So well dressed, so bonne mine, so eloquent, so unaffected, so easy, so free, so particular, so agreeable.
 

SIR PAUL.  Ay, so, so, there.
 

CARE.  O Lord, I beseech you madam, don’t.
 

LADY PLYANT.  So gay, so graceful, so good teeth, so fine shape, so fine limbs, so fine linen, and I don’t doubt but you have a very good skin, sir,
 

CARE.  For heaven’s sake, madam, I’m quite out of countenance.
 

SIR PAUL.  And my lady’s quite out of breath; or else you should hear — Gads-bud, you may talk of my Lady Froth.
 

CARE.  O fie, fie, not to be named of a day.  My Lady Froth is very well in her accomplishments.  But it is when my Lady Plyant is not thought of.  If that can ever be.
 

LADY PLYANT.  O, you overcome me.  That is so excessive.
 

SIR PAUL.  Nay, I swear and vow that was pretty.
 

CARE.  O, Sir Paul, you are the happiest man alive.  Such a lady! that is the envy of her own sex, and the admiration of ours.
 

SIR PAUL.  Your humble servant.  I am, I thank heaven, in a fine way of living, as I may say, peacefully and happily, and I think need not envy any of my neighbours, blessed be providence.  Ay, truly, Mr. Careless, my lady is a great blessing, a fine, discreet, well-spoken woman as you shall see, if it becomes me to say so, and we live very comfortably together; she is a little hasty sometimes, and so am I; but mine’s soon over, and then I’m so sorry. — O Mr. Careless, if it were not for one thing — 
 
  


SCENE VII.

Careless, Sir Paul, Lady Plyant, Boy with a letter.
 

LADY PLYANT.  How often have you been told of that, you jackanapes?
 

SIR PAUL.  Gad so, gad’s-bud.  Tim, carry it to my lady, you should have carried it to my lady first.
 

BOY.  ’Tis directed to your worship.
 

SIR PAUL.  Well, well, my lady reads all letters first.  Child, do so no more; d’ye hear, Tim.
 

BOY.  No, and please you.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Careless, Sir Paul, Lady Plyant.
 

SIR PAUL.  A humour of my wife’s: you know women have little fancies.  But as I was telling you, Mr. Careless, if it were not for one thing, I should think myself the happiest man in the world; indeed that touches me near, very near.
 

CARE.  What can that be, Sir Paul?
 

SIR PAUL.  Why, I have, I thank heaven, a very plentiful fortune, a good estate in the country, some houses in town, and some money, a pretty tolerable personal estate; and it is a great grief to me, indeed it is, Mr. Careless, that I have not a son to inherit this.  ’Tis true I have a daughter, and a fine dutiful child she is, though I say it, blessed be providence I may say; for indeed, Mr. Careless, I am mightily beholden to providence.  A poor unworthy sinner.  But if I had a son!  Ah, that’s my affliction, and my only affliction; indeed I cannot refrain tears when it comes in my mind.  [Cries.]
 

CARE.  Why, methinks that might be easily remedied — my lady’s a fine likely woman — 
 

SIR PAUL.  Oh, a fine likely woman as you shall see in a summer’s day.  Indeed she is, Mr. Careless, in all respects.
 

CARE.  And I should not have taken you to have been so old — 
 

SIR PAUL.  Alas, that’s not it, Mr. Careless; ah! that’s not it; no, no, you shoot wide of the mark a mile; indeed you do, that’s not it, Mr. Careless; no, no, that’s not it.
 

CARE.  No?  What can be the matter then?
 

SIR PAUL.  You’ll scarcely believe me when I shall tell you — my lady is so nice.  It’s very strange, but it’s true; too true — she’s so very nice, that I don’t believe she would touch a man for the world.  At least not above once a year; I’m sure I have found it so; and, alas, what’s once a year to an old man, who would do good in his generation?  Indeed it’s true, Mr. Careless, it breaks my heart.  I am her husband, as I may say; though far unworthy of that honour, yet I am her husband; but alas-a-day, I have no more familiarity with her person — as to that matter — than with my own mother — no indeed.
 

CARE.  Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable story.  My lady must be told on’t.  She must i’faith, Sir Paul; ’tis an injury to the world.
 

SIR PAUL.  Ah! would to heaven you would, Mr. Careless; you are mightily in her favour.
 

CARE.  I warrant you, what! we must have a son some way or other.
 

SIR PAUL.  Indeed I should be mightily bound to you if you could bring it about, Mr. Careless.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Here, Sir Paul, it’s from your steward.  Here’s a return of 600 pounds; you may take fifty of it for the next half year.  [Gives him the letter.]
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Lord Froth, Cynthia.
 

SIR PAUL.  How does my girl?  Come hither to thy father, poor lamb: thou’rt melancholic.
 

LORD FROTH.  Heaven, Sir Paul, you amaze me, of all things in the world.  You are never pleased but when we are all upon the broad grin: all laugh and no company; ah, then ’tis such a sight to see some teeth.  Sure you’re a great admirer of my Lady Whifler, Mr. Sneer, and Sir Laurence Loud, and that gang.
 

SIR PAUL.  I vow and swear she’s a very merry woman; but I think she laughs a little too much.
 

LORD FROTH.  Merry!  O Lord, what a character that is of a woman of quality.  You have been at my Lady Whifler’s upon her day, madam?
 

CYNT.  Yes, my lord.  I must humour this fool.  [Aside.]
 

LORD FROTH.  Well, and how? hee!  What is your sense of the conversation?
 

CYNT.  Oh, most ridiculous, a perpetual comfort of laughing without any harmony; for sure, my lord, to laugh out of time, is as disagreeable as to sing out of time or out of tune.
 

LORD FROTH.  Hee, hee, hee, right; and then, my Lady Whifler is so ready — she always comes in three bars too soon.  And then, what do they laugh at?  For you know laughing without a jest is as impertinent, hee! as, as — 
 

CYNT.  As dancing without a fiddle.
 

LORD FROTH.  Just i’faith, that was at my tongue’s end.
 

CYNT.  But that cannot be properly said of them, for I think they are all in good nature with the world, and only laugh at one another; and you must allow they have all jests in their persons, though they have none in their conversation.
 

LORD FROTH.  True, as I’m a person of honour.  For heaven’s sake let us sacrifice ’em to mirth a little.  [Enter Boy and whispers Sir Paul.]
 

SIR PAUL.  Gads so. — Wife, wife, my Lady Plyant, I have a word.
 

LADY PLYANT.  I’m busy, Sir Paul, I wonder at your impertinence.
 

CARE.  Sir Paul, harkee, I’m reasoning the matter you know.  Madam, if your ladyship please, we’ll discourse of this in the next room.
 

SIR PAUL.  O ho, I wish you good success, I wish you good success.  Boy, tell my lady, when she has done, I would speak with her below.
 
  


SCENE X.

Cynthia, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Brisk.
 

LADY FROTH.  Then you think that episode between Susan, the dairy-maid, and our coachman is not amiss; you know, I may suppose the dairy in town, as well as in the country.
 

BRISK.  Incomparable, let me perish.  But then, being an heroic poem, had you not better call him a charioteer?  Charioteer sounds great; besides, your ladyship’s coachman having a red face, and you comparing him to the sun — and you know the sun is called Heaven’s charioteer.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, infinitely better; I’m extremely beholden to you for the hint; stay, we’ll read over those half a score lines again.  [Pulls out a paper.]  Let me see here, you know what goes before, — the comparison, you know.  [Reads.]
 

For as the sun shines ev’ry day,
So of our coachman I may say.
 

BRISK.  I’m afraid that simile won’t do in wet weather; because you say the sun shines every day.
 

LADY FROTH.  No; for the sun it won’t, but it will do for the coachman, for you know there’s most occasion for a coach in wet weather.
 

BRISK.  Right, right, that saves all.
 

LADY FROTH.  Then I don’t say the sun shines all the day, but that he peeps now and then; yet he does shine all the day too, you know, though we don’t see him.
 

BRISK.  Right, but the vulgar will never comprehend that.
 

LADY FROTH.  Well, you shall hear.  Let me see.  [Reads.]
 

For as the sun shines ev’ry day,
So of our coachman I may say,
He shows his drunken fiery face,
Just as the sun does, more or less.
 

BRISK.  That’s right, all’s well, all’s well.  ‘More or less.’
 

LADY FROTH reads:
 

And when at night his labour’s done,
Then too, like Heav’n’s charioteer the sun:
 

Ay, charioteer does better.
 

Into the dairy he descends,
And there his whipping and his driving ends;
There he’s secure from danger of a bilk,
His fare is paid him, and he sets in milk.
 

For Susan you know, is Thetis, and so — 
 

BRISK.  Incomparable well and proper, egad — but I have one exception to make — don’t you think bilk — (I know it’s good rhyme) — but don’t you think bilk and fare too like a hackney coachman?
 

LADY FROTH.  I swear and vow I’m afraid so.  And yet our Jehu was a hackney coachman, when my lord took him.
 

BRISK.  Was he?  I’m answered, if Jehu was a hackney coachman.  You may put that in the marginal notes though, to prevent criticism — only mark it with a small asterism, and say, ‘Jehu was formerly a hackney coachman.’
 

LADY FROTH.  I will.  You’d oblige me extremely to write notes to the whole poem.
 

BRISK.  With all my heart and soul, and proud of the vast honour, let me perish.
 

LORD FROTH.  Hee, hee, hee, my dear, have you done? won’t you join with us?  We were laughing at my Lady Whifler and Mr. Sneer.
 

LADY FROTH.  Ay, my dear, were you?  Oh, filthy Mr. Sneer; he’s a nauseous figure, a most fulsamic fop, foh!  He spent two days together in going about Covent Garden to suit the lining of his coach with his complexion.
 

LORD FROTH.  O silly! yet his aunt is as fond of him as if she had brought the ape into the world herself.
 

BRISK.  Who, my Lady Toothless?  Oh, she’s a mortifying spectacle; she’s always chewing the cud like an old ewe.
 

CYNT.  Fie, Mr. Brisk, eringo’s for her cough.
 

LADY FROTH.  I have seen her take ’em half chewed out of her mouth, to laugh, and then put ’em in again.  Foh!
 

LORD FROTH.  Foh!
 

LADY FROTH.  Then she’s always ready to laugh when Sneer offers to speak, and sits in expectation of his no jest, with her gums bare, and her mouth open — 
 

BRISK.  Like an oyster at low ebb, egad.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

CYNT.  [Aside]  Well, I find there are no fools so inconsiderable in themselves but they can render other people contemptible by exposing their infirmities.
 

LADY FROTH.  Then that t’other great strapping lady — I can’t hit of her name; the old fat fool that paints so exorbitantly.
 

BRISK.  I know whom you mean — but deuce take me, I can’t hit of her name neither.  Paints, d’ye say?  Why, she lays it on with a trowel.  Then she has a great beard that bristles through it, and makes her look as if she were plastered with lime and hair, let me perish.
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, you made a song upon her, Mr. Brisk.
 

BRISK.  He! egad, so I did.  My lord can sing it.
 

CYNT.  O good, my lord, let’s hear it.
 

BRISK.  ’Tis not a song neither, it’s a sort of an epigram, or rather an epigrammatic sonnet; I don’t know what to call it, but it’s satire.  Sing it, my lord.
 

LORD FROTH sings.
 

Ancient Phyllis has young graces,
’Tis a strange thing, but a true one;
Shall I tell you how?
She herself makes her own faces,
And each morning wears a new one;
Where’s the wonder now?
 

BRISK.  Short, but there’s salt in’t; my way of writing, egad.
 
  


SCENE XI.

[To them] Footman.
 

LADY FROTH.  How now?
 

FOOT.  Your ladyship’s chair is come.
 

LADY FROTH.  Is nurse and the child in it?
 

FOOT.  Yes, madam.
 

LADY FROTH.  O the dear creature!  Let’s go see it.
 

LORD FROTH.  I swear, my dear, you’ll spoil that child, with sending it to and again so often; this is the seventh time the chair has gone for her to-day.
 

LADY FROTH.  O law!  I swear it’s but the sixth — and I haven’t seen her these two hours.  The poor creature — I swear, my lord, you don’t love poor little Sapho.  Come, my dear Cynthia, Mr. Brisk, we’ll go see Sapho, though my lord won’t.
 

CYNT.  I’ll wait upon your ladyship.
 

BRISK.  Pray, madam, how old is Lady Sapho?
 

LADY FROTH.  Three-quarters, but I swear she has a world of wit, and can sing a tune already.  My lord, won’t you go?  Won’t you?  What! not to see Saph?  Pray, my lord, come see little Saph.  I knew you could not stay.
 
  


SCENE XII.

Cynthia alone.
 

CYNT.  ’Tis not so hard to counterfeit joy in the depth of affliction, as to dissemble mirth in company of fools.  Why should I call ’em fools?  The world thinks better of ’em; for these have quality and education, wit and fine conversation, are received and admired by the world.  If not, they like and admire themselves.  And why is not that true wisdom? for ’tis happiness: and for ought I know, we have misapplied the name all this while, and mistaken the thing: since
 

If happiness in self-content is placed,
The wise are wretched, and fools only bless’d.
 
  


ACT IV.
  


SCENE I.

Mellefont and Cynthia.
 

CYNT.  I heard him loud as I came by the closet-door, and my lady with him, but she seemed to moderate his passion.
 

MEL.  Ay, hell thank her, as gentle breezes moderate a fire; but I shall counter-work her spells, and ride the witch in her own bridle.
 

CYNT.  It’s impossible; she’ll cast beyond you still.  I’ll lay my life it will never be a match.
 

MEL.  What?
 

CYNT.  Between you and me.
 

MEL.  Why so?
 

CYNT.  My mind gives me it won’t, because we are both willing.  We each of us strive to reach the goal, and hinder one another in the race.  I swear it never does well when the parties are so agreed; for when people walk hand in hand there’s neither overtaking nor meeting.  We hunt in couples, where we both pursue the same game but forget one another; and ’tis because we are so near that we don’t think of coming together.
 

MEL.  Hum, ‘gad I believe there’s something in it.  Marriage is the game that we hunt, and while we think that we only have it in view, I don’t see but we have it in our power.
 

CYNT.  Within reach; for example, give me your hand.  You have looked through the wrong end of the perspective all this while, for nothing has been between us but our fears.
 

MEL.  I don’t know why we should not steal out of the house this very moment and marry one another, without consideration or the fear of repentance.  Pox o’ fortune, portion, settlements, and jointures.
 

CYNT.  Ay, ay, what have we to do with ’em?  You know we marry for love.
 

MEL.  Love, love, downright, very villainous love.
 

CYNT.  And he that can’t live upon love deserves to die in a ditch.  Here then, I give you my promise, in spite of duty, any temptation of wealth, your inconstancy, or my own inclination to change — 
 

MEL.  To run most wilfully and unreasonably away with me this moment and be married.
 

CYNT.  Hold.  Never to marry anybody else.
 

MEL.  That’s but a kind of negative consent.  Why, you won’t baulk the frolic?
 

CYNT.  If you had not been so assured of your own conduct I would not.  But ’tis but reasonable that since I consent to like a man without the vile consideration of money, he should give me a very evident demonstration of his wit: therefore let me see you undermine my Lady Touchwood, as you boasted, and force her to give her consent, and then — 
 

MEL.  I’ll do’t.
 

CYNT.  And I’ll do’t.
 

MEL.  This very next ensuing hour of eight o’clock is the last minute of her reign, unless the devil assist her in propriâ personâ.
 

CYNT.  Well, if the devil should assist her, and your plot miscarry — 
 

MEL.  Ay, what am I to trust to then?
 

CYNT.  Why, if you give me very clear demonstration that it was the devil, I’ll allow for irresistible odds.  But if I find it to be only chance, or destiny, or unlucky stars, or anything but the very devil, I’m inexorable: only still I’ll keep my word, and live a maid for your sake.
 

MEL.  And you won’t die one, for your own, so still there’s hope.
 

CYNT.  Here’s my mother-in-law, and your friend Careless; I would not have ’em see us together yet.
 
  


SCENE II.

Careless and Lady Plyant.
 

LADY PLYANT.  I swear, Mr. Careless, you are very alluring, and say so many fine things, and nothing is so moving to me as a fine thing.  Well, I must do you this justice, and declare in the face of the world, never anybody gained so far upon me as yourself.  With blushes I must own it, you have shaken, as I may say, the very foundation of my honour.  Well, sure, if I escape your importunities, I shall value myself as long as I live, I swear.
 

CARE.  And despise me.  [Sighing.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  The last of any man in the world, by my purity; now you make me swear.  O gratitude forbid, that I should ever be wanting in a respectful acknowledgment of an entire resignation of all my best wishes for the person and parts of so accomplished a person, whose merit challenges much more, I’m sure, than my illiterate praises can description.
 

CARE.  [In a whining tone.]  Ah heavens, madam, you ruin me with kindness.  Your charming tongue pursues the victory of your eyes, while at your feet your poor adorer dies.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Ah!  Very fine.
 

CARE.  [Still whining.]  Ah, why are you so fair, so bewitching fair?  O let me grow to the ground here, and feast upon that hand; O let me press it to my heart, my trembling heart: the nimble movement shall instruct your pulse, and teach it to alarm desire.  (Zoons, I’m almost at the end of my cant, if she does not yield quickly.)  [Aside.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  O that’s so passionate and fine, I cannot hear.  I am not safe if I stay, and must leave you.
 

CARE.  And must you leave me!  Rather let me languish out a wretched life, and breath my soul beneath your feet.  (I must say the same thing over again, and can’t help it.)  [Aside.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  I swear I’m ready to languish too!  O my honour!  Whither is it going?  I protest you have given me the palpitation of the heart.
 

CARE.  Can you be so cruel — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  O rise, I beseech you, say no more till you rise.  Why did you kneel so long?  I swear I was so transported, I did not see it.  Well, to show you how far you have gained upon me, I assure you, if Sir Paul should die, of all mankind there’s none I’d sooner make my second choice.
 

CARE.  O Heaven!  I can’t out-live this night without your favour; I feel my spirits faint, a general dampness overspreads my face, a cold deadly dew already vents through all my pores, and will to-morrow wash me for ever from your sight, and drown me in my tomb.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, you have conquered, sweet, melting, moving sir, you have conquered.  What heart of marble can refrain to weep, and yield to such sad sayings!  [Cries.]
 

CARE.  I thank Heaven, they are the saddest that I ever said.  Oh!  (I shall never contain laughter.)  [Aside.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, I yield myself all up to your uncontrollable embraces.  Say, thou dear dying man, when, where, and how.  Ah, there’s Sir Paul.
 

CARE.  ‘Slife, yonder’s Sir Paul, but if he were not come, I’m so transported I cannot speak.  This note will inform you.  [Gives her a note.]
 
  


SCENE III.

Lady Plyant, Sir Paul, Cynthia.
 

SIR PAUL.  Thou art my tender lambkin, and shalt do what thou wilt.  But endeavour to forget this Mellefont.
 

CYNT.  I would obey you to my power, sir; but if I have not him, I have sworn never to marry.
 

SIR PAUL.  Never to marry!  Heavens forbid! must I neither have sons nor grandsons?  Must the family of the Plyants be utterly extinct for want of issue male?  O impiety!  But did you swear, did that sweet creature swear? ha!  How durst you swear without my consent, ah?  Gads-bud, who am I?
 

CYNT.  Pray don’t be angry, sir, when I swore I had your consent; and therefore I swore.
 

SIR PAUL.  Why then the revoking my consent does annul, or make of none effect your oath; so you may unswear it again.  The law will allow it.
 

CYNT.  Ay, but my conscience never will.
 

SIR PAUL.  Gads-bud, no matter for that, conscience and law never go together; you must not expect that.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Ay, but, Sir Paul, I conceive if she has sworn, d’ye mark me, if she has once sworn, it is most unchristian, inhuman, and obscene that she should break it.  I’ll make up the match again, because Mr. Careless said it would oblige him.  [Aside.]
 

SIR PAUL.  Does your ladyship conceive so?  Why, I was of that opinion once too.  Nay, if your ladyship conceives so, I’m of that opinion again; but I can neither find my lord nor my lady to know what they intend.
 

LADY PLYANT.  I’m satisfied that my cousin Mellefont has been much wronged.
 

CYNT.  [Aside.]  I’m amazed to find her of our side, for I’m sure she loved him.
 

LADY PLYANT.  I know my Lady Touchwood has no kindness for him; and besides I have been informed by Mr. Careless, that Mellefont had never anything more than a profound respect.  That he has owned himself to be my admirer ’tis true, but he was never so presumptuous to entertain any dishonourable notions of things; so that if this be made plain, I don’t see how my daughter can in conscience, or honour, or anything in the world — 
 

SIR PAUL.  Indeed if this be made plain, as my lady, your mother, says, child — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  Plain!  I was informed of it by Mr. Careless.  And I assure you, Mr. Careless is a person that has a most extraordinary respect and honour for you, Sir Paul.
 

CYNT.  [Aside.]  And for your ladyship too, I believe, or else you had not changed sides so soon; now I begin to find it.
 

SIR PAUL.  I am much obliged to Mr. Careless really; he is a person that I have a great value for, not only for that, but because he has a great veneration for your ladyship.
 

LADY PLYANT.  O las, no indeed, Sir Paul, ’tis upon your account.
 

SIR PAUL.  No, I protest and vow, I have no title to his esteem, but in having the honour to appertain in some measure to your ladyship, that’s all.
 

LADY PLYANT.  O law now, I swear and declare it shan’t be so; you’re too modest, Sir Paul.
 

SIR PAUL.  It becomes me, when there is any comparison made between — 
 

LADY PLYANT.  O fie, fie, Sir Paul, you’ll put me out of countenance.  Your very obedient and affectionate wife; that’s all.  And highly honoured in that title.
 

SIR PAUL.  Gads-bud, I am transported!  Give me leave to kiss your ladyship’s hand.
 

CYNT.  That my poor father should be so very silly!  [Aside.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  My lip indeed, Sir Paul, I swear you shall.  [He kisses her, and bows very low.]
 

SIR PAUL.  I humbly thank your ladyship.  I don’t know whether I fly on ground, or walk in air.  Gads-bud, she was never thus before.  Well, I must own myself the most beholden to Mr. Careless.  As sure as can be, this is all his doing, something that he has said; well, ’tis a rare thing to have an ingenious friend.  Well, your ladyship is of opinion that the match may go forward.
 

LADY PLYANT.  By all means.  Mr. Careless has satisfied me of the matter.
 

SIR PAUL.  Well, why then, lamb, you may keep your oath, but have a care about making rash vows; come hither to me, and kiss papa.
 

LADY PLYANT.  I swear and declare, I am in such a twitter to read Mr. Careless his letter, that I can’t forbear any longer.  But though I may read all letters first by prerogative, yet I’ll be sure to be unsuspected this time, Sir Paul.
 

SIR PAUL.  Did your ladyship call?
 

LADY PLYANT.  Nay, not to interrupt you, my dear.  Only lend me your letter, which you had from your steward to-day; I would look upon the account again, and may be increase your allowance.
 

SIR PAUL.  There it is, madam, do you want a pen and ink?  [Bows and gives the letter.]
 

LADY PLYANT.  No, no, nothing else, I thank you, Sir Paul.  So, now I can read my own letter under the cover of his.  [Aside.]
 

SIR PAUL.  He?  And wilt thou bring a grandson at nine months end — he?  A brave chopping boy.  I’ll settle a thousand pound a year upon the rogue as soon as ever he looks me in the face, I will, gads-bud.  I’m overjoyed to think I have any of my family that will bring children into the world.  For I would fain have some resemblance of myself in my posterity, he, Thy?  Can’t you contrive that affair, girl?  Do, gads-bud, think on thy old father, heh?  Make the young rogue as like as you can.
 

CYNT.  I’m glad to see you so merry, sir.
 

SIR PAUL.  Merry, gads-bud, I’m serious; I’ll give thee five hundred pounds for every inch of him that resembles me; ah, this eye, this left eye!  A thousand pounds for this left eye.  This has done execution in its time, girl; why, thou hast my leer, hussey, just thy father’s leer.  Let it be transmitted to the young rogue by the help of imagination; why, ’tis the mark of our family, Thy; our house is distinguished by a languishing eye, as the house of Austria is by a thick lip.  Ah! when I was of your age, hussey, I would have held fifty to one, I could have drawn my own picture — gads-bud I could have done — not so much as you, neither; but — nay, don’t blush.
 

CYNT.  I don’t blush, sir, for I vow I don’t understand.
 

SIR PAUL.  Pshaw, pshaw, you fib, you baggage, you do understand, and you shall understand; come, don’t be so nice.  Gads-bud, don’t learn after your mother-in-law my lady here.  Marry, heaven forbid that you should follow her example; that would spoil all indeed.  Bless us! if you should take a vagary and make a rash resolution on your wedding night, to die a maid, as she did; all were ruined, all my hopes lost.  My heart would break, and my estate would be left to the wide world, he?  I hope you are a better Christian than to think of living a nun, he?  Answer me?
 

CYNT.  I’m all obedience, sir, to your commands.
 

LADY PLYANT.  [Having read the letter.]  O dear Mr. Careless, I swear he writes charmingly, and he looks charmingly, and he has charmed me, as much as I have charmed him; and so I’ll tell him in the wardrobe when ’tis dark.  O criminy!  I hope Sir Paul has not seen both letters.  [Puts the wrong letter hastily up, and gives him her own.]  Sir Paul, here’s your letter; to-morrow morning I’ll settle accounts to your advantage.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Brisk.
 

BRISK.  Sir Paul, gads-bud, you’re an uncivil person, let me tell you, and all that; and I did not think it had been in you.
 

SIR PAUL.  O law, what’s the matter now?  I hope you are not angry, Mr. Brisk.
 

BRISK.  Deuce take me, I believe you intend to marry your daughter yourself; you’re always brooding over her like an old hen, as if she were not well hatched, egad, he.
 

SIR PAUL.  Good strange!  Mr. Brisk is such a merry facetious person, he, he, he.  No, no, I have done with her, I have done with her now.
 

BRISK.  The fiddles have stayed this hour in the hall, and my Lord Froth wants a partner, we can never begin without her.
 

SIR PAUL.  Go, go child, go, get you gone and dance and be merry; I’ll come and look at you by and by.  Where’s my son Mellefont?
 

LADY PLYANT.  I’ll send him to them, I know where he is.
 

BRISK.  Sir Paul, will you send Careless into the hall if you meet him?
 

SIR PAUL.  I will, I will, I’ll go and look for him on purpose.
 
  


SCENE V.

Brisk alone.
 

BRISK.  So now they are all gone, and I have an opportunity to practice.  Ah!  My dear Lady Froth, she’s a most engaging creature, if she were not so fond of that damned coxcombly lord of hers; and yet I am forced to allow him wit too, to keep in with him.  No matter, she’s a woman of parts, and, egad, parts will carry her.  She said she would follow me into the gallery.  Now to make my approaches.  Hem, hem!  Ah ma- [bows.] dam!  Pox on’t, why should I disparage my parts by thinking what to say?  None but dull rogues think; witty men, like rich fellows, are always ready for all expenses; while your blockheads, like poor needy scoundrels, are forced to examine their stock, and forecast the charges of the day.  Here she comes, I’ll seem not to see her, and try to win her with a new airy invention of my own, hem!
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To him] Lady Froth.
 

BRISK [Sings, walking about.]  ‘I’m sick with love,’ ha, ha, ha, ‘prithee, come cure me.  I’m sick with,’ etc.  O ye powers!  O my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth, my Lady Froth!  Heigho!  Break heart; gods, I thank you.  [Stands musing with his arms across.]
 

LADY FROTH.  O heavens, Mr. Brisk!  What’s the matter?
 

BRISK.  My Lady Froth!  Your ladyship’s most humble servant.  The matter, madam?  Nothing, madam, nothing at all, egad.  I was fallen into the most agreeable amusement in the whole province of contemplation: that’s all — (I’ll seem to conceal my passion, and that will look like respect.)  [Aside.]
 

LADY FROTH.  Bless me, why did you call out upon me so loud?
 

BRISK.  O Lord, I, madam!  I beseech your ladyship — when?
 

LADY FROTH.  Just now as I came in, bless me, why, don’t you know it?
 

BRISK.  Not I, let me perish.  But did I?  Strange!  I confess your ladyship was in my thoughts; and I was in a sort of dream that did in a manner represent a very pleasing object to my imagination, but — but did I indeed? — To see how love and murder will out.  But did I really name my Lady Froth?
 

LADY FROTH.  Three times aloud, as I love letters.  But did you talk of love?  O Parnassus!  Who would have thought Mr. Brisk could have been in love, ha, ha, ha.  O heavens, I thought you could have no mistress but the Nine Muses.
 

BRISK.  No more I have, egad, for I adore ’em all in your ladyship.  Let me perish, I don’t know whether to be splenetic, or airy upon’t; the deuce take me if I can tell whether I am glad or sorry that your ladyship has made the discovery.
 

LADY FROTH.  O be merry by all means.  Prince Volscius in love!  Ha, ha, ha.
 

BRISK.  O barbarous, to turn me into ridicule!  Yet, ha, ha, ha.  The deuce take me, I can’t help laughing myself, ha, ha, ha; yet by heavens, I have a violent passion for your ladyship, seriously.
 

LADY FROTH.  Seriously?  Ha, ha, ha.
 

BRISK.  Seriously, ha, ha, ha.  Gad I have, for all I laugh.
 

LADY FROTH.  Ha, ha, ha!  What d’ye think I laugh at?  Ha, ha, ha.
 

BRISK.  Me, egad, ha, ha.
 

LADY FROTH.  No, the deuce take me if I don’t laugh at myself; for hang me if I have not a violent passion for Mr. Brisk, ha, ha, ha.
 

BRISK.  Seriously?
 

LADY FROTH.  Seriously, ha, ha, ha.
 

BRISK.  That’s well enough; let me perish, ha, ha, ha.  O miraculous; what a happy discovery.  Ah my dear charming Lady Froth!
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh my adored Mr. Brisk!  [Embrace.]
 
  


SCENE VII.

[To them] Lord Froth.
 

LORD FROTH.  The company are all ready.  How now?
 

BRISK.  Zoons! madam, there’s my lord.  [Softly to her.]
 

LADY FROTH.  Take no notice, but observe me.  Now, cast off, and meet me at the lower end of the room, and then join hands again; I could teach my lord this dance purely, but I vow, Mr. Brisk, I can’t tell how to come so near any other man.  Oh here’s my lord, now you shall see me do it with him.  [They pretend to practise part of a country dance.]
 

LORD FROTH.  Oh, I see there’s no harm yet, but I don’t like this familiarity.  [Aside.]
 

LADY FROTH.  Shall you and I do our close dance, to show Mr. Brisk?
 

LORD FROTH.  No, my dear, do it with him.
 

LADY FROTH.  I’ll do it with him, my lord, when you are out of the way.
 

BRISK.  That’s good, egad, that’s good.  Deuce take me, I can hardly hold laughing in his face.  [Aside.]
 

LORD FROTH.  Any other time, my dear, or we’ll dance it below.
 

LADY FROTH.  With all my heart.
 

BRISK.  Come, my lord, I’ll wait on you.  My charming witty angel!  [To her.]
 

LADY FROTH.  We shall have whispering time enough, you know, since we are partners.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Lady Plyant and Careless.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, Mr. Careless, Mr. Careless, I’m ruined, I’m undone.
 

CARE.  What’s the matter, madam?
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, the unluckiest accident, I’m afraid I shan’t live to tell it you.
 

CARE.  Heaven forbid!  What is it?
 

LADY PLYANT.  I’m in such a fright; the strangest quandary and premunire!  I’m all over in a universal agitation; I dare swear every circumstance of me trembles.  O your letter, your letter!  By an unfortunate mistake I have given Sir Paul your letter instead of his own.
 

CARE.  That was unlucky.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Oh, yonder he comes reading of it; for heaven’s sake step in here and advise me quickly before he sees.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Sir Paul with the Letter.
 

SIR PAUL.  O Providence, what a conspiracy have I discovered.  But let me see to make an end on’t.  [Reads.]  Hum — After supper in the wardrobe by the gallery.  If Sir Paul should surprise us, I have a commission from him to treat with you about the very matter of fact.  Matter of fact!  Very pretty; it seems that I am conducting to my own cuckoldom.  Why, this is the very traitorous position of taking up arms by my authority, against my person!  Well, let me see.  Till then I languish in expectation of my adored charmer. — Dying Ned Careless.  Gads-bud, would that were matter of fact too.  Die and be damned for a Judas Maccabeus and Iscariot both.  O friendship! what art thou but a name?  Henceforward let no man make a friend that would not be a cuckold: for whomsoever he receives into his bosom will find the way to his bed, and there return his caresses with interest to his wife.  Have I for this been pinioned, night after night for three years past?  Have I been swathed in blankets till I have been even deprived of motion?  Have I approached the marriage bed with reverence as to a sacred shrine, and denied myself the enjoyment of lawful domestic pleasures to preserve its purity, and must I now find it polluted by foreign iniquity?  O my Lady Plyant, you were chaste as ice, but you are melted now, and false as water.  But Providence has been constant to me in discovering this conspiracy; still, I am beholden to Providence.  If it were not for Providence, sure, poor Sir Paul, thy heart would break.
 
  


SCENE X.

[To him] Lady Plyant.
 

LADY PLYANT.  So, sir, I see you have read the letter.  Well, now, Sir Paul, what do you think of your friend Careless?  Has he been treacherous, or did you give his insolence a licence to make trial of your wife’s suspected virtue?  D’ye see here?  [Snatches the letter as in anger.]  Look, read it.  Gads my life, if I thought it were so, I would this moment renounce all communication with you.  Ungrateful monster!  He? is it so?  Ay, I see it, a plot upon my honour; your guilty cheeks confess it.  Oh, where shall wronged virtue fly for reparation?  I’ll be divorced this instant.
 

SIR PAUL.  Gads-bud, what shall I say?  This is the strangest surprise.  Why, I don’t know anything at all, nor I don’t know whether there be anything at all in the world, or no.
 

LADY PLYANT.  I thought I should try you, false man.  I, that never dissembled in my life, yet to make trial of you, pretended to like that monster of iniquity, Careless, and found out that contrivance to let you see this letter, which now I find was of your own inditing — I do, heathen, I do.  See my face no more; I’ll be divorced presently.
 

SIR PAUL.  O strange, what will become of me?  I’m so amazed, and so overjoyed, so afraid, and so sorry.  But did you give me this letter on purpose, he?  Did you?
 

LADY PLYANT.  Did I?  Do you doubt me, Turk, Saracen?  I have a cousin that’s a proctor in the Commons; I’ll go to him instantly.
 

SIR PAUL.  Hold, stay, I beseech your ladyship.  I’m so overjoyed, stay, I’ll confess all.
 

LADY PLYANT.  What will you confess, Jew?
 

SIR PAUL.  Why, now, as I hope to be saved, I had no hand in this letter — nay, hear me, I beseech your ladyship.  The devil take me now if he did not go beyond my commission.  If I desired him to do any more than speak a good word only just for me; gads-bud, only for poor Sir Paul, I’m an Anabaptist, or a Jew, or what you please to call me.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Why, is not here matter of fact?
 

SIR PAUL.  Ay, but by your own virtue and continency that matter of fact is all his own doing.  I confess I had a great desire to have some honours conferred upon me, which lie all in your ladyship’s breast, and he being a well-spoken man, I desired him to intercede for me.
 

LADY PLYANT.  Did you so? presumption!  Oh, he comes, the Tarquin comes; I cannot bear his sight.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Careless, Sir Paul.
 

CARE.  Sir Paul, I’m glad I’ve met with you, ‘gad, I have said all I could, but can’t prevail.  Then my friendship to you has carried me a little farther in this matter.
 

SIR PAUL.  Indeed; well sir, I’ll dissemble with him a little.  [Aside.]
 

CARE.  Why, faith I have in my time known honest gentlemen abused by a pretended coyness in their wives, and I had a mind to try my lady’s virtue.  And when I could not prevail for you, gad, I pretended to be in love myself; but all in vain, she would not hear a word upon that subject.  Then I writ a letter to her; I don’t know what effects that will have, but I’ll be sure to tell you when I do, though by this light I believe her virtue is impregnable.
 

SIR PAUL.  O Providence!  Providence!  What discoveries are here made?  Why, this is better and more miraculous than the rest.
 

CARE.  What do you mean?
 

SIR PAUL.  I can’t tell you, I’m so overjoyed; come along with me to my lady, I can’t contain myself; come, my dear friend.
 

CARE.  So, so, so, this difficulty’s over.  [Aside.]
 
  


SCENE XII.

Mellefont, Maskwell, from different doors.
 

MEL.  Maskwell!  I have been looking for you— ’tis within a quarter of eight.
 

MASK.  My lady is just gone into my lord’s closet, you had best steal into her chamber before she comes, and lie concealed there, otherwise she may lock the door when we are together, and you not easily get in to surprise us.
 

MEL.  He?  You say true.
 

MASK.  You had best make haste, for after she has made some apology to the company for her own and my lord’s absence all this while, she’ll retire to her chamber instantly.
 

MEL.  I go this moment.  Now, fortune, I defy thee.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

Maskwell alone.
 

MASK.  I confess you may be allowed to be secure in your own opinion; the appearance is very fair, but I have an after-game to play that shall turn the tables, and here comes the man that I must manage.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

[To him] Lord Touchwood.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Maskwell, you are the man I wished to meet.
 

MASK.  I am happy to be in the way of your lordship’s commands.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I have always found you prudent and careful in anything that has concerned me or my family.
 

MASK.  I were a villain else.  I am bound by duty and gratitude, and my own inclination, to be ever your lordship’s servant.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Enough.  You are my friend; I know it.  Yet there has been a thing in your knowledge, which has concerned me nearly, that you have concealed from me.
 

MASK.  My lord!
 

LORD TOUCH.  Nay, I excuse your friendship to my unnatural nephew thus far.  But I know you have been privy to his impious designs upon my wife.  This evening she has told me all.  Her good nature concealed it as long as was possible; but he perseveres so in villainy, that she has told me even you were weary of dissuading him, though you have once actually hindered him from forcing her.
 

MASK.  I am sorry, my lord, I can’t make you an answer; this is an occasion in which I would not willing be silent.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I know you would excuse him — and I know as well that you can’t.
 

MASK.  Indeed I was in hopes it had been a youthful heat that might have soon boiled over; but — 
 

LORD TOUCH.  Say on.
 

MASK.  I have nothing more to say, my lord; but to express my concern; for I think his frenzy increases daily.
 

LORD TOUCH.  How!  Give me but proof of it, ocular proof, that I may justify my dealing with him to the world, and share my fortunes.
 

MASK.  O my lord! consider; that is hard.  Besides, time may work upon him.  Then, for me to do it!  I have professed an everlasting friendship to him.
 

LORD TOUCH.  He is your friend; and what am I?
 

MASK.  I am answered.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Fear not his displeasure; I will put you out of his, and fortune’s power, and for that thou art scrupulously honest, I will secure thy fidelity to him, and give my honour never to own any discovery that you shall make me.  Can you give me a demonstrative proof?  Speak.
 

MASK.  I wish I could not.  To be plain, my lord, I intended this evening to have tried all arguments to dissuade him from a design which I suspect; and if I had not succeeded, to have informed your lordship of what I knew.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I thank you.  What is the villain’s purpose?
 

MASK.  He has owned nothing to me of late, and what I mean now, is only a bare suspicion of my own.  If your lordship will meet me a quarter of an hour hence there, in that lobby by my lady’s bed-chamber, I shall be able to tell you more.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I will.
 

MASK.  My duty to your lordship makes me do a severe piece of justice.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I will be secret, and reward your honesty beyond your hopes.
 
  


SCENE XV.

Scene opening, shows Lady Touchwood’s chamber.
 

Mellefont solus.
 

MEL.  Pray heaven my aunt keep touch with her assignation.  O that her lord were but sweating behind this hanging, with the expectation of what I shall see.  Hist, she comes.  Little does she think what a mine is just ready to spring under her feet.  But to my post.  [Goes behind the hangings.]
 
  


SCENE XVI.

Lady Touchwood.
 

LADY TOUCH.  ’Tis eight o’clock; methinks I should have found him here.  Who does not prevent the hour of love, outstays the time; for to be dully punctual is too slow.  I was accusing you of neglect.
 
  


SCENE XVII.

Lady Touchwood, Maskwell, Mellefont absconding.
 

MASK.  I confess you do reproach me when I see you here before me; but ’tis fit I should be still behindhand, still to be more and more indebted to your goodness.
 

LADY TOUCH.  You can excuse a fault too well, not to have been to blame.  A ready answer shows you were prepared.
 

MASK.  Guilt is ever at a loss, and confusion waits upon it; when innocence and bold truth are always ready for expression.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Not in love: words are the weak support of cold indifference; love has no language to be heard.
 

MASK.  Excess of joy has made me stupid!  Thus may my lips be ever closed.  [Kisses her.]  And thus — O who would not lose his speech, upon condition to have joys above it?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Hold, let me lock the door first.  [Goes to the door.]
 

MASK.  [Aside.]  That I believed; ’twas well I left the private passage open.
 

LADY TOUCH.  So, that’s safe.
 

MASK.  And so may all your pleasures be, and secret as this kiss — 
 

MEL.  And may all treachery be thus discovered.  [Leaps out.]
 

LADY TOUCH.  Ah!  [Shrieks.]
 

MEL.  Villain!  [Offers to draw.]
 

MASK.  Nay, then, there’s but one way.  [Runs out.]
 
  


SCENE XVIII.

Lady Touchwood, Mellefont.
 

MEL.  Say you so, were you provided for an escape?  Hold, madam, you have no more holes to your burrow; I’ll stand between you and this sally-port.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Thunder strike thee dead for this deceit, immediate lightning blast thee, me, and the whole world!  Oh!  I could rack myself, play the vulture to my own heart, and gnaw it piecemeal, for not boding to me this misfortune.
 

MEL.  Be patient.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Be damned.
 

MEL.  Consider, I have you on the hook; you will but flounder yourself a-weary, and be nevertheless my prisoner.
 

LADY TOUCH.  I’ll hold my breath and die, but I’ll be free.
 

MEL.  O madam, have a care of dying unprepared, I doubt you have some unrepented sins that may hang heavy, and retard your flight.
 

LADY TOUCH.  O! what shall I do? say?  Whither shall I turn?  Has hell no remedy?
 

MEL.  None; hell has served you even as heaven has done, left you to yourself. — You’re in a kind of Erasmus paradise, yet if you please you may make it a purgatory; and with a little penance and my absolution all this may turn to good account.
 

LADY TOUCH.  [Aside.]  Hold in my passion, and fall, fall a little, thou swelling heart; let me have some intermission of this rage, and one minute’s coolness to dissemble.  [She weeps.]
 

MEL.  You have been to blame.  I like those tears, and hope they are of the purest kind, — penitential tears.
 

LADY TOUCH.  O the scene was shifted quick before me, — I had not time to think.  I was surprised to see a monster in the glass, and now I find ’tis myself; can you have mercy to forgive the faults I have imagined, but never put in practice? — O consider, consider how fatal you have been to me, you have already killed the quiet of this life.  The love of you was the first wandering fire that e’er misled my steps, and while I had only that in view, I was betrayed into unthought of ways of ruin.
 

MEL.  May I believe this true?
 

LADY TOUCH.  O be not cruelly incredulous. — How can you doubt these streaming eyes?  Keep the severest eye o’er all my future conduct, and if I once relapse, let me not hope forgiveness; ‘twill ever be in your power to ruin me.  My lord shall sign to your desires; I will myself create your happiness, and Cynthia shall be this night your bride.  Do but conceal my failings, and forgive.
 

MEL.  Upon such terms I will be ever yours in every honest way.
 
  


SCENE XIX.

Maskwell softly introduces Lord Touchwood, and retires.
 

MASK.  I have kept my word, he’s here, but I must not be seen.
 
  


SCENE XX.

Lady Touchwood, Lord Touchwood, Mellefont.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Hell and amazement, she’s in tears.
 

LADY TOUCH.  [Kneeling.]  Eternal blessings thank you. — Ha! my lord listening!  O fortune has o’erpaid me all, all! all’s my own!  [Aside.]
 

MEL.  Nay, I beseech you rise.
 

LADY TOUCH.  [Aloud.]  Never, never!  I’ll grow to the ground, be buried quick beneath it, e’er I’ll be consenting to so damned a sin as incest! unnatural incest!
 

MEL.  Ha!
 

LADY TOUCH.  O cruel man, will you not let me go?  I’ll forgive all that’s past.  O heaven, you will not ravish me?
 

MEL.  Damnation!
 

LORD TOUCH.  Monster, dog! your life shall answer this!  [Draws and runs at Mellefont, is held by Lady Touchwood.]
 

LADY TOUCH.  O heavens, my lord!  Hold, hold, for heaven’s sake.
 

MEL.  Confusion, my uncle!  O the damned sorceress.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Moderate your rage, good my lord!  He’s mad, alas, he’s mad.  Indeed he is, my lord, and knows not what he does.  See how wild he looks.
 

MEL.  By heaven, ‘twere senseless not to be mad, and see such witchcraft.
 

LADY TOUCH.  My lord, you hear him, he talks idly.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Hence from my sight, thou living infamy to my name; when next I see that face, I’ll write villain in’t with my sword’s point.
 

MEL.  Now, by my soul, I will not go till I have made known my wrongs.  Nay, till I have made known yours, which, if possible, are greater, — though she has all the host of hell her servants.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Alas, he raves!  Talks very poetry!  For heaven’s sake away, my lord, he’ll either tempt you to extravagance, or commit some himself.
 

MEL.  Death and furies, will you not hear me? — Why by heaven she laughs, grins, points to your back; she forks out cuckoldom with her fingers, and you’re running horn-mad after your fortune.  [As she is going she turns back and smiles at him.]
 

LORD TOUCH.  I fear he’s mad indeed. — Let’s send Maskwell to him.
 

MEL.  Send him to her.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Come, come, good my lord, my heart aches so, I shall faint if I stay.
 
  


SCENE XXI.

Mellefont alone.
 

MEL.  Oh, I could curse my stars, fate, and chance; all causes and accidents of fortune in this life!  But to what purpose?  Yet, ‘sdeath, for a man to have the fruit of all his industry grow full and ripe, ready to drop into his mouth, and just when he holds out his hand to gather it, to have a sudden whirlwind come, tear up tree and all, and bear away the very root and foundation of his hopes: — what temper can contain?  They talk of sending Maskwell to me; I never had more need of him.  But what can he do?  Imagination cannot form a fairer and more plausible design than this of his which has miscarried.  O my precious aunt, I shall never thrive without I deal with the devil, or another woman.
 

Women, like flames, have a destroying power,
 

Ne’er to be quenched, till they themselves devour.
 
  


ACT V.
  


SCENE I.

Lady Touchwood and Maskwell.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Was’t not lucky?
 

MASK.  Lucky!  Fortune is your own, and ’tis her interest so to be.  By heaven I believe you can control her power, and she fears it: though chance brought my lord, ’twas your own art that turned it to advantage.
 

LADY TOUCH.  ’Tis true it might have been my ruin.  But yonder’s my lord.  I believe he’s coming to find you: I’ll not be seen.
 
  


SCENE II.

Maskwell alone.
 

MASK.  So; I durst not own my introducing my lord, though it succeeded well for her, for she would have suspected a design which I should have been puzzled to excuse.  My lord is thoughtful.  I’ll be so too; yet he shall know my thoughts: or think he does.
 
  


SCENE III.

[To him] Lord Touchwood.
 

MASK.  What have I done?
 

LORD TOUCH.  Talking to himself!
 

MASK.  ’Twas honest — and shall I be rewarded for it?  No, ’twas honest, therefore I shan’t.  Nay, rather therefore I ought not; for it rewards itself.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Unequalled virtue!  [Aside.]
 

MASK.  But should it be known, then I have lost a friend!  He was an ill man, and I have gained; for half myself I lent him, and that I have recalled: so I have served myself, and what is yet better, I have served a worthy lord to whom I owe myself.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Excellent man!  [Aside.]
 

MASK.  Yet I am wretched.  Oh, there is a secret burns within this breast, which, should it once blaze forth, would ruin all, consume my honest character, and brand me with the name of villain.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Ha!
 

MASK.  Why do I love!  Yet heaven and my waking conscience are my witnesses, I never gave one working thought a vent, which might discover that I loved, nor ever must.  No, let it prey upon my heart; for I would rather die, than seem once, barely seem, dishonest.  Oh, should it once be known I love fair Cynthia, all this that I have done would look like rival’s malice, false friendship to my lord, and base self-interest.  Let me perish first, and from this hour avoid all sight and speech, and, if I can, all thought of that pernicious beauty.  Ha!  But what is my distraction doing?  I am wildly talking to myself, and some ill chance might have directed malicious ears this way.  [Seems to start, seeing my lord.]
 

LORD TOUCH.  Start not; let guilty and dishonest souls start at the revelation of their thoughts, but be thou fixed, as is thy virtue.
 

MASK.  I am confounded, and beg your Lordship’s pardon for those free discourses which I have had with myself.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Come, I beg your pardon that I overheard you, and yet it shall not need.  Honest Maskwell!  Thy and my good genius led me hither.  Mine, in that I have discovered so much manly virtue; thine, in that thou shalt have due reward of all thy worth.  Give me thy hand.  My nephew is the alone remaining branch of all our ancient family: him I thus blow away, and constitute thee in his room to be my heir — 
 

MASK.  Now heaven forbid — 
 

LORD TOUCH.  No more — I have resolved.  The writings are ready drawn, and wanted nothing but to be signed, and have his name inserted.  Yours will fill the blank as well.  I will have no reply.  Let me command this time; for ’tis the last in which I will assume authority.  Hereafter, you shall rule where I have power.
 

MASK.  I humbly would petition — 
 

LORD TOUCH.  Is’t for yourself?  [Maskwell pauses.]  I’ll hear of nought for anybody else.
 

MASK.  Then witness heaven for me, this wealth and honour was not of my seeking, nor would I build my fortune on another’s ruin.  I had but one desire — 
 

LORD TOUCH.  Thou shalt enjoy it.  If all I’m worth in wealth or interest can purchase Cynthia, she is thine.  I’m sure Sir Paul’s consent will follow fortune.  I’ll quickly show him which way that is going.
 

MASK.  You oppress me with bounty.  My gratitude is weak, and shrinks beneath the weight, and cannot rise to thank you.  What, enjoy my love!  Forgive the transports of a blessing so unexpected, so unhoped for, so unthought of!
 

LORD TOUCH.  I will confirm it, and rejoice with thee.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Maskwell alone.
 

MASK.  This is prosperous indeed.  Why let him find me out a villain, settled in possession of a fair estate, and full fruition of my love, I’ll bear the railings of a losing gamester.  But should he find me out before!  ’Tis dangerous to delay.  Let me think.  Should my lord proceed to treat openly of my marriage with Cynthia, all must be discovered, and Mellefont can be no longer blinded.  It must not be; nay, should my lady know it — ay, then were fine work indeed!  Her fury would spare nothing, though she involved herself in ruin.  No, it must be by stratagem.  I must deceive Mellefont once more, and get my lord to consent to my private management.  He comes opportunely.  Now will I, in my old way, discover the whole and real truth of the matter to him, that he may not suspect one word on’t.
 

No mask like open truth to cover lies,
As to go naked is the best disguise.
 
  


SCENE V.

[To him] Mellefont.
 

MEL.  O Maskwell, what hopes?  I am confounded in a maze of thoughts, each leading into one another, and all ending in perplexity.  My uncle will not see nor hear me.
 

MASK.  No matter, sir, don’t trouble your head: all’s in my power.
 

MEL.  How?  For heaven’s sake?
 

MASK.  Little do you think that your aunt has kept her word.  How the devil she wrought my lord into this dotage, I know not; but he’s gone to Sir Paul about my marriage with Cynthia, and has appointed me his heir.
 

MEL.  The devil he has!  What’s to be done?
 

MASK.  I have it, it must be by stratagem; for it’s in vain to make application to him.  I think I have that in my head that cannot fail.  Where’s Cynthia?
 

MEL.  In the garden.
 

MASK.  Let us go and consult her: my life for yours, I cheat my lord.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Lord Touchwood, Lady Touchwood.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Maskwell your heir, and marry Cynthia!
 

LORD TOUCH.  I cannot do too much for so much merit.
 

LADY TOUCH.  But this is a thing of too great moment to be so suddenly resolved.  Why Cynthia?  Why must he be married?  Is there not reward enough in raising his low fortune, but he must mix his blood with mine, and wed my niece?  How know you that my brother will consent, or she?  Nay, he himself perhaps may have affections otherwhere.
 

LORD TOUCH.  No, I am convinced he loves her.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Maskwell love Cynthia?  Impossible!
 

LORD TOUCH.  I tell you he confessed it to me.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Confusion!  How’s this?  [Aside.]
 

LORD TOUCH.  His humility long stifled his passion.  And his love of Mellefont would have made him still conceal it.  But by encouragement, I wrung the secret from him, and know he’s no way to be rewarded but in her.  I’ll defer my farther proceedings in it till you have considered it; but remember how we are both indebted to him.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Lady Touchwood alone.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Both indebted to him!  Yes, we are both indebted to him, if you knew all.  Villain!  Oh, I am wild with this surprise of treachery: it is impossible, it cannot be.  He love Cynthia!  What, have I been bawd to his designs, his property only, a baiting place?  Now I see what made him false to Mellefont.  Shame and distraction!  I cannot bear it, oh! what woman can bear to be a property?  To be kindled to a flame, only to light him to another’s arms; oh! that I were fire indeed that I might burn the vile traitor.  What shall I do?  How shall I think?  I cannot think.  All my designs are lost, my love unsated, my revenge unfinished, and fresh cause of fury from unthought of plagues.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To her] Sir Paul.
 

SIR PAUL.  Madam, sister, my lady sister, did you see my lady my wife?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Oh!  Torture!
 

SIR PAUL.  Gads-bud, I can’t find her high nor low; where can she be, think you?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Where she’s serving you, as all your sex ought to be served, making you a beast.  Don’t you know you’re a fool, brother?
 

SIR PAUL.  A fool; he, he, he, you’re merry.  No, no, not I, I know no such matter.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Why, then, you don’t know half your happiness.
 

SIR PAUL.  That’s a jest with all my heart, faith and troth.  But harkee, my lord told me something of a revolution of things; I don’t know what to make on’t.  Gads-bud, I must consult my wife: — he talks of disinheriting his nephew, and I don’t know what.  Look you, sister, I must know what my girl has to trust to, or not a syllable of a wedding, gads-bud! — to show you that I am not a fool.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Hear me: consent to the breaking off this marriage, and the promoting any other without consulting me, and I’ll renounce all blood, all relation and concern with you for ever; nay, I’ll be your enemy, and pursue you to destruction: I’ll tear your eyes out, and tread you under my feet.
 

SIR PAUL.  Why, what’s the matter now?  Good Lord, what’s all this for?  Pooh, here’s a joke indeed.  Why, where’s my wife?
 

LADY TOUCH.  With Careless, in the close arbour; he may want you by this time, as much as you want her.
 

SIR PAUL.  Oh, if she be with Mr. Careless, ’tis well enough.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Fool, sot, insensible ox!  But remember what I said to you, or you had better eat your own horns, by this light you had.
 

SIR PAUL.  You’re a passionate woman, gads-bud!  But to say truth all our family are choleric; I am the only peaceable person amongst ’em.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Mellefont, Maskwell, and Cynthia.
 

MEL.  I know no other way but this he has proposed: if you have love enough to run the venture.
 

CYNT.  I don’t know whether I have love enough, but I find I have obstinacy enough to pursue whatever I have once resolved; and a true female courage to oppose anything that resists my will, though ‘twere reason itself.
 

MASK.  That’s right.  Well, I’ll secure the writings and run the hazard along with you.
 

CYNT.  But how can the coach and six horses be got ready without suspicion?
 

MASK.  Leave it to my care; that shall be so far from being suspected, that it shall be got ready by my lord’s own order.
 

MEL.  How?
 

MASK.  Why, I intend to tell my lord the whole matter of our contrivance; that’s my way.
 

MEL.  I don’t understand you.
 

MASK.  Why, I’ll tell my lord I laid this plot with you on purpose to betray you; and that which put me upon it, was the finding it impossible to gain the lady any other way, but in the hopes of her marrying you.
 

MEL.  So.
 

MASK.  So, why so, while you’re busied in making yourself ready, I’ll wheedle her into the coach; and instead of you, borrow my lord’s chaplain, and so run away with her myself.
 

MEL.  Oh, I conceive you; you’ll tell him so.
 

MASK.  Tell him so! ay; why, you don’t think I mean to do so?
 

MEL.  No, no; ha, ha, I dare swear thou wilt not.
 

MASK.  Therefore, for our farther security, I would have you disguised like a parson, that if my lord should have curiosity to peep, he may not discover you in the coach, but think the cheat is carried on as he would have it.
 

MEL.  Excellent Maskwell!  Thou wert certainly meant for a statesman or a Jesuit; but thou art too honest for one, and too pious for the other.
 

MASK.  Well, get yourself ready, and meet me in half-an-hour, yonder in my lady’s dressing-room; go by the back stairs, and so we may slip down without being observed.  I’ll send the chaplain to you with his robes: I have made him my own, and ordered him to meet us to-morrow morning at St. Albans; there we will sum up this account, to all our satisfactions.
 

MEL.  Should I begin to thank or praise thee, I should waste the little time we have.
 
  


SCENE X.

Cynthia, Maskwell.
 

MASK.  Madam, you will be ready?
 

CYNT.  I will be punctual to the minute.  [Going.]
 

MASK.  Stay, I have a doubt.  Upon second thoughts, we had better meet in the chaplain’s chamber here, the corner chamber at this end of the gallery, there is a back way into it, so that you need not come through this door, and a pair of private stairs leading down to the stables.  It will be more convenient.
 

CYNT.  I am guided by you; but Mellefont will mistake.
 

MASK.  No, no, I’ll after him immediately, and tell him.
 

CYNT.  I will not fail.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Maskwell alone.
 

MASK.  Why, qui vult decipi decipiatur.— ’Tis no fault of mine: I have told ’em in plain terms how easy ’tis for me to cheat ’em, and if they will not hear the serpent’s hiss, they must be stung into experience and future caution.  Now to prepare my lord to consent to this.  But first I must instruct my little Levite; there is no plot, public or private, that can expect to prosper without one of them has a finger in’t: he promised me to be within at this hour, — Mr. Saygrace, Mr. Saygrace!  [Goes to the chamber door and knocks.]
 
  


SCENE XII.

Maskwell, Saygrace.
 

SAYGRACE [looking out.]  Sweet sir, I will but pen the last line of an acrostic, and be with you in the twinkling of an ejaculation, in the pronouncing of an Amen, or before you can — 
 

MASK.  Nay, good Mr. Saygrace, do not prolong the time by describing to me the shortness of your stay; rather if you please, defer the finishing of your wit, and let us talk about our business; it shall be tithes in your way.
 

SAYGRACE.  [Enters.]  You shall prevail: I would break off in the middle of a sermon to do you a pleasure.
 

MASK.  You could not do me a greater, — except the business in hand.  Have you provided a habit for Mellefont?
 

SAYGRACE.  I have; they are ready in my chamber, together with a clean starched band and cuffs.
 

MASK.  Good, let them be carried to him; have you stitched the gown sleeve, that he may be puzzled, and waste time in putting it on?
 

SAYGRACE.  I have: the gown will not be indued without perplexity.
 

MASK.  Meet me in half-an-hour, here in your own chamber.  When Cynthia comes, let there be no light, and do not speak, that she may not distinguish you from Mellefont.  I’ll urge haste to excuse your silence.
 

SAYGRACE.  You have no more commands?
 

MASK.  None: your text is short.
 

SAYGRACE.  But pithy: and I will handle it with discretion.
 

MASK.  It will be the first you have so served.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

Lord Touchwood, Maskwell.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Sure I was born to be controlled by those I should command.  My very slaves will shortly give me rules how I shall govern them.
 

MASK.  I am concerned to see your lordship discomposed.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Have you seen my wife lately, or disobliged her?
 

MASK.  No, my lord.  What can this mean?  [Aside.]
 

LORD TOUCH.  Then Mellefont has urged somebody to incense her.  Something she has heard of you which carries her beyond the bounds of patience.
 

MASK.  This I feared.  [Aside.]  Did not your lordship tell her of the honours you designed me?
 

LORD TOUCH.  Yes.
 

MASK.  ’Tis that; you know my lady has a high spirit; she thinks I am unworthy.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Unworthy!  ’Tis an ignorant pride in her to think so.  Honesty to me is true nobility.  However, ’tis my will it shall be so, and that should be convincing to her as much as reason.  By Heaven, I’ll not be wife-ridden; were it possible, it should be done this night.
 

MASK.  By Heaven, he meets my wishes!  [Aside.]  Few things are impossible to willing minds.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Instruct me how this may be done, you shall see I want no inclination.
 

MASK.  I had laid a small design for to-morrow (as love will be inventing) which I thought to communicate to your lordship.  But it may be as well done to-night.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Here’s company.  Come this way and tell me.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

Careless and Cynthia.
 

CARE.  Is not that he now gone out with my lord?
 

CYNT.  Yes.
 

CARE.  By heaven, there’s treachery.  The confusion that I saw your father in, my Lady Touchwood’s passion, with what imperfectly I overheard between my lord and her, confirm me in my fears.  Where’s Mellefont?
 

CYNT.  Here he comes.
 
  


SCENE XV.

[To them] Mellefont.
 

CYNT.  Did Maskwell tell you anything of the chaplain’s chamber?
 

MEL.  No.  My dear, will you get ready?  The things are all in my chamber; I want nothing but the habit.
 

CARE.  You are betrayed, and Maskwell is the villain I always thought him.
 

CYNT.  When you were gone, he said his mind was changed, and bid me meet him in the chaplain’s room, pretending immediately to follow you and give you notice.
 

MEL.  How?
 

CARE.  There’s Saygrace tripping by with a bundle under his arm.  He cannot be ignorant that Maskwell means to use his chamber; let’s follow and examine him.
 

MEL.  ’Tis loss of time; I cannot think him false.
 
  


SCENE XVI.

Cynthia, Lord Touchwood.
 

CYNT.  My lord musing!
 

LORD TOUCH.  He has a quick invention, if this were suddenly designed.  Yet he says he had prepared my chaplain already.
 

CYNT.  How’s this?  Now I fear indeed.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Cynthia here!  Alone, fair cousin, and melancholy?
 

CYNT.  Your lordship was thoughtful.
 

LORD TOUCH.  My thoughts were on serious business not worth your hearing.
 

CYNT.  Mine were on treachery concerning you, and may be worth your hearing.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Treachery concerning me?  Pray be plain.  Hark!  What noise?
 

MASK.  (within)  Will you not hear me?
 

LADY TOUCH.  (within)  No, monster! traitor!  No.
 

CYNT.  My lady and Maskwell!  This may be lucky.  My lord, let me entreat you to stand behind this screen and listen: perhaps this chance may give you proof of what you ne’er could have believed from my suspicions.
 
  


SCENE XVII.

Lady Touchwood with a dagger; Maskwell; Cynthia and Lord Touchwood abscond, listening.
 

LADY TOUCH.  You want but leisure to invent fresh falsehood, and soothe me to a fond belief of all your fictions: but I will stab the lie that’s forming in your heart, and save a sin, in pity to your soul.
 

MASK.  Strike then, since you will have it so.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Ha!  A steady villain to the last.
 

MASK.  Come, why do you dally with me thus?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Thy stubborn temper shocks me, and you knew it would; this is cunning all, and not courage.  No; I know thee well, but thou shalt miss thy aim.
 

MASK.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

LADY TOUCH.  Ha!  Do you mock my rage?  Then this shall punish your fond, rash contempt.  Again smile!  [Goes to strike.]  And such a smile as speaks in ambiguity!  Ten thousand meanings lurk in each corner of that various face.
 

Oh! that they were written in thy heart,
 

That I, with this, might lay thee open to my sight!
 

But then ‘twill be too late to know — 
 

Thou hast, thou hast found the only way to turn my rage.  Too well thou knowest my jealous soul could never bear uncertainty.  Speak, then, and tell me.  Yet are you silent.  Oh, I am wildered in all passions.  But thus my anger melts.  [Weeps.]  Here, take this poniard, for my very spirits faint, and I want strength to hold it; thou hast disarmed my soul.  [Gives the dagger.]
 

LORD TOUCH.  Amazement shakes me.  Where will this end?
 

MASK.  So, ’tis well — let your wild fury have a vent; and when you have temper, tell me.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Now, now, now I am calm and can hear you.
 

MASK.  [Aside.]  Thanks, my invention; and now I have it for you.  First, tell me what urged you to this violence: for your passion broke in such imperfect terms, that yet I am to learn the cause.
 

LADY TOUCH.  My lord himself surprised me with the news you were to marry Cynthia, that you had owned our love to him, and his indulgence would assist you to attain your ends.
 

CYNT.  How, my lord?
 

LORD TOUCH.  Pray forbear all resentments for a while, and let us hear the rest.
 

MASK.  I grant you in appearance all is true; I seemed consenting to my lord — nay, transported with the blessing.  But could you think that I, who had been happy in your loved embraces, could e’er be fond of an inferior slavery?
 

LORD TOUCH.  Ha!  Oh, poison to my ears!  What do I hear?
 

CYNT.  Nay, good my lord, forbear resentment; let us hear it out.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Yes, I will contain, though I could burst.
 

MASK.  I, that had wantoned in the rich circle of your world of love, could be confined within the puny province of a girl?  No.  Yet though I dote on each last favour more than all the rest, though I would give a limb for every look you cheaply throw away on any other object of your love: yet so far I prize your pleasures o’er my own, that all this seeming plot that I have laid has been to gratify your taste and cheat the world, to prove a faithful rogue to you.
 

LADY TOUCH.  If this were true.  But how can it be?
 

MASK.  I have so contrived that Mellefont will presently, in the chaplain’s habit, wait for Cynthia in your dressing-room; but I have put the change upon her, that she may be other where employed.  Do you procure her night-gown, and with your hoods tied over your face, meet him in her stead.  You may go privately by the back stairs, and, unperceived, there you may propose to reinstate him in his uncle’s favour, if he’ll comply with your desires — his case is desperate, and I believe he’ll yield to any conditions.  If not here, take this; you may employ it better than in the heart of one who is nothing when not yours.  [Gives the dagger.]
 

LADY TOUCH.  Thou can’st deceive everybody.  Nay, thou hast deceived me; but ’tis as I would wish.  Trusty villain!  I could worship thee.
 

MASK.  No more; it wants but a few minutes of the time; and Mellefont’s love will carry him there before his hour.
 

LADY TOUCH.  I go, I fly, incomparable Maskwell!
 
  


SCENE XVIII.

Maskwell, Cynthia, Lord Touchwood.
 

MASK.  So, this was a pinch indeed, my invention was upon the rack, and made discovery of her last plot.  I hope Cynthia and my chaplain will be ready; I’ll prepare for the expedition.
 
  


SCENE XIX.

Cynthia and Lord Touchwood.
 

CYNT.  Now, my lord?
 

LORD TOUCH.  Astonishment binds up my rage!  Villainy upon villainy!  Heavens, what a long track of dark deceit has this discovered!  I am confounded when I look back, and want a clue to guide me through the various mazes of unheard-of treachery.  My wife!  Damnation!  My hell!
 

CYNT.  My lord, have patience, and be sensible how great our happiness is, that this discovery was not made too late.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I thank you, yet it may be still too late, if we don’t presently prevent the execution of their plots; — ha, I’ll do’t.  Where’s Mellefont, my poor injured nephew?  How shall I make him ample satisfaction?
 

CYNT.  I dare answer for him.
 

LORD TOUCH.  I do him fresh wrong to question his forgiveness; for I know him to be all goodness.  Yet my wife!  Damn her: — she’ll think to meet him in that dressing-room.  Was’t not so?  And Maskwell will expect you in the chaplain’s chamber.  For once, I’ll add my plot too: — let us haste to find out, and inform my nephew; and do you, quickly as you can, bring all the company into this gallery.  I’ll expose the strumpet, and the villain.
 
  


SCENE XX.

Lord Froth and Sir Paul.
 

LORD FROTH.  By heavens, I have slept an age.  Sir Paul, what o’clock is’t?  Past eight, on my conscience; my lady’s is the most inviting couch, and a slumber there is the prettiest amusement!  But where’s all the company?
 

SIR PAUL.  The company, gads-bud, I don’t know, my lord, but here’s the strangest revolution, all turned topsy turvy; as I hope for providence.
 

LORD FROTH.  O heavens, what’s the matter?  Where’s my wife?
 

SIR PAUL.  All turned topsy turvy as sure as a gun.
 

LORD FROTH.  How do you mean?  My wife?
 

SIR PAUL.  The strangest posture of affairs!
 

LORD FROTH.  What, my wife?
 

SIR PAUL.  No, no, I mean the family.  Your lady’s affairs may be in a very good posture; I saw her go into the garden with Mr. Brisk.
 

LORD FROTH.  How?  Where, when, what to do?
 

SIR PAUL.  I suppose they have been laying their heads together.
 

LORD FROTH.  How?
 

SIR PAUL.  Nay, only about poetry, I suppose, my lord; making couplets.
 

LORD FROTH.  Couplets.
 

SIR PAUL.  Oh, here they come.
 
  


SCENE XXI.

[To them] Lady Froth, Brisk.
 

BRISK.  My lord, your humble servant; Sir Paul, yours, — the finest night!
 

LADY FROTH.  My dear, Mr. Brisk and I have been star-gazing, I don’t know how long.
 

SIR PAUL.  Does it not tire your ladyship?  Are not you weary with looking up?
 

LADY FROTH.  Oh, no, I love it violently.  My dear, you’re melancholy.
 

LORD FROTH.  No, my dear; I’m but just awake.
 

LADY FROTH.  Snuff some of my spirit of hartshorn.
 

LORD FROTH.  I’ve some of my own, thank you, dear.
 

LADY FROTH.  Well, I swear, Mr. Brisk, you understood astronomy like an old Egyptian.
 

BRISK.  Not comparably to your ladyship; you are the very Cynthia of the skies, and queen of stars.
 

LADY FROTH.  That’s because I have no light but what’s by reflection from you, who are the sun.
 

BRISK.  Madam, you have eclipsed me quite, let me perish.  I can’t answer that.
 

LADY FROTH.  No matter.  Hark ‘ee, shall you and I make an almanac together?
 

BRISK.  With all my soul.  Your ladyship has made me the man in’t already, I’m so full of the wounds which you have given.
 

LADY FROTH.  O finely taken!  I swear now you are even with me.  O Parnassus, you have an infinite deal of wit.
 

SIR PAUL.  So he has, gads-bud, and so has your ladyship.
 
  


SCENE XXII.

[To them] Lady Plyant, Careless, Cynthia.
 

LADY PLYANT.  You tell me most surprising things; bless me, who would ever trust a man?  Oh my heart aches for fear they should be all deceitful alike.
 

CARE.  You need not fear, madam, you have charms to fix inconstancy itself.
 

LADY PLYANT.  O dear, you make me blush.
 

LORD FROTH.  Come, my dear, shall we take leave of my lord and lady?
 

CYNT.  They’ll wait upon your lordship presently.
 

LADY FROTH.  Mr. Brisk, my coach shall set you down.
 

ALL.  What’s the matter?  [A great shriek from the corner of the stage.]
 
  


SCENE XXIII.

[To them] Lady Touchwood runs out affrighted, my lord after her, like a parson.
 

LADY TOUCH.  Oh, I’m betrayed.  Save me, help me!
 

LORD TOUCH.  Now what evasion, strumpet?
 

LADY TOUCH.  Stand off, let me go.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Go, and thy own infamy pursue thee.  You stare as you were all amazed, — I don’t wonder at it, — but too soon you’ll know mine, and that woman’s shame.
 
  


SCENE the last.

Lord Touchwood, Lord Froth, Lady Froth, Lady Plyant, Sir Paul, Cynthia, Mellefont, Maskwell, Mellefont disguised in a parson’s habit and pulling in Maskwell.
 

MEL.  Nay, by heaven you shall be seen.  Careless, your hand.  Do you hold down your head?  Yes, I am your chaplain, look in the face of your injured friend; thou wonder of all falsehood.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Are you silent, monster?
 

MEL.  Good heavens!  How I believed and loved this man!  Take him hence, for he’s a disease to my sight.
 

LORD TOUCH.  Secure that manifold villain.  [Servants seize him.]
 

CARE.  Miracle of ingratitude!
 

BRISK.  This is all very surprising, let me perish.
 

LADY FROTH.  You know I told you Saturn looked a little more angry than usual.
 

LORD TOUCH.  We’ll think of punishment at leisure, but let me hasten to do justice in rewarding virtue and wronged innocence.  Nephew, I hope I have your pardon, and Cynthia’s.
 

MEL.  We are your lordship’s creatures.
 

LORD TOUCH.  And be each other’s comfort.  Let me join your hands.  Unwearied nights, and wishing days attend you both; mutual love, lasting health, and circling joys, tread round each happy year of your long lives.
 

Let secret villany from hence be warned;
Howe’er in private mischiefs are conceived,
Torture and shame attend their open birth;
Like vipers in the womb, base treachery lies,
Still gnawing that, whence first it did arise;
No sooner born, but the vile parent dies.
 

[Exeunt Omnes.]
 
  


EPILOGUE.

Spoken by Mrs. Mountford.
 

Could poets but foresee how plays would take,
Then they could tell what epilogues to make;
Whether to thank or blame their audience most.
But that late knowledge does much hazard cost:
Till dice are thrown, there’s nothing won, nor lost.
So, till the thief has stolen, he cannot know
Whether he shall escape the law, or no.
But poets run much greater hazards far
Than they who stand their trials at the bar.
The law provides a curb for it’s own fury,
And suffers judges to direct the jury:
But in this court, what difference does appear!
For every one’s both judge and jury here;
Nay, and what’s worse, an executioner.
All have a right and title to some part,
Each choosing that in which he has most art.
The dreadful men of learning all confound,
Unless the fable’s good, and moral sound.
The vizor-masks, that are in pit and gallery,
Approve, or damn, the repartee and raillery.
The lady critics, who are better read,
Inquire if characters are nicely bred;
If the soft things are penned and spoke with grace;
They judge of action too, and time, and place;
In which we do not doubt but they’re discerning,
For that’s a kind of assignation learning.
Beaus judge of dress; the witlings judge of songs;
The cuckoldom, of ancient right, to cits belongs.
Thus poor poets the favour are denied
Even to make exceptions, when they’re tried.
’Tis hard that they must every one admit:
Methinks I see some faces in the pit
Which must of consequence be foes to wit.
You who can judge, to sentence may proceed;
But though he cannot write, let him be freed
At least from their contempt who cannot read.
 
  


Love for Love 
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Love for Love premiered on 30 April 1695 at Betterton’s Co., Lincoln’s Inn Fields. A comical farce enlivened by its witty dialogue and humorous characters, it was probably more successful in its day than The Way of the World, now considered Congreve’s best play. The young gentleman Valentine has fallen under the displeasure of his father due to his extravagance and is besieged by creditors. His father, Sir Sampson Legend, offers him £4,000, just enough to pay his debts, if he will sign a bond engaging to make over his right of his inheritance to his younger brother Ben. In desperation he gives in and signs the bond…
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Nudus agris, nudus nummis paternis,
Insanire parat certa ratione modoque.
 

 — Hor.
  


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES, EARL OF DORSET AND MIDDLESEX, LORD CHAMBERLAIN OF HIS MAJESTY’S HOUSEHOLD, AND KNIGHT OF THE MOST NOBLE ORDER OF THE GARTER, ETC.

My Lord, — A young poet is liable to the same vanity and indiscretion with a young lover; and the great man who smiles upon one, and the fine woman who looks kindly upon t’other, are both of ’em in danger of having the favour published with the first opportunity.

But there may be a different motive, which will a little distinguish the offenders.  For though one should have a vanity in ruining another’s reputation, yet the other may only have an ambition to advance his own.  And I beg leave, my lord, that I may plead the latter, both as the cause and excuse of this dedication.

Whoever is king is also the father of his country; and as nobody can dispute your lordship’s monarchy in poetry, so all that are concerned ought to acknowledge your universal patronage.  And it is only presuming on the privilege of a loyal subject that I have ventured to make this, my address of thanks, to your lordship, which at the same time includes a prayer for your protection.

I am not ignorant of the common form of poetical dedications, which are generally made up of panegyrics, where the authors endeavour to distinguish their patrons, by the shining characters they give them, above other men.  But that, my lord, is not my business at this time, nor is your lordship now to be distinguished.  I am contented with the honour I do myself in this epistle without the vanity of attempting to add to or explain your Lordships character.

I confess it is not without some struggling that I behave myself in this case as I ought: for it is very hard to be pleased with a subject, and yet forbear it.  But I choose rather to follow Pliny’s precept, than his example, when, in his panegyric to the Emperor Trajan, he says: — 

Nec minus considerabo quid aures ejus pati possint, quam quid virtutibus debeatur.

I hope I may be excused the pedantry of a quotation when it is so justly applied.  Here are some lines in the print (and which your lordship read before this play was acted) that were omitted on the stage; and particularly one whole scene in the third act, which not only helps the design forward with less precipitation, but also heightens the ridiculous character of Foresight, which indeed seems to be maimed without it.  But I found myself in great danger of a long play, and was glad to help it where I could.  Though notwithstanding my care and the kind reception it had from the town, I could heartily wish it yet shorter: but the number of different characters represented in it would have been too much crowded in less room.

This reflection on prolixity (a fault for which scarce any one beauty will atone) warns me not to be tedious now, and detain your lordship any longer with the trifles of, my lord, your lordship’s most obedient and most humble servant,

WILLIAM CONGREVE.
  


PROLOGUE.

Spoken, at the opening of the new house, by Mr. Betterton.

The husbandman in vain renews his toil
To cultivate each year a hungry soil;
And fondly hopes for rich and generous fruit,
When what should feed the tree devours the root;
Th’ unladen boughs, he sees, bode certain dearth,
Unless transplanted to more kindly earth.
So the poor husbands of the stage, who found
Their labours lost upon ungrateful ground,
This last and only remedy have proved,
And hope new fruit from ancient stocks removed.
Well may they hope, when you so kindly aid,
Well plant a soil which you so rich have made.
As Nature gave the world to man’s first age,
So from your bounty, we receive this stage;
The freedom man was born to, you’ve restored,
And to our world such plenty you afford,
It seems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord.
But since in Paradise frail flesh gave way,
And when but two were made, both went astray;
Forbear your wonder, and the fault forgive,
If in our larger family we grieve
One falling Adam and one tempted Eve.
We who remain would gratefully repay
What our endeavours can, and bring this day
The first-fruit offering of a virgin play.
We hope there’s something that may please each taste,
And though of homely fare we make the feast,
Yet you will find variety at least.
There’s humour, which for cheerful friends we got,
And for the thinking party there’s a plot.
We’ve something, too, to gratify ill-nature,
(If there be any here), and that is satire.
Though satire scarce dares grin, ’tis grown so mild
Or only shows its teeth, as if it smiled.
As asses thistles, poets mumble wit,
And dare not bite for fear of being bit:
They hold their pens, as swords are held by fools,
And are afraid to use their own edge-tools.
Since the Plain-Dealer’s scenes of manly rage,
Not one has dared to lash this crying age.
This time, the poet owns the bold essay,
Yet hopes there’s no ill-manners in his play;
And he declares, by me, he has designed
Affront to none, but frankly speaks his mind.
And should th’ ensuing scenes not chance to hit,
He offers but this one excuse, ’twas writ
Before your late encouragement of wit.
 
  


EPILOGUE.

Spoken, at the opening of the new house, by Mrs. Bracegirdle.

Sure Providence at first designed this place
To be the player’s refuge in distress;
For still in every storm they all run hither,
As to a shed that shields ’em from the weather.
But thinking of this change which last befel us,
It’s like what I have heard our poets tell us:
For when behind our scenes their suits are pleading,
To help their love, sometimes they show their reading;
And, wanting ready cash to pay for hearts,
They top their learning on us, and their parts.
Once of philosophers they told us stories,
Whom, as I think, they called — Py — Pythagories,
I’m sure ’tis some such Latin name they give ’em,
And we, who know no better, must believe ’em.
Now to these men, say they, such souls were given,
That after death ne’er went to hell nor heaven,
But lived, I know not how, in beasts; and then
When many years were past, in men again.
Methinks, we players resemble such a soul,
That does from bodies, we from houses stroll.
Thus Aristotle’s soul, of old that was,
May now be damned to animate an ass,
Or in this very house, for ought we know,
Is doing painful penance in some beau;
And thus our audience, which did once resort
To shining theatres to see our sport,
Now find us tossed into a tennis-court.
These walls but t’other day were filled with noise
Of roaring gamesters and your dam’me boys;
Then bounding balls and rackets they encompast,
And now they’re filled with jests, and flights, and bombast!
I vow, I don’t much like this transmigration,
Strolling from place to place by circulation;
Grant heaven, we don’t return to our first station!
I know not what these think, but for my part
I can’t reflect without an aching heart,
How we should end in our original, a cart.
But we can’t fear, since you’re so good to save us,
That you have only set us up, to leave us.
Thus from the past we hope for future grace,
I beg it — 
And some here know I have a begging face.
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour,
For a clear stage won’t do, without your favour.
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The Scene in London.
  


ACT I. — SCENE I.

Valentine in his chamber reading.  Jeremy waiting.
 

Several books upon the table.
 

VAL.  Jeremy.
 

JERE.  Sir?
 

VAL.  Here, take away.  I’ll walk a turn and digest what I have read.
 

JERE.  You’ll grow devilish fat upon this paper diet.  [Aside, and taking away the books.]
 

VAL.  And d’ye hear, go you to breakfast.  There’s a page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a feast for an emperor.
 

JERE.  Was Epictetus a real cook, or did he only write receipts?
 

VAL.  Read, read, sirrah, and refine your appetite; learn to live upon instruction; feast your mind and mortify your flesh; read, and take your nourishment in at your eyes; shut up your mouth, and chew the cud of understanding.  So Epictetus advises.
 

JERE.  O Lord!  I have heard much of him, when I waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge.  Pray what was that Epictetus?
 

VAL.  A very rich man. — Not worth a groat.
 

JERE.  Humph, and so he has made a very fine feast, where there is nothing to be eaten?
 

VAL.  Yes.
 

JERE.  Sir, you’re a gentleman, and probably understand this fine feeding: but if you please, I had rather be at board wages.  Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, or any of these poor rich rogues, teach you how to pay your debts without money?  Will they shut up the mouths of your creditors?  Will Plato be bail for you?  Or Diogenes, because he understands confinement, and lived in a tub, go to prison for you?  ‘Slife, sir, what do you mean, to mew yourself up here with three or four musty books, in commendation of starving and poverty?
 

VAL.  Why, sirrah, I have no money, you know it; and therefore resolve to rail at all that have.  And in that I but follow the examples of the wisest and wittiest men in all ages, these poets and philosophers whom you naturally hate, for just such another reason; because they abound in sense, and you are a fool.
 

JERE.  Ay, sir, I am a fool, I know it: and yet, heaven help me, I’m poor enough to be a wit.  But I was always a fool when I told you what your expenses would bring you to; your coaches and your liveries; your treats and your balls; your being in love with a lady that did not care a farthing for you in your prosperity; and keeping company with wits that cared for nothing but your prosperity; and now, when you are poor, hate you as much as they do one another.
 

VAL.  Well, and now I am poor I have an opportunity to be revenged on them all.  I’ll pursue Angelica with more love than ever, and appear more notoriously her admirer in this restraint, than when I openly rivalled the rich fops that made court to her.  So shall my poverty be a mortification to her pride, and, perhaps, make her compassionate the love which has principally reduced me to this lowness of fortune.  And for the wits, I’m sure I am in a condition to be even with them.
 

JERE.  Nay, your condition is pretty even with theirs, that’s the truth on’t.
 

VAL.  I’ll take some of their trade out of their hands.
 

JERE.  Now heaven of mercy continue the tax upon paper.  You don’t mean to write?
 

VAL.  Yes, I do.  I’ll write a play.
 

JERE.  Hem!  Sir, if you please to give me a small certificate of three lines — only to certify those whom it may concern, that the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by name, has for the space of seven years truly and faithfully served Valentine Legend, Esq., and that he is not now turned away for any misdemeanour, but does voluntarily dismiss his master from any future authority over him — 
 

VAL.  No, sirrah; you shall live with me still.
 

JERE.  Sir, it’s impossible.  I may die with you, starve with you, or be damned with your works.  But to live, even three days, the life of a play, I no more expect it than to be canonised for a muse after my decease.
 

VAL.  You are witty, you rogue.  I shall want your help.  I’ll have you learn to make couplets to tag the ends of acts.  D’ye hear?  Get the maids to Crambo in an evening, and learn the knack of rhyming: you may arrive at the height of a song sent by an unknown hand, or a chocolate-house lampoon.
 

JERE.  But, sir, is this the way to recover your father’s favour?  Why, Sir Sampson will be irreconcilable.  If your younger brother should come from sea, he’d never look upon you again.  You’re undone, sir; you’re ruined; you won’t have a friend left in the world if you turn poet.  Ah, pox confound that Will’s coffee-house: it has ruined more young men than the Royal Oak lottery.  Nothing thrives that belongs to’t.  The man of the house would have been an alderman by this time, with half the trade, if he had set up in the city.  For my part, I never sit at the door that I don’t get double the stomach that I do at a horse race.  The air upon Banstead-Downs is nothing to it for a whetter; yet I never see it, but the spirit of famine appears to me, sometimes like a decayed porter, worn out with pimping, and carrying billet doux and songs: not like other porters, for hire, but for the jests’ sake.  Now like a thin chairman, melted down to half his proportion, with carrying a poet upon tick, to visit some great fortune; and his fare to be paid him like the wages of sin, either at the day of marriage, or the day of death.
 

VAL.  Very well, sir; can you proceed?
 

JERE.  Sometimes like a bilked bookseller, with a meagre terrified countenance, that looks as if he had written for himself, or were resolved to turn author, and bring the rest of his brethren into the same condition.  And lastly, in the form of a worn-out punk, with verses in her hand, which her vanity had preferred to settlements, without a whole tatter to her tail, but as ragged as one of the muses; or as if she were carrying her linen to the paper-mill, to be converted into folio books of warning to all young maids, not to prefer poetry to good sense, or lying in the arms of a needy wit, before the embraces of a wealthy fool.
 
  


SCENE II.

Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy.
 

SCAN.  What, Jeremy holding forth?
 

VAL.  The rogue has (with all the wit he could muster up) been declaiming against wit.
 

SCAN.  Ay?  Why, then, I’m afraid Jeremy has wit: for wherever it is, it’s always contriving its own ruin.
 

JERE.  Why, so I have been telling my master, sir: Mr. Scandal, for heaven’s sake, sir, try if you can dissuade him from turning poet.
 

SCAN.  Poet!  He shall turn soldier first, and rather depend upon the outside of his head than the lining.  Why, what the devil, has not your poverty made you enemies enough?  Must you needs shew your wit to get more?
 

JERE.  Ay, more indeed: for who cares for anybody that has more wit than himself?
 

SCAN.  Jeremy speaks like an oracle.  Don’t you see how worthless great men and dull rich rogues avoid a witty man of small fortune?  Why, he looks like a writ of enquiry into their titles and estates, and seems commissioned by heaven to seize hte better half.
 

VAL.  Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be revenged.
 

SCAN.  Rail?  At whom?  The whole world?  Impotent and vain!  Who would die a martyr to sense in a country where the religion is folly?  You may stand at bay for a while; but when the full cry is against you, you shan’t have fair play for your life.  If you can’t be fairly run down by the hounds, you will be treacherously shot by the huntsmen.  No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, lawyer, parson, be chaplain to an atheist, or stallion to an old woman, anything but poet.  A modern poet is worse, more servile, timorous, and fawning, than any I have named: without you could retrieve the ancient honours of the name, recall the stage of Athens, and be allowed the force of open honest satire.
 

VAL.  You are as inveterate against our poets as if your character had been lately exposed upon the stage.  Nay, I am not violently bent upon the trade.  [One knocks.]  Jeremy, see who’s there.  [Jer. goes to the door.]  But tell me what you would have me do?  What do the world say of me, and my forced confinement?
 

SCAN.  The world behaves itself as it uses to do on such occasions; some pity you, and condemn your father; others excuse him, and blame you; only the ladies are merciful, and wish you well, since love and pleasurable expense have been your greatest faults.
 

VAL.  How now?
 

JERE.  Nothing new, sir; I have despatched some half a dozen duns with as much dexterity as a hungry judge does causes at dinner-time.
 

VAL.  What answer have you given ’em?
 

SCAN.  Patience, I suppose, the old receipt.
 

JERE.  No, faith, sir; I have put ’em off so long with patience and forbearance, and other fair words, that I was forced now to tell ’em in plain downright English — 
 

VAL.  What?
 

JERE.  That they should be paid.
 

VAL.  When?
 

JERE.  To-morrow.
 

VAL.  And how the devil do you mean to keep your word?
 

JERE.  Keep it?  Not at all; it has been so very much stretched that I reckon it will break of course by to-morrow, and nobody be surprised at the matter.  [Knocking.]  Again!  Sir, if you don’t like my negotiation, will you be pleased to answer these yourself?
 

VAL.  See who they are.
 
  


SCENE III.

Valentine, Scandal.
 

VAL.  By this, Scandal, you may see what it is to be great; secretaries of state, presidents of the council, and generals of an army lead just such a life as I do; have just such crowds of visitants in a morning, all soliciting of past promises; which are but a civiller sort of duns, that lay claim to voluntary debts.
 

SCAN.  And you, like a true great man, having engaged their attendance, and promised more than ever you intended to perform, are more perplexed to find evasions than you would be to invent the honest means of keeping your word, and gratifying your creditors.
 

VAL.  Scandal, learn to spare your friends, and do not provoke your enemies; this liberty of your tongue will one day bring a confinement on your body, my friend.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy.
 

JERE.  O sir, there’s Trapland the scrivener, with two suspicious fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a man down with pocket-tipstaves.  And there’s your father’s steward, and the nurse with one of your children from Twitnam.
 

VAL.  Pox on her, could she find no other time to fling my sins in my face?  Here, give her this, [gives money] and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtless two-handed whore, she knows my condition well enough, and might have overlaid the child a fortnight ago, if she had had any forecast in her.
 

SCAN.  What, is it bouncing Margery, with my godson?
 

JERE.  Yes, sir.
 

SCAN.  My blessing to the boy, with this token [gives money] of my love.  And d’ye hear, bid Margery put more flocks in her bed, shift twice a week, and not work so hard, that she may not smell so vigorously.  I shall take the air shortly.
 

VAL.  Scandal, don’t spoil my boy’s milk.  Bid Trapland come in.  If I can give that Cerberus a sop, I shall be at rest for one day.
 
  


SCENE V.

Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy.
 

VAL.  Oh, Mr. Trapland!  My old friend!  Welcome.  Jeremy, a chair quickly: a bottle of sack and a toast — fly — a chair first.
 

TRAP.  A good morning to you, Mr. Valentine, and to you, Mr. Scandal.
 

SCAN.  The morning’s a very good morning, if you don’t spoil it.
 

VAL.  Come, sit you down, you know his way.
 

TRAP.  [sits.]  There is a debt, Mr. Valentine, of £1500 of pretty long standing — 
 

VAL.  I cannot talk about business with a thirsty palate.  Sirrah, the sack.
 

TRAP.  And I desire to know what course you have taken for the payment?
 

VAL.  Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to see you.  My service to you.  Fill, fill to honest Mr. Trapland — fuller.
 

TRAP.  Hold, sweetheart: this is not to our business.  My service to you, Mr. Scandal.  [Drinks.]  I have forborne as long — 
 

VAL.  T’other glass, and then we’ll talk.  Fill, Jeremy.
 

TRAP.  No more, in truth.  I have forborne, I say — 
 

VAL.  Sirrah, fill when I bid you.  And how does your handsome daughter?  Come, a good husband to her.  [Drinks.]
 

TRAP.  Thank you.  I have been out of this money — 
 

VAL.  Drink first.  Scandal, why do you not drink?  [They drink.]
 

TRAP.  And, in short, I can be put off no longer.
 

VAL.  I was much obliged to you for your supply.  It did me signal service in my necessity.  But you delight in doing good.  Scandal, drink to me, my friend Trapland’s health.  An honester man lives not, nor one more ready to serve his friend in distress: though I say it to his face.  Come, fill each man his glass.
 

SCAN.  What, I know Trapland has been a whoremaster, and loves a wench still.  You never knew a whoremaster that was not an honest fellow.
 

TRAP.  Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew — 
 

SCAN.  What don’t I know?  I know the buxom black widow in the Poultry.  £800 a year jointure, and £20,000 in money.  Aha! old Trap.
 

VAL.  Say you so, i’faith?  Come, we’ll remember the widow.  I know whereabouts you are; come, to the widow — 
 

TRAP.  No more, indeed.
 

VAL.  What, the widow’s health; give it him — off with it.  [They drink.]  A lovely girl, i’faith, black sparkling eyes, soft pouting ruby lips!  Better sealing there than a bond for a million, ha?
 

TRAP.  No, no, there’s no such thing; we’d better mind our business.  You’re a wag.
 

VAL.  No, faith, we’ll mind the widow’s business: fill again.  Pretty round heaving breasts, a Barbary shape, and a jut with her bum would stir an anchoret: and the prettiest foot!  Oh, if a man could but fasten his eyes to her feet as they steal in and out, and play at bo-peep under her petticoats, ah!  Mr. Trapland?
 

TRAP.  Verily, give me a glass.  You’re a wag, — and here’s to the widow.  [Drinks.]
 

SCAN.  He begins to chuckle; ply him close, or he’ll relapse into a dun.
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To them] Officer.
 

OFF.  By your leave, gentlemen: Mr. Trapland, if we must do our office, tell us.  We have half a dozen gentlemen to arrest in Pall Mall and Covent Garden; and if we don’t make haste the chairmen will be abroad, and block up the chocolate-houses, and then our labour’s lost.
 

TRAP.  Udso that’s true: Mr. Valentine, I love mirth, but business must be done.  Are you ready to — 
 

JERE.  Sir, your father’s steward says he comes to make proposals concerning your debts.
 

VAL.  Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, send away your officer; you shall have an answer presently.
 

TRAP.  Mr. Snap, stay within call.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy,
Steward who whispers Valentine.
 

SCAN.  Here’s a dog now, a traitor in his wine: sirrah, refund the sack. — Jeremy, fetch him some warm water, or I’ll rip up his stomach, and go the shortest way to his conscience.
 

TRAP.  Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not value your sack; but you cannot expect it again when I have drunk it.
 

SCAN.  And how do you expect to have your money again when a gentleman has spent it?
 

VAL.  You need say no more, I understand the conditions; they are very hard, but my necessity is very pressing: I agree to ’em.  Take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him draw the writing.  Mr. Trapland, you know this man: he shall satisfy you.
 

TRAP.  Sincerely, I am loth to be thus pressing, but my necessity — 
 

VAL.  No apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you shall be paid.
 

TRAP.  I hope you forgive me; my business requires — 
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Valentine, Scandal.
 

SCAN.  He begs pardon like a hangman at an execution.
 

VAL.  But I have got a reprieve.
 

SCAN.  I am surprised; what, does your father relent?
 

VAL.  No; he has sent me the hardest conditions in the world.  You have heard of a booby brother of mine that was sent to sea three years ago?  This brother, my father hears, is landed; whereupon he very affectionately sends me word; if I will make a deed of conveyance of my right to his estate, after his death, to my younger brother, he will immediately furnish me with four thousand pounds to pay my debts and make my fortune.  This was once proposed before, and I refused it; but the present impatience of my creditors for their money, and my own impatience of confinement, and absence from Angelica, force me to consent.
 

SCAN.  A very desperate demonstration of your love to Angelica; and I think she has never given you any assurance of hers.
 

VAL.  You know her temper; she never gave me any great reason either for hope or despair.
 

SCAN.  Women of her airy temper, as they seldom think before they act, so they rarely give us any light to guess at what they mean.  But you have little reason to believe that a woman of this age, who has had an indifference for you in your prosperity, will fall in love with your ill-fortune; besides, Angelica has a great fortune of her own; and great fortunes either expect another great fortune, or a fool.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Jeremy.
 

JERE.  More misfortunes, sir.
 

VAL.  What, another dun?
 

JERE.  No, sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you.
 

VAL.  Well, I can’t help it, you must bring him up; he knows I don’t go abroad.
 
  


SCENE X.

Valentine, Scandal.
 

SCAN.  Pox on him, I’ll be gone.
 

VAL.  No, prithee stay: Tattle and you should never be asunder; you are light and shadow, and show one another; he is perfectly thy reverse both in humour and understanding; and as you set up for defamation, he is a mender of reputations.
 

SCAN.  A mender of reputations!  Ay, just as he is a keeper of secrets, another virtue that he sets up for in the same manner.  For the rogue will speak aloud in the posture of a whisper, and deny a woman’s name while he gives you the marks of her person.  He will forswear receiving a letter from her, and at the same time show you her hand in the superscription: and yet perhaps he has counterfeited the hand too, and sworn to a truth; but he hopes not to be believed, and refuses the reputation of a lady’s favour, as a Doctor says no to a Bishopric only that it may be granted him.  In short, he is public professor of secrecy, and makes proclamation that he holds private intelligence. — He’s here.
 
  


SCENE XI.

[To them] Tattle.
 

TATT.  Valentine, good morrow; Scandal, I am yours: — that is, when you speak well of me.
 

SCAN.  That is, when I am yours; for while I am my own, or anybody’s else, that will never happen.
 

TATT.  How inhuman!
 

VAL.  Why Tattle, you need not be much concerned at anything that he says: for to converse with Scandal, is to play at losing loadum; you must lose a good name to him before you can win it for yourself.
 

TATT.  But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate for him, that the world shall think the better of any person for his calumniation!  I thank heaven, it has always been a part of my character to handle the reputations of others very tenderly indeed.
 

SCAN.  Ay, such rotten reputations as you have to deal with are to be handled tenderly indeed.
 

TATT.  Nay, but why rotten?  Why should you say rotten, when you know not the persons of whom you speak?  How cruel that is!
 

SCAN.  Not know ’em?  Why, thou never had’st to do with anybody that did not stink to all the town.
 

TATT.  Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jest of it indeed.  For there is nothing more known than that nobody knows anything of that nature of me.  As I hope to be saved, Valentine, I never exposed a woman, since I knew what woman was.
 

VAL.  And yet you have conversed with several.
 

TATT.  To be free with you, I have.  I don’t care if I own that.  Nay more (I’m going to say a bold word now) I never could meddle with a woman that had to do with anybody else.
 

SCAN.  How?
 

VAL.  Nay faith, I’m apt to believe him.  Except her husband, Tattle.
 

TATT.  Oh, that — 
 

SCAN.  What think you of that noble commoner, Mrs. Drab?
 

TATT.  Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags in three or four places, that I said this and that, and writ to her, and did I know not what — but, upon my reputation, she did me wrong — well, well, that was malice — but I know the bottom of it.  She was bribed to that by one we all know — a man too.  Only to bring me into disgrace with a certain woman of quality — 
 

SCAN.  Whom we all know.
 

TATT.  No matter for that.  Yes, yes, everybody knows.  No doubt on’t, everybody knows my secrets.  But I soon satisfied the lady of my innocence; for I told her: Madam, says I, there are some persons who make it their business to tell stories, and say this and that of one and t’other, and everything in the world; and, says I, if your grace — 
 

SCAN.  Grace!
 

TATT.  O Lord, what have I said?  My unlucky tongue!
 

VAL.  Ha, ha, ha.
 

SCAN.  Why, Tattle, thou hast more impudence than one can in reason expect: I shall have an esteem for thee, well, and, ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you say to her grace?
 

VAL.  I confess this is something extraordinary.
 

TATT.  Not a word, as I hope to be saved; an errant lapsus linguæ.  Come, let’s talk of something else.
 

VAL.  Well, but how did you acquit yourself?
 

TATT.  Pooh, pooh, nothing at all; I only rallied with you — a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of me, and I told her something or other, faith I know not what. — Come, let’s talk of something else.  [Hums a song.]
 

SCAN.  Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we should enquire.
 

TATT.  Valentine, I supped last night with your mistress, and her uncle, old Foresight: I think your father lies at Foresight’s.
 

VAL.  Yes.
 

TATT.  Upon my soul, Angelica’s a fine woman.  And so is Mrs. Foresight, and her sister, Mrs. Frail.
 

SCAN.  Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine woman, we all know her.
 

TATT.  Oh, that is not fair.
 

SCAN.  What?
 

TATT.  To tell.
 

SCAN.  To tell what?  Why, what do you know of Mrs. Frail?
 

TATT.  Who, I?  Upon honour I don’t know whether she be man or woman, but by the smoothness of her chin and roundness of her hips.
 

SCAN.  No?
 

TATT.  No.
 

SCAN.  She says otherwise.
 

TATT.  Impossible!
 

SCAN.  Yes, faith.  Ask Valentine else.
 

TATT.  Why then, as I hope to be saved, I believe a woman only obliges a man to secrecy that she may have the pleasure of telling herself.
 

SCAN.  No doubt on’t.  Well, but has she done you wrong, or no?  You have had her?  Ha?
 

TATT.  Though I have more honour than to tell first, I have more manners than to contradict what a lady has declared.
 

SCAN.  Well, you own it?
 

TATT.  I am strangely surprised!  Yes, yes, I can’t deny’t if she taxes me with it.
 

SCAN.  She’ll be here by and by, she sees Valentine every morning.
 

TATT.  How?
 

VAL.  She does me the favour, I mean, of a visit sometimes.  I did not think she had granted more to anybody.
 

SCAN.  Nor I, faith.  But Tattle does not use to bely a lady; it is contrary to his character.  How one may be deceived in a woman, Valentine?
 

TATT.  Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen?
 

SCAN.  I’m resolved I’ll ask her.
 

TATT.  O barbarous!  Why did you not tell me?
 

SCAN.  No; you told us.
 

TATT.  And bid me ask Valentine?
 

VAL.  What did I say?  I hope you won’t bring me to confess an answer when you never asked me the question?
 

TATT.  But, gentlemen, this is the most inhuman proceeding — 
 

VAL.  Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and cannot avoid such a palpable decoy as this was, the ladies have a fine time whose reputations are in your keeping.
 
  


SCENE XII.

[To them] Jeremy.
 

JERE.  Sir, Mrs. Frail has sent to know if you are stirring.
 

VAL.  Show her up when she comes.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

Valentine, Scandal, Tattle.
 

TATT.  I’ll be gone.
 

VAL.  You’ll meet her.
 

TATT.  Is there not a back way?
 

VAL.  If there were, you have more discretion than to give Scandal such an advantage.  Why, your running away will prove all that he can tell her.
 

TATT.  Scandal, you will not be so ungenerous.  Oh, I shall lose my reputation of secrecy for ever.  I shall never be received but upon public days, and my visits will never be admitted beyond a drawing-room.  I shall never see a bed-chamber again, never be locked in a closet, nor run behind a screen, or under a table: never be distinguished among the waiting-women by the name of trusty Mr. Tattle more.  You will not be so cruel?
 

VAL.  Scandal, have pity on him; he’ll yield to any conditions.
 

TATT.  Any, any terms.
 

SCAN.  Come, then, sacrifice half a dozen women of good reputation to me presently.  Come, where are you familiar?  And see that they are women of quality, too — the first quality.
 

TATT.  ’Tis very hard.  Won’t a baronet’s lady pass?
 

SCAN.  No, nothing under a right honourable.
 

TATT.  Oh, inhuman!  You don’t expect their names?
 

SCAN.  No, their titles shall serve.
 

TATT.  Alas, that’s the same thing.  Pray spare me their titles.  I’ll describe their persons.
 

SCAN.  Well, begin then; but take notice, if you are so ill a painter that I cannot know the person by your picture of her, you must be condemned, like other bad painters, to write the name at the bottom.
 

TATT.  Well, first then — 
 
  


SCENE XIV.

[To them] Mrs. Frail.
 

TATT.  Oh, unfortunate!  She’s come already; will you have patience till another time?  I’ll double the number.
 

SCAN.  Well, on that condition.  Take heed you don’t fail me.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I shall get a fine reputation by coming to see fellows in a morning.  Scandal, you devil, are you here too?  Oh, Mr. Tattle, everything is safe with you, we know.
 

SCAN.  Tattle — 
 

TATT.  Mum.  O madam, you do me too much honour.
 

VAL.  Well, Lady Galloper, how does Angelica?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Angelica?  Manners!
 

VAL.  What, you will allow an absent lover — 
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No, I’ll allow a lover present with his mistress to be particular; but otherwise, I think his passion ought to give place to his manners.
 

VAL.  But what if he has more passion than manners?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Then let him marry and reform.
 

VAL.  Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his passion, but it very rarely mends a man’s manners.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  You are the most mistaken in the world; there is no creature perfectly civil but a husband.  For in a little time he grows only rude to his wife, and that is the highest good breeding, for it begets his civility to other people.  Well, I’ll tell you news; but I suppose you hear your brother Benjamin is landed?  And my brother Foresight’s daughter is come out of the country: I assure you, there’s a match talked of by the old people.  Well, if he be but as great a sea-beast as she is a land-monster, we shall have a most amphibious breed.  The progeny will be all otters.  He has been bred at sea, and she has never been out of the country.
 

VAL.  Pox take ’em, their conjunction bodes me no good, I’m sure.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Now you talk of conjunction, my brother Foresight has cast both their nativities, and prognosticates an admiral and an eminent justice of the peace to be the issue male of their two bodies; ’tis the most superstitious old fool!  He would have persuaded me that this was an unlucky day, and would not let me come abroad.  But I invented a dream, and sent him to Artimedorus for interpretation, and so stole out to see you.  Well, and what will you give me now?  Come, I must have something.
 

VAL.  Step into the next room, and I’ll give you something.
 

SCAN.  Ay, we’ll all give you something.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, what will you all give me?
 

VAL.  Mine’s a secret.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I thought you would give me something that would be a trouble to you to keep.
 

VAL.  And Scandal shall give you a good name.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  That’s more than he has for himself.  And what will you give me, Mr. Tattle?
 

TATT.  I?  My soul, madam.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Pooh!  No, I thank you, I have enough to do to take care of my own.  Well, but I’ll come and see you one of these mornings.  I hear you have a great many pictures.
 

TATT.  I have a pretty good collection, at your service, some originals.
 

SCAN.  Hang him, he has nothing but the Seasons and the Twelve Cæsars — paltry copies — and the Five Senses, as ill-represented as they are in himself, and he himself is the only original you will see there.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Ay, but I hear he has a closet of beauties.
 

SCAN.  Yes; all that have done him favours, if you will believe him.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Ay, let me see those, Mr. Tattle.
 

TATT.  Oh, madam, those are sacred to love and contemplation.  No man but the painter and myself was ever blest with the sight.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, but a woman — 
 

TATT.  Nor woman, till she consented to have her picture there too — for then she’s obliged to keep the secret.
 

SCAN.  No, no; come to me if you’d see pictures.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  You?
 

SCAN.  Yes, faith; I can shew you your own picture, and most of your acquaintance to the life, and as like as at Kneller’s.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O lying creature!  Valentine, does not he lie?  I can’t believe a word he says.
 

VAL.  No indeed, he speaks truth now.  For as Tattle has pictures of all that have granted him favours, he has the pictures of all that have refused him: if satires, descriptions, characters, and lampoons are pictures.
 

SCAN.  Yes; mine are most in black and white.  And yet there are some set out in their true colours, both men and women.  I can shew you pride, folly, affectation, wantonness, inconstancy, covetousness, dissimulation, malice and ignorance, all in one piece.  Then I can shew you lying, foppery, vanity, cowardice, bragging, lechery, impotence, and ugliness in another piece; and yet one of these is a celebrated beauty, and t’other a professed beau.  I have paintings too, some pleasant enough.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Come, let’s hear ’em.
 

SCAN.  Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for a complexion, and sweating for a shape.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  So.
 

SCAN.  Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cellar with a hackney coachman.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O devil!  Well, but that story is not true.
 

SCAN.  I have some hieroglyphics too; I have a lawyer with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face; a divine with two faces, and one head; and I have a soldier with his brains in his belly, and his heart where his head should be.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  And no head?
 

SCAN.  No head.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Pooh, this is all invention.  Have you never a poet?
 

SCAN.  Yes, I have a poet weighing words, and selling praise for praise, and a critic picking his pocket.  I have another large piece too, representing a school, where there are huge proportioned critics, with long wigs, laced coats, Steinkirk cravats, and terrible faces; with cat-calls in their hands, and horn-books about their necks.  I have many more of this kind, very well painted, as you shall see.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, I’ll come, if it be but to disprove you.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

[To them] Jeremy.
 

JERE.  Sir, here’s the steward again from your father.
 

VAL.  I’ll come to him — will you give me leave?  I’ll wait on you again presently.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No; I’ll be gone.  Come, who squires me to the Exchange?  I must call my sister Foresight there.
 

SCAN.  I will: I have a mind to your sister.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Civil!
 

TATT.  I will: because I have a tendre for your ladyship.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  That’s somewhat the better reason, to my opinion.
 

SCAN.  Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better opportunity to engage your sister.
 

VAL.  Tell Angelica I am about making hard conditions to come abroad, and be at liberty to see her.
 

SCAN.  I’ll give an account of you and your proceedings.  If indiscretion be a sign of love, you are the most a lover of anybody that I know: you fancy that parting with your estate will help you to your mistress.  In my mind he is a thoughtless adventurer
 

Who hopes to purchase wealth by selling land;
Or win a mistress with a losing hand.
 
  


ACT II. — SCENE I.

A room in Foresight’s house.
 

Foresight and Servant.
 

FORE.  Hey day!  What, are all the women of my family abroad?  Is not my wife come home?  Nor my sister, nor my daughter?
 

SERV.  No, sir.
 

FORE.  Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it?  Sure the moon is in all her fortitudes.  Is my niece Angelica at home?
 

SERV.  Yes, sir.
 

FORE.  I believe you lie, sir.
 

SERV.  Sir?
 

FORE.  I say you lie, sir.  It is impossible that anything should be as I would have it; for I was born, sir, when the crab was ascending, and all my affairs go backward.
 

SERV.  I can’t tell indeed, sir.
 

FORE.  No, I know you can’t, sir: but I can tell, and foretell, sir.
 
  


SCENE II.

[To them] Nurse.
 

FORE.  Nurse, where’s your young mistress?
 

NURSE.   Wee’st heart, I know not, they’re none of ’em come home yet.  Poor child, I warrant she’s fond o’ seeing the town.  Marry, pray heaven they ha’ given her any dinner.  Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, Oh, strange!  I’ll vow and swear now, ha, ha, ha, marry, and did you ever see the like!
 

FORE.  Why, how now, what’s the matter?
 

NURSE.  Pray heaven send your worship good luck, marry, and amen with all my heart, for you have put on one stocking with the wrong side outward.
 

FORE.  Ha, how?  Faith and troth I’m glad of it; and so I have: that may be good luck in troth, in troth it may, very good luck.  Nay, I have had some omens: I got out of bed backwards too this morning, without premeditation; pretty good that too; but then I stumbled coming down stairs, and met a weasel; bad omens those: some bad, some good, our lives are chequered.  Mirth and sorrow, want and plenty, night and day, make up our time.  But in troth I am pleased at my stocking; very well pleased at my stocking.  Oh, here’s my niece!  Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampson Legend I’ll wait on him if he’s at leisure:— ’tis now three o’clock, a very good hour for business: Mercury governs this hour.
 
  


SCENE III.

Angelica, Foresight, Nurse.
 

ANG.  Is it not a good hour for pleasure too, uncle?  Pray lend me your coach; mine’s out of order.
 

FORE.  What, would you be gadding too?  Sure, all females are mad to-day.  It is of evil portent, and bodes mischief to the master of a family.  I remember an old prophecy written by Messahalah the Arabian, and thus translated by a reverend Buckinghamshire bard: — 
 

‘When housewives all the house forsake,
And leave goodman to brew and bake,
Withouten guile, then be it said,
That house doth stand upon its head;
And when the head is set in grond,
Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond.’
 

Fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes horns; the fruit of the head is horns.  Dear niece, stay at home — for by the head of the house is meant the husband; the prophecy needs no explanation.
 

ANG.  Well, but I can neither make you a cuckold, uncle, by going abroad, nor secure you from being one by staying at home.
 

FORE.  Yes, yes; while there’s one woman left, the prophecy is not in full force.
 

ANG.  But my inclinations are in force; I have a mind to go abroad, and if you won’t lend me your coach, I’ll take a hackney or a chair, and leave you to erect a scheme, and find who’s in conjunction with your wife.  Why don’t you keep her at home, if you’re jealous of her when she’s abroad?  You know my aunt is a little retrograde (as you call it) in her nature.  Uncle, I’m afraid you are not lord of the ascendant, ha, ha, ha!
 

FORE.  Well, Jill-flirt, you are very pert, and always ridiculing that celestial science.
 

ANG.  Nay, uncle, don’t be angry — if you are, I’ll reap up all your false prophecies, ridiculous dreams, and idle divinations.  I’ll swear you are a nuisance to the neighbourhood.  What a bustle did you keep against the last invisible eclipse, laying in provision as ‘twere for a siege.  What a world of fire and candle, matches and tinder-boxes did you purchase!  One would have thought we were ever after to live under ground, or at least making a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark season.
 

FORE.  Why, you malapert slut — 
 

ANG.  Will you lend me your coach, or I’ll go on — nay, I’ll declare how you prophesied popery was coming only because the butler had mislaid some of the apostle spoons, and thought they were lost.  Away went religion and spoon-meat together.  Indeed, uncle, I’ll indite you for a wizard.
 

FORE.  How, hussy!  Was there ever such a provoking minx?
 

NURSE.  O merciful father, how she talks!
 

ANG.  Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful midnight practices, you and the old nurse there — 
 

NURSE.  Marry, heaven defend!  I at midnight practices?  O Lord, what’s here to do?  I in unlawful doings with my master’s worship — why, did you ever hear the like now?  Sir, did ever I do anything of your midnight concerns but warm your bed, and tuck you up, and set the candle and your tobacco-box and your urinal by you, and now and then rub the soles of your feet?  O Lord, I!
 

ANG.  Yes, I saw you together through the key-hole of the closet one night, like Saul and the witch of Endor, turning the sieve and shears, and pricking your thumbs, to write poor innocent servants’ names in blood, about a little nutmeg grater which she had forgot in the caudle-cup.  Nay, I know something worse, if I would speak of it.
 

FORE.  I defy you, hussy; but I’ll remember this, I’ll be revenged on you, cockatrice.  I’ll hamper you.  You have your fortune in your own hands, but I’ll find a way to make your lover, your prodigal spendthrift gallant, Valentine, pay for all, I will.
 

ANG.  Will you?  I care not, but all shall out then.  Look to it, nurse: I can bring witness that you have a great unnatural teat under your left arm, and he another; and that you suckle a young devil in the shape of a tabby-cat, by turns, I can.
 

NURSE.  A teat, a teat — I an unnatural teat!  Oh, the false, slanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have anything but like another Christian.  [Crying.]
 

FORE.  I will have patience, since it is the will of the stars I should be thus tormented.  This is the effect of the malicious conjunctions and oppositions in the third house of my nativity; there the curse of kindred was foretold.  But I will have my doors locked up; — I’ll punish you: not a man shall enter my house.
 

ANG.  Do, uncle, lock ’em up quickly before my aunt come home.  You’ll have a letter for alimony to-morrow morning.  But let me be gone first, and then let no mankind come near the house, but converse with spirits and the celestial signs, the bull and the ram and the goat.  Bless me!  There are a great many horned beasts among the twelve signs, uncle.  But cuckolds go to heaven.
 

FORE.  But there’s but one virgin among the twelve signs, spitfire, but one virgin.
 

ANG.  Nor there had not been that one, if she had had to do with anything but astrologers, uncle.  That makes my aunt go abroad.
 

FORE.  How, how?  Is that the reason?  Come, you know something; tell me and I’ll forgive you.  Do, good niece.  Come, you shall have my coach and horses — faith and troth you shall.  Does my wife complain?  Come, I know women tell one another.  She is young and sanguine, has a wanton hazel eye, and was born under Gemini, which may incline her to society.  She has a mole upon her lip, with a moist palm, and an open liberality on the mount of Venus.
 

ANG.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

FORE.  Do you laugh?  Well, gentlewoman, I’ll — but come, be a good girl, don’t perplex your poor uncle, tell me — won’t you speak?  Odd, I’ll — 
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Servant.
 

SERV.  Sir Sampson is coming down to wait upon you.
 

ANG.  Good-bye, uncle — call me a chair.  I’ll find out my aunt, and tell her she must not come home.
 

FORE.  I’m so perplexed and vexed, I’m not fit to receive him; I shall scarce recover myself before the hour be past.  Go nurse, tell Sir Sampson I’m ready to wait on him.
 

NURSE.  Yes, sir,
 

FORE.  Well — why, if I was born to be a cuckold, there’s no more to be said — he’s here already.
 
  


SCENE V.

Foresight, and Sir Sampson Legend with a paper.
 

SIR SAMP.  Nor no more to be done, old boy; that’s plain — here ’tis, I have it in my hand, old Ptolomey, I’ll make the ungracious prodigal know who begat him; I will, old Nostrodamus.  What, I warrant my son thought nothing belonged to a father but forgiveness and affection; no authority, no correction, no arbitrary power; nothing to be done, but for him to offend and me to pardon.  I warrant you, if he danced till doomsday he thought I was to pay the piper.  Well, but here it is under black and white, signatum, sigillatum, and deliberatum; that as soon as my son Benjamin is arrived, he’s to make over to him his right of inheritance.  Where’s my daughter that is to be? — Hah! old Merlin! body o’ me, I’m so glad I’m revenged on this undutiful rogue.
 

FORE.  Odso, let me see; let me see the paper.  Ay, faith and troth, here ’tis, if it will but hold.  I wish things were done, and the conveyance made.  When was this signed, what hour?  Odso, you should have consulted me for the time.  Well, but we’ll make haste — 
 

SIR SAMP.  Haste, ay, ay; haste enough.  My son Ben will be in town to-night.  I have ordered my lawyer to draw up writings of settlement and jointure — all shall be done to-night.  No matter for the time; prithee, brother Foresight, leave superstition.  Pox o’ the time; there’s no time but the time present, there’s no more to be said of what’s past, and all that is to come will happen.  If the sun shine by day, and the stars by night, why, we shall know one another’s faces without the help of a candle, and that’s all the stars are good for.
 

FORE.  How, how?  Sir Sampson, that all?  Give me leave to contradict you, and tell you you are ignorant.
 

SIR SAMP.  I tell you I am wise; and sapiens dominabitur astris; there’s Latin for you to prove it, and an argument to confound your Ephemeris. — Ignorant!  I tell you, I have travelled old Fircu, and know the globe.  I have seen the antipodes, where the sun rises at midnight, and sets at noon-day.
 

FORE.  But I tell you, I have travelled, and travelled in the celestial spheres, know the signs and the planets, and their houses.  Can judge of motions direct and retrograde, of sextiles, quadrates, trines and oppositions, fiery-trigons and aquatical-trigons.  Know whether life shall be long or short, happy or unhappy, whether diseases are curable or incurable.  If journeys shall be prosperous, undertakings successful, or goods stolen recovered; I know — 
 

SIR SAMP.  I know the length of the Emperor of China’s foot; have kissed the Great Mogul’s slippers, and rid a-hunting upon an elephant with a Cham of Tartary.  Body o’ me, I have made a cuckold of a king, and the present majesty of Bantam is the issue of these loins.
 

FORE.  I know when travellers lie or speak truth, when they don’t know it themselves.
 

SIR SAMP.  I have known an astrologer made a cuckold in the twinkling of a star; and seen a conjurer that could not keep the devil out of his wife’s circle.
 

FORE.  What, does he twit me with my wife too?  I must be better informed of this.  [Aside.]  Do you mean my wife, Sir Sampson?  Though you made a cuckold of the king of Bantam, yet by the body of the sun — 
 

SIR SAMP.  By the horns of the moon, you would say, brother Capricorn.
 

FORE.  Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mandeville; Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou liar of the first magnitude.  Take back your paper of inheritance; send your son to sea again.  I’ll wed my daughter to an Egyptian mummy, e’er she shall incorporate with a contemner of sciences, and a defamer of virtue.
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, I have gone too far; I must not provoke honest Albumazar: — an Egyptian mummy is an illustrious creature, my trusty hieroglyphic; and may have significations of futurity about him; odsbud, I would my son were an Egyptian mummy for thy sake.  What, thou art not angry for a jest, my good Haly?  I reverence the sun, moon and stars with all my heart.  What, I’ll make thee a present of a mummy: now I think on’t, body o’ me, I have a shoulder of an Egyptian king that I purloined from one of the pyramids, powdered with hieroglyphics, thou shalt have it brought home to thy house, and make an entertainment for all the philomaths, and students in physic and astrology in and about London.
 

FORE.  But what do you know of my wife, Sir Sampson?
 

SIR SAMP.  Thy wife is a constellation of virtues; she’s the moon, and thou art the man in the moon.  Nay, she is more illustrious than the moon; for she has her chastity without her inconstancy: ‘sbud I was but in jest.
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To them] Jeremy.
 

SIR SAMP.  How now, who sent for you?  Ha!  What would you have?
 

FORE.  Nay, if you were but in jest — who’s that fellow?  I don’t like his physiognomy.
 

SIR SAMP.  My son, sir; what son, sir?  My son Benjamin, hoh?
 

JERE.  No, sir, Mr. Valentine, my master; ’tis the first time he has been abroad since his confinement, and he comes to pay his duty to you.
 

SIR SAMP.  Well, sir.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Foresight, Sir Sampson, Valentine, Jeremy.
 

JERE.  He is here, sir.
 

VAL.  Your blessing, sir.
 

SIR SAMP.  You’ve had it already, sir; I think I sent it you to-day in a bill of four thousand pound: a great deal of money, brother Foresight.
 

FORE.  Ay, indeed, Sir Sampson, a great deal of money for a young man; I wonder what he can do with it!
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, so do I.  Hark ye, Valentine, if there be too much, refund the superfluity; dost hear, boy?
 

VAL.  Superfluity, sir?  It will scarce pay my debts.  I hope you will have more indulgence than to oblige me to those hard conditions which my necessity signed to.
 

SIR SAMP.  Sir, how, I beseech you, what were you pleased to intimate, concerning indulgence?
 

VAL.  Why, sir, that you would not go to the extremity of the conditions, but release me at least from some part.
 

SIR SAMP.  Oh, sir, I understand you — that’s all, ha?
 

VAL.  Yes, sir, all that I presume to ask.  But what you, out of fatherly fondness, will be pleased to add, shall be doubly welcome.
 

SIR SAMP.  No doubt of it, sweet sir; but your filial piety, and my fatherly fondness would fit like two tallies.  Here’s a rogue, brother Foresight, makes a bargain under hand and seal in the morning, and would be released from it in the afternoon; here’s a rogue, dog, here’s conscience and honesty; this is your wit now, this is the morality of your wits!  You are a wit, and have been a beau, and may be a — why sirrah, is it not here under hand and seal — can you deny it?
 

VAL.  Sir, I don’t deny it.
 

SIR SAMP.  Sirrah, you’ll be hanged; I shall live to see you go up Holborn Hill.  Has he not a rogue’s face?  Speak brother, you understand physiognomy, a hanging look to me — of all my boys the most unlike me; he has a damned Tyburn face, without the benefit o’ the clergy.
 

FORE.  Hum — truly I don’t care to discourage a young man, — he has a violent death in his face; but I hope no danger of hanging.
 

VAL.  Sir, is this usage for your son? — For that old weather-headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; but you, sir — 
 

SIR SAMP.  You, sir; and you, sir: why, who are you, sir?
 

VAL.  Your son, sir.
 

SIR SAMP.  That’s more than I know, sir, and I believe not.
 

VAL.  Faith, I hope not.
 

SIR SAMP.  What, would you have your mother a whore?  Did you ever hear the like?  Did you ever hear the like?  Body o’ me — 
 

VAL.  I would have an excuse for your barbarity and unnatural usage.
 

SIR SAMP.  Excuse!  Impudence!  Why, sirrah, mayn’t I do what I please?  Are not you my slave?  Did not I beget you?  And might not I have chosen whether I would have begot you or no?  ‘Oons, who are you?  Whence came you?  What brought you into the world?  How came you here, sir?  Here, to stand here, upon those two legs, and look erect with that audacious face, ha?  Answer me that!  Did you come a volunteer into the world?  Or did I, with the lawful authority of a parent, press you to the service?
 

VAL.  I know no more why I came than you do why you called me.  But here I am, and if you don’t mean to provide for me, I desire you would leave me as you found me.
 

SIR SAMP.  With all my heart: come, uncase, strip, and go naked out of the world as you came into ‘t.
 

VAL.  My clothes are soon put off.  But you must also divest me of reason, thought, passions, inclinations, affections, appetites, senses, and the huge train of attendants that you begot along with me.
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, what a manyheaded monster have I propagated!
 

VAL.  I am of myself, a plain, easy, simple creature, and to be kept at small expense; but the retinue that you gave me are craving and invincible; they are so many devils that you have raised, and will have employment.
 

SIR SAMP.  ‘Oons, what had I to do to get children, — can’t a private man be born without all these followers?  Why, nothing under an emperor should be born with appetites.  Why, at this rate, a fellow that has but a groat in his pocket may have a stomach capable of a ten shilling ordinary.
 

JERE.  Nay, that’s as clear as the sun; I’ll make oath of it before any justice in Middlesex.
 

SIR SAMP.  Here’s a cormorant too.  ‘S’heart this fellow was not born with you?  I did not beget him, did I?
 

JERE.  By the provision that’s made for me, you might have begot me too.  Nay, and to tell your worship another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born with those same whoreson appetites too, that my master speaks of.
 

SIR SAMP.  Why, look you there, now.  I’ll maintain it, that by the rule of right reason, this fellow ought to have been born without a palate.  ‘S’heart, what should he do with a distinguishing taste?  I warrant now he’d rather eat a pheasant, than a piece of poor John; and smell, now, why I warrant he can smell, and loves perfumes above a stink.  Why there’s it; and music, don’t you love music, scoundrel?
 

JERE.  Yes; I have a reasonable good ear, sir, as to jigs and country dances, and the like; I don’t much matter your solos or sonatas, they give me the spleen.
 

SIR SAMP.  The spleen, ha, ha, ha; a pox confound you — solos or sonatas?  ‘Oons, whose son are you?  How were you engendered, muckworm?
 

JERE.  I am by my father, the son of a chair-man; my mother sold oysters in winter, and cucumbers in summer; and I came upstairs into the world; for I was born in a cellar.
 

FORE.  By your looks, you should go upstairs out of the world too, friend.
 

SIR SAMP.  And if this rogue were anatomized now, and dissected, he has his vessels of digestion and concoction, and so forth, large enough for the inside of a cardinal, this son of a cucumber. — These things are unaccountable and unreasonable.  Body o’ me, why was not I a bear, that my cubs might have lived upon sucking their paws?  Nature has been provident only to bears and spiders; the one has its nutriment in his own hands; and t’other spins his habitation out of his own entrails.
 

VAL.  Fortune was provident enough to supply all the necessities of my nature, if I had my right of inheritance.
 

SIR SAMP.  Again!  ‘Oons, han’t you four thousand pounds?  If I had it again, I would not give thee a groat. — What, would’st thou have me turn pelican, and feed thee out of my own vitals?  S’heart, live by your wits: you were always fond of the wits, now let’s see, if you have wit enough to keep yourself.  Your brother will be in town to-night or to-morrow morning, and then look you perform covenants, and so your friend and servant: — come, brother Foresight.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Valentine, Jeremy.
 

JERE.  I told you what your visit would come to.
 

VAL.  ’Tis as much as I expected.  I did not come to see him, I came to see Angelica: but since she was gone abroad, it was easily turned another way, and at least looked well on my side.  What’s here?  Mrs. Foresight and Mrs. Frail, they are earnest.  I’ll avoid ’em.  Come this way, and go and enquire when Angelica will return.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Mrs. Foresight and Mrs. Frail.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  What have you to do to watch me?  ‘S’life I’ll do what I please.
 

MRS. FORE.  You will?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Yes, marry will I.  A great piece of business to go to Covent Garden Square in a hackney coach, and take a turn with one’s friend.
 

MRS. FORE.  Nay, two or three turns, I’ll take my oath.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, what if I took twenty — I warrant if you had been there, it had been only innocent recreation.  Lord, where’s the comfort of this life if we can’t have the happiness of conversing where we like?
 

MRS. FORE.  But can’t you converse at home?  I own it, I think there’s no happiness like conversing with an agreeable man; I don’t quarrel at that, nor I don’t think but your conversation was very innocent; but the place is public, and to be seen with a man in a hackney coach is scandalous.  What if anybody else should have seen you alight, as I did?  How can anybody be happy while they’re in perpetual fear of being seen and censured?  Besides, it would not only reflect upon you, sister, but me.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Pooh, here’s a clutter: why should it reflect upon you?  I don’t doubt but you have thought yourself happy in a hackney coach before now.  If I had gone to Knight’s Bridge, or to Chelsea, or to Spring Garden, or Barn Elms with a man alone, something might have been said.
 

MRS. FORE.  Why, was I ever in any of those places?  What do you mean, sister?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Was I?  What do you mean?
 

MRS. FORE.  You have been at a worse place.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I at a worse place, and with a man!
 

MRS. FORE.  I suppose you would not go alone to the World’s End.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  The World’s End!  What, do you mean to banter me?
 

MRS. FORE.  Poor innocent!  You don’t know that there’s a place called the World’s End?  I’ll swear you can keep your countenance purely: you’d make an admirable player.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I’ll swear you have a great deal of confidence, and in my mind too much for the stage.
 

MRS. FORE.  Very well, that will appear who has most; you never were at the World’s End?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No.
 

MRS. FORE.  You deny it positively to my face?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Your face, what’s your face?
 

MRS. FORE.  No matter for that, it’s as good a face as yours.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Not by a dozen years’ wearing.  But I do deny it positively to your face, then.
 

MRS. FORE.  I’ll allow you now to find fault with my face; for I’ll swear your impudence has put me out of countenance.  But look you here now, where did you lose this gold bodkin?  Oh, sister, sister!
 

MRS. FRAIL.  My bodkin!
 

MRS. FORE.  Nay, ’tis yours, look at it.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, if you go to that, where did you find this bodkin?  Oh, sister, sister!  Sister every way.
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh, devil on’t, that I could not discover her without betraying myself.  [Aside.]
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I have heard gentlemen say, sister, that one should take great care, when one makes a thrust in fencing, not to lie open oneself.
 

MRS. FORE.  It’s very true, sister.  Well, since all’s out, and as you say, since we are both wounded, let us do what is often done in duels, take care of one another, and grow better friends than before.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  With all my heart: ours are but slight flesh wounds, and if we keep ’em from air, not at all dangerous.  Well, give me your hand in token of sisterly secrecy and affection.
 

MRS. FORE.  Here ’tis, with all my heart.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, as an earnest of friendship and confidence, I’ll acquaint you with a design that I have.  To tell truth, and speak openly one to another, I’m afraid the world have observed us more than we have observed one another.  You have a rich husband, and are provided for.  I am at a loss, and have no great stock either of fortune or reputation, and therefore must look sharply about me.  Sir Sampson has a son that is expected to-night, and by the account I have heard of his education, can be no conjurer.  The estate you know is to be made over to him.  Now if I could wheedle him, sister, ha?  You understand me?
 

MRS. FORE.  I do, and will help you to the utmost of my power.  And I can tell you one thing that falls out luckily enough; my awkward daughter-in-law, who you know is designed to be his wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; now if we can improve that, and make her have an aversion for the booby, it may go a great way towards his liking you.  Here they come together; and let us contrive some way or other to leave ’em together.
 
  


SCENE X.

[To them] Tattle and Miss Prue.
 

MISS.  Mother, mother, mother, look you here!
 

MRS. FORE.  Fie, fie, Miss, how you bawl!  Besides, I have told you, you must not call me mother.
 

MISS.  What must I call you then, are you not my father’s wife?
 

MRS. FORE.  Madam; you must say madam.  By my soul, I shall fancy myself old indeed to have this great girl call me mother.  Well, but Miss, what are you so overjoyed at?
 

MISS.  Look you here, madam, then, what Mr. Tattle has given me.  Look you here, cousin, here’s a snuff-box; nay, there’s snuff in’t.  Here, will you have any?  Oh, good!  How sweet it is.  Mr. Tattle is all over sweet, his peruke is sweet, and his gloves are sweet, and his handkerchief is sweet, pure sweet, sweeter than roses.  Smell him, mother — madam, I mean.  He gave me this ring for a kiss.
 

TATT.  O fie, Miss, you must not kiss and tell.
 

MISS.  Yes; I may tell my mother.  And he says he’ll give me something to make me smell so.  Oh, pray lend me your handkerchief.  Smell, cousin; he says he’ll give me something that will make my smocks smell this way.  Is not it pure?  It’s better than lavender, mun.  I’m resolved I won’t let nurse put any more lavender among my smocks — ha, cousin?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Fie, Miss; amongst your linen, you must say.  You must never say smock.
 

MISS.  Why, it is not bawdy, is it, cousin?
 

TATT.  Oh, madam; you are too severe upon Miss; you must not find fault with her pretty simplicity: it becomes her strangely.  Pretty Miss, don’t let ’em persuade you out of your innocency.
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh, demm you toad.  I wish you don’t persuade her out of her innocency.
 

TATT.  Who, I, madam?  O Lord, how can your ladyship have such a thought?  Sure, you don’t know me.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Ah devil, sly devil.  He’s as close, sister, as a confessor.  He thinks we don’t observe him.
 

MRS. FORE.  A cunning cur, how soon he could find out a fresh, harmless creature; and left us, sister, presently.
 

TATT.  Upon reputation
 

MRS. FORE.  They’re all so, sister, these men.  They love to have the spoiling of a young thing, they are as fond of it, as of being first in the fashion, or of seeing a new play the first day.  I warrant it would break Mr. Tattle’s heart to think that anybody else should be beforehand with him.
 

TATT.  O Lord, I swear I would not for the world — 
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O hang you; who’ll believe you?  You’d be hanged before you’d confess.  We know you — she’s very pretty!  Lord, what pure red and white! — she looks so wholesome; ne’er stir: I don’t know, but I fancy, if I were a man — 
 

MISS.  How you love to jeer one, cousin.
 

MRS. FORE.  Hark’ee, sister, by my soul the girl is spoiled already.  D’ee think she’ll ever endure a great lubberly tarpaulin?  Gad, I warrant you she won’t let him come near her after Mr. Tattle.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O my soul, I’m afraid not — eh! — filthy creature, that smells all of pitch and tar.  Devil take you, you confounded toad — why did you see her before she was married?
 

MRS. FORE.  Nay, why did we let him — my husband will hang us.  He’ll think we brought ’em acquainted.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Come, faith, let us be gone.  If my brother Foresight should find us with them, he’d think so, sure enough.
 

MRS. FORE.  So he would — but then leaving them together is as bad: and he’s such a sly devil, he’ll never miss an opportunity.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I don’t care; I won’t be seen in’t.
 

MRS. FORE.  Well, if you should, Mr. Tattle, you’ll have a world to answer for; remember I wash my hands of it.  I’m thoroughly innocent.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Tattle, Miss Prue.
 

MISS.  What makes ’em go away, Mr. Tattle?  What do they mean, do you know?
 

TATT.  Yes my dear; I think I can guess, but hang me if I know the reason of it.
 

MISS.  Come, must not we go too?
 

TATT.  No, no, they don’t mean that.
 

MISS.  No!  What then?  What shall you and I do together?
 

TATT.  I must make love to you, pretty Miss; will you let me make love to you?
 

MISS.  Yes, if you please.
 

TATT.  Frank, i’Gad, at least.  What a pox does Mrs. Foresight mean by this civility?  Is it to make a fool of me?  Or does she leave us together out of good morality, and do as she would be done by? — Gad, I’ll understand it so.  [Aside.]
 

MISS.  Well; and how will you make love to me — come, I long to have you begin, — must I make love too?  You must tell me how.
 

TATT.  You must let me speak, Miss, you must not speak first; I must ask you questions, and you must answer.
 

MISS.  What, is it like the catechism?  Come then, ask me.
 

TATT.  D’ye think you can love me?
 

MISS.  Yes.
 

TATT.  Pooh, pox, you must not say yes already; I shan’t care a farthing for you then in a twinkling.
 

MISS.  What must I say then?
 

TATT.  Why you must say no, or you believe not, or you can’t tell — 
 

MISS.  Why, must I tell a lie then?
 

TATT.  Yes, if you’d be well bred.  All well bred persons lie. — Besides, you are a woman, you must never speak what you think: your words must contradict your thoughts; but your actions may contradict your words.  So when I ask you if you can love me, you must say no, but you must love me too.  If I tell you you are handsome, you must deny it, and say I flatter you.  But you must think yourself more charming than I speak you: and like me, for the beauty which I say you have, as much as if I had it myself.  If I ask you to kiss me, you must be angry, but you must not refuse me.  If I ask you for more, you must be more angry, — but more complying; and as soon as ever I make you say you’ll cry out, you must be sure to hold your tongue.
 

MISS.  O Lord, I swear this is pure.  I like it better than our old-fashioned country way of speaking one’s mind; — and must not you lie too?
 

TATT.  Hum — yes — but you must believe I speak truth.
 

MISS.  O Gemini!  Well, I always had a great mind to tell lies; but they frighted me, and said it was a sin.
 

TATT.  Well, my pretty creature; will you make me happy by giving me a kiss?
 

MISS.  No, indeed; I’m angry at you.  [Runs and kisses him.]
 

TATT.  Hold, hold, that’s pretty well, but you should not have given it me, but have suffered me to have taken it.
 

MISS.  Well, we’ll do it again.
 

TATT.  With all my heart. — Now then, my little angel.  [Kisses her.]
 

MISS.  Pish.
 

TATT.  That’s right, — again, my charmer.  [Kisses again.]
 

MISS.  O fie, nay, now I can’t abide you.
 

TATT.  Admirable!  That was as well as if you had been born and bred in Covent Garden.  And won’t you shew me, pretty miss, where your bed-chamber is?
 

MISS.  No, indeed won’t I; but I’ll run there, and hide myself from you behind the curtains.
 

TATT.  I’ll follow you.
 

MISS.  Ah, but I’ll hold the door with both hands, and be angry; — and you shall push me down before you come in.
 

TATT.  No, I’ll come in first, and push you down afterwards.
 

MISS.  Will you?  Then I’ll be more angry and more complying.
 

TATT.  Then I’ll make you cry out.
 

MISS.  Oh, but you shan’t, for I’ll hold my tongue.
 

TATT.  O my dear apt scholar!
 

MISS.  Well, now I’ll run and make more haste than you.
 

TATT.  You shall not fly so fast, as I’ll pursue.
 
  


ACT III. — SCENE I.

Nurse alone.
 

NURSE.  Miss, Miss, Miss Prue!  Mercy on me, marry and amen.  Why, what’s become of the child?  Why Miss, Miss Foresight!  Sure she has locked herself up in her chamber, and gone to sleep, or to prayers: Miss, Miss, — I hear her. — Come to your father, child; open the door.  Open the door, Miss.  I hear you cry husht.  O Lord, who’s there? [peeps]  What’s here to do?  O the Father!  A man with her!  Why, miss, I say; God’s my life, here’s fine doings towards — O Lord, we’re all undone.  O you young harlotry [knocks].  Od’s my life, won’t you open the door?  I’ll come in the back way.
 
  


SCENE II.

Tattle, Miss Prue.
 

MISS.  O Lord, she’s coming, and she’ll tell my father; what shall I do now?
 

TATT.  Pox take her; if she had stayed two minutes longer, I should have wished for her coming.
 

MISS.  O dear, what shall I say?  Tell me, Mr. Tattle, tell me a lie.
 

TATT.  There’s no occasion for a lie; I could never tell a lie to no purpose.  But since we have done nothing, we must say nothing, I think.  I hear her, — I’ll leave you together, and come off as you can.  [Thrusts her in, and shuts the door.]
 
  


SCENE III.

Tattle, Valentine, Scandal, Angelica.
 

ANG.  You can’t accuse me of inconstancy; I never told you that I loved you.
 

VAL.  But I can accuse you of uncertainty, for not telling me whether you did or not.
 

ANG.  You mistake indifference for uncertainty; I never had concern enough to ask myself the question.
 

SCAN.  Nor good-nature enough to answer him that did ask you; I’ll say that for you, madam.
 

ANG.  What, are you setting up for good-nature?
 

SCAN.  Only for the affectation of it, as the women do for ill-nature.
 

ANG.  Persuade your friend that it is all affectation.
 

SCAN.  I shall receive no benefit from the opinion; for I know no effectual difference between continued affectation and reality.
 

TATT.  [coming up].   Scandal, are you in private discourse?  Anything of secrecy?  [Aside to Scandal.]
 

SCAN.  Yes, but I dare trust you; we were talking of Angelica’s love to Valentine.  You won’t speak of it.
 

TATT.  No, no, not a syllable.  I know that’s a secret, for it’s whispered everywhere.
 

SCAN.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

ANG.  What is, Mr. Tattle?  I heard you say something was whispered everywhere.
 

SCAN.  Your love of Valentine.
 

ANG.  How!
 

TATT.  No, madam, his love for your ladyship.  Gad take me, I beg your pardon, — for I never heard a word of your ladyship’s passion till this instant.
 

ANG.  My passion!  And who told you of my passion, pray sir?
 

SCAN.  Why, is the devil in you?  Did not I tell it you for a secret?
 

TATT.  Gadso; but I thought she might have been trusted with her own affairs.
 

SCAN.  Is that your discretion?  Trust a woman with herself?
 

TATT.  You say true, I beg your pardon.  I’ll bring all off.  It was impossible, madam, for me to imagine that a person of your ladyship’s wit and gallantry could have so long received the passionate addresses of the accomplished Valentine, and yet remain insensible; therefore you will pardon me, if, from a just weight of his merit, with your ladyship’s good judgment, I formed the balance of a reciprocal affection.
 

VAL.  O the devil, what damned costive poet has given thee this lesson of fustian to get by rote?
 

ANG.  I dare swear you wrong him, it is his own.  And Mr. Tattle only judges of the success of others, from the effects of his own merit.  For certainly Mr. Tattle was never denied anything in his life.
 

TATT.  O Lord!  Yes, indeed, madam, several times.
 

ANG.  I swear I don’t think ’tis possible.
 

TATT.  Yes, I vow and swear I have; Lord, madam, I’m the most unfortunate man in the world, and the most cruelly used by the ladies.
 

ANG.  Nay, now you’re ungrateful.
 

TATT.  No, I hope not, ’tis as much ingratitude to own some favours as to conceal others.
 

VAL.  There, now it’s out.
 

ANG.  I don’t understand you now.  I thought you had never asked anything but what a lady might modestly grant, and you confess.
 

SCAN.  So faith, your business is done here; now you may go brag somewhere else.
 

TATT.  Brag!  O heavens!  Why, did I name anybody?
 

ANG.  No; I suppose that is not in your power; but you would if you could, no doubt on’t.
 

TATT.  Not in my power, madam!  What, does your ladyship mean that I have no woman’s reputation in my power?
 

SCAN.  ‘Oons, why, you won’t own it, will you?  [Aside.]
 

TATT.  Faith, madam, you’re in the right; no more I have, as I hope to be saved; I never had it in my power to say anything to a lady’s prejudice in my life.  For as I was telling you, madam, I have been the most unsuccessful creature living, in things of that nature; and never had the good fortune to be trusted once with a lady’s secret, not once.
 

ANG.  No?
 

VAL.  Not once, I dare answer for him.
 

SCAN.  And I’ll answer for him; for I’m sure if he had, he would have told me; I find, madam, you don’t know Mr. Tattle.
 

TATT.  No indeed, madam, you don’t know me at all, I find.  For sure my intimate friends would have known — 
 

ANG.  Then it seems you would have told, if you had been trusted.
 

TATT.  O pox, Scandal, that was too far put.  Never have told particulars, madam.  Perhaps I might have talked as of a third person; or have introduced an amour of my own, in conversation, by way of novel; but never have explained particulars.
 

ANG.  But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tattle’s secrecy, if he was never trusted?
 

SCAN.  Why, thence it arises — the thing is proverbially spoken; but may be applied to him — as if we should say in general terms, he only is secret who never was trusted; a satirical proverb upon our sex.  There’s another upon yours — as she is chaste, who was never asked the question.  That’s all.
 

VAL.  A couple of very civil proverbs, truly.  ’Tis hard to tell whether the lady or Mr. Tattle be the more obliged to you.  For you found her virtue upon the backwardness of the men; and his secrecy upon the mistrust of the women.
 

TATT.  Gad, it’s very true, madam, I think we are obliged to acquit ourselves.  And for my part — but your ladyship is to speak first.
 

ANG.  Am I?  Well, I freely confess I have resisted a great deal of temptation.
 

TATT.  And i’Gad, I have given some temptation that has not been resisted.
 

VAL.  Good.
 

ANG.  I cite Valentine here, to declare to the court, how fruitless he has found his endeavours, and to confess all his solicitations and my denials.
 

VAL.  I am ready to plead not guilty for you; and guilty for myself.
 

SCAN.  So, why this is fair, here’s demonstration with a witness.
 

TATT.  Well, my witnesses are not present.  But I confess I have had favours from persons.  But as the favours are numberless, so the persons are nameless.
 

SCAN.  Pooh, this proves nothing.
 

TATT.  No?  I can show letters, lockets, pictures, and rings; and if there be occasion for witnesses, I can summon the maids at the chocolate-houses, all the porters at Pall Mall and Covent Garden, the door-keepers at the Playhouse, the drawers at Locket’s, Pontack’s, the Rummer, Spring Garden, my own landlady and valet de chambre; all who shall make oath that I receive more letters than the Secretary’s office, and that I have more vizor-masks to enquire for me, than ever went to see the Hermaphrodite, or the Naked Prince.  And it is notorious that in a country church once, an enquiry being made who I was, it was answered, I was the famous Tattle, who had ruined so many women.
 

VAL.  It was there, I suppose, you got the nickname of the Great Turk.
 

TATT.  True; I was called Turk-Tattle all over the parish.  The next Sunday all the old women kept their daughters at home, and the parson had not half his congregation.  He would have brought me into the spiritual court, but I was revenged upon him, for he had a handsome daughter whom I initiated into the science.  But I repented it afterwards, for it was talked of in town.  And a lady of quality that shall be nameless, in a raging fit of jealousy, came down in her coach and six horses, and exposed herself upon my account; Gad, I was sorry for it with all my heart.  You know whom I mean — you know where we raffled — 
 

SCAN.  Mum, Tattle.
 

VAL.  ‘Sdeath, are not you ashamed?
 

ANG.  O barbarous!  I never heard so insolent a piece of vanity.  Fie, Mr. Tattle; I’ll swear I could not have believed it.  Is this your secrecy?
 

TATT.  Gadso, the heat of my story carried me beyond my discretion, as the heat of the lady’s passion hurried her beyond her reputation.  But I hope you don’t know whom I mean; for there was a great many ladies raffled.  Pox on’t, now could I bite off my tongue.
 

SCAN.  No, don’t; for then you’ll tell us no more.  Come, I’ll recommend a song to you upon the hint of my two proverbs, and I see one in the next room that will sing it.  [Goes to the door.]
 

TATT.  For heaven’s sake, if you do guess, say nothing; Gad, I’m very unfortunate.
 

SCAN.  Pray sing the first song in the last new play.
 

SONG.
Set by Mr. John Eccles.
 

I.
 

A nymph and a swain to Apollo once prayed,
The swain had been jilted, the nymph been betrayed:
Their intent was to try if his oracle knew
E’er a nymph that was chaste, or a swain that was true.
 

II.
 

Apollo was mute, and had like t’have been posed,
But sagely at length he this secret disclosed:
He alone won’t betray in whom none will confide,
And the nymph may be chaste that has never been tried.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Sir Sampson, Mrs. Frail, Miss Prue, and Servant.
 

SIR SAMP.  Is Ben come?  Odso, my son Ben come?  Odd, I’m glad on’t.  Where is he?  I long to see him.  Now, Mrs. Frail, you shall see my son Ben.  Body o’ me, he’s the hopes of my family.  I han’t seen him these three years — I warrant he’s grown.  Call him in, bid him make haste.  I’m ready to cry for joy.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Now Miss, you shall see your husband.
 

MISS.  Pish, he shall be none of my husband.  [Aside to Frail.]
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Hush.  Well he shan’t; leave that to me.  I’ll beckon Mr. Tattle to us.
 

ANG.  Won’t you stay and see your brother?
 

VAL.  We are the twin stars, and cannot shine in one sphere; when he rises I must set.  Besides, if I should stay, I don’t know but my father in good nature may press me to the immediate signing the deed of conveyance of my estate; and I’ll defer it as long as I can.  Well, you’ll come to a resolution.
 

ANG.  I can’t.  Resolution must come to me, or I shall never have one.
 

SCAN.  Come, Valentine, I’ll go with you; I’ve something in my head to communicate to you.
 
  


SCENE V.

Angelica, Sir Sampson, Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Miss Prue.
 

SIR SAMP.  What, is my son Valentine gone?  What, is he sneaked off, and would not see his brother?  There’s an unnatural whelp!  There’s an ill-natured dog!  What, were you here too, madam, and could not keep him?  Could neither love, nor duty, nor natural affection oblige him?  Odsbud, madam, have no more to say to him, he is not worth your consideration.  The rogue has not a drachm of generous love about him — all interest, all interest; he’s an undone scoundrel, and courts your estate: body o’ me, he does not care a doit for your person.
 

ANG.  I’m pretty even with him, Sir Sampson; for if ever I could have liked anything in him, it should have been his estate too; but since that’s gone, the bait’s off, and the naked hook appears.
 

SIR SAMP.  Odsbud, well spoken, and you are a wiser woman than I thought you were, for most young women now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked hook.
 

ANG.  If I marry, Sir Sampson, I’m for a good estate with any man, and for any man with a good estate; therefore, if I were obliged to make a choice, I declare I’d rather have you than your son.
 

SIR SAMP.  Faith and troth, you’re a wise woman, and I’m glad to hear you say so; I was afraid you were in love with the reprobate.  Odd, I was sorry for you with all my heart.  Hang him, mongrel, cast him off; you shall see the rogue show himself, and make love to some desponding Cadua of fourscore for sustenance.  Odd, I love to see a young spendthrift forced to cling to an old woman for support, like ivy round a dead oak; faith I do, I love to see ’em hug and cotton together, like down upon a thistle.
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To them] Ben Legend and Servant.
 

BEN.  Where’s father?
 

SERV.  There, sir, his back’s toward you.
 

SIR SAMP.  My son Ben!  Bless thee, my dear body.  Body o’ me, thou art heartily welcome.
 

BEN.  Thank you, father, and I’m glad to see you.
 

SIR SAMP.  Odsbud, and I’m glad to see thee; kiss me, boy, kiss me again and again, dear Ben.  [Kisses him.]
 

BEN.  So, so, enough, father, Mess, I’d rather kiss these gentlewomen.
 

SIR SAMP.  And so thou shalt.  Mrs. Angelica, my son Ben.
 

BEN.  Forsooth, if you please.  [Salutes her.]  Nay, mistress, I’m not for dropping anchor here; about ship, i’faith.  [Kisses Frail.]  Nay, and you too, my little cock-boat — so [Kisses Miss].
 

TATT.  Sir, you’re welcome ashore.
 

BEN.  Thank you, thank you, friend.
 

SIR SAMP.  Thou hast been many a weary league, Ben, since I saw thee.
 

BEN.  Ay, ay, been!  Been far enough, an’ that be all.  Well, father, and how do all at home?  How does brother Dick, and brother Val?
 

SIR SAMP.  Dick — body o’ me — Dick has been dead these two years.  I writ you word when you were at Leghorn.
 

BEN.  Mess, that’s true; marry!  I had forgot.  Dick’s dead, as you say.  Well, and how?  I have a many questions to ask you.  Well, you ben’t married again, father, be you?
 

SIR SAMP.  No; I intend you shall marry, Ben; I would not marry for thy sake.
 

BEN.  Nay, what does that signify?  An’ you marry again — why then, I’ll go to sea again, so there’s one for t’other, an’ that be all.  Pray don’t let me be your hindrance — e’en marry a God’s name, an the wind sit that way.  As for my part, mayhap I have no mind to marry.
 

FRAIL.  That would be pity — such a handsome young gentleman.
 

BEN.  Handsome! he, he, he! nay, forsooth, an you be for joking, I’ll joke with you, for I love my jest, an’ the ship were sinking, as we sayn at sea.  But I’ll tell you why I don’t much stand towards matrimony.  I love to roam about from port to port, and from land to land; I could never abide to be port-bound, as we call it.  Now, a man that is married has, as it were, d’ye see, his feet in the bilboes, and mayhap mayn’t get them out again when he would.
 

SIR SAMP.  Ben’s a wag.
 

BEN.  A man that is married, d’ye see, is no more like another man than a galley-slave is like one of us free sailors; he is chained to an oar all his life, and mayhap forced to tug a leaky vessel into the bargain.
 

SIR SAMP.  A very wag — Ben’s a very wag; only a little rough, he wants a little polishing.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Not at all; I like his humour mightily: it’s plain and honest — I should like such a humour in a husband extremely.
 

BEN.  Say’n you so, forsooth?  Marry, and I should like such a handsome gentlewoman for a bed-fellow hugely.  How say you, mistress, would you like going to sea?  Mess, you’re a tight vessel, an well rigged, an you were but as well manned.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  I should not doubt that if you were master of me.
 

BEN.  But I’ll tell you one thing, an you come to sea in a high wind, or that lady — you may’nt carry so much sail o’ your head — top and top gallant, by the mess.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No, why so?
 

BEN.  Why, an you do, you may run the risk to be overset, and then you’ll carry your keels above water, he, he, he!
 

ANG.  I swear, Mr. Benjamin is the veriest wag in nature — an absolute sea-wit.
 

SIR SAMP.  Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you before, they want a little polishing.  You must not take anything ill, madam.
 

BEN.  No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; I mean all in good part, for if I give a jest, I’ll take a jest, and so forsooth you may be as free with me.
 

ANG.  I thank you, sir, I am not at all offended.  But methinks, Sir Sampson, you should leave him alone with his mistress.  Mr. Tattle, we must not hinder lovers.
 

TATT.  Well, Miss, I have your promise.  [Aside to Miss.]
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, madam, you say true.  Look you, Ben, this is your mistress.  Come, Miss, you must not be shame-faced; we’ll leave you together.
 

MISS.  I can’t abide to be left alone; mayn’t my cousin stay with me?
 

SIR SAMP.  No, no.  Come, let’s away.
 

BEN.  Look you, father, mayhap the young woman mayn’t take a liking to me.
 

SIR SAMP.  I warrant thee, boy: come, come, we’ll be gone; I’ll venture that.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Ben, and Miss Prue.
 

BEN.  Come mistress, will you please to sit down? for an you stand a stern a that’n, we shall never grapple together.  Come, I’ll haul a chair; there, an you please to sit, I’ll sit by you.
 

MISS.  You need not sit so near one, if you have anything to say, I can hear you farther off, I an’t deaf.
 

BEN.  Why that’s true, as you say, nor I an’t dumb, I can be heard as far as another, — I’ll heave off, to please you.  [Sits farther off.]  An we were a league asunder, I’d undertake to hold discourse with you, an ‘twere not a main high wind indeed, and full in my teeth.  Look you, forsooth, I am, as it were, bound for the land of matrimony; ’tis a voyage, d’ye see, that was none of my seeking.  I was commanded by father, and if you like of it, mayhap I may steer into your harbour.  How say you, mistress?  The short of the thing is, that if you like me, and I like you, we may chance to swing in a hammock together.
 

MISS.  I don’t know what to say to you, nor I don’t care to speak with you at all.
 

BEN.  No?  I’m sorry for that.  But pray why are you so scornful?
 

MISS.  As long as one must not speak one’s mind, one had better not speak at all, I think, and truly I won’t tell a lie for the matter.
 

BEN.  Nay, you say true in that, it’s but a folly to lie: for to speak one thing, and to think just the contrary way is, as it were, to look one way, and to row another.  Now, for my part, d’ye see, I’m for carrying things above board, I’m not for keeping anything under hatches, — so that if you ben’t as willing as I, say so a God’s name: there’s no harm done; mayhap you may be shame-faced; some maidens thof they love a man well enough, yet they don’t care to tell’n so to’s face.  If that’s the case, why, silence gives consent.
 

MISS.  But I’m sure it is not so, for I’ll speak sooner than you should believe that; and I’ll speak truth, though one should always tell a lie to a man; and I don’t care, let my father do what he will; I’m too big to be whipt, so I’ll tell you plainly, I don’t like you, nor love you at all, nor never will, that’s more: so there’s your answer for you; and don’t trouble me no more, you ugly thing.
 

BEN.  Look you, young woman, you may learn to give good words, however.  I spoke you fair, d’ye see, and civil.  As for your love or your liking, I don’t value it of a rope’s end; and mayhap I like you as little as you do me: what I said was in obedience to father.  Gad, I fear a whipping no more than you do.  But I tell you one thing, if you should give such language at sea, you’d have a cat o’ nine tails laid cross your shoulders.  Flesh! who are you?  You heard t’other handsome young woman speak civilly to me of her own accord.  Whatever you think of yourself, gad, I don’t think you are any more to compare to her than a can of small-beer to a bowl of punch.
 

MISS.  Well, and there’s a handsome gentleman, and a fine gentleman, and a sweet gentleman, that was here that loves me, and I love him; and if he sees you speak to me any more, he’ll thrash your jacket for you, he will, you great sea-calf.
 

BEN.  What, do you mean that fair-weather spark that was here just now?  Will he thrash my jacket?  Let’n, — let’n.  But an he comes near me, mayhap I may giv’n a salt eel for’s supper, for all that.  What does father mean to leave me alone as soon as I come home with such a dirty dowdy?  Sea-calf?  I an’t calf enough to lick your chalked face, you cheese-curd you: — marry thee?  Oons, I’ll marry a Lapland witch as soon, and live upon selling contrary winds and wrecked vessels.
 

MISS.  I won’t be called names, nor I won’t be abused thus, so I won’t.  If I were a man [cries] — you durst not talk at his rate.  No, you durst not, you stinking tar-barrel.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To them] Mrs. Foresight and Mrs. Frail.
 

MRS. FORE.  They have quarrelled, just as we could wish.
 

BEN.  Tar-barrel?  Let your sweetheart there call me so, if he’ll take your part, your Tom Essence, and I’ll say something to him; gad, I’ll lace his musk-doublet for him, I’ll make him stink: he shall smell more like a weasel than a civet-cat, afore I ha’ done with ‘en.
 

MRS. FORE.  Bless me, what’s the matter, Miss?  What, does she cry?  Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to her?
 

BEN.  Let her cry: the more she cries the less she’ll — she has been gathering foul weather in her mouth, and now it rains out at her eyes.
 

MRS. FORE.  Come, Miss, come along with me, and tell me, poor child.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Lord, what shall we do?  There’s my brother Foresight and Sir Sampson coming.  Sister, do you take Miss down into the parlour, and I’ll carry Mr. Benjamin into my chamber, for they must not know that they are fallen out.  Come, sir, will you venture yourself with me?  [Looking kindly on him.]
 

BEN.  Venture, mess, and that I will, though ‘twere to sea in a storm.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Sir Sampson and Foresight.
 

SIR SAMP.  I left ’em together here; what, are they gone?  Ben’s a brisk boy: he has got her into a corner; father’s own son, faith, he’ll touzle her, and mouzle her.  The rogue’s sharp set, coming from sea; if he should not stay for saving grace, old Foresight, but fall to without the help of a parson, ha?  Odd, if he should I could not be angry with him; ’twould be but like me, a chip of the old block.  Ha! thou’rt melancholic, old Prognostication; as melancholic as if thou hadst spilt the salt, or pared thy nails on a Sunday.  Come, cheer up, look about thee: look up, old stargazer.  Now is he poring upon the ground for a crooked pin, or an old horse-nail, with the head towards him.
 

FORE.  Sir Sampson, we’ll have the wedding to-morrow morning.
 

SIR SAMP.  With all my heart.
 

FORE.  At ten a’clock, punctually at ten.
 

SIR SAMP.  To a minute, to a second; thou shalt set thy watch, and the bridegroom shall observe its motions; they shall be married to a minute, go to bed to a minute; and when the alarm strikes, they shall keep time like the figures of St. Dunstan’s clock, and consummatum est shall ring all over the parish.
 
  


SCENE X.

[To them] Scandal.
 

SCAN.  Sir Sampson, sad news.
 

FORE.  Bless us!
 

SIR SAMP.  Why, what’s the matter?
 

SCAN.  Can’t you guess at what ought to afflict you and him, and all of us, more than anything else?
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, I don’t know any universal grievance, but a new tax, or the loss of the Canary fleet.  Unless popery should be landed in the West, or the French fleet were at anchor at Blackwall.
 

SCAN.  No.  Undoubtedly, Mr. Foresight knew all this, and might have prevented it.
 

FORE.  ’Tis no earthquake!
 

SCAN.  No, not yet; nor whirlwind.  But we don’t know what it may come to.  But it has had a consequence already that touches us all.
 

SIR SAMP.  Why, body o’ me, out with’t.
 

SCAN.  Something has appeared to your son Valentine.  He’s gone to bed upon’t, and very ill.  He speaks little, yet he says he has a world to say.  Asks for his father and the wise Foresight; talks of Raymond Lully, and the ghost of Lilly.  He has secrets to impart, I suppose, to you two.  I can get nothing out of him but sighs.  He desires he may see you in the morning, but would not be disturbed to-night, because he has some business to do in a dream.
 

SIR SAMP.  Hoity toity, what have I to do with his dreams or his divination?  Body o’ me, this is a trick to defer signing the conveyance.  I warrant the devil will tell him in a dream that he must not part with his estate.  But I’ll bring him a parson to tell him that the devil’s a liar: — or if that won’t do, I’ll bring a lawyer that shall out-lie the devil.  And so I’ll try whether my blackguard or his shall get the better of the day.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Scandal, Foresight.
 

SCAN.  Alas, Mr. Foresight, I’m afraid all is not right.  You are a wise man, and a conscientious man, a searcher into obscurity and futurity, and if you commit an error, it is with a great deal of consideration, and discretion, and caution — 
 

FORE.  Ah, good Mr. Scandal — 
 

SCAN.  Nay, nay, ’tis manifest; I do not flatter you.  But Sir Sampson is hasty, very hasty.  I’m afraid he is not scrupulous enough, Mr. Foresight.  He has been wicked, and heav’n grant he may mean well in his affair with you.  But my mind gives me, these things cannot be wholly insignificant.  You are wise, and should not be over-reached, methinks you should not — 
 

FORE.  Alas, Mr. Scandal, — humanum est errare.
 

SCAN.  You say true, man will err; mere man will err — but you are something more.  There have been wise men; but they were such as you, men who consulted the stars, and were observers of omens.  Solomon was wise, but how? — by his judgment in astrology.  So says Pineda in his third book and eighth chapter — 
 

FORE.  You are learned, Mr. Scandal.
 

SCAN.  A trifler — but a lover of art.  And the Wise Men of the East owed their instruction to a star, which is rightly observed by Gregory the Great in favour of astrology.  And Albertus Magnus makes it the most valuable science, because, says he, it teaches us to consider the causation of causes, in the causes of things.
 

FORE.  I protest I honour you, Mr. Scandal.  I did not think you had been read in these matters.  Few young men are inclined — 
 

SCAN.  I thank my stars that have inclined me.  But I fear this marriage and making over this estate, this transferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring judgments upon us.  I prophesy it, and I would not have the fate of Cassandra not to be believed.  Valentine is disturbed; what can be the cause of that?  And Sir Sampson is hurried on by an unusual violence.  I fear he does not act wholly from himself; methinks he does not look as he used to do.
 

FORE.  He was always of an impetuous nature.  But as to this marriage, I have consulted the stars, and all appearances are prosperous — 
 

SCAN.  Come, come, Mr. Foresight, let not the prospect of worldly lucre carry you beyond your judgment, nor against your conscience.  You are not satisfied that you act justly.
 

FORE.  How?
 

SCAN.  You are not satisfied, I say.  I am loth to discourage you, but it is palpable that you are not satisfied.
 

FORE.  How does it appear, Mr. Scandal?  I think I am very well satisfied.
 

SCAN.  Either you suffer yourself to deceive yourself, or you do not know yourself.
 

FORE.  Pray explain yourself.
 

SCAN.  Do you sleep well o’ nights?
 

FORE.  Very well.
 

SCAN.  Are you certain?  You do not look so.
 

FORE.  I am in health, I think.
 

SCAN.  So was Valentine this morning; and looked just so.
 

FORE.  How?  Am I altered any way?  I don’t perceive it.
 

SCAN.  That may be, but your beard is longer than it was two hours ago.
 

FORE.  Indeed!  Bless me!
 
  


SCENE XII.

[To them] Mrs. Foresight.
 

MRS. FORE.  Husband, will you go to bed?  It’s ten a’clock.  Mr. Scandal, your servant.
 

SCAN.  Pox on her, she has interrupted my design — but I must work her into the project.  You keep early hours, madam.
 

MRS. FORE.  Mr. Foresight is punctual; we sit up after him.
 

FORE.  My dear, pray lend me your glass, your little looking-glass.
 

SCAN.  Pray lend it him, madam.  I’ll tell you the reason.
 

[She gives him the glass: Scandal and she whisper.]  My passion for you is grown so violent, that I am no longer master of myself.  I was interrupted in the morning, when you had charity enough to give me your attention, and I had hopes of finding another opportunity of explaining myself to you, but was disappointed all this day; and the uneasiness that has attended me ever since brings me now hither at this unseasonable hour.
 

MRS. FORE.  Was there ever such impudence, to make love to me before my husband’s face?  I’ll swear I’ll tell him.
 

SCAN.  Do.  I’ll die a martyr rather than disclaim my passion.  But come a little farther this way, and I’ll tell you what project I had to get him out of the way; that I might have an opportunity of waiting upon you.  [Whisper.  Foresight looking in the glass.]
 

FORE.  I do not see any revolution here; methinks I look with a serene and benign aspect — pale, a little pale — but the roses of these cheeks have been gathered many years; — ha!  I do not like that sudden flushing.  Gone already! hem, hem, hem! faintish.  My heart is pretty good; yet it beats; and my pulses, ha! — I have none — mercy on me — hum.  Yes, here they are — gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, hey!  Whither will they hurry me?  Now they’re gone again.  And now I’m faint again, and pale again, and hem! and my hem! breath, hem! grows short; hem! hem! he, he, hem!
 

SCAN.  It takes: pursue it in the name of love and pleasure.
 

MRS. FORE.  How do you do, Mr. Foresight!
 

FORE.  Hum, not so well as I thought I was.  Lend me your hand.
 

SCAN.  Look you there now.  Your lady says your sleep has been unquiet of late.
 

FORE.  Very likely.
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh, mighty restless, but I was afraid to tell him so.  He has been subject to talking and starting.
 

SCAN.  And did not use to be so?
 

MRS. FORE.  Never, never, till within these three nights; I cannot say that he has once broken my rest since we have been married.
 

FORE.  I will go to bed.
 

SCAN.  Do so, Mr. Foresight, and say your prayers.  He looks better than he did.
 

MRS. FORE.  Nurse, nurse!
 

FORE.  Do you think so, Mr. Scandal?
 

SCAN.  Yes, yes.  I hope this will be gone by morning, taking it in time.
 

FORE.  I hope so.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

[To them] Nurse.
 

MRS. FORE.  Nurse; your master is not well; put him to bed.
 

SCAN.  I hope you will be able to see Valentine in the morning.  You had best take a little diacodion and cowslip-water, and lie upon your back: maybe you may dream.
 

FORE.  I thank you, Mr. Scandal, I will.  Nurse, let me have a watch-light, and lay the Crumbs of Comfort by me.
 

NURSE.  Yes, sir.
 

FORE.  And — hem, hem!  I am very faint.
 

SCAN.  No, no, you look much better.
 

FORE.  Do I?  And, d’ye hear, bring me, let me see — within a quarter of twelve, hem — he, hem! — just upon the turning of the tide, bring me the urinal; and I hope, neither the lord of my ascendant, nor the moon will be combust; and then I may do well.
 

SCAN.  I hope so.  Leave that to me; I will erect a scheme; and I hope I shall find both Sol and Venus in the sixth house.
 

FORE.  I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that would be a great comfort to me.  Hem, hem! good night.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

Scandal, Mrs. Foresight.
 

SCAN.  Good night, good Mr. Foresight; and I hope Mars and Venus will be in conjunction; — while your wife and I are together.
 

MRS. FORE.  Well; and what use do you hope to make of this project?  You don’t think that you are ever like to succeed in your design upon me?
 

SCAN.  Yes, faith I do; I have a better opinion both of you and myself than to despair.
 

MRS. FORE.  Did you ever hear such a toad?  Hark’ee, devil: do you think any woman honest?
 

SCAN.  Yes, several, very honest; they’ll cheat a little at cards, sometimes, but that’s nothing.
 

MRS. FORE.  Pshaw! but virtuous, I mean?
 

SCAN.  Yes, faith, I believe some women are virtuous too; but ’tis as I believe some men are valiant, through fear.  For why should a man court danger or a woman shun pleasure?
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh, monstrous!  What are conscience and honour?
 

SCAN.  Why, honour is a public enemy, and conscience a domestic thief; and he that would secure his pleasure must pay a tribute to one and go halves with t’other.  As for honour, that you have secured, for you have purchased a perpetual opportunity for pleasure.
 

MRS. FORE.  An opportunity for pleasure?
 

SCAN.  Ay, your husband, a husband is an opportunity for pleasure: so you have taken care of honour, and ’tis the least I can do to take care of conscience.
 

MRS. FORE.  And so you think we are free for one another?
 

SCAN.  Yes, faith I think so; I love to speak my mind.
 

MRS. FORE.  Why, then, I’ll speak my mind.  Now as to this affair between you and me.  Here you make love to me; why, I’ll confess it does not displease me.  Your person is well enough, and your understanding is not amiss.
 

SCAN.  I have no great opinion of myself, but I think I’m neither deformed nor a fool.
 

MRS. FORE.  But you have a villainous character: you are a libertine in speech, as well as practice.
 

SCAN.  Come, I know what you would say: you think it more dangerous to be seen in conversation with me than to allow some other men the last favour; you mistake: the liberty I take in talking is purely affected for the service of your sex.  He that first cries out stop thief is often he that has stol’n the treasure.  I am a juggler, that act by confederacy; and if you please, we’ll put a trick upon the world.
 

MRS. FORE.  Ay; but you are such an universal juggler, that I’m afraid you have a great many confederates.
 

SCAN.  Faith, I’m sound.
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh, fie — I’ll swear you’re impudent.
 

SCAN.  I’ll swear you’re handsome.
 

MRS. FORE.  Pish, you’d tell me so, though you did not think so.
 

SCAN.  And you’d think so, though I should not tell you so.  And now I think we know one another pretty well.
 

MRS. FORE.  O Lord, who’s here?
 
  


SCENE XV.

[To them] Mrs. Frail and Ben.
 

BEN.  Mess, I love to speak my mind.  Father has nothing to do with me.  Nay, I can’t say that neither; he has something to do with me.  But what does that signify?  If so be that I ben’t minded to be steered by him; ’tis as thof he should strive against wind and tide.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Ay, but, my dear, we must keep it secret till the estate be settled; for you know, marrying without an estate is like sailing in a ship without ballast.
 

BEN.  He, he, he; why, that’s true; just so for all the world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  And though I have a good portion, you know one would not venture all in one bottom.
 

BEN.  Why, that’s true again; for mayhap one bottom may spring a leak.  You have hit it indeed: mess, you’ve nicked the channel.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Well, but if you should forsake me after all, you’d break my heart.
 

BEN.  Break your heart?  I’d rather the Mary-gold should break her cable in a storm, as well as I love her.  Flesh, you don’t think I’m false-hearted, like a landman.  A sailor will be honest, thof mayhap he has never a penny of money in his pocket.  Mayhap I may not have so fair a face as a citizen or a courtier; but, for all that, I’ve as good blood in my veins, and a heart as sound as a biscuit.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  And will you love me always?
 

BEN.  Nay, an I love once, I’ll stick like pitch; I’ll tell you that.  Come, I’ll sing you a song of a sailor.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Hold, there’s my sister, I’ll call her to hear it.
 

MRS. FORE.  Well; I won’t go to bed to my husband to-night, because I’ll retire to my own chamber, and think of what you have said.
 

SCAN.  Well; you’ll give me leave to wait upon you to your chamber door, and leave you my last instructions?
 

MRS. FORE.  Hold, here’s my sister coming towards us.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  If it won’t interrupt you I’ll entertain you with a song.
 

BEN.  The song was made upon one of our ship’s-crew’s wife.  Our boatswain made the song.  Mayhap you may know her, sir.  Before she was married she was called buxom Joan of Deptford.
 

SCAN.  I have heard of her.
 

BEN.  [Sings]: — 
 

BALLAD.
Set by Mr. John Eccles.
 

I.
 

A soldier and a sailor,
A tinker and a tailor,
Had once a doubtful strife, sir,
To make a maid a wife, sir,
   Whose name was buxom Joan.
For now the time was ended,
When she no more intended
To lick her lips at men, sir,
And gnaw the sheets in vain, sir,
      And lie o’ nights alone.
 

II.
 

The soldier swore like thunder,
He loved her more than plunder,
And shewed her many a scar, sir,
That he had brought from far, sir,
   With fighting for her sake.
The tailor thought to please her
With offering her his measure.
The tinker, too, with mettle
Said he could mend her kettle,
   And stop up ev’ry leak.
 

III.
 

But while these three were prating,
The sailor slyly waiting,
Thought if it came about, sir,
That they should all fall out, sir,
   He then might play his part.
And just e’en as he meant, sir,
To loggerheads they went, sir,
And then he let fly at her
A shot ‘twixt wind and water,
   That won this fair maid’s heart.
 

BEN.  If some of our crew that came to see me are not gone, you shall see that we sailors can dance sometimes as well as other folks.  [Whistles.]  I warrant that brings ’em, an they be within hearing.  [Enter seamen].   Oh, here they be — and fiddles along with ’em.  Come, my lads, let’s have a round, and I’ll make one.  [Dance.]
 

BEN.  We’re merry folks, we sailors: we han’t much to care for.  Thus we live at sea; eat biscuit, and drink flip, put on a clean shirt once a quarter; come home and lie with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little money, and then put off with the next fair wind.  How d’ye like us?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Oh, you are the happiest, merriest men alive.
 

MRS. FORE.  We’re beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this entertainment.  I believe it’s late.
 

BEN.  Why, forsooth, an you think so, you had best go to bed.  For my part, I mean to toss a can, and remember my sweet-heart, afore I turn in; mayhap I may dream of her.
 

MRS. FORE.  Mr. Scandal, you had best go to bed and dream too.
 

SCAN.  Why, faith, I have a good lively imagination, and can dream as much to the purpose as another, if I set about it.  But dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy, hopeless, and imperfect lover; ’tis the last glimpse of love to worn-out sinners, and the faint dawning of a bliss to wishing girls and growing boys.
 

There’s nought but willing, waking love, that can
Make blest the ripened maid and finished man.
 
  


ACT IV. — SCENE I.

Valentine’s lodging.
 

Scandal and Jeremy.
 

SCAN.  Well, is your master ready? does he look madly and talk madly?
 

JERE.  Yes, sir; you need make no great doubt of that.  He that was so near turning poet yesterday morning can’t be much to seek in playing the madman to-day.
 

SCAN.  Would he have Angelica acquainted with the reason of his design?
 

JERE.  No, sir, not yet.  He has a mind to try whether his playing the madman won’t make her play the fool, and fall in love with him; or at least own that she has loved him all this while and concealed it.
 

SCAN.  I saw her take coach just now with her maid, and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither.
 

JERE.  Like enough, sir, for I told her maid this morning, my master was run stark mad only for love of her mistress. — I hear a coach stop; if it should be she, sir, I believe he would not see her, till he hears how she takes it.
 

SCAN.  Well, I’ll try her:— ’tis she — here she comes.
 
  


SCENE II.

[To them] Angelica with Jenny.
 

ANG.  Mr. Scandal, I suppose you don’t think it a novelty to see a woman visit a man at his own lodgings in a morning?
 

SCAN.  Not upon a kind occasion, madam.  But when a lady comes tyrannically to insult a ruined lover, and make manifest the cruel triumphs of her beauty, the barbarity of it something surprises me.
 

ANG.  I don’t like raillery from a serious face.  Pray tell me what is the matter?
 

JERE.  No strange matter, madam; my master’s mad, that’s all.  I suppose your ladyship has thought him so a great while.
 

ANG.  How d’ye mean, mad?
 

JERE.  Why, faith, madam, he’s mad for want of his wits, just as he was poor for want of money; his head is e’en as light as his pockets, and anybody that has a mind to a bad bargain can’t do better than to beg him for his estate.
 

ANG.  If you speak truth, your endeavouring at wit is very unseasonable.
 

SCAN.  She’s concerned, and loves him.  [Aside.]
 

ANG.  Mr. Scandal, you can’t think me guilty of so much inhumanity as not to be concerned for a man I must own myself obliged to?  Pray tell me truth.
 

SCAN.  Faith, madam, I wish telling a lie would mend the matter.  But this is no new effect of an unsuccessful passion.
 

ANG.  [Aside.]  I know not what to think.  Yet I should be vexed to have a trick put upon me.  May I not see him?
 

SCAN.  I’m afraid the physician is not willing you should see him yet.  Jeremy, go in and enquire.
 
  


SCENE III.

Scandal, Angelica, Jenny.
 

ANG.  Ha!  I saw him wink and smile.  I fancy ’tis a trick — I’ll try. — I would disguise to all the world a failing which I must own to you: I fear my happiness depends upon the recovery of Valentine.  Therefore I conjure you, as you are his friend, and as you have compassion upon one fearful of affliction, to tell me what I am to hope for — I cannot speak — but you may tell me, tell me, for you know what I would ask?
 

SCAN.  So, this is pretty plain.  Be not too much concerned, madam; I hope his condition is not desperate.  An acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, may work a cure, as the fear of your aversion occasioned his distemper.
 

ANG.  [Aside.]  Say you so; nay, then, I’m convinced.  And if I don’t play trick for trick, may I never taste the pleasure of revenge. — Acknowledgment of love!  I find you have mistaken my compassion, and think me guilty of a weakness I am a stranger to.  But I have too much sincerity to deceive you, and too much charity to suffer him to be deluded with vain hopes.  Good nature and humanity oblige me to be concerned for him; but to love is neither in my power nor inclination, and if he can’t be cured without I suck the poison from his wounds, I’m afraid he won’t recover his senses till I lose mine.
 

SCAN.  Hey, brave woman, i’faith — won’t you see him, then, if he desire it?
 

ANG.  What signify a madman’s desires?  Besides, ’twould make me uneasy: — if I don’t see him, perhaps my concern for him may lessen.  If I forget him, ’tis no more than he has done by himself; and now the surprise is over, methinks I am not half so sorry as I was.
 

SCAN.  So, faith, good nature works apace; you were confessing just now an obligation to his love.
 

ANG.  But I have considered that passions are unreasonable and involuntary; if he loves, he can’t help it; and if I don’t love, I can’t help it; no more than he can help his being a man, or I my being a woman: or no more than I can help my want of inclination to stay longer here.  Come, Jenny.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Scandal, Jeremy.
 

SCAN.  Humh!  An admirable composition, faith, this same womankind.
 

JERE.  What, is she gone, sir?
 

SCAN.  Gone?  Why, she was never here, nor anywhere else; nor I don’t know her if I see her, nor you neither.
 

JERE.  Good lack!  What’s the matter now?  Are any more of us to be mad?  Why, sir, my master longs to see her, and is almost mad in good earnest with the joyful news of her being here.
 

SCAN.  We are all under a mistake.  Ask no questions, for I can’t resolve you; but I’ll inform your master.  In the meantime, if our project succeed no better with his father than it does with his mistress, he may descend from his exaltation of madness into the road of common sense, and be content only to be made a fool with other reasonable people.  I hear Sir Sampson.  You know your cue; I’ll to your master.
 
  


SCENE V.

Jeremy, Sir Sampson Legend, with a Lawyer.
 

SIR SAMP.  D’ye see, Mr. Buckram, here’s the paper signed with his own hand.
 

BUCK.  Good, sir.  And the conveyance is ready drawn in this box, if he be ready to sign and seal.
 

SIR SAMP.  Ready, body o’ me?  He must be ready.  His sham-sickness shan’t excuse him.  Oh, here’s his scoundrel.  Sirrah, where’s your master?
 

JERE.  Ah sir, he’s quite gone.
 

SIR SAMP.  Gone!  What, he is not dead?
 

JERE.  No, sir, not dead.
 

SIR SAMP.  What, is he gone out of town, run away, ha? has he tricked me?  Speak, varlet.
 

JERE.  No, no, sir, he’s safe enough, sir, an he were but as sound, poor gentleman.  He is indeed here, sir, and not here, sir.
 

SIR SAMP.  Hey day, rascal, do you banter me?  Sirrah, d’ye banter me?  Speak, sirrah, where is he? for I will find him.
 

JERE.  Would you could, sir, for he has lost himself.  Indeed, sir, I have a’most broke my heart about him — I can’t refrain tears when I think of him, sir: I’m as melancholy for him as a passing-bell, sir, or a horse in a pound.
 

SIR SAMP.  A pox confound your similitudes, sir.  Speak to be understood, and tell me in plain terms what the matter is with him, or I’ll crack your fool’s skull.
 

JERE.  Ah, you’ve hit it, sir; that’s the matter with him, sir: his skull’s cracked, poor gentleman; he’s stark mad, sir.
 

SIR SAMP.  Mad!
 

BUCK.  What, is he non compos?
 

JERE.  Quite non compos, sir.
 

BUCK.  Why, then, all’s obliterated, Sir Sampson, if he be non compos mentis; his act and deed will be of no effect, it is not good in law.
 

SIR SAMP.  Oons, I won’t believe it; let me see him, sir.  Mad — I’ll make him find his senses.
 

JERE.  Mr. Scandal is with him, sir; I’ll knock at the door.
 

[Goes to the scene, which opens.]
 
  


SCENE VI.

Sir Sampson, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, and Lawyer.  Valentine upon a couch disorderly dressed.
 

SIR SAMP.  How now, what’s here to do?
 

VAL.  Ha!  Who’s that?  [Starting.]
 

SCAN.  For heav’n’s sake softly, sir, and gently; don’t provoke him.
 

VAL.  Answer me: who is that, and that?
 

SIR SAMP.  Gads bobs, does he not know me?  Is he mischievous?  I’ll speak gently.  Val, Val, dost thou not know me, boy?  Not know thy own father, Val?  I am thy own father, and this is honest Brief Buckram, the lawyer.
 

VAL.  It may be so — I did not know you — the world is full.  There are people that we do know, and people that we do not know, and yet the sun shines upon all alike.  There are fathers that have many children, and there are children that have many fathers.  ’Tis strange!  But I am Truth, and come to give the world the lie.
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, I know not what to say to him.
 

VAL.  Why does that lawyer wear black?  Does he carry his conscience withoutside?  Lawyer what art thou?  Dost thou know me?
 

BUCK.  O Lord, what must I say?  Yes, sir,
 

VAL.  Thou liest, for I am Truth.  ’Tis hard I cannot get a livelihood amongst you.  I have been sworn out of Westminster Hall the first day of every term — let me see — no matter how long.  But I’ll tell you one thing: it’s a question that would puzzle an arithmetician, if you should ask him, whether the Bible saves more souls in Westminster Abbey, or damns more in Westminster Hall.  For my part, I am Truth, and can’t tell; I have very few acquaintance.
 

SIR SAMP.  Body o’ me, he talks sensibly in his madness.  Has he no intervals?
 

JERE.  Very short, sir.
 

BUCK.  Sir, I can do you no service while he’s in this condition.  Here’s your paper, sir — he may do me a mischief if I stay.  The conveyance is ready, sir, if he recover his senses.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Sir Sampson, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy.
 

SIR SAMP.  Hold, hold, don’t you go yet.
 

SCAN.  You’d better let him go, sir, and send for him if there be occasion; for I fancy his presence provokes him more.
 

VAL.  Is the lawyer gone?  ’Tis well, then we may drink about without going together by the ears — heigh ho!  What a’clock is’t?  My father here!  Your blessing, sir.
 

SIR SAMP.  He recovers — bless thee, Val; how dost thou do, boy?
 

VAL.  Thank you, sir, pretty well.  I have been a little out of order, Won’t you please to sit, sir?
 

SIR SAMP.  Ay, boy.  Come, thou shalt sit down by me.
 

VAL.  Sir, ’tis my duty to wait.
 

SIR SAMP.  No, no; come, come, sit thee down, honest Val.  How dost thou do?  Let me feel thy pulse.  Oh, pretty well now, Val.  Body o’ me, I was sorry to see thee indisposed; but I’m glad thou art better, honest Val.
 

VAL.  I thank you, sir.
 

SCAN.  Miracle!  The monster grows loving.  [Aside.]
 

SIR SAMP.  Let me feel thy hand again, Val.  It does not shake; I believe thou canst write, Val.  Ha, boy? thou canst write thy name, Val.  Jeremy, step and overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haste back with the conveyance; quick, quick.  [In whisper to Jeremy.]
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Sir Sampson, Valentine, Scandal.
 

SCAN.  That ever I should suspect such a heathen of any remorse!  [Aside.]
 

SIR SAMP.  Dost thou know this paper, Val?  I know thou’rt honest, and wilt perform articles.  [Shows him the paper, but holds it out of his reach.]
 

VAL.  Pray let me see it, sir.  You hold it so far off that I can’t tell whether I know it or no.
 

SIR SAMP.  See it, boy?  Ay, ay; why, thou dost see it— ’tis thy own hand, Vally.  Why, let me see, I can read it as plain as can be.  Look you here.  [Reads.]  The condition of this obligation — Look you, as plain as can be, so it begins — and then at the bottom — As witness my hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great letters.  Why, ’tis as plain as the nose in one’s face.  What, are my eyes better than thine?  I believe I can read it farther off yet; let me see.  [Stretches his arm as far as he can.]
 

VAL.  Will you please to let me hold it, sir?
 

SIR SAMP.  Let thee hold it, sayest thou?  Ay, with all my heart.  What matter is it who holds it?  What need anybody hold it?  I’ll put it up in my pocket, Val, and then nobody need hold it.  [Puts the paper in his pocket.]  There, Val; it’s safe enough, boy.  But thou shalt have it as soon as thou hast set thy hand to another paper, little Val.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Jeremy with Buckram.
 

VAL.  What, is my bad genius here again!  Oh no, ’tis the lawyer with an itching palm; and he’s come to be scratched.  My nails are not long enough.  Let me have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly, and you shall see me act St. Dunstan, and lead the devil by the nose.
 

BUCK.  O Lord, let me begone: I’ll not venture myself with a madman.
 
  


SCENE X.

Sir Sampson, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy.
 

VAL.  Ha, ha, ha; you need not run so fast, honesty will not overtake you.  Ha, ha, ha, the rogue found me out to be in forma pauperis presently.
 

SIR SAMP.  Oons!  What a vexation is here!  I know not what to do, or say, nor which way to go.
 

VAL.  Who’s that that’s out of his way?  I am Truth, and can set him right.  Harkee, friend, the straight road is the worst way you can go.  He that follows his nose always, will very often be led into a stink.  Probatum est.  But what are you for? religion or politics?  There’s a couple of topics for you, no more like one another than oil and vinegar; and yet those two, beaten together by a state-cook, make sauce for the whole nation.
 

SIR SAMP.  What the devil had I to do, ever to beget sons?  Why did I ever marry?
 

VAL.  Because thou wert a monster, old boy!  The two greatest monsters in the world are a man and a woman!  What’s thy opinion?
 

SIR SAMP.  Why, my opinion is, that those two monsters joined together, make yet a greater, that’s a man and his wife.
 

VAL.  Aha!  Old True-penny, say’st thou so?  Thou hast nicked it.  But it’s wonderful strange, Jeremy.
 

JERE.  What is, sir?
 

VAL.  That gray hairs should cover a green head — and I make a fool of my father.  What’s here!  Erra Pater: or a bearded sibyl?  If Prophecy comes, Truth must give place.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Sir Sampson, Scandal, Foresight, Miss Foresight, Mrs. Frail.
 

FORE.  What says he?  What, did he prophesy?  Ha, Sir Sampson, bless us!  How are we?
 

SIR SAMP.  Are we?  A pox o’ your prognostication.  Why, we are fools as we use to be.  Oons, that you could not foresee that the moon would predominate, and my son be mad.  Where’s your oppositions, your trines, and your quadrates?  What did your Cardan and your Ptolemy tell you?  Your Messahalah and your Longomontanus, your harmony of chiromancy with astrology.  Ah! pox on’t, that I that know the world and men and manners, that don’t believe a syllable in the sky and stars, and sun and almanacs and trash, should be directed by a dreamer, an omen-hunter, and defer business in expectation of a lucky hour, when, body o’ me, there never was a lucky hour after the first opportunity.
 
  


SCENE XII.

Scandal, Foresight, Mrs. Foresight, Mrs. Frail.
 

FORE.  Ah, Sir Sampson, heav’n help your head.  This is none of your lucky hour; Nemo omnibus horis sapit.  What, is he gone, and in contempt of science?  Ill stars and unconvertible ignorance attend him.
 

SCAN.  You must excuse his passion, Mr. Foresight, for he has been heartily vexed.  His son is non compos mentis, and thereby incapable of making any conveyance in law; so that all his measures are disappointed.
 

FORE.  Ha! say you so?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  What, has my sea-lover lost his anchor of hope, then?  [Aside to Mrs. Foresight.]
 

MRS. FORE.  O sister, what will you do with him?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Do with him?  Send him to sea again in the next foul weather.  He’s used to an inconstant element, and won’t be surprised to see the tide turned.
 

FORE.  Wherein was I mistaken, not to foresee this?  [Considers.]
 

SCAN.  Madam, you and I can tell him something else that he did not foresee, and more particularly relating to his own fortune.  [Aside to Mrs. Foresight.]
 

MRS. FORE.  What do you mean?  I don’t understand you.
 

SCAN.  Hush, softly, — the pleasures of last night, my dear, too considerable to be forgot so soon.
 

MRS. FORE.  Last night!  And what would your impudence infer from last night?  Last night was like the night before, I think.
 

SCAN.  ‘Sdeath, do you make no difference between me and your husband?
 

MRS. FORE.  Not much, — he’s superstitious, and you are mad, in my opinion.
 

SCAN.  You make me mad.  You are not serious.  Pray recollect yourself.
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh yes, now I remember, you were very impertinent and impudent, — and would have come to bed to me.
 

SCAN.  And did not?
 

MRS. FORE.  Did not!  With that face can you ask the question?
 

SCAN.  This I have heard of before, but never believed.  I have been told, she had that admirable quality of forgetting to a man’s face in the morning that she had lain with him all night, and denying that she had done favours with more impudence than she could grant ’em.  Madam, I’m your humble servant, and honour you. — You look pretty well, Mr. Foresight: how did you rest last night?
 

FORE.  Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was so taken up with broken dreams and distracted visions that I remember little.
 

SCAN.  ’Twas a very forgetting night.  But would you not talk with Valentine?  Perhaps you may understand him; I’m apt to believe there is something mysterious in his discourses, and sometimes rather think him inspired than mad.
 

FORE.  You speak with singular good judgment, Mr. Scandal, truly.  I am inclining to your Turkish opinion in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the vulgar think mad.  Let us go to him.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Sister, do you stay with them; I’ll find out my lover, and give him his discharge, and come to you.  O’ my conscience, here he comes.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

Mrs. Frail, Ben.
 

BEN.  All mad, I think.  Flesh, I believe all the calentures of the sea are come ashore, for my part.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Mr. Benjamin in choler!
 

BEN.  No, I’m pleased well enough, now I have found you.  Mess, I have had such a hurricane upon your account yonder.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  My account; pray what’s the matter?
 

BEN.  Why, father came and found me squabbling with yon chitty-faced thing as he would have me marry, so he asked what was the matter.  He asked in a surly sort of a way — it seems brother Val is gone mad, and so that put’n into a passion; but what did I know that? what’s that to me? — so he asked in a surly sort of manner, and gad I answered ‘n as surlily.  What thof he be my father, I an’t bound prentice to ‘n; so faith I told ‘n in plain terms, if I were minded to marry, I’d marry to please myself, not him.  And for the young woman that he provided for me, I thought it more fitting for her to learn her sampler and make dirt-pies than to look after a husband; for my part I was none of her man.  I had another voyage to make, let him take it as he will.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  So, then, you intend to go to sea again?
 

BEN.  Nay, nay, my mind run upon you, but I would not tell him so much.  So he said he’d make my heart ache; and if so be that he could get a woman to his mind, he’d marry himself.  Gad, says I, an you play the fool and marry at these years, there’s more danger of your head’s aching than my heart.  He was woundy angry when I gave’n that wipe.  He hadn’t a word to say, and so I left’n, and the green girl together; mayhap the bee may bite, and he’ll marry her himself, with all my heart.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  And were you this undutiful and graceless wretch to your father?
 

BEN.  Then why was he graceless first?  If I am undutiful and graceless, why did he beget me so?  I did not get myself.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O impiety!  How have I been mistaken!  What an inhuman, merciless creature have I set my heart upon?  Oh, I am happy to have discovered the shelves and quicksands that lurk beneath that faithless, smiling face.
 

BEN.  Hey toss!  What’s the matter now?  Why, you ben’t angry, be you?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Oh, see me no more, — for thou wert born amongst rocks, suckled by whales, cradled in a tempest, and whistled to by winds; and thou art come forth with fins and scales, and three rows of teeth, a most outrageous fish of prey.
 

BEN.  O Lord, O Lord, she’s mad, poor young woman: love has turned her senses, her brain is quite overset.  Well-a-day, how shall I do to set her to rights?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No, no, I am not mad, monster; I am wise enough to find you out.  Hadst thou the impudence to aspire at being a husband with that stubborn and disobedient temper?  You that know not how to submit to a father, presume to have a sufficient stock of duty to undergo a wife?  I should have been finely fobbed indeed, very finely fobbed.
 

BEN.  Harkee, forsooth; if so be that you are in your right senses, d’ye see, for ought as I perceive I’m like to be finely fobbed, — if I have got anger here upon your account, and you are tacked about already.  What d’ye mean, after all your fair speeches, and stroking my cheeks, and kissing and hugging, what would you sheer off so?  Would you, and leave me aground?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No, I’ll leave you adrift, and go which way you will.
 

BEN.  What, are you false-hearted, then?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Only the wind’s changed.
 

BEN.  More shame for you, — the wind’s changed?  It’s an ill wind blows nobody good, — mayhap I have a good riddance on you, if these be your tricks.  What, did you mean all this while to make a fool of me?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Any fool but a husband.
 

BEN.  Husband!  Gad, I would not be your husband if you would have me, now I know your mind: thof you had your weight in gold and jewels, and thof I loved you never so well.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Why, can’st thou love, Porpuss?
 

BEN.  No matter what I can do; don’t call names.  I don’t love you so well as to bear that, whatever I did.  I’m glad you show yourself, mistress.  Let them marry you as don’t know you.  Gad, I know you too well, by sad experience; I believe he that marries you will go to sea in a hen-pecked frigate — I believe that, young woman — and mayhap may come to an anchor at Cuckolds-Point; so there’s a dash for you, take it as you will: mayhap you may holla after me when I won’t come to.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on’t. — My true love is gone to sea.  [Sings]
 
  


SCENE XIV.

Mrs. Frail, Mrs. Foresight.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O sister, had you come a minute sooner, you would have seen the resolution of a lover: — honest Tar and I are parted; — and with the same indifference that we met.  O’ my life I am half vexed at the insensibility of a brute that I despised.
 

MRS. FORE.  What then, he bore it most heroically?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Most tyrannically; for you see he has got the start of me, and I, the poor forsaken maid, am left complaining on the shore.  But I’ll tell you a hint that he has given me: Sir Sampson is enraged, and talks desperately of committing matrimony himself.  If he has a mind to throw himself away, he can’t do it more effectually than upon me, if we could bring it about.
 

MRS. FORE.  Oh, hang him, old fox, he’s too cunning; besides, he hates both you and me.  But I have a project in my head for you, and I have gone a good way towards it.  I have almost made a bargain with Jeremy, Valentine’s man, to sell his master to us.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Sell him?  How?
 

MRS. FORE.  Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me for her, and Jeremy says will take anybody for her that he imposes on him.  Now, I have promised him mountains, if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him in her stead, and get you married together and put to bed together; and after consummation, girl, there’s no revoking.  And if he should recover his senses, he’ll be glad at least to make you a good settlement.  Here they come: stand aside a little, and tell me how you like the design.
 
  


SCENE XV.

Mrs. Foresight, Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Foresight, and Jeremy.
 

SCAN.  And have you given your master a hint of their plot upon him?  [To Jeremy.]
 

JERE.  Yes, sir; he says he’ll favour it, and mistake her for Angelica.
 

SCAN.  It may make us sport.
 

FORE.  Mercy on us!
 

VAL.  Husht — interrupt me not — I’ll whisper prediction to thee, and thou shalt prophesy.  I am Truth, and can teach thy tongue a new trick.  I have told thee what’s past, — now I’ll tell what’s to come.  Dost thou know what will happen to-morrow? — Answer me not — for I will tell thee.  To-morrow, knaves will thrive through craft, and fools through fortune, and honesty will go as it did, frost-nipt in a summer suit.  Ask me questions concerning to-morrow.
 

SCAN.  Ask him, Mr. Foresight.
 

FORE.  Pray what will be done at court?
 

VAL.  Scandal will tell you.  I am Truth; I never come there.
 

FORE.  In the city?
 

VAL.  Oh, prayers will be said in empty churches at the usual hours.  Yet you will see such zealous faces behind counters, as if religion were to be sold in every shop.  Oh, things will go methodically in the city: the clocks will strike twelve at noon, and the horned herd buzz in the exchange at two.  Wives and husbands will drive distinct trades, and care and pleasure separately occupy the family.  Coffee-houses will be full of smoke and stratagem.  And the cropt prentice, that sweeps his master’s shop in the morning, may ten to one dirty his sheets before night.  But there are two things that you will see very strange: which are wanton wives with their legs at liberty, and tame cuckolds with chains about their necks.  But hold, I must examine you before I go further.  You look suspiciously.  Are you a husband?
 

FORE.  I am married.
 

VAL.  Poor creature!  Is your wife of Covent Garden parish?
 

FORE.  No; St. Martin’s-in-the-Fields.
 

VAL.  Alas, poor man; his eyes are sunk, and his hands shrivelled; his legs dwindled, and his back bowed: pray, pray, for a metamorphosis.  Change thy shape and shake off age; get thee Medea’s kettle and be boiled anew; come forth with lab’ring callous hands, a chine of steel, and Atlas shoulders.  Let Taliacotius trim the calves of twenty chairmen, and make thee pedestals to stand erect upon, and look matrimony in the face.  Ha, ha, ha!  That a man should have a stomach to a wedding supper, when the pigeons ought rather to be laid to his feet, ha, ha, ha!
 

FORE.  His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal.
 

SCAN.  I believe it is a spring tide.
 

FORE.  Very likely, truly.  You understand these matters.  Mr. Scandal, I shall be very glad to confer with you about these things which he has uttered.  His sayings are very mysterious and hieroglyphical.
 

VAL.  Oh, why would Angelica be absent from my eyes so long?
 

JERE.  She’s here, sir.
 

MRS. FORE.  Now, sister.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O Lord, what must I say?
 

SCAN.  Humour him, madam, by all means.
 

VAL.  Where is she?  Oh, I see her — she comes, like riches, health, and liberty at once, to a despairing, starving, and abandoned wretch.  Oh, welcome, welcome.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  How d’ye, sir?  Can I serve you?
 

VAL.  Harkee; I have a secret to tell you: Endymion and the moon shall meet us upon Mount Latmos, and we’ll be married in the dead of night.  But say not a word.  Hymen shall put his torch into a dark lanthorn, that it may be secret; and Juno shall give her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling tail, and Argus’s hundred eyes be shut, ha!  Nobody shall know but Jeremy.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  No, no, we’ll keep it secret, it shall be done presently.
 

VAL.  The sooner the better.  Jeremy, come hither — closer — that none may overhear us.  Jeremy, I can tell you news: Angelica is turned nun, and I am turning friar, and yet we’ll marry one another in spite of the pope.  Get me a cowl and beads, that I may play my part, — for she’ll meet me two hours hence in black and white, and a long veil to cover the project, and we won’t see one another’s faces, till we have done something to be ashamed of; and then we’ll blush once for all.
 
  


SCENE XVI.

[To them] Tattle and Angelica.
 

JERE.  I’ll take care, and — 
 

VAL.  Whisper.
 

ANG.  Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make love to me, you spoil my design, for I intend to make you my confidant.
 

TATT.  But, madam, to throw away your person — such a person! — and such a fortune on a madman!
 

ANG.  I never loved him till he was mad; but don’t tell anybody so.
 

SCAN.  How’s this!  Tattle making love to Angelica!
 

TATT.  Tell, madam?  Alas, you don’t know me.  I have much ado to tell your ladyship how long I have been in love with you — but encouraged by the impossibility of Valentine’s making any more addresses to you, I have ventured to declare the very inmost passion of my heart.  O madam, look upon us both.  There you see the ruins of a poor decayed creature — here, a complete and lively figure, with youth and health, and all his five senses in perfection, madam, and to all this, the most passionate lover — 
 

ANG.  O fie, for shame, hold your tongue.  A passionate lover, and five senses in perfection!  When you are as mad as Valentine, I’ll believe you love me, and the maddest shall take me.
 

VAL.  It is enough.  Ha!  Who’s here?
 

FRAIL.  O Lord, her coming will spoil all.  [To Jeremy.]
 

JERE.  No, no, madam, he won’t know her; if he should, I can persuade him.
 

VAL.  Scandal, who are these?  Foreigners?  If they are, I’ll tell you what I think, — get away all the company but Angelica, that I may discover my design to her.  [Whisper.]
 

SCAN.  I will — I have discovered something of Tattle that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail.  He courts Angelica; if we could contrive to couple ’em together. — Hark’ee — [Whisper.]
 

MRS. FORE.  He won’t know you, cousin; he knows nobody.
 

FORE.  But he knows more than anybody.  O niece, he knows things past and to come, and all the profound secrets of time.
 

TATT.  Look you, Mr. Foresight, it is not my way to make many words of matters, and so I shan’t say much, — but in short, d’ye see, I will hold you a hundred pounds now, that I know more secrets than he.
 

FORE.  How!  I cannot read that knowledge in your face, Mr. Tattle.  Pray, what do you know?
 

TATT.  Why, d’ye think I’ll tell you, sir?  Read it in my face?  No, sir, ’tis written in my heart; and safer there, sir, than letters writ in juice of lemon, for no fire can fetch it out.  I am no blab, sir.
 

VAL.  Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may easily bring it about.  They are welcome, and I’ll tell ’em so myself.  [To Scandal.]  What, do you look strange upon me?  Then I must be plain.  [Coming up to them.]  I am Truth, and hate an old acquaintance with a new face.  [Scandal goes aside with Jeremy.]
 

TATT.  Do you know me, Valentine?
 

VAL.  You?  Who are you?  No, I hope not.
 

TATT.  I am Jack Tattle, your friend.
 

VAL.  My friend, what to do?  I am no married man, and thou canst not lie with my wife.  I am very poor, and thou canst not borrow money of me.  Then what employment have I for a friend?
 

TATT.  Ha! a good open speaker, and not to be trusted with a secret.
 

ANG.  Do you know me, Valentine?
 

VAL.  Oh, very well.
 

ANG.  Who am I?
 

VAL.  You’re a woman.  One to whom heav’n gave beauty, when it grafted roses on a briar.  You are the reflection of heav’n in a pond, and he that leaps at you is sunk.  You are all white, a sheet of lovely, spotless paper, when you first are born; but you are to be scrawled and blotted by every goose’s quill.  I know you; for I loved a woman, and loved her so long, that I found out a strange thing: I found out what a woman was good for.
 

TATT.  Ay, prithee, what’s that?
 

VAL.  Why, to keep a secret.
 

TATT.  O Lord!
 

VAL.  Oh, exceeding good to keep a secret; for though she should tell, yet she is not to be believed.
 

TATT.  Hah! good again, faith.
 

VAL.  I would have music.  Sing me the song that I like.
 

SONG
Set by Mr. Finger.
 

I tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve,
And could again begin to love and live,
To you I should my earliest off’ring give;
   I know my eyes would lead my heart to you,
   And I should all my vows and oaths renew,
   But to be plain, I never would be true.
 

II.
 

For by our weak and weary truth, I find,
Love hates to centre in a point assign’d?
But runs with joy the circle of the mind.
   Then never let us chain what should be free,
   But for relief of either sex agree,
   Since women love to change, and so do we.
 

No more, for I am melancholy.  [Walks musing.]
 

JERE.  I’ll do’t, sir.  [To Scandal.]
 

SCAN.  Mr. Foresight, we had best leave him.  He may grow outrageous, and do mischief.
 

FORE.  I will be directed by you.
 

JERE.  [To Mrs. Frail.]  You’ll meet, madam?  I’ll take care everything shall be ready.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Thou shalt do what thou wilt; in short, I will deny thee nothing.
 

TATT.  Madam, shall I wait upon you?  [To Angelica.]
 

ANG.  No, I’ll stay with him; Mr. Scandal will protect me.  Aunt, Mr. Tattle desires you would give him leave to wait on you.
 

TATT.  Pox on’t, there’s no coming off, now she has said that.  Madam, will you do me the honour?
 

MRS. FORE.  Mr. Tattle might have used less ceremony.
 
  


SCENE XVII.

Angelica, Valentine, Scandal.
 

SCAN.  Jeremy, follow Tattle.
 

ANG.  Mr. Scandal, I only stay till my maid comes, and because I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle.
 

SCAN.  Madam, I am very glad that I overheard a better reason which you gave to Mr. Tattle; for his impertinence forced you to acknowledge a kindness for Valentine, which you denied to all his sufferings and my solicitations.  So I’ll leave him to make use of the discovery, and your ladyship to the free confession of your inclinations.
 

ANG.  O heav’ns!  You won’t leave me alone with a madman?
 

SCAN.  No, madam; I only leave a madman to his remedy.
 
  


SCENE XVIII.

Angelica, Valentine.
 

VAL.  Madam, you need not be very much afraid, for I fancy I begin to come to myself.
 

ANG.  Ay, but if I don’t fit you, I’ll be hanged.  [Aside.]
 

VAL.  You see what disguises love makes us put on.  Gods have been in counterfeited shapes for the same reason; and the divine part of me, my mind, has worn this mask of madness and this motley livery, only as the slave of love and menial creature of your beauty.
 

ANG.  Mercy on me, how he talks!  Poor Valentine!
 

VAL.  Nay, faith, now let us understand one another, hypocrisy apart.  The comedy draws toward an end, and let us think of leaving acting and be ourselves; and since you have loved me, you must own I have at length deserved you should confess it.
 

ANG.  [Sighs.]  I would I had loved you — for heav’n knows I pity you, and could I have foreseen the bad effects, I would have striven; but that’s too late.  [Sighs.]
 

VAL.  What sad effects? — what’s too late?  My seeming madness has deceived my father, and procured me time to think of means to reconcile me to him, and preserve the right of my inheritance to his estate; which otherwise, by articles, I must this morning have resigned.  And this I had informed you of to-day, but you were gone before I knew you had been here.
 

ANG.  How!  I thought your love of me had caused this transport in your soul; which, it seems, you only counterfeited, for mercenary ends and sordid interest.
 

VAL.  Nay, now you do me wrong; for if any interest was considered it was yours, since I thought I wanted more than love to make me worthy of you.
 

ANG.  Then you thought me mercenary.  But how am I deluded by this interval of sense to reason with a madman?
 

VAL.  Oh, ’tis barbarous to misunderstand me longer.
 
  


SCENE XIX.

[To them] Jeremy.
 

ANG.  Oh, here’s a reasonable creature — sure he will not have the impudence to persevere.  Come, Jeremy, acknowledge your trick, and confess your master’s madness counterfeit.
 

JERE.  Counterfeit, madam!  I’ll maintain him to be as absolutely and substantially mad as any freeholder in Bethlehem; nay, he’s as mad as any projector, fanatic, chymist, lover, or poet in Europe.
 

VAL.  Sirrah, you be; I am not mad.
 

ANG.  Ha, ha, ha! you see he denies it.
 

JERE.  O Lord, madam, did you ever know any madman mad enough to own it?
 

VAL.  Sot, can’t you apprehend?
 

ANG.  Why, he talked very sensibly just now.
 

JERE.  Yes, madam; he has intervals.  But you see he begins to look wild again now.
 

VAL.  Why, you thick-skulled rascal, I tell you the farce is done, and I will be mad no longer.  [Beats him.]
 

ANG.  Ha, ha, ha! is he mad or no, Jeremy?
 

JERE.  Partly, I think, — for he does not know his own mind two hours.  I’m sure I left him just now in the humour to be mad, and I think I have not found him very quiet at this present.  Who’s there?  [One knocks.]
 

VAL.  Go see, you sot. — I’m very glad that I can move your mirth though not your compassion.
 

ANG.  I did not think you had apprehension enough to be exceptions.  But madmen show themselves most by over-pretending to a sound understanding, as drunken men do by over-acting sobriety.  I was half inclining to believe you, till I accidently touched upon your tender part: but now you have restored me to my former opinion and compassion.
 

JERE.  Sir, your father has sent to know if you are any better yet.  Will you please to be mad, sir, or how?
 

VAL.  Stupidity!  You know the penalty of all I’m worth must pay for the confession of my senses; I’m mad, and will be mad to everybody but this lady.
 

JERE.  So — just the very backside of truth, — but lying is a figure in speech that interlards the greatest part of my conversation.  Madam, your ladyship’s woman.
 
  


SCENE XX.

Valentine, Angelica, Jenny.
 

ANG.  Well, have you been there? — Come hither.
 

JENNY.  Yes, madam; Sir Sampson will wait upon you presently.  [Aside to Angelica.]
 

VAL.  You are not leaving me in this uncertainty?
 

ANG.  Would anything but a madman complain of uncertainty?  Uncertainty and expectation are the joys of life.  Security is an insipid thing, and the overtaking and possessing of a wish discovers the folly of the chase.  Never let us know one another better, for the pleasure of a masquerade is done when we come to show our faces; but I’ll tell you two things before I leave you: I am not the fool you take me for; and you are mad and don’t know it.
 
  


SCENE XXI.

Valentine, Jeremy.
 

VAL.  From a riddle you can expect nothing but a riddle.  There’s my instruction and the moral of my lesson.
 

JERE.  What, is the lady gone again, sir?  I hope you understood one another before she went?
 

VAL.  Understood!  She is harder to be understood than a piece of Egyptian antiquity or an Irish manuscript: you may pore till you spoil your eyes and not improve your knowledge.
 

JERE.  I have heard ’em say, sir, they read hard Hebrew books backwards; maybe you begin to read at the wrong end.
 

VAL.  They say so of a witch’s prayer, and dreams and Dutch almanacs are to be understood by contraries.  But there’s regularity and method in that; she is a medal without a reverse or inscription, for indifference has both sides alike.  Yet, while she does not seem to hate me, I will pursue her, and know her if it be possible, in spite of the opinion of my satirical friend, Scandal, who says — 
 

That women are like tricks by sleight of hand,
Which, to admire, we should not understand.
 
  


ACT V. — SCENE I.

A room in Foresight’s house.
 

Angelica and Jenny.
 

ANG.  Where is Sir Sampson?  Did you not tell me he would be here before me?
 

JENNY.  He’s at the great glass in the dining-room, madam, setting his cravat and wig.
 

ANG.  How!  I’m glad on’t.  If he has a mind I should like him, it’s a sign he likes me; and that’s more than half my design.
 

JENNY.  I hear him, madam.
 

ANG.  Leave me; and, d’ye hear, if Valentine should come, or send, I am not to be spoken with.
 
  


SCENE II.

Angelica, Sir Sampson.
 

SIR SAMP.  I have not been honoured with the commands of a fair lady a great while, — odd, madam, you have revived me, — not since I was five-and-thirty.
 

ANG.  Why, you have no great reason to complain, Sir Sampson, that is not long ago.
 

SIR SAMP.  Zooks, but it is, madam, a very great while: to a man that admires a fine woman as much as I do.
 

ANG.  You’re an absolute courtier, Sir Sampson.
 

SIR SAMP.  Not at all, madam, — odsbud, you wrong me, — I am not so old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a man of words.  Odd, I have warm blood about me yet, and can serve a lady any way.  Come, come, let me tell you, you women think a man old too soon, faith and troth you do.  Come, don’t despise fifty; odd, fifty, in a hale constitution, is no such contemptible age.
 

ANG.  Fifty a contemptible age!  Not at all; a very fashionable age, I think.  I assure you, I know very considerable beaus that set a good face upon fifty.  Fifty!  I have seen fifty in a side box by candle-light out-blossom five-and-twenty.
 

SIR SAMP.  Outsides, outsides; a pize take ’em, mere outsides.  Hang your side-box beaus; no, I’m none of those, none of your forced trees, that pretend to blossom in the fall, and bud when they should bring forth fruit: I am of a long-lived race, and inherit vigour; none of my ancestors married till fifty, yet they begot sons and daughters till fourscore: I am of your patriarchs, I, a branch of one of your antedeluvian families, fellows that the flood could not wash away.  Well, madam, what are your commands?  Has any young rogue affronted you, and shall I cut his throat?  Or — 
 

ANG.  No, Sir Sampson, I have no quarrel upon my hands.  I have more occasion for your conduct than your courage at this time.  To tell you the truth, I’m weary of living single and want a husband.
 

SIR SAMP.  Odsbud, and ’tis pity you should.  Odd, would she would like me, then I should hamper my young rogues.  Odd, would she would; faith and troth she’s devilish handsome.  [Aside.]  Madam, you deserve a good husband, and ‘twere pity you should be thrown away upon any of these young idle rogues about the town.  Odd, there’s ne’er a young fellow worth hanging — that is a very young fellow.  Pize on ’em, they never think beforehand of anything; and if they commit matrimony, ’tis as they commit murder, out of a frolic, and are ready to hang themselves, or to be hanged by the law, the next morning.  Odso, have a care, madam.
 

ANG.  Therefore I ask your advice, Sir Sampson.  I have fortune enough to make any man easy that I can like: if there were such a thing as a young agreeable man, with a reasonable stock of good nature and sense — for I would neither have an absolute wit nor a fool.
 

SIR SAMP.  Odd, you are hard to please, madam: to find a young fellow that is neither a wit in his own eye, nor a fool in the eye of the world, is a very hard task.  But, faith and troth, you speak very discreetly; for I hate both a wit and a fool.
 

ANG.  She that marries a fool, Sir Sampson, forfeits the reputation of her honesty or understanding; and she that marries a very witty man is a slave to the severity and insolent conduct of her husband.  I should like a man of wit for a lover, because I would have such an one in my power; but I would no more be his wife than his enemy.  For his malice is not a more terrible consequence of his aversion than his jealousy is of his love.
 

SIR SAMP.  None of old Foresight’s sibyls ever uttered such a truth.  Odsbud, you have won my heart; I hate a wit: I had a son that was spoiled among ’em, a good hopeful lad, till he learned to be a wit; and might have risen in the state.  But, a pox on’t, his wit run him out of his money, and now his poverty has run him out of his wits.
 

ANG.  Sir Sampson, as your friend, I must tell you you are very much abused in that matter: he’s no more mad than you are.
 

SIR SAMP.  How, madam!  Would I could prove it.
 

ANG.  I can tell you how that may be done.  But it is a thing that would make me appear to be too much concerned in your affairs.
 

SIR SAMP.  Odsbud, I believe she likes me.  [Aside.]  Ah, madam, all my affairs are scarce worthy to be laid at your feet; and I wish, madam, they were in a better posture, that I might make a more becoming offer to a lady of your incomparable beauty and merit.  If I had Peru in one hand, and Mexico in t’other, and the Eastern Empire under my feet, it would make me only a more glorious victim to be offered at the shrine of your beauty.
 

ANG.  Bless me, Sir Sampson, what’s the matter?
 

SIR SAMP.  Odd, madam, I love you.  And if you would take my advice in a husband — 
 

ANG.  Hold, hold, Sir Sampson.  I asked your advice for a husband, and you are giving me your consent.  I was indeed thinking to propose something like it in jest, to satisfy you about Valentine: for if a match were seemingly carried on between you and me, it would oblige him to throw off his disguise of madness, in apprehension of losing me: for you know he has long pretended a passion for me.
 

SIR SAMP.  Gadzooks, a most ingenious contrivance — if we were to go through with it.  But why must the match only be seemingly carried on?  Odd, let it be a real contract.
 

ANG.  Oh, fie, Sir Sampson, what would the world say?
 

SIR SAMP.  Say?  They would say you were a wise woman and I a happy man.  Odd, madam, I’ll love you as long as I live, and leave you a good jointure when I die.
 

ANG.  Ay; but that is not in your power, Sir Sampson: for when Valentine confesses himself in his senses, he must make over his inheritance to his younger brother.
 

SIR SAMP.  Odd, you’re cunning, a wary baggage!  Faith and troth, I like you the better.  But, I warrant you, I have a proviso in the obligation in favour of myself.  Body o’ me, I have a trick to turn the settlement upon the issue male of our two bodies begotten.  Odsbud, let us find children and I’ll find an estate!
 

ANG.  Will you?  Well, do you find the estate and leave t’other to me.
 

SIR SAMP.  O rogue!  But I’ll trust you.  And will you consent?  Is it a match then?
 

ANG.  Let me consult my lawyer concerning this obligation, and if I find what you propose practicable, I’ll give you my answer.
 

SIR SAMP.  With all my heart: come in with me, and I’ll lend you the bond.  You shall consult your lawyer, and I’ll consult a parson.  Odzooks, I’m a young man — odzooks, I’m a young man, and I’ll make it appear, — odd, you’re devilish handsome.  Faith and troth, you’re very handsome, and I’m very young and very lusty.  Odsbud, hussy, you know how to choose, and so do I.  Odd, I think we are very well met.  Give me your hand, odd, let me kiss it; ’tis as warm and as soft — as what?  Odd, as t’other hand — give me t’other hand, and I’ll mumble ’em and kiss ’em till they melt in my mouth.
 

ANG.  Hold, Sir Sampson.  You’re profuse of your vigour before your time.  You’ll spend your estate before you come to it.
 

SIR SAMP.  No, no, only give you a rent-roll of my possessions.  Ah, baggage, I warrant you for little Sampson.  Odd, Sampson’s a very good name for an able fellow: your Sampsons were strong dogs from the beginning.
 

ANG.  Have a care and don’t over-act your part.  If you remember, Sampson, the strongest of the name, pulled an old house over his head at last.
 

SIR SAMP.  Say you so, hussy?  Come, let’s go then; odd, I long to be pulling too; come away.  Odso, here’s somebody coming.
 
  


SCENE III.

Tattle, Jeremy.
 

TATT.  Is not that she gone out just now?
 

JERE.  Ay, sir; she’s just going to the place of appointment.  Ah, sir, if you are not very faithful and close in this business, you’ll certainly be the death of a person that has a most extraordinary passion for your honour’s service.
 

TATT.  Ay, who’s that?
 

JERE.  Even my unworthy self, sir.  Sir, I have had an appetite to be fed with your commands a great while; and now, sir, my former master having much troubled the fountain of his understanding, it is a very plausible occasion for me to quench my thirst at the spring of your bounty.  I thought I could not recommend myself better to you, sir, than by the delivery of a great beauty and fortune into your arms, whom I have heard you sigh for.
 

TATT.  I’ll make thy fortune; say no more.  Thou art a pretty fellow, and canst carry a message to a lady, in a pretty soft kind of phrase, and with a good persuading accent.
 

JERE.  Sir, I have the seeds of rhetoric and oratory in my head: I have been at Cambridge.
 

TATT.  Ay; ’tis well enough for a servant to be bred at an university: but the education is a little too pedantic for a gentleman.  I hope you are secret in your nature: private, close, ha?
 

JERE.  Oh, sir, for that, sir, ’tis my chief talent: I’m as secret as the head of Nilus.
 

TATT.  Ay?  Who’s he, though?  A privy counsellor?
 

JERE.  O ignorance!  [Aside.]  A cunning Egyptian, sir, that with his arms would overrun the country, yet nobody could ever find out his head-quarters.
 

TATT.  Close dog!  A good whoremaster, I warrant him: — the time draws nigh, Jeremy.  Angelica will be veiled like a nun, and I must be hooded like a friar, ha, Jeremy?
 

JERE.  Ay, sir; hooded like a hawk, to seize at first sight upon the quarry.  It is the whim of my master’s madness to be so dressed, and she is so in love with him she’ll comply with anything to please him.  Poor lady, I’m sure she’ll have reason to pray for me, when she finds what a happy exchange she has made, between a madman and so accomplished a gentleman.
 

TATT.  Ay, faith, so she will, Jeremy: you’re a good friend to her, poor creature.  I swear I do it hardly so much in consideration of myself as compassion to her.
 

JERE.  ’Tis an act of charity, sir, to save a fine woman with thirty thousand pound from throwing herself away.
 

TATT.  So ’tis, faith; I might have saved several others in my time, but, i’gad, I could never find in my heart to marry anybody before.
 

JERE.  Well, sir, I’ll go and tell her my master’s coming, and meet you in half a quarter of an hour with your disguise at your own lodgings.  You must talk a little madly: she won’t distinguish the tone of your voice.
 

TATT.  No, no; let me alone for a counterfeit.  I’ll be ready for you.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Tattle, Miss Prue.
 

MISS.  O Mr. Tattle, are you here?  I’m glad I have found you; I have been looking up and down for you like anything, till I’m as tired as anything in the world.
 

TATT.  Oh, pox, how shall I get rid of this foolish girl?  [Aside.]
 

MISS.  Oh, I have pure news, I can tell you, pure news.  I must not marry the seaman now — my father says so.  Why won’t you be my husband?  You say you love me, and you won’t be my husband.  And I know you may be my husband now, if you please.
 

TATT.  Oh, fie, miss; who told you so, child?
 

MISS.  Why, my father.  I told him that you loved me.
 

TATT.  Oh, fie, miss; why did you do so?  And who told you so, child?
 

MISS.  Who?  Why, you did; did not you?
 

TATT.  Oh, pox, that was yesterday, miss, that was a great while ago, child.  I have been asleep since; slept a whole night, and did not so much as dream of the matter.
 

MISS.  Pshaw — oh, but I dreamt that it was so, though.
 

TATT.  Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams come by contraries, child.  Oh, fie; what, we must not love one another now.  Pshaw, that would be a foolish thing indeed.  Fie, fie, you’re a woman now, and must think of a new man every morning and forget him every night.  No, no, to marry is to be a child again, and play with the same rattle always.  Oh, fie, marrying is a paw thing.
 

MISS.  Well, but don’t you love me as well as you did last night then?
 

TATT.  No, no, child, you would not have me.
 

MISS.  No?  Yes, but I would, though.
 

TATT.  Pshaw, but I tell you you would not.  You forget you’re a woman and don’t know your own mind.
 

MISS.  But here’s my father, and he knows my mind.
 
  


SCENE V.

[To them] Foresight.
 

FORE.  O Mr. Tattle, your servant, you are a close man; but methinks your love to my daughter was a secret I might have been trusted with.  Or had you a mind to try if I could discover it by my art?  Hum, ha!  I think there is something in your physiognomy that has a resemblance of her; and the girl is like me.
 

TATT.  And so you would infer that you and I are alike?  What does the old prig mean?  I’ll banter him, and laugh at him, and leave him.  [Aside.]  I fancy you have a wrong notion of faces.
 

FORE.  How?  What?  A wrong notion?  How so?
 

TATT.  In the way of art: I have some taking features, not obvious to vulgar eyes, that are indications of a sudden turn of good fortune in the lottery of wives, and promise a great beauty and great fortune reserved alone for me, by a private intrigue of destiny, kept secret from the piercing eye of perspicuity, from all astrologers, and the stars themselves.
 

FORE.  How!  I will make it appear that what you say is impossible.
 

TATT.  Sir, I beg your pardon, I’m in haste — 
 

FORE.  For what?
 

TATT.  To be married, sir, married.
 

FORE.  Ay, but pray take me along with you, sir — 
 

TATT.  No, sir; ’tis to be done privately.  I never make confidants.
 

FORE.  Well, but my consent, I mean.  You won’t marry my daughter without my consent?
 

TATT.  Who?  I, sir?  I’m an absolute stranger to you and your daughter, sir.
 

FORE.  Hey day!  What time of the moon is this?
 

TATT.  Very true, sir, and desire to continue so.  I have no more love for your daughter than I have likeness of you, and I have a secret in my heart which you would be glad to know and shan’t know, and yet you shall know it, too, and be sorry for’t afterwards.  I’d have you to know, sir, that I am as knowing as the stars, and as secret as the night.  And I’m going to be married just now, yet did not know of it half an hour ago; and the lady stays for me, and does not know of it yet.  There’s a mystery for you: I know you love to untie difficulties.  Or, if you can’t solve this, stay here a quarter of an hour, and I’ll come and explain it to you.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Foresight, Miss Prue.
 

MISS.  O father, why will you let him go?  Won’t you make him to be my husband?
 

FORE.  Mercy on us, what do these lunacies portend?  Alas! he’s mad, child, stark wild.
 

MISS.  What, and must not I have e’er a husband, then?  What, must I go to bed to nurse again, and be a child as long as she’s an old woman?  Indeed but I won’t.  For now my mind is set upon a man, I will have a man some way or other.  Oh, methinks I’m sick when I think of a man; and if I can’t have one, I would go to sleep all my life: for when I’m awake it makes me wish and long, and I don’t know for what.  And I’d rather be always asleep than sick with thinking.
 

FORE.  Oh, fearful!  I think the girl’s influenced too.  Hussy, you shall have a rod.
 

MISS.  A fiddle of a rod, I’ll have a husband; and if you won’t get me one, I’ll get one for myself.  I’ll marry our Robin the butler; he says he loves me, and he’s a handsome man, and shall be my husband: I warrant he’ll be my husband, and thank me too, for he told me so.
 
  


SCENE VII.

[To them] Scandal, Mrs. Foresight, and Nurse.
 

FORE.  Did he so?  I’ll dispatch him for’t presently.  Rogue!  O nurse, come hither.
 

NURSE.  What is your worship’s pleasure?
 

FORE.  Here, take your young mistress and lock her up presently, till farther orders from me.  Not a word, Hussy; do what I bid you, no reply, away.  And bid Robin make ready to give an account of his plate and linen, d’ye hear: begone when I bid you.
 

MRS. FORE.  What’s the matter, husband?
 

FORE.  ’Tis not convenient to tell you now.  Mr. Scandal, heav’n keep us all in our senses — I fear there is a contagious frenzy abroad.  How does Valentine?
 

SCAN.  Oh, I hope he will do well again.  I have a message from him to your niece Angelica.
 

FORE.  I think she has not returned since she went abroad with Sir Sampson.  Nurse, why are you not gone?
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Foresight, Scandal, Mrs. Foresight, Ben.
 

MRS. FORE.  Here’s Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his father be come home.
 

BEN.  Who?  Father?  Ay, he’s come home with a vengeance.
 

MRS. FORE.  Why, what’s the matter?
 

BEN.  Matter!  Why, he’s mad.
 

FORE.  Mercy on us, I was afraid of this.  And there’s the handsome young woman, she, as they say, brother Val went mad for, she’s mad too, I think.
 

FORE.  Oh, my poor niece, my poor niece, is she gone too?  Well, I shall run mad next.
 

MRS. FORE.  Well, but how mad?  How d’ye mean?
 

BEN.  Nay, I’ll give you leave to guess.  I’ll undertake to make a voyage to Antegoa — no, hold; I mayn’t say so, neither.  But I’ll sail as far as Leghorn and back again before you shall guess at the matter, and do nothing else.  Mess, you may take in all the points of the compass, and not hit right.
 

MRS. FORE.  Your experiment will take up a little too much time.
 

BEN.  Why, then, I’ll tell you; there’s a new wedding upon the stocks, and they two are a-going to be married to rights.
 

SCAN.  Who?
 

BEN.  Why, father and — the young woman.  I can’t hit of her name.
 

SCAN.  Angelica?
 

BEN.  Ay, the same.
 

MRS. FORE.  Sir Sampson and Angelica?  Impossible!
 

BEN.  That may be — but I’m sure it is as I tell you.
 

SCAN.  ‘Sdeath, it’s a jest.  I can’t believe it.
 

BEN.  Look you, friend, it’s nothing to me whether you believe it or no.  What I say is true, d’ye see, they are married, or just going to be married, I know not which.
 

FORE.  Well, but they are not mad, that is, not lunatic?
 

BEN.  I don’t know what you may call madness.  But she’s mad for a husband, and he’s horn mad, I think, or they’d ne’er make a match together.  Here they come.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Sir Sampson, Angelica, Buckram.
 

SIR SAMP.  Where is this old soothsayer, this uncle of mine elect?  Aha, old Foresight, Uncle Foresight, wish me joy, Uncle Foresight, double joy, both as uncle and astrologer; here’s a conjunction that was not foretold in all your Ephemeris.  The brightest star in the blue firmament — is shot from above, in a jelly of love, and so forth; and I’m lord of the ascendant.  Odd, you’re an old fellow, Foresight; uncle, I mean, a very old fellow, Uncle Foresight: and yet you shall live to dance at my wedding; faith and troth, you shall.  Odd, we’ll have the music of the sphere’s for thee, old Lilly, that we will, and thou shalt lead up a dance in Via Lactea.
 

FORE.  I’m thunderstruck!  You are not married to my niece?
 

SIR SAMP.  Not absolutely married, uncle; but very near it, within a kiss of the matter, as you see.  [Kisses Angelica.]
 

ANG.  ’Tis very true, indeed, uncle.  I hope you’ll be my father, and give me.
 

SIR SAMP.  That he shall, or I’ll burn his globes.  Body o’ me, he shall be thy father, I’ll make him thy father, and thou shalt make me a father, and I’ll make thee a mother, and we’ll beget sons and daughters enough to put the weekly bills out of countenance.
 

SCAN.  Death and hell!  Where’s Valentine?
 
  


SCENE X.

Sir Sampson, Angelica, Foresight, Mrs. Foresight, Ben, Buckram.
 

MRS. FORE.  This is so surprising.
 

SIR SAMP.  How!  What does my aunt say?  Surprising, aunt?  Not at all for a young couple to make a match in winter: not at all.  It’s a plot to undermine cold weather, and destroy that usurper of a bed called a warming-pan.
 

MRS. FORE.  I’m glad to hear you have so much fire in you, Sir Sampson.
 

BEN.  Mess, I fear his fire’s little better than tinder; mayhap it will only serve to light up a match for somebody else.  The young woman’s a handsome young woman, I can’t deny it: but, father, if I might be your pilot in this case, you should not marry her.  It’s just the same thing as if so be you should sail so far as the Straits without provision.
 

SIR SAMP.  Who gave you authority to speak, sirrah?  To your element, fish, be mute, fish, and to sea, rule your helm, sirrah, don’t direct me.
 

BEN.  Well, well, take you care of your own helm, or you mayn’t keep your new vessel steady.
 

SIR SAMP.  Why, you impudent tarpaulin!  Sirrah, do you bring your forecastle jests upon your father?  But I shall be even with you, I won’t give you a groat.  Mr. Buckram, is the conveyance so worded that nothing can possibly descend to this scoundrel?  I would not so much as have him have the prospect of an estate, though there were no way to come to it, but by the North-East Passage.
 

BUCK.  Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; there is not the least cranny of the law unstopt.
 

BEN.  Lawyer, I believe there’s many a cranny and leak unstopt in your conscience.  If so be that one had a pump to your bosom, I believe we should discover a foul hold.  They say a witch will sail in a sieve: but I believe the devil would not venture aboard o’ your conscience.  And that’s for you.
 

SIR SAMP.  Hold your tongue, sirrah.  How now, who’s here?
 
  


SCENE XI.

[To them] Tattle and Mrs. Frail.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  O sister, the most unlucky accident.
 

MRS. FORE.  What’s the matter?
 

TATT.  Oh, the two most unfortunate poor creatures in the world we are.
 

FORE.  Bless us!  How so?
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Ah, Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and I are — I can’t speak it out.
 

TATT.  Nor I.  But poor Mrs. Frail and I are — 
 

MRS. FRAIL.  Married.
 

MRS. FORE.  Married!  How?
 

TATT.  Suddenly — before we knew where we were — that villain Jeremy, by the help of disguises, tricked us into one another.
 

FORE.  Why, you told me just now you went hence in haste to be married.
 

ANG.  But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the favour to me: I thank him.
 

TATT.  I did, as I hope to be saved, madam; my intentions were good.  But this is the most cruel thing, to marry one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore.  The devil take me if ever I was so much concerned at anything in my life.
 

ANG.  ’Tis very unhappy, if you don’t care for one another.
 

TATT.  The least in the world — that is for my part: I speak for myself.  Gad, I never had the least thought of serious kindness. — I never liked anybody less in my life.  Poor woman!  Gad, I’m sorry for her too, for I have no reason to hate her neither; but I believe I shall lead her a damned sort of a life.
 

MRS. FORE.  He’s better than no husband at all — though he’s a coxcomb.  [To Frail.]
 

MRS. FRAIL [to her].  Ay, ay, it’s well it’s no worse. — Nay, for my part I always despised Mr. Tattle of all things; nothing but his being my husband could have made me like him less.
 

TATT.  Look you there, I thought as much.  Pox on’t, I wish we could keep it secret; why, I don’t believe any of this company would speak of it.
 

MRS. FRAIL.  But, my dear, that’s impossible: the parson and that rogue Jeremy will publish it.
 

TATT.  Ay, my dear, so they will, as you say.
 

ANG.  Oh, you’ll agree very well in a little time; custom will make it easy to you.
 

TATT.  Easy!  Pox on’t, I don’t believe I shall sleep to-night.
 

SIR SAMP.  Sleep, quotha!  No; why, you would not sleep o’ your wedding-night?  I’m an older fellow than you, and don’t mean to sleep.
 

BEN.  Why, there’s another match now, as thof a couple of privateers were looking for a prize and should fall foul of one another.  I’m sorry for the young man with all my heart.  Look you, friend, if I may advise you, when she’s going — for that you must expect, I have experience of her — when she’s going, let her go.  For no matrimony is tough enough to hold her; and if she can’t drag her anchor along with her, she’ll break her cable, I can tell you that.  Who’s here?  The madman?
 
  


SCENE the Last.

Valentine, Scandal, Sir Sampson, Angelica, Foresight, Mrs. Foresight, Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Ben, Jeremy, Buckram.
 

VAL.  No; here’s the fool, and if occasion be, I’ll give it under my hand.
 

SIR SAMP.  How now?
 

VAL.  Sir, I’m come to acknowledge my errors, and ask your pardon.
 

SIR SAMP.  What, have you found your senses at last then?  In good time, sir.
 

VAL.  You were abused, sir: I never was distracted.
 

FORE.  How!  Not mad!  Mr. Scandal — 
 

SCAN.  No, really, sir.  I’m his witness; it was all counterfeit.
 

VAL.  I thought I had reasons — but it was a poor contrivance, the effect has shown it such.
 

SIR SAMP.  Contrivance!  What, to cheat me? to cheat your father?  Sirrah, could you hope to prosper?
 

VAL.  Indeed, I thought, sir, when the father endeavoured to undo the son, it was a reasonable return of nature.
 

SIR SAMP.  Very good, sir.  Mr. Buckram, are you ready?  Come, sir, will you sign and seal?
 

VAL.  If you please, sir; but first I would ask this lady one question.
 

SIR SAMP.  Sir, you must ask me leave first.  That lady?  No, sir, you shall ask that lady no questions till you have asked her blessing, sir: that lady is to be my wife.
 

VAL.  I have heard as much, sir; but I would have it from her own mouth.
 

SIR SAMP.  That’s as much as to say I lie, sir, and you don’t believe what I say.
 

VAL.  Pardon me, sir.  But I reflect that I very lately counterfeited madness; I don’t know but the frolic may go round.
 

SIR SAMP.  Come, chuck, satisfy him, answer him.  Come, come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink.
 

BUCK.  Here it is, sir, with the deed; all is ready.  [Valentine goes to Angelica.]
 

ANG.  ’Tis true, you have a great while pretended love to me; nay, what if you were sincere?  Still you must pardon me if I think my own inclinations have a better right to dispose of my person than yours.
 

SIR SAMP.  Are you answered now, sir?
 

VAL.  Yes, sir.
 

SIR SAMP.  Where’s your plot, sir? and your contrivance now, sir?  Will you sign, sir?  Come, will you sign and seal?
 

VAL.  With all my heart, sir.
 

SCAN.  ‘Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin yourself?
 

VAL.  I have been disappointed of my only hope, and he that loses hope may part with anything.  I never valued fortune but as it was subservient to my pleasure, and my only pleasure was to please this lady.  I have made many vain attempts, and find at last that nothing but my ruin can effect it; which, for that reason, I will sign to — give me the paper.
 

ANG.  Generous Valentine!  [Aside.]
 

BUCK.  Here is the deed, sir.
 

VAL.  But where is the bond by which I am obliged to sign this?
 

BUCK.  Sir Sampson, you have it.
 

ANG.  No, I have it, and I’ll use it as I would everything that is an enemy to Valentine.  [Tears the paper.]
 

SIR SAMP.  How now?
 

VAL.  Ha!
 

ANG.  Had I the world to give you, it could not make me worthy of so generous and faithful a passion.  Here’s my hand: — my heart was always yours, and struggled very hard to make this utmost trial of your virtue.  [To Valentine.]
 

VAL.  Between pleasure and amazement I am lost.  But on my knees I take the blessing.
 

SIR SAMP.  Oons, what is the meaning of this?
 

BEN.  Mess, here’s the wind changed again.  Father, you and I may make a voyage together now.
 

ANG.  Well, Sir Sampson, since I have played you a trick, I’ll advise you how you may avoid such another.  Learn to be a good father, or you’ll never get a second wife.  I always loved your son, and hated your unforgiving nature.  I was resolved to try him to the utmost; I have tried you too, and know you both.  You have not more faults than he has virtues, and ’tis hardly more pleasure to me that I can make him and myself happy than that I can punish you.
 

VAL.  If my happiness could receive addition, this kind surprise would make it double.
 

SIR SAMP.  Oons, you’re a crocodile.
 

FORE.  Really, Sir Sampson, this is a sudden eclipse.
 

SIR SAMP.  You’re an illiterate old fool, and I’m another.
 

TATT.  If the gentleman is in disorder for want of a wife, I can spare him mine. — Oh, are you there, sir?  I’m indebted to you for my happiness.  [To Jeremy.]
 

JERE.  Sir, I ask you ten thousand pardons: ’twas an errant mistake.  You see, sir, my master was never mad, nor anything like it.  Then how could it be otherwise?
 

VAL.  Tattle, I thank you; you would have interposed between me and heaven, but Providence laid purgatory in your way.  You have but justice.
 

SCAN.  I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampson provided for his own wedding; methinks ’tis pity they should not be employed when the match is so much mended.  Valentine, though it be morning, we may have a dance.
 

VAL.  Anything, my friend, everything that looks like joy and transport.
 

SCAN.  Call ’em, Jeremy.
 

ANG.  I have done dissembling now, Valentine; and if that coldness which I have always worn before you should turn to an extreme fondness, you must not suspect it.
 

VAL.  I’ll prevent that suspicion: for I intend to dote to that immoderate degree that your fondness shall never distinguish itself enough to be taken notice of.  If ever you seem to love too much, it must be only when I can’t love enough.
 

ANG.  Have a care of promises; you know you are apt to run more in debt than you are able to pay.
 

VAL.  Therefore I yield my body as your prisoner, and make your best on’t.
 

SCAN.  The music stays for you.  [Dance.]
 

SCAN.  Well, madam, you have done exemplary justice in punishing an inhuman father and rewarding a faithful lover.  But there is a third good work which I, in particular, must thank you for: I was an infidel to your sex, and you have converted me.  For now I am convinced that all women are not like fortune, blind in bestowing favours, either on those who do not merit or who do not want ’em.
 

ANG.  ’Tis an unreasonable accusation that you lay upon our sex: you tax us with injustice, only to cover your own want of merit.  You would all have the reward of love, but few have the constancy to stay till it becomes your due.  Men are generally hypocrites and infidels: they pretend to worship, but have neither zeal nor faith.  How few, like Valentine, would persevere even to martyrdom, and sacrifice their interest to their constancy!  In admiring me, you misplace the novelty.
 

The miracle to-day is, that we find
A lover true; not that a woman’s kind.
 
  


The Way of the World
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Widely regarded as one of the best of all Restoration comedies, continuing to be performed in the modern age, The Way of the World premiered in March 1700 in the theatre in Lincoln’s Inn Fields. In fact, the play was not originally well-received, as it struck many audiences as continuing the immorality in drama of the previous decades. As Charles II was no longer on the throne, the jubilant court that revelled in its licentiousness and opulence had been replaced by the more severe and utilitarian Dutch-inspired court of William of Orange. His wife, Mary II, was a retiring person that did not appear much in public. William himself was a military king, who was reported to be hostile to drama. Therefore, it was a difficult time for playwrights to adapt to the new prevailing order.

The plot centres on the two lovers Mirabell and Millamant, who wish to marry and require Millamant’s full dowry, by receiving the blessing of her aunt, Lady Wishfort. Unfortunately, Lady Wishfort is a bitter lady that despises Mirabell and wants her own nephew, Sir Wilfull, to wed her niece. Another character, Fainall, is having a secret affair with Mrs. Marwood, a friend of Mrs. Fainall’s, who in turn once had an affair with Mirabell.
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Audire est operæ pretium, procedere recte
Qui mæchis non vultis. — Hor. Sat. i. 2, 37.
 

 — Metuat doti deprensa. — Ibid.
  


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE RALPH, EARL OF MOUNTAGUE, ETC.

My Lord, — Whether the world will arraign me of vanity or not, that I have presumed to dedicate this comedy to your lordship, I am yet in doubt; though, it may be, it is some degree of vanity even to doubt of it.  One who has at any time had the honour of your lordship’s conversation, cannot be supposed to think very meanly of that which he would prefer to your perusal.  Yet it were to incur the imputation of too much sufficiency to pretend to such a merit as might abide the test of your lordship’s censure.

Whatever value may be wanting to this play while yet it is mine, will be sufficiently made up to it when it is once become your lordship’s; and it is my security, that I cannot have overrated it more by my dedication than your lordship will dignify it by your patronage.

That it succeeded on the stage was almost beyond my expectation; for but little of it was prepared for that general taste which seems now to be predominant in the palates of our audience.

Those characters which are meant to be ridiculed in most of our comedies are of fools so gross, that in my humble opinion they should rather disturb than divert the well-natured and reflecting part of an audience; they are rather objects of charity than contempt, and instead of moving our mirth, they ought very often to excite our compassion.

This reflection moved me to design some characters which should appear ridiculous not so much through a natural folly (which is incorrigible, and therefore not proper for the stage) as through an affected wit: a wit which, at the same time that it is affected, is also false.  As there is some difficulty in the formation of a character of this nature, so there is some hazard which attends the progress of its success upon the stage: for many come to a play so overcharged with criticism, that they very often let fly their censure, when through their rashness they have mistaken their aim.  This I had occasion lately to observe: for this play had been acted two or three days before some of these hasty judges could find the leisure to distinguish betwixt the character of a Witwoud and a Truewit.

I must beg your lordship’s pardon for this digression from the true course of this epistle; but that it may not seem altogether impertinent, I beg that I may plead the occasion of it, in part of that excuse of which I stand in need, for recommending this comedy to your protection.  It is only by the countenance of your lordship, and the few so qualified, that such who write with care and pains can hope to be distinguished: for the prostituted name of poet promiscuously levels all that bear it.

Terence, the most correct writer in the world, had a Scipio and a Lelius, if not to assist him, at least to support him in his reputation.  And notwithstanding his extraordinary merit, it may be their countenance was not more than necessary.

The purity of his style, the delicacy of his turns, and the justness of his characters, were all of them beauties which the greater part of his audience were incapable of tasting.  Some of the coarsest strokes of Plautus, so severely censured by Horace, were more likely to affect the multitude; such, who come with expectation to laugh at the last act of a play, and are better entertained with two or three unseasonable jests than with the artful solution of the fable.

As Terence excelled in his performances, so had he great advantages to encourage his undertakings, for he built most on the foundations of Menander: his plots were generally modelled, and his characters ready drawn to his hand.  He copied Menander; and Menander had no less light in the formation of his characters from the observations of Theophrastus, of whom he was a disciple; and Theophrastus, it is known, was not only the disciple, but the immediate successor of Aristotle, the first and greatest judge of poetry.  These were great models to design by; and the further advantage which Terence possessed towards giving his plays the due ornaments of purity of style, and justness of manners, was not less considerable from the freedom of conversation which was permitted him with Lelius and Scipio, two of the greatest and most polite men of his age.  And, indeed, the privilege of such a conversation is the only certain means of attaining to the perfection of dialogue.

If it has happened in any part of this comedy that I have gained a turn of style or expression more correct, or at least more corrigible, than in those which I have formerly written, I must, with equal pride and gratitude, ascribe it to the honour of your lordship’s admitting me into your conversation, and that of a society where everybody else was so well worthy of you, in your retirement last summer from the town: for it was immediately after, that this comedy was written.  If I have failed in my performance, it is only to be regretted, where there were so many not inferior either to a Scipio or a Lelius, that there should be one wanting equal in capacity to a Terence.

If I am not mistaken, poetry is almost the only art which has not yet laid claim to your lordship’s patronage.  Architecture and painting, to the great honour of our country, have flourished under your influence and protection.  In the meantime, poetry, the eldest sister of all arts, and parent of most, seems to have resigned her birthright, by having neglected to pay her duty to your lordship, and by permitting others of a later extraction to prepossess that place in your esteem, to which none can pretend a better title.  Poetry, in its nature, is sacred to the good and great: the relation between them is reciprocal, and they are ever propitious to it.  It is the privilege of poetry to address them, and it is their prerogative alone to give it protection.

This received maxim is a general apology for all writers who consecrate their labours to great men: but I could wish, at this time, that this address were exempted from the common pretence of all dedications; and that as I can distinguish your lordship even among the most deserving, so this offering might become remarkable by some particular instance of respect, which should assure your lordship that I am, with all due sense of your extreme worthiness and humanity, my lord, your lordship’s most obedient and most obliged humble servant,

WILL. CONGREVE.
  


PROLOGUE.

Spoken by Mr. Betterton.

Of those few fools, who with ill stars are curst,
Sure scribbling fools, called poets, fare the worst:
For they’re a sort of fools which fortune makes,
And, after she has made ’em fools, forsakes.
With Nature’s oafs ’tis quite a diff’rent case,
For Fortune favours all her idiot race.
In her own nest the cuckoo eggs we find,
O’er which she broods to hatch the changeling kind:
No portion for her own she has to spare,
So much she dotes on her adopted care.
 

Poets are bubbles, by the town drawn in,
Suffered at first some trifling stakes to win:
But what unequal hazards do they run!
Each time they write they venture all they’ve won:
The Squire that’s buttered still, is sure to be undone.
This author, heretofore, has found your favour,
But pleads no merit from his past behaviour.
To build on that might prove a vain presumption,
Should grants to poets made admit resumption,
And in Parnassus he must lose his seat,
If that be found a forfeited estate.
 

He owns, with toil he wrought the following scenes,
But if they’re naught ne’er spare him for his pains:
Damn him the more; have no commiseration
For dulness on mature deliberation.
He swears he’ll not resent one hissed-off scene,
Nor, like those peevish wits, his play maintain,
Who, to assert their sense, your taste arraign.
Some plot we think he has, and some new thought;
Some humour too, no farce — but that’s a fault.
Satire, he thinks, you ought not to expect;
For so reformed a town who dares correct?
To please, this time, has been his sole pretence,
He’ll not instruct, lest it should give offence.
Should he by chance a knave or fool expose,
That hurts none here, sure here are none of those.
In short, our play shall (with your leave to show it)
Give you one instance of a passive poet,
Who to your judgments yields all resignation:
So save or damn, after your own discretion.
 

DRAMATIS PERSONÆ.



	
MEN.





	
Fainall, in love with Mrs. Marwood,


	
Mr. Betterton.





	
Mirabell, in love with Mrs. Millamant,


	
Mr. Verbruggen.





	
Witwoud, follower of Mrs. Millamant,


	
Mr. Bowen.





	
Petulant, follower of Mrs. Millamant,


	
Mr. Bowman.





	
Sir Wilfull Witwoud, half brother to Witwoud, and nephew to Lady Wishfort,


	
Mr. Underhill.





	
Waitwell, servant to Mirabell,


	
Mr. Bright.





	
WOMEN.





	
Lady Wishfort, enemy to Mirabell, for having falsely pretended love to her,


	
Mrs. Leigh.





	
Mrs. Millamant, a fine lady, niece to Lady Wishfort, and loves Mirabell,


	
Mrs. Bracegirdle.





	
Mrs. Marwood, friend to Mr. Fainall, and likes Mirabell,


	
Mrs. Barry.





	
Mrs. Fainall, daughter to Lady Wishfort, and wife to Fainall, formerly friend to Mirabell,


	
Mrs. Bowman.





	
Foible, woman to Lady Wishfort,


	
Mrs. Willis.





	
Mincing, woman to Mrs. Millamant,


	
Mrs. Prince.






Dancers, Footmen, Attendants.

Scene: London.

The time equal to that of the presentation.
  


ACT I. — SCENE I.

A Chocolate-house.
 

Mirabell and Fainall rising from cards.  Betty waiting.
 

MIRA.  You are a fortunate man, Mr. Fainall.
 

FAIN.  Have we done?
 

MIRA.  What you please.  I’ll play on to entertain you.
 

FAIN.  No, I’ll give you your revenge another time, when you are not so indifferent; you are thinking of something else now, and play too negligently: the coldness of a losing gamester lessens the pleasure of the winner.  I’d no more play with a man that slighted his ill fortune than I’d make love to a woman who undervalued the loss of her reputation.
 

MIRA.  You have a taste extremely delicate, and are for refining on your pleasures.
 

FAIN.  Prithee, why so reserved?  Something has put you out of humour.
 

MIRA.  Not at all: I happen to be grave to-day, and you are gay; that’s all.
 

FAIN.  Confess, Millamant and you quarrelled last night, after I left you; my fair cousin has some humours that would tempt the patience of a Stoic.  What, some coxcomb came in, and was well received by her, while you were by?
 

MIRA.  Witwoud and Petulant, and what was worse, her aunt, your wife’s mother, my evil genius — or to sum up all in her own name, my old Lady Wishfort came in.
 

FAIN.  Oh, there it is then: she has a lasting passion for you, and with reason. — What, then my wife was there?
 

MIRA.  Yes, and Mrs. Marwood and three or four more, whom I never saw before; seeing me, they all put on their grave faces, whispered one another, then complained aloud of the vapours, and after fell into a profound silence.
 

FAIN.  They had a mind to be rid of you.
 

MIRA.  For which reason I resolved not to stir.  At last the good old lady broke through her painful taciturnity with an invective against long visits.  I would not have understood her, but Millamant joining in the argument, I rose and with a constrained smile told her, I thought nothing was so easy as to know when a visit began to be troublesome; she reddened and I withdrew, without expecting her reply.
 

FAIN.  You were to blame to resent what she spoke only in compliance with her aunt.
 

MIRA.  She is more mistress of herself than to be under the necessity of such a resignation.
 

FAIN.  What? though half her fortune depends upon her marrying with my lady’s approbation?
 

MIRA.  I was then in such a humour, that I should have been better pleased if she had been less discreet.
 

FAIN.  Now I remember, I wonder not they were weary of you; last night was one of their cabal-nights: they have ’em three times a week and meet by turns at one another’s apartments, where they come together like the coroner’s inquest, to sit upon the murdered reputations of the week.  You and I are excluded, and it was once proposed that all the male sex should be excepted; but somebody moved that to avoid scandal there might be one man of the community, upon which motion Witwoud and Petulant were enrolled members.
 

MIRA.  And who may have been the foundress of this sect?  My Lady Wishfort, I warrant, who publishes her detestation of mankind, and full of the vigour of fifty-five, declares for a friend and ratafia; and let posterity shift for itself, she’ll breed no more.
 

FAIN.  The discovery of your sham addresses to her, to conceal your love to her niece, has provoked this separation.  Had you dissembled better, things might have continued in the state of nature.
 

MIRA.  I did as much as man could, with any reasonable conscience; I proceeded to the very last act of flattery with her, and was guilty of a song in her commendation.  Nay, I got a friend to put her into a lampoon, and compliment her with the imputation of an affair with a young fellow, which I carried so far, that I told her the malicious town took notice that she was grown fat of a sudden; and when she lay in of a dropsy, persuaded her she was reported to be in labour.  The devil’s in’t, if an old woman is to be flattered further, unless a man should endeavour downright personally to debauch her: and that my virtue forbade me.  But for the discovery of this amour, I am indebted to your friend, or your wife’s friend, Mrs. Marwood.
 

FAIN.  What should provoke her to be your enemy, unless she has made you advances which you have slighted?  Women do not easily forgive omissions of that nature.
 

MIRA.  She was always civil to me, till of late.  I confess I am not one of those coxcombs who are apt to interpret a woman’s good manners to her prejudice, and think that she who does not refuse ’em everything can refuse ’em nothing.
 

FAIN.  You are a gallant man, Mirabell; and though you may have cruelty enough not to satisfy a lady’s longing, you have too much generosity not to be tender of her honour.  Yet you speak with an indifference which seems to be affected, and confesses you are conscious of a negligence.
 

MIRA.  You pursue the argument with a distrust that seems to be unaffected, and confesses you are conscious of a concern for which the lady is more indebted to you than is your wife.
 

FAIN.  Fie, fie, friend, if you grow censorious I must leave you: — I’ll look upon the gamesters in the next room.
 

MIRA.  Who are they?
 

FAIN.  Petulant and Witwoud. — Bring me some chocolate.
 

MIRA.  Betty, what says your clock?
 

BET.  Turned of the last canonical hour, sir.
 

MIRA.  How pertinently the jade answers me!  Ha! almost one a’ clock!  [Looking on his watch.]  Oh, y’are come!
 
  


SCENE II.

Mirabell and Footman.
 

MIRA.  Well, is the grand affair over?  You have been something tedious.
 

SERV.  Sir, there’s such coupling at Pancras that they stand behind one another, as ‘twere in a country-dance.  Ours was the last couple to lead up; and no hopes appearing of dispatch, besides, the parson growing hoarse, we were afraid his lungs would have failed before it came to our turn; so we drove round to Duke’s Place, and there they were riveted in a trice.
 

MIRA.  So, so; you are sure they are married?
 

SERV.  Married and bedded, sir; I am witness.
 

MIRA.  Have you the certificate?
 

SERV.  Here it is, sir.
 

MIRA.  Has the tailor brought Waitwell’s clothes home, and the new liveries?
 

SERV.  Yes, sir.
 

MIRA.  That’s well.  Do you go home again, d’ye hear, and adjourn the consummation till farther order; bid Waitwell shake his ears, and Dame Partlet rustle up her feathers, and meet me at one a’ clock by Rosamond’s pond, that I may see her before she returns to her lady.  And, as you tender your ears, be secret.
 
  


SCENE III.

Mirabell, Fainall, Betty.
 

FAIN.  Joy of your success, Mirabell; you look pleased.
 

MIRA.  Ay; I have been engaged in a matter of some sort of mirth, which is not yet ripe for discovery.  I am glad this is not a cabal-night.  I wonder, Fainall, that you who are married, and of consequence should be discreet, will suffer your wife to be of such a party.
 

FAIN.  Faith, I am not jealous.  Besides, most who are engaged are women and relations; and for the men, they are of a kind too contemptible to give scandal.
 

MIRA.  I am of another opinion: the greater the coxcomb, always the more the scandal; for a woman who is not a fool can have but one reason for associating with a man who is one.
 

FAIN.  Are you jealous as often as you see Witwoud entertained by Millamant?
 

MIRA.  Of her understanding I am, if not of her person.
 

FAIN.  You do her wrong; for, to give her her due, she has wit.
 

MIRA.  She has beauty enough to make any man think so, and complaisance enough not to contradict him who shall tell her so.
 

FAIN.  For a passionate lover methinks you are a man somewhat too discerning in the failings of your mistress.
 

MIRA.  And for a discerning man somewhat too passionate a lover, for I like her with all her faults; nay, like her for her faults.  Her follies are so natural, or so artful, that they become her, and those affectations which in another woman would be odious serve but to make her more agreeable.  I’ll tell thee, Fainall, she once used me with that insolence that in revenge I took her to pieces, sifted her, and separated her failings: I studied ’em and got ’em by rote.  The catalogue was so large that I was not without hopes, one day or other, to hate her heartily.  To which end I so used myself to think of ’em, that at length, contrary to my design and expectation, they gave me every hour less and less disturbance, till in a few days it became habitual to me to remember ’em without being displeased.  They are now grown as familiar to me as my own frailties, and in all probability in a little time longer I shall like ’em as well.
 

FAIN.  Marry her, marry her; be half as well acquainted with her charms as you are with her defects, and, my life on’t, you are your own man again.
 

MIRA.  Say you so?
 

FAIN.  Ay, ay; I have experience.  I have a wife, and so forth.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Messenger.
 

MESS.  Is one Squire Witwoud here?
 

BET.  Yes; what’s your business?
 

MESS.  I have a letter for him, from his brother Sir Wilfull, which I am charged to deliver into his own hands.
 

BET.  He’s in the next room, friend.  That way.
 
  


SCENE V.

Mirabell, Fainall, Betty.
 

MIRA.  What, is the chief of that noble family in town, Sir Wilfull Witwoud?
 

FAIN.  He is expected to-day.  Do you know him?
 

MIRA.  I have seen him; he promises to be an extraordinary person.  I think you have the honour to be related to him.
 

FAIN.  Yes; he is half-brother to this Witwoud by a former wife, who was sister to my Lady Wishfort, my wife’s mother.  If you marry Millamant, you must call cousins too.
 

MIRA.  I had rather be his relation than his acquaintance.
 

FAIN.  He comes to town in order to equip himself for travel.
 

MIRA.  For travel!  Why the man that I mean is above forty.
 

FAIN.  No matter for that; ’tis for the honour of England that all Europe should know we have blockheads of all ages.
 

MIRA.  I wonder there is not an act of parliament to save the credit of the nation and prohibit the exportation of fools.
 

FAIN.  By no means, ’tis better as ’tis; ’tis better to trade with a little loss, than to be quite eaten up with being overstocked.
 

MIRA.  Pray, are the follies of this knight-errant and those of the squire, his brother, anything related?
 

FAIN.  Not at all: Witwoud grows by the knight like a medlar grafted on a crab.  One will melt in your mouth and t’other set your teeth on edge; one is all pulp and the other all core.
 

MIRA.  So one will be rotten before he be ripe, and the other will be rotten without ever being ripe at all.
 

FAIN.  Sir Wilfull is an odd mixture of bashfulness and obstinacy.  But when he’s drunk, he’s as loving as the monster in The Tempest, and much after the same manner.  To give bother his due, he has something of good-nature, and does not always want wit.
 

MIRA.  Not always: but as often as his memory fails him and his commonplace of comparisons.  He is a fool with a good memory and some few scraps of other folks’ wit.  He is one whose conversation can never be approved, yet it is now and then to be endured.  He has indeed one good quality: he is not exceptious, for he so passionately affects the reputation of understanding raillery that he will construe an affront into a jest, and call downright rudeness and ill language satire and fire.
 

FAIN.  If you have a mind to finish his picture, you have an opportunity to do it at full length.  Behold the original.
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To them] Witwoud.
 

WIT.  Afford me your compassion, my dears; pity me, Fainall, Mirabell, pity me.
 

MIRA.  I do from my soul.
 

FAIN.  Why, what’s the matter?
 

WIT.  No letters for me, Betty?
 

BET.  Did not a messenger bring you one but now, sir?
 

WIT.  Ay; but no other?
 

BET.  No, sir.
 

WIT.  That’s hard, that’s very hard.  A messenger, a mule, a beast of burden, he has brought me a letter from the fool my brother, as heavy as a panegyric in a funeral sermon, or a copy of commendatory verses from one poet to another.  And what’s worse, ’tis as sure a forerunner of the author as an epistle dedicatory.
 

MIRA.  A fool, and your brother, Witwoud?
 

WIT.  Ay, ay, my half-brother.  My half-brother he is, no nearer, upon honour.
 

MIRA.  Then ’tis possible he may be but half a fool.
 

WIT.  Good, good, Mirabell, le drôle!  Good, good, hang him, don’t let’s talk of him. — Fainall, how does your lady?  Gad, I say anything in the world to get this fellow out of my head.  I beg pardon that I should ask a man of pleasure and the town a question at once so foreign and domestic.  But I talk like an old maid at a marriage, I don’t know what I say: but she’s the best woman in the world.
 

FAIN.  ’Tis well you don’t know what you say, or else your commendation would go near to make me either vain or jealous.
 

WIT.  No man in town lives well with a wife but Fainall.  Your judgment, Mirabell?
 

MIRA.  You had better step and ask his wife, if you would be credibly informed.
 

WIT.  Mirabell!
 

MIRA.  Ay.
 

WIT.  My dear, I ask ten thousand pardons.  Gad, I have forgot what I was going to say to you.
 

MIRA.  I thank you heartily, heartily.
 

WIT.  No, but prithee excuse me: — my memory is such a memory.
 

MIRA.  Have a care of such apologies, Witwoud; for I never knew a fool but he affected to complain either of the spleen or his memory.
 

FAIN.  What have you done with Petulant?
 

WIT.  He’s reckoning his money; my money it was: I have no luck to-day.
 

FAIN.  You may allow him to win of you at play, for you are sure to be too hard for him at repartee: since you monopolise the wit that is between you, the fortune must be his of course.
 

MIRA.  I don’t find that Petulant confesses the superiority of wit to be your talent, Witwoud.
 

WIT.  Come, come, you are malicious now, and would breed debates.  Petulant’s my friend, and a very honest fellow, and a very pretty fellow, and has a smattering — faith and troth, a pretty deal of an odd sort of a small wit: nay, I’ll do him justice.  I’m his friend, I won’t wrong him.  And if he had any judgment in the world, he would not be altogether contemptible.  Come, come, don’t detract from the merits of my friend.
 

FAIN.  You don’t take your friend to be over-nicely bred?
 

WIT.  No, no, hang him, the rogue has no manners at all, that I must own; no more breeding than a bum-baily, that I grant you:— ’tis pity; the fellow has fire and life.
 

MIRA.  What, courage?
 

WIT.  Hum, faith, I don’t know as to that, I can’t say as to that.  Yes, faith, in a controversy he’ll contradict anybody.
 

MIRA.  Though ‘twere a man whom he feared or a woman whom he loved.
 

WIT.  Well, well, he does not always think before he speaks.  We have all our failings; you are too hard upon him, you are, faith.  Let me excuse him, — I can defend most of his faults, except one or two; one he has, that’s the truth on’t, — if he were my brother I could not acquit him — that indeed I could wish were otherwise.
 

MIRA.  Ay, marry, what’s that, Witwoud?
 

WIT.  Oh, pardon me.  Expose the infirmities of my friend?  No, my dear, excuse me there.
 

FAIN.  What, I warrant he’s unsincere, or ’tis some such trifle.
 

WIT.  No, no; what if he be?  ’Tis no matter for that, his wit will excuse that.  A wit should no more be sincere than a woman constant: one argues a decay of parts, as t’other of beauty.
 

MIRA.  Maybe you think him too positive?
 

WIT.  No, no; his being positive is an incentive to argument, and keeps up conversation.
 

FAIN.  Too illiterate?
 

WIT.  That?  That’s his happiness.  His want of learning gives him the more opportunities to show his natural parts.
 

MIRA.  He wants words?
 

WIT.  Ay; but I like him for that now: for his want of words gives me the pleasure very often to explain his meaning.
 

FAIN.  He’s impudent?
 

WIT.  No that’s not it.
 

MIRA.  Vain?
 

WIT.  No.
 

MIRA.  What, he speaks unseasonable truths sometimes, because he has not wit enough to invent an evasion?
 

WIT.  Truths?  Ha, ha, ha!  No, no, since you will have it, I mean he never speaks truth at all, that’s all.  He will lie like a chambermaid, or a woman of quality’s porter.  Now that is a fault.
 
  


SCENE VII.

[To them] Coachman.
 

COACH.  Is Master Petulant here, mistress?
 

BET.  Yes.
 

COACH.  Three gentlewomen in a coach would speak with him.
 

FAIN.  O brave Petulant!  Three!
 

BET.  I’ll tell him.
 

COACH.  You must bring two dishes of chocolate and a glass of cinnamon water.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Mirabell, Fainall, Witwoud.
 

WIT.  That should be for two fasting strumpets, and a bawd troubled with wind.  Now you may know what the three are.
 

MIRA.  You are very free with your friend’s acquaintance.
 

WIT.  Ay, ay; friendship without freedom is as dull as love without enjoyment or wine without toasting: but to tell you a secret, these are trulls whom he allows coach-hire, and something more by the week, to call on him once a day at public places.
 

MIRA.  How!
 

WIT.  You shall see he won’t go to ’em because there’s no more company here to take notice of him.  Why, this is nothing to what he used to do: — before he found out this way, I have known him call for himself — 
 

FAIN.  Call for himself?  What dost thou mean?
 

WIT.  Mean?  Why he would slip you out of this chocolate-house, just when you had been talking to him.  As soon as your back was turned — whip he was gone; then trip to his lodging, clap on a hood and scarf and a mask, slap into a hackney-coach, and drive hither to the door again in a trice; where he would send in for himself; that I mean, call for himself, wait for himself, nay, and what’s more, not finding himself, sometimes leave a letter for himself.
 

MIRA.  I confess this is something extraordinary.  I believe he waits for himself now, he is so long a coming; oh, I ask his pardon.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Petulant, Mirabell, Fainall, Witwoud, Betty.
 

BET.  Sir, the coach stays.
 

PET.  Well, well, I come.  ‘Sbud, a man had as good be a professed midwife as a professed whoremaster, at this rate; to be knocked up and raised at all hours, and in all places.  Pox on ’em, I won’t come.  D’ye hear, tell ’em I won’t come.  Let ’em snivel and cry their hearts out.
 

FAIN.  You are very cruel, Petulant.
 

PET.  All’s one, let it pass.  I have a humour to be cruel.
 

MIRA.  I hope they are not persons of condition that you use at this rate.
 

PET.  Condition?  Condition’s a dried fig, if I am not in humour.  By this hand, if they were your — a — a — your what-d’ee-call-’ems themselves, they must wait or rub off, if I want appetite.
 

MIRA.  What-d’ee-call-’ems!  What are they, Witwoud?
 

WIT.  Empresses, my dear.  By your what-d’ee-call-’ems he means Sultana Queens.
 

PET.  Ay, Roxolanas.
 

MIRA.  Cry you mercy.
 

FAIN.  Witwoud says they are — 
 

PET.  What does he say th’are?
 

WIT.  I?  Fine ladies, I say.
 

PET.  Pass on, Witwoud.  Harkee, by this light, his relations — two co-heiresses his cousins, and an old aunt, who loves cater-wauling better than a conventicle.
 

WIT.  Ha, ha, ha!  I had a mind to see how the rogue would come off.  Ha, ha, ha!  Gad, I can’t be angry with him, if he had said they were my mother and my sisters.
 

MIRA.  No?
 

WIT.  No; the rogue’s wit and readiness of invention charm me, dear Petulant.
 

BET.  They are gone, sir, in great anger.
 

PET.  Enough, let ’em trundle.  Anger helps complexion, saves paint.
 

FAIN.  This continence is all dissembled; this is in order to have something to brag of the next time he makes court to Millamant, and swear he has abandoned the whole sex for her sake.
 

MIRA.  Have you not left off your impudent pretensions there yet?  I shall cut your throat, sometime or other, Petulant, about that business.
 

PET.  Ay, ay, let that pass.  There are other throats to be cut.
 

MIRA.  Meaning mine, sir?
 

PET.  Not I — I mean nobody — I know nothing.  But there are uncles and nephews in the world — and they may be rivals.  What then?  All’s one for that.
 

MIRA.  How?  Harkee, Petulant, come hither.  Explain, or I shall call your interpreter.
 

PET.  Explain?  I know nothing.  Why, you have an uncle, have you not, lately come to town, and lodges by my Lady Wishfort’s?
 

MIRA.  True.
 

PET.  Why, that’s enough.  You and he are not friends; and if he should marry and have a child, yon may be disinherited, ha!
 

MIRA.  Where hast thou stumbled upon all this truth?
 

PET.  All’s one for that; why, then, say I know something.
 

MIRA.  Come, thou art an honest fellow, Petulant, and shalt make love to my mistress, thou shalt, faith.  What hast thou heard of my uncle?
 

PET.  I?  Nothing, I.  If throats are to be cut, let swords clash.  Snug’s the word; I shrug and am silent.
 

MIRA.  Oh, raillery, raillery!  Come, I know thou art in the women’s secrets.  What, you’re a cabalist; I know you stayed at Millamant’s last night after I went.  Was there any mention made of my uncle or me?  Tell me; if thou hadst but good nature equal to thy wit, Petulant, Tony Witwoud, who is now thy competitor in fame, would show as dim by thee as a dead whiting’s eye by a pearl of orient; he would no more be seen by thee than Mercury is by the sun: come, I’m sure thou wo’t tell me.
 

PET.  If I do, will you grant me common sense, then, for the future?
 

MIRA.  Faith, I’ll do what I can for thee, and I’ll pray that heav’n may grant it thee in the meantime.
 

PET.  Well, harkee.
 

FAIN.  Petulant and you both will find Mirabell as warm a rival as a lover.
 

WIT.  Pshaw, pshaw, that she laughs at Petulant is plain.  And for my part, but that it is almost a fashion to admire her, I should — harkee — to tell you a secret, but let it go no further between friends, I shall never break my heart for her.
 

FAIN.  How?
 

WIT.  She’s handsome; but she’s a sort of an uncertain woman.
 

FAIN.  I thought you had died for her.
 

WIT.  Umh — no — 
 

FAIN.  She has wit.
 

WIT.  ’Tis what she will hardly allow anybody else.  Now, demme, I should hate that, if she were as handsome as Cleopatra.  Mirabell is not so sure of her as he thinks for.
 

FAIN.  Why do you think so?
 

WIT.  We stayed pretty late there last night, and heard something of an uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come to town, and is between him and the best part of his estate.  Mirabell and he are at some distance, as my Lady Wishfort has been told; and you know she hates Mirabell worse than a quaker hates a parrot, or than a fishmonger hates a hard frost.  Whether this uncle has seen Mrs. Millamant or not, I cannot say; but there were items of such a treaty being in embryo; and if it should come to life, poor Mirabell would be in some sort unfortunately fobbed, i’faith.
 

FAIN.  ’Tis impossible Millamant should hearken to it.
 

WIT.  Faith, my dear, I can’t tell; she’s a woman and a kind of a humorist.
 

MIRA.  And this is the sum of what you could collect last night?
 

PET.  The quintessence.  Maybe Witwoud knows more; he stayed longer.  Besides, they never mind him; they say anything before him.
 

MIRA.  I thought you had been the greatest favourite.
 

PET.  Ay, tête-à-tête; but not in public, because I make remarks.
 

MIRA.  You do?
 

PET.  Ay, ay, pox, I’m malicious, man.  Now he’s soft, you know, they are not in awe of him.  The fellow’s well bred, he’s what you call a — what d’ye-call-’em — a fine gentleman, but he’s silly withal.
 

MIRA.  I thank you, I know as much as my curiosity requires.  Fainall, are you for the Mall?
 

FAIN.  Ay, I’ll take a turn before dinner.
 

WIT.  Ay, we’ll all walk in the park; the ladies talked of being there.
 

MIRA.  I thought you were obliged to watch for your brother Sir Wilfull’s arrival.
 

WIT.  No, no, he comes to his aunt’s, my Lady Wishfort; pox on him, I shall be troubled with him too; what shall I do with the fool?
 

PET.  Beg him for his estate, that I may beg you afterwards, and so have but one trouble with you both.
 

WIT.  O rare Petulant, thou art as quick as fire in a frosty morning; thou shalt to the Mall with us, and we’ll be very severe.
 

PET.  Enough; I’m in a humour to be severe.
 

MIRA.  Are you?  Pray then walk by yourselves.  Let not us be accessory to your putting the ladies out of countenance with your senseless ribaldry, which you roar out aloud as often as they pass by you, and when you have made a handsome woman blush, then you think you have been severe.
 

PET.  What, what?  Then let ’em either show their innocence by not understanding what they hear, or else show their discretion by not hearing what they would not be thought to understand.
 

MIRA.  But hast not thou then sense enough to know that thou ought’st to be most ashamed thyself when thou hast put another out of countenance?
 

PET.  Not I, by this hand: I always take blushing either for a sign of guilt or ill-breeding.
 

MIRA.  I confess you ought to think so.  You are in the right, that you may plead the error of your judgment in defence of your practice.
 

Where modesty’s ill manners, ’tis but fit
That impudence and malice pass for wit.
 
  


ACT II. — SCENE I.

St. James’s Park.
 

Mrs. Fainall and Mrs. Marwood.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Ay, ay, dear Marwood, if we will be happy, we must find the means in ourselves, and among ourselves.  Men are ever in extremes; either doting or averse.  While they are lovers, if they have fire and sense, their jealousies are insupportable: and when they cease to love (we ought to think at least) they loathe, they look upon us with horror and distaste, they meet us like the ghosts of what we were, and as from such, fly from us.
 

MRS. MAR.  True, ’tis an unhappy circumstance of life that love should ever die before us, and that the man so often should outlive the lover.  But say what you will, ’tis better to be left than never to have been loved.  To pass our youth in dull indifference, to refuse the sweets of life because they once must leave us, is as preposterous as to wish to have been born old, because we one day must be old.  For my part, my youth may wear and waste, but it shall never rust in my possession.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Then it seems you dissemble an aversion to mankind only in compliance to my mother’s humour.
 

MRS. MAR.  Certainly.  To be free, I have no taste of those insipid dry discourses with which our sex of force must entertain themselves apart from men.  We may affect endearments to each other, profess eternal friendships, and seem to dote like lovers; but ’tis not in our natures long to persevere.  Love will resume his empire in our breasts, and every heart, or soon or late, receive and readmit him as its lawful tyrant.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Bless me, how have I been deceived!  Why, you profess a libertine.
 

MRS. MAR.  You see my friendship by my freedom.  Come, be as sincere, acknowledge that your sentiments agree with mine.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Never.
 

MRS. MAR.  You hate mankind?
 

MRS. FAIN.  Heartily, inveterately.
 

MRS. MAR.  Your husband?
 

MRS. FAIN.  Most transcendently; ay, though I say it, meritoriously.
 

MRS. MAR.  Give me your hand upon it.
 

MRS. FAIN.  There.
 

MRS. MAR.  I join with you; what I have said has been to try you.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Is it possible?  Dost thou hate those vipers, men?
 

MRS. MAR.  I have done hating ’em, and am now come to despise ’em; the next thing I have to do is eternally to forget ’em.
 

MRS. FAIN.  There spoke the spirit of an Amazon, a Penthesilea.
 

MRS. MAR.  And yet I am thinking sometimes to carry my aversion further.
 

MRS. FAIN.  How?
 

MRS. MAR.  Faith, by marrying; if I could but find one that loved me very well, and would be throughly sensible of ill usage, I think I should do myself the violence of undergoing the ceremony.
 

MRS. FAIN.  You would not make him a cuckold?
 

MRS. MAR.  No; but I’d make him believe I did, and that’s as bad.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Why had not you as good do it?
 

MRS. MAR.  Oh, if he should ever discover it, he would then know the worst, and be out of his pain; but I would have him ever to continue upon the rack of fear and jealousy.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Ingenious mischief!  Would thou wert married to Mirabell.
 

MRS. MAR.  Would I were.
 

MRS. FAIN.  You change colour.
 

MRS. MAR.  Because I hate him.
 

MRS. FAIN.  So do I; but I can hear him named.  But what reason have you to hate him in particular?
 

MRS. MAR.  I never loved him; he is, and always was, insufferably proud.
 

MRS. FAIN.  By the reason you give for your aversion, one would think it dissembled; for you have laid a fault to his charge, of which his enemies must acquit him.
 

MRS. MAR.  Oh, then it seems you are one of his favourable enemies.  Methinks you look a little pale, and now you flush again.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Do I?  I think I am a little sick o’ the sudden.
 

MRS. MAR.  What ails you?
 

MRS. FAIN.  My husband.  Don’t you see him?  He turned short upon me unawares, and has almost overcome me.
 
  


SCENE II.

[To them] Fainall and Mirabell.
 

MRS. MAR.  Ha, ha, ha! he comes opportunely for you.
 

MRS. FAIN.  For you, for he has brought Mirabell with him.
 

FAIN.  My dear.
 

MRS. FAIN.  My soul.
 

FAIN.  You don’t look well to-day, child.
 

MRS. FAIN.  D’ye think so?
 

MIRA.  He is the only man that does, madam.
 

MRS. FAIN.  The only man that would tell me so at least, and the only man from whom I could hear it without mortification.
 

FAIN.  Oh, my dear, I am satisfied of your tenderness; I know you cannot resent anything from me; especially what is an effect of my concern.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Mr. Mirabell, my mother interrupted you in a pleasant relation last night: I would fain hear it out.
 

MIRA.  The persons concerned in that affair have yet a tolerable reputation.  I am afraid Mr. Fainall will be censorious.
 

MRS. FAIN.  He has a humour more prevailing than his curiosity, and will willingly dispense with the hearing of one scandalous story, to avoid giving an occasion to make another by being seen to walk with his wife.  This way, Mr. Mirabell, and I dare promise you will oblige us both.
 
  


SCENE III.

Fainall, Mrs. Marwood.
 

FAIN.  Excellent creature!  Well, sure, if I should live to be rid of my wife, I should be a miserable man.
 

MRS. MAR.  Ay?
 

FAIN.  For having only that one hope, the accomplishment of it of consequence must put an end to all my hopes, and what a wretch is he who must survive his hopes!  Nothing remains when that day comes but to sit down and weep like Alexander when he wanted other worlds to conquer.
 

MRS. MAR.  Will you not follow ’em?
 

FAIN.  Faith, I think not,
 

MRS. MAR.  Pray let us; I have a reason.
 

FAIN.  You are not jealous?
 

MRS. MAR.  Of whom?
 

FAIN.  Of Mirabell.
 

MRS. MAR.  If I am, is it inconsistent with my love to you that I am tender of your honour?
 

FAIN.  You would intimate then, as if there were a fellow-feeling between my wife and him?
 

MRS. MAR.  I think she does not hate him to that degree she would be thought.
 

FAIN.  But he, I fear, is too insensible.
 

MRS. MAR.  It may be you are deceived.
 

FAIN.  It may be so.  I do not now begin to apprehend it.
 

MRS. MAR.  What?
 

FAIN.  That I have been deceived, madam, and you are false.
 

MRS. MAR.  That I am false?  What mean you?
 

FAIN.  To let you know I see through all your little arts. — Come, you both love him, and both have equally dissembled your aversion.  Your mutual jealousies of one another have made you clash till you have both struck fire.  I have seen the warm confession red’ning on your cheeks, and sparkling from your eyes.
 

MRS. MAR.  You do me wrong.
 

FAIN.  I do not.  ’Twas for my ease to oversee and wilfully neglect the gross advances made him by my wife, that by permitting her to be engaged, I might continue unsuspected in my pleasures, and take you oftener to my arms in full security.  But could you think, because the nodding husband would not wake, that e’er the watchful lover slept?
 

MRS. MAR.  And wherewithal can you reproach me?
 

FAIN.  With infidelity, with loving another, with love of Mirabell.
 

MRS. MAR.  ’Tis false.  I challenge you to show an instance that can confirm your groundless accusation.  I hate him.
 

FAIN.  And wherefore do you hate him?  He is insensible, and your resentment follows his neglect.  An instance?  The injuries you have done him are a proof: your interposing in his love.  What cause had you to make discoveries of his pretended passion?  To undeceive the credulous aunt, and be the officious obstacle of his match with Millamant?
 

MRS. MAR.  My obligations to my lady urged me: I had professed a friendship to her, and could not see her easy nature so abused by that dissembler.
 

FAIN.  What, was it conscience then?  Professed a friendship!  Oh, the pious friendships of the female sex!
 

MRS. MAR.  More tender, more sincere, and more enduring, than all the vain and empty vows of men, whether professing love to us or mutual faith to one another.
 

FAIN.  Ha, ha, ha! you are my wife’s friend too.
 

MRS. MAR.  Shame and ingratitude!  Do you reproach me?  You, you upbraid me?  Have I been false to her, through strict fidelity to you, and sacrificed my friendship to keep my love inviolate?  And have you the baseness to charge me with the guilt, unmindful of the merit?  To you it should be meritorious that I have been vicious.  And do you reflect that guilt upon me which should lie buried in your bosom?
 

FAIN.  You misinterpret my reproof.  I meant but to remind you of the slight account you once could make of strictest ties when set in competition with your love to me.
 

MRS. MAR.  ’Tis false, you urged it with deliberate malice.  ’Twas spoke in scorn, and I never will forgive it.
 

FAIN.  Your guilt, not your resentment, begets your rage.  If yet you loved, you could forgive a jealousy: but you are stung to find you are discovered.
 

MRS. MAR.  It shall be all discovered.  You too shall be discovered; be sure you shall.  I can but be exposed.  If I do it myself I shall prevent your baseness.
 

FAIN.  Why, what will you do?
 

MRS. MAR.  Disclose it to your wife; own what has past between us.
 

FAIN.  Frenzy!
 

MRS. MAR.  By all my wrongs I’ll do’t.  I’ll publish to the world the injuries you have done me, both in my fame and fortune: with both I trusted you, you bankrupt in honour, as indigent of wealth.
 

FAIN.  Your fame I have preserved.  Your fortune has been bestowed as the prodigality of your love would have it, in pleasures which we both have shared.  Yet, had not you been false I had e’er this repaid it.  ’Tis true — had you permitted Mirabell with Millamant to have stolen their marriage, my lady had been incensed beyond all means of reconcilement: Millamant had forfeited the moiety of her fortune, which then would have descended to my wife.  And wherefore did I marry but to make lawful prize of a rich widow’s wealth, and squander it on love and you?
 

MRS. MAR.  Deceit and frivolous pretence!
 

FAIN.  Death, am I not married?  What’s pretence?  Am I not imprisoned, fettered?  Have I not a wife?  Nay, a wife that was a widow, a young widow, a handsome widow, and would be again a widow, but that I have a heart of proof, and something of a constitution to bustle through the ways of wedlock and this world.  Will you yet be reconciled to truth and me?
 

MRS. MAR.  Impossible.  Truth and you are inconsistent. — I hate you, and shall for ever.
 

FAIN.  For loving you?
 

MRS. MAR.  I loathe the name of love after such usage; and next to the guilt with which you would asperse me, I scorn you most.  Farewell.
 

FAIN.  Nay, we must not part thus.
 

MRS. MAR.  Let me go.
 

FAIN.  Come, I’m sorry.
 

MRS. MAR.  I care not.  Let me go.  Break my hands, do — I’d leave ’em to get loose.
 

FAIN.  I would not hurt you for the world.  Have I no other hold to keep you here?
 

MRS. MAR.  Well, I have deserved it all.
 

FAIN.  You know I love you.
 

MRS. MAR.  Poor dissembling!  Oh, that — well, it is not yet — 
 

FAIN.  What?  What is it not?  What is it not yet?  It is not yet too late — 
 

MRS. MAR.  No, it is not yet too late — I have that comfort.
 

FAIN.  It is, to love another.
 

MRS. MAR.  But not to loathe, detest, abhor mankind, myself, and the whole treacherous world.
 

FAIN.  Nay, this is extravagance.  Come, I ask your pardon.  No tears — I was to blame, I could not love you and be easy in my doubts.  Pray forbear — I believe you; I’m convinced I’ve done you wrong; and any way, every way will make amends: I’ll hate my wife yet more, damn her, I’ll part with her, rob her of all she’s worth, and we’ll retire somewhere, anywhere, to another world; I’ll marry thee — be pacified.— ‘Sdeath, they come: hide your face, your tears.  You have a mask: wear it a moment.  This way, this way: be persuaded.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Mirabell and Mrs. Fainall.
 

MRS. FAIN.  They are here yet.
 

MIRA.  They are turning into the other walk.
 

MRS. FAIN.  While I only hated my husband, I could bear to see him; but since I have despised him, he’s too offensive.
 

MIRA.  Oh, you should hate with prudence.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Yes, for I have loved with indiscretion.
 

MIRA.  You should have just so much disgust for your husband as may be sufficient to make you relish your lover.
 

MRS. FAIN.  You have been the cause that I have loved without bounds, and would you set limits to that aversion of which you have been the occasion?  Why did you make me marry this man?
 

MIRA.  Why do we daily commit disagreeable and dangerous actions?  To save that idol, reputation.  If the familiarities of our loves had produced that consequence of which you were apprehensive, where could you have fixed a father’s name with credit but on a husband?  I knew Fainall to be a man lavish of his morals, an interested and professing friend, a false and a designing lover, yet one whose wit and outward fair behaviour have gained a reputation with the town, enough to make that woman stand excused who has suffered herself to be won by his addresses.  A better man ought not to have been sacrificed to the occasion; a worse had not answered to the purpose.  When you are weary of him you know your remedy.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I ought to stand in some degree of credit with you, Mirabell.
 

MIRA.  In justice to you, I have made you privy to my whole design, and put it in your power to ruin or advance my fortune.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Whom have you instructed to represent your pretended uncle?
 

MIRA.  Waitwell, my servant.
 

MRS. FAIN.  He is an humble servant to Foible, my mother’s woman, and may win her to your interest.
 

MIRA.  Care is taken for that.  She is won and worn by this time.  They were married this morning.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Who?
 

MIRA.  Waitwell and Foible.  I would not tempt my servant to betray me by trusting him too far.  If your mother, in hopes to ruin me, should consent to marry my pretended uncle, he might, like Mosca in the Fox, stand upon terms; so I made him sure beforehand.
 

MRS. FAIN.  So, if my poor mother is caught in a contract, you will discover the imposture betimes, and release her by producing a certificate of her gallant’s former marriage.
 

MIRA.  Yes, upon condition that she consent to my marriage with her niece, and surrender the moiety of her fortune in her possession.
 

MRS. FAIN.  She talked last night of endeavouring at a match between Millamant and your uncle.
 

MIRA.  That was by Foible’s direction and my instruction, that she might seem to carry it more privately.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Well, I have an opinion of your success, for I believe my lady will do anything to get an husband; and when she has this, which you have provided for her, I suppose she will submit to anything to get rid of him.
 

MIRA.  Yes, I think the good lady would marry anything that resembled a man, though ‘twere no more than what a butler could pinch out of a napkin.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Female frailty!  We must all come to it, if we live to be old, and feel the craving of a false appetite when the true is decayed.
 

MIRA.  An old woman’s appetite is depraved like that of a girl.  ’Tis the green-sickness of a second childhood, and, like the faint offer of a latter spring, serves but to usher in the fall, and withers in an affected bloom.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Here’s your mistress.
 
  


SCENE V.

[To them] Mrs. Millamant, Witwoud, Mincing.
 

MIRA.  Here she comes, i’faith, full sail, with her fan spread and streamers out, and a shoal of fools for tenders. — Ha, no, I cry her mercy.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I see but one poor empty sculler, and he tows her woman after him.
 

MIRA.  You seem to be unattended, madam.  You used to have the beau monde throng after you, and a flock of gay fine perukes hovering round you.
 

WIT.  Like moths about a candle.  I had like to have lost my comparison for want of breath.
 

MILLA.  Oh, I have denied myself airs to-day.  I have walked as fast through the crowd — 
 

WIT.  As a favourite just disgraced, and with as few followers.
 

MILLA.  Dear Mr. Witwoud, truce with your similitudes, for I am as sick of ’em — 
 

WIT.  As a physician of a good air.  I cannot help it, madam, though ’tis against myself.
 

MILLA.  Yet again!  Mincing, stand between me and his wit.
 

WIT.  Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a screen before a great fire.  I confess I do blaze to-day; I am too bright.
 

MRS. FAIN.  But, dear Millamant, why were you so long?
 

MILLA.  Long!  Lord, have I not made violent haste?  I have asked every living thing I met for you; I have enquired after you, as after a new fashion.
 

WIT.  Madam, truce with your similitudes. — No, you met her husband, and did not ask him for her.
 

MIRA.  By your leave, Witwoud, that were like enquiring after an old fashion to ask a husband for his wife.
 

WIT.  Hum, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit; I confess it.
 

MRS. FAIN.  You were dressed before I came abroad.
 

MILLA.  Ay, that’s true.  Oh, but then I had — Mincing, what had I?  Why was I so long?
 

MINC.  O mem, your laship stayed to peruse a packet of letters.
 

MILLA.  Oh, ay, letters — I had letters — I am persecuted with letters — I hate letters.  Nobody knows how to write letters; and yet one has ’em, one does not know why.  They serve one to pin up one’s hair.
 

WIT.  Is that the way?  Pray, madam, do you pin up your hair with all your letters?  I find I must keep copies.
 

MILLA.  Only with those in verse, Mr. Witwoud.  I never pin up my hair with prose.  I think I tried once, Mincing.
 

MINC.  O mem, I shall never forget it.
 

MILLA.  Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the morning.
 

MINC.  Till I had the cramp in my fingers, I’ll vow, mem.  And all to no purpose.  But when your laship pins it up with poetry, it fits so pleasant the next day as anything, and is so pure and so crips.
 

WIT.  Indeed, so crips?
 

MINC.  You’re such a critic, Mr. Witwoud.
 

MILLA.  Mirabell, did you take exceptions last night?  Oh, ay, and went away.  Now I think on’t I’m angry — no, now I think on’t I’m pleased: — for I believe I gave you some pain.
 

MIRA.  Does that please you?
 

MILLA.  Infinitely; I love to give pain.
 

MIRA.  You would affect a cruelty which is not in your nature; your true vanity is in the power of pleasing.
 

MILLA.  Oh, I ask your pardon for that.  One’s cruelty is one’s power, and when one parts with one’s cruelty one parts with one’s power, and when one has parted with that, I fancy one’s old and ugly.
 

MIRA.  Ay, ay; suffer your cruelty to ruin the object of your power, to destroy your lover — and then how vain, how lost a thing you’ll be!  Nay, ’tis true; you are no longer handsome when you’ve lost your lover: your beauty dies upon the instant.  For beauty is the lover’s gift: ’tis he bestows your charms: — your glass is all a cheat.  The ugly and the old, whom the looking-glass mortifies, yet after commendation can be flattered by it, and discover beauties in it: for that reflects our praises rather than your face.
 

MILLA.  Oh, the vanity of these men!  Fainall, d’ye hear him?  If they did not commend us, we were not handsome!  Now you must know they could not commend one if one was not handsome.  Beauty the lover’s gift!  Lord, what is a lover, that it can give?  Why, one makes lovers as fast as one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, and they die as soon as one pleases; and then, if one pleases, one makes more.
 

WIT.  Very pretty.  Why, you make no more of making of lovers, madam, than of making so many card-matches.
 

MILLA.  One no more owes one’s beauty to a lover than one’s wit to an echo.  They can but reflect what we look and say: vain empty things if we are silent or unseen, and want a being.
 

MIRA.  Yet, to those two vain empty things, you owe two the greatest pleasures of your life.
 

MILLA.  How so?
 

MIRA.  To your lover you owe the pleasure of hearing yourselves praised, and to an echo the pleasure of hearing yourselves talk.
 

WIT.  But I know a lady that loves talking so incessantly, she won’t give an echo fair play; she has that everlasting rotation of tongue that an echo must wait till she dies before it can catch her last words.
 

MILLA.  Oh, fiction; Fainall, let us leave these men.
 

MIRA.  Draw off Witwoud.  [Aside to Mrs. Fainall.]
 

MRS. FAIN.  Immediately; I have a word or two for Mr. Witwoud.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Mrs. Millamant, Mirabell, Mincing.
 

MIRA.  I would beg a little private audience too.  You had the tyranny to deny me last night, though you knew I came to impart a secret to you that concerned my love.
 

MILLA.  You saw I was engaged.
 

MIRA.  Unkind!  You had the leisure to entertain a herd of fools: things who visit you from their excessive idleness, bestowing on your easiness that time which is the incumbrance of their lives.  How can you find delight in such society?  It is impossible they should admire you; they are not capable; or, if they were, it should be to you as a mortification: for, sure, to please a fool is some degree of folly.
 

MILLA.  I please myself. — Besides, sometimes to converse with fools is for my health.
 

MIRA.  Your health!  Is there a worse disease than the conversation of fools?
 

MILLA.  Yes, the vapours; fools are physic for it, next to assafoetida.
 

MIRA.  You are not in a course of fools?
 

MILLA.  Mirabell, if you persist in this offensive freedom you’ll displease me.  I think I must resolve after all not to have you: — we shan’t agree.
 

MIRA.  Not in our physic, it may be.
 

MILLA.  And yet our distemper in all likelihood will be the same; for we shall be sick of one another.  I shan’t endure to be reprimanded nor instructed; ’tis so dull to act always by advice, and so tedious to be told of one’s faults, I can’t bear it.  Well, I won’t have you, Mirabell — I’m resolved — I think — you may go — ha, ha, ha!  What would you give that you could help loving me?
 

MIRA.  I would give something that you did not know I could not help it.
 

MILLA.  Come, don’t look grave then.  Well, what do you say to me?
 

MIRA.  I say that a man may as soon make a friend by his wit, or a fortune by his honesty, as win a woman with plain-dealing and sincerity.
 

MILLA.  Sententious Mirabell!  Prithee don’t look with that violent and inflexible wise face, like Solomon at the dividing of the child in an old tapestry hanging!
 

MIRA.  You are merry, madam, but I would persuade you for a moment to be serious.
 

MILLA.  What, with that face?  No, if you keep your countenance, ’tis impossible I should hold mine.  Well, after all, there is something very moving in a lovesick face.  Ha, ha, ha!  Well I won’t laugh; don’t be peevish.  Heigho!  Now I’ll be melancholy, as melancholy as a watch-light.  Well, Mirabell, if ever you will win me, woo me now. — Nay, if you are so tedious, fare you well: I see they are walking away.
 

MIRA.  Can you not find in the variety of your disposition one moment — 
 

MILLA.  To hear you tell me Foible’s married, and your plot like to speed?  No.
 

MIRA.  But how you came to know it — 
 

MILLA.  Without the help of the devil, you can’t imagine; unless she should tell me herself.  Which of the two it may have been, I will leave you to consider; and when you have done thinking of that, think of me.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Mirabell alone.
 

MIRA.  I have something more. — Gone!  Think of you?  To think of a whirlwind, though ‘twere in a whirlwind, were a case of more steady contemplation, a very tranquillity of mind and mansion.  A fellow that lives in a windmill has not a more whimsical dwelling than the heart of a man that is lodged in a woman.  There is no point of the compass to which they cannot turn, and by which they are not turned, and by one as well as another; for motion, not method, is their occupation.  To know this, and yet continue to be in love, is to be made wise from the dictates of reason, and yet persevere to play the fool by the force of instinct. — Oh, here come my pair of turtles.  What, billing so sweetly?  Is not Valentine’s day over with you yet?
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To him] Waitwell, Foible.
 

MIRA.  Sirrah, Waitwell, why, sure, you think you were married for your own recreation and not for my conveniency.
 

WAIT.  Your pardon, sir.  With submission, we have indeed been solacing in lawful delights; but still with an eye to business, sir.  I have instructed her as well as I could.  If she can take your directions as readily as my instructions, sir, your affairs are in a prosperous way.
 

MIRA.  Give you joy, Mrs. Foible.
 

FOIB.  O — las, sir, I’m so ashamed. — I’m afraid my lady has been in a thousand inquietudes for me.  But I protest, sir, I made as much haste as I could.
 

WAIT.  That she did indeed, sir.  It was my fault that she did not make more.
 

MIRA.  That I believe.
 

FOIB.  But I told my lady as you instructed me, sir, that I had a prospect of seeing Sir Rowland, your uncle, and that I would put her ladyship’s picture in my pocket to show him, which I’ll be sure to say has made him so enamoured of her beauty, that he burns with impatience to lie at her ladyship’s feet and worship the original.
 

MIRA.  Excellent Foible!  Matrimony has made you eloquent in love.
 

WAIT.  I think she has profited, sir.  I think so.
 

FOIB.  You have seen Madam Millamant, sir?
 

MIRA.  Yes.
 

FOIB.  I told her, sir, because I did not know that you might find an opportunity; she had so much company last night.
 

MIRA.  Your diligence will merit more.  In the meantime — [gives money]
 

FOIB.  O dear sir, your humble servant.
 

WAIT.  Spouse — 
 

MIRA.  Stand off, sir, not a penny.  Go on and prosper, Foible.  The lease shall be made good and the farm stocked, if we succeed.
 

FOIB.  I don’t question your generosity, sir, and you need not doubt of success.  If you have no more commands, sir, I’ll be gone; I’m sure my lady is at her toilet, and can’t dress till I come.  Oh dear, I’m sure that [looking out] was Mrs. Marwood that went by in a mask; if she has seen me with you I’m sure she’ll tell my lady.  I’ll make haste home and prevent her.  Your servant, Sir. — B’w’y, Waitwell.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Mirabell, Waitwell.
 

WAIT.  Sir Rowland, if you please.  The jade’s so pert upon her preferment she forgets herself.
 

MIRA.  Come, sir, will you endeavour to forget yourself — and transform into Sir Rowland?
 

WAIT.  Why, sir, it will be impossible I should remember myself.  Married, knighted, and attended all in one day!  ’Tis enough to make any man forget himself.  The difficulty will be how to recover my acquaintance and familiarity with my former self, and fall from my transformation to a reformation into Waitwell.  Nay, I shan’t be quite the same Waitwell neither — for now I remember me, I’m married, and can’t be my own man again.
 

Ay, there’s my grief; that’s the sad change of life:
To lose my title, and yet keep my wife.
 
  


ACT III. — SCENE I.

A room in Lady Wishfort’s house.
 

Lady Wishfort at her toilet, Peg waiting.
 

LADY.  Merciful!  No news of Foible yet?
 

PEG.  No, madam.
 

LADY.  I have no more patience.  If I have not fretted myself till I am pale again, there’s no veracity in me.  Fetch me the red — the red, do you hear, sweetheart?  An errant ash colour, as I’m a person.  Look you how this wench stirs!  Why dost thou not fetch me a little red?  Didst thou not hear me, Mopus?
 

PEG.  The red ratafia, does your ladyship mean, or the cherry brandy?
 

LADY.  Ratafia, fool?  No, fool.  Not the ratafia, fool — grant me patience! — I mean the Spanish paper, idiot; complexion, darling.  Paint, paint, paint, dost thou understand that, changeling, dangling thy hands like bobbins before thee?  Why dost thou not stir, puppet?  Thou wooden thing upon wires!
 

PEG.  Lord, madam, your ladyship is so impatient. — I cannot come at the paint, madam: Mrs. Foible has locked it up, and carried the key with her.
 

LADY.  A pox take you both. — Fetch me the cherry brandy then.
 
  


SCENE II.

Lady Wishfort.
 

I’m as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. Qualmsick, the curate’s wife, that’s always breeding.  Wench, come, come, wench, what art thou doing?  Sipping?  Tasting?  Save thee, dost thou not know the bottle?
 
  


SCENE III.

Lady Wishfort, Peg with a bottle and china cup.
 

PEG.  Madam, I was looking for a cup.
 

LADY.  A cup, save thee, and what a cup hast thou brought!  Dost thou take me for a fairy, to drink out of an acorn?  Why didst thou not bring thy thimble?  Hast thou ne’er a brass thimble clinking in thy pocket with a bit of nutmeg?  I warrant thee.  Come, fill, fill.  So, again.  See who that is.  [One knocks.]  Set down the bottle first.  Here, here, under the table: — what, wouldst thou go with the bottle in thy hand like a tapster?  As I’m a person, this wench has lived in an inn upon the road, before she came to me, like Maritornes the Asturian in Don Quixote.  No Foible yet?
 

PEG.  No, madam; Mrs. Marwood.
 

LADY.  Oh, Marwood: let her come in.  Come in, good Marwood.
 
  


SCENE IV.

[To them] Mrs. Marwood.
 

MRS. MAR.  I’m surprised to find your ladyship in déshabillé at this time of day.
 

LADY.  Foible’s a lost thing; has been abroad since morning, and never heard of since.
 

MRS. MAR.  I saw her but now, as I came masked through the park, in conference with Mirabell.
 

LADY.  With Mirabell?  You call my blood into my face with mentioning that traitor.  She durst not have the confidence.  I sent her to negotiate an affair, in which if I’m detected I’m undone.  If that wheedling villain has wrought upon Foible to detect me, I’m ruined.  O my dear friend, I’m a wretch of wretches if I’m detected.
 

MRS. MAR.  O madam, you cannot suspect Mrs. Foible’s integrity.
 

LADY.  Oh, he carries poison in his tongue that would corrupt integrity itself.  If she has given him an opportunity, she has as good as put her integrity into his hands.  Ah, dear Marwood, what’s integrity to an opportunity?  Hark!  I hear her.  Dear friend, retire into my closet, that I may examine her with more freedom — you’ll pardon me, dear friend, I can make bold with you — there are books over the chimney — Quarles and Pryn, and the Short View of the Stage, with Bunyan’s works to entertain you. — Go, you thing, and send her in.  [To Peg.]
 
  


SCENE V.

Lady Wishfort, Foible.
 

LADY.  O Foible, where hast thou been?  What hast thou been doing?
 

FOIB.  Madam, I have seen the party.
 

LADY.  But what hast thou done?
 

FOIB.  Nay, ’tis your ladyship has done, and are to do; I have only promised.  But a man so enamoured — so transported!  Well, if worshipping of pictures be a sin — poor Sir Rowland, I say.
 

LADY.  The miniature has been counted like.  But hast thou not betrayed me, Foible?  Hast thou not detected me to that faithless Mirabell?  What hast thou to do with him in the park?  Answer me, has he got nothing out of thee?
 

FOIB.  So, the devil has been beforehand with me; what shall I say? — Alas, madam, could I help it, if I met that confident thing?  Was I in fault?  If you had heard how he used me, and all upon your ladyship’s account, I’m sure you would not suspect my fidelity.  Nay, if that had been the worst I could have borne: but he had a fling at your ladyship too, and then I could not hold; but, i’faith I gave him his own.
 

LADY.  Me?  What did the filthy fellow say?
 

FOIB.  O madam, ’tis a shame to say what he said, with his taunts and his fleers, tossing up his nose.  Humh, says he, what, you are a-hatching some plot, says he, you are so early abroad, or catering, says he, ferreting for some disbanded officer, I warrant.  Half pay is but thin subsistence, says he.  Well, what pension does your lady propose?  Let me see, says he, what, she must come down pretty deep now, she’s superannuated, says he, and — 
 

LADY.  Ods my life, I’ll have him — I’ll have him murdered.  I’ll have him poisoned.  Where does he eat?  I’ll marry a drawer to have him poisoned in his wine.  I’ll send for Robin from Locket’s — immediately.
 

FOIB.  Poison him?  Poisoning’s too good for him.  Starve him, madam, starve him; marry Sir Rowland, and get him disinherited.  Oh, you would bless yourself to hear what he said.
 

LADY.  A villain; superannuated?
 

FOIB.  Humh, says he, I hear you are laying designs against me too, says he, and Mrs. Millamant is to marry my uncle (he does not suspect a word of your ladyship); but, says he, I’ll fit you for that, I warrant you, says he, I’ll hamper you for that, says he, you and your old frippery too, says he, I’ll handle you — 
 

LADY.  Audacious villain!  Handle me?  Would he durst?  Frippery?  Old frippery?  Was there ever such a foul-mouthed fellow?  I’ll be married to-morrow, I’ll be contracted to-night.
 

FOIB.  The sooner the better, madam.
 

LADY.  Will Sir Rowland be here, say’st thou?  When, Foible?
 

FOIB.  Incontinently, madam.  No new sheriff’s wife expects the return of her husband after knighthood with that impatience in which Sir Rowland burns for the dear hour of kissing your ladyship’s hand after dinner.
 

LADY.  Frippery?  Superannuated frippery?  I’ll frippery the villain; I’ll reduce him to frippery and rags, a tatterdemalion! — I hope to see him hung with tatters, like a Long Lane pent-house, or a gibbet thief.  A slander-mouthed railer!  I warrant the spendthrift prodigal’s in debt as much as the million lottery, or the whole court upon a birthday.  I’ll spoil his credit with his tailor.  Yes, he shall have my niece with her fortune, he shall.
 

FOIB.  He?  I hope to see him lodge in Ludgate first, and angle into Blackfriars for brass farthings with an old mitten.
 

LADY.  Ay, dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear Foible.  He has put me out of all patience.  I shall never recompose my features to receive Sir Rowland with any economy of face.  This wretch has fretted me that I am absolutely decayed.  Look, Foible.
 

FOIB.  Your ladyship has frowned a little too rashly, indeed, madam.  There are some cracks discernible in the white vernish.
 

LADY.  Let me see the glass.  Cracks, say’st thou?  Why, I am arrantly flayed: I look like an old peeled wall.  Thou must repair me, Foible, before Sir Rowland comes, or I shall never keep up to my picture.
 

FOIB.  I warrant you, madam: a little art once made your picture like you, and now a little of the same art must make you like your picture.  Your picture must sit for you, madam.
 

LADY.  But art thou sure Sir Rowland will not fail to come?  Or will a not fail when he does come?  Will he be importunate, Foible, and push?  For if he should not be importunate I shall never break decorums.  I shall die with confusion if I am forced to advance — oh no, I can never advance; I shall swoon if he should expect advances.  No, I hope Sir Rowland is better bred than to put a lady to the necessity of breaking her forms.  I won’t be too coy neither — I won’t give him despair.  But a little disdain is not amiss; a little scorn is alluring.
 

FOIB.  A little scorn becomes your ladyship.
 

LADY.  Yes, but tenderness becomes me best — a sort of a dyingness.  You see that picture has a sort of a — ha, Foible?  A swimmingness in the eyes.  Yes, I’ll look so.  My niece affects it; but she wants features.  Is Sir Rowland handsome?  Let my toilet be removed — I’ll dress above.  I’ll receive Sir Rowland here.  Is he handsome?  Don’t answer me.  I won’t know; I’ll be surprised.  I’ll be taken by surprise.
 

FOIB.  By storm, madam.  Sir Rowland’s a brisk man.
 

LADY.  Is he?  Oh, then, he’ll importune, if he’s a brisk man.  I shall save decorums if Sir Rowland importunes.  I have a mortal terror at the apprehension of offending against decorums.  Oh, I’m glad he’s a brisk man.  Let my things be removed, good Foible.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Mrs. Fainall, Foible.
 

MRS. FAIN.  O Foible, I have been in a fright, lest I should come too late.  That devil, Marwood, saw you in the park with Mirabell, and I’m afraid will discover it to my lady.
 

FOIB.  Discover what, madam?
 

MRS. FAIN.  Nay, nay, put not on that strange face.  I am privy to the whole design, and know that Waitwell, to whom thou wert this morning married, is to personate Mirabell’s uncle, and, as such winning my lady, to involve her in those difficulties from which Mirabell only must release her, by his making his conditions to have my cousin and her fortune left to her own disposal.
 

FOIB.  O dear madam, I beg your pardon.  It was not my confidence in your ladyship that was deficient; but I thought the former good correspondence between your ladyship and Mr. Mirabell might have hindered his communicating this secret.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Dear Foible, forget that.
 

FOIB.  O dear madam, Mr. Mirabell is such a sweet winning gentleman.  But your ladyship is the pattern of generosity.  Sweet lady, to be so good!  Mr. Mirabell cannot choose but be grateful.  I find your ladyship has his heart still.  Now, madam, I can safely tell your ladyship our success: Mrs. Marwood had told my lady, but I warrant I managed myself.  I turned it all for the better.  I told my lady that Mr. Mirabell railed at her.  I laid horrid things to his charge, I’ll vow; and my lady is so incensed that she’ll be contracted to Sir Rowland to-night, she says; I warrant I worked her up that he may have her for asking for, as they say of a Welsh maidenhead.
 

MRS. FAIN.  O rare Foible!
 

FOIB.  Madam, I beg your ladyship to acquaint Mr. Mirabell of his success.  I would be seen as little as possible to speak to him — besides, I believe Madam Marwood watches me.  She has a month’s mind; but I know Mr. Mirabell can’t abide her.  [Calls.]  John, remove my lady’s toilet.  Madam, your servant.  My lady is so impatient, I fear she’ll come for me, if I stay.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I’ll go with you up the back stairs, lest I should meet her.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Mrs. Marwood alone.
 

MRS. MAR.  Indeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with you?  Are you become a go-between of this importance?  Yes, I shall watch you.  Why this wench is the passe-partout, a very master-key to everybody’s strong box.  My friend Fainall, have you carried it so swimmingly?  I thought there was something in it; but it seems it’s over with you.  Your loathing is not from a want of appetite then, but from a surfeit.  Else you could never be so cool to fall from a principal to be an assistant, to procure for him!  A pattern of generosity, that I confess.  Well, Mr. Fainall, you have met with your match. — O man, man!  Woman, woman!  The devil’s an ass: if I were a painter, I would draw him like an idiot, a driveller with a bib and bells.  Man should have his head and horns, and woman the rest of him.  Poor, simple fiend!  ‘Madam Marwood has a month’s mind, but he can’t abide her.’  ‘Twere better for him you had not been his confessor in that affair, without you could have kept his counsel closer.  I shall not prove another pattern of generosity; he has not obliged me to that with those excesses of himself, and now I’ll have none of him.  Here comes the good lady, panting ripe, with a heart full of hope, and a head full of care, like any chymist upon the day of projection.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To her] Lady Wishfort.
 

LADY.  O dear Marwood, what shall I say for this rude forgetfulness?  But my dear friend is all goodness.
 

MRS. MAR.  No apologies, dear madam.  I have been very well entertained.
 

LADY.  As I’m a person, I am in a very chaos to think I should so forget myself.  But I have such an olio of affairs, really I know not what to do.  [Calls.]  Foible! — I expect my nephew Sir Wilfull ev’ry moment too. — Why, Foible! — He means to travel for improvement.
 

MRS. MAR.  Methinks Sir Wilfull should rather think of marrying than travelling at his years.  I hear he is turned of forty.
 

LADY.  Oh, he’s in less danger of being spoiled by his travels.  I am against my nephew’s marrying too young.  It will be time enough when he comes back, and has acquired discretion to choose for himself.
 

MRS. MAR.  Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he would make a very fit match.  He may travel afterwards.  ’Tis a thing very usual with young gentlemen.
 

LADY.  I promise you I have thought on’t — and since ’tis your judgment, I’ll think on’t again.  I assure you I will; I value your judgment extremely.  On my word, I’ll propose it.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Foible.
 

LADY.  Come, come, Foible — I had forgot my nephew will be here before dinner — I must make haste.
 

FOIB.  Mr. Witwoud and Mr. Petulant are come to dine with your ladyship.
 

LADY.  Oh dear, I can’t appear till I am dressed.  Dear Marwood, shall I be free with you again, and beg you to entertain ’em?  I’ll make all imaginable haste.  Dear friend, excuse me.
 
  


SCENE X.

Mrs. Marwood, Mrs. Millamant, Mincing.
 

MILLA.  Sure, never anything was so unbred as that odious man.  Marwood, your servant.
 

MRS. MAR.  You have a colour; what’s the matter?
 

MILLA.  That horrid fellow Petulant has provoked me into a flame — I have broke my fan — Mincing, lend me yours. — Is not all the powder out of my hair?
 

MRS. MAR.  No.  What has he done?
 

MILLA.  Nay, he has done nothing; he has only talked.  Nay, he has said nothing neither; but he has contradicted everything that has been said.  For my part, I thought Witwoud and he would have quarrelled.
 

MINC.  I vow, mem, I thought once they would have fit.
 

MILLA.  Well, ’tis a lamentable thing, I swear, that one has not the liberty of choosing one’s acquaintance as one does one’s clothes.
 

MRS. MAR.  If we had that liberty, we should be as weary of one set of acquaintance, though never so good, as we are of one suit, though never so fine.  A fool and a doily stuff would now and then find days of grace, and be worn for variety.
 

MILLA.  I could consent to wear ’em, if they would wear alike; but fools never wear out.  They are such drap de Berri things!  Without one could give ’em to one’s chambermaid after a day or two.
 

MRS. MAR.  ‘Twere better so indeed.  Or what think you of the playhouse?  A fine gay glossy fool should be given there, like a new masking habit, after the masquerade is over, and we have done with the disguise.  For a fool’s visit is always a disguise, and never admitted by a woman of wit, but to blind her affair with a lover of sense.  If you would but appear barefaced now, and own Mirabell, you might as easily put off Petulant and Witwoud as your hood and scarf.  And indeed ’tis time, for the town has found it, the secret is grown too big for the pretence.  ’Tis like Mrs. Primly’s great belly: she may lace it down before, but it burnishes on her hips.  Indeed, Millamant, you can no more conceal it than my Lady Strammel can her face, that goodly face, which in defiance of her Rhenish-wine tea will not be comprehended in a mask.
 

MILLA.  I’ll take my death, Marwood, you are more censorious than a decayed beauty, or a discarded toast: — Mincing, tell the men they may come up.  My aunt is not dressing here; their folly is less provoking than your malice.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Mrs. Millamant, Mrs. Marwood.
 

MILLA.  The town has found it?  What has it found?  That Mirabell loves me is no more a secret than it is a secret that you discovered it to my aunt, or than the reason why you discovered it is a secret.
 

MRS. MAR.  You are nettled.
 

MILLA.  You’re mistaken.  Ridiculous!
 

MRS. MAR.  Indeed, my dear, you’ll tear another fan, if you don’t mitigate those violent airs.
 

MILLA.  O silly!  Ha, ha, ha!  I could laugh immoderately.  Poor Mirabell!  His constancy to me has quite destroyed his complaisance for all the world beside.  I swear I never enjoined it him to be so coy.  If I had the vanity to think he would obey me, I would command him to show more gallantry: ’tis hardly well-bred to be so particular on one hand and so insensible on the other.  But I despair to prevail, and so let him follow his own way.  Ha, ha, ha!  Pardon me, dear creature, I must laugh; ha, ha, ha!  Though I grant you ’tis a little barbarous; ha, ha, ha!
 

MRS. MAR.  What pity ’tis so much fine raillery, and delivered with so significant gesture, should be so unhappily directed to miscarry.
 

MILLA.  Heh?  Dear creature, I ask your pardon.  I swear I did not mind you.
 

MRS. MAR.  Mr. Mirabell and you both may think it a thing impossible, when I shall tell him by telling you — 
 

MILLA.  Oh dear, what?  For it is the same thing, if I hear it.  Ha, ha, ha!
 

MRS. MAR.  That I detest him, hate him, madam.
 

MILLA.  O madam, why, so do I.  And yet the creature loves me, ha, ha, ha!  How can one forbear laughing to think of it?  I am a sibyl if I am not amazed to think what he can see in me.  I’ll take my death, I think you are handsomer, and within a year or two as young.  If you could but stay for me, I should overtake you — but that cannot be.  Well, that thought makes me melancholic. — Now I’ll be sad.
 

MRS. MAR.  Your merry note may be changed sooner than you think.
 

MILLA.  D’ye say so?  Then I’m resolved I’ll have a song to keep up my spirits.
 
  


SCENE XII.

[To them] Mincing.
 

MINC.  The gentlemen stay but to comb, madam, and will wait on you.
 

MILLA.  Desire Mrs. — that is in the next room, to sing the song I would have learnt yesterday.  You shall hear it, madam.  Not that there’s any great matter in it — but ’tis agreeable to my humour.
 

SONG.
Set by Mr. John Eccles.
 

I
 

Love’s but the frailty of the mind
When ’tis not with ambition joined;
A sickly flame, which if not fed expires,
And feeding, wastes in self-consuming fires.
 

II
 

’Tis not to wound a wanton boy
Or am’rous youth, that gives the joy;
But ’tis the glory to have pierced a swain
For whom inferior beauties sighed in vain.
 

III
 

Then I alone the conquest prize,
When I insult a rival’s eyes;
If there’s delight in love, ’tis when I see
That heart, which others bleed for, bleed for me.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

[To them] Petulant, Witwoud.
 

MILLA.  Is your animosity composed, gentlemen?
 

WIT.  Raillery, raillery, madam; we have no animosity.  We hit off a little wit now and then, but no animosity.  The falling out of wits is like the falling out of lovers: — we agree in the main, like treble and bass.  Ha, Petulant?
 

PET.  Ay, in the main.  But when I have a humour to contradict — 
 

WIT.  Ay, when he has a humour to contradict, then I contradict too.  What, I know my cue.  Then we contradict one another like two battledores; for contradictions beget one another like Jews.
 

PET.  If he says black’s black — if I have a humour to say ’tis blue — let that pass — all’s one for that.  If I have a humour to prove it, it must be granted.
 

WIT.  Not positively must.  But it may; it may.
 

PET.  Yes, it positively must, upon proof positive.
 

WIT.  Ay, upon proof positive it must; but upon proof presumptive it only may.  That’s a logical distinction now, madam.
 

MRS. MAR.  I perceive your debates are of importance, and very learnedly handled.
 

PET.  Importance is one thing and learning’s another; but a debate’s a debate, that I assert.
 

WIT.  Petulant’s an enemy to learning; he relies altogether on his parts.
 

PET.  No, I’m no enemy to learning; it hurts not me.
 

MRS. MAR.  That’s a sign, indeed, it’s no enemy to you.
 

PET.  No, no, it’s no enemy to anybody but them that have it.
 

MILLA.  Well, an illiterate man’s my aversion; I wonder at the impudence of any illiterate man to offer to make love.
 

WIT.  That I confess I wonder at, too.
 

MILLA.  Ah, to marry an ignorant that can hardly read or write!
 

PET.  Why should a man be any further from being married, though he can’t read, than he is from being hanged?  The ordinary’s paid for setting the psalm, and the parish priest for reading the ceremony.  And for the rest which is to follow in both cases, a man may do it without book.  So all’s one for that.
 

MILLA.  D’ye hear the creature?  Lord, here’s company; I’ll begone.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

Sir Wilfull Witwoud in a riding dress, Mrs. Marwood, Petulant, Witwoud, Footman.
 

WIT.  In the name of Bartlemew and his Fair, what have we here?
 

MRS. MAR.  ’Tis your brother, I fancy.  Don’t you know him?
 

WIT.  Not I: — yes, I think it is he.  I’ve almost forgot him; I have not seen him since the revolution.
 

FOOT.  Sir, my lady’s dressing.  Here’s company, if you please to walk in, in the meantime.
 

SIR WIL.  Dressing!  What, it’s but morning here, I warrant, with you in London; we should count it towards afternoon in our parts down in Shropshire: — why, then, belike my aunt han’t dined yet.  Ha, friend?
 

FOOT.  Your aunt, sir?
 

SIR WIL.  My aunt, sir?  Yes my aunt, sir, and your lady, sir; your lady is my aunt, sir.  Why, what dost thou not know me, friend?  Why, then, send somebody hither that does.  How long hast thou lived with thy lady, fellow, ha?
 

FOOT.  A week, sir; longer than anybody in the house, except my lady’s woman.
 

SIR WIL.  Why, then, belike thou dost not know thy lady, if thou seest her.  Ha, friend?
 

FOOT.  Why, truly, sir, I cannot safely swear to her face in a morning, before she is dressed.  ’Tis like I may give a shrewd guess at her by this time.
 

SIR WIL.  Well, prithee try what thou canst do; if thou canst not guess, enquire her out, dost hear, fellow?  And tell her her nephew, Sir Wilfull Witwoud, is in the house.
 

FOOT.  I shall, sir.
 

SIR WIL.  Hold ye, hear me, friend, a word with you in your ear: prithee who are these gallants?
 

FOOT.  Really, sir, I can’t tell; here come so many here, ’tis hard to know ’em all.
 
  


SCENE XV.

Sir Wilfull Witwoud, Petulant, Witwoud, Mrs. Marwood.
 

SIR WIL.  Oons, this fellow knows less than a starling: I don’t think a knows his own name.
 

MRS. MAR.  Mr. Witwoud, your brother is not behindhand in forgetfulness.  I fancy he has forgot you too.
 

WIT.  I hope so.  The devil take him that remembers first, I say.
 

SIR WIL.  Save you, gentlemen and lady.
 

MRS. MAR.  For shame, Mr. Witwoud; why won’t you speak to him? — And you, sir.
 

WIT.  Petulant, speak.
 

PET.  And you, sir.
 

SIR WIL.  No offence, I hope?  [Salutes Marwood.]
 

MRS. MAR.  No, sure, sir.
 

WIT.  This is a vile dog, I see that already.  No offence?  Ha, ha, ha.  To him, to him, Petulant, smoke him.
 

PET.  It seems as if you had come a journey, sir; hem, hem.  [Surveying him round.]
 

SIR WIL.  Very likely, sir, that it may seem so.
 

PET.  No offence, I hope, sir?
 

WIT.  Smoke the boots, the boots, Petulant, the boots; ha, ha, ha!
 

SIR WILL.  Maybe not, sir; thereafter as ’tis meant, sir.
 

PET.  Sir, I presume upon the information of your boots.
 

SIR WIL.  Why, ’tis like you may, sir: if you are not satisfied with the information of my boots, sir, if you will step to the stable, you may enquire further of my horse, sir.
 

PET.  Your horse, sir!  Your horse is an ass, sir!
 

SIR WIL.  Do you speak by way of offence, sir?
 

MRS. MAR.  The gentleman’s merry, that’s all, sir.  ‘Slife, we shall have a quarrel betwixt an horse and an ass, before they find one another out. — You must not take anything amiss from your friends, sir.  You are among your friends here, though it — may be you don’t know it.  If I am not mistaken, you are Sir Wilfull Witwoud?
 

SIR WIL.  Right, lady; I am Sir Wilfull Witwoud, so I write myself; no offence to anybody, I hope? and nephew to the Lady Wishfort of this mansion.
 

MRS. MAR.  Don’t you know this gentleman, sir?
 

SIR WIL.  Hum!  What, sure ’tis not — yea by’r lady but ’tis— ‘sheart, I know not whether ’tis or no.  Yea, but ’tis, by the Wrekin.  Brother Antony!  What, Tony, i’faith!  What, dost thou not know me?  By’r lady, nor I thee, thou art so becravated and so beperiwigged.  ‘Sheart, why dost not speak?  Art thou o’erjoyed?
 

WIT.  Odso, brother, is it you?  Your servant, brother.
 

SIR WIL.  Your servant?  Why, yours, sir.  Your servant again— ‘sheart, and your friend and servant to that — and a — [puff] and a flap-dragon for your service, sir, and a hare’s foot and a hare’s scut for your service, sir, an you be so cold and so courtly!
 

WIT.  No offence, I hope, brother?
 

SIR WIL.  ‘Sheart, sir, but there is, and much offence.  A pox, is this your inns o’ court breeding, not to know your friends and your relations, your elders, and your betters?
 

WIT.  Why, brother Wilfull of Salop, you may be as short as a Shrewsbury cake, if you please.  But I tell you ’tis not modish to know relations in town.  You think you’re in the country, where great lubberly brothers slabber and kiss one another when they meet, like a call of sergeants.  ’Tis not the fashion here; ’tis not, indeed, dear brother.
 

SIR WIL.  The fashion’s a fool and you’re a fop, dear brother.  ‘Sheart, I’ve suspected this — by’r lady I conjectured you were a fop, since you began to change the style of your letters, and write in a scrap of paper gilt round the edges, no bigger than a subpoena.  I might expect this when you left off ‘Honoured brother,’ and ‘Hoping you are in good health,’ and so forth, to begin with a ‘Rat me, knight, I’m so sick of a last night’s debauch.’  Ods heart, and then tell a familiar tale of a cock and a bull, and a whore and a bottle, and so conclude.  You could write news before you were out of your time, when you lived with honest Pumple-Nose, the attorney of Furnival’s Inn.  You could intreat to be remembered then to your friends round the Wrekin.  We could have Gazettes then, and Dawks’s Letter, and the Weekly Bill, till of late days.
 

PET.  ‘Slife, Witwoud, were you ever an attorney’s clerk?  Of the family of the Furnivals?  Ha, ha, ha!
 

WIT.  Ay, ay, but that was but for a while.  Not long, not long; pshaw, I was not in my own power then.  An orphan, and this fellow was my guardian; ay, ay, I was glad to consent to that man to come to London.  He had the disposal of me then.  If I had not agreed to that, I might have been bound prentice to a feltmaker in Shrewsbury: this fellow would have bound me to a maker of felts.
 

SIR WIL.  ‘Sheart, and better than to be bound to a maker of fops, where, I suppose, you have served your time, and now you may set up for yourself.
 

MRS. MAR.  You intend to travel, sir, as I’m informed?
 

SIR WIL.  Belike I may, madam.  I may chance to sail upon the salt seas, if my mind hold.
 

PET.  And the wind serve.
 

SIR WIL.  Serve or not serve, I shan’t ask license of you, sir, nor the weathercock your companion.  I direct my discourse to the lady, sir.  ’Tis like my aunt may have told you, madam?  Yes, I have settled my concerns, I may say now, and am minded to see foreign parts.  If an how that the peace holds, whereby, that is, taxes abate.
 

MRS. MAR.  I thought you had designed for France at all adventures.
 

SIR WIL.  I can’t tell that; ’tis like I may, and ’tis like I may not.  I am somewhat dainty in making a resolution, because when I make it I keep it.  I don’t stand shill I, shall I, then; if I say’t, I’ll do’t.  But I have thoughts to tarry a small matter in town, to learn somewhat of your lingo first, before I cross the seas.  I’d gladly have a spice of your French as they say, whereby to hold discourse in foreign countries.
 

MRS. MAR.  Here’s an academy in town for that use.
 

SIR WIL.  There is?  ’Tis like there may.
 

MRS. MAR.  No doubt you will return very much improved.
 

WIT.  Yes, refined like a Dutch skipper from a whale-fishing.
 
  


SCENE XVI.

[To them] Lady Wishfort and Fainall.
 

LADY.  Nephew, you are welcome.
 

SIR WIL.  Aunt, your servant.
 

FAIN.  Sir Wilfull, your most faithful servant.
 

SIR WIL.  Cousin Fainall, give me your hand.
 

LADY.  Cousin Witwoud, your servant; Mr. Petulant, your servant.  Nephew, you are welcome again.  Will you drink anything after your journey, nephew, before you eat?  Dinner’s almost ready.
 

SIR WIL.  I’m very well, I thank you, aunt.  However, I thank you for your courteous offer.  ‘Sheart, I was afraid you would have been in the fashion too, and have remembered to have forgot your relations.  Here’s your cousin Tony, belike, I mayn’t call him brother for fear of offence.
 

LADY.  Oh, he’s a rallier, nephew.  My cousin’s a wit: and your great wits always rally their best friends to choose.  When you have been abroad, nephew, you’ll understand raillery better.  [Fainall and Mrs. Marwood talk apart.]
 

SIR WIL.  Why, then, let him hold his tongue in the meantime, and rail when that day comes.
 
  


SCENE XVII.

[To them] Mincing.
 

MINC.  Mem, I come to acquaint your laship that dinner is impatient.
 

SIR WIL.  Impatient?  Why, then, belike it won’t stay till I pull off my boots.  Sweetheart, can you help me to a pair of slippers?  My man’s with his horses, I warrant.
 

LADY.  Fie, fie, nephew, you would not pull off your boots here?  Go down into the hall: — dinner shall stay for you.  My nephew’s a little unbred: you’ll pardon him, madam.  Gentlemen, will you walk?  Marwood?
 

MRS. MAR.  I’ll follow you, madam, — before Sir Wilfull is ready.
 
  


SCENE XVIII.

Mrs. Marwood, Fainall.
 

FAIN.  Why, then, Foible’s a bawd, an errant, rank match-making bawd.  And I, it seems, am a husband, a rank husband, and my wife a very errant, rank wife, — all in the way of the world.  ‘Sdeath, to be a cuckold by anticipation, a cuckold in embryo!  Sure I was born with budding antlers like a young satyr, or a citizen’s child, ‘sdeath, to be out-witted, to be out-jilted, out-matrimonied.  If I had kept my speed like a stag, ‘twere somewhat, but to crawl after, with my horns like a snail, and be outstripped by my wife— ’tis scurvy wedlock.
 

MRS. MAR.  Then shake it off: you have often wished for an opportunity to part, and now you have it.  But first prevent their plot: — the half of Millamant’s fortune is too considerable to be parted with to a foe, to Mirabell.
 

FAIN.  Damn him, that had been mine — had you not made that fond discovery.  That had been forfeited, had they been married.  My wife had added lustre to my horns by that increase of fortune: I could have worn ’em tipt with gold, though my forehead had been furnished like a deputy-lieutenant’s hall.
 

MRS. MAR.  They may prove a cap of maintenance to you still, if you can away with your wife.  And she’s no worse than when you had her: — I dare swear she had given up her game before she was married.
 

FAIN.  Hum!  That may be — 
 

MRS. MAR.  You married her to keep you; and if you can contrive to have her keep you better than you expected, why should you not keep her longer than you intended?
 

FAIN.  The means, the means?
 

MRS. MAR.  Discover to my lady your wife’s conduct; threaten to part with her.  My lady loves her, and will come to any composition to save her reputation.  Take the opportunity of breaking it just upon the discovery of this imposture.  My lady will be enraged beyond bounds, and sacrifice niece, and fortune and all at that conjuncture.  And let me alone to keep her warm: if she should flag in her part, I will not fail to prompt her.
 

FAIN.  Faith, this has an appearance.
 

MRS. MAR.  I’m sorry I hinted to my lady to endeavour a match between Millamant and Sir Wilfull; that may be an obstacle.
 

FAIN.  Oh, for that matter, leave me to manage him; I’ll disable him for that, he will drink like a Dane.  After dinner I’ll set his hand in.
 

MRS. MAR.  Well, how do you stand affected towards your lady?
 

FAIN.  Why, faith, I’m thinking of it.  Let me see.  I am married already; so that’s over.  My wife has played the jade with me; well, that’s over too.  I never loved her, or if I had, why that would have been over too by this time.  Jealous of her I cannot be, for I am certain; so there’s an end of jealousy.  Weary of her I am and shall be.  No, there’s no end of that; no, no, that were too much to hope.  Thus far concerning my repose.  Now for my reputation: as to my own, I married not for it; so that’s out of the question.  And as to my part in my wife’s — why, she had parted with hers before; so, bringing none to me, she can take none from me: ’tis against all rule of play that I should lose to one who has not wherewithal to stake.
 

MRS. MAR.  Besides you forget, marriage is honourable.
 

FAIN.  Hum!  Faith, and that’s well thought on: marriage is honourable, as you say; and if so, wherefore should cuckoldom be a discredit, being derived from so honourable a root?
 

MRS. MAR.  Nay, I know not; if the root be honourable, why not the branches?
 

FAIN.  So, so; why this point’s clear.  Well, how do we proceed?
 

MRS. MAR.  I will contrive a letter which shall be delivered to my lady at the time when that rascal who is to act Sir Rowland is with her.  It shall come as from an unknown hand — for the less I appear to know of the truth the better I can play the incendiary.  Besides, I would not have Foible provoked if I could help it, because, you know, she knows some passages.  Nay, I expect all will come out.  But let the mine be sprung first, and then I care not if I am discovered.
 

FAIN.  If the worst come to the worst, I’ll turn my wife to grass.  I have already a deed of settlement of the best part of her estate, which I wheedled out of her, and that you shall partake at least.
 

MRS. MAR.  I hope you are convinced that I hate Mirabell now?  You’ll be no more jealous?
 

FAIN.  Jealous?  No, by this kiss.  Let husbands be jealous, but let the lover still believe: or if he doubt, let it be only to endear his pleasure, and prepare the joy that follows, when he proves his mistress true.  But let husbands’ doubts convert to endless jealousy; or if they have belief, let it corrupt to superstition and blind credulity.  I am single and will herd no more with ’em.  True, I wear the badge, but I’ll disown the order.  And since I take my leave of ’em, I care not if I leave ’em a common motto to their common crest.
 

All husbands must or pain or shame endure;
The wise too jealous are, fools too secure.
 
  


ACT IV. — SCENE I.

Scene Continues.
 

Lady Wishfort and Foible.
 

LADY.  Is Sir Rowland coming, say’st thou, Foible?  And are things in order?
 

FOIB.  Yes, madam.  I have put wax-lights in the sconces, and placed the footmen in a row in the hall, in their best liveries, with the coachman and postillion to fill up the equipage.
 

LADY.  Have you pulvilled the coachman and postillion, that they may not stink of the stable when Sir Rowland comes by?
 

FOIB.  Yes, madam.
 

LADY.  And are the dancers and the music ready, that he may be entertained in all points with correspondence to his passion?
 

FOIB.  All is ready, madam.
 

LADY.  And — well — and how do I look, Foible?
 

FOIB.  Most killing well, madam.
 

LADY.  Well, and how shall I receive him?  In what figure shall I give his heart the first impression?  There is a great deal in the first impression.  Shall I sit?  No, I won’t sit, I’ll walk, — ay, I’ll walk from the door upon his entrance, and then turn full upon him.  No, that will be too sudden.  I’ll lie, — ay, I’ll lie down.  I’ll receive him in my little dressing-room; there’s a couch — yes, yes, I’ll give the first impression on a couch.  I won’t lie neither, but loll and lean upon one elbow, with one foot a little dangling off, jogging in a thoughtful way.  Yes; and then as soon as he appears, start, ay, start and be surprised, and rise to meet him in a pretty disorder.  Yes; oh, nothing is more alluring than a levee from a couch in some confusion.  It shows the foot to advantage, and furnishes with blushes and re-composing airs beyond comparison.  Hark!  There’s a coach.
 

FOIB.  ’Tis he, madam.
 

LADY.  Oh dear, has my nephew made his addresses to Millamant?  I ordered him.
 

FOIB.  Sir Wilfull is set in to drinking, madam, in the parlour.
 

LADY.  Ods my life, I’ll send him to her.  Call her down, Foible; bring her hither.  I’ll send him as I go.  When they are together, then come to me, Foible, that I may not be too long alone with Sir Rowland.
 
  


SCENE II.

Mrs. Millamant, Mrs. Fainall, Foible.
 

FOIB.  Madam, I stayed here to tell your ladyship that Mr. Mirabell has waited this half hour for an opportunity to talk with you; though my lady’s orders were to leave you and Sir Wilfull together.  Shall I tell Mr. Mirabell that you are at leisure?
 

MILLA.  No.  What would the dear man have?  I am thoughtful and would amuse myself; bid him come another time.
 

There never yet was woman made,
Nor shall, but to be cursed.
 

[Repeating and walking about.]
 

That’s hard!
 

MRS. FAIN.  You are very fond of Sir John Suckling to-day, Millamant, and the poets.
 

MILLA.  He?  Ay, and filthy verses.  So I am.
 

FOIB.  Sir Wilfull is coming, madam.  Shall I send Mr. Mirabell away?
 

MILLA.  Ay, if you please, Foible, send him away, or send him hither, just as you will, dear Foible.  I think I’ll see him.  Shall I?  Ay, let the wretch come.
 

Thyrsis, a youth of the inspired train.
 

[Repeating]
 

Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilfull: — thou hast philosophy to undergo a fool; thou art married and hast patience.  I would confer with my own thoughts.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I am obliged to you that you would make me your proxy in this affair, but I have business of my own.
 
  


SCENE III.

[To them] Sir Wilfull.
 

MRS. FAIN.  O Sir Wilfull, you are come at the critical instant.  There’s your mistress up to the ears in love and contemplation; pursue your point, now or never.
 

SIR WIL.  Yes, my aunt will have it so.  I would gladly have been encouraged with a bottle or two, because I’m somewhat wary at first, before I am acquainted.  [This while Millamant walks about repeating to herself.]  But I hope, after a time, I shall break my mind — that is, upon further acquaintance. — So for the present, cousin, I’ll take my leave.  If so be you’ll be so kind to make my excuse, I’ll return to my company — 
 

MRS. FAIN.  Oh, fie, Sir Wilfull!  What, you must not be daunted.
 

SIR WIL.  Daunted?  No, that’s not it; it is not so much for that — for if so be that I set on’t I’ll do’t.  But only for the present, ’tis sufficient till further acquaintance, that’s all — your servant.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Nay, I’ll swear you shall never lose so favourable an opportunity, if I can help it.  I’ll leave you together and lock the door.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Sir Wilfull, Millamant.
 

SIR WIL.  Nay, nay, cousin.  I have forgot my gloves.  What d’ye do?  ‘Sheart, a has locked the door indeed, I think. — Nay, cousin Fainall, open the door.  Pshaw, what a vixen trick is this?  Nay, now a has seen me too. — Cousin, I made bold to pass through as it were — I think this door’s enchanted.
 

MILLA.  [repeating]: — 
 

I prithee spare me, gentle boy,
Press me no more for that slight toy.
 

SIR WIL.  Anan?  Cousin, your servant.
 

MILLA.  That foolish trifle of a heart — 
 

Sir Wilfull!
 

SIR WIL.  Yes — your servant.  No offence, I hope, cousin?
 

MILLA.  [repeating]: — 
 

  I swear it will not do its part,
Though thou dost thine, employ’st thy power and art.
 

Natural, easy Suckling!
 

SIR WIL.  Anan?  Suckling?  No such suckling neither, cousin, nor stripling: I thank heaven I’m no minor.
 

MILLA.  Ah, rustic, ruder than Gothic.
 

SIR WIL.  Well, well, I shall understand your lingo one of these days, cousin; in the meanwhile I must answer in plain English.
 

MILLA.  Have you any business with me, Sir Wilfull?
 

SIR WIL.  Not at present, cousin.  Yes, I made bold to see, to come and know if that how you were disposed to fetch a walk this evening; if so be that I might not be troublesome, I would have sought a walk with you.
 

MILLA.  A walk?  What then?
 

SIR WIL.  Nay, nothing.  Only for the walk’s sake, that’s all.
 

MILLA.  I nauseate walking: ’tis a country diversion; I loathe the country and everything that relates to it.
 

SIR WIL.  Indeed!  Hah!  Look ye, look ye, you do?  Nay, ’tis like you may.  Here are choice of pastimes here in town, as plays and the like, that must be confessed indeed — 
 

MILLA.  Ah, l’étourdi!  I hate the town too.
 

SIR WIL.  Dear heart, that’s much.  Hah! that you should hate ’em both!  Hah! ’tis like you may!  There are some can’t relish the town, and others can’t away with the country, ’tis like you may be one of those, cousin.
 

MILLA.  Ha, ha, ha!  Yes, ’tis like I may.  You have nothing further to say to me?
 

SIR WIL.  Not at present, cousin.  ’Tis like when I have an opportunity to be more private — I may break my mind in some measure — I conjecture you partly guess.  However, that’s as time shall try.  But spare to speak and spare to speed, as they say.
 

MILLA.  If it is of no great importance, Sir Wilfull, you will oblige me to leave me: I have just now a little business.
 

SIR WIL.  Enough, enough, cousin.  Yes, yes, all a case.  When you’re disposed, when you’re disposed.  Now’s as well as another time; and another time as well as now.  All’s one for that.  Yes, yes; if your concerns call you, there’s no haste: it will keep cold as they say.  Cousin, your servant.  I think this door’s locked.
 

MILLA.  You may go this way, sir.
 

SIR WIL.  Your servant; then with your leave I’ll return to my company.
 

MILLA.  Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha!
 

Like Phœbus sung the no less am’rous boy.
 
  


SCENE V.

Mrs. Millamant, Mirabell.
 

MIRA.  Like Daphne she, as lovely and as coy.
 

Do you lock yourself up from me, to make my search more curious?  Or is this pretty artifice contrived, to signify that here the chase must end, and my pursuit be crowned, for you can fly no further?
 

MILLA.  Vanity!  No — I’ll fly and be followed to the last moment; though I am upon the very verge of matrimony, I expect you should solicit me as much as if I were wavering at the grate of a monastery, with one foot over the threshold.  I’ll be solicited to the very last; nay, and afterwards.
 

MIRA.  What, after the last?
 

MILLA.  Oh, I should think I was poor and had nothing to bestow if I were reduced to an inglorious ease, and freed from the agreeable fatigues of solicitation.
 

MIRA.  But do not you know that when favours are conferred upon instant and tedious solicitation, that they diminish in their value, and that both the giver loses the grace, and the receiver lessens his pleasure?
 

MILLA.  It may be in things of common application, but never, sure, in love.  Oh, I hate a lover that can dare to think he draws a moment’s air independent on the bounty of his mistress.  There is not so impudent a thing in nature as the saucy look of an assured man confident of success: the pedantic arrogance of a very husband has not so pragmatical an air.  Ah, I’ll never marry, unless I am first made sure of my will and pleasure.
 

MIRA.  Would you have ’em both before marriage?  Or will you be contented with the first now, and stay for the other till after grace?
 

MILLA.  Ah, don’t be impertinent.  My dear liberty, shall I leave thee?  My faithful solitude, my darling contemplation, must I bid you then adieu?  Ay-h, adieu.  My morning thoughts, agreeable wakings, indolent slumbers, all ye douceurs, ye sommeils du matin, adieu.  I can’t do’t, ’tis more than impossible — positively, Mirabell, I’ll lie a-bed in a morning as long as I please.
 

MI RA.  Then I’ll get up in a morning as early as I please.
 

MILLA.  Ah!  Idle creature, get up when you will.  And d’ye hear, I won’t be called names after I’m married; positively I won’t be called names.
 

MIRA.  Names?
 

MILLA.  Ay, as wife, spouse, my dear, joy, jewel, love, sweetheart, and the rest of that nauseous cant, in which men and their wives are so fulsomely familiar — I shall never bear that.  Good Mirabell, don’t let us be familiar or fond, nor kiss before folks, like my Lady Fadler and Sir Francis; nor go to Hyde Park together the first Sunday in a new chariot, to provoke eyes and whispers, and then never be seen there together again, as if we were proud of one another the first week, and ashamed of one another ever after.  Let us never visit together, nor go to a play together, but let us be very strange and well-bred.  Let us be as strange as if we had been married a great while, and as well-bred as if we were not married at all.
 

MIRA.  Have you any more conditions to offer?  Hitherto your demands are pretty reasonable.
 

MILLA.  Trifles; as liberty to pay and receive visits to and from whom I please; to write and receive letters, without interrogatories or wry faces on your part; to wear what I please, and choose conversation with regard only to my own taste; to have no obligation upon me to converse with wits that I don’t like, because they are your acquaintance, or to be intimate with fools, because they may be your relations.  Come to dinner when I please, dine in my dressing-room when I’m out of humour, without giving a reason.  To have my closet inviolate; to be sole empress of my tea-table, which you must never presume to approach without first asking leave.  And lastly, wherever I am, you shall always knock at the door before you come in.  These articles subscribed, if I continue to endure you a little longer, I may by degrees dwindle into a wife.
 

MIRA.  Your bill of fare is something advanced in this latter account.  Well, have I liberty to offer conditions: — that when you are dwindled into a wife, I may not be beyond measure enlarged into a husband?
 

MILLA.  You have free leave: propose your utmost, speak and spare not.
 

MIRA.  I thank you.  Imprimis, then, I covenant that your acquaintance be general; that you admit no sworn confidant or intimate of your own sex; no she friend to screen her affairs under your countenance, and tempt you to make trial of a mutual secrecy.  No decoy-duck to wheedle you a fop-scrambling to the play in a mask, then bring you home in a pretended fright, when you think you shall be found out, and rail at me for missing the play, and disappointing the frolic which you had to pick me up and prove my constancy.
 

MILLA.  Detestable imprimis!  I go to the play in a mask!
 

MIRA.  Item, I article, that you continue to like your own face as long as I shall, and while it passes current with me, that you endeavour not to new coin it.  To which end, together with all vizards for the day, I prohibit all masks for the night, made of oiled skins and I know not what — hog’s bones, hare’s gall, pig water, and the marrow of a roasted cat.  In short, I forbid all commerce with the gentlewomen in what-d’ye-call-it court.  Item, I shut my doors against all bawds with baskets, and pennyworths of muslin, china, fans, atlases, etc.  Item, when you shall be breeding — 
 

MILLA.  Ah, name it not!
 

MIRA.  Which may be presumed, with a blessing on our endeavours — 
 

MILLA.  Odious endeavours!
 

MIRA.  I denounce against all strait lacing, squeezing for a shape, till you mould my boy’s head like a sugar-loaf, and instead of a man-child, make me father to a crooked billet.  Lastly, to the dominion of the tea-table I submit; but with proviso, that you exceed not in your province, but restrain yourself to native and simple tea-table drinks, as tea, chocolate, and coffee.  As likewise to genuine and authorised tea-table talk, such as mending of fashions, spoiling reputations, railing at absent friends, and so forth.  But that on no account you encroach upon the men’s prerogative, and presume to drink healths, or toast fellows; for prevention of which, I banish all foreign forces, all auxiliaries to the tea-table, as orange-brandy, all aniseed, cinnamon, citron, and Barbadoes waters, together with ratafia and the most noble spirit of clary.  But for cowslip-wine, poppy-water, and all dormitives, those I allow.  These provisos admitted, in other things I may prove a tractable and complying husband.
 

MILLA.  Oh, horrid provisos!  Filthy strong waters!  I toast fellows, odious men!  I hate your odious provisos.
 

MIRA.  Then we’re agreed.  Shall I kiss your hand upon the contract?  And here comes one to be a witness to the sealing of the deed.
 
  


SCENE VI.

[To them] Mrs. Fainall.
 

MILLA.  Fainall, what shall I do?  Shall I have him?  I think I must have him.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Ay, ay, take him, take him, what should you do?
 

MILLA.  Well then — I’ll take my death I’m in a horrid fright — Fainall, I shall never say it.  Well — I think — I’ll endure you.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Fie, fie, have him, and tell him so in plain terms: for I am sure you have a mind to him.
 

MILLA.  Are you?  I think I have; and the horrid man looks as if he thought so too.  Well, you ridiculous thing you, I’ll have you.  I won’t be kissed, nor I won’t be thanked. — Here, kiss my hand though, so hold your tongue now; don’t say a word.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Mirabell, there’s a necessity for your obedience: you have neither time to talk nor stay.  My mother is coming; and in my conscience if she should see you, would fall into fits, and maybe not recover time enough to return to Sir Rowland, who, as Foible tells me, is in a fair way to succeed.  Therefore spare your ecstasies for another occasion, and slip down the back stairs, where Foible waits to consult you.
 

MILLA.  Ay, go, go.  In the meantime I suppose you have said something to please me.
 

MIRA.  I am all obedience.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Mrs. Millamant, Mrs. Fainall.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Yonder Sir Wilfull’s drunk, and so noisy that my mother has been forced to leave Sir Rowland to appease him; but he answers her only with singing and drinking.  What they may have done by this time I know not, but Petulant and he were upon quarrelling as I came by.
 

MILLA.  Well, if Mirabell should not make a good husband, I am a lost thing: for I find I love him violently.
 

MRS. FAIN.  So it seems; for you mind not what’s said to you.  If you doubt him, you had best take up with Sir Wilfull.
 

MILLA.  How can you name that superannuated lubber? foh!
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To them] Witwoud from drinking.
 

MRS. FAIN.  So, is the fray made up that you have left ’em?
 

WIT.  Left ’em?  I could stay no longer.  I have laughed like ten Christ’nings.  I am tipsy with laughing — if I had stayed any longer I should have burst, — I must have been let out and pieced in the sides like an unsized camlet.  Yes, yes, the fray is composed; my lady came in like a noli prosequi, and stopt the proceedings.
 

MILLA.  What was the dispute?
 

WIT.  That’s the jest: there was no dispute.  They could neither of ’em speak for rage; and so fell a sputt’ring at one another like two roasting apples.
 
  


SCENE IX.

[To them] Petulant drunk.
 

WIT.  Now, Petulant?  All’s over, all’s well?  Gad, my head begins to whim it about.  Why dost thou not speak?  Thou art both as drunk and as mute as a fish.
 

PET.  Look you, Mrs. Millamant, if you can love me, dear Nymph, say it, and that’s the conclusion — pass on, or pass off — that’s all.
 

WIT.  Thou hast uttered volumes, folios, in less than decimo sexto, my dear Lacedemonian.  Sirrah, Petulant, thou art an epitomiser of words.
 

PET.  Witwoud, — you are an annihilator of sense.
 

WIT.  Thou art a retailer of phrases, and dost deal in remnants of remnants, like a maker of pincushions; thou art in truth (metaphorically speaking) a speaker of shorthand.
 

PET.  Thou art (without a figure) just one half of an ass, and Baldwin yonder, thy half-brother, is the rest.  A Gemini of asses split would make just four of you.
 

WIT.  Thou dost bite, my dear mustard-seed; kiss me for that.
 

PET.  Stand off — I’ll kiss no more males — I have kissed your Twin yonder in a humour of reconciliation till he [hiccup] rises upon my stomach like a radish.
 

MILLA.  Eh! filthy creature; what was the quarrel?
 

PET.  There was no quarrel; there might have been a quarrel.
 

WIT.  If there had been words enow between ’em to have expressed provocation, they had gone together by the ears like a pair of castanets.
 

PET.  You were the quarrel.
 

MILLA.  Me?
 

PET.  If I have a humour to quarrel, I can make less matters conclude premises.  If you are not handsome, what then?  If I have a humour to prove it?  If I shall have my reward, say so; if not, fight for your face the next time yourself — I’ll go sleep.
 

WIT.  Do, wrap thyself up like a woodlouse, and dream revenge.  And, hear me, if thou canst learn to write by to-morrow morning, pen me a challenge.  I’ll carry it for thee.
 

PET.  Carry your mistress’s monkey a spider; go flea dogs and read romances.  I’ll go to bed to my maid.
 

MRS. FAIN.  He’s horridly drunk — how came you all in this pickle?
 

WIT.  A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight — your husband’s advice; but he sneaked off.
 
  


SCENE X.

Sir Wilfull, drunk, Lady Wishfort, Witwoud, Mrs. Millamant, Mrs. Fainall.
 

LADY.  Out upon’t, out upon’t, at years of discretion, and comport yourself at this rantipole rate!
 

SIR WIL.  No offence, aunt.
 

LADY.  Offence?  As I’m a person, I’m ashamed of you.  Fogh!  How you stink of wine!  D’ye think my niece will ever endure such a Borachio?  You’re an absolute Borachio.
 

SIR WIL.  Borachio?
 

LADY.  At a time when you should commence an amour, and put your best foot foremost — 
 

SIR WIL.  ‘Sheart, an you grutch me your liquor, make a bill. — Give me more drink, and take my purse.  [Sings]: — 
 

  Prithee fill me the glass,
   Till it laugh in my face,
With ale that is potent and mellow;
   He that whines for a lass
   Is an ignorant ass,
For a bumper has not its fellow.
 

But if you would have me marry my cousin, say the word, and I’ll do’t.  Wilfull will do’t, that’s the word.  Wilfull will do’t, that’s my crest, — my motto I have forgot.
 

LADY.  My nephew’s a little overtaken, cousin, but ’tis drinking your health.  O’ my word, you are obliged to him — 
 

SIR WIL.  In vino veritas, aunt.  If I drunk your health to-day, cousin, — I am a Borachio. — But if you have a mind to be married, say the word and send for the piper; Wilfull will do’t.  If not, dust it away, and let’s have t’other round.  Tony — ods-heart, where’s Tony? — Tony’s an honest fellow, but he spits after a bumper, and that’s a fault.
 

We’ll drink and we’ll never ha’ done, boys,
Put the glass then around with the sun, boys,
Let Apollo’s example invite us;
   For he’s drunk every night,
   And that makes him so bright,
That he’s able next morning to light us.
 

The sun’s a good pimple, an honest soaker, he has a cellar at your antipodes.  If I travel, aunt, I touch at your antipodes — your antipodes are a good rascally sort of topsy-turvy fellows.  If I had a bumper I’d stand upon my head and drink a health to ’em.  A match or no match, cousin with the hard name; aunt, Wilfull will do’t.  If she has her maidenhead let her look to ‘t; if she has not, let her keep her own counsel in the meantime, and cry out at the nine months’ end.
 

MILLA.  Your pardon, madam, I can stay no longer.  Sir Wilfull grows very powerful.  Egh! how he smells!  I shall be overcome if I stay.  Come, cousin.
 
  


SCENE XI.

Lady Wishfort, Sir Wilfull Witwoud, Mr. Witwoud, Foible.
 

LADY.  Smells?  He would poison a tallow-chandler and his family.  Beastly creature, I know not what to do with him.  Travel, quotha; ay, travel, travel, get thee gone, get thee but far enough, to the Saracens, or the Tartars, or the Turks — for thou art not fit to live in a Christian commonwealth, thou beastly pagan.
 

SIR WIL.  Turks?  No; no Turks, aunt.  Your Turks are infidels, and believe not in the grape.  Your Mahometan, your Mussulman is a dry stinkard.  No offence, aunt.  My map says that your Turk is not so honest a man as your Christian — I cannot find by the map that your Mufti is orthodox, whereby it is a plain case that orthodox is a hard word, aunt, and [hiccup] Greek for claret.  [Sings]: — 
 

To drink is a Christian diversion,
Unknown to the Turk or the Persian.
   Let Mahometan fools
   Live by heathenish rules,
And be damned over tea-cups and coffee.
   But let British lads sing,
   Crown a health to the King,
And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy.
 

Ah, Tony!  [Foible whispers Lady W.]
 

LADY.  Sir Rowland impatient?  Good lack! what shall I do with this beastly tumbril?  Go lie down and sleep, you sot, or as I’m a person, I’ll have you bastinadoed with broomsticks.  Call up the wenches with broomsticks.
 

SIR WIL.  Ahey!  Wenches?  Where are the wenches?
 

LADY.  Dear Cousin Witwoud, get him away, and you will bind me to you inviolably.  I have an affair of moment that invades me with some precipitation. — You will oblige me to all futurity.
 

WIT.  Come, knight.  Pox on him, I don’t know what to say to him.  Will you go to a cock-match?
 

SIR WIL.  With a wench, Tony?  Is she a shake-bag, sirrah?  Let me bite your cheek for that.
 

WIT.  Horrible!  He has a breath like a bagpipe.  Ay, ay; come, will you march, my Salopian?
 

SIR WIL.  Lead on, little Tony.  I’ll follow thee, my Anthony, my Tantony.  Sirrah, thou shalt be my Tantony, and I’ll be thy pig.
 

And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy.
 

LADY.  This will never do.  It will never make a match, — at least before he has been abroad.
 
  


SCENE XII.

Lady Wishfort, Waitwell disguised as for Sir Rowland.
 

LADY.  Dear Sir Rowland, I am confounded with confusion at the retrospection of my own rudeness, — I have more pardons to ask than the pope distributes in the year of jubilee.  But I hope where there is likely to be so near an alliance, we may unbend the severity of decorum, and dispense with a little ceremony.
 

WAIT.  My impatience, madam, is the effect of my transport; and till I have the possession of your adorable person, I am tantalised on the rack, and do but hang, madam, on the tenter of expectation.
 

LADY.  You have excess of gallantry, Sir Rowland, and press things to a conclusion with a most prevailing vehemence.  But a day or two for decency of marriage — 
 

WAIT.  For decency of funeral, madam!  The delay will break my heart — or if that should fail, I shall be poisoned.  My nephew will get an inkling of my designs and poison me — and I would willingly starve him before I die — I would gladly go out of the world with that satisfaction.  That would be some comfort to me, if I could but live so long as to be revenged on that unnatural viper.
 

LADY.  Is he so unnatural, say you?  Truly I would contribute much both to the saving of your life and the accomplishment of your revenge.  Not that I respect myself; though he has been a perfidious wretch to me.
 

WAIT.  Perfidious to you?
 

LADY.  O Sir Rowland, the hours that he has died away at my feet, the tears that he has shed, the oaths that he has sworn, the palpitations that he has felt, the trances and the tremblings, the ardours and the ecstasies, the kneelings and the risings, the heart-heavings and the hand-gripings, the pangs and the pathetic regards of his protesting eyes! — Oh, no memory can register.
 

WAIT.  What, my rival?  Is the rebel my rival?  A dies.
 

LADY.  No, don’t kill him at once, Sir Rowland: starve him gradually, inch by inch.
 

WAIT.  I’ll do’t.  In three weeks he shall be barefoot; in a month out at knees with begging an alms; he shall starve upward and upward, ‘till he has nothing living but his head, and then go out in a stink like a candle’s end upon a save-all.
 

LADY.  Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way, — you are no novice in the labyrinth of love, — you have the clue.  But as I am a person, Sir Rowland, you must not attribute my yielding to any sinister appetite or indigestion of widowhood; nor impute my complacency to any lethargy of continence.  I hope you do not think me prone to any iteration of nuptials?
 

WAIT.  Far be it from me — 
 

LADY.  If you do, I protest I must recede, or think that I have made a prostitution of decorums, but in the vehemence of compassion, and to save the life of a person of so much importance — 
 

WAIT.  I esteem it so — 
 

LADY.  Or else you wrong my condescension — 
 

WAIT.  I do not, I do not — 
 

LADY.  Indeed you do.
 

WAIT.  I do not, fair shrine of virtue.
 

LADY.  If you think the least scruple of causality was an ingredient — 
 

WAIT.  Dear madam, no.  You are all camphire and frankincense, all chastity and odour.
 

LADY.  Or that — 
 
  


SCENE XIII.

[To them] Foible.
 

FOIB.  Madam, the dancers are ready, and there’s one with a letter, who must deliver it into your own hands.
 

LADY.  Sir Rowland, will you give me leave?  Think favourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have found a person who would suffer racks in honour’s cause, dear Sir Rowland, and will wait on you incessantly.
 
  


SCENE XIV.

Waitwell, Foible.
 

WAIT.  Fie, fie!  What a slavery have I undergone; spouse, hast thou any cordial?  I want spirits.
 

FOIB.  What a washy rogue art thou, to pant thus for a quarter of an hour’s lying and swearing to a fine lady?
 

WAIT.  Oh, she is the antidote to desire.  Spouse, thou wilt fare the worse for’t.  I shall have no appetite to iteration of nuptials — this eight-and-forty hours.  By this hand I’d rather be a chairman in the dog-days than act Sir Rowland till this time to-morrow.
 
  


SCENE XV.

[To them] Lady with a letter.
 

LADY.  Call in the dancers; Sir Rowland, we’ll sit, if you please, and see the entertainment.  [Dance.]  Now, with your permission, Sir Rowland, I will peruse my letter.  I would open it in your presence, because I would not make you uneasy.  If it should make you uneasy, I would burn it — speak if it does — but you may see, the superscription is like a woman’s hand.
 

FOIB.  By heaven!  Mrs. Marwood’s, I know it, — my heart aches — get it from her!  [To him.]
 

WAIT.  A woman’s hand?  No madam, that’s no woman’s hand: I see that already.  That’s somebody whose throat must be cut.
 

LADY.  Nay, Sir Rowland, since you give me a proof of your passion by your jealousy, I promise you I’ll make a return by a frank communication.  You shall see it — we’ll open it together.  Look you here.  [Reads.]  Madam, though unknown to you (look you there, ’tis from nobody that I know.)  I have that honour for your character, that I think myself obliged to let you know you are abused.  He who pretends to be Sir Rowland is a cheat and a rascal.  O heavens! what’s this?
 

FOIB.  Unfortunate; all’s ruined.
 

WAIT.  How, how, let me see, let me see.  [Reading.]  A rascal, and disguised and suborned for that imposture — O villainy! O villainy! — by the contrivance of — 
 

LADY.  I shall faint, I shall die.  Oh!
 

FOIB.  Say ’tis your nephew’s hand.  Quickly, his plot, swear, swear it!  [To him.]
 

WAIT.  Here’s a villain!  Madam, don’t you perceive it?  Don’t you see it?
 

LADY.  Too well, too well.  I have seen too much.
 

WAIT.  I told you at first I knew the hand.  A woman’s hand?  The rascal writes a sort of a large hand: your Roman hand. — I saw there was a throat to be cut presently.  If he were my son, as he is my nephew, I’d pistol him.
 

FOIB.  O treachery!  But are you sure, Sir Rowland, it is his writing?
 

WAIT.  Sure?  Am I here?  Do I live?  Do I love this pearl of India?  I have twenty letters in my pocket from him in the same character.
 

LADY.  How?
 

FOIB.  Oh, what luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you were present at this juncture!  This was the business that brought Mr. Mirabell disguised to Madam Millamant this afternoon.  I thought something was contriving, when he stole by me and would have hid his face.
 

LADY.  How, how?  I heard the villain was in the house indeed; and now I remember, my niece went away abruptly when Sir Wilfull was to have made his addresses.
 

FOIB.  Then, then, madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for her in her chamber; but I would not tell your ladyship to discompose you when you were to receive Sir Rowland.
 

WAIT.  Enough, his date is short.
 

FOIB.  No, good Sir Rowland, don’t incur the law.
 

WAIT.  Law?  I care not for law.  I can but die, and ’tis in a good cause.  My lady shall be satisfied of my truth and innocence, though it cost me my life.
 

LADY.  No, dear Sir Rowland, don’t fight: if you should be killed I must never show my face; or hanged, — oh, consider my reputation, Sir Rowland.  No, you shan’t fight: I’ll go in and examine my niece; I’ll make her confess.  I conjure you, Sir Rowland, by all your love not to fight.
 

WAIT.  I am charmed, madam; I obey.  But some proof you must let me give you: I’ll go for a black box, which contains the writings of my whole estate, and deliver that into your hands.
 

LADY.  Ay, dear Sir Rowland, that will be some comfort; bring the black box.
 

WAIT.  And may I presume to bring a contract to be signed this night?  May I hope so far?
 

LADY.  Bring what you will; but come alive, pray come alive.  Oh, this is a happy discovery.
 

WAIT.  Dead or alive I’ll come — and married we will be in spite of treachery; ay, and get an heir that shall defeat the last remaining glimpse of hope in my abandoned nephew.  Come, my buxom widow:
 

E’er long you shall substantial proof receive
That I’m an arrant knight — 
 

FOIB.  Or arrant knave.
 
  


ACT V. — SCENE I.

Scene continues.
 

Lady Wishfort and Foible.
 

LADY.  Out of my house, out of my house, thou viper, thou serpent that I have fostered, thou bosom traitress that I raised from nothing!  Begone, begone, begone, go, go; that I took from washing of old gauze and weaving of dead hair, with a bleak blue nose, over a chafing-dish of starved embers, and dining behind a traver’s rag, in a shop no bigger than a bird-cage.  Go, go, starve again, do, do!
 

FOIB.  Dear madam, I’ll beg pardon on my knees.
 

LADY.  Away, out, out, go set up for yourself again, do; drive a trade, do, with your threepennyworth of small ware, flaunting upon a packthread, under a brandy-seller’s bulk, or against a dead wall by a balladmonger.  Go, hang out an old frisoneer-gorget, with a yard of yellow colberteen again, do; an old gnawed mask, two rows of pins, and a child’s fiddle; a glass necklace with the beads broken, and a quilted night-cap with one ear.  Go, go, drive a trade.  These were your commodities, you treacherous trull; this was the merchandise you dealt in, when I took you into my house, placed you next myself, and made you governant of my whole family.  You have forgot this, have you, now you have feathered your nest?
 

FOIB.  No, no, dear madam.  Do but hear me, have but a moment’s patience — I’ll confess all.  Mr. Mirabell seduced me; I am not the first that he has wheedled with his dissembling tongue.  Your ladyship’s own wisdom has been deluded by him; then how should I, a poor ignorant, defend myself?  O madam, if you knew but what he promised me, and how he assured me your ladyship should come to no damage, or else the wealth of the Indies should not have bribed me to conspire against so good, so sweet, so kind a lady as you have been to me.
 

LADY.  No damage?  What, to betray me, to marry me to a cast serving-man; to make me a receptacle, an hospital for a decayed pimp?  No damage?  O thou frontless impudence, more than a big-bellied actress!
 

FOIB.  Pray do but hear me, madam; he could not marry your ladyship, madam.  No indeed, his marriage was to have been void in law; for he was married to me first, to secure your ladyship.  He could not have bedded your ladyship, for if he had consummated with your ladyship, he must have run the risk of the law, and been put upon his clergy.  Yes indeed, I enquired of the law in that case before I would meddle or make.
 

LADY.  What?  Then I have been your property, have I?  I have been convenient to you, it seems, while you were catering for Mirabell; I have been broker for you?  What, have you made a passive bawd of me?  This exceeds all precedent.  I am brought to fine uses, to become a botcher of second-hand marriages between Abigails and Andrews!  I’ll couple you.  Yes, I’ll baste you together, you and your Philander.  I’ll Duke’s Place you, as I’m a person.  Your turtle is in custody already.  You shall coo in the same cage, if there be constable or warrant in the parish.
 

FOIB.  Oh, that ever I was born!  Oh, that I was ever married!  A bride?  Ay, I shall be a Bridewell bride.  Oh!
 
  


SCENE II.

Mrs. Fainall, Foible.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Poor Foible, what’s the matter?
 

FOIB.  O madam, my lady’s gone for a constable; I shall be had to a justice, and put to Bridewell to beat hemp.  Poor Waitwell’s gone to prison already.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Have a good heart, Foible: Mirabell’s gone to give security for him.  This is all Marwood’s and my husband’s doing.
 

FOIB.  Yes, yes; I know it, madam: she was in my lady’s closet, and overheard all that you said to me before dinner.  She sent the letter to my lady, and that missing effect, Mr. Fainall laid this plot to arrest Waitwell, when he pretended to go for the papers; and in the meantime Mrs. Marwood declared all to my lady.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Was there no mention made of me in the letter?  My mother does not suspect my being in the confederacy?  I fancy Marwood has not told her, though she has told my husband.
 

FOIB.  Yes, madam; but my lady did not see that part.  We stifled the letter before she read so far.  Has that mischievous devil told Mr. Fainall of your ladyship then?
 

MRS. FAIN.  Ay, all’s out: my affair with Mirabell, everything discovered.  This is the last day of our living together; that’s my comfort.
 

FOIB.  Indeed, madam, and so ’tis a comfort, if you knew all.  He has been even with your ladyship; which I could have told you long enough since, but I love to keep peace and quietness by my good will.  I had rather bring friends together than set ’em at distance.  But Mrs. Marwood and he are nearer related than ever their parents thought for.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Say’st thou so, Foible?  Canst thou prove this?
 

FOIB.  I can take my oath of it, madam; so can Mrs. Mincing.  We have had many a fair word from Madam Marwood to conceal something that passed in our chamber one evening when you were at Hyde Park, and we were thought to have gone a-walking.  But we went up unawares — though we were sworn to secrecy too: Madam Marwood took a book and swore us upon it: but it was but a book of poems.  So long as it was not a bible oath, we may break it with a safe conscience.
 

MRS. FAIN.  This discovery is the most opportune thing I could wish.  Now, Mincing?
 
  


SCENE III.

[To them] Mincing.
 

MINC.  My lady would speak with Mrs. Foible, mem.  Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has set your spouse at liberty, Mrs. Foible, and would have you hide yourself in my lady’s closet till my old lady’s anger is abated.  Oh, my old lady is in a perilous passion at something Mr. Fainall has said; he swears, and my old lady cries.  There’s a fearful hurricane, I vow.  He says, mem, how that he’ll have my lady’s fortune made over to him, or he’ll be divorced.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Does your lady or Mirabell know that?
 

MINC.  Yes mem; they have sent me to see if Sir Wilfull be sober, and to bring him to them.  My lady is resolved to have him, I think, rather than lose such a vast sum as six thousand pound.  Oh, come, Mrs. Foible, I hear my old lady.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Foible, you must tell Mincing that she must prepare to vouch when I call her.
 

FOIB.  Yes, yes, madam.
 

MINC.  Oh, yes mem, I’ll vouch anything for your ladyship’s service, be what it will.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Mrs. Fainall, Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Marwood.
 

LADY.  O my dear friend, how can I enumerate the benefits that I have received from your goodness?  To you I owe the timely discovery of the false vows of Mirabell; to you I owe the detection of the impostor Sir Rowland.  And now you are become an intercessor with my son-in-law, to save the honour of my house and compound for the frailties of my daughter.  Well, friend, you are enough to reconcile me to the bad world, or else I would retire to deserts and solitudes, and feed harmless sheep by groves and purling streams.  Dear Marwood, let us leave the world, and retire by ourselves and be shepherdesses.
 

MRS. MAR.  Let us first dispatch the affair in hand, madam.  We shall have leisure to think of retirement afterwards.  Here is one who is concerned in the treaty.
 

LADY.  O daughter, daughter, is it possible thou shouldst be my child, bone of my bone, and flesh of my flesh, and as I may say, another me, and yet transgress the most minute particle of severe virtue?  Is it possible you should lean aside to iniquity, who have been cast in the direct mould of virtue?  I have not only been a mould but a pattern for you, and a model for you, after you were brought into the world.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I don’t understand your ladyship.
 

LADY.  Not understand?  Why, have you not been naught?  Have you not been sophisticated?  Not understand?  Here I am ruined to compound for your caprices and your cuckoldoms.  I must pawn my plate and my jewels, and ruin my niece, and all little enough — 
 

MRS. FAIN.  I am wronged and abused, and so are you.  ’Tis a false accusation, as false as hell, as false as your friend there; ay, or your friend’s friend, my false husband.
 

MRS. MAR.  My friend, Mrs. Fainall?  Your husband my friend, what do you mean?
 

MRS. FAIN.  I know what I mean, madam, and so do you; and so shall the world at a time convenient.
 

MRS. MAR.  I am sorry to see you so passionate, madam.  More temper would look more like innocence.  But I have done.  I am sorry my zeal to serve your ladyship and family should admit of misconstruction, or make me liable to affronts.  You will pardon me, madam, if I meddle no more with an affair in which I am not personally concerned.
 

LADY.  O dear friend, I am so ashamed that you should meet with such returns.  You ought to ask pardon on your knees, ungrateful creature; she deserves more from you than all your life can accomplish.  Oh, don’t leave me destitute in this perplexity!  No, stick to me, my good genius.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I tell you, madam, you’re abused.  Stick to you?  Ay, like a leech, to suck your best blood; she’ll drop off when she’s full.  Madam, you shan’t pawn a bodkin, nor part with a brass counter, in composition for me.  I defy ’em all.  Let ’em prove their aspersions: I know my own innocence, and dare stand a trial.
 
  


SCENE V.

Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Marwood.
 

LADY.  Why, if she should be innocent, if she should be wronged after all, ha?  I don’t know what to think, and I promise you, her education has been unexceptionable.  I may say it, for I chiefly made it my own care to initiate her very infancy in the rudiments of virtue, and to impress upon her tender years a young odium and aversion to the very sight of men; ay, friend, she would ha’ shrieked if she had but seen a man till she was in her teens.  As I’m a person, ’tis true.  She was never suffered to play with a male child, though but in coats.  Nay, her very babies were of the feminine gender.  Oh, she never looked a man in the face but her own father or the chaplain, and him we made a shift to put upon her for a woman, by the help of his long garments, and his sleek face, till she was going in her fifteen.
 

MRS. MAR.  ’Twas much she should be deceived so long.
 

LADY.  I warrant you, or she would never have borne to have been catechised by him, and have heard his long lectures against singing and dancing and such debaucheries, and going to filthy plays, and profane music meetings, where the lewd trebles squeak nothing but bawdy, and the basses roar blasphemy.  Oh, she would have swooned at the sight or name of an obscene play-book — and can I think after all this that my daughter can be naught?  What, a whore?  And thought it excommunication to set her foot within the door of a playhouse.  O dear friend, I can’t believe it.  No, no; as she says, let him prove it, let him prove it.
 

MRS. MAR.  Prove it, madam?  What, and have your name prostituted in a public court; yours and your daughter’s reputation worried at the bar by a pack of bawling lawyers?  To be ushered in with an Oh yes of scandal, and have your case opened by an old fumbling leacher in a quoif like a man midwife; to bring your daughter’s infamy to light; to be a theme for legal punsters and quibblers by the statute; and become a jest, against a rule of court, where there is no precedent for a jest in any record, not even in Doomsday Book.  To discompose the gravity of the bench, and provoke naughty interrogatories in more naughty law Latin; while the good judge, tickled with the proceeding, simpers under a grey beard, and fidges off and on his cushion as if he had swallowed cantharides, or sate upon cow-itch.
 

LADY.  Oh, ’tis very hard!
 

MRS. MAR.  And then to have my young revellers of the Temple take notes, like prentices at a conventicle; and after talk it over again in Commons, or before drawers in an eating-house.
 

LADY.  Worse and worse.
 

MRS. MAR.  Nay, this is nothing; if it would end here ‘twere well.  But it must after this be consigned by the shorthand writers to the public press; and from thence be transferred to the hands, nay, into the throats and lungs, of hawkers, with voices more licentious than the loud flounder-man’s.  And this you must hear till you are stunned; nay, you must hear nothing else for some days.
 

LADY.  Oh ’tis insupportable.  No, no, dear friend, make it up, make it up; ay, ay, I’ll compound.  I’ll give up all, myself and my all, my niece and her all, anything, everything, for composition.
 

MRS. MAR.  Nay, madam, I advise nothing, I only lay before you, as a friend, the inconveniences which perhaps you have overseen.  Here comes Mr. Fainall; if he will be satisfied to huddle up all in silence, I shall be glad.  You must think I would rather congratulate than condole with you.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Fainall, Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Marwood.
 

LADY.  Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Marwood.  No, no, I do not doubt it.
 

FAIN.  Well, madam, I have suffered myself to be overcome by the importunity of this lady, your friend, and am content you shall enjoy your own proper estate during life, on condition you oblige yourself never to marry, under such penalty as I think convenient.
 

LADY.  Never to marry?
 

FAIN.  No more Sir Rowlands, — the next imposture may not be so timely detected.
 

MRS. MAR.  That condition, I dare answer, my lady will consent to, without difficulty; she has already but too much experienced the perfidiousness of men.  Besides, madam, when we retire to our pastoral solitude, we shall bid adieu to all other thoughts.
 

LADY.  Ay, that’s true; but in case of necessity, as of health, or some such emergency — 
 

FAIN.  Oh, if you are prescribed marriage, you shall be considered; I will only reserve to myself the power to choose for you.  If your physic be wholesome, it matters not who is your apothecary.  Next, my wife shall settle on me the remainder of her fortune, not made over already; and for her maintenance depend entirely on my discretion.
 

LADY.  This is most inhumanly savage: exceeding the barbarity of a Muscovite husband.
 

FAIN.  I learned it from his Czarish Majesty’s retinue, in a winter evening’s conference over brandy and pepper, amongst other secrets of matrimony and policy, as they are at present practised in the northern hemisphere.  But this must be agreed unto, and that positively.  Lastly, I will be endowed, in right of my wife, with that six thousand pound, which is the moiety of Mrs. Millamant’s fortune in your possession, and which she has forfeited (as will appear by the last will and testament of your deceased husband, Sir Jonathan Wishfort) by her disobedience in contracting herself against your consent or knowledge, and by refusing the offered match with Sir Wilfull Witwoud, which you, like a careful aunt, had provided for her.
 

LADY.  My nephew was non compos, and could not make his addresses.
 

FAIN.  I come to make demands — I’ll hear no objections.
 

LADY.  You will grant me time to consider?
 

FAIN.  Yes, while the instrument is drawing, to which you must set your hand till more sufficient deeds can be perfected: which I will take care shall be done with all possible speed.  In the meanwhile I will go for the said instrument, and till my return you may balance this matter in your own discretion.
 
  


SCENE VII.

Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Marwood.
 

LADY.  This insolence is beyond all precedent, all parallel.  Must I be subject to this merciless villain?
 

MRS. MAR.  ’Tis severe indeed, madam, that you should smart for your daughter’s wantonness.
 

LADY.  ’Twas against my consent that she married this barbarian, but she would have him, though her year was not out.  Ah! her first husband, my son Languish, would not have carried it thus.  Well, that was my choice, this is hers; she is matched now with a witness — I shall be mad, dear friend; is there no comfort for me?  Must I live to be confiscated at this rebel-rate?  Here come two more of my Egyptian plagues too.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

[To them] Mrs. Millamant, Sir Wilfull.
 

SIR WIL.  Aunt, your servant.
 

LADY.  Out, caterpillar, call not me aunt; I know thee not.
 

SIR WIL.  I confess I have been a little in disguise, as they say.  ‘Sheart! and I’m sorry for’t.  What would you have?  I hope I committed no offence, aunt — and if I did I am willing to make satisfaction; and what can a man say fairer?  If I have broke anything I’ll pay for’t, an it cost a pound.  And so let that content for what’s past, and make no more words.  For what’s to come, to pleasure you I’m willing to marry my cousin.  So, pray, let’s all be friends, she and I are agreed upon the matter before a witness.
 

LADY.  How’s this, dear niece?  Have I any comfort?  Can this be true?
 

MILLA.  I am content to be a sacrifice to your repose, madam, and to convince you that I had no hand in the plot, as you were misinformed.  I have laid my commands on Mirabell to come in person, and be a witness that I give my hand to this flower of knighthood; and for the contract that passed between Mirabell and me, I have obliged him to make a resignation of it in your ladyship’s presence.  He is without and waits your leave for admittance.
 

LADY.  Well, I’ll swear I am something revived at this testimony of your obedience; but I cannot admit that traitor, — I fear I cannot fortify myself to support his appearance.  He is as terrible to me as a Gorgon: if I see him I swear I shall turn to stone, petrify incessantly.
 

MILLA.  If you disoblige him he may resent your refusal, and insist upon the contract still.  Then ’tis the last time he will be offensive to you.
 

LADY.  Are you sure it will be the last time?  If I were sure of that — shall I never see him again?
 

MILLA.  Sir Wilfull, you and he are to travel together, are you not?
 

SIR WIL.  ‘Sheart, the gentleman’s a civil gentleman, aunt, let him come in; why, we are sworn brothers and fellow-travellers.  We are to be Pylades and Orestes, he and I.  He is to be my interpreter in foreign parts.  He has been overseas once already; and with proviso that I marry my cousin, will cross ’em once again, only to bear me company.  ‘Sheart, I’ll call him in, — an I set on’t once, he shall come in; and see who’ll hinder him.  [Goes to the door and hems.]
 

MRS. MAR.  This is precious fooling, if it would pass; but I’ll know the bottom of it.
 

LADY.  O dear Marwood, you are not going?
 

MRS. MAR.  Not far, madam; I’ll return immediately.
 
  


SCENE IX.

Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Millamant, Sir Wilfull, Mirabell.
 

SIR WIL.  Look up, man, I’ll stand by you; ‘sbud, an she do frown, she can’t kill you.  Besides — harkee, she dare not frown desperately, because her face is none of her own.  ‘Sheart, an she should, her forehead would wrinkle like the coat of a cream cheese; but mum for that, fellow-traveller.
 

MIRA.  If a deep sense of the many injuries I have offered to so good a lady, with a sincere remorse and a hearty contrition, can but obtain the least glance of compassion.  I am too happy.  Ah, madam, there was a time — but let it be forgotten.  I confess I have deservedly forfeited the high place I once held, of sighing at your feet; nay, kill me not by turning from me in disdain, I come not to plead for favour.  Nay, not for pardon: I am a suppliant only for pity: — I am going where I never shall behold you more.
 

SIR WIL.  How, fellow-traveller?  You shall go by yourself then.
 

MIRA.  Let me be pitied first, and afterwards forgotten.  I ask no more.
 

SIR WIL.  By’r lady, a very reasonable request, and will cost you nothing, aunt.  Come, come, forgive and forget, aunt.  Why you must an you are a Christian.
 

MIRA.  Consider, madam; in reality you could not receive much prejudice: it was an innocent device, though I confess it had a face of guiltiness — it was at most an artifice which love contrived — and errors which love produces have ever been accounted venial.  At least think it is punishment enough that I have lost what in my heart I hold most dear, that to your cruel indignation I have offered up this beauty, and with her my peace and quiet; nay, all my hopes of future comfort.
 

SIR WIL.  An he does not move me, would I may never be o’ the quorum.  An it were not as good a deed as to drink, to give her to him again, I would I might never take shipping.  Aunt, if you don’t forgive quickly, I shall melt, I can tell you that.  My contract went no farther than a little mouth-glue, and that’s hardly dry; one doleful sigh more from my fellow-traveller and ’tis dissolved.
 

LADY.  Well, nephew, upon your account.  Ah, he has a false insinuating tongue.  Well, sir, I will stifle my just resentment at my nephew’s request.  I will endeavour what I can to forget, but on proviso that you resign the contract with my niece immediately.
 

MIRA.  It is in writing and with papers of concern; but I have sent my servant for it, and will deliver it to you, with all acknowledgments for your transcendent goodness.
 

LADY.  Oh, he has witchcraft in his eyes and tongue; when I did not see him I could have bribed a villain to his assassination; but his appearance rakes the embers which have so long lain smothered in my breast.  [Aside.]
 
  


SCENE X.

[To them] Fainall, Mrs. Marwood.
 

FAIN.  Your date of deliberation, madam, is expired.  Here is the instrument; are you prepared to sign?
 

LADY.  If I were prepared, I am not impowered.  My niece exerts a lawful claim, having matched herself by my direction to Sir Wilfull.
 

FAIN.  That sham is too gross to pass on me, though ’tis imposed on you, madam.
 

MILLA.  Sir, I have given my consent.
 

MIRA.  And, sir, I have resigned my pretensions.
 

SIR WIL.  And, sir, I assert my right; and will maintain it in defiance of you, sir, and of your instrument.  ‘Sheart, an you talk of an instrument sir, I have an old fox by my thigh shall hack your instrument of ram vellum to shreds, sir.  It shall not be sufficient for a Mittimus or a tailor’s measure; therefore withdraw your instrument, sir, or, by’r lady, I shall draw mine.
 

LADY.  Hold, nephew, hold.
 

MILLA.  Good Sir Wilfull, respite your valour.
 

FAIN.  Indeed?  Are you provided of your guard, with your single beef-eater there?  But I’m prepared for you, and insist upon my first proposal.  You shall submit your own estate to my management, and absolutely make over my wife’s to my sole use, as pursuant to the purport and tenor of this other covenant.  I suppose, madam, your consent is not requisite in this case; nor, Mr. Mirabell, your resignation; nor, Sir Wilfull, your right.  You may draw your fox if you please, sir, and make a bear-garden flourish somewhere else; for here it will not avail.  This, my Lady Wishfort, must be subscribed, or your darling daughter’s turned adrift, like a leaky hulk to sink or swim, as she and the current of this lewd town can agree.
 

LADY.  Is there no means, no remedy, to stop my ruin?  Ungrateful wretch!  Dost thou not owe thy being, thy subsistance, to my daughter’s fortune?
 

FAIN.  I’ll answer you when I have the rest of it in my possession.
 

MIRA.  But that you would not accept of a remedy from my hands — I own I have not deserved you should owe any obligation to me; or else, perhaps, I could devise — 
 

LADY.  Oh, what? what?  To save me and my child from ruin, from want, I’ll forgive all that’s past; nay, I’ll consent to anything to come, to be delivered from this tyranny.
 

MIRA.  Ay, madam; but that is too late, my reward is intercepted.  You have disposed of her who only could have made me a compensation for all my services.  But be it as it may, I am resolved I’ll serve you; you shall not be wronged in this savage manner.
 

LADY.  How?  Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be so generous at last?  But it is not possible.  Harkee, I’ll break my nephew’s match; you shall have my niece yet, and all her fortune, if you can but save me from this imminent danger.
 

MIRA.  Will you?  I take you at your word.  I ask no more.  I must have leave for two criminals to appear.
 

LADY.  Ay, ay, anybody, anybody.
 

MIRA.  Foible is one, and a penitent.
 
  


SCENE XI.

[To them] Mrs. Fainall, Foible, Mincing.
 

MRS. MAR.  O my shame!  [Mirabell and Lady go to Mrs. Fainall and Foible.]  These currupt things are brought hither to expose me.  [To Fainall.]
 

FAIN.  If it must all come out, why let ’em know it, ’tis but the way of the world.  That shall not urge me to relinquish or abate one tittle of my terms; no, I will insist the more.
 

FOIB.  Yes, indeed, madam; I’ll take my bible-oath of it.
 

MINC.  And so will I, mem.
 

LADY.  O Marwood, Marwood, art thou false?  My friend deceive me?  Hast thou been a wicked accomplice with that profligate man?
 

MRS. MAR.  Have you so much ingratitude and injustice to give credit, against your friend, to the aspersions of two such mercenary trulls?
 

MINC.  Mercenary, mem?  I scorn your words.  ’Tis true we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue garret; by the same token, you swore us to secrecy upon Messalinas’s poems.  Mercenary?  No, if we would have been mercenary, we should have held our tongues; you would have bribed us sufficiently.
 

FAIN.  Go, you are an insignificant thing.  Well, what are you the better for this?  Is this Mr. Mirabell’s expedient?  I’ll be put off no longer.  You, thing, that was a wife, shall smart for this.  I will not leave thee wherewithal to hide thy shame: your body shall be naked as your reputation.
 

MRS. FAIN.  I despise you and defy your malice.  You have aspersed me wrongfully — I have proved your falsehood.  Go, you and your treacherous — I will not name it, but starve together.  Perish.
 

FAIN.  Not while you are worth a groat, indeed, my dear.  Madam, I’ll be fooled no longer.
 

LADY.  Ah, Mr. Mirabell, this is small comfort, the detection of this affair.
 

MIRA.  Oh, in good time.  Your leave for the other offender and penitent to appear, madam.
 
  


SCENE XII.

[To them] Waitwell with a box of writings.
 

LADY.  O Sir Rowland!  Well, rascal?
 

WAIT.  What your ladyship pleases.  I have brought the black box at last, madam.
 

MIRA.  Give it me.  Madam, you remember your promise.
 

LADY.  Ay, dear sir.
 

MIRA.  Where are the gentlemen?
 

WAIT.  At hand, sir, rubbing their eyes, — just risen from sleep.
 

FAIN.  ‘Sdeath, what’s this to me?  I’ll not wait your private concerns.
 
  


SCENE XIII.

[To them] Petulant, Witwoud.
 

PET.  How now?  What’s the matter?  Whose hand’s out?
 

WIT.  Hey day!  What, are you all got together, like players at the end of the last act?
 

MIRA.  You may remember, gentlemen, I once requested your hands as witnesses to a certain parchment.
 

WIT.  Ay, I do, my hand I remember — Petulant set his mark.
 

MIRA.  You wrong him; his name is fairly written, as shall appear.  You do not remember, gentlemen, anything of what that parchment contained?  [Undoing the box.]
 

WIT.  No.
 

PET.  Not I.  I writ; I read nothing.
 

MIRA.  Very well, now you shall know.  Madam, your promise.
 

LADY.  Ay, ay, sir, upon my honour.
 

MIRA.  Mr. Fainall, it is now time that you should know that your lady, while she was at her own disposal, and before you had by your insinuations wheedled her out of a pretended settlement of the greatest part of her fortune — 
 

FAIN.  Sir!  Pretended?
 

MIRA.  Yes, sir.  I say that this lady, while a widow, having, it seems, received some cautions respecting your inconstancy and tyranny of temper, which from her own partial opinion and fondness of you she could never have suspected — she did, I say, by the wholesome advice of friends and of sages learned in the laws of this land, deliver this same as her act and deed to me in trust, and to the uses within mentioned.  You may read if you please [holding out the parchment], though perhaps what is written on the back may serve your occasions.
 

FAIN.  Very likely, sir.  What’s here?  Damnation!  [Reads]
A Deed of Conveyance of the whole estate real of Arabella Languish, widow, in trust to Edward Mirabell.  Confusion!
 

MIRA.  Even so, sir: ’tis the way of the world, sir; of the widows of the world.  I suppose this deed may bear an elder date than what you have obtained from your lady.
 

FAIN.  Perfidious fiend!  Then thus I’ll be revenged.  [Offers to run at Mrs. Fainall.]
 

SIR WIL.  Hold, sir; now you may make your bear-garden flourish somewhere else, sir.
 

FAIN.  Mirabell, you shall hear of this, sir; be sure you shall.  Let me pass, oaf.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Madam, you seem to stifle your resentment.  You had better give it vent.
 

MRS. MAR.  Yes, it shall have vent, and to your confusion, or I’ll perish in the attempt.
 
  


SCENE the Last.

Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Millamant, Mirabell, Mrs. Fainall, Sir Wilfull, Petulant, Witwoud, Foible, Mincing, Waitwell.
 

LADY.  O daughter, daughter, ’tis plain thou hast inherited thy mother’s prudence.
 

MRS. FAIN.  Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious friend, to whose advice all is owing.
 

LADY.  Well, Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your promise, and I must perform mine.  First, I pardon for your sake Sir Rowland there and Foible.  The next thing is to break the matter to my nephew, and how to do that — 
 

MIRA.  For that, madam, give yourself no trouble; let me have your consent.  Sir Wilfull is my friend: he has had compassion upon lovers, and generously engaged a volunteer in this action, for our service, and now designs to prosecute his travels.
 

SIR WIL.  ‘Sheart, aunt, I have no mind to marry.  My cousin’s a fine lady, and the gentleman loves her and she loves him, and they deserve one another; my resolution is to see foreign parts.  I have set on’t, and when I’m set on’t I must do’t.  And if these two gentlemen would travel too, I think they may be spared.
 

PET.  For my part, I say little.  I think things are best off or on.
 

WIT.  I’gad, I understand nothing of the matter: I’m in a maze yet, like a dog in a dancing school.
 

LADY.  Well, sir, take her, and with her all the joy I can give you.
 

MILLA.  Why does not the man take me?  Would you have me give myself to you over again?
 

MIRA.  Ay, and over and over again.  [Kisses her hand.]  I would have you as often as possibly I can.  Well, heav’n grant I love you not too well; that’s all my fear.
 

SIR WIL.  ‘Sheart, you’ll have time enough to toy after you’re married, or, if you will toy now, let us have a dance in the meantime; that we who are not lovers may have some other employment besides looking on.
 

MIRA.  With all my heart, dear Sir Wilfull.  What shall we do for music?
 

FOIB.  Oh, sir, some that were provided for Sir Rowland’s entertainment are yet within call.  [A dance.]
 

LADY.  As I am a person, I can hold out no longer: I have wasted my spirits so to-day already that I am ready to sink under the fatigue; and I cannot but have some fears upon me yet, that my son Fainall will pursue some desperate course.
 

MIRA.  Madam, disquiet not yourself on that account: to my knowledge his circumstances are such he must of force comply.  For my part I will contribute all that in me lies to a reunion.  In the meantime, madam [to Mrs. Fainall], let me before these witnesses restore to you this deed of trust: it may be a means, well managed, to make you live easily together.
 

From hence let those be warned, who mean to wed,
Lest mutual falsehood stain the bridal-bed:
For each deceiver to his cost may find
That marriage frauds too oft are paid in kind.
 

[Exeunt Omnes.
 
  


EPILOGUE.

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle.
 

After our Epilogue this crowd dismisses,
I’m thinking how this play’ll be pulled to pieces.
But pray consider, e’er you doom its fall,
How hard a thing ’twould be to please you all.
There are some critics so with spleen diseased,
They scarcely come inclining to be pleased:
And sure he must have more than mortal skill
Who pleases anyone against his will.
Then, all bad poets we are sure are foes,
And how their number’s swelled the town well knows
In shoals, I’ve marked ’em judging in the pit;
Though they’re on no pretence for judgment fit,
But that they have been damned for want of wit.
Since when, they, by their own offences taught,
Set up for spies on plays, and finding fault.
Others there are whose malice we’d prevent:
Such, who watch plays, with scurrilous intent
To mark out who by characters are meant:
And though no perfect likeness they can trace,
Yet each pretends to know the copied face.
These, with false glosses, feed their own ill-nature,
And turn to libel what was meant a satire.
May such malicious fops this fortune find,
To think themselves alone the fools designed:
If any are so arrogantly vain,
To think they singly can support a scene,
And furnish fool enough to entertain.
For well the learned and the judicious know,
That satire scorns to stoop so meanly low,
As any one abstracted fop to show.
For, as when painters form a matchless face,
They from each fair one catch some diff’rent grace,
And shining features in one portrait blend,
To which no single beauty must pretend:
So poets oft do in one piece expose
Whole belles assemblées of coquettes and beaux.
 
  


The Tragedy
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Middle Temple Hall, London — after his graduation, Congreve matriculated in the Middle Temple to study law, but he preferred literature, drama and the fashionable life.
  


The Mourning Bride
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Congreve’s only tragedy, The Mourning Bride premiered at Betterton’s Co., Lincoln’s Inn Fields in 1697. It centres on Zara, a queen held captive by Manuel, King of Granada, and a web of love and deception that results in the mistaken murder of Manuel. The drama is notable for two widely known quotations; from the opening to the play: “Music has charms to soothe a savage breast,” and Act III, Scene VIII, when Zara declares,

Heav’n has no Rage, like Love to Hatred turn’d,

Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman scorn’d.
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Preface

TO
 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS
 

THE
 

PRINCESS-MADAM,
 

THAT high Station, which by Your Birth You hold above the People, exacts from every one, as a Duty, whatever Honours they are capable of paying to Your Royal Highness: But that more exalted Place, to which Your Vertues have rais’d You, above the rest of Princes, makes the Tribute of our Admiration and Praise, rather a Choice more immediately preventing that Duty.

The Publick Gratitude is ever founded on a Publick Benefit; and what is universally bless’d, is always an universal Blessing. Thus from Your self we derive the Offerings which we bring; and the Incense which arises to Your Name, only returns to its Original, and but naturally requires the Parent of its Being.

From hence it is that this Poem, constituted on a Moral, whose End is to recommend and to encourage Vertue, of consequence has recourse to Your Royal Highness’s Patronage; aspiring to cast it self beneath Your Feet, and declining Approbation, till You shall condescend to own it, and vouchsafe to shine upon it as on a Creature of Your Influence.

’Tis from the Example of Princes that Vertue becomes a Fashion in the People, for even they who are averse to Instruction, will yet be fond of Imitation.

But there are Multitudes, who never can have Means nor Opportunities of so near an Access, as to partake of the Benefit of such Examples. And to these, Tragedy, which distinguishes it self from the Vulgar Poetry by the Dignity of its Characters, may be of Use and Information. For they who are at that distance from Original Greatness, as to be depriv’d of the Happiness of Contemplating the Perfections and real Excellencies of Your Royal Highness’s Person in Your Court, may yet behold some small Sketches and Imagings of the Vertues of Your Mind, abstracted, and represented in the Theatre.

Thus Poets are instructed, and instruct; not alone by Precepts which persuade, but also by Examples which illustrate. Thus is Delight interwoven with Instruction; when not only Vertue is prescrib’d, but also represented.

But if we are delighted with the Liveliness of a feign’d Representation of Great and Good Persons and their Actions, how must we be charm’d with beholding the Persons themselves? If one or two excelling Qualities, barely touch’d in the single Action and small Compass of a Play, can warm an Audience, with a Concern and Regard even for the seeming Success and Prosperity of the Actor: With what Zeal must the Hearts of all be fill’d, for the continued and encreasing Happiness of those, who are the true and living Instances of Elevated and Persisting Vertue? Even the Vicious themselves must have a secret Veneration for those peculiar Graces and Endowments, which are daily so eminently conspicuous in Your Royal Highness; and though repining, feel a Pleasure which in spite of Envy they per-force approve.

If in this piece, humbly offer’d to Your Royal Highness, there shall appear the Resemblance of any one of those many Excellencies which You so promiscuously possess, to be drawn so as to merit Your least Approbation, it has the End and Accomplishment of its Design. And however imperfect it may be in the Whole, through the Inexperience or Incapacity of the Author, yet, if there is so much as to convince Your Royal Highness, that a Play may be with Industry so dispos’d (in spight of the licentious Practice of the Modern Theatre) as to become sometimes an innocent, and not unprofitable Entertainment; it will abundantly gratifie the Ambition, and Recompence the Endeavours of,

Your Royal Highness’s
Most Obedient, and
most humbly Devoted Servant,
 

WILLIAM CONGREVE. (1697).
  


Prologue

THE Time has been when Plays were not so plenty,
And a less Number New would well content ye.
New Plays did then like Almanacks appear;
And One was thought sufficient for a Year:
Tho’ they are more like Almanacks of late;
For in one Year, I think, they’re out of Date.
Nor were they without Reason join’d together;
For just as one prognosticates the Weather,
How plentiful the Crop, or scarce the Grain,
What Peals of Thunder, and what Show’rs of Rain;
So t’other can foretel, by certain Rules,
What Crops of Coxcombs, or what Floods of Fools.
In such like Prophecies were Poets skill’d,
Which now they find in their own Tribe fulfill’d:
The Dearth of Wit they did so long presage,
Is fall’n on us, and almost starves the Stage.
Were you not griev’d, as often as you saw
Poor Actors thresh such empty Sheafs of Straw?
Toiling and lab’ring, at their Lungs Expence,
To start a Jest, or force a little Sence.
Hard Fate for us! still harder in th’ Event;
Our Authors Sin, but we alone Repent.
Still they proceed, and, at our Charge, write worse;
‘Twere some Amends if they could reimburse:
But there’s the Devil, tho’ their Cause is lost,
There’s no recovering Damages or Cost.
Good Wits, forgive this Liberty we take,
Since Custom gives the Losers leave to speak.
But if provok’d, your dreadful Wrath remains,
Take your Revenge upon the coming Scenes:
For that damn’d Poet’s spar’d who Damns a Brother,
As one Thief ‘scapes, that Executes another.
Thus far alone does to the Wits relate;
But from the rest we hope a better Fate.
To please and move has been our Poet’s Theme,
Art may direct, but Nature is his aim;
And Nature miss’d, in vain he boasts his Art,
For only Nature can affect the Heart.
Then freely judge the Scenes that shall ensue,
But as with Freedom, judge with Candour too.
He wou’d not lose thro Prejudice his Cause;
Nor wou’d obtain precariously Applause.
Impartial Censure he requests from all,
Prepar’d, by just Decrees to stand, or fall.
 
  


Personæ Dramatis

MEN
 

MANUEL, the King of Granada.

GONSALEZ, his Favourite.

GARCIA, Son to Gonsalez.

PEREZ, Captain of the Guards.

ALONZO, an Officer, Creature to Gonsalez.

OSMYN, a Noble Prisoner.

HELI, a Prisoner, his Friend.

SELIM, an Eunuch -

WOMEN
 

ALMERIA, the Princess of Granada.

ZARA, a Captive Queen.

LEONORA, chief Attendant on the Princess.

Women, Eunuchs, and Mutes attending Zara. Guards, etc...

The Scene GRANADA.
  


Act I, Scene 1

A Room of State. -
 

The Curtain rising slowly to soft Musick, discovers ALMERIA in Mourning, LEONORA waiting in Mourning. -
 

After the Musick ALMERIA rises from her Chair, and comes forward. -
 

ALM. Musick has Charms to sooth a savage Breast,
To soften Rocks, or bend a knotted Oak.
I’ve read, that things inanimate have mov’d,
And, as with living Souls, have been inform’d,
By Magick Numbers and persuasive Sound.
What then am I? Am I more senseless grown
Than Trees, or Flint? O force of constant Woe!
’Tis not in Harmony to calm my Griefs.
Anselmo sleeps, and is at Peace; last Night
The silent Tomb receiv’d the good Old King;
He and his Sorrows now are safely lodg’d
Within its cold, but hospitable Bosom.
Why am not I at Peace? [Weeps.]
 

LEO. For Heaven’s sake, dear Madam, moderate
Your Griefs, there is no Cause-
 

ALM. Peace- No Cause! yes, there is Eternal Cause,
And Misery Eternal will succeed.
Thou canst not tell- thou hast indeed no Cause.
 

LEO. Believe me, Madam, I lament Anselmo,
And always did compassionate his Fortune;
Have often wept, to see how cruelly
Your Father kept in Chains, his Fellow-King:
And oft at Night, when all have been retir’d,
Have stoln from Bed, and to his Prison crept;
Where, while his Goaler slept, I thro’ the Grate
Have softly whisper’d, and enquir’d his Health;
Sent in my Sighs and Pray’rs for his Deliv’rance;
For Sighs and Pray’rs were all that I could offer.
 

ALM. Indeed thou hast a soft and gentle Nature,
That thus couldst melt to see a Stranger’s Wrongs.
O Leonora, hadst thou known Anselmo,
How would thy Heart have bled to see his Suff’rings.
Thou hadst no Cause, but general Compassion.
 

LEO. My Love of you, my Royal Mistress, gave me Cause,
My Love of you begot my Grief for him;
For I had heard, that when the Chance of War
Had bless’d Anselmo’s Arms with Victory,
And the rich Spoil of all the Field, and you,
The Glory of the Whole, were made the Prey
Of his Success; that then, in spite of Hate,
Revenge, and that Hereditary Feud
Entail’d between Valentia’s and Granada’a Kings,
He did endear himself to your Affection,
By all the worthy and indulgent Ways
His most industrious Goodness cou’d invent;
Proposing by a Match between Alphonso
His Son, the brave Valentia Prince, and you,
To end the long Dissention, and unite
The Jarring Crowns.
 

ALM. O Alphonso! Alphonso! thou art too
At Peace; Father and Son are now no more-
Then why am I? O when shall I have Rest?
Why do I live to say you are no more?
Why are all these things thus?-
Is there necessity I must be miserable?
Is it of moment to the Peace of Heav’n
That I should be afflicted thus?- If not,
Why is it thus contriv’d? Why are all things laid
By some unseen Hand, so, as of consequence
They must to me bring Curses, Grief of Heart,
The last Distress of Life, and sure Despair.
 

LEO. Alas, you search too far, and think too deeply.
ALM. Why was I carried to Anselmo’s Court?
Or, when there, why was I us’d so tenderly?
Why did he not use me like an Enemy?
For so my Father would have us’d his Child.
O Alphonso, Alphonso!
Devouring Seas have wash’d thee from my sight,
But there’s no time shall rase thee from my Memory.
No, I will live to be thy Monument;
The cruel Ocean would deprive thee of a Tomb,
But in my Heart thou art interr’d; there, there,
Thy dear Resemblance is for ever fix’d;
My Love, my Lord, my Husband still, though lost.
 

LEO. Husband! O Heav’ns!
 

ALM. What have I said?
My Grief has hurry’d me beyond all Thought.
I would have kept that secret; though I know
Thy Love and Faith to me deserve all Confidence.
But ’tis the Wretches Comfort still to have
Some small Reserve of near and inward Woe,
Some unsuspected Hoard of darling Grief,
Which they unseen my wail, and weep, and mourn,
And Glutton-like alone devour.
 

LEO. Indeed I knew not this.
 

ALM. O no, thou know’st not half- thou know’st nothing-
-If thou didst!-
If I should tell thee, wouldst thou pity me?
Tell me: I know thou wou’dst, thou art compassionate.
 

LEO. Witness these Tears.-
 

ALM. I thank thee- indeed I do-
I thank thee, that thou’lt pity thy sad Mistress;
For ’tis the poor Prerogative of Greatness,
To be wretched and unpitied-
But I did promise I would tell thee- What?
My Griefs? Thou do’st already know ’em:
And when I said thou didst know nothing,
It was because thou didst not know Alphonso:
For to have known my Loss, thou must have known
His Worth, his Truth, and Tenderness of Love.
 

LEO. The Memory of that brave Prince stands fair
In all Report-
And I have heard imperfectly his Loss;
But fearful to renew your Troubles past,
I never did presume to ask the Story.
 

ALM. If for my swelling Heart I can, I’ll tell thee.
I was a welcome Captive in Valentia,
Ev’n on the Day when Manuel, my Father,
Led on his conqu’ring Troops, high as the Gates
Of King Anselmo’s Pallace; which in Rage,
And Heat of War, and dire Revenge, he fir’d.
Whilst the good King, to shun approaching Flames,
Started amidst his Foes, and made Captivity his Refuge.
Would I had perish’d in those Flames-
But ’twas not so decreed.
Alphonso, who foresaw my Father’s Cruelty,
Had born the Queen and me, on board a Ship
Ready to sail, and when this News was brought
We put to Sea; but being betray’d by some
Who knew our Flight, we closely were pursu’d,
And almost taken; when a sudden Storm
Drove us, and those that follow’d, on the Coast
of Africk: There our Vessel struck the Shore,
And bulging ‘gainst a Rock was dash’d in pieces.
But Heaven spared me for yet more Affliction!
Conducting them who follow’d us, to shun
The Shoal, and save me floating on the Waves,
While the good Queen and my Alphonso perish’d.
 

LEO. Alas! were you then wedded to Alphonso?
 

ALM. That Day, that fatal Day, our Hands were join’d;
For when my Lord beheld the Ship pursuing,
And saw her Rate so far exceeding ours;
He came to me, and beg’d me by my Love,
I would consent the Priest might make us one;
That whether Death, or Victory ensu’d,
I might be his, beyond the Power of future Fate:
The Queen too did assist his Suit- I granted,
And in one Day, was wedded, and a Widow.
 

LEO. Indeed ’twas mournful-
 

ALM. ’Twas that,
For which, I mourn, and will for ever mourn;
Nor will I change these black and dismal Robes,
Or ever dry these swoll’n and watry Eyes;
Or ever taste Content, or peace of Heart,
While I have Life, or Memory of my Alphonso.
 

LEO. Look down, good Heav’n, with Pity on her Sorrows,
And grant, that Time my bring her some Relief.
 

ALM. O no! Time gives Encrease to my Afflictions.
The circling Hours, that father all the Woes,
Which are diffus’d thro’ the revolving Year,
Come, heavy-laden with the oppressing Weight,
To me; with me, successively, they leave
The Sighs, the Tears, the Groans, the restless Cares,
And all the Damps of Grief, that did retard their Flight;
They shake their downy Wings, and scatter all
The dire collected Dews on my poor Head;
Then fly with Joy and Swiftness from me.
 

LEO. Hark!
The distant Shouts proclaim your Father’s Triumph; -
 

[Shouts at a distance.]
 

O cease, for Heaven’s sake, asswage a little
This Torrent of your Grief; for, much I fear
It will incense him, thus to see you drown’d
In Tears, when Joy appears in every other Face.
 

ALM. And Joy he brings to every other Heart,
But double, double Weight of Woe to mine;
For with Him Garcia comes- Garcia, to whom
I must be sacrific’d, and all my Faith
And Vows I gave my Dear Alphonso, basely
Violated-
No, it shall never be; for I will die first,
Die Ten thousand Deaths- Look down, look down, [Kneels.]
Alphonso, hear the Sacred Vow I make;
Leave for a Moment to behold Eternal Bliss,
And bend thy glorious Eyes to Earth and me;
And thou Anselmo, if yet thou art arriv’d
Thro’ all Impediments of purging Fire,
To that bright Heav’n, where my Alphonso reigns,
Behold thou also, and attend my Vow.
If ever I do yield, or give consent,
By any Action, Word or Thought, to wed
Another Lord; may then just Heav’n show’r down
Unheard of Curses on me, greater far
(If such there be in angry Heav’n’s Vengeance)
Than any I have yet endur’d.- and now [Rising.]
Methinks my Heart has some Relief: Having
Discharg’d this Debt, incumbent on my Love.
Yet, one thing more I would engage from thee.
 

LEO. My Heart, my Life and Will, are only yours.
 

ALM. I thank thee. ’Tis but this; anon, when all
Are busied in the General Joy, that thou
Wilt privately with me
Steal forth, and visit good Anselmo’s Tomb.
 

LEO. Alas! I fear some fatal Resolution.
 

ALM. No, on my Life, my Faith, I mean no Violence.
I feel I’m more at large,
Since I have made this Vow:
Perhaps I would repeat it there more solemnly.
’Tis that, or some such melancholy Thought,
Upon my Word no more.
 

LEO. I will attend you. -
 

Enter ALONZO. -
 

ALON. The Lord Gonsalez comes to tell your Highness
Of the King’s approach.
 

ALM. Conduct him in. [Exit ALON.]
That’s his Pretence, I know his Errand is
To fill my Ears with Garcia’s valiant Deeds;
And with his artful Tongue, to gild and magnifie
His Son’s Exploits.
But I am arm’d with Ice around my Heart,
Not to be warm’d with Words, nor idle Eloquence. -
 

Enter GONSALEZ.
[Bowing very humbly.]
 

GONS. Be ev’ry Day of your long Life like this.
The Sun, bright Conquest, and your brighter Eyes,
Have all conspir’d to blaze promiscuous Light,
And bless this Day with most unequal Lustre.
Your Royal Father, my Victorious Lord,
Loaden with Spoils, and ever-living Lawrel,
Is entring now, in Martial Pomp the Pallace.
Five hundred Mules precede his solemn March,
Which groan beneath the Weight of Moorish Wealth.
Chariots of War, adorn’d with glittering Gems,
Succeed; and next, a Hundred neighing Steeds,
White as the fleecy Rain on Alpine Hills;
That bound, and foam, and champ the Golden Bit,
As they disdain’d the Victory they grace.
Prisoners of War in shining Fetters follow;
And Captains of the Noblest Blood of Africk
Sweat by his Chariot Wheel, and lick and grind,
With gnashing Teeth, the Dust his Triumphs raise.
The swarming Populace spread every Wall,
And cling, as if with Claws they did enforce
Their Hold, thro’ clifted Stones, stretching and staring,
As if they were all of Eyes, and every Limb
Would feed his Faculty of Admiration.
While you alone retire, and shun this Sight;
This Sight, which is indeed not seen (tho’ twice
The Multitude should gaze)
In Absence of your Eyes.
 

ALM. My Lord, my Eyes ungratefully behold
The gilded Trophies of exterior Honours.
Nor will my Ears be charm’d with sounding Words,
Or pompous Phrase; the Pageantry of Souls.
But that my Father is return’d in Safety,
I bend to Heav’n with Thanks and humble Praise.
 

GONS. Excellent Princess!
But ’tis a Task unfit for my weak Age,
With dying Words, to offer at your Praise.
Garcia, my Son, your Beauties lowest Slave,
Has better done;
In proving with his Sword, upon your Foes,
The Force and Influence of your matchless Charms.
 

ALM. I doubt not of the Worth of Garcia’s Deeds,
Which had been brave, tho’ I had ne’er been born.
 

LEO. Madam, the King. [Flourish.]
 

ALM. My Women. I wou’d meet him.
 

[Attendants to ALMERIA enter in Mourning.]
 
  


Act I, Scene 2

The Same. -
 

Symphony of Warlike Musick. Enter the KING, attended by GARCIA and several Officers. Files of Prisoners in Chains, and Guards, who are ranged in Order round the Stage. ALMERIA meets the KING, and kneels; afterwards GONSALEZ kneels and kisses the KING’S Hand, while GARCIA does the same to the Princess. -
 

KING. Almeria, rise- My best Gonsalez rise.
What, Tears! my good old Friend.-
 

GONS. But Tears of Joy. To see you thus, has fill’d
My Eyes with more Delight than they can hold.
 

KING. By Heav’n thou lov’st me, and I’m pleas’d thou dost:
Take it for Thanks, Old Man, that I rejoice
To see thee weep on this Occasion- But some
Here are who seem to mourn at our Success!
How is it, Almeria, that you meet our Eyes,
Upon this solemn Day, in these sad Weeds?
You and yours, are all, in opposition
To my Brightness, like Daughters of Affliction.
 

ALM. Forgive me, Sir, if I offend.
The Year, which I have vow’d to pay to Heav’n,
In Mourning and strict Life, for my Deliverance
From Death, and Wreck of the tempestuous Sea,
Wants yet to be expired.
 

KING. Your Zeal to Heav’n is great; so is your Debt:
Yet something too is due to me, who gave
That Life, which Heav’n preserv’d. A Day bestow’d
In Filial Duty, had atton’d and giv’n
A Dispensation to your Vow- No more.
’Twas weak and wilful- and a Woman’s Errour.
Yet- upon thought, it doubly wounds my Sight,
To see that Sable worn upon the Day
Succeeding that, in which our deadliest Foe,
Hated Anselmo, was interr’d- By Heav’n,
It looks as thou didst mourn for him: Just as
Thy senseless Vow appear’d to bear its Date,
Not from that Hour wherein thou wert preserv’d,
But that wherein the curs’d Alphonso perish’d.
Ha! what? thou dost not weep to think of that?
 

GONS. Have Patience, Royal Sir, the Princess weeps
To have offended you. If Fate decreed,
One ‘pointed Hour should be Alphonso’s Loss,
And her Deliverance; Is she to blame?
 

KING. I tell thee she’s to blame, not to have feasted
When my first Foe was laid in Earth, such Enmity,
Such Detestation, bears my Blood to his;
My Daughter should have revell’d at his Death.
She should have made these Pallace Walls to shake,
And all this high and ample Roof to ring
With her Rejoicings. What, to mourn, and weep;
Then, then, to weep, and pray, and grieve? By Heav’n,
There’s not a Slave, a shackled Slave of mine,
But should have smil’d that Hour, through all his Care,
And shook his Chains in Transport and rude Harmony.
 

GONS. What she has done, was excess of Goodness;
Betray’d by too much Piety, to seem
As if she had offended.
 

KING. To seem is to commit, at this Conjuncture.
I wonnot have the seeming of a Sorrow seen
To Day- Retire, divest your self with speed
Of that offensive Black; on me be all
The Violation of your Vow.
You stand excused that I command it.
 

GAR. [Kneeling.] Your Pardon, Sir, if I presume so far,
As to remind you of your gracious Promise.
 

KING. Rise, Garcia- I forgot. Yet stay, Almeria.
 

ALM. O my boding Heart- What is you Pleasure, Sir?
 

KING. Draw near, and give your Hand; and, Garcia, yours:
Receive this Lord, as one whom I have found
Worthy to be your Husband, and my Son.
 

GAR. Thus let me kneel to take- O not to take,
But to devote, and yield my self for ever
The Slave and Creature of my Royal Mistress.
 

GONS. O let me prostrate, pay my worthless Thanks
For this high Honour.
 

KING. No more; my promise long since pass’d, thy Loyalty,
And Garcia’s well-try’d Valour, all oblige me.
This Day we Triumph; but to morrow’s Sun
Shall shine on Garcia’s Nuptials.
 

ALM. Oh!- [Faints.]
 

GAR. Alas, she faints! help to support her.
 

GONS. She recovers.
 

KING. A Bridal Qualm; soon off. How is’t, Almeria?
 

ALM. A sudden Chilness Seizes on my Spirits.
Your Leave, Sir, to retire.
 

KING. Garcia, Conduct her. -
 

[GARCIA leads ALMERIA to the Door, and returns.]
 

This idle Vow hangs on her Woman’s Fears.
I’ll have a Priest shall preach her from her Faith,
And make it Sin, not to renounce that Vow
Which I’d have broken. [Trumpets.]
 

Enter ALONZO. -
 

OFFIC. The beauteous Captive, Zara, is arriv’d,
And with a Train, as if she still were Wife
To Albucacim, and the Moor had conquer’d.
 

KING. It is our Will she should be so attended.
Bear hence these Prisoners. Garcia, which is he,
Of whose mute Valour you relate such Wonders?
 

[Prisoners led off.]
 

GAR. Osmyn, who led the Moorish Horse; he does,
Great Sir, at her Request, attend on Zara.
 

KING. He is your Prisoner, as you please dispose him.
 

GAR. I would oblige him, but he shuns my Kindness;
And with a haughty Mien, and stern Civility,
Dumbly declines all Offers: If he speak
’Tis scarce above a word; as he were born
Alone to do, and did disdain to talk;
At least, to talk where he must not command.
 

KING. Such sullenness, and in a Man so brave,
Must have some other Cause than his Captivity.
Did Zara, then, request he might attend her?
 

GAR. My Lord, she did.
 

KING. That, join’d with his Behaviour,
Begets a Doubt. I’d have ’em watch’d: perhaps
Her Chains hang heavier on him than his own. -
 

Flourish; and Enter ZARA and OSMYN bound; conducted by PEREZ and a Guard, and attended by SELIM and several Mutes and Eunuchs in a Train. -
 

KING. What Welcome, and what Honours, beauteous Zara,
A King and Conquerour can give, are yours.
A Conquerour indeed, where you are won;
Who with such Lustre strike admiring Eyes,
That had our Pomp been with your Presence grac’d,
Th’ expecting Crowd had been deceiv’d; and seen
Their Monarch enter not Triumphant, but
In Triumph led; your Beauty’s Slave.
 

ZARA. If I on any Terms could condescend
To like Captivity, or think those Honours,
Which Conquerors in Courtesie bestow,
Of equal Value, with unborrow’d Rule,
And Native Right to Arbitrary Sway;
I might be pleas’d, when I behold this Train
With usual Homage wait. But when I feel
These Bonds, I look with Loathing on my self;
And scorn vile Slavery, tho’ doubly hid
Beneath Mock-Praises, and dissembled State.
 

KING. Those Bonds! ’Twas my Command you should be free.
How durst you, Perez, disobey me?
 

PEREZ. Great Sir,
Your Order was, she should not wait your Triumph;
But at some distance follow, thus attended.
 

KING. ’Tis false; ’twas more; I bad she should be free:
If not in Words, I bad it by my Eyes.
Her Eyes did more than bid- Free her and hers
With speed- yet stay- my Hands alone can make
Fit Restitution here- Thus I release you,
And by releasing you enslave my self.
 

ZARA. Favours conferr’d, tho’ when unsought, deserve
Acknowledgement from Noble Minds. Such Thanks
As one hating to be oblig’d-
Yet hating more, Ingratitude, can pay,
I offer.
 

KING. Born to excel, and to command!
As by transcendent Beauty to attract
All Eyes, so by Preheminence of Soul
To rule all Hearts.
Garcia, what’s he, who with contracted Brow,
 

[Beholding OSMYN, as they unbind him.]
 

And sullen Port, glooms downward with his Eyes;
At once regardless of his Chains, or Liberty?
 

GAR. That, Sir, is Osmyn.
 

KING. He answers well, the Character you gave him.
Whence comes it, Valiant Osmyn, that a Man
So great in Arms, as thou art said to be,
So ill can brook Captivity,
The common Chance of War?
 

OSM. Because Captivity has robb’d me of a just Revenge.
 

KING. I understand not that.
 

OSM. I would not have you.
 

ZARA. That Gallant Moor, in Battle lost a Friend,
Whom more than Life he lov’d; and the Regret,
Of not revenging on his Foes, that Loss,
Has caus’d this Melancholy and Despair.
 

KING. She does excuse him; ’tis as I suspected. [To GONS.]
 

GONS. That Friend may be her self; show no Resentment
Of his Arrogance yet; she looks concern’d.
 

KING. I’ll have Enquiry made; his Friend may be
A Prisoner. His Name?
 

ZARA. Heli.
 

KING. Garcia, be it your Care to make that search.
It shall be mine to pay Devotion here;
At this Fair Shrine to lay my Laurels down,
And raise Love’s Altar on the Spoils of War.
Conquest and Triumph, now, are mine no more;
Nor will I Victory in Camps adore:
For, ling’ring there, in long suspence she stands,
Shifting the Prize in unresolving Hands:
Unus’d to wait, I broke through her Delay,
Fix’d her by Force, and snatch’d the doubtful Day.
But late I find that War is but her Sport;
In Love the Goddess keeps her awful Court:
Fickle in Fields, unsteadily she flies,
But Rules with settled Sway in Zara’s Eyes. [Ex. OMNES.]
 
  


Act II, Scene 1

Representing the Ile of a Temple. -
 

Enter GARCIA, HELI and PEREZ. -
 

GAR. This Way, we’re told, Osmyn was seen to walk;
Choosing this lonely Mansion of the Dead,
To mourn, brave Heli, thy mistaken Fate.
 

HEL. Let Heav’n with Thunder to the Centre strike me,
If to arise in very Deed from Death,
And to revisit with my long clos’d Eyes
This living Light, could to my Soul, or Sense,
Afford a Thought, or Glimpse of Joy,
In least Proportion to the vast Delight
I feel, to hear of Osmyn’s Name; to hear
That Osmyn lives, and I again shall see him.
 

GAR. Unparalell’d Fidelity!
I’ve heard, with Admiration, of your Friendship;
And could, with equal Joy and Envy, view
The Transports of your Meeting.
 

PEREZ. Yonder, my Lord, behold the Noble Moor.
 

HEL. Where? where?
 

GAR. I see him not.
 

PEREZ. I saw him when I spoke, thwarting my View,
And striding with distemper’d Haste; his Eyes
Seem’d Flame, and flash’d upon me with a Glance;
Then forward shot their Fires, which he pursu’d,
As to some Object frightful, yet not fear’d.
 

GAR. Let’s haste to follow him, and know the Cause.
 

HEL. My Lord, let me entreat you to forbear:
Leave me alone, to find and cure the Cause.
I know his Melancholy, and such Starts
Are usual to his Temper. It might raise him
To act some Violence upon himself,
So to be caught in an unguarded Hour,
And when his Soul gives all her Passions Way,
Secure and loose in friendly Solitude.
I know his Noble Heart would burst with Shame,
To be surpriz’d by Strangers in its Frailty.
 

GAR. Go, gen’rous Heli, and relieve your Friend.
Far be it from me, officiously to pry
Or Press upon the Privacies of others
 

HEL. Y’are truly Noble. [Exit.]
 

GAR. Perez, the King expects from our Return
To have his Jealousie confirm’d, or clear’d,
Of that appearing Love which Zara bears
To Osmyn; but some other Opportunity
Must make that plain.
 

PEREZ. To me ’twas long since plain,
And every Look of his and hers confess it.
 

GAR. If so, Unhappiness attends their Love,
And I cou’d pity ’em. I hear some coming,
The Friends perhaps are met; let us avoid ’em. [Exeunt.]
 

Enter ALMERIA and LEONORA. -
 

ALM. It was a fancy’d Noise; for all is hush’d.
 

LEO. It bore the Accent of a Human Voice.
 

ALM. It was thy Fear, or else some transient Wind
Whistling thro’ Hollows of the vaulted Isle.
We’ll listen-
 

LEO. Hark!
 

ALM. No, all is hush’d, and still as Death- ’Tis dreadful!
How rev’rend is the Face of this tall Pile,
Whose ancient Pillars rear their Marble Heads,
To bear aloft its arch’d and pond’rous Roof,
By its own Weight made stedfast and immoveable,
Looking Tranquility. It strikes an Awe
And Terror on my aking Sight; the Tombs
And Monumental Caves of Death look Cold,
And shoot a Chilness to my trembling Heart.
Give me thy Hand, and speak to me; nay, speak,
And let me hear thy Voice;
My own affrights me with its Echo’s.
 

LEO. Let us return; the Horrour of this Place
And Silence, will encrease your Melancholy.
 

ALM. It may my Fears, but cannot add to that.
No, I will on; shew me Anselmo’s Tomb,
Lead me o’er Bones and Skulls and mouldring Earth
Of Humane Bodies; for I’ll mix with them,
Or wind me in the Shroud of some pale Coarse
Yet green in Earth, rather than be the Bride
Of Garcia’s more detested Bed. That Thought
Exerts my Spirits; and my present Fears
Are lost in dread of greater Ill. Shew me,
Lead me, for I am bolder grown: Lead me
Where I may kneel and pay my Vows again
To him, to Heav’n, and my Alphonso’s Soul.
 

LEO. I go; but Heav’n can tell with what Regret. [Exeunt.]
 
  


Act II, Scene 2

The Vaults of the Temple. -
 

The Scene opening discovers a Place of Tombs. One Monument fronting the View, greater than the rest. -
 

Enter HELI. -
 

HELI. I wander thro’ this Maze of Monuments,
Yet cannot find him- Hark! sure ’tis the Voice
Of one complaining- There it sounds- I’ll follow it. [Exit.]
 

Re-Enter ALMERIA and LEONORA. -
 

LEO. Behold the Sacred Vault, within whose Womb
The poor Remains of good Anselmo rest;
Yet fresh and unconsum’d by Time, or Worms.
What do I see? O Heav’n! either my Eyes
Are false, or still the Marble Door remains
Unclos’d; the Iron Grates that lead to Death
Beneath, are still wide stretch’d upon their Hinge,
And staring on us with unfolded Leaves.
 

ALM. Sure ’tis the friendly Yawn of Death for me;
And that dumb Mouth, significant in Show,
Invites me to the Bed where I alone
Shall rest; shews me the Grave, where Nature wearied,
And long oppres’d with Woes and bending Cares,
May lay the Burden down, and sink in Slumbers
Of Eternal Peace. Death, grim Death, will fold
Me, in his leaden Arms, and press me close
To his cold clayie Breast: My Father then
Will cease his Tyranny; and Garcia too
Will fly my pale Deformity with loathing.
My Soul, enlarg’d from its vile Bonds, will mount,
And range the Starry Orbs, and Milky Ways,
Of that refulgent World, where I shall swim
In liquid Light, and float on Seas of Bliss
To my Alphonso’s Soul. O Joy too great!
O Extasie of Thought! Help me, Anselmo;
Help me, Alphonso; take me, reach thy Hand;
To thee, to thee I call, to thee, Alphonso:
O Alphonso.
 

[OSMYN ascending from the Tomb.]
 

OSM. Who calls that wretched thing, that was Alphonso?
 

ALM. Angels, and all the Host of heaven, support me!
 

OSM. Whence is that Voice, whose Shrilness, from the Grave,
And growing to his dead Father’s Shrowd, roots up Alphonso?
 

ALM. Mercy and Providence! O speak to it,
Speak to it quickly, quickly; speak to me,
Comfort me, help me, hold me, hide me, hide me,
Leonora, in thy Bosome, from the Light,
And from my Eyes.
 

OSM. Amazement and Illusion! rivet me
To Earth, and nail me where I stand, ye Powers, [Coming forward.]
That motionless I may be still deceiv’d.
Let me not stir, nor breath, lest I dissolve
That tender, lovely Form of painted Air,
So like Almeria. Ha! it sinks, it falls;
I’ll catch it ’ere it goes, and grasp her Shade.
’Tis Life! ’tis warm! ’tis she! ’tis she her self!
Nor Dead, nor Shade, but breathing and alive!
It is Almeria! ’tis my Wife! -
 

Enter HELI. -
 

LEO. O Heav’n unfold these Wonders!
Alas, she stirs not yet, nor lifts her Eyes;
He too is fainting- Help me, help me, Stranger,
Who ’ere thou art, and lend thy Hand to raise
These Bodies.
 

HEL. By Heav’n ’tis he, and with- ha! Almeria!
Almeria! O Miracle of Happiness!
O Joy unhop’d for, does Almeria live!
 

OSM. Where is she?
Let me behold and touch her, and be sure
’Tis she; shew me her Face, and let me feel
Her Lips with mine- ’Tis she, I’m not deceiv’d;
I taste her Breath, I warm’d her and am warm’d.
Look up, Almeria, bless me with thy Eyes;
Look on thy Love, thy Lover, and thy Husband,
Look on Alphonso.
 

ALM. I’ve sworn I’ll not wed Garcia; why d’ye force me?
Is this a Father?
 

OSM. Thy Father is not here, nor Garcia: I am
Neither, nor what I seem, but thy Alphonso.
Wilt thou not know me? Hast thou then forgot?
Hast thou thy Eyes, yet can’st not see Alphonso?
Am I so alter’d, or art thou so chang’d,
That seeing my Disguise, thou seest not me?
 

ALM. It is, it is Alphonso, ’tis his Face,
His Voice, I know him now, I know him all.
O take me to thy Arms, and bear me hence,
Back to the Bottom of the boundless Deep,
To Seas beneath, where thou so long hast dwelt.
O how hast thou return’d? How hast thou charm’d
The wildness of the Waves and Rocks to this?
That thus relenting, they have giv’n thee back
To Earth, to Light and Life, to Love and me.
 

OSM. O I’ll not ask, nor answer how, or why,
We both have backward trod the Paths of Fate,
To meet again in Life; to know I have thee,
Is knowing more than any circumstance
Or Means by which I have thee-
To fold thee thus, to press thy balmy Lips,
And gaze upon thy Eyes, is so much Joy,
I have not leisure to reflect, or know,
Or trifle Time in thinking.
 

ALM. Let me look on thee, yet a little more.
 

OSM. What would’st thou? thou dost put me from thee.
 

ALM. Yes.
 

OSM. Why? what dost thou mean? why dost thou gaze so?
 

ALM. I know not, ’tis to see thy Face, I think-
It is too much! too much to bear and live!
To see him thus again is such profusion
Of delight, I cannot bear it- I shall
Be mad- I cannot be transported thus.
 

OSM. Thou Excellence, thou Joy, thou Heav’n of Love!
 

ALM. Where hast thou been? and how art thou alive?
How is all this? All-powerful Heav’n, what are we!
O my strain’d Heart- let me behold thee,
For I weep to see thee- Art thou not paler?
Much, much, alas; how thou art chang’d!
 

OSM. Not in my Love.
 

ALM. No, no, thy Griefs have done this to thee.
Thou hast wept much, Alphonso; and, I fear,
Too much lamented me.
 

OSM. Wrong not my Love, to say too much.
No more, my Life; talk not of Tears or Grief;
Affliction is no more, now thou art found.
Why dost thou weep, and hold thee from my Arms,
My Arms which ake to fold thee fast, and grow
To thee with twining? Come, come to my Heart.
 

ALM. I will, for I should never look enough.
They would have marry’d me; but I had sworn
To Heav’n and thee, and sooner wou’d have dy’d-
 

OSM. Perfection of all Truth!
 

ALM. Indeed I wou’d- Nay, I wou’d tell thee all,
If I cou’d speak; how I have mourn’d and pray’d;
For I have pray’d to thee as to a Saint:
And thou hast heard my Prayer; for thou art come
To my Distress, to my Despair, which Heav’n
Without thee cou’d not cure.
 

OSM. Grant me but Life, good Heaven, but length of Days,
To pay some Part, some little of this Debt,
This countless Summ of Tenderness and Love,
For which I stand engag’d to this All-excellence:
Then bear me in a Whirlwind to my Fate,
Snatch me from Life, and cut me short unwarn’d;
Then, then ‘twill be enough- I shall be Old,
I shall have liv’d beyond all Aera’s then
Of yet unmearsur’d Time; when I have made
This exquisite, amazing Goodness,
Some Recompence of Love and matchless Truth.
 

ALM. ’Tis more than recompence, to see thy Face:
If Heav’n is greater Joy it is no Happiness,
For ’tis not to be born- What shall I say?
I have a thousand Things to know, and ask,
And speak- That thou art here, beyond all Hope,
All Thought; that all at once thou art before me,
And with such Suddenness hast hit my Sight,
Is such Surprize, such Mystery, such Extasy,
As hurries all my Soul, and dozes my weak Sense.
Sure from thy Father’s Tomb thou didst arise!
 

OSM. I did, and thou didst call me.
 

ALM. How cam’st thou there? Wert thou alone?
 

OSM. I was, and lying on my Father’s Lead,
When broken Echoes of a distant Voice
Disturb’d the Sacred Silence of the Vault,
In Murmurs round my Head. I rose and listened,
And thought I heard thy Spirit call Alphonso;
I thought I saw thee too; but O, I thought not
I indeed shou’d see thee-
 

ALM. But still, how cam’st thee hither? how thus?- Ha!
What’s he, that like thy self, is started here
E’re seen?
 

OSM. Where? ha! what do I see? Antonio here?
My Friend too safe!
 

HEL. Most happily, in finding you thus bless’d.
 

ALM. More Miracles! Antonio too escap’d!
 

OSM. And twice escap’d, both from the Wreck of Seas
And Rage of War: For in the Fight I saw
Him fall.
 

HEL. But fell unhurt, a Prisoner as your self,
And as your self made free; hither I came
To seek you, where I knew your Grief would lead you,
To lament Anselmo.-
 

OSM. There are no Wonders, or else all is Wonder.
 

HEL. I saw you on the Ground, and rais’d you up.
I saw Almeria-
 

OSM. I saw her too, and therefore saw not thee.
 

ALM. Nor I, nor could I, for my Eyes were yours.
 

OSM. What means the Bounty of All-gracious Heav’n,
That thus with open Hand it scatters Good,
As in a Waste of Mercy?
Where will this end! but Heav’n is Infinite
In all, and can continue to bestow,
When scanty Numbers shall be spent in telling.
 

LEO. Or I’m deceiv’d, or I beheld the Glimpse
Of two in shining Habits cross the Ile,
And bending this way.
 

ALM. Sure I have dreamt, if we must part so soon.
 

OSM. I wish our Parting were a Dream, or we
Could sleep till we again were met.
 

HEL. Zara with Selim, Sir I saw and know ’em:
You must be quick, for Love will lend her Wings.
 

ALM. What Love? who is she?
 

OSM. She’s the Reverse of thee; she’s my Unhappiness.
Harbour no Thought that my disturb thy Peace;
But gently take thy self away, lest she
Should come and see the straining of my Eyes
To follow thee. I’ll think how we may meet
To part no more; my Friend will tell thee all;
How I escap’d, how I am here, and thus;
How I’m not call’d Alphonso, now, but Osmyn;
And he Heli. All, all he will unfold.
 

ALM. Sure we shall meet again.
 

OSM. We shall; we part not but to meet again.
Gladness and Warmth of ever-kindling Love
Dwell with thee, and revive thy Heart in Absence.
 

[Ex. ALM. LEO. and HELI.]
 
  


Act II, Scene 3

The Same. -
 

OSM. Yet I behold her- Now no more.
Turn your Lights inward, Eyes, and look
Upon my Thought; so shall you still behold her.
It wonnot be; O, impotence of Sight!
Mechanick Sense, which to exterior Objects
Owest thy Faculty.-
Not seeing of Election, but Necessity.
Thus do our eyes, like common Mirrours,
Successively reflect succeeding Images;
Not what they would, but must; a Star, or Toad:
Just as the Hand of Chance administers.
Not so the Mind, whose undetermin’d View
Revolves, and to the present adds the past:
Essaying further to Futurity;
But that in vain. I have Almeria here
At once, as I have seen her often;
I’ll muse on that, lest I exceed in thinking. -
 

Enter ZARA attended by SELIM. -
 

ZARA. See where he stands, folded and fix’d to Earth,
Stiff’ning in Thought; a Statue among Statues.
Why, cruel Osmyn, dost thou fly me thus?
Is it well done? Is this then the Return
For Fame, for Honour, and for Empire lost?
But what is loss of Honour, Fame and Empire?
Is this the Recompence of Love?
Why dost thou leave my Eyes, and fly my Arms,
To find this place of Horrour and Obscurity?
Am I more loathsome to thee, than the Grave,
That thou dost seek to shield thee there, and shun
My Love? But to the Grave I’ll follow thee-
He looks not, minds not, hears not; barbarous Man,
Am I neglected thus? Am I despis’d?
Not heard! Ungrateful Osmyn.
 

OSM. Ha, Zara!
 

ZARA. Yes, Traytor; Zara, lost, abandon’d Zara,
Is a regardless Suppliant, now, to Osmyn.
The Slave, the Wretch that she redeem’d from Death,
Disdains to listen now, or look on Zara.
 

OSM. Far be the Guilt of such Reproaches, from me;
Lost in my self, and blinded by my Thoughts,
I saw you not.
 

ZARA. Now, then you see me-
But with such dumb and thankless Eyes you look,
Better I was unseen, than seen thus coldly.
 

OSM. What would you from a Wretch, that came to mourn;
And only for his Sorrows chose this Solitude?
Look round; Joy is not here, nor Cheerfulness.
You have pursu’d Misfortune, to its Dwelling,
Yet look for Gaiety and Gladness there.
 

ZARA. Inhumane! why, why dost thou wrack me thus?
And with Perverseness, from the Purpose, answer?
What is’t to me, this House of Misery?
What Joy do I require? if thou dost mourn,
I come to mourn with thee; to share thy Griefs,
And give thee in Exchange my Love.
 

OSM. O that’s the greatest Grief- I am so poor,
I have not wherewithal to give again.
 

ZARA. Thou hast a Heart, though ’tis a savage one;
Give it me as it is; I ask no more
For all I’ve done, and all I have endur’d:
For saving thee, when I beheld thee first,
Driven by the Tide upon my Country’s Coast,
Pale and expiring, drench’d in briny Waves,
Thou and thy Friend, ‘till my Compassion sound thee;
Compassion! scarce will it own that Name, so soon,
So quickly was it Love; for thou wert Godlike
Ev’n then. Kneeling on Earth, I loos’d my Hair,
And with it dry’d thy wat’ry Cheeks; chafing
Thy Temples, till reviving Blood arose,
And like the morn vermilion’d o’er thy Face.
O Heav’n! how did my Heart rejoice and ake,
When I beheld the Day-break of thy Eyes,
And felt the Balm of thy respiring Lips!
 

OSM. O call not to my Mind what you have done,
It sets a Debt of that Account before me,
Which shews me Bankrupt even in Hopes.
 

ZARA. The faithful Selim, and my Women know
The Dangers which I ‘tempted to conceal you.
You know how I abus’d the credulous King;
What Arts I us’d to make you pass on him,
When he receiv’d you as the Prince of Fez;
And as my Kinsman, honour’d and advanc’d you.
O, why do I relate what I have done?
What did I not? Was’t not for you this War
Commenc’d? Not knowing who you were, nor why
You hated Manuel, I urg’d my Husband
On to this Invasion; where he was lost,
Where all is lost, and I am made a Slave.
Look on me now, from Empire fall’n to Slavery;
Think on my Suff’ring first, then look on me;
Think on the Cause of all, then view thy self:
Reflect on Osmyn, and then look on Zara,
The fall’n, the lost, the Captive Zara.
What then is Osmyn?
 

OSM. A fatal Wretch- a huge stupendous Ruine,
That tumbling on its Prop, crush’d all beneath,
And bore contiguous Pallaces to Earth.
 

ZARA. Yet thus, thus fall’n, thus levell’d with the vilest
If I have gain’d thy Love, ’tis glorious Ruine;
Ruine, ’tis still to reign, and to be more
A Queen; for what are Riches, Empire, Power,
But larger Means to gratifie the Will?
The Steps on which we tread, to rise, and reach
Our Wish; and that obtain’d, down with the Scaffolding
Of Sceptres, Crowns, and Thrones; they’ve serv’d their End
And are, like Lumber, to be left and scorn’d.
 

OSM. Why was I made the Instrument, to throw
In Bonds, the Frame of this exalted Mind?
 

ZARA. We may be free; the Conquerour is mine;
In Chains unseen, I hold him by the Heart,
And can unwind, or strain him as I please.
Give me thy Love, I’ll give thee Liberty.
 

OSM. In vain you offer, and in vain require
What neither can bestow. Set free your self,
And leave a Slave the Wretch that would be so.
 

ZARA. Thou canst not mean so poorly, as thou talk’st.
 

OSM. Alas, you know me not.
 

ZARA. Not who thou art;
But what, this last Ingratitude declares,
This groveling Baseness- Thou say’st true, I know
Thee not, for what thou art, yet wants a Name:
But something so unworthy, and so vile,
That to have lov’d thee, makes me yet more lost,
Than all the Malice of my other Fate.
Traitor, Monster, cold and perfidious Slave;
A Slave, not daring to be free! nor dares
To love above him, for ’tis dangerous:
’Tis that, I know; for thou dost look, with Eyes
Sparkling Desire, and trembling to possess.
I know my Charms have reach’d thy very Soul,
And thrill’d thee through with darted Fires; but thou
Dost fear so much, thou dar’st not wish. The King!
There, there’s the dreadful Sound, the King’s thy Rival!
 

SELIM. Madam, the King is here.
 

ZARA. As I could wish; by Heav’n I’ll be reveng’d. -
 

Enter the KING, PEREZ, and Attendants. -
 

KING. Why does the Fairest of her Kind. withdraw
Her Shining from the Day, to gild this Scene
Of Death and Night? Ha! what Disorder’s this?
Somewhat I heard of King and Rival mention’d.
What’s he that dares be Rival to the King?
Or lift his Eyes to like, where I adore?
 

ZARA. There, he; your Prisoner, and that was my Slave.
 

KING. How? Better than my Hopes? Does she accuse him? [Aside.]
 

ZARA. Am I become so low by my Captivity,
And do your Arms so lessen, what they conquer,
That Zara must be made the Sport of Slaves?
And shall the Wretch, whom yester Sun, beheld
Waiting my Nod, the Creature of my Lord,
And me, presume to Day to plead audacious Love,
And build bold Hopes, on my dejected Fate?
 

KING. Better for him to tempt the Rage of Heav’n,
And wrench the Bolt red-hissing from the Hand
Of him that thunders, than but think that Insolence.
’Tis daring for a God. Hence, to the Wheel
With that Ixion, who aspires to hold
Divinity embrac’d; to Whips and Prisons
Drag him with speed, and rid me of his Face
 

[Guards carry off OSMYN.]
 

ZARA. Compassion led me to bemoan his State,
Whose former Faith had merited much more:
And through my Hopes in you, I promis’d Freedom
From his Chains; thence sprung his Insolence,
And what was Charity, he constru’d Love.
 

KING. Enough; his Punishment be what you please.
But let me lead you from this Place of Sorrow,
To one, where young Delights attend; and Joys
Yet new, unborn, and blooming in the Bud,
That wait to be full-blown at your Approach,
And spread like Roses to the Morning Sun:
Where, ev’ry Hour shall roll in circling Joys,
And Love, shall wing the tedious-wasting Day.
Life without Love is Load; and Time stands still:
What we refuse to him, to Death we give;
And then, then only, when we love, we live. [Ex. Omnes.]
 
  


Act III, Scene 1

A Prison. -
 

Enter OSMYN alone, with a Paper. -
 

OSM. BUT now, and I was clos’d within the Tomb
That holds my Father’s Ashes; and but now,
Where he was Pris’ner I am too imprison’d.
Sure ’tis the Hand of Heav’n that leads me thus,
And for some Purpose points out these Remembrances.
In a dark Corner of my Cell I found
This Paper, what it is this Light will show. -
Reading. If my Alphonso- Ha!
If my Alphonso live, restore him, Heav’n;
Give me more Weight, crush my declining Years
With Bolts, with Chains, Imprisonment and Want;
But bless my Son, visit not him for me. -
It is his Hand; this was his Pray’r- yet more: -
Reading. Let ev’ry Hair, which Sorrow by the Roots
Tears from my hoary and devoted Head,
Be doubled in thy Mercies to my Son:
Not for my self, but him, hear me, all-gracious- -
’Tis wanting what should follow- Heav’n, Heav’n shou’d follow,
But ’tis torn off- Why shou’d that Word alone
Be torn from his Petition? ’Twas to Heav’n,
But Heav’n was deaf, Heav’n heard him not; but thus,
Thus as the Name of Heav’n from this is torn,
So did it tear the Ears of Mercy from
His Voice, shutting the Gates of Pray’r against him.
If Piety be thus debarr’d Access
On high, and of good Men, the very best
Is singled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge,
What is Reward? or, what is Punishment?
But who shall dare to tax Eternal Justice!
Yet I may think- I may? I must; for Thought
Precedes the Will to think, and Errour lives
Ere Reason can be born: Reason, the Power
To guess at Right and Wrong; the twinkling Lamp
Of wand’ring Life, that winks and wakes by turns,
Fooling the Follower, betwixt Shade and Shining.
What Noise! Who’s there? My Friend! How cam’st thou hither? -
 

Enter HELI. -
 

HEL. The Time’s too precious to be spent in telling;
The Captain influenc’d by Almeria’s Power,
Gave order to the Guards for my Admittance.
 

OSM. How does Almeria? But I know; she is
As I am. Tell me, may I hope to see her?
 

HEL. You may; anon, at Midnight, when the King
Is gone to Rest, and Garcia is retir’d,
(Who takes the Privilege to visit late,
Presuming on a Bridegroom’s Right) she’ll come.
 

OSM. She’ll come; ’tis what I wish, yet what I fear.
She’ll come, but whither, and to whom? O Heav’n!
To a vile Prison, and a captiv’d Wretch;
To one, whom had she never known, she had
Been happy: why, why was the Heav’nly Creature
Abandon’d o’er to love what Heav’n forsakes?
Why does she follow with unwearied Steps,
One, who has tir’d Misfortune with pursuing?
One, driv’n about the World like blasted Leaves
And Chaff, the Sport of adverse Winds; till late
At length, imprison’d in some Cleft of Rock,
Or Earth, it rests, and rots to silent Dust.
 

HEL. Have Hopes, and hear the Voice of better Fate.
I’ve learn’d there are Disorders ripe for Mutiny
Among the Troops, who thought to share the Plunder,
Which Manuel to his own Use and Avarice
Converts. This News has reach’d Valentia’s Frontiers;
Where many of your Subjects long oppress’d
With Tyranny and grievous Impositions,
Are risen in Arms, and call for Chiefs to head
And lead ’em, to regain their Liberty
And Native Rights.
 

OSM. By Heav’n thou’st rous’d me from my Lethargy.
The Spirit which was deaf to my own Wrongs,
Deaf to Revenge, and the loud Crys of my
Dead Father’s Blood; nay, which refus’d to hear
The piercing Sighs and Murmurs of my Love
Yet unenjoy’d; what not Almeria could
Revive, or raise, my Peoples Voice has wak’ned.
O my Antonio, I am all on Fire,
My Soul is up in Arms, ready to charge
And bear amidst the Foe, with conqu’ring Troops.
I hear ’em call to lead ’em on to Liberty,
To Victory; their Shouts and Clamours rend
My Ears, and reach the Heav’ns; where is the King?
Where is Alphonso? ha! where? where indeed?
O I could tear and burst the Strings of Life,
To break these Chains. Off, off, ye Stains of Royalty.
Off Slavery. O curse! that I alone
Can beat and flutter in my Cage, when I
Would soar, and stoop at Victory beneath.
 

HEL. Our Posture of Affairs, and scanty Time,
My Lord, require you should compose your self,
And think on what we may reduce to practice.
Zara, the Cause of your Restraint, may be
The Means of Liberty restor’d. That gain’d,
Occasion will not fail to point out Ways
For your Escape. Mean time, I’ve thought already
With Speed and Safety, to convey my self
Where not far off some Male-Contents hold Counsel
Nightly; hating this Tyrant; some, who love
Anselmo’s Memory, and will, no doubt,
When they shall know you live, assist your Cause.
 

OSM. My Friend and Counsellour, as thou think’st fit,
So do. I will with Patience wait my Fortune.
 

HEL. When Zara comes, abate of your Aversion.
 

OSM. I hate her not, nor can dissemble Love:
But as I may, I’ll do. I have a Paper
Which I would shew thee, Friend, but that the Sight
Would hold thee here, and clog thy Expedition.
Within I found it, by my Father’s Hand
’Twas writ; a Pray’r for me, wherein appears
Paternal Love prevailing o’er his Sorrows;
Such Sanctity, such Tenderness, so mix’d
With Grief, as wou’d draw Tears from Inhumanity.
 

HEL. The Care of Providence sure left it there,
To arm your Mind with Hope. Such Piety
Was never heard in vain: Heav’n has in Store
For you, those Blessings it with-held from him.
In that Assurance live; which Time, I hope,
And our next Meeting will confirm.
 

OSM. Farewell,
My Friend, the Good thou dost deserve attend thee. [Ex. HELI.]
I’ve been to blame, and question’d with Impiety
The Care of Heav’n. Not so my Father bore
More Anxious Grief. This shou’d have better taught me;
This Lesson, in some Hour of Inspiration,
By him set down; when his pure Thoughts were born,
Like Fumes of Sacred Incense, o’er the Clouds,
And wafted thence, on Angels Wings, thro’ Ways
Of Light to the bright Source of all. There, in
The Book of Prescience, he beheld this Day;
And waking to the World and mortal Sense,
Left this Example of his Resignation,
This his last Legacy to me, which I
Will treasure here; more worth than Diadems,
Or all extended Rule of Regal Pow’r. -
 

Enter ZARA veil’d. -
 

What Brightness breaks upon me, thus thro’ Shades,
And promises a Day to this dark Dwelling!
Is it my Love?-
 

ZARA. O that thy Heart, had taught [Lifting her Veil.]
Thy Tongue that Saying.
 

OSM. Zara! I’m betray’d
By my surprize.
 

ZARA. What, does my Face displease thee?
That having seen it, thou do’st turn thy Eyes
Away, as from Deformity and Horrour.
If so, this Sable Curtain shall again
Be drawn, and I will stand before thee seeing,
And unseen. Is it my Love? as again
That Question, speak again in that soft Voice,
And look again with Wishes in thy Eyes.
O no, thou can’st not, for thou seest me now,
As she, whose Savage Breast has been the Cause
Of these thy Wrongs; as she, whose barbarous Rage
Has loaden thee with Chains and galling Irons:
Well, dost thou scorn me, and upbraid my Falseness;
Cou’d one that lov’d thus torture what she lov’d?
No, no, it must be Hatred, dire Revenge
And Detestation, that cou’d use thee thus.
So thou dost think; then do but tell me so;
Tell me, and thou shalt see how I’ll revenge
Thee on this false one, how I’ll stab and tear
This Heart of Flint, ‘till it shall bleed; and thou
Shalt weep for mine, forgetting thy own Miseries.
 

OSM. You wrong me, beauteous Zara, to believe
I bear my Fortunes with so low a Mind,
As still to meditate Revenge on all
Whom Chance,, or Fate working by secret Causes,
Has made perforce subservient to that End
The Heav’nly Pow’rs allot me; no, not you,
But Destiny and inauspicious Stars
Have cast me down to this low Being: Or,
Granting you had, from you I have deserv’d it.
 

ZARA. Can’st thou forgive me then? Wilt thou believe
So kindly of my Fault, to call it Madness?
O, give that Madness yet a milder Name,
And call it Passion; then, be still more kind,
And call that Passion Love.
 

OSM. Give it a Name,
Or Being as you please, such I will think it.
 

ZARA. O thou dost wound me more with this thy Goodness,
Than e’er thou cou’dst with bitterest Reproaches;
Thy Anger cou’d not pierce thus, to my Heart.
 

OSM. Yet I could wish-
 

ZARA. Hast me to know it, what?
 

OSM. That at this Time, I had not been this Thing.
 

ZARA. What Thing?
 

OSM. This Slave.
 

ZARA. O Heav’n! my Fears interpret
This thy Silence; somewhat of high Concern,
Long fashioning within thy labouring Mind,
And now just ripe for birth, my Rage has ruin’d.
Have I done this? Tell me, am I so curs’d?
 

OSM. Time may have still one fated Hour to come,
Which wing’d wit Liberty, might overtake
Occasion past.
 

ZARA. Swift as Occasion, I
My self will flie; and earlier than the Morn
Wake thee to Freedom. Now ’tis late; and yet
Some News, few Minutes past arriv’d, which seem’d
To shake the Temper of the King- who knows
What racking Cares disease a Monarch’s Bed?
Or Love, that late at Night still lights his Lamp,
And strikes his Rays thro dusk; and folded Lids,
Forbidding rest; may stretch his Eyes awake,
And force their Balls abroad, at this dead Hour.
I’ll try.
 

OSM. I have not merited this Grace;
Nor, should my secret Purpose take Effect,
Can I repay, as you require, such Benefits.
 

ZARA. Thou canst not owe me more, nor have I more
To give, than I’ve already lost. But as
The present Form of our Engagements rests,
Thou hast the Wrong, ‘till I redeem thee hence;
That done, I leave thy Justice to return
My Love. Adieu. [Exit ZARA.]
 

OSM. This Woman has a Soul
Of God-like Mould, intrepid and commanding,
And challenges, in spight of me, my best
Esteem; to this she’s fair, few more can boast
Of Personal Charms, or with less Vanity
Might hope to captivate the Hearts of Kings.
But she has Passions which out-strip the Wind,
And tear her Virtues up, as Tempests root
The Sea. I fear when she shall know the Truth,
Some swift and dire event, of her blind Rage
Will make all fatal. But behold, she comes
For whom I fear, to shield me from my Fears. -
 

[Enter ALMERIA.]
 

The Cause and Comfort of my boding Heart,
My Life, my Health, my Liberty, my All,
How shall I welcome thee to this sad Place?
How speak to thee the Words of Joy and Transport?
How run into thy Arms, with-held by Fetters;
Or take thee into mine, thus manacled
And pinion’d like a Thief or Murderer?
Shall I not hurt or bruise thy tender Body,
And stain thy Bosom with the Rust of these
Rude Irons? Must I meet thee thus, Almeria?
 

ALM. Thus, thus; we parted, thus to meet again.
Thou told’st me thou would’st think how we might meet
To part no more- Now we will part no more,
For these thy Chains, or Death, shall join us ever.
 

OSM. Hard Means to ratifie that Word!- O Cruelty!
That ever I should think beholding thee
A Torture!- Yet, such is the bleeding Anguish
Of my Heart, to see thy Sufferings- O Heav’n!
That I cou’d almost turn my Eyes away,
Or wish thee from my Sight.
 

ALM. O say not so;
Tho’ ’tis because thou lov’st me. Do not say,
On any Terms, that thou dost wish me from thee.
No, no, ’tis better thus, that we together
Feed on each other’s Heart, devour our Woes
With mutual Appetite; and mingling in
One Cup, the common Stream of both our Eyes,
Drink bitter Draughts, with never-slacking Thirst.
Thus better, than for any Cause to part.
What dost thou think? Look not so tenderly
Upon me- speak, and take me in thy Arms-
Thou canst not! thy poor Arms are bound and strive
In vain with the remorseless Chains, which gnaw
And eat into thy Flesh, festring thy Limbs
With rancling Rust.
 

OSM. Oh! O-
 

ALM. Give me that Sigh.
Why do’st thou heave, and stifle in thy Griefs?
Thy Heart will burst, thy Eyes look red and start;
Give thy Soul way, and tell me thy dark Thought.
 

OSM. For this World’s Rule, I wou’d not wound thy Breast
With such a Dagger, as then stuck my Heart.
 

ALM. Why? why? to know it, cannot wound me more,
Than knowing thou hast felt it. Tell it me.
-Thou giv’st me Pain, with too much Tenderness!
 

OSM. And thy excessive Love distracts my Sense!
O could’st thou be less killing, soft or kind,
Grief wou’d not double thus his Darts against me.
 

ALM. Thou dost me Wrong, and Grief too robs my Heart,
If there, he shoot not ev’ry other Shaft;
Thy second self shou’d feel each other Wound,
And Woe shou’d be in equal Portions dealt.
I am thy Wife-
 

OSM. O thou hast search’d too deep:
There, there I bleed; there pull the cruel Cords,
That strain my cracking Nerves, Engines and Wheels;
That Piece-meal grind, are Beds of Down and Balm
To that Soul-racking Thought.
 

ALM. Then I am curs’d
Indeed, if that be so; if I’m thy Torment
Kill me, kill me then, dash me with thy Chains,
Tread on me, spurn me: Am I the bosom Snake,
That sucks thy warm Life-Blood, and gnaws thy Heart?
O that thy Words had force to break those Bonds,
As they have strength to tear this Heart in sunder;
So should’st thou be at large from all Oppression.
Am I, am I of all thy Woes the worst?
 

OSM. My All of Bliss, my everlasting Life,
Soul of my Soul, and End of all my Wishes,
Why dost thou thus unman me with thy Words,
And melt me down to mingle with thy Weepings?
What dost thou ask? why dost thou talk thus piercingly?
Thy Sorrows have disturb’d thy Peace of Mind,
And thou dost speak of Miseries impossible.
 

ALM. Didst thou not say, that Racks and Wheels were Balm,
And Beds of Ease, to thinking me thy Wife?
 

OSM. No, no; nor should the subtlest Pains that Hell,
Or hell-born Malice can invent, extort
A Wish or Thought from me, to have thee other.
But thou wilt know what harrows up my Heart:
Thou art my Wife- nay, thou art yet my Bride!
The Sacred Union of Connubial Love
Yet unaccomplish’d; his mysterious Rites
Delay’d; nor has our Hymenial Torch
Yet lighted up, his last most grateful Sacrifice;
But dash’d with Rain from Eyes, and swail’d with Sighs,
Burns dim, and glimmers with expiring Light.
Is this dark Cell, a Temple for that God?
Or this vile Earth, an Altar for such Off’rings?
This Den for Slaves, this Dungeon damp’d with Woes;
Is this our Marriage-Bed! are these our Joys!
Is this to call thee mine? O hold my Heart:
To call thee mine? yes; thus, ev’n thus, to call
Thee mine, were Comfort, Joy, extremest Exstacy.
But O thou art not mine, not ev’n in misery;
And ’tis deny’d to me, to be so bless’d,
As to be wretched with thee.
 

ALM. No; not that
The extremest Malice of our Fate can hinder:
That still is left us, and on that we’ll feed,
As on the Leavings of Calamity.
There, we will feast, and smile on past Distress,
And hug, in scorn of it, our mutual Ruine.
 

OSM. O thou dost talk, my Love, as one resolv’d,
Because not knowing Danger. But look forward;
Think on to Morrow, when thou shalt be torn
From these weak, struggling, unextended Arms;
Think how my Heart will heave, and Eyes will strain,
To grasp and reach what is deny’d my Hands:
Think how the Blood will start, and Tears will gush
To follow thee my separating Soul.
Think how I am, when thou shalt wed with Garcia!
Then, will I smear these Walls with Blood, dash my
Disfigur’d Face, and rive my clotted Hair,
Break on the Ground my throbbing Breast,
And grovel with gash’d Hands to scratch a Grave,
Stripping my Nails, to tear this Pavement up,
And bury me alive; where I will bite the Ground
‘Till gorg’d with suffocating Earth.
 

ALM. O dismal Cruel! heart-breaking Horrour!
 

OSM. Then Garcia shall lie panting on thy Bosom,
Luxurious, revelling amidst thy Charms;
And thou perforce must yield, and aid his Transport.
Hell! Hell! have I not Cause to rage and rave?
What are all Racks, and Wheels, and Whips to this?
Are they not soothing Softness, sinking Ease,
And wasting Air to this? O my Almeria,
What do the Damn’d endure, but to despair,
But knowing Heav’n, to know it lost for ever?
 

ALM. O, I am struck; thy Words are Bolts of Ice,
Which shot into my Breast, now melt and chill me.
I chatter, shake, and faint with thrilling Fears.
No, hold me not- O, let us not support,
But sink each other, lower yet, down, down,
Where levell’d low, no more we’ll lift our Eyes,
But prone, and dumb, rot the firm Face of Earth
With Rivers of incessant scalding Rain.
 
  


Act III, Scene 2

The Same. -
 

Enter ZARA, PEREZ and SELIM. -
 

ZARA. Somewhat of weight to me, requires his Freedom.
Dare you dispute the King’s Command? Behold
The Royal Signet.
 

PEREZ. I obey; yet beg
Your Majesty one Moment to defer
Your entring ‘till the Princess is return’d
From visiting the Noble Prisoner. [Exit PEREZ.]
 

ZARA. Ha!
What saist thou?
 

OSM. We are lost! undone! discover’d!
Retire, my Life, with speed- Alas, we’re seen!
Speak of Compassion, let her hear you speak
Of interceding for me to conceal our Loves,
If possible.-
 

ALM. -I cannot speak.
 

OSM. Let me
Conduct you forth, as not perceiving her,
But ‘till she’s gone; then bless me thus again.
 

ZARA. Trembling and weeping as he leads her forth!
Confusion in his Face, and Grief in hers!
’Tis plain, I’ve been abus’d- Death and Destruction!
How shall I search into this Mystery?
The bluest Blast of Pestilential Air
Strike, damp, deaden her Charms, and kill his Eyes;
Perdition catch ’em both, and Ruine part ’em.
 

OSM. This Charity to one unknown, and in
Distress, Heav’n will repay; all Thanks are poor. [Exit ALMERIA.]
 

ZARA. Damn’d, damn’d Dissembler! Yet I will be calm,
Choak in my Rage, and know the utmost depth
Of this Deceiver- You seem much surpriz’d.
 

OSM. At your return so soon and unexpected!
 

ZARA. And so unwish’d, unwanted too it seems.
Confusion! yet I will contain my self.
You’re grown a Favourite since last we parted;
 

OSM. -Madam!
 

ZARA. I did not know the Princess Favourite;
Your Pardon, Sir- mistake me not; you think
I’m angry; you’re deceiv’d. I came to set
You free: But shall return much better pleas’d,
To find you have an Interest superiour.
 

OSM. You do not come to mock my Miseries?
 

ZARA. I do.
 

OSM. I could at this time spare your Mirth.
 

ZARA. I know thou cou’dst, but I’m not often pleas’d,
And will indulge it now. What Miseries?
Who would not be thus happily confin’d,
To be the Care of weeping Majesty?
To have contending Queens, at dead of Night
Forsake their down, to wake with wat’ry Eyes,
And watch like Tapers o’er your Hours of Rest.
O Curse! I cannot hold.-
 

OSM. Come, ’tis much.
 

ZARA. Villian!
 

OSM. How, Madam!
 

ZARA. Thou shalt die.
 

OSM. I thank you.
 

ZARA. Thou ly’st; for now I know for whom thou’dst live.
 

OSM. Then you may know for whom I’d die.
 

ZARA. Hell! Hell!
Yet I’ll be calm- Dark and unknown Betrayer!
But now the Dawn begins, and the slow Hand
Of Fate is stretch’d to draw the Veil, and leave
Thee bare, the naked Mark of Publick View.
 

OSM. You may be still deceiv’d; ’tis in my Pow’r.
 

ZARA. Ha!
Who waits there? -
 

Enter PEREZ. -
 

As you’ll answer it, take heed
This Slave commit no Violence upon
Himself. I’ve been deceiv’d. The Publick Safety
Requires he should be more confin’d; and none,
No not the Princes self, permitted to
Confer with him. I’ll quit you to the King.
Vile and ingrate! too late thou shalt repent
The base Injustice thou hast done my Love:
Yes, thou shalt know, spite of thy past Distress,
And all those Ills which thou so long hast mourn’d;
Heav’n has no Rage, like Love to Hatred turn’d,
Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman scorn’d.
 

[Exeunt Omnes.]
 
  


Act IV, Scene 1

A Room of State. -
 

Enter ZARA and SELIM. -
 

ZARA. Thou hast already rack’d me with thy Stay;
Therefore require me not to ask thee twice:
Reply at once to all. What is concluded?
 

SELIM. Your Accusation highly has incens’d
The King, and were alone enough to urge
The Fate of Osmyn; but to that, fresh News
Is since arriv’d, of more revolted Troops.
’Tis certain Heli too is fled, and with him
(Which breeds Amazement and Distraction) some
Who bore high Offices of Weight and Trust,
Both in the State and Army. This confirms
The King, in full belief of all you told him,
Concerning Osmyn’s corresponding with
The Heads of those who first began the Mutiny.
Wherefore a Warrant for his Death is sign’d;
And Order given for publick Execution.
 

ZARA. Ha! haste thee! fly, prevent his Fate and mine;
Find out the King, tell him I have of Weight
More than his Crown t’impart ere Osmyn die.
 

SELIM. It needs not, for the King will strait be here,
And as to your Revenge, not his own Int’rest,
Pretend to Sacrifice the Life of Osmyn.
 

ZARA. What shall I say? Invent, contrive, advise
Somewhat to blind the King, and save his Life
In whom I live. Spite of my Rage and Pride,
I am a Woman, and a Lover still.
O! ’tis more Grief but to suppose his Death,
Than still to meet the Rigour of his Scorn.
From my Despair my Anger had its Source;
When he is dead I must despair for ever.
For ever! that’s Despair- it was Distrust
Before; Distrust will ever be in Love,
And Anger in Distrust, both short-liv’d Pains.
But in Despair, and ever-during Death,
No Term, no Bound, but Infinite of Woe.
O Torment, but to think! what then to bear?
Not to be born- Devise the Means to shun it,
Quick; or, by Heav’n, this Dagger drinks thy Blood.
 

SELIM. My Life is yours, nor wish I to preserve it,
But to serve you. I have already thought.
 

ZARA. Forgive my Rage; I know thy Love and Truth.
But say, what’s to be done? or when, or how
Shall I prevent, or stop th’ approaching Danger?
 

SELIM. You must still seem most resolute and fix’d
On Osmyn’s Death; too quick a Change of Mercy
Might breed Suspicion of the Cause. Advise,
That execution may be done in private.
 

ZARA. On what Pretence?
 

SELIM. Your own Request’s enough.
However, for a Colour, tell him, you
Have Cause to fear his Guards may be corrupted,
And some of them bought off to Osmyn’s Int’rest;
Who, at the Place of Execution, will
Attempt to force his way for an Escape.
The State of things will countenance all Suspicions.
Then offer to the King to have him strangl’d
In secret, by your Mutes; and get an Order,
That none but Mutes may have Admittance to him.
I can no more, the King is here. Obtain
This Grant- and I’ll acquaint you with the rest. -
 

Enter KING, Gonsalez, GARCIA, PEREZ. -
 

KING. Bear to the Dungeon those Rebellious Slaves,
Th’ ignoble Currs, that yelp to fill the Cry,
And spend their Mouths in barking Tyranny.
But for their Leaders, Sancho and Ramirez,
Let ’em be led away to present Death.
Perez, see it perform’d.
 

GONS. Might I presume,
Their Execution better were deferr’d,
‘Till Osmyn die. Mean time we may learn more
Of this Conspiracy.
 

KING. Then be it so.
Stay, Soldier; they shall suffer with the Moor.
Are none return’d of those who follow’d Heli?
 

GONS. None, Sir. Some Papers have been since discover’d
In Roderigo’s House, who fled with him,
Which seem to intimate, as if Alphonso,
Still alive, were arming in Valentia:
Which wears indeed this Colour of a Truth,
They who are fled have that way bent their Course.
Of the same Nature, divers Notes have been
Dispers’d, t’amuze the People; whereupon
Some ready of Belief, have rais’d this Rumour:
That being sav’d upon the Coast of Africk,
He there disclos’d himself to Albucacim,
And by a secret Compact made with him,
Open’d the way to this Invasion;
While he himself, returning to Valentia
In private, undertook to raise this Tumult.
 

ZARA. Ha! hear’st thou that? Is Osmyn then Alphonso!
O Heav’n! a thousand things occur
To my Remembrance now, that make it plain.
O certain Death for him, as sure Despair
For me, if it be known- If not, what Hope
Have I? Yet ‘twere the lowest Baseness, now
To yield him up- No, I will still conceal him,
And try the Force of yet more Obligations.
 

GONS. ’Tis not impossible. Yet, it may be
That some Impostor has usurp’d his Name.
Your beauteous Captive, Zara, can inform,
If such a one, so ‘scaping, was receiv’d,
At any time, in Albucacim’s Court.
 

KING. Pardon, fair Excellence, this long Neglect:
An unforeseen, unwelcome Hour of Business,
Has thrust between us and our while of Love;
But wearing now a-pace with ebbing Sand,
Will quickly waste, and give again the Day.
 

ZARA. You’re too secure: The Danger is more imminent
Than you high Courage suffers you to see;
While Osmyn lives, you are not safe.
 

KING. His Doom
Is pass’d; if you revoke it not, he dies.
 

ZARA. ’Tis well. By what I heard upon your Entrance,
I find I can unfold what yet concerns
You more. One that did call himself Alphonso
Was cast upon my Coast, as is reported;
And oft had private Conference with the King;
To what Effect I knew not then: But that
Alphonso, privately departed, just
About the time our Arms embark’d for Spain.
What I know more, is, That a tripple League
Of strictest Friendship, was profess’d between
Alphonso, Heli, and the Traytour Osmyn.
 

KING. Publick Report is ratify’d in this.
 

ZARA. And Osmyn’s Death requir’d of strong necessity.
 

KING. Give Order strait, that all the Pris’ners die,
We will our self behold the Execution.
 

ZARA. Forbear a Moment; somewhat more I have
Worthy your private Ear, and this your Minister.
 

KING. Let all else void the Room. Garcia, give Order
For doubling all our Guards; command that our
Militia are in Arms: We will anon
Ride forth, and view the order of our Troops.
 

[Exeunt GARCIA, PEREZ, and Attendants.]
 

ZARA. I am your Captive, and you’ve us’d me nobly;
And in return of that, tho’ otherwise
Your Enemy, I have discover’d Osmyn
His private Practice and Conspiracy
Against your State: And fully to discharge
My self of what I’ve undertaken, now
I think it fit to tell you, that your Guards
Are tainted; some among ’em have resolv’d
To rescue Osmyn at the Place of Death.
 

KING. Is Treason then so near us as our Guards!
 

ZARA. Most certain; tho’ my Knowledge is not yet
So ripe, to point at the particular Men.
 

KING. What’s to be done?
 

ZARA. That too I will advise.
I have remaining in my train some Mutes,
A Present once from the Sultana Queen,
In the Grand Signior’s Court. These, from their Infancy,
Are practis’d in the Trade of Death; and shall
(As there the Custom is) in private strangle Osmyn.
 

GONS. My Lord, the Queen advises well.
 

KING. What Off’ring, or what Recompence remains
In me, that can be worthy of so great Services?
To cast beneath your Feet the Crown you’ve sav’d,
Though on the Head that wears it, were too little.
 

ZARA. Of that hereafter; but, mean time, ’tis fit
You order none may have Admittance to
The Pris’ner, but such Messengers, as I
Shall send.
 

KING. Who waits there? -
 

Enter PEREZ. -
 

On your Life take heed,
That only Zara’s Mutes, or such who bring
Her Warrant, have admittance to the Moor.
 

ZARA. They and no other; not the Princess self.
 

PEREZ. Your Majesty shall be obey’d.
 

KING. Retire. [Ex. PEREZ.]
 

GONS. That Interdiction so particular,
Pronounc’d with Vehemence against the Princess,
Should have more Meaning than appears bare-fac’d.
The King is blinded by his Love, and heeds
It not. Your Majesty sure might have spared
That last Restraint; you hardly can suspect
The Princess is Confederate with the Moor.
 

ZARA. I’ve heard, her Charity did once extend
So far to visit him, at his Request.
 

GONS. Ha!
 

KING. How? she visit Osmyn! What, my Daughter?
 

SELIM. Madam, take heed; or you have ruin’d all.
 

ZARA. And after did sollicite you on his
Behalf.-
 

KING. Never. You have been mis-inform’d.
 

ZARA. Indeed? Then ’twas a Whisper spread by some
Who wish’d it so; a common Art in Courts.
I will retire, and instantly prepare
Instruction for my Ministers of Death [Exeunt ZARA and SELIM.]
 

GONS. There’s somewhat yet of Mystery in this;
Her Words and Actions are obscure and double,
Sometimes concur, and sometimes disagree;
I like it not.
 

KING. What dost thou think, Gonsalez;
Are we not much indebted to this fair one?
 

GONS. I am a little slow of Credit, Sir,
In the Sincerity of Womens Actions.
Methinks this Lady’s Hatred to the Moor,
Disquiets her too much; which makes it seem
As if she’d rather that she did not hate him.
I wish her Mutes are meant to be employ’d
As she pretends- I doubt it now- Your Guards
Corrupted; how? by whom? who told her so?
I’ th’ Evening Osmyn was to die; at Mid-night
She beg’d the Royal Signet to release him;
I’ th’ Morning he must die again; ere Noon
Her Mutes alone must Strangle him or he’ll
Escape. This put together suits not well.
 

KING. Yet, that there’s Truth in what she has discover’d,
Is manifest from every Circumstance.
This Tumult, and the Lords who fled with Heli,
Are Confirmation- that Alphonso lives,
Agrees expresly too with her Report.
 

GONS. I grant it, Sir; and doubt not, but in Rage
Of Jealousie, she has discover’d what
She now repents. It may be I’m deceiv’d.
But why that needless Caution of the Princess?
What if she had seen Osmyn? to’ ‘twere strange.
But if she had, what was’t to her? unless
She fear’d her stronger Charms, might cause the Moor’s
Affection to revolt.
 

KING. I thank thee, Friend.
There’s Reason in thy Doubt, and I am warn’d.
But think’st thou that my Daughter saw this Moor?
 

GONS. If Osmyn be, as Zara has related,
Alphonso’s Friend; ’tis not impossible,
But she might wish on his Account to see him.
 

KING. Say’st thou? by Heav’n thou hast arous’d a Thought,
That like a sudden Earth-quake, shakes my Frame;
Confusion! then my Daughter’s an Accomplice,
And plots in Private with this hellish Moor.
 

GONS. That were too hard a Thought- but see she comes.
‘Twere not amiss to question her a little,
And try howe’er, if I’ve divin’d aright.
If what I fear be true, she’ll be concern’d
For Osmyn’s Death, as he’s Alphonso’s Friend.
Urge that, to try if she’ll sollicite for him. -
 

Enter ALMERIA and LEONORA. -
 

KING. Your coming has prevented me, Almeria;
I had determin’d to have sent for you.
Let your Attendant be dismiss’d; I have [Exit LEONORA.]
To talk with you. Come near, why dost thou shake?
What mean those swollen and redfleck’d Eyes, that look
As they had wept in Blood, and worn the Night
In waking Anguish? Why this, on the Day
Which was design’d to celebrate thy Nuptials?
But that the Beams of Light are to be stain’d
With reeking Gore, from Traytors on the Rack:
Wherefore I have deferr’d the Marriage-Rites,
Nor shall the guilty Horrors of this Day
Prophane that Jubilee.
 

ALM. All Days to me
Henceforth are equal; this the Day of Death,
To Morrow, and the next, and each that follows,
Will undistinguish’d roll, and but prolong
One hated Line of more extended Woe.
 

KING. whence is thy Grief? Give me to know the Cause,
And look thou answer me with Truth; for know,
I am not unacquainted with thy Falshood.
Why art thou mute? base and degenerate Maid!
 

GONS. Dear Madam, speak, or you’ll incense the King.
 

ALM. What is’t to speak? or wherefore should I speak?
What mean these Tears, but Grief unutterable?
 

KING. Yes, Guilt; they are the dumb Confessions of
Thy guilty Mind; and say thou wert Confed’rate
With damn’d Conspirators to take my Life.
O impious Parricide! now canst thou speak?
 

ALM. O Earth, behold, I kneel upon thy Bosom,
And bend my flowing Eyes, to stream upon
Thy Face, imploring thee that thou wilt yield;
Open thy Bowels of Compassion, take
Into thy Womb the last and most forlorn
Of all thy Race. Hear me, thou common Parent;
-I have no Parent else- be thou a Mother,
And step between me and the Curse of him,
That was- that was, but is no more a Father.
But brands my Innocence with horrid Crimes,
And for the tender Names of Child and Daughter,
Now calls me Murderer and Parricide.
 

KING. Rise, I command thee rise- and if thou wou’dst
Acquit thy self of those detested Names,
Swear thou hast never seen that foreign Dog,
Now doom’d to die, that most accursed Osmyn.
 

ALM. Never, but as with Innocence, I might,
And free of all bad Purposes. So Heav’n’s
My Witness.
 

KING. Vile equivocating Wretch!
With Innocence? Death and Perdition, she
Confesses it. By Heav’n I’ll have him rack’d,
Torn, mangl’d, flay’d, impal’d- all Pains and Tortures
That Wit of Man and dire Revenge can think,
Shall he accumulated under-bear.
 

ALM. Oh, I am lost- there, Fate begins to wound.
 

KING. Hear me, then, if thou canst reply, know, Traitress,
I’m not to learn that curs’d Alphonso lives;
Nor am I ignorant what Osmyn is.-
 

ALM. Then all is ended, and we both must die,
Since thou’rt reveal’d, alone thou shalt not die.
And yet alone would I have dy’d, Heav’n knows,
Repeated Deaths, rather than have reveal’d thee.
Yes, all my Father’s wounding Wrath, tho’ each
Reproach cuts deeper than the keenest Sword,
And cleaves my Heart; I would have born it all,
Nay, all the Pains that are prepar’d for thee:
To the remorseless Rack I would have given
This weak and tender Flesh, to have been bruis’d
And torn, rather than have reveal’d thy Being.
 

KING. Hell, Hell! do I hear this, and yet endure!
What, dar’st thou to my Face avow thy Guilt?
Hence, e’er I curse- flie my just Rage, with speed;
Lest I forget us both, and spurn thee from me.
 

ALM. And yet a Father! think I am your Child.
Turn not your Eyes away- look on me kneeling;
Now curse me if you can, now spurn me off.
Did ever Father curse his kneeling Child!
Never: for always Blessings crown that Posture.
Nature inclines, and half-way meets that Duty,
Stooping to raise from Earth the filial Reverence;
For bended Knees, returning folding Arms,
With Pray’rs, and Blessings, and paternal Love.
O hear me then, thus crawling on the Earth-
 

KING. Be thou advis’d, and let me go while yet
The light Impression thou hast made, remains.
 

ALM. No, never will I rise, nor loose this Hold,
‘Till you are mov’d, and grant that he may live.
 

KING. Ha! who may live? take heed, no more of that;
For on my Soul he dies, tho’ thou, and I,
And all should follow to partake his Doom.
Away, off, let me go.- Call her Attendants. -
 

Enter LEONORA and Attendants. -
 

ALM. Drag me, harrow the Earth with my bare Bosom,
I’ll not let go, ‘till you have spar’d my Husband.
 

KING. Ha! what say’st thou? Husband! Husband! Damnation!
What Husband? which? who?
 

ALM. He, he is my Husband.
 

KING. Poyson and Daggers! who?
 

ALM. O- [Faints.]
 

GONS. Help, support her.
 

ALM. Let me go, let me fall, sink deep- I’ll dig,
I’ll dig a Grave, and tear up Death; I will;
I’ll scrape ‘till I collect his rotten Bones,
And cloath their Nakedness with my own Flesh,
Yes, I will strip of Life, and we will change:
I will be Death; then tho’ you kill my Husband
He shall be mine, still and for ever mine.
 

KING. What Husband? who? whom dost thou mean?
 

GONS. Alas, she raves!
 

ALM. O that I did. Osmyn, he is my Husband.
 

KING. Osmyn.
 

ALM. Not Osmyn, but Alphonso is my dear
And wedded Husband- Heav’n, and Air, and Seas,
Ye Winds and Waves, I call ye all to witness.
 

KING. Wilder than Winds or Waves thy self dost rave.
Should I hear more, I too should catch thy Madness.
Yet somewhat she must mean of dire Import,
Which I’ll not hear, ‘till I am more at Peace.
Watch her returning Sense, and bring me Word:
And look that she attempt not on her Life. [Ex. KING.]
 

ALM. O stay, yet stay; hear me, I am not mad.
I would to Heav’n I were- He’s gone!
 

GONS. Have Comfort.
 

ALM. Curs’d be that Tongue, that bids me be of Comfort;
Curs’d my own Tongue, that cou’d not move his Pity;
Curs’d these weak Hands, that cou’d not hold him here;
For he is gone to doom Alphonso’s Death.
 

GONS. Your too excessive Grief works on your Fancy,
And deludes your Sense. Alphonso, if living,
Is far from hence, beyond your Father’s Power.
 

ALM. Hence, thou detested, ill-tim’d Flatterer;
Source of my Woes: Thou and thy Race be curs’d;
But doubly thou, who could’st alone have Policy
And Fraud, to find the fatal Secret out,
And know that Osmyn was Alphonso.
 

GONS. Ha!
 

ALM. Why dost thou start? What dost thou see or hear?
Was it the doleful Bell, toling for Death?
Or dying Groans from my Alphonso’s Breast?
See, see, look yonder! where a grizled, pale,
And ghastly Head, glares by, all smear’d with Blood,
Gasping as it would speak; and after it,
Behold a damp, dead Hand has dropp’d a Dagger:
I’ll catch it- hark! a Voice cries Murder! ’tis
My Father’s Voice; hollow it sounds, and from
The Tomb it calls- I’ll follow it, for there
I shall again behold my dear Alphonso. [Exit with Attendants.]
 

GONS. She’s greatly griev’d; nor am I less surpriz’d.
Osmyn Alphonso! no; she over-rates
My Policy! I ne’er suspected it:
Nor now had known it, but from her Mistake.
Her husband too! Ha! Where is Garcia then?
And where the Crown that shou’d descend on him,
To grace the Line of my Posterity?
Hold, let me think- if I shou’d tell the King-
Things come to this Extremety? his Daughter
Wedded already- what if he should yield?
Knowing no Remedy, for what is past;
And urg’d by Nature pleading for his Child,
With which he seems to be already shaken.
And tho’ I know he hates beyond the Grave
Anselmo’s Race; yet if- That If concludes me.
To doubt, when I may be assur’d, is Folly.
But how prevent the Captive Queen, who means
To set him free? Ay, now ’tis plain; O well
Invented Tale! He was Alphonso’s Friend.
This subtle Woman will amuze the King,
If I delay- ‘twill do- or better so.
One to my Wish. Alonzo, thou art welcome. -
 

Enter ALONZO. -
 

ALON. The King expects your Lordship.
 

GONS. ’Tis no matter.
I’m not i’th’ Way at present, good Alonzo.
 

ALON. If’t please your Lordship, I’ll return, and say
I have not seen you.
 

GONS. Do, my best Alonzo.
Yet stay, I would- but go; anon will serve-
Yet I have that requires thy speedy help.
I think thou would’st not stop to do me Service.
 

ALON. I am your Creature.
 

GONS. Say thou art my Friend.
I’ve seen thy Sword do Noble Execution.
 

ALON. All that it can, you Lordship shall command.
 

GONS. Thanks; and I take thee at thy Word. Thou’st seen,
Among the Followers of the Captive Queen,
Dumb Men, that make their Meaning known by Signs.
 

ALON. I have, my Lord.
 

GONS. Could’st thou procure with Speed
And Privacy, the wearing Garb of one
Of those, tho’ purchas’d by his Death, I’d give
Thee such Reward, as should exceed thy Wish.
 

ALON. Conclude it done. Where shall I wait your Lordship?
 

GONS. At my Appartment. Use thy utmost diligence;
Away, I’ve not been seen- haste, good Alonzo. [Ex. ALON.]
So, this can hardly fail. Alphonso slain,
The greatest Obstacle is then remov’d.
Almeria widow’d, yet again may wed;
And I yet fix the Crown on Garcia’s Head. [Exit.]
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Covent Garden in the seventeenth century — Congreve became a disciple of John Dryden, whom he met through gatherings of literary circles held at Will’s Coffeehouse in the Covent Garden District of London.
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Vincis utramque Venus.
 

OV. ART. AM. L. 1.
 

Set severally to Musick, by Mr. John Eccles, Mr. Finger, Mr. Purcel, and Mr. Weldon.
 

Invitat pretiis animos, & praemia ponit.
 

VIRG. AEN. 5.
 

Nemo ex hoc Numero — non donatus abibit.
 

IBID.
 
  


THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. A MASQUE.

The SCENE is a Landskip of a beautiful Pasture supposed on Mount Ida. The Shepherd Paris is seen seated under a Tree, and playing on his Pipe; his Crook and Scrip, &c. lying by him. While a Symphony is playing, Mercury descends with his Caduceus in one Hand, and an Apple of Gold in the other: After the Symphony he sings.
 

MERCURY.
FRom high Olympus and the Realms above,
Behold I come the Messenger of Jove;
His dread Commands I bear,
Shepherd arise and hear;
Arise and leave a while thy Rural care.
Forbear thy woolly Flock to feed,
And lay aside thy tuneful Reed;
For thou to greater Honours art decreed.
 

PARIS.
O Hermes I thy Godhead know,
By thy winged Heels and Head,
By thy Rod that wakes the Dead,
And guides the Shades below.
Say wherefore dost thou seek this humble Plain,
To greet a lowly Swain?
What does the mighty Thunderer Ordain?
 

MERCURY.
This Radiant Fruit behold,
More bright then burnish’d Gold;
Three Goddesses for this Contend,
See now they descend,
And this way they bend.
Shepherd take the Golden Prize,
Yield it to the brightest Eyes.
(Juno, Pallas, and Venus, are seen at a distance descending in several Machines.)
 

PARIS.
O Ravishing Delight!
What Mortal can support the Sight?
Alas too weak is Human Brain,
So much Rapture to Sustain.
I faint, I fall, O take me hence,
Ere Ecstacy invades my aking Sense:
Help me Hermes or I dye,
Save me from Excess of Joy.
 

MERCURY.
Fear not Mortal, none shall harm thee,
With my Sacred Rod I’le Charm thee;
Freely gaze and view all over,
Thou may’st every Grace discover.
Though a thousand Darts fly round thee,
Fear not Mortal, none shall wound thee.
For two Parts. Paris.
Happy thou of Human Race,
Gods with thee would change their place;
With no God I’d change my Place,
Happy I of Human Race.
(Mercury ascends.)
While a Symphony is playing, Juno descends from her Machine, after the Symphony she Sings.
 

JUNO.
Saturnia, Wife of Thundring Jove am I,
Belov’d by him, and Empress of the Sky;
Shepherd fix on me thy wondring Sight,
Beware, and view me well, and judge aright.
(Symphony for Pallas.)
 

PALLAS.
This way Mortal bend thy Eyes,
Pallas claims the golden Prize;
 

A Virgin Goddess free from Stain,
And Queen of Arts, and Arms I Reign.
(Symphony for Venus.)
 

VENUS.
Hither turn thee gentle Swain,
Let not Venus sue in vain;
Venus rules the Gods above,
Love rules them, and she rules Love,
Hither turn thee gentle Swain.
 

PALLAS.
Hither turn to me again;
 

JUNO.
Turn to me for I am she,
 

ALL 3.
To me, to me, for I am she,
 

VENUS.
Hither turn thee Gentle Swain
 

JUNO. PALL.
She will deceive thee,
 

VENUS.
They will deceive thee, I’le never leave thee,
Chorus of all 3.
Hither turn to me again,
To me, to me, for I am she
Hither turn thee Gentle Swain.
 

PARIS.
I.
 

Distracted I turn, but I cannot decide,
So equal a Title sure never was try’d,
United your Beauties, so dazle the Sight,
That lost in amaze,
I giddily gaze,
Confus’d and o’rewhelm’d with a Torrent of Light.
 

II.
 

Apart let me View then each Heavenly fair,
For three at a time there’s no Mortal can bear;
And since a gay Robe an ill shape may disguise,
When each is undrest.
I’le judge of the best,
For tis not a face that must carry the Prize.
 

JUNO Sings.
 

I.
 

Let Ambition fire thy Mind,
Thou wert born o’re Men to Reign,
Not to follow Flocks design’d,
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain.
 

II.
 

Crowns I’le throw beneath thy Feet,
Thou on Necks of Kings shalt tread,
Joys in Circles Joys shall meet,
Which way ere thy fancy’s Lead.
 

III.
 

Let not Toyls of Empire fright,
(Toils of Empire pleasures are)
Thou shalt only know delight,
All the Joy, but not the Care.
 

IV.
 

Shepherd if thoul’t yield the Prize,
For the Blessings I bestow,
Joyful I’le ascend the Skies,
Happy thou shalt Reign below.
 

CHORUS.
Let Ambition fire thy Mind,
Thou wert born o’re Men to Reign,
Not to follow Flocks design’d,
Scorn thy Crook and leave the Plain.
 

PALLAS Sings alone.
 

I.
 

Awake, awake, thy Spirits raise,
Wast not thus thy youthful days,
Pipeing, Toying,
Nymphs decoying,
Lost in wanton and Inglorious ease.
 

II.
 

Hark, Hark! the glorious Voice of War,
Calls aloud for Arms prepare,
Drums are beating,
Rocks repeating,
Martial Musick charms the joyful Air.
Symphony.
 

PALLAS Sings.
O what Joys does Conquest yield!
When returning from the Field,
Oh how glorious ’tis to see
The Godlike Hero Crown’d with Victory!
Lawrel Wreaths his Head surrounding,
Banners waveing in the Wind,
Fame her golden Trumpet sounding,
Every Voice in Chorus joyn’d;
To me kind Swain the Prize resign,
And Fame and Conquest shall be thine:
 

CHORUS.
O how glorious ’tis to see,
The God-like Hero Crown’d with Victory!
(Symphony.)
 

VENUS Sings alone.
Stay lovely Youth, delay thy Choice,
Take heed lest empty Names enthrall thee,
Attend to Cythereas Voice;
Lo! I who am Loves Mother call thee.
Far from thee be anxious Care:
And racking Thoughts that vex the Great,
Empires but a guilded Snare,
And fickle is the Warriours Fate;
One only Joy Mankind can know,
And Love alone can that bestow.
 

CHORUS.
One only Joy, &c.
 

VENUS Sings.
 

I.
 

Nature fram’d thee sure for Loving,
Thus adorn’d with every Grace;
Venus self thy Form approving,
Looks with Pleasure on thy Face.
 

II.
 

Happy Nymph who shall enfold thee,
Circled in her yielding Arms!
Should bright Hellen once behold thee,
She’d surrender all her Charms.
 

III.
 

Fairest she, all Nymphs transcending,
That the Sun himself has seen,
Were she for the Crown contending,
Thou wou’dst own her beauties Queen.
 

IV.
 

Gentle Shepherd if my Pleading,
Can from thee the Prize obtain,
Love himself thy Conquest aiding,
Thou that Matchless Fair shalt gain.
 

PARIS.
I yield, I yield, O take the Prize,
And cease, O cease, th’ inchanting Song;
All Loves Darts are in thy Eyes,
And Harmony falls from thy Tongue.
Forbear O Goddess of desire,
Thus my ravish’d Soul to move,
Forbear to fan the raging Fire,
And be propitious to my Love.
Here Paris gives to Venus the golden Apple. Several Cupids descend, the three Graces alight from the Chariot of Venus, they call the Howrs, who assemble; with all the Attendants on Venus. All joyn in a Circle round her, and sing the last grand Chorus; while Juno and Pallas ascend.
 

GRAND CHORUS.
Hither all ye Graces, all ye Loves;
Hither all ye hours resort,
Billing Sparrows, Cooing Doves;
Come all the train of Venus Court.
Sing all great Cythereas Name;
Over Empire, over Fame,
Her Victory proclaim.
Sing and spread the joyful News around,
The Queen of Love, is Queen of Beauty Cround.
 

FINIS.
 
  


The Opera
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London’s Theatre Royal, Drury Lane today — Congreve’s first play was produced at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane in 1693.
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A Natura discedimus: populo nos damus, nullius rei bono
auctori, & in hac re, sicut in omnibus, inconstantissimo.
 

SENECA. E.
 
  


ARGUMENT INTRODUCTORY TO THE OPERA.

AFTER Jupiter’s Amour with Europa, the Daughter of Agenor, King of Phaenicia, he again incenses Juno by a new Affair in the same Family; viz. with Semele, Niece to Europa, and Daughter to Cadmus King o f Thebes.  Semele is on the Point of Marriage with Athamas; which Marriage is about to be solemniz’d in the Temple of Juno, Goddess of Marriages, when Jupiter by ill Omens interrupts the Cermony; and afterwards transports Semele to a private Abode prepar’d for her. Juno, after many Contrivances, at length assumes the Shape and Voice of Ino, Sister to Semele; by the help of which Disguise and Artful Insinuations, she prevails with her to make a Request to Jupiter, which being granted must end in her utte r Ruin.

This Fable is related i n Ovid. Metam.  L. 3 but there Juno is said to impose on Semele in the Shape of an old Woman, he r Nurse.  ’Tis hoped, the Liberty taken in substituting Ino instead of the old Woman will be excus’d: It was done, because Ino is interwoven in the Design by her love of Athamas; to whom she was married, according to Ovid; and because her Character bears a Proportion with the Dignity of the other Persons represented. This Reason, it is presumed, may be allowed in a Thing intirely fictitious; and more especially being represented under the Title of an Opera, where greater Absurdities are every day excused.

It was not thought requisite to haue any Regard either in Rhyme or Equality of Measure, in the Lines of that Part of the Dialogue which was design’d for the Recitative Stile i n Musick.  For as that stile in Musick is not confin’d to the strict Observation of Time and Measure, which is requir’d in the Composition of Airs and Sonata’s, so neither is it necessary that the same Exactness in Numbers, Rhymes, or Measure, should be observed in the Formation of Odes an d Sonnets.  For what they call Recitative in Musick, is only a more tuneable speaking, it is a kind of Prose in Musick; its Beauty consists in coming near Nature, and in improving the natural Accents of Words by more Pathetick or Emphatica l Tones.
  


PERSONS REPRESENTED.

Jupiter.
Cadmus, King o f Thebes.
Athamas, A Prince of Bœotia, in love with and design’d to marr y Semele.
Somnus.
Apollo.
Cupid.
Zephyrs.
Loves.
Shepherds.
Satyrs.
Juno.
Iris.
Semele, Daughter to Cadmus, beloved by and in Love wit h Jupiter.
Ino, Sister to Semele, in Love wit h Athamas.
Shepherdesses.
Chief Priests of Juno, other Priests an d Augurs.
 

Scene: Bœotia
 
  


ACT I. SCENE I.

The Scene is the Temple of Juno, near the Altar is a Golden Image of th e Goddess.  Priests are in their Solemnities, as after a Sacrifice newly offer’d: Flames arise from the Altar, and the Statue of Juno is seen to bow.
Cadmus, Athamas, Semele, an d Ino.
1s t Priest.  BEHOLD! auspicious Flashes rise;
Juno accepts our Sacrifice;
The grateful Odour swift ascends,
And see, the Golden Image bends.
1st and 2 d Priest.
   Lucky Omens bless our Rites,
                                 And sure success shall crown your Loves;
                             Peaceful Days and fruitfull Nights
                                  Attend the Pair that she approves.
 

Cad. Daughter, obey,
  Hear, and obey.
  With kind Consenting
  Ease a Parent’s Care;
  Invent no ne w Delay.
 

Atha. O hear a faithful Lover’s pray’r;
  On this auspicious Day
Invent no ne w Delay.
 

Cad. an d Atha.   Hear, and obey;
  Invent no new Delay
  On this auspiciou s Day.
 

Seme. [apart.] Ah me!
  What Refuge now is left me?
  How various, how tormenting,
  Are my Miseries!
  O Jove assist me,
  Can Semele forgo thy Love,
  And to a Mortal’s Passion yield?
  Thy Vengeance will o’ertake
  Suc h Perfidy.
If I deny, my Father’s Wrath I fear.
O Jove, in Pity teach me which to chuse,
Incline me to comply, or help me to refuse.
 

Atha.  See, she blushing turns her Eyes:
  See, with Sighs her Bosom panting:
    If from Love those Sighs arise,
  Nothing to my Bliss is wanting.
    Hymen haste, thy Torch prepare,
  Love already his has lighted,
    One soft Sigh has cur’d Despair,
  And more than my past Pains requited.
 

Ino. Alas!  she yields,
  And has undone me:
  I can no longer hide my Passion;
  It must have Vent — 
  Or inward burning
  ill consume me.
  O Athamas — 
  I cannot utter it — 
 

Atha.  On me fair Ino calls
  With mournful Accent,
  Her Colour fading,
  And her Eyes o’erflowing!
 

Ino.  O Semele!
 

Seme.  On me she calls,
  Yet seems to shun me!
  What would my Sister?
Speak — 
 

Ino.   Thou hast undone me.
 

Cad.   Why dost thou thus untimely grieve,
    And all our solemn Rites prophane?
  Can he, or she, thy Woes relieve?
    Or I?  Of whom dost thou complain?
 

Ino.   Of all; but all, I fear, in vain.
 

Atha.   Can I thy woes relieve?
 

Seme.   Can I asswage thy Pain?
 

Cad.
Atha.  an d Seme.   Of whom dost thou complain?
 

Ino.   Of all; but all, I fear, in vain.
[It lightens, and Thunder is heard at a distance; then, a Noise of Rain; the Fire is suddenly extigush’d on the Altar: the Chief-Priest comes forward.
1s t Priest.
  Avert these Omens, all ye pow’rs!
  Some God averse our holy Rites controlls,
O’erwhelming with sudden Night, the Day expires!
  Ill-boding Thunder on the Right Hand rolls,
And Jove himself descends in Show’rs,
  To quench our late propitiou s Fires.
Chorus o f Priests.
                 Avert these omens, all ye pow’rs!
2 d Priest.
  Again auspicious Flashes rise,
              Juno accepts our Sacrifice.
[Flames are again kindled on the Altar, and the Statue nods.
3 d Priest.   Again the sickly Flame decaying dies:
Juno assents, but angry Jove denies.
[The Fire is again extinguish’d.
 

Atha.  [apart.]  Thy aid, Pronubial Juno, Athamas implores.
 

Seme. [apart.]  Thee Jove, and thee alone, Semele adores.
[A loud Clap of Thunder; the Altar sinks.
1st Priest.   Cease, cease your vows, ’tis impious to proceed;
                   Be gone, and fly this holy Place with Speed:
                   This dreadful Conflict is of dire Presage;
                   Be gone, and fly from Jove’s impendin g Rage.
[All but the Priests come forward.  The Scene closes on the Priests, and shews to View the Front and Outside of th e Temple.   Cadmus leads off Semele, Attendants follow.  Athamas and Ino remain.
 
  


SCENE II.

Atha.  O Athamas, what Torture hast thou born!
  And O, what hast thou yet to bear!
From Love, from Hope, from near Possession torn,
  And plung’d at once in dee p Despair.
 

Ino.
  Turn, hopeless Lover, turn thy eyes,
    And see a Maid bemoan,
  In flowing Tears and aking Sighs,
    Thy Woes, too like her own.
 

Atha.   She weeps!
             The gentle Maid, in tender pity,
             Weeps to behold my Misery!
             So Semele wou’d melt
             To see another mourn.
Such unavailing Mercy is in Beauty found,
    Each Nymph bemoans the Smart
    Of every bleeding Heart,
But where she herself inflicts th e Wound.
 

Ino.     Ah me, too much afflicted!
 

Atha.   Can pity for another’s Pain
             Cause such Anxiety!
 

Ino.      Cou’dst thou but guess
             What I endure!
             Or cou’d I tell thee — 
             Thou, Athamas,
             Wou’dst for a while
             Thy Sorrows cease, a little cease,
             And listen for a while
             To my Lamenting.
 

Atha.   Of Grief too sensible
             I know your tende r Nature.
             Well I remember,
             When I oft haue su’d
             To cold, disdainful Semele;
  When I with Scorn have been rejected;
    Your tuneful Voice my Tale would tell,
      In Pity of my sad Despair;
    And, with sweet Melody, compel
      Attention from the flyin g Fair.
 

Ino.   Too well I see
          Thou wilt not understand me.
          Whence cou’d proceed such Tenderness?
          Whence such compassion?
           Insensible! Ingrate!
          Ah no, I cannot blame thee:
  For by effects unknown before
  Who cou’d the hidden cause explore?
Or think that Love cou’d act so strange a Part,
To plead for Pity in a Rival’ s Heart.
 

Atha.   Ah me, what have I heard!
             She does her Passion own.
 

Ino.     What, had I not despair’d,
             You never shou’d have known.
        You’ve undone me;
             Look not on me;
             Guilt upbraiding,
             Shame invading;
             Look not on me;
       You’ve undone me.
 

Atha.  With my Life I wou’d attone
            Pains you’ve born, to me unknown.
              Cease, cease to shun me.
 

Ino.    Look not on me;
       You’ve undone me.
 

Atha.  Cease, cease to shun me:
            Love, love alone
            Has both undone.
  Ino,Atha.   Love, love alone
                   Has both undone.
 
  


SCENE III.

[To them]
Enter Cadmus attended.
 

Cad.
   Ah, wretched Prince, doom’d to disastrous Love!
             Ah me, of Parents most forlorn!
             Prepare, O Athamas, to prove
               The sharpest Pangs that e’er were born:
               Prepare with me our common Loss to mourn.
 

Atha.   Can fate, or Semele invent
             Another, yet another Punishment?
 

Cad.    Wing’d with our Fears, and pious Haste,
                From Juno’s fane we fled;
             Scarce we the brazen Gates had pass’d,
             When Semele around her Head
                With azure Flames was grac’d,
Whose Lambent Glories in her Tresses play’d.
  While this we saw with dread Surprize,
Swifter than Lightning downwards tending
  An Eagle stoopt, of mighty Size,
             On Purple Wings descending;
Like Gold his Beak, like Stars shone forth his Eyes,
His Silver plumy Breast with snow contending:
             Sudden he snatch’d the trembling Maid,
             And soaring from our Sight convey’d;
Diffusing ever as he lessening flew
Celestiall Odour, and Ambrosia l Dew.
 

Atha.   O Prodigy, to me of dire Portent!
 

Ino.    To me, I hope, of fortunat e Event.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Enter to them the Chief-Priest, with Augurs and othe r Priests.
 

Cad.    See, see Jove’s Priests and holy Augurs come:
            Speak, Speak, of Semele and me declare th e Doom.
  1s t Aug.
  Hail Cadmus, hail! Jove salutes the Theba n King.
        Cease your Mourning,
            Joys returning,
            Songs of Mirth and Triumph sing.
  2d.Aug.  Endless Pleasure, endless Love
             Semele enjoys above;
    On her Bosom Jove reclining,
            Useless now his Thunder lies,
    To her Arms his Bolts resigning,
            And his Lightning to her eyes.
    Endless Pleasure, endless Love
            Semele enjoys above.
  1s t Priest.  Haste, haste, haste, to Sacrifice prepare,
                  Once to the Thunderer, once to the Fair:
                      Jove and Semele implore:
                  Jove and Semele like Honours share;
                     Whom Gods admire, let Men adore.
                 Haste, haste, haste, to Sacrifice prepare.
                   Chorus of Priests an d Augurs.
  Hail, Cadmus, hail! Jove salutes the Theba n King.
                Cease your Mourning,
                Joys returning,
  Songs of Mirth and Triumph sing.                                                    [Exeun t Omnes.
End of the Firs t Act.
 
  


ACT II. SCENE I.

The Scene is a pleasant Country, the Prospect is terminated by a Beautiful Mountain adorn’d with Woods and Water-falls. Juno and Iris descend in differen t Machines.  Juno in a chariot drawn by Peacocks; Iris on a Rainbow; they alight and meet.
 

Juno.  IRIS, impatient of thy Stay,
            From Samos have I wing’d my Way,
                To meet thy slow Return;
                Thou know’st what Cares infest
                    My anxious Breast,
  And how with Rage and Jealousie I burn:
        Then why this long Delay?
 

Iris.
 With all his Speed not yet the Sun
          Thro’ half his Race has run,
  Since I to execute thy dread Command
          Have thrice encompass’d Seas an d Land.
 

Juno.
 Say, where is Semele’s Abode?
          ‘Till that I know,
      Tho’ thou hadst on Lightning rode,
      Still thou tedious art and slow.
 

Iris.
 Look where Citheron proudly stands,
         Bœotia parting from Cecropian lands.
High on the Summit of that Hill,
Beyond the Reach of Mortal Eyes,
By Jove’s Command, and Vulcan’s Skill,
Behold a new-erected Palace rise.
There from mortal Cares retiring,
      She resides in sweet Retreat;
On her Pleasure, Jove requiring,
      All the Loves and Graces wait.
        Thither Flora the Fair
         With her Train must repair,
   Her amorous Zephyr attending,
         All her sweets she must bring
         To continue the Spring,
   Which never must there know and Ending.
        Bright Aurora, ’tis said,
         From her old Lover’s bed
   No more the grey Orient adorning,
         For the future must rise
         From the fair Semele’s eyes,
And wait ‘till she wakes for the Morning.
 

Juno.
 No more — I’ll hear no more.
            How long must I endure? — 
            How long with Indignations burning,
            From impious Mortals
            Bear this insolence!
            Awake Saturnia from thy Lethargy;
            Seize, destroy the curst Adulteress.
            Scale proud Citheron’s Top:
            Snatch her, tear her in thy Fury,
            And down, down to the Flood of Acheron
            Let her fall, let her fall, fall, fall:
            Rolling down to the Depths of Night,
            Never more to behold th e Light.
                If I am own’d above,
                Sister and Wife of Jove;
       (Sister at least I sure may claim,
       Tho’ Wife be a neglected name.)
If I th’Imperial Scepter sway — I sware
By Hell — 
Tremble thou Universe this Oath to hear,
Not one of curst Agenor’s Race to spare.
 

Iris.
 Hear, mighty Queen, while I recount
         What Obstacles you must surmount;
         With Adamant the Gates are barr’d,
         Whose Entrance tow fierce Dragons guard:
At each approach they lash their forky Stings,
           And clap their brazen Wings:
     And as their scaly Horrours rise,
           They all at once disclose
           A thousand fiery Eyes,
           Which never kno w Repose.
J  uno. Hence Iris, hence away,
            Far from the realms of Day;
O’er Scythian Hills to the Meotian Lake
            A speedy Flight we’ll take:
            There Somnus I’ll compell
His downy bed to leave and silent Cell:
With Noise and Light I willhis Peace molest,
Nor shall he sink again to pleasing Rest,
‘Till to my vow’d Revenge he grants Supplies,
And seals with Sleep the wakeful Dragon’s Eyes.                             [They ascend.
 
  


SCENE II.

The Scene chages to an Apartment in the Palace of Semele; she is sleeping; Loves and Zephyrs waiting.
 

Cup.  See, after the Toils of an amorous fight
Where weary and pleas’d, still panting she lies;
While yet in her Mind she repeats the Delight,
   How sweet is the Slumber that steals on her eyes!
      Come Zephyrs, come, while Cupid sings,
            Fan her with your silky wings;
                        New Desire
                        I’ll inspire
                  And revive the dying Flames;
                       Dance around her,
                       While I wound her,
                  And with Pleasure fill he r Dreams.
                  [A dance of Zephyrs, after which Semele awakes, and rises.
 

Seme.  O Sleep, why dost thou leave me?
              Why they visionary Joys remove?
            O Sleep again deceive me,
              To my Arms restore my wand’ring Love.
 
  


SCENE III.

Two Loves lead i n Jupiter.

While he meets and embraces
Semele, Cupid sings.
 

Cup.  Sleep forsaking,
           Seize him waking;
          Love has sought him,
          Back has brought him;
        Mighty Jove tho’ he be,
        And tho’ Love cannot see,
          Yet by feeling about
          He has found him out,
          And has caught him.
 

Seme.  Let me not another Moment
Bear the Pangs o f Absence.
Since you have form’d my Soul for Loving,
No more afflict me
With Doubts and Fears, and cruel Jealousie.
 

Jupi.  Lay your Doubts and Fears aside,
          And for Joys alone provide;
          Tho’ this Human Form I wear,
          Think not I Man’s falshood bear.
You are Mortal, and require
Time to rest and to respire.
  Nor was I absent,
Tho’ a while withdrawn,
To take Petitions
From the need y World.
While Love was with thee I was present;
Love and I are one.
 

Seme.    If chearful Hopes
              And chilling Fears,
              Alternate Smiles,
              Alternate Tears,
              Eager Panting,
              Fond Desiring,
           With Grief now fainting,
           Now with Bliss expiring;
           If this be Love, not you alone,
           But Love and I are one.
 

Both.  If this be Love, not you alone,
           But Love and I are one.
 

Seme.
 Ah me!
 

Jupi.
  Why Sighs my Semele?
           What gentle Sorrow
           Swells thy soft Bosom?
           Why tremble those fair Eyes
           With interrupted Light?
           Where hov’ring for a Vent,
           Amidst their humid Fires,
           Some new-form’d Wish appears.
           Speak, and obtain.
 

Seme.
 At my own Happiness
           I sigh and tremble;
           Mortals whom Gods affect
           Have narrow Limits set to Life,
           And cannot long be bless’d.
           Or if they could — 
           A God may prove inconstant.
 

Jupi.
  Beware of Jealousie:
           Had Juno not been jealous,
           I ne’er had left Olympus,
           Nor wander’d in m y Love.
 

Seme.  With my Frailty don’t upbraid me,
           I am Woman as you made me,
                Causeless doubting or despairing,
                Rashly trusting, idly fearing.
                If obtaining
                Still complaining;
                If consenting
                Still repenting;
                Most complying
                When denying.
                And to be follow’d, only flying.
          With my Frailty don’t upbraid me,
           I am Woman as you made me.
 

Jupi.  Thy Sex of Jove’s the Master-piece,
           Thou, of thy Sex, art most excelling.
           Frailty in thee is ornament,
           In thee Perfection.
           Giv’n to agitate the Mind,
           And keep awake Mens Passions;
           To banish Indolence,
           And dull Repose,
           The Foes of  Transport
           And o f Pleasure.
 

Seme.
 Still I am mortal,
           Still a Woman;
           And ever when you leave me,
           Tho’ compass’d round with Deities
           Of Loves and Graces,
           A Fear invades me,
           And conscious of a Nature
           Far inferior,
           I seek for Solitude,
           And shu n Society.
 

Jupi.

[apart.] Too well I read her Meaning,
           But must not understand her.
           Aiming at Immortality
           With dangerous Ambition,
           She wou’d dethrone Saturnia;
           And reigning in my Heart
           Would reign in Heav’n.
           Lest she too much explain,
           I must with Speed amuse her:
           It gives the Lover double pain,
           Who hears his Nymph complain,
           And hearing must refuse her.
 

Seme.
 Why do you cease to gaze upon me?
           Why musing turn away?
             Some other Object
             Seems more pleasing.
 

Jupi.  Thy needless Fears remove.
          My fairest, latest, onl y Love.
             By my command,
             Now at this instant,
             Two winged Zephyrs
             From her downy Bed
             Thy much-lov’d Ino bear;
             And both together
             Waft her hither
             Thro’ the balm y Air.
 

Seme.
 Shall I my Sister see!
             The dear Companion
             Of my tende r Years.
 

Jupi.
   See, she appears,
             But sees not me;
             For I am visible
             Alone to thee.
  While I retire, rise and meet her,
  And with Welcomes greet her.
Now all this Scene shall to Arcadia turn,
  The Seat of happy Nymphs and Swains;
There without the Rage of Jealousie they burn,
And taste the Sweets of Love without it s Pains.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Jupiter retires. Semele and Ino meet and embrace. The Scene is totally changed, and shews an ope n Country.  Several Shepherds and Shepherdesses enter. Semele and Ino having entertain’d each other in dumb Shew, sit and observe the Rural Sports, which end the secon d Act.
 
  


ACT III. SCENE I.

The Scene is the Cave o f Sleep.  The God of Sleep lying on hi s Bed.  A soft Symphony is heard. Then the Musick changes to a diiferen t Movement.
Juno an d Iris.
 

Juno.
 SOMNUS, awake,
        Raise thy reclining Head;
 

Iris.
 Thyself forsake,
     And lift up thy heavy Lids o f Lead.
 

Som.  [waking.]
Leave me, loathsome Light;
             Receive me, silen t Night.
Lethe, why does thy lingering Current cease?
O murmur, murmur me again t o Peace.     [sinks down again.
 

Iris.
 Dull God, can’st thou attend the Waters fall,
             And not hear Saturnia call!
 

Juno.    Peace, Iris, Peace, I know how to charm him:
             Pasithea’s Name alone can warm him.
  Juno,Iris.  Only love on sleep has pow’r;
               O’er gods and men
               Tho’ Somnus reign,
             Love alternate has his hour.
 

Juno.   Somnus, arise,
             Disclose thy tender eyes;
             For Pasithea’s Sight
             Endure the Light:
             Somnus, arise.
 

Som.  [rising.]
More sweet is that Name
             Than a soft purling Stream;
             With Pleasure Repose I’ll forsake,
             If you’ll grant me but her to sooth me awake.
 

Juno.
  My Will obey,
             She shall be thine.
             Thou with thy softer Pow’rs
             First Jove shalt captivate,
             To Morpheus then give Order,
             Thy various Minister,
             That with a Dream in Shape of Semele,
             But far more beautiful,
             And more alluring,
             He may invade the sleeping Deity;
             And more to agitate
             His kindling Fire,
             Still let the Phantom seem
             To fly before him,
             That he may wake impetuous,
             Furious in Desire;
             Unable to refuse whatever Boon
             Her Coyness shall require.
 

Som.
   I tremble to comply.
 

Juno.
  To me thy leaden Rod resign,
             To charm the Centinels
             On Mount Citheron;
             Then cast a Sleep on mortal Ino,
             That I may seem her Form to wear
             When I to Semele appear.
             Obey my Will, thy Rod resign,
             And Pasithea shall be thine.
 

Som.
  All I must grant, for all is due
             To Pasithea, Love, and you.
 

Juno.   Away let us haste,
             Let neither have rest,
             ‘Till the sweetest of Pleasures we prove;
               ‘Till of Vengeance possess’d
               I doubly am bless’d,
               And thou art made happy i n Love.  [Ex. Juno an d Iris.
  [Somnus retires within his Cave, the Scene changes to Semele’s Apartment.
 
  


SCENE II.

Semele [alone.]
 

Seme.  I love and am lov’d, yet more I desire;
            Ah, how foolish a Thing is Fruition!
            As one Passion cools. some other takes Fire,
            And I’m still in a longing Condition.
                        Whate’er I possess
                        Soon seems a n Excess.
            For something untry’d I petition;
                        Tho’ daily I prove
                        The Pleasures of love,
            I die for the Joys o f Ambition.
 
  


SCENE III.

Enter Juno as Ino, with a Mirrour in her hand.
 Juno
[apart.] Thus shaped lik e Ino.
            With Ease I shall deceive her,
            And in this Mirrour she shall see
            Herself as much transform’d as me.
            Do I some Goddess see!
            Or is it Semele?
 

Seme.
 Dear Sister, speak,
            Whence this Astonishment?
 

Juno.
 Your Charms improving
            To Divine Perfection,
            Shew you were late admitted
            Amongst Celestia l Beauties.
            Has Jove consented?
            And are you made Immortal?
 

Seme.
 Ah no, I still am Mortal;
            Nor am I sensible
            Of any Change or new Perfection.
  Juno [giving her th e Glass. ]
Behold in this Mirrour
              Whence comes my Surprize;
              Such Lustre and Terror
              Unite in your Eyes,
That mine cannot fix on a Radiance so bright;
’Tis unsafe for the Sense, and too slipp’ry for sight.
 

Seme. 
[looking in th e Glass. ]
    O Ecstacy of Happiness!
    Celestial Graces
    I discover in each Feature!
            Myself I shall adore,
            If I persist in gazing;
            No Object sure before
            Was ever half so pleasing.
    How did that Glance become me!
    But take this flatt’ring Mirror from me.
      Yet once again let me view me.
            Ah charming all o’er!
[Offering the Glass, withdraws her hand again.
   Here — hold, I’ll have one Look more.
    Tho’ that Look I were sure would undo me.
  Juno [taking the Glass from her.]
    Be wise as you are beautiful,
    Nor lose this Opportunity.
    When Jove appears,
    All ardent with desire,
    Refuse his proffer’d Flame
‘    Till you obtain a Boon without  a Name.
 

Seme.
 Can that avail me?
 

Juno.  Unknowing your Intent,
            And eager for possessing,
            He unawares will grant
            The nameles s Blessing.
            But bind him by the Stygian Lake,
            Lest Lover-like his word he break.
 

Seme.
 But how shall I attain
            To Immortality?
 

Juno.
 Conjure him by his Oath
            Not to approach your Bed
            In likeness of a Mortal,
            But like himself, the mighty Thunderer
            In Pomp of Majesty,
            And heav’nly Attire;
            As when he proud Saturnia charms,
            And with ineffable Delights
            Fills her encircling Arms,
            And pays the Nuptia l Rites.
            By this Conjunction
            With entire Divinity
            You shall partake of heav’nly Essence,
            And thenceforth leave this Mortal State
            To reign above,
            Ador’d by Jove,
            In spite of jealous Juno’ s Hate.
 

Seme.  Thus let my Thanks be paid,
            Thus let my Arms embrace thee;
            And when I’m a Goddess made,
            With Charms like mine I’ll grace thee.
 

Juno.
 Rich Odours fill the fragrant Air,
            And Jove’s Approach declare.
            I must retire — 
 

Seme.
 Adieu — Your Counsel I’ll pursue.
 

Juno.

[apart] And sure Destruction will ensue.
            Vain wretched Fool — [To her.]Adieu.
 
  


SCENE IV.

Jupiter enters, offers to embrace Semele; she looks kindly on
him, but retires a little from him.
 

Jupi.  Come to my Arms, my lovely fair,
          Soothe my uneasie Care:
          In my Dream late I woo’d thee,
          And in vain I pursu’d thee,
               For you fled from my Pray’r,
               And bid me despair.
          Come to my Arms, my lovel y Fair.
 

Seme.  Tho’ ’tis easie to please ye,
               And hard to deny;
          Tho’ Possessing’s a Blessing
               For which I could die,
          I dare not, I cannot comply.
 

Jupi.  When I languish with Anguish,
               And tenderly sigh,
          Can you leave me, deceive me,
               And scornfully fly?
          Ah fear not, you must not deny.
 

Seme. Jupi.  I dare not, I must not comply.
    Ah fear not; you must not deny.
 

Jupi.  O Semele,
          Why art thou thus insensible?
          Were I a Mortal,
          Thy barbarous disdaining
          Would surely end me,
          And Death at my Complaining
          In Pity would befriend me.
 

Seme.  I ever am granting,
               You always complain;
          I always am wanting,
               Yet never obtain.
 

Jupi.
 Speak, speak, your Desire,
          I’m all ove r Fire.
          Say what you require,
          I’ll grant it — now let us retire.
 

Seme.
 Swear by the Stygia n Lake.
 

Jupi.
 By that tremendous Flood I swear,
          Ye Stygian waters hear,
          And thou Olympus shake,
          In witness to the oath I take.
[Thunder at a distance, and underneath,
 

Seme.
 You’ll grant what I require?
 

Jupi.
   I’ll grant what you require.
 

Seme.  Then cast off this human Shape which you wear,
          And Jove since you are, like Jove too appear;
          When next you desire I should charm ye.
                    As when Juno you bless,
                    So you me must caress,
          And with all your Omnipotence arm ye.
 

Jupi.  Ah! take heed what you press,
          For beyond all Redress,
Should I grant what you wish, I shall harm ye.
 

Seme.  I’ll be pleas’d with no less,
          Than my Wish in excess:
Let the Oath you have taken alarm ye:
          Haste, haste, and prepare,
          For I’ll know what you are;
So with all your Omnipotence arm ye.
 
  


SCENE V.

She withdraws, Jupiter remains pensive and dejected.
 

Jupi.
 Ah! whither is she gone! unhappy Fair!
Why did she wish? — Why did I rashly swear?
                    ’Tis past, ’tis pas t Recall.
                    She must a Victim fall.
          Anon, when I appear
          The mighty Thunderer,
          Arm’d with inevitable Fire,
          She must needs instantly expire.
                    ’Tis past, ’tis pas t Recall.
                    She must a Victim fall.
          My softest Lightning yet I’ll try,
          And mildest melting Bolt apply:
          In vain — for she was fram’d to prove
          None but the lambent Flames o f Love.
          ’Tis past, ’tis pas t Recall.
          She must a Victim fall.
 
  


SCENE VI.

Juno appears in her Chariot ascending.
 

Juno.  Above measure
          Is the Pleasure
  Which my Revenge supplies.
                    Love’s a Bubble
                    Gain’d with Trouble:
          And in possessing dies.
With what joy shall I mount to my Heav’n again,
  At once from my Rival and Jealousie freed!
The Sweets of Revenge make it worth while to reign,
  And Heav’n will hereafter be Heav’n indeed.                                     [She ascends.
 
  


SCENE VII.

The Scene opening discovers Semele lying under a Canopy, leaning pensively. While a mournful Symphony is playing she looks up and sees Jupiter descending in a black Cloud; the motion of the Cloud is slow. Flashes of lightning issue from either side, and thunder is heard grumbling in the air.
 

Seme.
 Ah me! too late I now repent
          My Pride and impiou s Vanity.
He comes! far off his Lightnings scorch me.
 — I feel my Life consuming:
I burn, I burn — I faint — for Pity I implore — 
 O help, O help — I can no more. [Dies.
[As the Cloud which contains Jupiter is arrived just over the Canopy of Semele, a sudden and great Flash of Lightning breaks forth, and a Clap of loud Thunder is heard; when at one instant Semele with the Palace and the whole present Scene disappear, and Jupiter re-ascends swiftly. The Scene totally changed represents a pleasant Country, Mount Citheron closing th e Prospect.
 
  


SCENE VIII.

Enter Cadmus, Athamas an d Ino.
 

Ino.
 Of my ill boding Dream
                 Behold the dir e Event.
 

Cad. ,Atha.  O Terror and Astonishment!
 

Ino.
  How I was hence remov’d,
          Or hither how return’d, I know not:
          So long a Trance whith-held me.
          But Hermes in a vision told me
            (As I have now related)
            The Fate of Semele;
          And added, as from me he fled,
          That Jove ordain’d I Athamas should wed.
 

Cad.
 Be Jove in every thing obey’d.
 

Atha.
 Unworthy of your Charms, myself I yield;
          Be Jove’s Commands and yours fulfill’d.
 

Cad.
 See from above the bellying Clouds descend,
          And big with some new Wonder this way tend.
 
  


SCENE IX.

A bright Cloud descends and rests on Mount Citheron, which opening, discovers
Apollo seated in it as the God o f Prophecy.
 

Apollo. Apollo comes to relieve your Care,
            And future Happiness declare.
From Tyrannous Love all your Sorrows proceed,
From Tyrannous Love you shall quickly be freed.
From Semele’s Ashes a Phænix shall rise,
The Joy of this earth, and Delight of the skies:
            A God he shall prove
            More mighty than Love,
        And a Sovereign Juice shall invent,
            Which Antidote pure
            The sick Lover shall cure,
        And Sighing and Sorrow for ever prevent.
Then Mortals be merry, and scorn the Blind Boy;
Your Hearts from his Arrows strong Wine shall defend:
Each Day and each Night you shall revel in Joy,
For when Bacchus is born, Love’s Reign’s at an end.
 

Chorus.
Then Mortals be merry, etc.
Dance o f Satyrs.
[Exeunt omnes.
 
  


The Prose
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Port Royal, Jamaica, in the late seventeenth century — Congreve’s career later shifted to the political sector and he received an appointment in Jamaica in 1714 from George I. He continued to write, although his style changed greatly. During his time in Jamaica, he wrote poetry instead of full length dramatic productions.
  


Incognita; Or, Love and Duty Reconcil’d
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Congreve spent his childhood in Ireland, where his father, a Cavalier, had settled during the reign of Charles II. He was educated at Kilkenny College where he met Jonathan Swift, and at Trinity College in Dublin. Upon graduation, he matriculated in the Middle Temple in London to study law, but preferred literature, drama and the fashionable life. Congreve adopted the pseudonym Cleophil, under which he published the following narrative, Incognita: or, Love and Duty Reconcil’d, in 1692. A light yet delightfully skilful parody of fashionable romance, it was completed when Congreve was only 17 years of age. The work gained him instant recognition among men of letters and an entrance into the literary world. He became a disciple of John Dryden, who supported Congreve’s work throughout his life, taking the form of complimentary introductions written for some of Congreve’s publications.
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TO THE
 

HONOURED AND WORTHILY ESTEEM’D
 

MRS. KATHARINE LEVESON.
 

Madam,

A Clear Wit, sound Judgment and a Merciful Disposition, are things so rarely united, that it is almost inexcusable to entertain them with any thing less excellent in its kind.  My knowledge of you were a sufficient Caution to me, to avoid your Censure of this Trifle, had I not as intire a knowledge of your Goodness.  Since I have drawn my Pen for a Rencounter, I think it better to engage where, though there be Skill enough to Disarm me, there is too much Generosity to Wound; for so shall I have the saving Reputation of an unsuccessful Courage, if I cannot make it a drawn Battle.  But methinks the Comparison intimates something of a Defiance, and savours of Arrogance; wherefore since I am Conscious to my self of a Fear which I cannot put off, let me use the Policy of Cowards and lay this Novel unarm’d, naked and shivering at your Feet, so that if it should want Merit to challenge Protection, yet, as an Object of Charity, it may move Compassion.  It has been some Diversion to me to Write it, I wish it may prove such to you when you have an hour to throw away in Reading of it: but this Satisfaction I have at least beforehand, that in its greatest failings it may fly for Pardon to that Indulgence which you owe to the weakness of your Friend; a Title which I am proud you have thought me worthy of, and which I think can alone be superior to that

Your most Humble and
Obliged Servant
CLEOPHIL.
 
  


THE PREFACE TO THE READER.

Reader,

Some Authors are so fond of a Preface, that they will write one tho’ there be nothing more in it than an Apology for its self.  But to show thee that I am not one of those, I will make no Apology for this, but do tell thee that I think it necessary to be prefix’d to this Trifle, to prevent thy overlooking some little pains which I have taken in the Composition of the following Story.  Romances are generally composed of the Constant Loves and invincible Courages of Hero’s, Heroins, Kings and Queens, Mortals of the first Rank, and so forth; where lofty Language, miraculous Contingencies and impossible Performances, elevate and surprize the Reader into a giddy Delight, which leaves him flat upon the Ground whenever he gives of, and vexes him to think how he has suffer’d himself to be pleased and transported, concern’d and afflicted at the several Passages which he has Read, viz. these Knights Success to their Damosels Misfortunes, and such like, when he is forced to be very well convinced that ’tis all a lye.  Novels are of a more familiar nature; Come near us, and represent to us Intrigues in practice, delight us with Accidents and odd Events, but not such as are wholly unusual or unpresidented, such which not being so distant from our Belief bring also the pleasure nearer us.  Romances give more of Wonder, Novels more Delight.  And with reverence be it spoken, and the Parallel kept at due distance, there is something of equality in the Proportion which they bear in reference to one another, with that betwen Comedy and Tragedy; but the Drama is the long extracted from Romance and History: ’tis the Midwife to Industry, and brings forth alive the Conceptions of the Brain.  Minerva walks upon the Stage before us, and we are more assured of the real presence of Wit when it is delivered viva voce — 

Segnius irritant animos demissa per aurem,
Quam quæ sunt oculis subjecta fidelibus, & quæ
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. — Horace.
 

Since all Traditions must indisputably give place to the Drama, and since there is no possibility of giving that life to the Writing or Repetition of a Story which it has in the Action, I resolved in another beauty to imitate Dramatick Writing, namely, in the Design, Contexture and Result of the Plot.  I have not observed it before in a Novel.  Some I have seen begin with an unexpected accident, which has been the only surprizing part of the Story, cause enough to make the Sequel look flat, tedious and insipid; for ’tis but reasonable the Reader should expect it not to rise, at least to keep upon a level in the entertainment; for so he may be kept on in hopes that at some time or other it may mend; but the ‘tother is such a balk to a Man, ’tis carrying him up stairs to show him the Dining-Room, and after forcing him to make a Meal in the Kitchin.  This I have not only endeavoured to avoid, but also have used a method for the contrary purpose.  The design of the Novel is obvious, after the first meeting of Aurelian and Hippolito with Incognita and Leonora, and the difficulty is in bringing it to pass, maugre all apparent obstacles, within the compass of two days.  How many probable Casualties intervene in opposition to the main Design, viz. of marrying two Couple so oddly engaged in an intricate Amour, I leave the Reader at his leisure to consider: As also whether every Obstacle does not in the progress of the Story act as subservient to that purpose, which at first it seems to oppose.  In a Comedy this would be called the Unity of Action; here it may pretend to no more than an Unity of Contrivance.  The Scene is continued in Florence from the commencement of the Amour; and the time from first to last is but three days.  If there be any thing more in particular resembling the Copy which I imitate (as the Curious Reader will soon perceive) I leave it to show it self, being very well satisfy’d how much more proper it had been for him to have found out this himself, than for me to prepossess him with an Opinion of something extraordinary in an Essay began and finished in the idler hours of a fortnight’s time: for I can only esteem it a laborious idleness, which is Parent to so inconsiderable a Birth.  I have gratified the Bookseller in pretending an occasion for a Preface; the other two Persons concern’d are the Reader and my self, and if he be but pleased with what was produced for that end, my satisfaction follows of course, since it will be proportion’d to his Approbation or Dislike.
  


INCOGNITA: OR, LOVE & DUTY RECONCIL’D

Aurelian was the only Son to a Principal Gentleman of Florence.  The Indulgence of his Father prompted, and his Wealth enabled him, to bestow a generous Education upon him, whom, he now began to look upon as the Type of himself; an Impression he had made in the Gayety and Vigour of his Youth, before the Rust of Age had debilitated and obscur’d the Splendour of the Original: He was sensible, That he ought not to be sparing in the Adornment of him, if he had Resolution to beautifie his own Memory.  Indeed Don Fabio (for so was the Old Gentleman call’d) has been observ’d to have fix’d his Eyes upon Aurelian, when much Company has been at Table, and have wept through Earnestness of Intention, if nothing hapned to divert the Object; whether it were for regret, at the Recollection of his former self, or for the Joy he conceiv’d in being, as it were, reviv’d in the Person of his Son, I never took upon me to enquire, but suppos’d it might be sometimes one, and sometimes both together.

Aurelian, at the Age of Eighteen Years, wanted nothing (but a Beard) that the most accomplished Cavalier in Florence could pretend to: he had been Educated from Twelve Years old at Siena, where it seems his Father kept a Receiver, having a large Income from the Rents of several Houses in that Town.  Don Fabio gave his Servant Orders, That Aurelian should not be stinted in his Expences, when he came up to Years of Discretion.  By which means he was enabled, not only to keep Company with, but also to confer many Obligations upon Strangers of Quality, and Gentlemen who travelled from other Countries into Italy, of which Siena never wanted store, being a Town most delightfully Situate, upon a Noble Hill, and very well suiting with Strangers at first, by reason of the agreeableness and purity of the Air: There also is the quaintness and delicacy of the Italian Tongue most likely to be learned, there being many publick Professors of it in that place; and indeed the very Vulgar of Siena do express themselves with an easiness and sweetness surprizing, and even grateful to their Ears who understand not the Language.

Here Aurelian contracted an acquaintance with Persons of Worth of several Countries, but among the rest an intimacy with a Gentleman of Quality of Spain, and Nephew to the Archbishop of Toledo, who had so wrought himself into the Affections of Aurelian, through a Conformity of Temper, an Equality in Years, and something of resemblance in Feature and Proportion, that he look’d upon him as his second self.  Hippolito, on the other hand, was not ungrateful in return of Friendship, but thought himself either alone or in ill Company, if Aurelian were absent: but his Uncle having sent him to travel, under the Conduct of a Governour, and the two Years which limited his stay at Siena being expired, he was put in mind of his departure.  His Friend grew melancholy at the News, but considering that Hippolito had never seen Florence, he easily prevailed with him to make his first journey thither, whither he would accompany him, and perhaps prevail with his Father to do the like throughout his Travels.

They accordingly set out, but not being able easily to reach Florence the same Night, they rested a League or two short, at a Villa of the great Duke’s called Poggio Imperiale, where they were informed by some of his Highness’s Servants, That the Nuptials of Donna Catharina (near Kinswoman to the great Duke) and Don Ferdinand de Rovori, were to be solemnized the next day, and that extraordinary Preparations had been making for some time past, to illustrate the Solemnity with Balls and Masques, and other Divertisements; that a Tilting had been proclaimed, and to that purpose Scaffolds erected around the Spacious Court, before the Church Di Santa Croce, where were usually seen all Cavalcades and Shews, performed by Assemblies of the Young Nobility: That all Mechanicks and Tradesmen were forbidden to work or expose any Goods to Sale for the space of three days; during which time all Persons should be entertain’d at the Great Duke’s Cost; and publick Provision was to be made for the setting forth and furnishing a multitude of Tables, with Entertainment for all Comers and Goers, and several Houses appointed for that use in all Streets.

This Account alarm’d the Spirits of our Young Travellers, and they were overjoy’d at the prospect of Pleasures they foresaw.  Aurelian could not contain the satisfaction he conceiv’d in the welcome Fortune had prepar’d for his dear Hippolito.  In short, they both remembred so much of the pleasing Relation had been made them, that they forgot to sleep, and were up as soon as it was light, pounding at poor Signior Claudio’s Door (so was Hippolito’s Governour call’d) to rouse him, that no time might be lost till they were arriv’d at Florence, where they would furnish themselves with Disguises and other Accoutrements necessary for the Prosecution of their Design of sharing in the publick Merriment; the rather were they for going so early because Aurelian did not think fit to publish his being in Town for a time, least his Father knowing of it, might give some restraint to that loose they designed themselves.

Before Sun rise they entred Florence at Porta Romana, attended only by two Servants, the rest being left behind to avoid notice; but, alas! they needed not to have used half that caution; for early as it was, the Streets were crowded with all sorts of People passing to and fro, and every Man employ’d in something relating to the Diversions to come; so that no notice was taken of any body; a Marquess and his Train might have pass’d by as unregarded as a single Fachin or Cobler.  Not a Window in the Streets but echoed the tuning of a Lute or thrumming of a Gitarr: for, by the way, the Inhabitants of Florence are strangely addicted to the love of Musick, insomuch that scarce their Children can go, before they can scratch some Instrument or other.  It was no unpleasing Spectacle to our Cavaliers (who, seeing they were not observ’d, resolved to make Observations) to behold the Diversity of Figures and Postures of many of these Musicians.  Here you should have an affected Vallet, who Mimick’d the Behaviour of his Master, leaning carelessly against the Window, with his Head on one side, in a languishing Posture, whining, in a low, mournful Voice, some dismal Complaint; while, from his sympathizing Theorbo, issued a Base no less doleful to the Hearers.  In Opposition to him was set up perhaps a Cobler, with the wretched Skeleton of a Gitarr, battered and waxed together by his own Industry, and who with three Strings out of Tune, and his own tearing hoarse Voice, would rack attention from the Neighbourhood, to the great affliction of many more moderate Practitioners, who, no doubt, were full as desirous to be heard.  By this time Aurelian’s Servant had taken a Lodging and was returned, to give his Master an Account of it.  The Cavaliers grown weary of that ridiculous Entertainment, which was diverting at first sight, retired whither the Lacquey conducted them; who, according to their Directions, had sought out one of the most obscure Streets in the City.  All that day, to the evening, was spent in sending from one Brokers Shop to another, to furnish them with Habits, since they had not time to make any new.

There was, it happened, but one to be got Rich enough to please our young Gentlemen, so many were taken up upon this occasion.  While they were in Dispute and Complementing one another, (Aurelian protesting that Hippolito should wear it, and he, on ‘tother hand, forswearing it as bitterly) a Servant of Hippolito’s came up and ended the Controversie; telling them, That he had met below with the Vallet de Chambre of a Gentleman, who was one of the greatest Gallants about the Town, but was at this time in such a condition he could not possibly be at the Entertainment; whereupon the Vallet had designed to dress himself up in his Master’s Apparel, and try his talent at Court; which he hearing, told him he would inform him how he might bestow the Habit for some time much more to his profit if not to his pleasure, so acquainted him with the occasion his Master had for it.  Hippolito sent for the Fellow up, who was not so fond of his design as not to be bought off it, but upon having his own demand granted for the use of it, brought it; it was very Rich, and upon tryal, as fit for Hippolito as if it had been made for him.  The Ceremony was performed in the Morning, in the great Dome, with all magnificence correspondent to the wealth of the great Duke, and the esteem he had for the Noble Pair.  The next Morning was to be a Tilting, and the same Night a Masquing Ball at Court.  To omit the Description of the universal Joy, (that had diffus’d it self through all the Conduits of Wine, which convey’d it in large measures to the People) and only relate those effects of it which concern our present Adventurers.  You must know, that about the fall of the Evening, and at that time when the æquilibrium of Day and Night, for some time, holds the Air in a gloomy suspence between an unwillingness to leave the light, and a natural impulse into the Dominion of darkness, about this time our Hero’s, shall I say, sally’d or slunk out of their Lodgings, and steer’d toward the great Palace, whither, before they were arrived, such a prodigious number of Torches were on fire, that the day, by help of these Auxiliary Forces, seem’d to continue its Dominion; the Owls and Bats apprehending their mistake, in counting the hours, retir’d again to a convenient darkness; for Madam Night was no more to be seen than she was to be heard; and the Chymists were of Opinion, That her fuliginous Damps, rarefy’d by the abundance of Flame, were evaporated.

Now the Reader I suppose to be upon Thorns at this and the like impertinent Digressions, but let him alone and he’ll come to himself; at which time I think fit to acquaint him, that when I digress, I am at that time writing to please my self, when I continue the Thread of the Story, I write to please him; supposing him a reasonable Man, I conclude him satisfied to allow me this liberty, and so I proceed.

If our Cavaliers were dazled at the splendour they beheld without doors, what surprize, think you, must they be in, when entering the Palace they found even the lights there to be but so many foils to the bright eyes that flash’d upon ’em at every turn.

A more glorious Troop no occasion ever assembled; all the fair of Florence, with the most accomplished Cavaliers, were present; and however Nature had been partial in bestowing on some better Faces than others, Art was alike indulgent to all, and industriously supplyed those Defects she had left, giving some Addition also to her greatest Excellencies.  Every body appear’d well shap’d, as it is to be suppos’d, none who were conscious to themselves of any visible Deformity would presume to come thither.  Their Apparel was equally glorious, though each differing in fancy.  In short, our Strangers were so well bred, as to conclude from these apparent Perfections, that there was not a Masque which did not at least hide the Face of a Cherubim.  Perhaps the Ladies were not behind hand in return of a favourable Opinion of them: for they were both well dress’d, and had something inexpressibly pleasing in their Air and Mien, different from other People, and indeed differing from one another.  They fansy’d that while they stood together they were more particularly taken notice of than any in the Room, and being unwilling to be taken for Strangers, which they thought they were, by reason of some whispering they observed near them, they agreed upon an hour of meeting after the company should be broke up, and so separately mingled with the thickest of the Assembly.  Aurelian had fixed his eye upon a Lady whom he had observ’d to have been a considerable time in close whisper with another Woman; he expected with great impatience the result of that private Conference, that he might have an opportunity of engaging the Lady whose Person was so agreeable to him.  At last he perceived they were broke off, and the ‘tother Lady seem’d to have taken her leave.  He had taken no small pains in the mean time to put himself in a posture to accost the Lady, which, no doubt, he had happily performed had he not been interrupted; but scarce had he acquitted himself of a preliminary bow (and which, I have heard him say, was the lowest that ever he made) and had just opened his Lips to deliver himself of a small Complement, which, nevertheless he was very big with, when he unluckily miscarried, by the interposal of the same Lady, whose departure, not long before, he had so zealously pray’d for: but, as Providence would have it, there was only some very small matter forgot, which was recovered in a short whisper.  The Coast being again cleared, he took heart and bore up, and, striking sail, repeated his Ceremony to the Lady; who, having Obligingly returned it, he accosted her in these or the like words:

‘If I do not usurp a priviledge reserved for some one more happy in your acquaintance, may I presume, Madam, to entreat (for a while) the favour of your Conversation, at least till the arrival of whom you expect, provided you are not tired of me before; for then upon the least intimation of uneasiness, I will not fail of doing my self the violence to withdraw for your release.  The Lady made him answer, she did not expect any body; by which he might imagine her Conversation not of value to be bespoke, and to afford it him, were but farther to convince him to her own cost.  He reply’d, ‘She had already said enough to convince him of something he heartily wished might not be to his cost in the end.  She pretended not to understand him; but told him, ‘If he already found himself grieved with her Conversation, he would have sufficient reason to repent the rashness of his first Demand before they had ended: for that now she intended to hold discourse with him, on purpose to punish his unadvisedness, in presuming upon a Person whose dress and mien might not (may be) be disagreeable to have wit.  ‘I must confess (reply’d Aurelian) my self guilty of a Presumption, and willingly submit to the punishment you intend: and though it be an aggravation of a Crime to persevere in its justification, yet I cannot help defending an Opinion in which now I am more confirm’d, that probable conjectures may be made of the ingenious Disposition of the Mind, from the fancy and choice of Apparel.  The humour I grant ye (said the Lady) or constitution of the Person whether melancholick or brisk; but I should hardly pass my censure upon so slight an indication of wit: for there is your brisk fool as well as your brisk man of sense, and so of the melancholick.  I confess ’tis possible a fool may reveal himself by his Dress, in wearing something extravagantly singular and ridiculous, or in preposterous suiting of colours; but a decency of Habit (which is all that Men of best sense pretend to) may be acquired by custom and example, without putting the Person to a superfluous expence of wit for the contrivance; and though there should be occasion for it, few are so unfortunate in their Relations and Acquaintance not to have some Friend capable of giving them advice, if they are not too ignorantly conceited to ask it.  Aurelian was so pleased with the easiness and smartness of her Expostulation, that he forgot to make a reply, when she seem’d to expect it; but being a Woman of a quick Apprehension, and justly sensible of her own perfections, she soon perceived he did not grudge his attention.  However she had a mind to put it upon him to turn the discourse, so went on upon the same Subject.  ‘Signior (said she) I have been looking round me, and by your Maxim I cannot discover one fool in the Company; for they are all well drest.  This was spoken with an Air of Rallery that awakened the Cavalier, who immediately made answer:  ’Tis true, Madam, we see there may be as much variety of good fancies as of faces, yet there may be many of both kinds borrowed and adulterate if inquired into; and as you were pleased to observe, the invention may be Foreign to the Person who puts it in practice; and as good an Opinion as I have of an agreeable Dress, I should be loth to answer for the wit of all about us.  I believe you (says the Lady) and hope you are convinced of your error, since you must allow it impossible to tell who of all this Assembly did or did not make choice of their own Apparel.  Not all (said Aurelian) there is an ungainness in some which betrays them.  ‘Look ye there (says he) pointing to a Lady who stood playing with the Tassels of her Girdle, I dare answer for that Lady, though she be very well dress’d, ’tis more than she knows.  His fair unknown could not forbear laughing at his particular distinction, and freely told him, he had indeed light upon one who knew as little as any body in the Room, her self excepted.  Ah! Madam, (reply’d Aurelian) you know every thing in the World but your own Perfections, and you only know not those because ’tis the top of Perfection not to know them.  How? (reply’d the Lady) I thought it had been the extremity of knowledge to know ones self.  Aurelian had a little over-strain’d himself in that Complement, and I am of Opinion would have been puzzl’d to have brought himself off readily: but by good fortune the Musick came into the Room and gave him an opportunity to seem to decline an answer, because the company prepared to dance: he only told her he was too mean a Conquest for her wit who was already a Slave to the Charms of her Person.  She thanked him for his Complement, and briskly told him she ought to have made him a return in praise of his wit, but she hoped he was a Man more happy than to be dissatisfy’d with any of his own Endowments; and if it were so, that he had not a just Opinion of himself, she knew her self incapable of saying any thing to beget one.  Aurelian did not know well what to make of this last reply; for he always abhor’d any thing that was conceited, with which this seem’d to reproach him.  But however modest he had been heretofore in his own thoughts, yet never was he so distrustful of his good behaviour as now, being rally’d so by a Person whom he took to be of judgment: Yet he resolved to take no notice, but with an Air unconcerned and full of good humour entreated her to Dance with him: She promised him to Dance with no body else, nor I believe had she inclination; for notwithstanding her tartness, she was upon equal terms with him as to the liking of each others Person and Humour, and only gave those little hints to try his Temper; there being certainly no greater sign of folly and ill breeding, than to grow serious and concerned at any thing spoken in rallery: for his part, he was strangely and insensibly fallen in love with her Shape, Wit and Air; which, together with a white Hand, he had seen (perhaps not accidentally) were enough to have subdued a more stubborn Heart than ever he was master of; and for her Face, which he had not seen, he bestowed upon her the best his Imagination could furnish him with.  I should by right now describe her Dress, which was extreamly agreeable and rich, but ’tis possible I might err in some material Pin or other, in the sticking of which may be the whole grace of the Drapery depended.  Well, they danced several times together, and no less to the satisfaction of the whole Company, than of themselves; for at the end of each Dance, some publick note of Applause or other was given to the graceful Couple.

Aurelian was amaz’d, that among all that danced or stood in view he could not see Hippolito; but concluding that he had met with some pleasing Conversation, and was withdrawn to some retired part of the Room, he forbore his search till the mirth of that Night should be over, and the Company ready to break up, where we will leave him for a while, to see what became of his adventurous Friend.

Hippolito, a little after he had parted with Aurelian, was got among a knot of Ladies and Cavaliers, who were looking upon a large Gold Cup set with Jewels, in which his Royal Highness had drank to the prosperity of the new married Couple at Dinner, and which afterward he presented to his Cousin Donna Catharina.  He among the rest was very intent, admiring the richness, workmanship and beauty of the Cup, when a Lady came behind him and pulling him by the Elbow, made a sign she would speak with him; Hippolito, who knew himself an utter Stranger to Florence and every body in it, immediately guessed she had mistaken him for her acquaintance, as indeed it happened; however he resolved not to discover himself till he should be assured of it; having followed her into a set Window remote from Company, she address’d her self to him in this manner: ‘Signior Don Lorenzo (said she) I am overjoy’d to see you are so speedily recovered of your Wounds, which by report were much more dangerous than to have suffered your coming abroad so soon; but I must accuse you of great indiscretion, in appearing in a Habit which so many must needs remember you to have worn upon the like occasion not long ago, I mean at the Marriage of Don Cynthio with your Sister Atalanta; I do assure you, you were known by it, both to Juliana and my self, who was so far concerned for you, as to desire me to tell you, that her Brother Don Fabritio (who saw you when you came in with another Gentleman) had eyed you very narrowly, and is since gone out of the Room, she knows not upon what design; however she would have you, for your own sake, be advised and circumspect when you depart this place, lest you should be set upon unawares; you know the hatred Don Fabritio has born you ever since you had the fortune to kill his Kinsman in a Duel: Here she paused as if expecting his reply; but Hippolito was so confounded, that he stood mute, and contemplating the hazard he had ignorantly brought himself into, forgot his design of informing the Lady of her mistake.  She finding he made her no Answer, went on.  ‘I perceive (continued she) you are in some surprize at what I have related, and may be, are doubtful of the Truth; but I thought you had been better acquainted with your Cousin Leonora’s Voice, than to have forgot it so soon: Yet in Complaisance to your ill Memory, I will put you past doubt, by shewing you my Face; with that she pulled off her Mask, and discovered to Hippolito (now more amaz’d than ever) the most Angelick Face that he had ever beheld.  He was just about to have made her some answer, when, clapping on her Mask again without giving him time, she happily for him pursu’d her Discourse.  (For ’tis odds but he had made some discovery of himself in the surprize he was in.)  Having taken him familiarly by the Hand, now she had made her self known to him, ‘Cousin Lorenzo (added she) you may perhaps have taken it unkindly, that, during the time of your indisposition by reason of your Wounds, I have not been to visit you; I do assure you it was not for want of any Inclination I had both to see and serve you to my power; but you are well acquainted with the Severity of my Father, whom you know how lately you have disobliged.  I am mighty glad that I have met with you here, where I have had an Opportunity to tell you what so much concerns your Safety, which I am afraid you will not find in Florence; considering the great Power Don Fabritio and his Father, the Marquess of Viterbo, have in this City.  I have another thing to inform you of, That whereas Don Fabio had interested himself in your Cause, in Opposition to the Marquess of Viterbo, by reason of the long Animosity between them, all hopes of his Countenance and Assistance are defeated: For there has been a Proposal of Reconciliation made to both Houses, and it is said it will be confirm’d (as most such ancient Quarrels are at last) by the Marriage of Juliana the Marquess’s Daughter, with Aurelian, Son to Don Fabio: to which effect the old Gentleman sent ‘tother Day to Siena, where Aurelian has been Educated, to hasten his coming to Town; but the Messenger returning this Morning, brought word, That the same day he arriv’d at Siena, Aurelian had set out for Florence, in Company with a young Spanish Nobleman, his intimate Friend; so it is believ’d, they are both in Town, and not unlikely in this Room in Masquerade.

Hippolito could not forbear smiling to himself, at these last words.  For ever since the naming of Don Fabio he had been very attentive; but before, his Thoughts were wholly taken up with the Beauty of the Face he had seen, and from the time she had taken him by the Hand, a successive warmth and chillness had play’d about his Heart, and surpriz’d him with an unusual Transport.  He was in a hundred Minds, whether he should make her sensible of her Error or no; but considering he could expect no farther Conference with her after he should discover himself, and that as yet he knew not of her place of abode, he resolv’d to humour the mistake a little further.  Having her still by the Hand, which he squeez’d somewhat more eagerly than is usual for Cousins to do, in a low and undistinguishable Voice, he let her know how much he held himself obliged to her, and avoiding as many words as handsomely he could, at the same time, entreated her to give him her Advice, toward the management of himself in this Affair.  Leonora, who never from the beginning had entertain’d the least Scruple of distrust, imagined he spoke faintly, as not being yet perfectly recovered in his strength; and withal considering that the heat of the Room, by reason of the Crowd, might be uneasie to a Person in his Condition; she kindly told him, That if he were as inclinable to dispense with the remainder of that Nights Diversion as she was, and had no other engagement upon him, by her consent they should both steal out of the Assembly, and go to her House, where they might with more freedom discourse about a business of that importance, and where he might take something to refresh himself if he were (as she conceiv’d him to be) indisposed with his long standing.  Judge you whether the Proposal were acceptable to Hippolito or no; he had been ruminating with himself how to bring something like this about, and had almost despair’d of it; when of a suddain he found the success of his design had prevented his own endeavours.  He told his Cousin in the same key as before, That he was unwilling to be the occasion of her Divorce from so much good Company; but for his own part, he was afraid he had presumed too much upon his recovery in coming abroad so soon, and that he found himself so unwell, he feared he should be quickly forc’d to retire.  Leonora stay’d not to make him any other reply, only tipp’d him upon the Arm, and bid him follow her at a convenient distance to avoid Observation.

Whoever had seen the Joy that was in Hippolito’s Countenance, and the Sprightliness with which he follow’d his Beautiful Conductress, would scarce have taken him for a Person griev’d with uncured Wounds.  She led him down a back pair of Stairs, into one of the Palace Gardens which had a Door opening into the Piazza, not far from where Don Mario her Father lived.  They had little Discourse by the way, which gave Hippolito time to consider of the best way of discovering himself.  A thousand things came into his Head in a minute, yet nothing that pleased him: and after so many Contrivances as he had formed for the discovery of himself, he found it more rational for him not to reveal himself at all that Night, since he could not foresee what effect the surprize would have, she must needs be in, at the appearance of a Stranger, whom she had never seen before, yet whom she had treated so familiarly.  He knew Women were apt to shriek or swoon upon such Occasions, and should she happen to do either, he might be at a loss how to bring himself off.  He thought he might easily pretend to be indisposed somewhat more than ordinary, and so make an excuse to go to his own Lodging.  It came into his Head too, that under pretence of giving her an account of his Health, he might enquire of her the means how a Letter might be convey’d to her the next morning, wherein he might inform her gently of her mistake, and insinuate something of that Passion he had conceiv’d, which he was sure he could not have opportunity to speak of if he bluntly revealed himself.  He had just resolv’d upon this Method, as they were come to the great Gates of the Court, when Leonora stopping to let him go in before her, he of a suddain fetch’d his Breath violently as if some stitch or twinging smart had just then assaulted him.  She enquired the matter of him, and advised him to make haste into the House that he might sit down and rest him.  He told her he found himself so ill, that he judged it more convenient for him to go home while he was in a condition to move, for he fear’d if he should once settle himself to rest he might not be able to stir.  She was much troubled, and would have had a Chair made ready and Servants to carry him home; but he made answer, he would not have any of her Fathers Servants know of his being abroad, and that just now he had an interval of ease, which he hop’d would continue till he made a shift to reach his own Lodgings.  Yet if she pleased to inform him how he might give an account of himself the next morning, in a line or two, he would not fail to give her the thanks due to her great kindness; and withal, would let her know something which would not a little surprize her, though now he had not time to acquaint her with it.  She show’d him a little Window at the corner of the House, where one should wait to receive his Letter, and was just taking her leave of him, when seeing him search hastily in his Pocket, she ask’d him if he miss’d any thing; he told her he thought a Wound which was not throughly heal’d bled a little, and that he had lost his Handkerchief.  His design took; for she immediately gave him hers: which indeed accordingly he apply’d to the only wound he was then griev’d with; which though it went quite through his Heart, yet thank God was not Mortal.  He was not a little rejoyc’d at his good Fortune in getting so early a Favour from his Mistress, and notwithstanding the violence he did himself to personate a sick Man, he could not forbear giving some Symptoms of an extraordinary content; and telling her that he did not doubt to receive a considerable Proportion of ease from the Application of what had so often kiss’d her fair Hand.  Leonora who did not suspect the Compliment, told him she should be heartily glad if that or any thing in her power might contribute to his recovery; and wishing him well home, went into her House, as much troubled for her Cousin as he was joyful for his Mistress.

Hippolito as soon as she was gone in, began to make his Remarks about the House, walking round the great Court, viewing the Gardens and all the Passages leading to that side of the Piazza.  Having sufficiently informed himself, with a Heart full of Love, and a Head full of Stratagem, he walked toward his Lodging, impatient till the arrival of Aurelian that he might give himself vent.  In which interim, let me take the liberty to digress a little, and tell the Reader something which I do not doubt he has apprehended himself long ago, if he be not the dullest Reader in the World; yet only for orders sake, let me tell him I say, That a young Gentleman (Cousin to the aforesaid Don Fabritio) happened one night to have some words at a Gameing House with one Lorenzo, which created a Quarrel of fatal Consequence to the former, who was killed upon the Spot, and likely to be so to the latter, who was very desperately wounded.

Fabritio being much concerned for his Kinsman, vow’d revenge (according to the ancient and laudable custom of Italy) upon Lorenzo if he surviv’d, or in case of his death (if it should happen to anticipate that, much more swinging Death which he had in store for him) upon his next of Kin, and so to descend Lineally like an English Estate, to all the Heirs Males of this Family.  This same Fabritio had indeed (as Leonora told Hippolito) taken particular notice of him from his first entrance into the Room, and was so far doubtful as to go out immediately himself, and make enquiry concerning Lorenzo, but was quickly inform’d of the greatness of his Error, in believing a Man to be abroad, who was so ill of his Wounds, that they now despair’d of his recovery; and thereupon return’d to the Ball very well satisfied, but not before Leonora and Hippolito were departed.

So, Reader, having now discharg’d my Conscience of a small Discovery which I thought my self obliged to make to Thee, I proceed to tell thee, that our Friend Aurelian had by this time danced himself into a Net which he neither could, nor which is worse desired to untangle.

His Soul was charm’d to the movement of her Body: an Air so graceful, so sweet, so easie and so great, he had never seen.  She had something of Majesty in her, which appear’d to be born with her; and though it struck an awe into the Beholders, yet was it sweetned with a familiarity of Behaviour, which rendred it agreeable to every Body.  The grandeur of her Mien was not stiff, but unstudied and unforced, mixed with a simplicity; free, yet not loose nor affected.  If the former seem’d to condescend, the latter seem’d to aspire; and both to unite in the centre of Perfection.  Every turn she gave in dancing snatcht Aurelian into a Rapture, and he had like to have been out two or three times with following his Eyes, which she led about as Slaves to her Heels.

As soon as they had done dancing, he began to complain of his want of Breath and Lungs, to speak sufficiently in her Commendation; She smilingly told him, he did ill to dance so much then: Yet in Consideration of the pains he had taken more than ordinary upon her account she would bate him a great deal of Complement, but with this Proviso, That he was to discover to her who he was.  Aurelian was unwilling for the present to own himself to be really the Man he was; when a suddain thought came into his Head to take upon him the Name and Character of Hippolito, who he was sure was not known in Florence.  He thereupon, after a little pause, pretended to recal himself in this manner: ‘Madam, it is no small demonstration of the entire Resignation which I have made of my Heart to your Chains, since the secrets of it are no longer in my power.  I confess I only took Florence in my way, not designing any longer Residence, than should be requisite to inform the Curiosity of a Traveller, of the rareties of the Place.  Whether Happiness or Misery will be the Consequence of that Curiosity, I am yet in fear, and submit to your Determination; but sure I am, not to depart Florence till you have made me the most miserable Man in it, and refuse me the fatal Kindness of Dying at your Feet.  I am by Birth a Spaniard, of the City of Toledo; my name Hippolito di Saviolina: I was yesterday a Man free, as Nature made the first; to day I am fallen into a Captivity, which must continue with my Life, and which, it is in your power, to make much dearer to me.  Thus in obedience to your Commands, and contrary to my Resolution of remaining unknown in this place, I have inform’d you, Madam, what I am; what I shall be, I desire to know from you; at least, I hope, the free discovery I have made of my self, will encourage you to trust me with the knowledge of your Person.

Here a low bow, and a deep sigh, put an end to his Discourse, and signified his Expectation of her Reply, which was to this purpose — (But I had forgot to tell you, That Aurelian kept off his Mask from the time that he told her he was of Spain, till the period of his Relation.)  Had I thought (said she) that my Curiosity would have brought me in debt, I should certainly have forborn it; or at least have agreed with you before hand about the rate of your discovery, then I had not brought my self to the Inconveniency of being censur’d, either of too much easiness or reservedness; but to avoid, as much as I can, the extreamity of either, I am resolv’d but to discover my self in part, and will endeavour to give you as little occasion as I can, either to boast of, or ridicule the Behaviour of the Women of Florence in your Travels.

Aurelian interrupted her, and swore very solemnly (and the more heartily, I believe, because he then indeed spoke truth) that he would make Florence the place of his abode, whatever concerns he had elsewhere.  She advised him to be cautious how he swore to his Expressions of Gallantry; and farther told him she now hoped she should make him a return to all the Fine Things he had said, since she gave him his choice whether he would know who she was, or see her Face.

Aurelian who was really in Love, and in whom Consideration would have been a Crime, greedily embrac’d the latter, since she assured him at that time he should not know both.  Well, what follow’d?  Why, she pull’d off her Mask, and appear’d to him at once in the Glory of Beauty.  But who can tell the astonishment Aurelian felt?  He was for a time senseless; Admiration had suppress’d his Speech, and his Eyes were entangled in Light.  I short, to be made sensible of his condition, we must conceive some Idea of what he beheld, which is not to imagined till seen, nor then to be express’d.  Now see the impertinence and conceitedness of an Author, who will have a fling at a Description, which he has Prefaced with an impossibility.  One might have seen something in her Composition resembling the Formation of Epicurus his World, as if every Atome of Beauty had concurr’d to unite an excellency.  Had that curious Painter lived in her days, he might have avoided his painful search, when he collected from the choicest pieces the most choice Features, and by a due Disposition and Judicious Symmetry of those exquisite parts, made one whole and perfect Venus.  Nature seem’d here to have play’d the Plagiary, and to have molded into Substance the most refined Thoughts of inspired Poets.  Her Eyes diffus’d Rays comfortable as warmth, and piercing as the light; they would have worked a passage through the straightest Pores, and with a delicious heat, have play’d about the most obdurate frozen Heart, untill ‘twere melted down to Love.  Such Majesty and Affability were in her Looks; so alluring, yet commanding was her Presence, that it minged awe with love; kindling a Flame which trembled to aspire.  She had danced much, which, together with her being close masked, gave her a tincture of Carnation more than ordinary.  But Aurelian (from whom I had every tittle of her Description) fancy’d he saw a little Nest of Cupids break from the Tresses of her Hair, and every one officiously betake himself to his task.  Some fann’d with their downy Wings, her glowing Cheeks; while others brush’d the balmy Dew from off her Face, leaving alone a heavenly Moisture blubbing on her Lips, on which they drank and revell’d for their pains; Nay, so particular were their allotments in her service, that Aurelian was very positive a young Cupid who was but just Pen-feather’d, employ’d his naked Quills to pick her Teeth.  And a thousand other things his transport represented to him, which none but Lovers who have experience of such Visions will believe.

As soon as he awaked and found his Speech come to him, he employ’d it to this effect:

‘’Tis enough that I have seen a Divinity — Nothing but Mercy can inhabit these Perfections — Their utmost rigour brings a Death preferable to any Life, but what they give — Use me, Madam, as you please; for by your fair self, I cannot think a Bliss beyond what now I feel — You wound with Pleasure, and if you Kill it must be with Transport — Ah! Yet methinks to live — O Heaven! to have Life pronounced by those Bless’d Lips — Did they not inspire where they command, it were an immediate Death of Joy.

Aurelian was growing a little too loud with his Admiration, had she not just then interrupted him, by clapping on her Masque, and telling him they should be observed, if he proceeded in his Extravagance; and withal, that his Passion was too suddain to be real, and too violent to be lasting.  He replied, Indeed it might not be very lasting, (with a submissive mournful Voice) but it would continue during his Life.  That it was suddain, he denied, for she had raised it by degrees from his first sight of her, by a continued discovery of Charms, in her Mien and Conversation, till she thought fit to set Fire to the Train she had laid, by the Lightning of her Face; and then he could not help it, if he were blown up.

He begg’d her to believe the Sincerity of his Passion, at least to enjoin him something, which might tend to the Convincing of her Incredulity.  She said, she should find a time to make some Trials of him; but for the first, she charged him not to follow or observe her, after the Dissolution of the Assembly.  He promised to obey, and entreated her to tell him but her Name, that he might have Recourse to that in his Affliction for her Absence, if he were able to survive it.  She desired him to live by all means; and if he must have a Name to play with, to call her Incognita, till he were better informed.

The Company breaking up, she took her leave, and at his earnest Entreaty, gave him a short Vision of her Face which, then dress’d in an obliging smile, caused another fit of Transport, which lasted till she was gone out of Sight.  Aurelian gathered up his Spirits, and walked slowly towards his Lodging, never remembring that he had lost Hippolito, till upon turning the Corner of a Street, he heard a noise of Fighting; and coming near, saw a Man make a vigorous Defence against two, who pressed violently upon him.  He then thought of Hippolito, and fancying he saw the glimmering of Diamond Buttons, such as Hippolito had upon the Sleeves of his Habit, immediately drew to his Assistance; and with that Eagerness and Resolution, that the Assailants, finding their unmanly odds defeated, took to their Heels.  The Person rescued by the Generous Help of Aurelian, came toward him; but as he would have stoop’d to have saluted him, dropp’d, fainting at his feet.  Aurelian, now he was so near him, perceiv’d plainly Hippolito’s Habit, and step’d hastily to take him up.  Just as some of the Guards (who were going the Rounds, apprehensive of such Disorders in an Universal Merriment) came up to him with Lights, and had taken Prisoners the Two Men, whom they met with their Sword’s drawn; when looking in the Face of the Wounded Man, he found it was not Hippolito, but his Governour Claudio, in the Habit he had worn at the Ball.  He was extreamly surpriz’d, as were the Prisoners, who confess’d their Design to have been upon Lorenzo; grounding their Mistake upon the Habit which was known to have been his.  They were Two Men who formerly had been Servants to him, whom Lorenzo had unfortunately slain.

They made a shift to bring Claudio to himself; and part of the Guard carrying off the Prisoners, whom Aurelian desired they would secure, the rest accompanied him bearing Claudio in their Arms to his Lodging.  He had not patience to forbear asking for Hippolito by the Way; whom Claudio assured him, he had left safe in his Chamber, above Two Hours since.  That his coming Home so long before the Divertisements were ended, and Undressing himself, had given him the Unhappy Curiosity, to put on his Habit, and go to the Pallace; in his Return from whence, he was set upon in the Manner he found him, which if he recovered, he must own his Life indebted to his timely Assistance.

Being come to the House, they carried him to his Bed, and having sent for Surgeons Aurelian rewarded and dismissed the Guard.  He stay’d the dressing of Claudio’s Wounds, which were many, though they hop’d none Mortal: and leaving him to his Rest, went to give Hippolito an Account of what had happened, whom he found with a Table before him, leaning upon both his Elbows, his Face covered with his Hands, and so motionless, that Aurelian concluded he was asleep; seeing several Papers lie before him, half written and blotted out again, he thought to steal softly to the Table, and discover what he had been employed about.  Just as he reach’d forth his Hand to take up one of the Papers, Hippolito started up so on the suddain, as surpriz’d Aurelian and made him leap back; Hippolito, on the other hand, not supposing that any Body had been near him, was so disordered with the Appearance of a Man at his Elbow, (whom his Amazement did not permit him to distinguish) that he leap’d hastily to his Sword, and in turning him about, overthrew the Stand and Candles.  Here were they both left in the Dark, Hippolito groping about with his Sword, and thrusting at every Chair that he felt oppose him.  Aurelian was scarce come to himself, when thinking to step back toward the Door that he might inform his Friend of his Mistake, without exposing himself to his blind Fury; Hippolito heard him stir, and made a full thrust with such Violence, that the Hilt of the Sword meeting with Aurelian’s Breast beat him down, and Hippolito a top of him, as a Servant alarm’d with the noise, came into the Chamber with a Light.  The Fellow trembled, and thought they were both Dead, till Hippolito raising himself, to see whom he had got under him, swoon’d away upon the discovery of his Friend.  But such was the extraordinary Care of Providence in directing the Sword, that it only past under his Arm, giving no Wound to Aurelia, but a little Bruise between his Shoulder and Breast with the Hilt.  He got up, scarce recovered of his Fright, and by the help of the Servant; laid Hippolito upon the Bed; who when he was come to himself could hardly be perswaded, that his Friend was before him and alive, till he shew’d him his Breast, where was nothing of a Wound.  Hippolito begg’d his Pardon a Thousand Times, and curs’d himself as often, who was so near to committing the most Execrable Act of Amicide.

They dismiss’d the Fellow, and with many Embraces, congratulated their fortunate Delivery from the Mischief which came so near them, each blaming himself as the Occasion: Aurelian accusing his own unadvisedness in stealing upon Hippolito; Hippolito blaming his own temerity and weakness, in being so easily frighted to Disorder; and last of all, his blindness, in not knowing his dearest Friend.  But there he gave a Sigh, and passionately taking Aurelian by the Hand, cry’d, Ah! my Friend, Love is indeed blind, when it would not suffer me to see you — There arose another Sigh; a Sympathy seiz’d Aurelian immediately: (For, by the Way, sighing is as catching among Lovers, as yawning among the Vulgar.)  Beside hearing the Name of Love, made him fetch such a Sigh, that Hippolito’s were but Fly-blows in Comparison, that was answered with all the Might Hippolito had, Aurelian ply’d him close till they were both out of Breath.

Thus not a Word pass’d, though each wondred why the t’other sigh’d, at last concluded it to be only Complaisance to one another.

Aurelian broke the Silence, by telling him the Misfortune of his Governour.  Hippolito rejoic’d as at the luckiest Accident which could have befall’n him.  Aurelian wondred at his unseasonable Mirth, and demanded the Cause of it; he answer’d, It would necessitate his longer Stay in Florence, and for ought he knew be the Means of bringing a happy Period to his Amour.

His Friend thought him to be little better than a Madman, when he perceiv’d him of a suddain snatch out of his Bosom a Handkerchief, which having kiss’d with a great deal of Ardour, he took Aurelian by the Hand, and smiling at the Surprize he saw him in;

‘Your Florentine Cupid is certainly (said he) ‘the most Expert in the World.  I have since I saw you beheld the most Beautiful of Women.  I am faln desperately in Love with her, and those Papers which you see so blotted and scattered, are but so many Essays which I have made to the Declaration of my Passion.  And this Handkerchief which I so zealously Caress, is the Inestimable Token which I have to make my self known to her.  ‘O Leonora! (continued he) ‘how hast thou stamp’d thine Image on my Soul!  How much dearer am I to my self, since I have had thy Heavenly Form in keeping!  Now, my Aurelian, I am worthy thee; my exalted Love has Dignified me, and rais’d me far above thy poor former Despicable Hippolito.

Aurelian seeing the Rapture he was in, thought it in vain to expect a settled Relation of the Adventure, so was reaching to the Table for some of the Papers, but Hippolito told him, If he would have a little patience he would acquaint him with the whole Matter; and thereupon told him Word for Word how he was mistaken for Lorenzo, and his Management of himself.  Aurelian commended his Prudence, in not discovering himself; and told him, If he could spare so much time from the Contemplation of his Mistress, he would inform him of an Adventure, though not so Accidental, yet of as great Concern to his own future Happiness.  So related all that had happened to him with his Beautiful Incognita.

Having ended the Story, they began to consider of the Means they were to use toward a Review of their Mistresses.  Aurelian was Confounded at the Difficulty he conceived on his Part.  He understood from Hippolito’s Adventure, that his Father knew of his being in Town, whom he must unavoidably Disoblige if he yet concealed himself, and Disobey if he came into his Sight; for he had already entertain’d an Aversion for Juliana, in apprehension of her being Imposed on him.  His Incognita was rooted in his Heart, yet could he not Comfort himself with any Hopes when he should see her: He knew not where she lived, and she had made him no Promise of a second Conference.  Then did he repent his inconsiderate Choice, in preferring the momentary Vision of her Face, to a certain Intelligence of her Person.  Every thought that succeeded distracted him, and all the Hopes he could presume upon, were within compass of the Two Days Merriment yet to come; for which Space he hop’d he might excuse his remaining conceal’d to his Father.

Hippolito on the other side (though Aurelian thought him in a much better Way) was no less afflicted for himself.  The Difficulties which he saw in his Friend’s Circumstances, put him upon finding out a great many more in his own, than really there were.  But what terrified him most of all, was his being an utter Stranger to Leonora; she had not the least knowledge of him but through mistake, and consequently could form no Idea of him to his Advantage.  He look’d upon it as an unlucky thought in Aurelian to take upon him his Name, since possibly the Two Ladies were acquainted, and should they communicate to each other their Adventures; they might both reasonably suffer in their Opinions, and be thought guilty of Falshood, since it would appear to them as One Person pretending to Two.  Aurelian told him, there was but one Remedy for that, which was for Hippolito, in the same Manner that he had done, to make use of his Name, when he writ to Leonora, and use what arguments he could to perswade her to Secrecy, least his Father should know of the Reason which kept him concealed in Town.  And it was likely, though perhaps she might not immediately entertain his Passion; yet she would out of Generosity conceal, what was hidden only for her sake.

Well this was concluded on, after a great many other Reasons used on either Side, in favour of the Contrivance; they at last argued themselves into a Belief, that Fortune had befriended them with a better Plot, than their regular Thinking could have contriv’d.  So soon had they convinc’d themselves, in what they were willing to believe.

Aurelian laid himself down to rest, that is, upon the Bed; for he was a better Lover than to pretend to sleep that Night, while Hippolito set himself again to frame his Letter design’d for Leonora.  He writ several, at last pitched upon one, and very probably the worst, as you may guess when you read it in its proper Place.

It was break of Day when the Servant, who had been employed all the foregoing Day in procuring Accoutrements for the Two Cavaliers, to appear in at the Tilting, came into the Room, and told them all the Young Gentlemen in the Town were trying their Equipage, and preparing to be early in the Lists.  They made themselves ready with all Expedition at the Alarm: and Hippolito having made a Visit to his Governour, dispatch’d a Messenger with the Letter and Directions to Leonora.  At the Signal agreed upon the Casement was opened and a String let down, to which the Bearer having fastned the Letter, saw it drawn up, and returned.  It were a vain attempt to describe Leonora’s Surprize, when she read the Superscription. — The Unfortunate Aurelian, to the Beautiful Leonora — After she was a little recovered from her Amaze, she recollected to her self all the Passages between her and her supposed Cousin, and immediately concluded him to be Aurelian.  Then several little Circumstances which she thought might have been sufficient to have convinced her, represented themselves to her; and she was in a strange Uneasiness to think of her free Carriage to a Stranger.

She was once in a Mind to have burn’d the Letter, or to have stay’d for an Opportunity to send it again.  But she was a Woman, and her Curiosity opposed it self to all thoughts of that Nature: at length with a firm Resolution, she opened it, and found Word for Word, what is underwritten.
  


THE LETTER.

MADAM,

If your fair Eyes, upon the breaking up of this, meet with somewhat too quick a Surprize, make thence, I beseech you, some reflection upon the Condition I must needs have been in, at the suddain Appearance of that Sun of Beauty, which at once shone so full upon my soul.  I could not immediately disengage my self from that Maze of Charms, to let you know how unworthy a Captive your Eyes had made through mistake.  Sure, Madam, you cannot but remember my Disorder, of which your Innocent (Innocent, though perhaps to me Fatal) Error made a Charitable (but wide) Construction.  Your Tongue pursued the Victory of your Eyes, and you did not give me time to rally my poor Disordered Senses, so as to make a tolerable Retreat.  Pardon, Madam, the Continuation of the Deceipt, and call it not so, that I appear’d to be other than my self; for Heaven knows I was not then my self, nor am I now my own.  You told me something that concern’d me nearly, as to a Marriage my Father design’d me, and much more nearly in being told by you.  For Heaven’s sake, disclose not to any Body your Knowledge of me, that I may not be forced to an immediate Act of Disobedience; for if my future Services and inviolate Love, cannot recommend me to your Favour, I shall find more comfort in the cold Embraces of a Grave, than in the Arms of the never so much admired (but by me dreaded) Juliana.  Think, Madam, of those severe Circumstances I lie under; and withal I beg you, think it is in your Power, and only in your Power, to make them happy as my Wishes, or much more miserable than I am able to imagine.  That dear, inestimable (though undesign’d) Favour which I receiv’d from you, shall this Day distinguish me from the Crowd of your Admirers; that which I really applied to my inward bleeding Wound, the welcom Wound which you have made, and which, unless from you, does wish no Cure; then pardon and have pity on, O Adored Leonora, him, who is your’s by Creation as he is Heaven’s, though never so unworthy.  Have pity on

Your
Aurelian.
 

She read the Letter over and over, then flung it by, then read it again; the Novelty of the Adventure made her repeat her Curiosity, and take more than ordinary Pains to understand it.  At last her Familiarity with the Expressions grew to an Intimacy, and what she at first permitted she now began to like.  She thought there was something in it a little more serious, than to be barely Gallantry.  She wondred at her own Blindness, and fancy’d she could remember something of a more becoming Air in the Stranger than was usual to Lorenzo.  This thought was parent to another of the same kind, till a long Chain successively had Birth, and every one somewhat more than other, in Favour of the supposed Aurelian.  She reflected upon his Discretion, in deferring the Discovery of himself, till a little time had, as it were, weaned her from her perswasion, and by removing her farther from her Mistake, had prepared her for a full and determinate Convincement.  She thought his Behaviour, in personating a Sick Man so readily, upon the first hint was not amiss, and smil’d to think of his Excuse to procure her Handkerchief; and last of all, his sifting out the Means to write to her, which he had done with that Modesty and Respect, she could not tell how to find fault with it.

She had proceeded thus far in a maze of Thought, when she started to find her self so lost to her Reason, and would have trod back again that path of deluding Fancy; accusing her self of Fondness, and inconsiderate Easiness, in giving Credit to the Letter of a Person whose Face she never saw, and whose first Acquaintance with her was a Treachery, and he who could so readily deliver his Tongue of a Lye upon a Surprize, was scarce to be trusted when he had sufficient Time allow’d him to beget a Fiction, and Means to perfect the Birth.

How did she know this to be Aurelian, if he were?  Nay farther, put it to the Extremity, What if she should upon farther Conversation with him proceed to Love him?  What Hopes were there for her?  Or how could she consent to Marry a Man already Destined for another Woman? nay, a Woman that was her Friend, whose Marrying with him was to compleat the happy Reconciliation of Two Noble Families, and which might prevent the Effusion of much Blood likely to be shed in that Quarrel: Besides, she should incurr share of the Guilt, which he would draw upon him by Disobedience to his Father, whom she was sure would not be consenting to it.

’Tis strange now, but all Accounts agree, that just here Leonora, who had run like a violent Stream against Aurelian hitherto, now retorted with as much precipitation in his Favour.  I could never get any Body to give me a satisfactory reason, for her suddain and dextrous Change of Opinion just at that stop, which made me conclude she could not help it; and that Nature boil’d over in her at that time when it had so fair an Opportunity to show it self: For Leonora it seems was a Woman Beautiful, and otherwise of an excellent Disposition; but in the Bottom a very Woman.  This last Objection, this Opportunity of perswading Man to Disobedience, determined the Matter in Favour of Aurelian, more than all his Excellencies and Qualifications, take him as Aurelian, or Hippolito, or both together.

Well, the Spirit of Contradiction and of Eve was strong in her; and she was in a fair Way to Love Aurelian, for she lik’d him already; that it was Aurelian she no longer doubted, for had it been a Villain, who had only taken his Name upon him for any ill Designs, he would never have slip’d so favourable an Opportunity as when they were alone and in the Night coming through the Garden and broad Space before the Piazza.  In short, thus much she resolv’d, at least to conceal the Knowledge she had of him, as he had entreated her in his Letter, and to make particular Remarks of his Behaviour that Day in the Lists, which should it happen to Charm her with an absolute liking of his Person, she resolv’d to dress her self to the best Advantage, and mustering up all her Graces, out of pure Revenge to kill him down right.

I would not have the Reader now be impertinent, and look upon this to be force, or a whim of the Author’s, that a Woman should proceed so far in her Approbation of a Man whom she never saw, that it is impossible, therefore ridiculous to suppose it.  Let me tell such a Critick, that he knows nothing of the Sex, if he does not know that Woman may be taken with the Character and Description of a Man, when general and extraordinary, that she may be prepossess’d with an agreeable Idea of his Person and Conversation; and though she cannot imagine his real Features, or manner of Wit, yet she has a general Notion of what is call’d a fine Gentleman, and is prepar’d to like such a one who does not disagree with that Character.  Aurelian, as he bore a very fair Character, so was he extreamly deserving to make it good, which otherways might have been to his prejudice; for oftentimes, through an imprudent Indulgence to our Friends merit, we give so large a Description of his excellencies, that People make more room in their Expectation, than the Intrinsick worth of the Man will fill, which renders him so much the more despicable as there is emptyness to spare.  ’Tis certain, though the Women seldom find that out; for though they do not see so much in a Man as was promised, yet they will be so kind to imagine he has some hidden excellencies; which time may discover to them, so are content to allow, him a considerable share of their esteem, and take him into Favour upon Tick.  Aurelian as he had good Credit, so he had a good Stock to support it, and his Person was a good promising Security for the payment of any Obligation he could lie under to the Fair Sex.  Hippolito, who at this time was our Aurelian, did not at all lessen him in appearing for him: So that although Leonora was indeed mistaken, she could not be said to be much in the wrong.  I could find in my Heart to beg the Reader’s pardon for this Digression, if I thought he would be sensible of the Civility; for I promise him, I do not intend to do it again throughout the Story, though I make never so many, and though he take them never so ill.  But because I began this upon a bare Supposition of his Impertinence, which might be somewhat impertinent in me to suppose, I do, and hope to make him amends by telling him, that by the time Leonora was dress’d, several Ladies of her acquaintance came to accompany her to the place designed for the Tilting, where we will leave them drinking Chocholate till ’tis time for them to go.

Our Cavaliers had by good Fortune provided themselves of two curious Suits of light Armour, finely enammelled and gilt.  Hippolito had sent to Poggio Imperiale for a couple of fine led Horses which he had left there with the rest of his Train at his entrance into Florence.  Mounted on these and every way well Equipt, they took their way, attended only by two Lacqueys, toward the Church di Santa Croce, before which they were to perform their Exercises of Chivalry.  Hippolito wore upon his Helm a large Plume of Crimson Feathers, in the midst of which was artificially placed Leonora’s Handkerchief.  His Armour was gilt, and enammell’d with Green and Crimson.  Aurelian was not so happy as to wear any token to recommend him to the notice of his Mistress, so had only a Plume of Sky-colour and White Feathers, suitable to his Armour, which was Silver enammelled with Azure.  I shall not describe the Habits of any other Cavaliers, or of the Ladies; let it suffice to tell the Reader they were all very Fine and very Glorious, and let him dress them in what is most agreeable to his own Fancy.

Our Gallants entred the Lists, and having made their Obeysance to his Highness, turned round to salute and view the Company.  The Scaffold was circular, so that there was no end of the Delightful Prospect.  It seem’d a Glory of Beauty which shone around the admiring Beholders.  Our Lovers soon perceived the Stars which were to Rule their Destiny, which sparkled a lustre beyond all the inferiour Constellations, and seem’d like two Suns to distribute Light to all the Planets in that Heavenly Sphere.  Leonora knew her Slave by his Badge and blushed till the Lilies and Roses in her cheeks had resemblance to the Plume of Crimson and White Handkerchief in Hippolito’s Crest.  He made her a low bow, and reined his Horse back with an extraordinary Grace, into a respectful retreat.  Aurelian saw his Angel, his beautiful Incognita, and had no other way to make himself known to her, but by saluting and bowing to her after the Spanish mode; she guess’d him by it to be her new Servant Hippolito, and signified her apprehension, by making him a more particular and obliging return, than to any of the Cavaliers who had saluted her before.

The Exercise that was to be perform’d was in general a running at the Ring; and afterwards two Cavaliers undertook to defend the Beauty of Donna Catharina, against all who would not allow her preheminence of their Mistresses.  This thing was only designed for show and form, none presuming that any body would put so great an affront upon the Bride and Duke’s Kinswoman, as to dispute her pretentions to the first place in the Court of Venus.  But here our Cavaliers were under a mistake; for seeing a large Shield carry’d before two Knights, with a Lady painted upon it; not knowing who, but reading the Inscription which was (in large Gold Letters) Above the Insolence of Competition.  They thought themselves obliged, especially in the presence of their Mistresses, to vindicate their Beauty; and were just spurring on to engage the Champions, when a Gentleman stopping them, told them their mistake, that it was the Picture of Donna Catharina, and a particular Honour done to her by his Highness’s Commands, and not to be disputed.  Upon this they would have returned to their Post, much concerned for their mistake; but notice being taken by Don Ferdinand of some Show of Opposition that was made, he would have begged leave of the Duke, to have maintained his Lady’s Honour against the Insolence of those Cavaliers; but the Duke would by no means permit it.  They were arguing about it when one of them came up, before whom the Shield was born, and demanded his Highness’s Permission, to inform those Gentlemen better of their mistake, by giving them the Foyl.  By the Intercession of Don Ferdinand, leave was given them; whereupon a Civil Challenge was sent to the two Strangers, informing them of their Error, and withal telling them they must either maintain it by force of Arms, or make a publick acknowledgment by riding bare headed before the Picture once round the Lists.  The Stranger-Cavaliers remonstrated to the Duke how sensible they were of their Error, and though they would not justifie it, yet they could not decline the Combate, being pressed to it beyond an honourable refusal.  To the Bride they sent a Complement, wherein, having first begg’d her pardon for not knowing her Picture, they gave her to understand, that now they were not about to dispute her undoubted right to the Crown of Beauty, but the honour of being her Champions was the Prize they fought for, which they thought themselves as able to maintain as any other Pretenders.  Wherefore they pray’d her, that if fortune so far befriended their endeavours as to make them Victors, that they might receive no other Reward, but to be crown’d with the Titles of their Adversaries, and be ever after esteem’d as her most humble Servants.  The excuse was so handsomely designed, and much better express’d than it is here, that it took effect.  The Duke, Don Ferdinand and his Lady were so well satisfied with it as to grant their Request.

While the running at the Ring lasted, our Cavaliers alternately bore away great share of the Honour.  That Sport ended, Marshals were appointed for the Field, and every thing in great form settled for the Combat.  The Cavaliers were all in good earnest, but orders were given to bring ’em blunted Lances, and to forbid the drawing of a Sword upon pain of his Highness’s Displeasure.  The Trumpets sounded and they began their Course: The Ladies’ Hearts, particularly the Incognita and Leonora’s beat time to the Horses Hoofs, and hope and fear made a mock Fight within their tender Breasts, each wishing and doubting success where she lik’d: But as the generality of their Prayers were for the graceful Strangers, they accordingly succeeded.  Aurelian’s Adversary was unhorsed in the first Encounter, and Hippolito’s lost both Stirrups and dropt his Lance to save himself.  The Honour of the Field was immediately granted to them, and Don Catharina sent them both Favours, which she pray’d them to wear as her Knights.  The Crowd breaking up, our Cavaliers made a shift to steal off unmarked, save by the watchful Leonora and Incognita, whose Eyes were never off from their respective Servants.  There was enquiry made for them, but to no purpose; for they to prevent their being discovered had prepared another House, distant from their Lodging, where a Servant attended to disarm them, and another carried back their Horses to the Villa, while they walked unsuspected to their Lodging; but Incognita had given command to a Page to dog ’em till the Evening, at a distance, and bring her word where they were latest housed.

While several Conjectures pass’d among the Company, who were all gone to Dinner at the Palace, who those Cavaliers should be, Don Fabio thought himself the only Man able to guess; for he knew for certain that his Son and Hippolito were both in Town, and was well enough pleased with his humour of remaining Incognito till the Diversions should be over, believing then that the surprize of his Discovery would add much to the Gallantry he had shown in Masquerade; but hearing the extraordinary liking that every body express’d, and in a particular manner, the great Duke himself, to the Persons and Behaviour of the unknown Cavaliers, the Old Gentleman could not forbear the Vanity to tell his Highness, that he believed he had an interest in one of the Gentlemen, whom he was pleased to honour with so favourable a Character; and told him what reason he had to believe the one to be his Son, and the other a Spanish Nobleman, his Friend.

This discovery having thus got vent, was diffused like Air; every body suck’d it in, and let it out again with their Breath to the next they met withal; and in half an hours time it was talked of in the House where our Adventurers were lodged.  Aurelian was stark mad at the News, and knew what search would be immediately made for him.  Hippolito, had he not been desperately in Love, would certainly have taken Horse and rid out of Town just then, for he could make no longer doubt of being discovered, and he was afraid of the just Exceptions Leonora might make to a Person who had now deceived her twice.  Well, we will leave them both fretting and contriving to no purpose, to look about and see what was done at the Palace, where their doom was determined much quicker than they imagined.

Dinner ended, the Duke retired with some chosen Friends to a Glass of Wine; among whom were the Marquess of Viterbo and Don Fabio.  His Highness was no Stranger to the long Fewd that had been between the two Families, and also understood what Overtures of Reconciliation had been lately made, with the Proposals of Marriage between Aurelian and the Marquess’s Daughter.  Having waited till the Wine had taken the effect proposed, and the Company were raised to an uncommon pitch of Chearfulness, which he also encouraged by an Example of Freedom and Good Humour, he took an opportunity of rallying the two grave Signiors into an Accommodation: That was seconded with the praises of the young Couple, and the whole Company joined in a large Encomium upon the Graces of Aurelian and the Beauties of Juliana.  The old Fellows were tickled with Delight to hear their Darlings so admired, which the Duke perceiving, out of a Principle of Generosity and Friendship, urged the present Consummation of the Marriage; telling them there was yet one day of publick Rejoycing to come, and how glad he should be to have it improved by so acceptable an Alliance; and what an honour it would be to have his Cousin’s Marriage attended by the Conjunction of so extraordinary a Pair, the performance of which Ceremony would crown the Joy that was then in Agitation, and make the last day vie for equal Glory and Happiness with the first.  In short, by the Complaisant and Perswasive Authority of the Duke, the Dons were wrought into a Compliance, and accordingly embraced and shook Hands upon the Matter.  This News was dispersed like the former, and Don Fabio gave orders for the enquiring out his Son’s Lodging, that the Marquess and he might make him a Visit, as soon as he had acquainted Juliana with his purpose, that she might prepare her self.  He found her very chearful with Donna Catharina and several other Ladies; whereupon the old Gentleman, pretty well warmed with the Duke’s Goodfellowship, told her aloud he was come to crown their Mirth with another Wedding; that his Highness had been pleased to provide a Husband for his Daughter, and he would have her provide her self to receive him to-morrow.  All the Company at first, as well as Juliana her self, thought he had rally’d, till the Duke coming in confirmed the serious part of his Discourse.  Juliana was confounded at the haste that was imposed on her, and desired a little time to consider what she was about.  But the Marquess told her, she should have all the rest of her Life to consider in; that Aurelian should come and consider with her in the Morning, if she pleased; but in the mean time, he advised her to go home and call her Maids to Counsel.

Juliana took her leave of the Company very gravely, as if not much delighted with her Father’s Rallery.  Leonora happened to be by, and heard all that passed; she was ready to swoon, and found her self seized with a more violent Passion than ever for Aurelian: Now upon her apprehensions of losing him, her active fancy had brought him before her with all the advantages imaginable, and though she had before found great tenderness in her Inclination toward him, yet was she somewhat surprized to find she really lov’d him.  She was so uneasie at what she had heard, that she thought it convenient to steal out of the presence and retire to her Closet, to bemoan her unhappy helpless Condition.

Our Two Cavalier-Lovers had rack’d their Invention till it was quite disabled, and could not make discovery of one Contrivance more for their Relief.  Both sat silent, each depending upon his Friend, and still expecting when t’other should speak.  Night came upon them while they sate thus thoughtless, or rather drowned in Thought; but a Servant bringing Lights into the Room awakened them: And Hippolito’s Speech, usher’d by a profound Sigh, broke Silence.

‘Well! (said he) what must we do, Aurelian?  We must suffer, replied Aurelian faintly.  When immediately raising his Voice, he cry’d out, ‘Oh ye unequal Powers, why do ye urge us to desire what ye doom us to forbear; give us a Will to chuse, then curb us with a Duty to restrain that Choice!  Cruel Father, Will nothing else suffice!  Am I to be the Sacrifice to expiate your Offences past; past ere I was born?  Were I to lose my Life, I’d gladly Seal your Reconcilement with my Blood.  ‘But Oh my Soul is free, you have no Title to my Immortal Being, that has Existence independent of your Power; and must I lose my Love, the Extract of that Being, the Joy, Light, Life, and Darling of my Soul?  No, I’ll own my Flame, and plead my Title too. — But hold, wretched Aurelian, hold, whither does thy Passion hurry thee?  Alas! the cruel fair Incognita Loves thee not!  She knows not of thy Love!  If she did, what Merit hast thou to pretend? — Only Love. — Excess of Love.  And all the World has that.  All that have seen her.  Yet I had only seen her once, and in that once I lov’d above the World; nay, lov’d beyond my self, such vigorous Flame, so strong, so quick she darted at my Breast; it must rebound, and by Reflection, warm her self.  Ah! welcome Thought, lovely deluding Fancy, hang still upon my Soul, let me but think, that once she Loves and perish my Despair.

Here a suddain stop gave a Period also to Hippolito’s Expectation, and he hoped now that his Friend had given his Passion so free a vent, he might recollect and bethink himself of what was convenient to be done; but Aurelia, as if he had mustered up all his Spirits purely to acquit himself of that passionate Harangue, stood mute and insensible like an Alarum Clock, that had spent all its force in one violent Emotion.  Hippolito shook him by the Arm to rouze him from his Lethargy, when his Lacquey coming into the Room, out of Breath, told him there was a Coach just stopp’d at the Door, but he did not take time to who came in it.  Aurelian concluded immediately it was his Father in quest of him; and without saying any more to Hippolito, than that he was Ruined if discovered, took his Sword and slipp’d down a back pair of Stairs into the Garden, from whence he conveyed himself into the Street.  Hippolito had not bethought himself what to do, before he perceiv’d a Lady come into the Chamber close veil’d, and make toward him.  At the first Appearance of a Woman, his Imagination flattered him with a Thought of Leonora; but that was quickly over upon nearer Approach to the Lady, who had much the Advantage in Stature of his Mistress.  He very civilly accosted her, and asked if he were the Person to whom the Honour of that Visit was intended.  She said, her Business was with Don Hippolito di Saviolina, to whom she had Matter of Concern to import, and which required haste.  He had like to have told her, That he was the Man, but by good Chance reflecting upon his Friend’s Adventure, who had taken his name, he made Answer, that he believed Don Hippolito not far off, and if she had a Moments Patience he would enquire for him.

He went out, leaving the Lady in the Room, and made search all round the House and Garden for Aurelian, but to no purpose.  The Lady impatient of his long stay took a Pen and Ink and some Paper which she found upon the Table, and had just made an End of her Letter, when hearing a Noise of more than one coming up Stairs, she concluded his Friend had found him, and that her Letter would be to no purpose, so tore it in pieces, which she repented; when turning about, she found her Mistake, and beheld Don Fabio and the Marquess of Viterbo just entring at the Door.  She gave a Shriek at the Surprize of their Appearance, which much troubled the Old Gentlemen, and made them retire in Confusion for putting a Gentlewoman into such a Fright.  The Marquess thinking they had been misinformed, or had mistaken the Lodgings, came forward again, and made an Apology to the Lady for their Errour; but she making no reply, walk’d directly by him down Stairs and went into her Coach, which hurried her away as speedily as the Horses were able to draw.

The Dons were at a loss what to think, when, Hippolito coming into the Room to give the Lady an Account of his Errant, was no less astonished to find she was departed, and had left Two Old Signiors in her stead.  He knew Don Fabio’s Face, for Aurelian had shewn him his Father at the Tilting; but being confident he was not known to him, he ventur’d to ask him concerning a Lady whom just now he had left in that Chamber.  Don Fabio told him, she was just gone down, and doubted they had been Guilty of a Mistake, in coming to enquire for a Couple of Gentlemen whom they were informed were Lodged in that House; he begg’d his Pardon if he had any Relation to that Lady, and desired to know if he could give them any Account of the Persons they sought for.  Hippolito made answer, He was a Stranger in the Place, and only a Servant to that Lady whom they had disturb’d, and whom he must go and seek out.  And in this Perplexity he left them, going again in Search of Aurelian, to inform him of what had passed.

The Old Gentlemen at last meeting with a Servant of the House, were directed to Signior Claudio’s Chamber, where they were no sooner entered but Aurelian came into the House.  A Servant who had skulk’d for him by Hippolito’s Order, followed him up into the Chamber, and told him who was with Claudio then making Enquiry for him.  He thought that to be no Place for him, since Claudio must needs discover all the Truth to his Father; wherefore he left Directions with the Servant, where Hippolito should meet him in the Morning.  As he was going out of the Room he espied the torn Paper, which the Lady had thrown upon the Floor: The first piece he took up had Incognita written upon it; the sight of which so Alarum’d him, he scarce knew what he was about; but hearing a Noise of a Door opening over Head, with as much Care as was consistent with the haste he was then in, he gathered up scattered pieces of Paper, and betook himself to a Ramble.

Coming by a Light which hung at the Corner of a Street, he join’d the torn Papers and collected thus much, that Incognita had Written the Note, and earnestly desired (if there were any reality in what he pretended to her) to meet her at Twelve a Clock that Night at a Convent Gate; but unluckily the Bit of Paper which should have mentioned what Convent, was broken off and lost.

Here was a large Subject for Aurelian’s Passion, which he did not spare to pour forth in Abundance of Curses on his Stars.  So earnest was he in the Contemplation of his Misfortunes, that he walk’d on unwittingly; till at length Silence (and such as was only to be found in that part the Town, whither his unguided Steps had carried him) surpriz’d his Attention.  I say, a profound Silence rouzed him from his Thought; and a clap of Thunder could have done no more.

Now because it is possible this at some time or other may happen to be read by some Malicious or Ignorant Person, (no Reflection upon the present Reader) who will not admit, or does not understand that Silence should make a Man start; and have the same Effect, in provoking his Attention, with its opposite Noise; I will illustrate this matter, to such a diminutive Critick, by a Parallel Instance of Light; which though it does chiefly entertain the Eyes, and is indeed the prime Object of the Sight, yet should it immediately cease, to have a Man left in the Dark by a suddain deficiency of it, would make him stare with his Eyes, and though he could not see, endeavour to look about him.  Why just thus did it fare with our Adventurer; who seeming to have wandred both into the Dominions of Silence and of Night, began to have some tender for his own Safety, and would willingly have groped his Way back again; when he heard a Voice, as from a Person whose Breath had been stopp’d by some forcible Oppression, and just then, by a violent Effort, was broke through the Restraint.— ‘Yet — Yet — (again reply’d the Voice, still struggling for Air,) ‘Forbear — and I’ll forgive what’s past — I have done nothing yet that needs a Pardon, (says another) and what is to come, will admit of none.

Here the Person who seemed to be the Oppressed, made several Attempts to speak, but they were only inarticulate Sounds, being all interrupted and choaked in their Passage.

Aurelian was sufficiently astonish’d, and would have crept nearer to the Place whence he guessed the Voice to come; but he was got among the Runes of an Old Monastery, and could not stir so silently, but some loose Stones he met with made a rumbling.  The Noise alarm’d both Parties; and as it gave Comfort to the one, it so Terrified the t’other, that he could not hinder the Oppressed from calling for help.  Aurelian fancy’d it was a Woman’s Voice, and immediately drawing his Sword, demanded what was the Matter; he was answered with the Appearance of a Man, who had opened a Dark Lanthorn which he had by him, and came toward him with a Pistol in his Hand ready cock’d.

Aurelian seeing the irresistable advantage his Adversary had over him, would fain have retired; and, by the greatest Providence in the World, going backwards fell down over some loose Stones that lay in his Way, just in that Instant of Time when the Villain fired his Pistol, who seeing him fall, concluded he had Shot him.  The Crys of the afflicted Person were redoubled at the Tragical Sight, which made the Murderer, drawing a Poniard, to threaten him, that the next Murmur should be his last.  Aurelian, who was scarce assured that he was unhurt, got softly up; and coming near enough to perceive the Violence that was used to stop the Injured Man’s Mouth; (for now he saw plainly it was a Man) cry’d out, — Turn, Villain, and look upon thy Death. — The Fellow amazed at the Voice, turn’d about to have snatch’d up the Lanthorn from the Ground; either to have given Light only to himself, or to have put out the Candle, that he might have made his Escape; but which of the Two he designed, no Body could tell but himself: and if the Reader have a Curiosity to know, he must blame Aurelian; who thinking there could be no foul play offered to such a Villain, ran him immediately through the Heart, so that he drop’d down Dead at his Feet, without speaking a Word.  He would have seen who the Person was he had thus happily delivered, but the Dead Body had fallen upon the Lanthorn, which put out the Candle: However coming up toward him, he ask’d him how he did, and bid him be of good Heart; he was answered with nothing but Prayers, Blessings and Thanks, called a Thousand Deliverers, good Genius’s and Guardian Angels.  And the Rescued would certainly have gone upon his Knees to have worshipped him, had he not been bound Hand and Foot; which Aurelian understanding, groped for the Knots, and either untied them or cut them asunder; but ’tis more probable the latter, because more expeditious.

They took little heed what became of the Body which they left behind them, and Aurelian was conducted from out the Ruins by the Hand of him he had delivered.  By a faint light issuing from the just rising Moon, he could discern that it was a Youth; but coming into a more frequented part of the Town, where several Lights were hung out, he was amaz’d at the extream Beauty which appeared in his Face, though a little pale and disordered with his late fright.  Aurelian longed to hear the Story of so odd an adventure, and entreated his Charge to tell it him by the way; but he desired him to forbear till they were come into some House or other, where he might rest and recover his tired Spirits, for yet he was so faint he was unable to look up.  Aurelian thought these last words were delivered in a Voice, whose accent was not new to him.  That thought made him look earnestly in the Youth’s Face, which he now was sure he had somewhere seen before, and thereupon asked him if he had never been at Siena?  That Question made the young Gentleman look up, and something of a Joy appeared in his Countenance, which yet he endeavoured to smother; so praying Aurelian to conduct him to his Lodging, he promised him that as soon as they should come thither, he would acquaint him with any thing he desired to know.  Aurelian would rather have gone any where else than to his own Lodging; but being so very late he was at a loss, and so forced to be contented.

As soon as they were come into his Chamber, and that Lights were brought them and the Servant dismissed, the paleness which so visibly before had usurped the sweet Countenance of the afflicted Youth vanished, and gave place to a more lively Flood of Crimson, which with a modest heat glow’d freshly on his Cheeks.  Aurelian waited with a pleasing Admiration the discovery promised him, when the Youth still struggling with his Resolution, with a timorous haste, pulled off a Peruke which had concealed the most beautiful abundance of Hair that ever graced one Female Head; those dishevelled spreading tresses, as at first they made a discovery of, so at last they served for a veil to the modest lovely blushes of the fair Incognita; for she it was and none other.  But Oh! the inexpressible, inconceivable joy and amazement of Aurelian!  As soon as he durst venture to think, he concluded it to be all Vision, and never doubted so much of any thing in his Life as of his being then awake.  But she taking him by the Hand, and desiring him to sit down by her, partly convinced him of the reality of her presence.

‘This is the second time, Don Hippolito, (said she to him) ‘that I have been here this Night.  What the occasion was of my seeking you out, and how by miracle you preserved me, would add too much to the surprize I perceive you to be already in should I tell you: Nor will I make any further discovery, till I know what censure you pass upon the confidence which I have put in you, and the strange Circumstances in which you find me at this time.  I am sensible they are such, that I shall not blame your severest Conjectures; but I hope to convince you, when you shall hear what I have to say in justification of my Vertue.

‘Justification! (cry’d Aurelian) what Infidel dares doubt it!  Then kneeling down, and taking her Hand, ‘Ah Madam (says he) would Heaven would no other ways look upon, than I behold your Perfections — Wrong not your Creature with a Thought, he can be guilty of that horrid Impiety as once to doubt your Vertue — Heavens! (cry’d he, starting up) ‘am I so really blessed to see you once again!  May I trust my Sight? — Or does my fancy now only more strongly work? — For still I did preserve your Image in my Heart, and you were ever present to my dearest Thoughts. — 

‘Enough Hippolito, enough of Rapture (said she) you cannot much accuse me of Ingratitude; for you see I have not been unmindful of you; but moderate your Joy till I have told you my Condition, and if for my sake you are raised to this Delight, it is not of a long continuance.

At that (as Aurelian tells the Story) a Sigh diffused a mournful sweetness through the Air, and liquid grief fell gently from her Eyes, triumphant sadness sat upon her Brow, and even sorrow seem’d delighted with the Conquest he had made.  See what a change Aurelian felt!  His Heart bled Tears, and trembled in his Breast; Sighs struggling for a vent had choaked each others passage up: His Floods of Joys were all supprest; cold doubts and fears had chill’d ’em with a sudden Frost, and he was troubled to excess; yet knew not why.  Well, the Learned say it was Sympathy; and I am always of the Opinion with the Learned, if they speak first.

After a World of Condoleance had passed between them, he prevailed with her to tell him her Story.  So having put all her Sighs into one great Sigh, she discharged her self of ’em all at once, and formed the Relation you are just about to Read.

‘Having been in my Infancy Contracted to a Man I could never endure, and now by my Parents being likely to be forced to Marry him, is in short, the great occasion of my grief.  I fansy’d (continued she) something so Generous in your Countenance, and uncommon in your Behaviour, while you were diverting your self, and rallying me with Expressions of Gallantry, at the Ball, as induced me to hold Conference with you.  I now freely confess to you, out of design, That if things should happen as I then feared, and as now they are come to pass, I might rely upon your assistance in a matter of Concern; and in which I would sooner chuse to depend upon a generous Stranger, than any Acquaintance I have.  What Mirth and Freedom I then put on, were, I can assure you, far distant from my Heart; but I did violence to my self out of Complaisance to your Temper. — I knew you at the Tilting, and wished you might come off as you did; though I do not doubt, but you would have had as good Success had it been opposite to my Inclinations. — Not to detain you by too tedious a Relation, every day my Friends urged me to the Match they had agreed upon for me, before I was capable of Consenting; at last their importunities grew to that degree, that I found I must either consent, which would make me miserable, or be miserable by perpetually enduring to be baited by my Father, Brother and other Relations.  I resolved yesterday, on a suddain to give firm Faith to the Opinion I had conceived of you; and accordingly came in the Evening to request your assistance, in delivering me from my Tormentors, by a safe and private conveyance of me to a Monastery about four Leagues hence, where I have an Aunt who would receive me, and is the only Relation I have averse to the Match.  I was surprized at the appearance of some Company I did not expect at your Lodgings; which made me in haste tear a Paper which I had written to you with Directions where to find me, and get speedily away in my Coach to an old Servant’s House, whom I acquainted with my purpose: By my Order she provided me of this Habit which I now wear; I ventured to trust my self with her Brother, and resolved to go under his Conduct to the Monastery; he proved to be a Villain, and Pretending to take me a short and private way to the place where he was to take up a Hackney Coach (for that which I came in was broke some where or other with the haste it made to carry me from your Lodging) led me into an old ruined Monastery, where it pleased Heaven, by what Accident I know not, to direct you.  I need not tell you how you saved my Life and my Honour, by revenging me with the Death of my Perfidious Guide.  This is the summ of my present Condition, bating the apprehensions I am in of being taken by some of my Relations, and forced to a thing so quite contrary to my Inclinations.

Aurelian was confounded at the Relation she had made, and began to fear his own Estate to be more desperate than ever he had imagined.  He made her a very Passionate and Eloquent Speech in behalf of himself (much better than I intend to insert here) and expressed a mighty concern that she should look upon his ardent Affection to be only Rallery or Gallantry.  He was very free of his Oaths to confirm the Truth of what he pretended, nor I believe did she doubt it, or at least was unwilling so to do: For I would Caution the Reader by the bye, not to believe every word which she told him, nor that admirable sorrow which she counterfeited to be accurately true.  It was indeed truth so cunningly intermingled with Fiction, that it required no less Wit and Presence of Mind than she was endowed with so to acquit her self on the suddain.  She had entrusted her self indeed with a Fellow who proved a Villain, to conduct her to a Monastery; but one which was in the Town, and where she intended only to lie concealed for his sake; as the Reader shall understand ere long: For we have another Discovery to make to him, if he have not found it out of himself already.

After Aurelian had said what he was able upon the Subject in hand, with a mournful tone and dejected look, he demanded his Doom.  She asked him if he would endeavour to convey her to the Monastery she had told him of?  ‘Your commands, Madam, (replied he) ‘are Sacred to me; and were they to lay down my Life I would obey them.  With that he would have gone out of the Room, to have given order for his Horses to be got ready immediately; but with a Countenance so full of sorrow as moved Compassion in the tender hearted Incognita.  ‘Stay a little Don Hippolito (said she) I fear I shall not be able to undergo the Fatigue of a Journey this Night. — Stay and give me your Advice how I shall conceal my self if I continue to morrow in this Town.  Aurelian could have satisfied her she was not then in a place to avoid discovery: But he must also have told her then the reason of it, viz. whom he was, and who were in quest of him, which he did not think convenient to declare till necessity should urge him; for he feared least her knowledge of those designs which were in agitation between him and Juliana, might deter her more from giving her consent.  At last he resolved to try his utmost perswasions to gain her, and told her accordingly, he was afraid she would be disturbed there in the Morning, and he knew no other way (if she had not as great an aversion for him as the Man whom she now endeavour’d to avoid) than by making him happy to make her self secure.  He demonstrated to her, — that the disobligation to her Parents would be greater by going to a Monastery, since it was only to avoid a choice which they had made for her, and which she could not have so just a pretence to do till she had made one for her self.

A World of other Arguments he used, which she contradicted as long as she was able, or at least willing.  At last she told him, she would consult her Pillow, and in the Morning conclude what was fit to be done.  He thought it convenient to leave her to her rest, and having lock’d her up in his Room, went himself to repose upon a Pallat by Signior Claudio.

In the mean time, it may be convenient to enquire what became of Hippolito.  He had wandered much in pursuit of Aurelian, though Leonora equally took up his Thoughts; He was reflecting upon the oddness and extravagance of his Circumstances, the Continuation of which had doubtless created in him a great uneasiness, when it was interrupted with the noise of opening the Gates of the Convent of St. Lawrence, whither he was arrived sooner than he thought for, being the place Aurelian had appointed by the Lacquey to meet him in.  He wondered to see the Gates opened at so unseasonable an hour, and went to enquire the reason of it from them who were employ’d; but they proved to be Novices, and made him signs to go in, where he might meet with some body allow’d to answer him.  He found the Religious Men all up, and Tapers lighting every where: at last he follow’d a Friar who was going into the Garden, and asking him the cause of these Preparations, he was answered, That they were entreated to pray for the Soul of a Cavalier, who was just departing or departed this Life, and whom upon farther talk with him, he found to be the same Lorenzo so often mentioned.  Don Mario, it seems Uncle to Lorenzo and Father to Leonora, had a private Door out of the Garden belonging to his House into that of the Convent, which Door this Father was now a going to open, that he and his Family might come and offer up their Oraisons for the Soul of their Kinsman.  Hippolito having informed himself of as much as he could ask without suspicion, took his leave of the Friar, not a little joyful at the Hopes he had by such unexpected Means, of seeing his Beautiful Leonora: As soon as he was got at convenient Distance from the Friar, (who ’tis like thought he had return’d into the Convent to his Devotion) he turned back through a close Walk which led him with a little Compass, to the same private Door, where just before he had left the Friar, who now he saw was gone, and the Door open.

He went into Don Mario’s Garden, and walk’d round with much Caution and Circumspection; for the Moon was then about to rise, and had already diffused a glimmering Light, sufficient to distinguish a Man from a Tree.  By Computation now (which is a very remarkable Circumstance) Hippolito entred this Garden near upon the same Instant, when Aurelian wandred into the Old Monastery and found his Incognita in Distress.  He was pretty well acquainted with the Platform, and Sight of the Garden; for he had formerly surveyed the Outside, and knew what part to make to if he should be surpriz’d and driven to a precipitate Escape.  He took his Stand behind a well grown Bush of Myrtle, which, should the Moon shine brighter than was required, had the Advantage to be shaded by the Indulgent Boughs of an ancient Bay-Tree.  He was delighted with the Choice he had made, for he found a Hollow in the Myrtle, as if purposely contriv’d for the Reception of one Person, who might undiscovered perceive all about him.  He looked upon it as a good Omen, that the Tree Consecrated to Venus was so propitious to him in his Amorous Distress.  The Consideration of that, together with the Obligation he lay under to the Muses, for sheltering him also with so large a Crown of Bays, had like to have set him a Rhyming.

He was, to tell the Truth, naturally addicted to Madrigal, and we should undoubtedly have had a small desert of Numbers to have pick’d and Criticiz’d upon, had he not been interrupted just upon his Delivery; nay, after the Preliminary Sigh had made Way for his Utterance.  But so was his Fortune, Don Mario was coming towards the Door at that very nick of Time, where he met with a Priest just out of Breath, who told him that Lorenzo was just breathing his last, and desired to know if he would come and take his final Leave before they were to administer the Extream Unction.  Don Mario, who had been at some Difference with his Nephew, now thought it his Duty to be reconciled to him; so calling to Leonora, who was coming after him, he bid her go to her Devotions in the Chappel, and told her where he was going.

He went on with the Priest, while Hippolito saw Leonora come forward, only accompanied by her Woman.  She was in an undress, and by reason of a Melancholy visible in her Face, more Careless than usual in her Attire, which he thought added as much as was possible to the abundance of her Charms.  He had not much Time to Contemplate this Beauteous Vision, for she soon passed into the Garden of the Convent, leaving him Confounded with Love, Admiration, Joy, Hope, Fear, and all the Train of Passions, which seize upon Men in his Condition, all at once.  He was so teazed with this Variety of Torment, that he never missed the Two Hours that had slipped away during his Automachy and Intestine Conflict.  Leonora’s Return settled his Spirits, at least united them, and he had now no other Thought but how he should present himself before her.  When she calling her Woman, bid her bolt the Garden Door on the Inside, that she might not be Surpriz’d by her Father, if he returned through the Convent, which done, she ordered her to bring down her Lute, and leave her to her self in the Garden.

All this Hippolito saw and heard to his inexpressible Content, yet had he much to do to smother his Joy, and hinder it from taking a Vent, which would have ruined the only Opportunity of his Life.  Leonora withdrew into an Arbour so near him, that he could distinctly hear her if she Played or Sung: Having tuned her Lute, with a Voice soft as the Breath of Angels, she flung to it this following Air:

I.
 

Ah! Whither, whither shall I fly,
A poor unhappy Maid;
To hopeless Love and Misery
By my own Heart betray’d?
Not by Alexis Eyes undone,
Nor by his Charming Faithless Tongue,
Or any Practis’d Art;
Such real Ills may hope a Cure,
But the sad Pains which I endure
Proceed from fansied Smart.
 

II.
 

’Twas Fancy gave Alexis Charms,
Ere I beheld his Face:
Kind Fancy (then) could fold our Arms,
And form a soft Embrace.
But since I’ve seen the real Swain,
And try’d to fancy him again,
I’m by my Fancy taught,
Though ’tis a Bliss no Tongue can tell,
To have Alexis, yet ’tis Hell
To have him but in Thought.
 

The Song ended grieved Hippolito that it was so soon ended; and in the Ecstacy he was then rapt, I believe he would have been satisfied to have expired with it.  He could not help Flattering himself, (though at the same Time he checked his own Vanity) that he was the Person meant in the Song.  While he was indulging which thought, to his happy Astonishment, he heard it encouraged by these Words:

‘Unhappy Leonora (said she) how is thy poor unwary Heart misled?  Whither am I come?  The false deluding Lights of an imaginary Flame, have led me, a poor benighted Victim, to a real Fire.  I burn and am consumed with hopeless Love; those Beams in whose soft temperate warmth I wanton’d heretofore, now flash destruction to my Soul, my Treacherous greedy Eyes have suck’d the glaring Light, they have united all its Rays, and, like a burning-Glass, convey’d the pointed Meteor to my Heart — Ah! Aurelian, how quickly hast thou Conquer’d, and how quickly must thou Forsake.  Oh Happy (to me unfortunately Happy) Juliana!  I am to be the subject of thy Triumph — To thee Aurelian comes laden with the Tribute of my Heart and Glories in the Oblation of his broken Vows. — What then, is Aurelian False!  False! alass, I know not what I say; How can he be False, or True, or any Thing to me?  What Promises did he ere make or I receive?  Sure I dream, or I am mad, and fansie it to be Love; Foolish Girl, recal thy banish’d Reason. — Ah! would it were no more, would I could rave, sure that would give me Ease, and rob me of the Sense of Pain; at least, among my wandring Thoughts, I should at sometime light upon Aurelian, and fansie him to be mine; kind Madness would flatter my poor feeble Wishes, and sometimes tell me Aurelian is not lost — not irrecoverably — not for ever lost.

Hippolito could hear no more, he had not Room for half his Transport.  When Leonora perceived a Man coming toward her, she fell a trembling, and could not speak.  Hippolito approached with Reverence, as to a Sacred Shrine; when coming near enough to see her Consternation, he fell upon his Knees.

‘Behold, O Adored Leonora (said he) ‘your ravished Aurelian, behold at your Feet the Happiest of Men, be not disturb’d at my Appearance, but think that Heaven conducted me to hear my Bliss pronounced by that dear Mouth alone, whose breath could fill me with new Life.

Here he would have come nearer, but Leonora (scarce come to her self) was getting up in haste to have gone away: he catch’d her Hand, and with all the Endearments of Love and Transport pressed her stay; she was a long time in great Confusion, at last, with many Blushes, she entreated him to let her go where she might hide her Guilty Head, and not expose her shame before his Eyes, since his Ears had been sufficient Witnesses of her Crime.  He begg’d pardon for his Treachery in over-hearing, and confessed it to be a Crime he had now repeated.  With a Thousand Submissions, Entreaties, Prayers, Praises, Blessings, and passionate Expressions he wrought upon her to stay and hear him.  Here Hippolito made use of his Rhetorick, and it proved prevailing: ‘Twere tedious to tell the many ingenious Arguments he used, with all her Nice Distinctions and Objections.  In short, he convinced her of his Passion, represented to her the necessity they were under, of being speedy in their Resolves: That his Father (for still he was Aurelian) would undoubtedly find him in the Morning, and then it would be too late to Repent.  She on the other Hand, knew it was in vain to deny a Passion, which he had heard her so frankly own; (and no doubt was very glad it was past and done;) besides apprehending the danger of delay, and having some little Jealousies and Fears of what Effect might be produced between the Commands of his Father and the Beauties of Juliana; after some decent Denials, she consented to be Conducted by him through the Garden into the Convent, where she would prevail with her Confessor to Marry them.  He was a scrupulous Old Father whom they had to deal withal, insomuch that ere they had perswaded him, Don Mario was returned by the Way of his own House, where missing his Daughter, and her Woman not being able to give any farther Account of her, than that she left her in the Garden; he concluded she was gone again to her Devotions, and indeed he found her in the Chappel upon her Knees with Hippolito in her hand, receiving the Father’s Benediction upon Conclusion of the Ceremony.

It would have asked a very skilful Hand, to have depicted to the Life the Faces of those Three Persons, at Don Mario’s Appearance.  He that has seen some admirable Piece of Transmutation by a Gorgon’s Head, may form to himself the most probable Idea of the Prototype.  The Old Gentleman was himself in a sort of a Wood, to find his Daughter with a Young Fellow and a Priest, but as yet he did not know the Worst, till Hippolito and Leonora came, and kneeling at his Feet, begg’d his Forgiveness and Blessing as his Son and Daughter.  Don Mario, instead of that, fell into a most violent Passion, and would undoubtedly have committed some extravagant Action, had he not been restrained, more by the Sanctity of the Place, than the Perswasions of all the Religious, who were now come about him.  Leonora stirr’d not off her Knees all this time, but continued begging of him that he would hear her.

‘Ah!  Ungrateful and Undutiful Wretch (cry’d he) ‘how hast thou requited all my Care and Tenderness of thee?  Now when I might have expected some return of Comfort, to throw thy self away upon an unknown Person, and, for ought I know, a Villain; to me I’m sure he is a Villain, who has robb’d me of my Treasure, my Darling Joy, and all the future Happiness of my Life prevented.  Go — go, thou now-to-be-forgotten Leonora, go and enjoy thy unprosperous Choice; you who wanted not a Father’s Counsel, cannot need, or else will slight his Blessing.

These last Words were spoken with so much Passion and feeling Concern, that Leonora, moved with Excess of Grief, fainted at his Feet, just as she had caught hold to Embrace his Knees.  The Old Man would have shook her off, but Compassion and Fatherly Affection came upon him in the midst of his Resolve, and melted him into Tears, he Embraced his Daughter in his Arms, and wept over her, while they endeavoured to restore her Senses.

Hippolito was in such Concern he could not speak, but was busily employed in rubbing and chafing her Temples; when she opening her Eyes laid hold of his Arm, and cry’d out — Oh my Aurelian — how unhappy have you made me!  With that she had again like to have fainted away, but he took her in his Arms, and begg’d Don Mario to have some pity on his Daughter, since by his Severity she was reduced to that Condition.  The Old Man hearing his Daughter name Aurelian, was a little revived, and began to hope Things were in a pretty good Condition; he was perswaded to comfort her, and having brought her wholly to her self, was content to hear her Excuse, and in a little time was so far wrought upon as to beg Hippolito’s Pardon for the Ill Opinion he had conceived of him, and not long after gave his Consent.

The Night was spent in this Conflict, and it was now clear Day, when Don Mario Conducting his new Son and Daughter through the Garden, was met by some Servants of the Marquess of Viterbo, who had been enquiring for Donna Leonora, to know if Juliana had lately been with her; for that she was missing from her Father’s House, and no conjectures could be made of what might become of her.  Don Mario and Leonora were surprized at the News, for he knew well enough of the Match that was design’d for Juliana; and having enquired where the Marquess was, it was told him, That he was gone with Don Fabio and Fabritio toward Aurelian’s Lodgings.  Don Mario having assured the Servants that Juliana had not been there, dismissed them, and advised with his Son and Daughter how they should undeceive the Marquess and Don Fabio in their Expectations of Aurelian.  Hippolito could oftentimes scarce forbear smiling at the old Man’s Contrivances who was most deceived himself; he at length advised them to go all down together to his Lodging, where he would present himself before his Father, and ingenuously confess to him the truth, and he did not question his approving of his Choice.

This was agreed to, and the Coach made ready.  While they were upon their way, Hippolito pray’d heartily that his Friend Aurelian might be at the Lodging, to satisfie Don Mario and Leonora of his Circumstances and Quality, when he should be obliged to discover himself.  His Petitions were granted; for Don Fabio had beset the House long before his Son was up or Incognita awake.

Upon the arrival of Don Mario and Hippolito, they heard a great Noise and Hubbub above Stairs, which Don Mario concluded was occasioned by their not finding Aurelian, whom he thought he could give the best account of: So that it was not in Hippolito’s power to disswade him from going up before to prepare his Father to receive and forgive him.  While Hippolito and Leonora were left in the Coach at the Door, he made himself known to her, and begg’d her pardon a thousand times for continuing the deceit.  She was under some concern at first to find she was still mistaken; but his Behaviour, and the Reasons he gave, soon reconciled him to her; his Person was altogether as agreeable, his Estate and Quality not at all inferiour to Aurelian’s; in the mean time, the true Aurelian who had seen his Father, begg’d leave of him to withdraw for a moment; in which time he went into the Chamber where his Incognita was dressing her self, by his design, in Woman’s Apparel, while he was consulting with her how they should break the matter to his Father; it happened that Don Mario came up Stairs where the Marquess and Don Fabio were; they undoubtedly concluded him Mad, to hear him making Apologies and Excuses for Aurelian, whom he told them if they would promise to forgive he would present before them immediately.  The Marquess asked him if his Daughter had lain with Leonora that Night; he answered him with another question in behalf of Aurelian.  In short, they could not understand one another, but each thought ‘tother beside himself.  Don Mario was so concern’d that they would not believe him, that he ran down Stairs and came to the Door out of Breath, desiring Hippolito that he would come into the House quickly, for that he could not perswade his Father but that he had already seen and spoke to him.  Hippolito by that understood that Aurelian was in the House; so taking Leonora by the Hand, he followed Don Mario, who led him up into the Dining-Room, where they found Aurelian upon his Knees, begging his Father to forgive him, that he could not agree to the Choice he had made for him, since he had already disposed of himself, and that before he understood the designs he had for him, which was the reason that he had hitherto concealed himself.  Don Fabio knew not how to answer him, but look’d upon the Marquess, and the Marquess upon him, as if the Cement had been cool’d which was to have united their Families.

All was silent, and Don Mario for his part took it to be all Conjuration; he was coming forward to present Hippolito to them, when Aurelian spying his Friend, started from his Knees and ran to embrace him — My dear Hippolito (said he) what happy chance has brought you hither, just at my Necessity?  Hippolito pointed to Don Mario and Leonora, and told him upon what terms he came.  Don Mario was ready to run mad, hearing him called Hippolito, and went again to examine his Daughter.  While she was informing him of the truth, the Marquess’s Servants returned with the melancholy News that his Daughter was no where to be found.  While the Marquess and Don Fabritio were wondering at, and lamenting the Misfortune of her loss, Hippolito came towards Don Fabio and interceded for his Son, since the Lady perhaps had withdrawn her self out of an Aversion to the Match.  Don Fabio, though very much incens’d, yet forgot not the Respect due to Hippolito’s Quality; and by his perswasion spoke to Aurelian, though with a stern Look and angry Voice, and asked him where he had disposed the cause of his Disobedience, if he were worthy to see her or no; Aurelian made answer, That he desired no more than for him to see her; and he did not doubt a Consequence of his Approbation and Forgiveness — Well (said Don Fabio) you are very conceited of your own Discretion, let us see this Rarety.  While Aurelian was gone in for Incognita, the Marquess of Viterbo and Don Fabritio were taking their leaves in great disorder for their loss and disappointment; but Don Fabio entreated their stay a moment longer till the return of his Son.  Aurelian led Incognita into the Room veil’d, who seeing some Company there which he had not told her of, would have gone back again.  But Don Fabio came bluntly forwards, and ere she was aware, lifted up her Veil and beheld the Fair Incognita, differing nothing from Juliana, but in her Name.  This discovery was so extreamly surprizing and welcome, that either Joy or Amazement had tied up the Tongues of the whole Company.  Aurelian here was most at a loss, for he knew not of his Happiness; and that which all along prevented Juliana’s confessing her self to him, was her knowing Hippolito (for whom she took him) to be Aurelian’s Friend, and she feared if he had known her, that he would never have consented to have deprived him of her.  Juliana was the first that spoke, falling upon her Knees to her Father, who was not enough himself to take her up.  Don Fabio ran to her, and awakened the Marquess, who then embraced her, but could not yet speak.  Fabritio and Leonora strove who should first take her in their Arms; for Aurelian he was out of his wits for Joy, and Juliana was not much behind him, to see how happily their Loves and Duties were reconciled.  Don Fabio embraced his Son and forgave him.  The Marquess and Fabritio gave Juliana into his hands, he received the Blessing upon his Knees; all were over-joy’d, and Don Mario not a little proud at the discovery of his Son-in-Law, whom Aurelian did not fail to set forth with all the ardent Zeal and Eloquence of Friendship.  Juliana and Leonora had pleasant Discourse about their unknown and mistaken Rivalship, and it was the Subject of a great deal of Mirth to hear Juliana relate the several Contrivances which she had to avoid Aurelian for the sake of Hippolito.

Having diverted themselves with many Remarks upon the pleasing surprize, they all thought it proper to attend upon the Great Duke that Morning at the Palace, and to acquaint him with the Novelty of what had pass’d; while, by the way, the two Young Couple entertained the Company with the Relation of several Particulars of their Three Days Adventures.
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From ‘The Lives of the Most Eminent English Poets’
 

WILLIAM CONGREVE descended from a family in Staffordshire, of so great antiquity that it claims a place among the few that extend their line beyond the Norman conquest; and was the son of William Congreve, second son of Richard Congreve, of Congreve and Stratton. He visited, once, at least, the residence of his ancestors; and, I believe, more places than one are still shown, in groves and gardens, where he is related to have written his Old Bachelor.

Neither the time nor place of his birth are certainly known: if the inscription upon his monument be true, he was born in 1672. For the place; it was said by himself, that he owed his nativity to England, and by every body else that he was born in Ireland. Southern mentioned him with sharp censure, as a man that meanly disowned his native country. The biographers assign his nativity to Bardsa, near Leeds, in Yorkshire, from the account given by himself, as they suppose, to Jacob.

To doubt whether a man of eminence has told the truth about his own birth, is, in appearance, to be very deficient in candour; yet nobody can live long without knowing that falsehoods of convenience or vanity, falsehoods from which no evil immediately visible ensues, except the general degradation of human testimony, are very lightly uttered, and once uttered are sullenly supported. Boileau, who desired to be thought a rigorous and steady moralist, having told a petty lie to Lewis the fourteenth, continued it afterwards by false dates; thinking himself obliged, in honour, says his admirer, to maintain what, when he said it, was so well received.

Wherever Congreve was born, he was educated first at Kilkenny, and afterwards at Dublin, his father having some military employment that stationed him in Ireland: but, after having passed through the usual preparatory studies, as may be reasonably supposed, with great celerity and success, his father thought it proper to assign him a profession, by which something might be gotten; and, about the time of the revolution, sent him, at the age of sixteen, to study law in the Middle Temple, where he lived for several years, but with very little attention to statutes or reports.

His disposition to become an author appeared very early, as he very early felt that force of imagination, and possessed that copiousness of sentiment, by which intellectual pleasure can be given. His first performance was a novel, called Incognita, or Love and Duty reconciled: it is praised by the biographers, who quote some part of the preface, that is indeed, for such a time of life, uncommonly judicious. I would rather praise it than read it.

His first dramatick labour was the Old Bachelor; of which he says, in his defence against Collier, “that comedy was written, as several know, some years before it was acted. When I wrote it, I had little thoughts of the stage; but did it, to amuse myself in a slow recovery from a fit of sickness. Afterwards, through my indiscretion, it was seen, and in some little time more it was acted; and I, through the remainder of my indiscretion, suffered myself to be drawn into the prosecution of a difficult and thankless study, and to be involved in a perpetual war with knaves and fools.”

There seems to be a strange affectation in authors of appearing to have done every thing by chance. The Old Bachelor was written for amusement, in the languor of convalescence. Yet it is apparently composed with great elaborateness of dialogue, and incessant ambition of wit. The age of the writer considered, it is, indeed, a very wonderful performance; for, whenever written, it was acted, 1693, when he was not more than twenty-one years old; and was then recommended by Mr. Dryden, Mr. Southern, and Mr. Maynwaring. Dryden said, that he, never had seen such a first play; but they found it deficient in some things requisite to the success of its exhibition, and by their greater experience fitted it for the stage.

Southern used to relate of one comedy, probably of this, that, when Congreve read it to the players, he pronounced it so wretchedly that they had almost rejected it; but they were afterwards so well persuaded of its excellence, that, for half a year before it was acted, the manager allowed its author the privilege of the house.

Few plays have ever been so beneficial to the writer; for it procured him the patronage of Halifax, who immediately made him one of the commissioners for licensing coaches, and soon after gave him a place in the pipe-office, and another in the customs, of six hundred pounds a year. Congreve’s conversation must surely have been, at least, equally pleasing with his writings.

Such a comedy, written at such an age, requires some consideration. As the lighter species of dramatick poetry professes the imitation of common life, of real manners, and daily incidents, it apparently presupposes a familiar knowledge of many characters, and exact observation of the passing world; the difficulty, therefore, is to conceive how this knowledge can be obtained by a boy.

But if the Old Bachelor be more nearly examined, it will be found to be one of those comedies which may be made by a mind vigorous and acute, and furnished with comick characters by the perusal of other poets, without much actual commerce with mankind. The dialogue is one constant reciprocation of conceits, or clash of wit, in which nothing flows necessarily from the occasion, or is dictated by nature. The characters, both of men and women, are either fictitious and artificial, as those of Heartwell, and the ladies; or easy and common, as Wittol, a tam idiot; Bluff, a swaggering coward; and Fondlewife, a jealous puritan; and the catastrophe arises from a mistake not very probably produced, by marrying a woman in a mask.

Yet this gay comedy, when all these deductions are made, will still remain the work of very powerful and fertile faculties; the dialogue is quick and sparkling, the incidents such as seize the attention, and the wit so exuberant, that it “o’er-informs its tenement.”

Next year he gave another specimen of his abilities in the Double Dealer, which was not received with equal kindness. He writes to his patron, the lord Halifax, a dedication, in which he endeavours to reconcile the reader to that which found few friends among the audience. These apologies are always useless: “de gustibus non est disputandum;” men may be convinced, but they cannot be pleased, against their will. But, though taste is obstinate, it is very variable; and time often prevails when arguments have failed.

Queen Mary conferred upon both those plays the honour of her presence; and when she died, soon after, Congreve testified his gratitude by a despicable effusion of elegiack pastoral; a composition in which all is unnatural, and yet nothing is new.

In another year, 1695, his prolifick pen produced Love for Love; a comedy of nearer alliance to life, and exhibiting more real manners than either of the former. The character of Foresight was then common. Dryden calculated nativities; both Cromwell and king William had their lucky days; and Shaftesbury himself, though he had no religion, was said to regard predictions. The Sailor is not accounted very natural, but he is very pleasant.

With this play was opened the new theatre, under the direction of Betterton the tragedian; where he exhibited, two years afterwards, 1697, the Mourning Bride, a tragedy, so written as to show him sufficiently qualified for either kind of dramatick poetry.

In this play, of which, when he afterwards revised it, he reduced the versification to greater regularity, there is more bustle than sentiment; the plot is busy and intricate, and the events take hold on the attention; but, except a very few passages, we are rather amused with noise, and perplexed with stratagem, than entertained with any true delineation of natural characters. This, however, was received with more benevolence than any other of his works, and still continues to be acted and applauded.

But whatever objections may be made, either to his comick or tragick excellence, they are lost, at once, in the blaze of admiration, when it is remembered that he had produced these four plays before he had passed his twenty-fifth year; before other men, even such as are some time to shine in eminence, have passed their probation of literature, or presume to hope for any other notice than such as is bestowed on diligence and inquiry. Among all the efforts of early genius which literary history records, I doubt whether any one can be produced that more surpasses the common limits of nature than the plays of Congreve.

About this time began the long-continued controversy between Collier and the poets. In the reign of Charles the first the puritans had raised a violent clamour against the drama, which they considered as an entertainment not lawful to christians, an opinion held by them in common with the church of Rome; and Prynne published Histriomastix, a huge volume, in which stageplays were censured. The outrages and crimes of the puritans brought afterwards their whole system of doctrine into disrepute, and from the restoration the poets and the players were left at quiet; for to have molested them would have had the appearance of tendency to puritanical malignity.

This danger, however, was worn away by time; and Collier, a fierce and implacable nonjuror, knew that an attack upon the theatre would never make him suspected for a puritan; he, therefore, 1698, published a short View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage, I believe with no other motive than religious zeal and honest indignation. He was formed for a controvertist; with sufficient learning; with diction vehement and pointed, though often vulgar and incorrect; with unconquerable pertinacity; with wit, in the highest degree, keen and sarcastick; and with all those powers exalted and invigorated by just confidence in his cause.

Thus qualified, and thus incited, he walked out to battle, and assailed, at once, most of the living writers, from Dryden to d’Urfey. His onset was violent: those passages, which while they stood single had passed with little notice, when they were accumulated and exposed together, excited horrour; the wise and the pious caught the alarm; and the nation wondered why it had so long suffered irreligion and licentiousness to be openly taught at the publick charge.

Nothing now remained for the poets but to resist or fly. Dryden’s conscience, or his prudence, angry as he was, withheld him from the conflict; Congreve and Vanbrugh attempted answers. Congreve, a very young man, elated with success, and impatient of censure, assumed an air of confidence and security. His chief artifice of controversy is to retort upon his adversary his own words: he is very angry, and, hoping to conquer Collier with his own weapons, allows himself in the use of every term of contumely and contempt; but he has the sword without the arm of Scanderbeg; he has his antagonist’s coarseness, but not his strength. Collier replied; for contest was his delight: he was not to be frighted from his purpose or his prey.

The cause of Congreve was not tenable: whatever glosses he might use for the defence or palliation of single passages, the general tenour and tendency of his plays must always be condemned. It is acknowledged, with universal conviction, that the perusal of his works will make no man better; and that their ultimate effect is to represent pleasure in alliance with vice, and to relax those obligations by which life ought to be regulated.

The stage found other advocates, and the dispute was protracted through ten years; but, at last, comedy grew more modest, and Collier lived to see the reward of his labour in the reformation of the theatre.

Of the powers by which this important victory was achieved, a quotation from Love for Love, and the remark upon it, may afford a specimen:

Sir Samps. “Sampson’s a very good name; for your Sampsons were strong dogs from the beginning.”

Angel. “Have a care — If you remember, the strongest Sampson of your name pull’d an old house over his head at last.”

“Here you have the sacred history burlesqued; and Sampson once more brought into the house of Dagon, to make sport for the Philistines!”

Congreve’s last play was the Way of the World; which, though as he hints in his dedication it was written with great labour and much thought, was received with so little favour, that, being in a high degree offended and disgusted, he resolved to commit his quiet and his fame no more to the caprices of an audience.

From this time his life ceased to be publick; he lived for himself and for his friends; and, among his friends, was able to name every man of his time whom wit and elegance had raised to reputation. It may be, therefore, reasonably supposed that his manners were polite, and his conversation pleasing.

He seems not to have taken much pleasure in writing, as he contributed nothing to the Spectator, and only one paper to the Tatler, though published by men with whom he might be supposed willing to associate; and though he lived many years after the publication of his Miscellaneous Poems, yet he added nothing to them, but lived on in literary indolence; engaged in no controversy, contending with no rival, neither soliciting flattery by publick commendations, nor provoking enmity by malignant criticism, but passing his time among the great and splendid, in the placid enjoyment of his fame and fortune.

Having owed his fortune to Halifax, he continued always of his patron’s party, but, as it seems, without violence or acrimony; and his firmness was naturally esteemed, as his abilities were reverenced. His security, therefore, was never violated; and when, upon the extrusion of the whigs, some intercession was used lest Congreve should be displaced, the earl of Oxford made this answer:

“Non obtusa adeo gestamus pectora Pœni,
Nec tam aversus equos Tyria sol jungit ab urbe.”
 

He that was thus honoured by the adverse party might naturally expect to be advanced when his friends returned to power; and he was, accordingly, made secretary for the island of Jamaica, a place, I suppose, without trust or care, but which, with his post in the customs, is said to have afforded him twelve hundred pounds a year.

His honours were yet far greater than his profits. Every writer mentioned him with respect; and, among other testimonies to his merit, Steele made him the patron of his Miscellany, and Pope inscribed to him his translation of the Iliad.

But he treated the muses with ingratitude; for, having long conversed familiarly with the great, he wished to be considered rather as a man of fashion than of wit; and, when he received a visit from Voltaire, disgusted him by the despicable foppery of desiring to be considered not as an author but a gentleman; to which the Frenchman replied, “that if he had been only a gentleman, he should not have come to visit him.”

In his retirement he may be supposed to have applied himself to books; for he discovers more literature than the poets have commonly attained. But his studies were, in his latter days, obstructed by cataracts in his eyes, which, at last, terminated in blindness. This melancholy state was aggravated by the gout, for which he sought relief by a journey to Bath; but, being overturned in his chariot, complained from that time of a pain in his side, and died, at his house in Surrey-street, in the Strand, Jan. 29, 1728-9. Having lain in state in the Jerusalem-chamber, he was buried in Westminster Abbey, where a monument is erected to his memory by Henrietta, duchess of Marlborough, to whom, for reasons either not known or not mentioned, he bequeathed a legacy of about ten thousand pounds; the accumulation of attentive parsimony, which, though to her superfluous and useless, might have given great assistance to the ancient family from which he descended, at that time, by the imprudence of his relation, reduced to difficulties and distress.

 

Congreve has merit of the highest kind; he is an original writer, who borrowed neither the models of his plot nor the manner of his dialogue. Of his plays I cannot speak distinctly; for, since I inspected them many years have passed; but what remains upon my memory is, that his characters are commonly fictitious and artificial, with very little of nature, and not much of life. He formed a peculiar idea of comick excellence, which he supposed to consist in gay remarks and unexpected answers; but that which he endeavoured, he seldom failed of performing. His scenes exhibit not much of humour, imagery, or passion; his personages are a kind of intellectual gladiators; every sentence is to ward or strike; the contest of smartness is never intermitted; his wit is a meteor playing to and fro with alternate coruscations. His comedies have, therefore, in some degree, the operation of tragedies; they surprise rather than divert, and raise admiration oftener than merriment. But they are the works of a mind replete with images, and quick in combination.

Of his miscellaneous poetry, I cannot say any thing very favourable. The powers of Congreve seem to desert him when he leaves the stage, as Antæus was no longer strong than when he could touch the ground. It cannot be observed without wonder, that a mind so vigorous and fertile in dramatick compositions should, on any other occasion, discover nothing but impotence and poverty. He has, in these little pieces, neither elevation of fancy, selection of language, nor skill in versification: yet, if I were required to select from the whole mass of English poetry the most poetical paragraph, I know not what I could prefer to an exclamation in the Mourning Bride:

ALMERIA.

It was a fancy’d noise; for all is hush’d.

LEONORA.

It bore the accent of a human voice.

ALMERIA.32

It was thy fear, or else some transient wind
Whistling thro’ hollows of this vaulted isle:
We’ll listen — 
 

LEONORA.

Hark!

ALMERIA.

No, all is hush’d and still as death.— ’Tis dreadful!
How reverend is the face of this tall pile;
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads,
To bear aloft its arch’d and ponderous roof,
By its own weight made stedfast and immoveable,
Looking tranquillity! It strikes an awe
And terror on my aching sight; the tombs
And monumental caves of death look cold,
And shoot a chilness to my trembling heart.
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice;
Nay, quickly speak to me, and let me hear
Thy voice — my own affrights me with its echoes.
 

He who reads these lines enjoys, for a moment, the powers of a poet; he feels what he remembers to have felt before, but he feels it with great increase of sensibility; he recognises a familiar image, but meets it again amplified and expanded, embellished with beauty, and enlarged with majesty.

Yet could the author, who appears here to have enjoyed the confidence of nature, lament the death of queen Mary in lines like these:

The rocks are cleft, and new-descending rills
Furrow the brows of all th’ impending hills.
The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn,
And each, with streaming eyes, supplies his wanting urn.
The fauns forsake the woods, the nymphs the grove,
And round the plain in sad distractions rove:
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear,
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair.
With their sharp nails, themselves the satyrs wound,
And tug their shaggy beards, and bite with grief the ground.
Lo Pan himself, beneath a blasted oak,
33 Dejected lies, his pipe in pieces broke.
See Pales weeping too, in wild despair,
And to the piercing winds her bosom bare.
And see yon fading myrtle, where appears
The queen of love, all bath’d in flowing tears;
See how she wrings her hands, and beats her breast,
And tears her useless girdle from her waist!
Hear the sad murmurs of her sighing doves!
For grief they sigh, forgetful of their loves.
 

And, many years after, he gave no proof that time had improved his wisdom or his wit; for, on the death of the marquis of Blandford, this was his song:

And now the winds, which had so long been still.
Began the swelling air with sighs to fill:
The water-nymphs, who motionless remain’d,
Like images of ice, while she complain’d,
Now loos’d their streams; as when descending rains
Roll the steep torrents headlong o’er the plains.
The prone creation, who so long had gaz’d,
Charm’d with her cries, and at her griefs amaz’d,
Began to roar and howl with horrid yell,
Dismal to hear and terrible to tell!
Nothing but groans and sighs were heard around,
And echo multiplied each mournful sound.
 

In both these funeral poems, when he has yelled out many syllables of senseless dolour, he dismisses his reader with senseless consolation: from the grave of Pastora rises a light that forms a star; and where Amaryllis wept for Amyntas, from every tear sprung up a violet.

But William is his hero, and of William he will sing:

The hov’ring winds on downy wings shall wait around,
And catch, and waft to foreign lands, the flying sound.
 

It cannot but be proper to show what they shall have to catch and carry:

’Twas now, when flow’ry lawns the prospect made,
And flowing brooks beneath a forest shade,
A lowing heifer, loveliest of the herd,
34 Stood feeding by; while two fierce bulls prepar’d
Their armed heads for fight, by fate of war to prove
The victor worthy of the fair one’s love.
Unthought presage of what met next my view;
For soon the shady scene withdrew.
And now, for woods, and fields, and springing flowers,
Behold a town arise, bulwark’d with walls and lofty towers;
Two rival armies all the plain o’erspread,
Each in battalia rang’d, and shining arms array’d;
With eager eyes beholding both from far
Namur, the prize and mistress of the war.
 

The Birth of the Muse is a miserable fiction. One good line it has, which was borrowed from Dryden. The concluding verses are these:

This said, no more remain’d. Th’ ethereal host
Again impatient crowd the crystal coast.
The father now, within his spacious hands,
Encompass’d all the mingled mass of seas and lands;
And, having heav’d aloft the pond’rous sphere,
He launch’d the world to float in ambient air.
 

Of his irregular poems, that to Mrs. Arabella Hunt seems to be the best; his ode for St. Cecilia’s Day, however, has some lines which Pope had in his mind when he wrote his own.

His imitations of Horace are feebly paraphrastical, and the additions which he makes are of little value. He sometimes retains what were more properly omitted, as when he talks of vervain and gums to propitiate Venus.

Of his translations, the satire of Juvenal was written very early, and may, therefore, be forgiven, though it have not the massiness and vigour of the original. In all his versions strength and sprightliness are wanting: his hymn to Venus, from Homer, is, perhaps, the best. His lines are weakened with expletives, and his rhymes are frequently imperfect.

His petty poems are seldom worth the cost of criticism: sometimes the thoughts are false, and sometimes common. In his verses on lady Gethin, the latter part is in imitation of Dryden’s ode on Mrs. Killigrew; and Doris, that has been so lavishly flattered by Steele, has, indeed, some lively stanzas, but the expression might be mended; and the most striking part of the character had been already shown in Love for Love. His Art of Pleasing is founded on a vulgar, but, perhaps, impracticable principle, and the staleness of the sense is not concealed by any novelty of illustration or elegance of diction.

This tissue of poetry, from which he seems to have hoped a lasting name, is totally neglected, and known only as it is appended to his plays.

While comedy, or while tragedy, is regarded, his plays are likely to be read; but, except what relates to the stage, I know not that he has ever written a stanza that is sung, or a couplet that is quoted. The general character of his Miscellanies is, that they show little wit, and little virtue.

Yet to him it must be confessed, that we are indebted for the correction of a national errour, and for the cure of our Pindarick madness. He first taught the English writers that Pindar’s odes were regular; and though certainly he had not the fire requisite for the higher species of lyrick poetry, he has shown us, that enthusiasm has its rules, and that, in mere confusion, there is neither grace nor greatness.
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I.
 

Before repeating such known facts of Congreve’s life as seem agreeable to the present occasion, and before attempting (with the courage of one’s office) to indicate with truth what manner of man he was, and what are the varying qualities of his four comedies, it seems well to discuss and have done with two questions, obviously pertinent indeed, but of a wider scope than the works of any one writer.

The first is a stupid question, which may be happily dismissed with brief ceremony.  Grossness of language — the phrase is an assumption — is a matter of time and place, a relative matter altogether.  There is a thing, and a generation finds a name for it.  The delicacy which prompts a later generation to reject that name is by no means necessarily a result of stricter habits, is far more often due to the flatness which comes of untiring repetition and to the greater piquancy of litotes.  I am told that there are, or were, people in America who reject the word ‘leg’ as a gross word, but they must have found a synonym.  So there is not a word in Congreve for which there is not some equivalent expression in contemporary writing.  He says this or that: your modern writers say so-and-so.  One man may even think the monosyllables in better taste than the periphrases.  Another may sacrifice to his intolerance thereof such enjoyment as he was capable of taking from the greatest triumphs of diction or observation: he is free to choose.  It may be granted that to one unfamiliar with the English of two centuries since the grossness of Congreve’s language may seem excessive — like splashes of colour occurring too frequently in the arrangement of a wall.  But that is merely a result of novelty: given time and habit, a more artistic perspective will be achieved.

The second question is more complex.  Since Jeremy Collier let off his Short View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage, there has never lacked a critic to chastise or to deplore — the more effective and irritating course — not simply the coarseness but, the immorality of our old comedies, their attitude towards and their peculiar interests in life.  Without affirming that we are now come to the Golden Age of criticism, one may rejoice that modern methods have taught quite humble critics to discriminate between issues, and to deal with such a matter as this with some mental detachment.  The great primal fallacy comes from a habit of expecting everything in everything.  Just as in a picture it is not enough for some people that it is well drawn and well painted, but they demand an interesting story, a fine sentiment, a great thought: so since our national glory is understood to be the happy home, the happy home must be triumphant everywhere, even in satiric comedy.  The best expression of this fallacy is in Thackeray.  Concluding a most eloquent, and a somewhat patronising examination of Congreve, ‘Ah!’ he exclaims, ‘it’s a weary feast, that banquet of wit where no love is.’  The answer is plain: comedy of manners is comedy of manners, and satire is satire; introduce ‘love’ — an appeal, one supposes, to sympathy with strictly legitimate and common affection and a glorification of the happy home — and the rules of your art compel you to satirise affection and to make the happy home ridiculous: a truly deplorable work, which the incriminated dramatists were discreet enough for the most part to avoid.  The remark brings us to the first of the half-truths, which cause the complexity of the subject.  The dramatists whose withers the well-intentioned and disastrous Collier wrung seem to have thought their best answer was to pose as people with a mission — certainly Congreve so posed — to reform the world with an exhibition of its follies.  An amusing answer, no doubt, of which the absurdity is obvious!  It does, however, contain a half-truth.  The idea of The Way of the World’s reforming adulterers — observe the quotation from Horace on the title-page — is a little delicious; yet the exhibition in a ludicrous light of the thing satirised is surely an end of satiric comedy?  The right of the matter is indicated in a sentence which occurs in the dedication of The Double-Dealer far more wisely than in Congreve’s answer to Collier: ‘I should be very glad of an opportunity to make my compliment to those ladies who are offended: but they can no more expect it in a comedy, than to be tickled by a surgeon, when he’s letting ’em blood.’  Something more than a half-truth is in Charles Lamb’s theory, that the old comedy ‘has no reference whatever to the world that is’: that it is ‘the Utopia of Gallantry’ merely.  Literally, historically, the theory is a fantasy.  What the Restoration dramatists did not borrow from France was inspired directly by the court of Charles the Second, and nobody conversant with the memoirs of that court can have any difficulty in matching the fiction with reality.  I imagine that Congreve in part accepted a tradition of the stage, but I am also perfectly well assured that he depicted what he saw.  How far the virtues we should associate with the Charles the Second spirit may atone for its vices is a question which would take us far into moral philosophy.  It is enough to remark that those vices are the exclusive possession of no period: so long as society is constituted in anything like its present order, there must be a section of it for which those vices are the main interest in life.  But Charles Lamb’s gay and engaging defiance of the kill-joys of his day has this value: it is most certainly just to say that, in appreciating satiric comedy, ‘our coxcombical moral sense’ must be ‘for a little transitory ease excluded.’

For one may apprehend the whole truth to be somewhat thus.  Satiric comedy, or comedy of manners, is the art of making ludicrous in dramatic form some phase of life.  The writers of our old comedy thought that certain vices — gambling, adultery, and the like — formed a phase of life which for divers reasons, essential and accidental, lent itself best to their purpose.  They may, or may not, have thought they were doing society a service: their real justification is that, as artists, they had to take for their art that material they could use best.  They used it according to their lights: Wycherley with a coarse and heavy hand, so that it became nauseous; Etherege with a light touch and a gay perception; Congreve with an instinct of good-breeding, with a sure and extensive observation, and with an incomparable style.  But all were justified in choosing for their material just what they chose.  They sinned artistically, now here, now there; but to complain of this old comedy as a whole, that vice in it is crammed too closely, is to forget that a play is a picture, not a photograph, of life — is life arranged and coloured — and that comedy of manners is composed of foibles or vices condensed and relieved by one another.  In so far as they overdid this work, the comic writers were artistically at fault, and Jeremy Collier was a good critic; but when he and his successors go beyond the artistic objection, one takes leave to say, they misapprehend the thing criticised.  To complain that ‘love’ and common morality have no place in satiric comedy is either to contemplate ridicule of them or to ask comedy to be other than satiric.  We know what happened when the dramatists gave way: there followed, Hazlitt says, ‘those do-me-good, lack-a-daisical, whining, make-believe comedies in the next age, which are enough to set one to sleep, and where the author tries in vain to be merry and wise in the same breath.’  These in place of ‘the court, the gala day of wit and pleasure, of gallantry, and Charles the Second!’ And all because people would not keep their functions distinct, and remember that at a comedy they were in a court of art and not in a court of law!  The old comedy is dead, and its spirit gone from the stage: I have but endeavoured to show that no harm need come to our phylacteries, if a flame start from its ashes in the printed book.

II.
 

William Congreve was born at Bardsey, near Leeds, and was baptized on 10th February 1669 .  The Congreves were a Staffordshire family, of an antiquity of four hundred years at the date of the poet’s birth.  Richard, his grandfather, was a redoubtable Cavalier, and William, his father, an officer in the army.  The latter was given a command at Youghal, while his son was still an infant, and becoming shortly afterwards agent to Lord Cork, removed to Lismore.  So it chanced that the poet had his schooling at Kilkenny (with Swift), and proceeded to Trinity College, Dublin, in 1685, rejoining Swift, and like his friend becoming a pupil of St. George Ashe, the mathematician.  In 1688 he left Dublin, remained with his people in Staffordshire for some two years, entered himself at the Temple, and came upon the town with The Old Bachelor in January 1692.  The Double-Dealer was produced in November 1693.  In 1694 a storm in the theatre led to a secession of Betterton and other renowned players from Drury Lane: with the result that a new playhouse was opened in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, on 30th April 1695, with Love for Love.  In the same year Congreve was appointed ‘Commissioner for Licensing Hackney Coaches.’  The Mourning Bride was produced in 1697, and was followed, oddly enough, by the controversy, or rather ‘row,’ with Jeremy Collier.  In March 1700 came The Way of the World.  The poet was made Commissioner of Wine-Licences in 1705, and in 1714 with his Jamaica secretaryship and his places in the Customs and the delightful ‘Pipe-Office,’ he had an income of twelve hundred pounds a year.  He died at his house in Surrey Street, Strand, on 19th January 1728 .

One or two comments on these dates are obvious.  They dissipate the Thackerayan fable that on the production of The Old Bachelor, the fortunate young author received a shower of sinecures, ‘all for writing a comedy.’

‘And crazy Congreve scarce could spare
A shilling to discharge a chair,’
 

writes Swift, and ‘crazy’ indicates that Congreve was gouty before he was rich.  But then, the gout was a very early factor in his life, and one may call the line an exaggeration.  Another couplet:

‘Thus Congreve spent in writing plays,
And one poor office, half his days:’
 

probably expresses the truth.  With his plays and his hackney coaches he doubtless got through his twenties and thirties with no very hardly grinding poverty, and at forty or so was comfortably secure.  But another fact, which the dates bring out very sharply, has a different interest.  At an age when Swift was beginning to try his powers, Congreve’s work was done.  A few odes, a few letters he was still to write, but no more comedies.  Was it ill-health? or because the town had all but damned his greatest play? or because he cared more for life than for art?

III.
 

The question brings one to an attempted appreciation of the man.  Mr. Gosse, for whose Life I would express my gratitude, confesses that ‘it is not very easy to construct a definite portrait of Congreve.’  But that it baffled that very new journalist, Mrs. Manley, in his own day, and Mr. Gosse, with his information, in ours, to give ‘salient points’ to Congreve’s character, proves in itself an essential characteristic, which need be negatively stated only by choice.  That no amusing eccentricities are recorded, no ludicrous adventures, no persistent quarrels, implies, taken with other facts we know, that he was a well-bred man of the world, with the habit of society: that in itself is a definite personal quality.  One supposes him an ease-loving man, not inclined to clown for the amusement of his world.  He was loved by his friends, being tolerant, and understanding the art of social life.  He was successful, and must therefore have had enemies, but he was careless to improve hostilities.  For the temperament which is so plain in the best of his writings must have been present in his life — an unobtrusive, because a never directly implied, superiority and an ironical humour.  The picture of swaggering snobbishness which Thackeray was inspired to make of him is proved bad by all that we know.  A swaggerer could not have made a fast friend of Dryden — grown mellow, indeed, but by no means beggared of his fire — on his first coming to town, nor kept the intimacy of Swift, nor avoided the fault-finding of Dennis.  It is quite unnecessary to suppose that Congreve’s famous remark to Voltaire, that he wished to be visited as a plain gentleman, was the remark (if it was made) of a snob: it was clearly a legitimate deprecation, spoken by a man who had written nothing notable for twenty-six years, which Voltaire misunderstood in a moment of stupidity, or in one of forgetfulness misrepresented.  His superiority and his irony came from a just sense of the perspective of things, and, not preventing affection for his friends, left him indifferent to his foes.  Probably, also, a course of dissipation (at which Swift hints) in his youth, acting on a temperament not particularly ardent, had eft him with such passions for war and love as were well under control.  The two women with whom his name is connected were Mrs. Bracegirdle and the Duchess of Marlborough; but nobody knew — though the latter’s mother hinted the worst — how far the intimacy went.  That is to say, no patent scandal was necessary to the connexion, if in either case Congreve was a lover.  And (once more) Congreve was a gentleman.

But why did he become sterile at thirty?  Where, if not in dealing with motives and causes, may one be fancy-free?  Here there are many, of which the first to be given is mere conjecture, but conjecture, I fancy, not inconsistent with such facts as are known.  When Congreve produced his first comedy, he was but twenty-three, fresh from college and the country, ignorant, as we are told, of the world.  He discovered very soon that he had an aptitude for social life, that, no doubt, living humours and follies were as entertaining as printed ones, that for a popular and witty man the world was pleasant.  But no man may be socially finished all at once.  In the course of the seven years between The Old Bachelor and The Way of the World, Congreve must have found his wit becoming readier, his tact surer, his appreciation of natural comedy finer and (as personal keenness decreased) more equable, his popularity greater, and — in fine — the world more pleasant and the attractions of the study waning and waning in comparison.  He was a finished artist, he was born, one might almost say, with a style; but his inclination was to put his art into life rather than into print.  Even in our days (thank God for all His mercies!) everybody is not writing a book.  There are people whose talk has inimitable touches, and whose lives are art, but who never sit down to a quire of foolscap.  I believe that Congreve naturally was one of these, that his literary ambition was a result of accidental necessity, and that had he lived as a boy in the society he was of as a very young man — for all its literary ornaments — we should have had of him only odes and songs.  His generation was idler and took itself less seriously than ours.  The primal curse was not imposed on everybody as a duty.  In seven years of growing appreciation Congreve came to think the little graces and humours the better part.  That I believe to have been the first cause of his early sterility; but others helped to determine the effect.  A certain indolence is of course implied in what has been said.  There was the gout, and there were his unfortunate obesity and his failing sight.  There was Henrietta, Duchess of Marlborough, an absorbing dame.  There were the success of Love for Love and the failure of The Way of the World.  For all that may be said of the indifference of the true artist to the verdict of the many-headed beast — and Congreve’s contempt was as fine as any — it is not amusing when your play or your book falls flat, and Congreve must have known that he might write another, and possibly a better, Way of the World, but no more Love for Loves.  Not to anticipate a later division of the subject, it may be said here that a man of thirty, of a fine intellect and a fine taste, of a languid habit withal, and with an invalided constitution, while he might repeat the triumphs of diction and intellect of The Way of the World, was most unlikely to return to the broader humours and the more popular gaiety of the other play.  Congreve, like Rochester before him, despised the judgment of the town in these matters, but by the town he would have to be judged.

He was a witty, handsome man of the world, of imperturbable temper and infinite tact, who could make and keep the friendship of very various men, and be intimate with a woman without quarrelling with her lovers.  He had a taste for pictures and a love for music.  He must have hated violence and uproar, and liked the finer shades of life.  He wore the mode of his day, and was free from the superficial protests of the narrow-minded.  Possibly not a very ‘definite portrait,’ possibly a very negative characterisation.  Possibly, also, a tolerably sure foundation for a structure of sympathetic imagination.

IV.
 

Passing from necessarily vague and not obviously pertinent remarks to criticism, which may fairly be less diffident, we leave Congreve’s life and come to his work, to his ‘tawdry playhouse taper,’ as Thackeray called it.  It is only after the man has appeared that we recognise that he came at the hour; but the nature of the hour is in this case not difficult to be discerned.  The habit of playgoing was well-established; the turmoil of the Revolution was over; De Jure was at a comfortable distance, and De Facto’s wife was a patroness of the arts.  But playgoers had but to be shown something better than that they had, to discover that the convention of the Restoration needed new blood.  A justification of its choice of material has been attempted: there is no inconsistency in affirming that the tendency to use it with a mere monotony of ribaldry was emphatic.  Of this tendency the most notable and useful illustration is Wycherley, because in point of wit and dramatic skill he dwarfed his colleagues.  As Mr. Swinburne has said, the art of Congreve is different in kind, not merely in degree, from the cruder and more boisterous product of the ‘brawny’ dramatist.  Happily, however, for his success, the difference was not instantly clear.  His first play links him with Wycherley, not with that rare and faint embryo of the later Congreve, George Etherege.  ‘You was always a gentleman, Mr. George,’ as the valet says in Beau Austin.  Happily for his popularity Congreve first followed the more popular man.  It is not, indeed, until he wrote his last play that he was a whole Etherege idealised, albeit a greater than Etherege in the meantime.  The peculiar effect which Etherege achieved in Sir Fopling Flutter — at whom and with whom you laugh at once — was not sublimated (the fineness left, the faintness become firmness) until Congreve created Witwoud, the inimitable, in The Way of the World.

At the very first Congreve had good fortune in his players.  It was a brave time for them.  True, their salaries were not wonderfully large.  Colley Cibber complains of the days before the revolt in 1694: ‘at what unequal salaries the hired actors were held by the absolute authority of their frugal masters, the patentees.’  But the example was not faded of those gay days when they were the pets of the most artistic court that England has known: when great ladies carried Kynaston in his woman’s dress to Hyde Park after the play, and the King was the most persistent and the most interested playgoer in his realm.  They were not thus petted for irrelevant reasons — for their respectability, their piety, or their domestic virtues; and their recognition as artists by an artistic society did not spoil their art.  When Congreve started on his course of play-writing, Queen Mary kept up, in a measure, the amiable custom of her uncle.  He was very fortunate in his casts.  There was Betterton, first of all, the versatile, the restrained, and, witness everybody, the incomparable.  There was Underhill, ‘a correct and natural comedian’ — one must quote Cibber pretty often in this connexion — not well suited, one must suppose, to play Setter to Betterton’s Heartwell in The Old Bachelor, but by reason of his admirable assumption of stupidity to make an excellent Sir Sampson in Love for Love.  There were Powel, Williams, Verbruggen, Bowen, and Dogget (Fondlewife in the first play: afterwards Ben Legend, a part which made his fame and turned his head) — all notable comedians.  Kynaston, graceful in old age as he had been beautiful in youth, was not in The Old Bachelor, but created Lord Touchwood in The Double-Dealer.  Mountfort had been murdered by my Lord Mohun, and Leigh had followed him to the grave, but their names lived in their wives.  Mrs. Mountfort ‘was mistress of more variety of humour than I ever knew in any one woman actress . . . nothing, though ever so barren, if within the bounds of nature, could be flat in her hands.’  Indeed ‘she was so fond of humour, in what low part soever to be found, that she would make no scruple of defacing her fair form to come heartily into it’ — assuredly a rare actress!  About Mrs. Leigh Cibber is less enthusiastic, but grants her ‘a good deal of humour’: her old women were famous.  Mrs. Barry was a stately, dignified actress, best, no doubt, in tragedy.  Lastly, there was Mrs. Bracegirdle, the innocent publica cura, whom authors courted through their plays, and who had all the men in the house for longing lovers.  Who shall say how far ‘her youth and lively aspect’ influenced the criticisms that have come down to us?  She played Millamant to Congreve’s satisfaction.

V.
 

It is not difficult to understand how it was that Dryden thought The Old Bachelor the best first play he had seen, and the town applauded to the echo.  But it is a little hard to understand why later critics, with the three other comedies before them, have not more expressly marked the difference between the first and those.  There is no new tune in The Old Bachelor: it is an old tune more finely played, and for that very reason it met with immediate acceptance.  It is not likely that Dryden — a great poet and a great and generous critic, it may be, but an old man — would have bestowed such unhesitating approval on a play which ignored the conventions in which he had lived.  As it was, he saw those conventions reverently followed, yet served by a master wit.  The fact that Congreve allowed Dryden and others to ‘polish’ his play, by giving it an air of the stage and the town which it lacked, need not of course spoil it for us.  The stamp of Congreve is clearly marked on the dialogue, though not on every page.  You may see its essentials in two passages taken absolutely at random.  ‘Come, come,’ says Bellmour in the very first scene, ‘leave business to idlers and wisdom to fools; they have need of ’em: wit be my faculty and pleasure my occupation, and let Father Time shake his glass.’  Or Fondlewife soliloquises: ‘Tell me, Isaac, why art thee jealous?  Why art thee distrustful of the wife of thy bosom?  Because she is young and vigorous, and I am old and impotent.  Then why didst thee marry, Isaac?  Because she was beautiful and tempting, and because I was obstinate and doating. . . .’  In the one passage is the gay and skilfully light paradox, in the other the clean, rhythmical, and balanced, yet dramatic and appropriate English that are elements of Congreve’s style.  It is in the conventions of its characterisation that The Old Bachelor belongs, not to true Congrevean comedy but, to that of the models from which he was to break away.  The characterisation of The Way of the World is light and true, that of The Old Bachelor is heavy and yet vague.  Vainlove indeed, the ‘mumper in love,’ who ‘lies canting at the gate,’ is individual and Congrevean.  But Heartwell, the blustering fool, Bellmour, the impersonal rake, Wittol and Bluffe, the farcical sticks, Fondlewife, the immemorial city husband, and the troop of undistinguished women — what can be said of them but that they are glaring stage properties, speaking better English than the comic stage had before attracted?  Germs, possibly, of better things to come, that is all, so far as characterisation goes.  The Fondlewife episode, in particular, which doubtless was mightily popular — what is there more in it than the mutton fisted wit and brutality of Wycherley, with some of Congreve’s English?  Such scenes as these, it may be hazarded, so contemptible in the light of Congreve’s better work, are ineffective now because they fall between two stools: between the comedy (or tragedy) of a crude physical fact, naked and mpossible, as in Rochester, and the comedy (or tragedy) of delicately-phrased intrigue.  The latter was yet to come when this play was produced, and meantime such episodes went very well, and their popularity is intelligible.  For the rest The Old Bachelor, though to us in these days its plot appear a somewhat uninspiring piece of fairyland, was a good acting play, fitted with great skill to its actual players.  The part of Fondlewife, created by Dogget, was on a revival played (to his own immense satisfaction) by Colley Cibber.  In Araminta Mrs. Bracegirdle began (in a faint outline as it were) the series of lively, sympathetic, intelligent heroines which Congreve wrote for her.  Lord Falkland’s Prologue is as funny as it is indecently suggestive, which is saying a great deal.  The one actually spoken gave an opportunity of the merriest archness to Mrs. Bracegirdle, and was calculated to put the audience in the best of good humours.

The faults of The Double-Dealer are obvious on a first reading, and were very justly condemned on a first acting.  The intrigue is wearisome: its involutions are ineffectively puzzling.  Maskwell’s villainy and Mellefont’s folly are both unconvincing.  The tragedy of Lady Touchwood, less tragic than that of Lady Wishfort in The Way of the World, is more obviously than that out of the picture.  The play is, in fact, not pure comedy of manners: it is that plus tragedy, an element less offensive than the sentimentality which spoils The School for Scandal, but yet a notable fault.  For while you can resolve the tragedy of Lady Wishfort into wicked and very grim comedy, you can do nothing with the tragedy of Lady Touchwood but try to ignore it.  In his epistle dedicatory to Charles Montague, Congreve admits that his play has faults, but does not take in hand those adduced above, with the exception of the objections to Maskwell and Mellefont.  ‘They have mistaken cunning in one character for folly in another’: an ineffectual answer, because the extremity of cunning is equally destructive of dramatic balance.  He defends his use of soliloquy very warmly: of which it may be said that, so long as his rule — that no character may overhear the soliloquiser — is observed, it is a tolerable convention, but a confession of weakness in construction.  He declares he ‘would rather disoblige all the critics in the world than one of the fair sex,’ and, having made his bow, he turns upon the ladies and rends them.  An author campaigning against his critics is always a pleasant spectacle, but Congreve’s defence of The Double-Dealer is rather amusing than convincing.

It needed no defence; for with all its faults, such as they are, upon it, there are in it scenes and characters which only Congreve could have made.  Brisk is a worthy forerunner of Witwoud, Sir Paul Plyant a delicious old credulous fool; while the tyrannical and vain Lady Plyant is so drawn that you almost love her.  But the triumph is Lady Froth, ‘a great coquet, pretender to poetry, wit, and learning,’ and one would almost as lief have seen Mrs. Mountfort in the part as the Bracegirdle’s Millamant.  Her serious folly and foolish wisdom, her poem and malice and compliments and babbling vivacity — set off, it is fair to remember, by a pretty face — are atonement for a dozen Maskwells.  She is a female Witwoud, her author’s first success in a sort of character he draws to perfection.  The scene between Mellefont and Lady Plyant, where she insists on believing that the gallant, under cover of a marriage with her stepdaughter, purposes to lead her astray, and where she goes through a delightful farce of answering her scruples before the bewildered man — the scene that for some far-fetched reason led Macaulay’s mind to the incest in the Oedipus Rex — is perhaps the best comedy of situation in the piece.  But the scene of defamation between the Froths and Brisk is notable as (with the Cabal idea in The Way of the World) the inspiration of the Scandal Scenes in Sheridan’s play.  When we remember that less than two years were gone since the production of The Old Bachelor, the improvement in Congreve is remarkable.  Almost his only concession to the groundlings is the star-gazing episode of Lady Froth and Brisk: a mistake, because it spoils her inconsequent folly, but a small matter.  In his second play Congreve was himself, the wittiest and most polished writer of comedy in English.  In the face of this fact ‘the public’ conducted itself characteristically: it more or less damned The Double-Dealer until the queen approved, when it applauded lustily.  That occasion gave Colley Cibber his first chance as Kynaston’s substitute in Lord Touchwood.  When one remembers Dryden’s long, struggling, cudgelling and cudgelled life, it is impossible to read without emotion his tribute to a very young and successful author in the verses prefixed to this play:

Firm Doric pillars found your solid base:
The fair Corinthian crowns the higher space;
Thus all below is strength, and all above is grace.
. . . . .
We cannot envy you, because we love.
. . . . .
Time, place, and action may with pains be wrought,
But Genius must be born, and never can be taught.
This is your portion, this your native store;
Heav’n, that but once was prodigal before.
To Shakespeare gave as much; she could not give him more.
 

The tribute is indubitably sincere; in point of Congreve’s wit and diction it is as indubitably true.

Love for Love was the most popular of Congreve’s comedies: it held the stage so long that Hazlitt could say, ‘it still acts and is still acted well.’  Being wise after the event, one may give some obvious reasons.  It is more human than any other of his plays, and at the same time more farcical.  By ‘more human’ it is not meant that the characters are truer to life than those in The Way of the World, but that they are truer to average life, and therefore more easily recognisable by the average spectator.  Tattle, for instance, is so gross a fool, that any fool in the pit could see his folly; Witwoud might deceive all but the elect.  No familiarity — direct or indirect — with a particular mode of life and speech is necessary to the appreciation of Love for Love.  Sir Sampson Legend is your unmistakable heavy father, cross-grained and bullying.  Valentine is no ironical, fine gentleman like Mirabell, but a young rake from Cambridge, all debts and high spirits.  Scandal is a plain railer at things, especially women; Ben Legend a sea-dog who cannot speak without a nautical metaphor; Jeremy an idealised comic servant; and Foresight grotesque farce.  Angelica is a shrewd but hearty ‘English girl,’ and Miss Prue a veritable country Miss; while Mrs. Frail and Mrs. Foresight are broadly skittish matrons.  There is nothing in the play to strain the attention or to puzzle the intellect, and it is full of laughter: no wonder it was a success.  It is, intellectually, on an altogether different plane from The Way of the World, on a slightly lower one than The Double-Dealer.  But in its own way it is irresistibly funny, and by reason of its diction it is never for a moment other than distinguished.

I imagine the bodkin scene will always take the palm in it for mere mirth.  Delightful sisters!

I suppose you would not go alone to the World’s End?

The World’s End!  What, do you mean to banter me?

Poor innocent!  You don’t know that there’s a place called the World’s End?  I’ll swear you can keep your countenance purely; you’d make an admirable player. . . . But look you here, now — where did you lose this gold bodkin? — Oh, sister, sister!

My bodkin?

Nay, ’tis yours; look at it.

Well, if you go to that, where did you find this bodkin?  Oh, sister, sister! — sister every way.

Broad, popular comedy, it is admirable; but it is not especially Congrevean.  Tattle’s love-lesson to Miss Prue and his boasting of his duchesses are in the same broad vein.  Valentine’s mad scene is more remarkable, in that Congreve gives rein to his fancy, and that his diction is at its very best.  ‘Hark’ee, I have a secret to tell you.  Endymion and the Moon shall meet us upon Mount Latmos, and will be married in the dead of night.  But say not a word.  Hymen shall put his torch into a dark lanthorn, that it may be secret; and Juno shall give her peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling tail, and Argus’s hundred eyes be shut, ha?  Nobody shall know, but Jeremy.’

TATTLE.  Do you know me, Valentine?

VALENTINE.  You?  Who are you?  No, I hope not.

TATTLE.  I am Jack Tattle, your friend.

VALENTINE.  My friend, what to do?  I am no married man, and thou canst not lie with my wife.  I am very poor, and thou canst not borrow money of me.  Then, what employment have I for a friend?

ANGELICA.  Do you know me, Valentine?

VALENTINE.  Oh, very well.

ANGELICA.  Who am I?

VALENTINE.  You’re a woman, one to whom Heaven gave beauty when it grafted roses on a briar.  You are the reflection of Heaven in a pond, and he that leaps at you is sunk.  You are all white, a sheet of lovely, spotless paper, when you first are born; but you are to be scrawled and blotted by every goose’s quill.  I know you; for I loved a woman, and loved her so long, that I found out a strange thing: I found out what a woman was good for.

Imagine Betterton, the greatest actor of his time, delivering that last speech, with its incomparable rhythm!  I like to think that he gave the spectators an idea that Valentine’s self-sacrifice for Angelica was nothing but a bold device, a calculated effect; otherwise the sacrifice is an excrescence in this comedy, which, popular and broad though it be, is cynical in Congreve’s manner throughout.  One is consoled, however, by the pleasant fate of the ingenious Mr. Tattle and the intriguing Mrs. Frail, who are left tied for life against their will.  The trick, by the way, of a tricked marriage is constant in Congreve, and reveals his poverty of construction.  He can devise you comic situations unflaggingly, but when he approaches the end of a play his deus ex machinâ is invariably this flattest and most battered old deity in fairyland.

The dedication to Lord Dorset contains nothing of interest beyond the confession that the play is too long, and the information that part of it was omitted in the playing.  A line in the prologue, ‘We grieve One falling Adam and one tempted Eve,’ is explained by Colley Cibber to refer to Mrs. Mountford, who, having cast her lot with Betterton and migrated to Lincoln’s Inn Fields, threw up her part on a question of cash, and to Williams, an actor who ‘loved his bottle better than his business,’ who deserted at the same time.  It serves to show the interest the town took in the players, that the fact was referred to on the stage.  The lady’s part was taken by Mrs. Ayliff; Mrs. Leigh played the nurse — a very poor part after Lady Plyant; Dogget’s success as Ben Legend has been noted.  Mrs. Bracegirdle’s Angelica was doubtless ravishing: a ‘virtuous young woman,’ as our ancestors phrased it, but quite relieved from insipidity.

It would need a greater presumption than the writer is gifted withal to add his contribution to the praises critics have lavished on The Way of the World.  It is better to quote Mr. Swinburne.  ‘In 1700 Congreve replied to Collier with the crowning work of his genius — the unequalled and unapproached masterpiece of English comedy.  The one play in our language which may fairly claim a place beside, or but just beneath, the mightiest work of Molière, is The Way of the World.’  But he continues: ‘On the stage, which had recently acclaimed with uncritical applause the author’s more questionable appearance n the field of tragedy,’ — The Mourning Bride,— ‘this final and flawless evidence of his incomparable powers met with a rejection then and ever since inexplicable on any ground of conjecture.’  There the critics are not unanimous.  Mr. Gosse, for instance, has his explanation: that the spectators must have fidgeted, and wished ‘that the actors and actresses would be doing something.’  Very like, indeed: the spectators, then as now, would no doubt have preferred ‘knock-about farce.’  But, I venture to think, the explanation is not complete.  The construction of the play is weak, certainly, but the actors and actresses do a great deal after all.  For that matter, audiences will stand scenes of still wit — but they like to comprehend it; and the characters in The Way of the World, or most of them, represent a society whose attitude and speech are entirely ironical and paradoxical, a society of necessity but a small fraction of any community.  Some sort of study or some special experience is necessary to the enjoyment of such a set.  It is not the case of a few witticisms and paradoxes firing off at intervals, like crackers, from the mouths of one or two actors with whom the audience is taught to laugh as a matter of course: the vein is unbroken.  Now, literalness and common sense are the qualities of the average uninstructed spectator, and The Way of the World was high over the heads of its audience.

To come to details.  The tragedy of Lady Wishfort has often been remarked — the veritable tragedy of a lovesick old woman.  All the grotesque touches, her credulity, her vanity, her admirable dialect (‘as I’m a person!’), but serve to make the tragedy the more pitiable.  Either, therefore, our appreciation of satiric comedy is defective, or Congreve made a mistake.  To regard this poor old soul as mere comedy is to attain to an almost satanic height of contempt: the comedy is more than grim, it is savagely cruel.  To be pitiless, on the other hand, is a satirist’s virtue.  On the whole, we may reasonably say that the tragedy is not too keen in itself, but that it is too obviously indicated.  Witwoud is surely a great character?  The stage is alive with mirth when he is on it.  His entrance in the very first part of the play is delightful.  ‘Afford me your compassion, my dears; pity me, Fainall; Mirabell, pity me. . . . Fainall, how does your lady?  Gad, I say anything in the world to get this fellow out of my head.  I beg pardon that I should ask a man of pleasure, and the town, a question at once so foreign and domestic.  But I talk like an old maid at a marriage, I don’t know what I say.’  But one might quote for ever.  Witwoud, almost as much as Millamant herself, is an eternal type.  His little exclamations, his assurance of sympathy, his terror of the commonplace — surely one knows them well?  His tolerance of any impertinence, lest he should be thought to have misunderstood a jest, is a great distinction.  But Congreve’s gibe in the dedication at the critics, who failed ‘to distinguish betwixt the character of a Witwoud and a Truewit,’ is hardly fair: as Dryden said of Etherege’s Sir Fopling, he is ‘a fool so nicely writ, The ladies might mistake him for a wit.’  Then, Millamant is the ultimate expression of those who, having all the material goods which nature and civilisation can give, live on paradoxes and artifices.  Her insolence is the inoffensive insolence only possible to the well-bred.  ‘O ay, letters, — I had letters, — I am persecuted with letters, — I hate letters, — nobody knows how to write letters; and yet one has ’em, one does not know why, — they serve one to pin up one’s hair.’  ‘Beauty the lover’s gift! — Lord, what is a lover, that it can give?  Why one makes lovers as fast as one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, and they die as soon as one pleases; and then if one pleases one makes more.’

In parts of its characterisation The Way of the World is extremely bold in observation, extremely careless of literary types and traditions.  Mrs. Fainall, a woman who is the friend, and assists in the intrigues, of a man who has ceased to be her lover, is most unconventionally human.  Of all the inimitable scenes, that in which Millamant and Mirabell make their conditions of marriage is perhaps the most unquestionable triumph.  ‘Let us never visit together, nor go to a play together, but let us be very strange and well-bred’ — there is its keynote.  The dialogue is as sure and perfect in diction, in balance of phrases, and in musical effectiveness as can be conceived, and for all its care is absolutely free in its gaiety.  It is the ultimate expression of the joys of the artificial.  As for the prologue, it is an invitation to the dullards to damn the play, and is anything but serenely confident.  The dedication, to ‘Ralph, Earl of Mountague,’ has an interesting fact: it tells us that the comedy was written immediately after staying with him, ‘in your retirement last summer from the town,’ and pays a tribute to the influence of the society the dramatist met there.  ‘Vous y voyez partout,’ said Voltaire of Congreve, ‘le langage des honnêtes gens avec des actions de fripon; ce qui prouve qu’il connaissait bien son monde, et qu’il vivait dans ce qu’on appelle la bonne compagnie.’

The want of dramatic skill which has been alleged against Congreve is simply a question of construction — of the construction of his plays as a whole.  His plots hang fire, are difficult to follow, and are not worth remembering.  But many things besides go to the making of good plays, and few playwrights have had all the theatrical virtues.  Do we not pardon a lack of incident in a novel of character?  In this connexion it is worth while to contrast Congreve with Sheridan, who in the matter of construction was a far abler craftsman.  But is there not in the elder poet enough to turn the scale, even the theatrical scale, ten times over?  Compare the petty indignation, with which the dramatist of The School for Scandal deals with his scandalmongers, and the amused indifference of Congreve towards the cabalists in The Way of the World.  Or take any hero of Congreve’s and contrast him with that glorification of vulgar lavishness and canting generosity, that very barmaid’s hero, Charles Surface.  It is all very well to say that Joseph is the real hero; but Sheridan made it natural for the stupid sentimentality of later days to make him the villain, and Congreve would have made it impossible.  Of wit (of course) there is more in a scene of Congreve than in a play of Sheridan.  Moreover, faulty in construction as his main plots are, in detail his construction is often admirable: as in play of character upon character, in countless opportunities for delightful archness and cruelty in the women, for the display of every comic emotion in the men.  He lived in the playhouse, and his characters, true to life though they be, have about them as it were an ideal essence of the boards.  With Hazlitt, ‘I would rather have seen Mrs. Abington’s Millamant than any Rosalind that ever appeared on the stage.’  A lover and a constant frequenter of the theatre — albeit the plays he sees bore him to death — cannot, in reading Congreve, choose but see the glances and hear the intonations of imaginary players.

VI.
 

Congreve’s choice of material has been defended at an early stage of these remarks.  There is the further and more interesting question of his point of view, his attitude towards it.  Mr. Henley speaks of his ‘deliberate and unmitigable baseness of morality.’  Differing with deference, I think it may be shown that his attitude is a pose merely, and an artistic and quite innocent pose.  It is the amusing pose of the boyish cynic turned into an artistic convention.  The lines:

‘He alone won’t betray in whom none will confide,
And the nymph may be chaste that has never been tried:’
 

which conclude the characteristic song in the third act of Love for Love, are typical of his attitude.  Does anybody suppose that an intelligent man of the world meant that sentiment in all seriousness?

‘Nothing’s new besides our faces,
Every woman is the same’ — 
 

those lines (in his first play), which seemed so shocking to Thackeray, what more do they express than the green cynicism of youth?  When Mr. Leslie Stephen speaks of his ‘gush of cynical sentiment,’ he speaks unsympathetically, but the phrase, to be an enemy’s, is just.  It is cynical sentiment, and the hostility comes from taking it seriously.  I think it the most artistic attitude for a writer of gay, satiric comedies, and that its very excess should prevent its being taken for more than a convention.  We are not called upon to see satiric comedies all day long, and the question, everlastingly asked by implication of every work of art— ‘Would you like to live with it?’ — is here, as in most other cases, irrelevant.  One is reminded that there is more in life than intrigues and cynical comments on them.  And one is inclined to put the questions in answer: ‘Does a man who really feels the sorrowful things of life, its futile endeavours and piteous separations, find relief in seeing his emotions mimicked on the stage in a ‘wholesome’ play of sentiment with a happy ending?  Is he not rather comforted by the distractions of cheerful frivolity, of conventional denial of his pains?’  The demand is as inartistic and irrelevant as the criticism which suggested it, but it returns a sufficient reply.  It does not touch the ‘catharsis’ of tragedy, which is another matter.  For the rest, Congreve’s attitude, cynicism apart, is an attitude of irony and superiority over common emotions, the attitude, artificial and inoffensive, of the society he depicts in his greatest play.  He enjoys the humours of his puppets, he s never angry with them.  It is the attitude of an artist in expounding human nature, of an expert in observation of life: an attitude attainable but by very few, and disliked as a rule by the rest, who want to clap or to hiss — who can laugh but who cannot smile.

VII.
 

When Congreve left the stage, said Dennis the critic, ‘comedy left it with him.’  Vanburgh and Farquhar were left to expound comedy of manners, the one with a vigorous gusto, the other with a romantic gaiety.  The peculiar perfume of The Way of the World was given to neither, yet they wrote comedy of manners.  But if Congreve left colleagues, he left no sons, and most certainly, one may say, that when those colleagues died, English comedy took to her bed.  ‘The Comic Muse, long sick, is now a-dying,’ wrote Garrick in his prologue to She Stoops to Conquer, and she had not to apologise, like Charles the Second, for the unconscionable time she was about it.  It is a little crude to attribute her demise to Jeremy Collier and his Short View — a block painted to look like a thunderbolt.  It is not a matter of decency, of alteration or improvement in manners.  A comedy might be wholly Congrevean without a coarse word from beginning to end.  It is a matter of the exclusion (not the stultification), the suspension of moral prepossessions, the absence of sympathetic sentimentalism, the habit of shirking nothing and smiling at all things.  These qualities are not characteristic of the average Englishman.  Now, satiric comedy did not in its initiation depend upon the average Englishman.  It took its cue from the court of Charles the Second, who — with a dash of thoroughly English humour — was more than half-French in temperament, and attracted to himself all that was artistically frivolous in his kingdom.  Questions of decency and morality — which after all are not perpetually amusing — apart, the social spirit typified in this exceptional king is one of sceptical humour and ironical smiles: it takes common emotions for granted — is bored by them, in fact — and is a foe to sentimentality and gush and virtuously happy endings.  It was the spirit of Charles the Second that inspired English comedy, and inspired it most thoroughly in Congreve but a few years after Charles’s death.  Under changed conditions, one is apt to underestimate the influence of the Court upon the Town two hundred years ago.  Well, the Georges became our defenders of the faith, and they hated ‘boets and bainters.’  English comedy was thrown back upon the patronage and the inspiration of average England, and up to the time of writing has shown few signs of recovery.  Of course, the decay was gradual: you may see it at a most interesting stage in The School for Scandal, a comedy of manners with a strong dash of common sentimentality.  It would be just possible, one conceives, to play The School for Scandal as Charles Lamb says he saw it played, with Joseph for a hero, as a comedy of manners: you can just imagine Sir Peter as a sort of Sir Paul Plyant, and as not played to raise a lump in your throat.  But Sheridan made it a difficult task.  Perhaps you may see the evil influence at its worst in the so-called comedies which were our glory twenty-five years ago: in such a play as Caste, an even river of sloppy sentiment, where the acme of chivalrous delicacy is to refrain from lighting a cigarette in a woman’s presence, where the triumph of humour is for a guardsman to take a kettle off the fire, and where the character of Eccles shows what excellent comedy the author might (alas!) have written.

One is fain to ask if the spirit of Congrevean comedy will ever come back to our stage.  An echo of it has been heard in dialogue once or twice in the last few years: not a trace has been seen in action.  And yet we permit our dramatists a pretty wide range of subjects.  We allow the subjects: it is the Congrevean attitude towards them which we should condemn.  But the stage would be all the merrier if we could only understand that that attitude is harmless; that to see the humorous aspect of a thing is not to ignore the pathetic or the sociological; and that we should return all the heartier to our serious and sentimental considerations of the problems of life for allowing them to be laughed at for an evening at a comedy.  Meantime we can read the book.

G. S. STREET.
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From ‘Dictionary of National Biography, 1885-1900, Volume 12’
 

WILLIAM CONGREVE (1670–1729), dramatist, was born at Bardsey, near Leeds, where he was baptised on 10 Feb. 1669–70 — a fact first ascertained by Malone (Life of Dryden, i. 225). He was the son Congreve; his mother’s maiden name Browning. His grandfather, Richard Congreve, was a cavalier named for the order of the Royal Oak, whose wife was Anne FitzHerbert. The family had been long settled at Stretton in Staffordshire. Congreve’s father was an officer, who soon after the son’s birth was appointed to command the garrison at Youghal, where he also became agent for the estates of the Earl of Cork, and ultimately moved to Lismore. Congreve was educated at Kilkenny school, where he was a school-fellow of Swift, his senior by two years. He was entered at Trinity College, Dublin, on 5 April 1685, where, like Swift, he was a pupil of St. George Ashe [q. v.] Swift, who took his B.A. on 13 Feb. 1686, resided at Dublin till the revolution. They were therefore contemporaries at college, and formed an enduring friendship.

Congreve, on leaving Dublin, entered the Middle Temple, but soon deserted Law for literature. His first publication was a poor novel called ‘Incognita, or Love and Duty reconciled,’ by Cleophil, written ‘in the idler hours of a fortnight’s time.’ His first play, the ‘Old Bachelor,’ was brought out in January 1692–3. It was written, as he says in the dedication, nearly four years previously, in order (reply to Collier) to ‘amuse himself in a slow recovery from a fit of sickness.’ Dryden pronounced it to be the best first play he had ever seen; and the players, to whom he had at first read it so badly that they almost rejected it, soon changed their opinion. The manager granted him the ‘privilege of the house’ for six months before it was acted, a then unprecedented compliment. Its great success prompted him to produce the ‘Double Dealer,’ first performed in November 1693. This met with some opposition, and some ladies were scandalised. Queen Mary, however, came to see it, and was afterwards present at a new performance of the ‘Old Bachelor,’ when Congreve wrote a new prologue for the occasion. Dryden had generously welcomed Congreve, who helped him in the translation of Juvenal (1692), and to Congreve Dryden now addressed a famous epistle, in which he declares Congreve to be the equal of Shakespeare, and pathetically bequeaths his memory to the care of the ‘dear friend’ who is to succeed to his laurels, a bequest acknowledged by Congreve in his preface to Dryden’s plays (1718). Dryden also acknowledges (in 1697) Congreve’s services in revising the translation of Virgil, in which he was also helped by Addison and Walsh.

Betterton [q. v.] and other players revolted from Drury Lane, and obtained permission to open a new theatre at Lincoln’s Inn Fields. It was opened on 30 April 1695, the first performance being Congreve’s ‘Love for Love.’ The brilliant success of this comedy was acknowledged by a share in the house, on condition of Congreve’s promise to produce a new play every year. On 12 July 1695 Congreve was appointed by Charles Montagu, afterwards earl of Halifax, ‘commissioner for licensing hackney coaches,’ a small office, which he held till 13 Oct. 1707. His next production was the ‘Mourning Bride,’ acted at Lincoln’s Inn Fields, ‘for thirteen days without interruption,’ in 1697. The success saved the company, though the tragedy is generally regarded as an unlucky excursion into an uncongenial field. Johnson always maintained that the description of a cathedral in this play (act ii. sc. 1) was superior to anything in Shakespeare Boswell, 16 Oct. 1769, and Life of Congreve), In the same year Congreve was attacked by Jeremy Collier [q. v.] in a ‘View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage.’ He replied in a pamphlet called ‘Amendment of Mr. Collier’s False and Imperfect Citations’ (from his four plays). Although the critical principles laid down by Collier are not such as would be now admitted, he was generally thought to have the best both of the argument and of the wit. Nor can it be doubted that he was attacking a serious evil. Congreve felt the blow. His last play, the ‘Way of the World,’ was produced, again at Lincoln’s Inn Fields, in 1700. Congreve declares in the dedication that he did not expect success, as he had not written to suit the prevailing taste. The play was coolly received, and it is said that Congreve told the audience to their faces that they need not take the trouble to disapprove, as he meant to write no more. The play succeeded better after a time; but Congreve abandoned his career. In 1705 a new theatre was built for the same company by Vanbrugh, and Congrove was for a time Vanbrugh’s colleague in the management. He did nothing, however, beyond writing ‘a prologue or so, and one or two miserable bits of operas’ (Leigh Hunt) (the ‘Judgment of Paris,’ a masque, and ‘Semele, an Opera,’ neither performed).

From this time he lived at his ease. In 1710 he published the first collected edition of his works, in three vols, octavo. A promise of Tonson to pay him twenty guineas on publication is m the British Museum (Addit. MS. 28275, f. 12) He was commissioner of wine licenses from December 1705 till December 1714. At the last date he became secretary for Jamaica. According to the ‘General Dictionary’ Lord Halifax gave him a ‘place in the pipe-office,’ a ‘patent place in the customs of 600l. a year,’ and the Jamaica secretaryship, worth 700l. a year. He is said to have been latterly in receipt of 1,200l. a year. Swift, in his verses on ‘Dr. Delany and Dr. Carteret,’ says that

⁠⁠Congreve spent on writing plays
⁠⁠And one poor office half his days.
 

But Swift when writing satire did not stick to prosaic accuracy. Congreve, at any rate, was universally flattered and admired. He is always spoken of by contemporaries as a leader of literature, and had the wisdom or the good feeling to keep on terms with rival authors. He never, it is said, hurt anybody’s feelings in conversation. Swift, while at Sir W. Temple’s in 1693, addressed a remarkable poem to his more prosperous friend, and always speaks of him with special kindliness. Many meetings are noticed in the ‘Journal to Stella.’ It is odd that Congreve was almost solitary in disliking the ‘Tale of a Tub’ (Monck Berkeley, Literary Relics, ). Steele dedicated his miscellanies to him, and when assailed by Tickell in 1722 addressed his vindication (prefixed to the ‘Drummer’) to Congreve as the natural arbiter in a point of literary honour. Pope paid him a higher compliment, by concluding the translation of the ‘Iliad’ with a dedication to him. Pope was anxious to avoid committing himself to either party, and Congreve’s fame was sufficient to make him a worthy representative of national literature. Swift (letter to Pope, 10 Jan. 1721) repeats the famous reply of Harley to Halifax when Congreve was afraid of being turned out by the tories in 1711 — 

Non obtusa adeo gestamus pectora Pœni,
Nec tam aversus equos Tyrià Sol jungit ab urbe.
 

Voltaire visited him in his last years, and was disgusted by his affectation of desiring to be regarded as a gentleman instead of an author, a sentiment which is susceptible of more than one explanation (Lettres sur les Anglais). Congreve was a member of the Kit-Cat Club (Spence, Anecdotes, ), and according to Pope and Tonson, he, Garth, and Vanbrugh were the ‘three most honest-hearted real good men’ of the poetical members (ib. ). Lady Mary W. Montagu addressed a poem to him of rather questionable delicacy.

Congreve was evidently a man of pleasure, and petted in good society. His relations to Mrs. Bracegirdle [q. v.], who always acted his heroines, and spoke a prologue or epilogue in his plays, were ambiguous, but in any case very intimate. He became in later years the special favourite of the second Duchess of Marlborough, and was constantly at her house. He had, according to Swift (to Pope, 13 Feb. 1729), ‘squandered away a very good constitution in his younger days.’ In 1710, as we learn from the ‘Journal to Stella,’ he was nearly blind from cataract, and he suffered much from gout. Probably his bad health helped to weaken his literary activity. Like Byron, he seems to have combined epicurean tastes with the ‘good old gentlemanly vice,’ avarice. An attack of gout in the stomach was nearly fatal in the summer of 1726 (Arbuthnot to Swift, 20 Sept. 1726). He had gone to drink the waters at Bath in the summer of 1728 with the Duchess of Marlborough and Gay. He there received some internal injury from the upsetting of his carriage, and died at his house, in Surrey Street, Strand, on 19 Jan. 1728–9.

The body lay in state in the Jerusalem Chamber and was buried with great pomp in Westminster Abbey. A monument was erected in the abbey by the Duchess of Marlborough, with an inscription of her own writing, and a hideous cenotaph was erected at Stowe by Lord Cobham. It was reported that the duchess afterwards had a figure of ivory or wax made in his likeness, which was placed at her table, addressed as if alive, served with food, and treated for ‘an imaginary sore on its leg.’ The story, if it has any foundation, would imply partial insanity. Congreve left 10,000l., the bulk of his fortune, to the duchess, a legacy of 200l. to Mrs. Bracegirdle, and an annuity of 20l. to Anne Jellatt, besides a few small sums to his relations. Young says (Spence, ) that the duchess showed him a diamond necklace which she had bought for 7,000l. from Congrieve’s bequest, and remarks that it should have been better if the money had been left to Mrs. Bracegirdle.

Besides his plays, Congreve wrote minor poems, congratulatory and facetious, which Johnson (followed by Leigh Hunt ) declares to be generally ‘despicable.’ He wrote a letter upon humour in comedy, published in the works of Dennis, to whom it was first addressed, he contributed to the ‘Tatler’ the character of Lady Elizabeth Hastings (the famous phrase, ‘To love her is a liberal education’ — attributed to Congreve by Lady Hunt — occurs in No. 49, by Steele). Congreve has been excellently criticised by Hazlitt, ‘Lectures on the Comic Writers,’ Charles Lamb, ‘On the Artificial Comedy of the last Century,’ and by Leigh Hunt, in whose essay the others are reprinted. Hazlitt’s judgment that Congreve’s is ‘the highest model of comic dialogue’ has been generally accepted, with the occasional deduction that the strain of his perpetual epigrams becomes tiresome. Hunt, a sympathetic and acute critic, admits that Lamb’s famous defence of Congreve against the charge of immorality is more ingenious than sound. The characters, instead of being mere creations of fancy, are only too faithful portraits of the men (and women) of the town in his day. Congreve’s defects are to be sought not so much in the external blemishes pointed out by Collier as in the absence of real refinement of feeling. His characters, as Voltaire observes, talk like men of fashion, while their actions are those of knaves. Lamb’s audacious praise of him for excluding any pretensions to good feeling in his persons might be accepted if it implied (as he urges) a mere ‘privation of moral light.’ But, although a ‘single gush of moral feeling’ would, as Lamb says, be felt as a discord, a perpetual gush of cynical sentiment is quite in harmony. His wit is saturnine, and a perpetual exposition of the baser kind of what passes for worldly wisdom. The atmosphere of his plays is asphyxiating. There is consequently an absence of real gaiety from his scenes and of true charm in his characters, while the teasing intricacy of his plots makes it (as Hunt observes) impossible to remember them even though just read and noted for the purpose. It is therefore almost cruel to suggest a comparison between Congreve and Molière, the model of the true comic spirit. The faults are sufficient to account for the neglect of Congreve by modern readers in spite of the exalted eulogies — not too exalted for the purely literary merits of his pointed and and vigorous dialogue — bestowed upon him by the best judges of his own time and by some over-generous critics of the present day.

[Sam Hayman’s New Handbook for Youghal (1858), p, 65; Giles Jacob’s Poetical Register (1719). p-8 (information acknowledged from Congreve); Memoirs by Charles Wilson (pseudonym for one of Curll’s scribblers), 1730 (a catchpenny book which includes the early novel, the reply to Collier, and a few letters); Life in General Dictionary, vol. iv., with infomation from Southerne; Monck Berkeley’s Literary Relics, 317-89 (letters to Joseph Kealey); Victor Moyle’s Works (1727), p, 231; letters to Moyle; Cibber’s Lives, iv. 83-98; Cibber’s Apology (1740), 161, 224, 236, 262, 263; Davies’s Dramatic Miscellanies, iii. 330-407, Johnson’s Lives of the Posts; Genest’s History of the Stage, vol. ii.; Leigh Hunt’s Introduction to Dramatic Works of Congreve, &c., and Macaulay’s Review, reprinted in his Essays. Leigh Hunt prints some original letters; Notes and Queries, 2nd ser. ix. 418, 8rd ser. v. 132, xi. 280.]
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Westminster Abbey, London — Congreve’s final resting place
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Poets’ Corner, the South Transept of Westminster Abbey –the location of Congreve’s grave
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Congreve’s grave
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