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extract 

From Mr Pope’s Dunclad* 
Page 150, 4X0 Edit. 1743.. 

Mr Gay was early in the. friendfliip of our au- 
thor *, which continued to his death. He wrote 
feveral works of humour with great fuccefs, the 
Shepherd’s Week, Trivia, the What-d’ye-call-it, Fa- 
bles, and, laftly, the.celebrated Beggar’s Opera ; 
a piece of fatire which hit all taftes and degrees of 
men, from thofe of the higheft quality to the very 
rabble. That verfe of floraee 

Primorcs populi arnpuit, populumque Iribtitirit, . 
could never be fo juftly applied as to this. The vaft ’ 
fuccefs of it was unprecedented, and almoft in- - 
credible. What is related of the wonderful efFefts : 
of the antient mufic or tragedy hardly came up to it. . 
Sophocles and Euripides were lefs followed and fa- 
mous. It was adted in London fixty three days un- • 
interrupted, and renewed the next feafon with e- 
qual applaufes. It fpread into all the great towns ; 
of England, was played in many places to the thir- 
tieth and fortieth time; at Bath and Briltol fifty, etc. . 
It made its progrefs into Wales, Scotland, and Ire- 
land, where it w'as performed twenty four days to- 
gether. It was daftly atted in Minorca. The 
fame of it was not confined to the author only ; the 
ladies carried about with them the favourite fqngs , 

* Mr Pope, 



of it in fans; and houfes were furnifhed with it in 
fcreens. The perfon who afred Polly, till then ob- 
fcure, became, all at once, the favourite of the 
town. Her pictures were engraved, and fold in 
great numbers, her life written, books of letters 
and verfes to her publifhed, and pamphlets made 
even of her fayings and jefts. 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for 
that feafon, the Italian Opera, which had carried all 
before it for ten years. That idol of the nobility 
and the people, which the greit critic, Mr^Dennis, 
by the labours and outcries of a whole life, could 
not overthrow, was demblilhed by a fingle ftroke of 
this gentleman’s pen. This happened in the year 
1728. Yetfo great was his modefty, that he con- 
ftantly prefixed to all the editions of it this motto. 
Nos haec novimus ejfe nihil. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

BEGGAR, PLAYER. 

BEGGAR. 
"T F poverty be a title to poetry, I am fure no body can 

difpute mine. I own myfelf of the company of 
beggars ; and I make one at their weekly feftivals at 
St Giles’s. I have a fmall yearly falary for my catches, 
and am welcome to a dinner there whenever I pleafe, 
which is more than moft poets can fay. 

BLAYER. 
As we live by the mufes, it is but gratitude in us to 

encourage poetical merit where-ever we find it. The 
mufes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no diftinflion 
to drefs, and never partially miftake the pertnefs of em* 
broidery for wit, nor the modefty of want for dulnefs. 
Be the author who he will, tve pulh his play as far 
as it will go. So, though you are in want, I wiflt yo* 
fuccefs heartily. 

BEGGAR. This piece, I own, was originally writ for the cele- brating the marriage of James Chanter and Molly Lay, 
two moft excellent ballad fingers. I have introduced 
the fimilies that are in your celebrated Operas : the 
Swallow, the Bee, the Ship, thg Flower, etc. Befides, 
I have a prifon-fcene, which the ladies reckon charming- 
ly pathetic. As to the parts, I have obferved fuch a 
nice impartiality to our two ladies, that it is impoflible 
for either of them to take offence. I hope I may be for- 
given, that I have not made my Opera throughout un- 
natural, like thofe in vogue ; for I have no recitative : 
excepting this, as I have confented to have neither pro- 

logue 



INTRODUCTION. 
logue nor epilogue, it mud be allowed an Opera in all its 
forms. The piece, indeed, hath been heretofore fre- 
quently prefented by ourfelves in our great room at 
St Giles’s, fo that I cannot too often acknowledge your 
charity in bringing it now on the ftage. 

PLAYER. 
But I fee it is time for us to withdraw ; the adtors are 

preparing to begin. Play away the ouverture, (Ex+ 



I “ 1 

T H E 

B E G G A R ’S. : O J? E R A. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

SCENE, Peachum’j Houfi. 

Peachum fitting at a table ■with a large booh cf ac~ 
comps before him. 

AIR I. An old woman clothed in gray, <bc, 
*JfHROUGH all the employments of life. Each neighbour abufes his brother ; Whore and rogue they call husband and wife. 

All profefans be-rogue one another : she priefl calls the lawyer a cheat. The lawyer be-lnaves the divine ; And the flatefinan, becaufe he's fo great, 'Thinks his trade as hone ft as mine. 
A lawyer is an honeft employment, fo is mine. Like 
me, too, heads in a double capacity, both againfl. rogues 
and tor them ; for it is but fitting that we flaould proted. 
and encourage cheats, fince we live by them. 
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SCENE II. 

PEA CHUM, FILCH. 
FILCH. 

Sir black Moll hath fent word her trial conies on ' 
the Afternoon, and Ihe hopes you will order matters 
as to bring her off. 

PEACHUM. 
Why, (he may plead her belly at word ; to my 

knowledge (he hath taken care of that (ecurity : but as 
the wench is very a&ive and induftrious, you may fa- 
tisfy her that I’ll foften the evidence. 

FILCH. 
Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 

PEACHUM. 
A lazy dog ! When I took him the time before, I told 

him what he would come to if he did not mend his hand. 
This is death without reprieve. I tnay venture to book 
him. (writes.) For Tom Gagg, forty pounds. Let 
Betty Sly know that I’ll fave her from tranfportation, 
for I can get more by her (laying in England. 

FILCH. 
Betty has brought more goods into our lock to-year, 

than any five of the gang ; and in truth ’tis a pity to 
lofe fo good a cuftomer. 

PEACHUM. 
If none of the gang take her o(F, (lie may, in the 

common courfe of bufinefs, live a twelve-month longer. 
I love to let women Tcape. A good fportfman always 
lets the hen partridges fly, becaufe the breed of the game 
depends upon them Befides, here the law allows us no 
reward ; there is nothing to be got by the death of wo- 
men except our wives. 

FILCH. 
Without difpute, (he is a fine woman ! ’twas to her 

I was obliged for my education, and (to fay a bold w ord) 

S’5
* 



THE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 13 
(lie had trained op more young fellows to the bufinefs 
than the gaming-table. PEACHUM. 

Truly, Filch, thy obfervation is right. We and the 
furgeons are more beholden to women than all the pre- 
feflions befides. 

AIR II. The bony grey-eyed morn, 6r. 
FILCH. 

'Tis woman that feduces all mankind, By her we firfl were taught the wheedling arts ? Her very eyes can cheat; when mofi jhe's kind. She tricks us of our money with our hearts. For her, like wolves hy night we roam for prey, And praStife ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; For fuits of love, like law, are won by pay. And beauty mufi be fee'dinto our arms. 
PEACHUM. 

But make hafte to Newgate, boy, and let my friends 
know what I intend; for I love to make them ealy one 
way or other. 

FILCH. 
When a gentleman is long kept in fufpenle, penitence 

may break his fpirit ever after. Befides, certainty gives 
a man a good air upon his trial, and makes him rilk 
another without fear or fcruple. But I’ll away, for it is 
a pleafure to be the mefTenger of comfort to friends ia 
affliction. 

SCENE III. 
PEACHUM. 

But ’tis now high time to look about me for a decent 
execution againft next fefiions. I hate a lazy rogue, by 
whom one can get nothing till he. is hanged. A regiflet 
of the gang, (reading.) Crcok-fingered Jack. A year 

B 



n T-HE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 
end a hal| in the fervice ; let me fee how much the flock 
owes to his induftry; one, two, three, four, five gold 
watches, and feven filver ones. A mighty dean-hand- 
ed fellow! fixteen fnuff-boxes, five of them of true 
gold. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four filver-hilted 
fwords, half a dozen of fliirts, three tye-perriwigs, and 
a piece of broadcloth. Confidering thefe are only the 
fruits of his leifure hours, I don’t know a prettier fellow, 
for no man alive hath a more engaging prelence of mind 
upon the road. Wat Dreary, alias -Brown Will, an irre- 
gular dog, who hath an underhand way of difpofing of 
his goods. I’ll try him only for a feffions or tws longer 
upon bis good behaviour. Harry Padington, a poor 
petty-larceny rafcal, without the leaft genius; that fel- 
low, though he were to live thefe fix months, will never 
ce-me to the gallows with any credit. Slippery Sam : he 
goes off the next felfions, for the villain hath the impu- 
dence to have views of following his trade as a taylor, 
which he calls an honeft employment. Mat of the 
•Mint; lifted not above a month ago, a promifing fturdy 
fellojy, and diligent in his way, fomewhat too bold and 
hafty, and may raife good contributions on the public, 
if he does not cut himfelf Ihort by murder. Tom Tip- 
ple, a guzzling foaking fot, who is always too drunk 
to ftand himfelf, or to make others ftand. A cart is abfolutely necelfary for him. Robin of Bagftiot, alias 
Gordon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, alias BobBooty- 

SCENE IV. 
PEACHUM, MRIS PEACHUM. 

MR7S PEACHUM. 
What of Bob Booty, hufband ? I hope nothing bad 

bath betided him ? You know, my dear, he’s a favourite 
enftomer of mine. ’Twas he made me a prefent of this 
ring. 
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PEACHUM. 

I have fet his name down in the black lift, that’s all, 
my dear : he fpends his life among women, and as foon> 
as his money is gone, one or other of the ladies will 
hang him for the reward, and there’s forty pound loft to- 
us for ever. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
You know, my dear, I never, meddle in matters of; 

death ; I always leave thofe affairs to you. Women in- 
deed are bitter bad judges in thefe cafes; for they are fo 
partial to the brave, that they think every man handfome 
who is going to the camp or the gallows. 

A I R III. Cold and raw, &c. 
If any wench Venus'sgirdle do'weary. Though the be never fo ugly ; Lilies and rofes will quickly appear. And her face look wondrous Jmugly. Beneath the left ear fo fit but a cord, (A rope fo charming a zone is /) The youth in his cart hath the air of a lord. And we cry. There dies an Adonis ! 

But really, hufband, you fhould not be too hard-heart- 
ed, for you never had a finer, braver fet of men than at 
prefent. We have not Itad a murder among them all 
thefe feven months. And truly, my dear, that is a great 
bleffing. . i 

pe-achum. What a dickens is the woman always a whimpring a* 
bout murder for ? No gentleman is ever looked upon thj 
worfe for killing a man in his own defence : and if bufi- 
nefs cannot be carried on without it, what would, you 
have a gentleman do ? 

MRIS PEACHUM. If I am in the wrong, my dear, you muft excufe me,- 
fer no bddy can help the frailty of an over-fcfupulbus confeien^e. 
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PE ACHUM. 

Murder is as fafliionable a crime as a man can be guilty 
of. How many fine gentlemen have we in Newgate 
every year, purely upon that article ! if they have where- 
withal to perfuade the jury to bring it in manfiaughter, 
v hat are they the worfe for it ? So, my dear, have 
done upon this fubjedi. Was captain Macheath here, 
this morning, for the bank-notes he left with you laft 
week i 

M.RIS PEACHUM. 
Yes, my dear, and, though the bank hath flopt pay- 

ment, he was fo chearful and fo agreeable ! fure there is 
not a finer gentleman upon the road than the captain ! 
If he comes from Bagfiiot at any reafonable.hour, he hath 
promifed to make cne this evening with Polly and me, 
and Bob Booty, at a party of quadrille. Pray, my dear, 
is the captain rich ? FEACHUM. 

The captain keeps too good company ever to grow 
rich. Mary-bone and the chocolate houfes are his un- 
doing. The man that propofes to get money by play 
fhould have the education of a fine gentleman, and be 
trained up to it from his youth.. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
Really, I am forry, upon Polly’s account, the captain 

hath no more difcretion. What bufinefs hath he to 
keep company with lords and gentlemen ? he (hould 
leave them to prey upon one another. PEACHUM. 

Upon Polly’s account! What a plague does the wo- 
man mean Upon Polly’s account ! MRIS PEACHUM. 

Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl. PEACHUM. 
And what then ? MRIS PEACHUM. 
If I have any {kill in the tVays of women, I am fure 

Polly thinks him a very pretty man.’ 
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PEACHUM. 

And what then ? you would not be lb mad to have 
the wench marry him ! Gamefters and highwaymen ara 
generally very good to their whores, but they are very 
devils to their wives. 

MR IS PEACHUM. 
But if Polly fhould be in Jove, how fliould we help 

her, or how can ihe help herfelf? Poor girl, I am in 
the utmoft concern about her. 
AIR IV. Why is your faithful flave difdain’d ? 6c.. 

If love the virgin''j heart invade. How, like-a moth, the fimple rnaid S-till plays about the flame ! Jf foon.jhe be not made a wife. Her honour's Jing d, and then for life 
She's what I dare not name.-. 

FRACHUM. 
Look ye, wife; a handfome wench in our way of 

bulinefs is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple coffee- 
houfe, who looks upon it as her livelihood to grant every 
liberty but o.ne. You fee I would indulge the girl as far 
as prudently we can; in any thing but marriage ! After 
that, my dear, how fhair we he fate ? are.we not then in 
her hufband’s power ? for a hufband hath the abfolute 
power over all a wife’s fecrets, but her own. If the girl 
had the diferetion of a court lady* who can have a dozen 
young fellows at her ear without complying with one, I; 
fijould not matter it; but Polly is tinder, and a fpark . 
will at onee fet her on a flamet Married ! if the wench 
does not know her own profit, fure (lie knows her own 
pleafure better than to make herfelf a property ! My 
daughter to me fhould be like a court lady to a minifter 
of flate, a key to the whole gang. Married ! if the affair, 
is not already done, I’ll terrify her from it, by the ckv 
ample of our neighbours. 

*3 
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MR IS PEACH 0 M. 

Mayhap, my dear, you may injure the girl. She- 
loves to imitate the fine ladies, and fhe may only allow the 
captain liberties in the view of intereft. 

PEACHUM. 
But ’tis your duty, my dear, to warn the girl again ft her 

ruin, and to inftrudt her how to make the nioft of her 
beauty, i’ll go to her this moment, and fift her. In the 
mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and marks of thefe 
dozen of cambric handkerchiefs, for I can difpofe of them 
this afternoon to a chap in the city. 

SCENE V. 
MR IS PEACHUM. 

Never was a man more out of the way in an argument 
'than my hufband . why muft our Polly, forfooth, difFcr 
from her fex, and love only her hufband? and why mufb 
Polly’s marriage, contrary to all obfervation, make her 
the lefs followed by other men ? All men are thieves in 
love, and 1 ke a woman the better for being another’s 
property. 

AIR V. Of nil the fimple things we do, &c, . 
A maid it Hie the golden oar. Which hath guineas intrinfrcal in't, JVkofe 'worth is never known before It is try d and imprejl in the mint, 
A wife s like a guinea in gold, Stampt 'with the name of her fpoufe; 

* Nowhere, now there ; is bought, or is fold \ And is current in every kbujfe. 
S C B N E 
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SCENE VI. 
MRIS PEACHUM, FILCH. 

MRIS PEACHUM; 
Come hither, Filch. I am as fond of this child, as 

though my mind mifgives me he were my own. He 
hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman, and 
is as nimble-fingered ..s a juggler; If an unlucky feflion 
does not cut the rope of thy life, I pronounce, boy, thou 
wilt be a great man in hiftory. Where was your poll: 
la ft night, m.y boy ? 

FILCH. I plyed at the opera; madam ; and conlidering ’twas 
neither dark nor rainy, fo that there was no great hurry 
in getting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable hand on’t. 
Thefe feven handkerchiefs, madam. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
Coloured ones, I fee. They are of fure fale from our ware-houfe at Redriff among the feamen. 

FILCH. And this fnuff-box. 
MRIS PEACHUM. Set in gold 1 A pretty encouragement this to a young 

beginner. 
filch. I had a rare tug at a charming gold watch. Pox take the taylors for making the fobs fo deep and narrow ! 

It ftuck by the way, and I was forced to make my efcape 
under a coach. Really, madam, I fear I fhall be cut 
oft in the flower of my youth, fo that every now and 
then (lince I was pumpt) I have thoughts of taking up, 
and going to fea. 

MRIS PEACHUM. You (honld po to Hockley in the Hple, and to Mary- 
bone cVihj to learn valour. Thefe are the fchools that 
have bred fo-many brave men. I thought, boy, by this 
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time, thou hadft loft fear as well as-fhame. Poor lad ! how 
little does he know as yet of the Old Baily ! for the firft 
fatft I’ll infure thee from being hanged ; and going to ft a. 
Filch, will come time enough upon a fentence of tranf- 
portation. But now, fince you have nothing better to 
do, ev’n go to your book, and learn your catechifm; 
for really a man makes but an ill figure in the ordinary’s 
paper, who cannot give a fatisfatftory anfwer to his que- 
ftions. But, hark you, my lad ; don’t tell me a lie, for 
you know I hate a liar ; do you know of any thing that 
hath paft between captain Macheath and our Polly ? FILCH. 

I beg you, madam, don’t aik me; for I mu ft either 
tell a lie to you or to mifs Polly, for I promifcd her I 
would not tell. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
But when the honour, of our family is concerned — — 

FILCH. 
I lhall lead a fad life with mifs Polly, if ever fhe come 

to know that I told you. Befides, I would not willingly 
forfeit my own honour by betraying any body. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
Yonder comes my hulband and Polly. Come, Filch, 

you lhall go with me into my own room, and tell me the 
whole ftory I’ll give thee a moft delicious glafs of'cor- 
dial that I keep for my own drinking. 

SCENE VII. 
PEACHUM, POLLYjp. 

POLLY. 
I know as well as any of the fine ladies how to m«k* 

the moft of myfelf and of my m ;n too. A woman knows how to be mercenary, though ftie hath never been 
in a court or at an alfembly. We have it in our natures, - papa. If I allow captain Macheath forne trifling liber- 
ties, I have this watch and other vifibie marks of his 
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favour to (hew for it. A girl who cannot grant fome 
things, and refufe what is moil: material, will make but 
a poor hand of her beauty, and foon be thrown upon 
the common. 

AIR VI. What fhall I do to fliow how much I 
love her, 

Virgini are like the fair flower in its luflre. Which in the garden enamels the ground Near it the bees in play flutter and clufier. 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around ; Bui, when once pluck'd, ’tis no longer alluring. To Covent-garden 'tis fent, (as yet Jweet), There fades andfhrinks, and grows paji all enduring. Rots, f inks, and dies, and is trod under fleet. 

REACHUM-. You know, Polly, I am not againft your toying and 
trifling with a cuftomer in the way of bufinefs, or to get 
out a fecret, or fo. But if I find out that you have played 
the fool, and are married, you jade you, I’ll cut your 
throat, huffy. Now you know my mind. 

SCENE VIII. 
PEACHUM, POLLY, MRIS PEACHUM. 

AIR VII. Oh London is a fine town. 
Mats peachum in a very great pajfton. Our Polly is a pid flat ! nor heeds what we have taught her. 1 wonder any man alive will ever rear a'daughter ! For flse tnufl have both hoods and gowns, and Loops to fwell iff her pride. With fearfli and flays, and gloves and lace ; and Jhe will 

have men beflde; And when floe's dreflt with care and cofl, all tempting fine and gay. As men fhould ferve a cucumber, (he flings her [elf away. 
Qur Polly is a fad flat, &c. 
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You baggage ! you hufly ! you inconfiderate jade ! had 
you been bang’d, it would not have vexed me, for that 
might have been your misfortune; but to do fuch a mad 
thing by choice! the wench is married, huiband. 

PEACHUM. 
Married ! the captain is a bold man, and will rifle 

any thing for money : to be fure he believes her a for- 
tune. Do you think your mother and I Ihould have 
liv’d comfortably fo long together, if ever we had been 
married, baggage 2 

MRIS EEACHUM. 
I knew flie was always a proud flut; and now the 

wench has play’d the fool and married, becaufe forfooth 
Ihe would do like the gentry. Can you fupport the 
expence of a hulband, bully, in gaming, drinking, and 
whoring ? have you money enough to carry on the daily 
quarrels of man and wife about who fliall fquander moft 2 
There are not many hulbands and wives, who can b'ear 
the charges of plaguing one another in a handfome way. 
If you muft be married, could you introduce no body 
into our family but a highwayman 2 why, thou foolilh 
jade, thou wilt be as ill ufed, and as much negle&ed, as. 
if thou hadlt married a lord ! 

PEACHUM. 
Let not your anger, my dear, break through the rules 

of decency, for the captain looks upon bimfelf in the 
military capacity, as a gentleman by his profeflion. Be- 
Cdes what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way of 
getting, or of dying.; and both thefe ways, let me tell you, are mofl: excellent chances for a wife. Tell me, 
hufly, are you ruined or no 2 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
With Polly’s fortune (he might very well have gone 

off to a perfon ofdiltinffion. Yes, that you might, you 
pouting Hut! 

PEACHUM. 
What, is the wench dumb 2 Speak, or I’ll make you 

plead by fqueezing out an anfwer from, you. Are you 
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really bound wife to him, or are you only upon liking ? [Pinches her-. 

POLLY. 
Oh ! [Screaming. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
HoW the mother is to be pitied who hath handfome 

daughters! locks, bolts, bars, and ledures of morality 
are nothing to them; they break through them all. 
They have as much pleafure in cheating a father and 
mother, as in cheating at cards. 

PEACHUM. 
Why, Polly, I lhall foon know if yon are married, 

by Macheath’s keeping from our houfe. 
AIR VIII. Grim king of the ghofts, ire. 

POLLY. Can love be controut'd by advice ? Wilt Cupid our mothers obey ? Though rny heart mere as frozen as ice. At his flame ’tmould have melted away. When he kifs'd me, fo clofely he prefl, 'Twas fo fweet that I muft have comply'd: So 1 thought it both fafe(l and befl To marry, for fear you flioulfl chide. 
MRIS PEACWtTM. Then all the hopes of our fatnily are gone for ever 

and ever. 
PEACHUM. 

And Macheath may hang his father and mother-in- 
law, in hope to get in to their daughter’s fortune. 

POLLY. 
I did not marry him (as ’tis the fafhion) coolly and 

deliberately for honour or money. But, I love him. 
MRIS PEACHUM. 

Love him ! worfe and worfe ! I thought the girl had 
been better bred. O hulband, hulband i her folly makes 
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me mad ! my head fwims ! I’mdiftraQed ! I can’t fup- 
port myfelf Oh ! [Faints, PEACHUM. 

See, wench, to what a condition you have reduced 
your poor mother ! a glafs of cordial this inftant. How 
the poor woman takes it to heart! [Polly goes out, and returns with it. 
Ah, hufly, now this is the only comfort your mother 
has left 1 POLLY. 

Give her another glafs, Sir : my mama drinks double 
the quantity whenever Ihe is out of order. This, you 
fee, fetches her. MRIS PEACHUM. 

The girl fliews fuch a readinefs, and fo much con- 
cern, that I could almoft find in my heart to forgive her ! 
AIR IX. O Jenny, O Jenny, where haft thou been. 

0 Polly, you might have toy'd and kifs'dt By keeping men off, you keep them on. POLLY. 
But he fo teas'd me. And he fo pleas'd me. 

What I did you muft have done. 
MRIS PEACHUM. 

Not with a highwayman you forry flut! PEACHUM. 
A word with you, wife. ’Tis no new thing for a 

wench to take a man without confent of parents. You 
know ’tis the frailty of woman, my dear. MRIS PEACHUM. 

Yes, indeed, the fex is frail: but the firft time a wo- 
man is frail, (he ihould be fomewhat nice methinks, for 
then or never is the time to make her fortune. After that 
fhe hath nothing to do but to guard herfelf from being 
found out, and Ihe may do what flie pleafes. 
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I 

' PEACHUM. 
Make yourfelf a little eafy: I have a thought (hall 

foon fet all matters again to rights. Why fo melancho- 
ly, Polly ? fmce what is done cannot be undone, we 
muft all endeavour to make the heft of it. MR.IS PEACHUM. 

Well, Polly, as far as one woman can forgive another, 
I forgive thee—Your father is too fond of you, huffy. POULY. 

Then all my forrows are at an end. 
MRIS PEACHUM. 

A mighty likely fpeech in troth, for a wench who is 
juft married. 

A I R X. Thomas, I cannot, df. 
POLLY. 

7, like a Jbip in ftorms, nvaj toft. Yet afraid to put into land; Ftr, feiz'd tn the port, the vejfel's loji Whofe treafure is ceunterband. The waves are laid. My duty's paid; 0 jot beyond expreftion! Thus, Cafe a floor e, 1 aft no more-. My all is in my pftffion. 
PEACHUM. I hear cuftomers in t’other room ; go talk with ’em 

Polly; but come to us again as foon as they are gone! 
—But, hark ye, child, if ’tis the gentleman who was 
here yefterday about the repeating-watch, fay, you be- 
lieve we can’t get intelligence of it till to-morrow. For 
I lent it to Suky Straddle, to make a figure with it to- 
night at a tavern in Drury-lane. If t’other gentleman 
calls for the filver-hilted fword, you know beetle-brow’d 
Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not 'come from Tun- 

^ bridge 
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bridge till Tuefday night j fo that it cannot be had till 
then. 

SCENE IX. 
PEACHUM, MRIS PEACHUM. 

PEACHUM. 
Dear wife, be a little pacified. Don’t let your paffion 

run away with your fenfes. Polly, I grant you, hath 
done a ralh thing. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
If flie had had only an intrigue with the fellow, why 

the very belt families have excufed and huddled up a frail- 
ty of that-fort. ’Tis marriage, husband, that makes it a 
blemilh. PEACHUHt. 

But money, wife, is the true fuller’s earth for repu- 
tations ; there is not a fpot or (lain but what it-can take 
out. A rich rogue novv-a-days is fit company for any 
gentleman ; and the world, my dear, hath not fuch a 
contempt for roguery as you imagine. I tell you, wife, 
I can make this match turn to our advantage. MRIS PEACHUM. 

I am very fenfible, hufband, that captain Macheath is 
worth money ; but l am in doubt whether he hath not 
two or three wives already; and then if he (hould die in 
a feffion or two, Polly’s dower would come into difpute. PEACHUM. 

That indeed is a point which ought to be confidered, 
AIR XI. A foldier and a failor. 

A fox may Jleal your hens. Sir, A whore your health and pence. Sir, Tour daughter rob your cheft. Sir, Tour wife may ft cal your rejl. Sir, A thief your goods and plate. 
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But this is all but picking. With reft, pence, cheft, and chicken-. It tver mat decreed. Sir, If lawyer's hand is fee'd. Sir,, 
He Jleals your whole ejlate. 

The lawyers are bitter enemies to thofe in our way* 
They don’t care that any body fhouM get a clattdellintl 
livelihood but thetufelves. 

SCENE X. 
MRIS PEACHUM, PEACHUM, POLLY. 

POLLY. 
’Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a damaflc. 

window-curtairi, a hoop petticoat, a pair of filver candle- 
fticks, a perriwig, and one filk^ftocking, from the .fire that 
happened laft night. 

PEACHUM. 
There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his way, and 

faves more goods out of the fire than Ned. But now',. 
Tolly, to your affairs j for matters muft not be left as 
they are. You. are married then, itfeems.? 

POLLY. 
Yes, Sir. 

PEACHUM. 
And how do you propofe to live, child ? 

PALLY. 
Like other women, Sir, upon the induftry of my hufc 

band. 
MRIS PEACHUM. What, is the wench turn’d fool ? A highwayman’s 

wife, like a foldier’s, hath as little of his pay as of his 
company. 

PEACHUM. And had not you the common views of a gentlewO'! 
man in your marriage, Polly ? 

C a 
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POLLY. 

I don’t know what you mean, Sir. 
PEACHUM. 

Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 
POLLY. 

But I love him. Sir } how then could I have thoughts 
of parting with him ? 

PEACHUM. 
Parting with him ! Why, that is the whole fcheme 

and intention of all marriage articles. The comfortable 
eflate of widowhood is the only hope that keeps up a 
wife’s fpirits. Where is the woman who would fcruple 
to be a wife, if (he had it in her power to be a widow 
whenever fhe pleafed ? If you have any views of this 
fort, Polly, I (hall think the match not fo very unrea* 
fonable. 

POLLY. 
How I dread to hear your advice ! yet I mufl beg you 

to explain yourfelf. PEACHUM. 
Secure what he hath got, have him ’peached the next 

feflions, and then at once you are made a rich widow. POLLY. 
What, murder the man I love ! the blood runs cold 

at my heart with the very thought of it. PEACHUM. 
Fie, Polly ! what hath murder to do in the affair ? 

Since the thing fooner or later muft happen, I dare fay, 
the captain himfelf would like that we fltould get the re- 
ward for his death fooner than a ftranger. Why, Polly, 
the captain knows, that as ’tis his employment to rob, 
fo ’tis ours to take robbers; every man in his bufinefs: 
fo that there is no malice in the cafe. MRIS PEACHUM. 

Ay, hulband, now you have nicked the matter. To 
have him ’peached is the only thing could ever make me 
forgive her. 

-r~ 



THE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 23 

AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear.- 
POLLY. 

Ob, ponder •well! be not fevere ; So Jave a •wretched •wife. For on the rope that hangs my dear. Depends poor Polly's life. ' 
MRI S PEACHUM. 

But your duty to your parents, huffy, obliges you tQ 
hang him. What would many a wife give for fuch an 
Opportunity ! 

POLLY. 
What is a jointure, what is widowhood to me ? I know 

jny heart: I cannot furvive him. 
AIR XIII. Le printems rapelle aux arraes* 
The turtle thus, •with plaintive crying, Her lover dying. 
The turtle thus, •with plaintive crying. Laments her dove. Down Jhe drops quite [pent with ftghing. Pair'd in death, as pair'd in love. 

Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly, 
MfUS PEACHUM. 

What, is the fool in love in earned then ? 1 hate thee- 
for being particular. Why, wench, thou art a fhame to 
thy very fex. 

POLLY. 
But hear me, mother-—If you ever lov’d— 

MR1S PEACHtTM. 
Thofe curfed play-books fhe reads have been her ruin. 

One word more, huffy, and I fhall knock your brains 
out, if you have any. 

PEACHUM. 
Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of mifchief, and 

eonfider of what is propofed to you, 
C* 



30 THE BEGGAR’S OPERA, 
MRIS PEACHUM. 

Away, huffy, hang your hufband, and be dutiful;, 
SCENE XI. 

MRIS PEACHUM, PEACHUM. 
• [Polly UJlening. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
The thing, hufband, muft and fhall be done. For the 

fake'of intelligence we muft take other meafures, and 
have him ’peached the next feflion without her confent. 
If fhe will not know her duty, we know ours. 

PEACHUM. 
But really, my dear, it grieves one’s heart to take off 

a great man. When I confider his perfonal bravery, his 
fine ftratagem, how much we have already got by him, 
and how much more we may get, raethinks I can’t find 
in my heart to.have a hand in his death. I willi you could 
have made Polly undertake it. MRIS PEACHUM. 

But in a cafe of nereffity Our own fives are in 
danger. 

PEACHUM. 
Then, indeed, we muft comply with the cuftoms of the 

world, and make gratitude give way to intereft— He fhall 
be taken off. 

MRIS PEACHUM. 
I’ll undertake to manage Polly. PEACHUM. 
And I’ll prepare matters for the Old Baily. 

SCENE XIH 
POLLY. 

Now I’m a wretch indeed- Methinks I fee hint al- 
ready in the cart, fweeter and mere love!, than the 'e- • 
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gay in his hand !—I hear the croud extoling his refoluti- 
on and intrepidity !-—What vollies of fighs are fent from 
the windows of Holborn, that fo comely a youth fliould 
be brought to difgrace !   I fee him at the tree ! The 
whole circle are in tears !—even butchers weep!—Jack 
Ketch himfelf hefitates to perform his duty, and would 
be glad to lofe his fee by a reprieve. What then will be- 
come of Polly:-——As yet I may inform him of their 
defign, and aid him in his efcape—It fhall be lb  
But then he flies, abfents himfelf, and I bar myfelf from 

Jiis dear dear converfation! That too will dirtradl me* 
— -If he keep out of the way,, my papa and mama 
may in time relent, and we may be happy—If he flays, 
he is hanged, and then he is loft for ever!- He in- 
tended to ly concealed in my room till the dulk of the 
evening: if they are abroad, I’ll this inftant let him 
out, left fome accident ftiould prevent him. [Exit, and 

returns. 
SCENE XIII. 

POLLY, MACHEATH. 
AIR XIV. Pretty parrot fay—. 

MACHEATK. Pretty Polly, fay. When I 'was away. Did your fancy nevtr fray 
To foihe newer lover i POLLY. 

Without difguif. Heaving Jighs, Doting eyes. 
My cohftant heart difcove'r. < Fondly let me loll! 

MACHEATH. 0 pretty, pretty P-oll.A 

$ 
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POLLY. 

And are you as fond as ever, my dear ? 
MACHEATH. 

Sufpefl my honour, my courage, fufpedt any thing but 
ray love—— May my piftols mifs fire, and my mare 
flip her flioulder while I am purfued, if I ever forfakc 
thee t 

POLLY. 
Kay, my dear, I have no reafop to doubt you, for I 

find, in the romance you lent me, none of the great he- 
roes were ever falfe in love. 

AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind. 
MACHEATH. 

My heart was ft freey It rov'd like the bee, 'Till Polly my paffion requited / fipt each flower, I chang'd ev'ry hour; But here ev’ry flower is united. 
POLLY. 

Were you fentenc’d to tranfportation, fure, my dear,, 
you could not leave me behind you could you ? MACHEATH. 

Is there any power, any force, that could tear me 
from thee ? You might fooner tear a penfion out of the 
hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty wo- 
man from a looking glafs, or any woman from quadrille 
 But to tear me from thee is impoflible ! 

AIR XVI. Over the hills and far away. 
Were I laid on Greenland's coajl. And in my arms embrac'd my lafs : Warm amidft eternal froft. Too foon the half year's night would f aft. 
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POLLY. 

JFere I fold on Indi.m foil, Scon as the burning day was clos'd, 1 cculd mock the fultry toil, When on my charmer's breaft repos'd, MACHEATH. Jnd l would love you all the day., POLL Y. Every night would kif and play, MACHEATH. If with we you'd fondly fray POLLY. Over the hills and far away. 
POLLY. 

Yes, I will go with thee. But ch ! —how fhall I 
fpeak it ? I mull be torn from thee. We muft part. 

MACHEATH. 
How! part! 

POLLY. 
We muft, we mufl. My papa and mama are let 

again!! thy life. They now, ev’n now, are in fearch 
after thee. They are preparing evidence again!! thee. 
Thy life depends upon a moment. 

AIR XVII. Gin thou wertmyawn thing  
O what pain it is to part l Can 1 leave thee, can I leave thee ? 0 what pain it is to part ! Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? But lefl death my love flsould thwart. And bring thee to the fatal cart. Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart ! Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 

One kifs, and then one kifs begone——farewel. 
MACHEATH. My hand, my heart, my dear, is fo rivetted to thine, 

that I cannot unloofe my hold. 
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POLLY. 

But my papa may intercept thee, and then I fltould 
lofe the very glimmering of hope. A few weeks, per- 
haps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly hear from 
thee > 

MACHEATH. 
Muft I then go ? 

POLLY. 
And will not abfence change your love ? 

MACHEATH. 
If you doubt it, let me flay and be hang’d. 

POLLY. 
O how I fear ! how I tremble ! Go but when 

fafety will give you leave* you will be fure to fee me: 
again ; for till then Polly is wretched. 

AIR XVIII. O the broom, 6c. 
MACHEATH. The inifer thus a JhiUing fees. Which he's oblig'd to pay ; With Jighs reftgns it by degrees. And fears ’/is gone for ay. 

[Parting, and look- ing at each other with fondnefs; he at one door, fhe ac 
the other. POLLY. The boy thus, ‘when his fparronu’s flown. The bird in ft! cnee eyes ; But [con as out of ftght 'tis gone. 

Whines, whimpers, fobs and cries. 

£ 
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A C T II. S C E N E I. 

A Tavern near Newgate. 
JEMMY TWITCHER. Crook-finger'd JACK, WAT 

DREARY, ROBIN gf BAGSHOT, NIMMING NED, 
HARRY PADINGTON, MATT of the MINT, 
BEN BUDGE, and the refi of the gang, at the 
table, ivith ■wine, brandy and tobacco. 

BEN BUDGE. 
T3 UT pr’ythee, Matt, what is become of thy brother 

Tom ? I have not feen him fince my return from ■tranfportation. 
MATT of the MINT. 

Poor brother Tom had an accident this time tweive- -tnonth ; and fo clever a made fellow he was, that I could 
not fave him from thofe fleaing rafcals the furgeons; and 
now, poor man, he is among the otamys at Surgeon’s- 
Hall. 

BEN BUDGE. 
So, it leems, his time was come. 

JEMMY TWITCHER. 
But the prefent time is ours, and no-body alive hath 

"more. Why are the laws levell’d at us ? are we more 
dilhoneft than the reft of mankind ? What w e win, gen- 
tlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and the right of 
conqueft. 

Crook-finger’d JACK. 
Where fhall we find fuch another fet of praflical 

philofophers, who, to a man, are above the fear of death ? 
WAT DREARY. 

Sound men, and true ! 
ROBIN of BAGSHOT. 

Of try’d courage and indefati^ble induftryl 
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NIMMING NED. 

Who is there here that would not die for his friend ? HARRY FADINGTON. 
Who is there here that would betray him for his in- 

tcreft ? 
MATT of the MINT. 

Show me a gang of courtiers that can fay as much. 
BEN BUDGE. 

We are for a juft partition of the world, for every 
man hath a right to enjoy life. 

MATT of the MINT. 
We retrench the fuperfluities of mankind. The world | 

is avaritious, and I hate avarice. A covetous fellow, | 
like a jack daw, fteals what he was never made to enjoy, 
for the fake of hiding it. Thefe are the robbers of man- 
kind ; for money was made for the free-hearted and ge- 
nerous : and where is the injury of taking from another 
what he hath not the heart to make ufe of? JEMMY TWITCHER. 

Our feveral ftations for the day are fixt. Good luck 
attend us. Fill the glafles. 

AIR XIX. Fill ev’ry glafs, <bc. 
MATT of the MINT. Fill ev ry giifs, for wine infpiret uil And Jlrei us. 

With courage, love and joy ; Women and wine Jhould life employ. Is tlere ought elfe on earth djfirsui ? CHORUS. 
Fill ev'ry gluf1, &c. 

SCENE II. 
To them enter MACHEATH. 

MACHEATH. 
Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been with you j 

% 
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this hour; but an unexpedted affair hath detained me. 
No ceremony, I beg you. MATT of the MINT. 

We are juft breaking up to go upon duty. Am I to 
have the honour of taking the air with you, Sir, this 
evening upon the heath ? I drink a dram now and then 
with the ftage-coach-men in the way of friendfliip and 
intelligence, and I know that about this time there will 
be paffengers upon the weftern road who are worth 
fpeaking with. 

MACHEATH. 
1 was to have been of that party——but 

MATT of the MINT. 
But what, Sir ? 

MACHEATH. 
Is there any man that fufpedts my courage ? 

MATT of the MINT. 
We have all been witneffes of it. 

MACHEATH. 
My honour and truth to the gang ? 

MATT of the MINT. 
I’ll be anfwerable for it. 

MACHEATH. 
In the divifion of our booty, have I ever Ihown the 

leaft marks of avarice or injuftice ? 
MATT of the MINT, By thefe queftions fomething feems to have ruffled 

you. Are any of us fufpeded ? 
MACHEATH. I have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you all, as 

men of honour, and as fuch I value and relpedl you. 
Pcachum is a man that is ufeful to us. 

MATT of the -MINT. Is he about to play us any full play ? I’ll (hoot hinj 
through the head. 

MACHEATH. I beg you, gentlemen, aft with conduft and difcretion» 
piftol is your laft refort. 

D 
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MATT of the MINT. 

He knows nothing of this meeting. 
MACHEATH. 

Bufir.efs cannot go on without him. He is a man who 
knows the world, and is a neceflary agent to us. We 
have had a flight difference, and till it is accommodated 
I fhall be obliged to keep out of his way. Any private 
difpute of mine fhc.ll be of no ill confequence to my 
friends. You mull continue to a<5! under his direction, for 
the moment W'e break loofe from him, ourgang is ruin’d. MATT of the MINT. 

As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, he is to us of ■great convenience. 
MACHEATH. 

Make him believe I have quitted the gang, which.I 
car. never do but with life. At our private quarters I 
will continue to meet you. A week or fo will probably reconcile us. 

MATT of the MINT. 
Your inftru&ions fhall be obferv’d. Tis now high time 

for us to repair to our feveral duties; fo till the evening 
at our quarters in Moor fields we bid you farewel. MACHEATH. 

I (hall wi(h myfelf with you. Succefs attend you. [iS/Vj down melancholy at the table. 
AIR XX. March in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpets. 

matt of the MINT. Let us take the road. Hark ! I hear the found of coaches 1 The hour of attack approaches % To your armst brave boys, and load. Seethe ball l hold! Let the chymijls toil like ajfes. Our fire their fire furpafi'es. 
And turns all our lead to gold. 

[The gang, rang’d in the front of the ftage, load their 
piftols, and flick them under their girdles; then go 
oil', finging the firft part in chorus. 
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SCENE III. 

MACHEATH, DRAWER. 
MACHEATH. 

What a fool is a fond wench l Polly is mofl con*- 
foundedly bit 1 love the lex: and a man who* 
loves money, might be as well contented with one 
guinea, as I with one woman. The town perhaps hath 
been as much obliged to me, for recruiting it with free- 
hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the army. 
If it were not for us, and the other gentlemen of the 
fword, Drury-lane would be uninhabited. 

AIR XXI; Would you have a young virgin, &C,. 
If the heart of a man is depreff d ’with cares. The miji is difpell'd ’when a 'woman appears ; Like the notes of a fiddle, [he fiweetly, fwsetly Raifes the fpirits, and charms our ears. Rofes and Lilies her cheeks difclofe, But her ripe lips are more fweet than tbofe* Prejs her. Car eft her • With blips. Her kps Diplve us inpleafure and [oft repofef 

I mull have women. There is nothing unbends the mind 
like them. Money is not fo ftrong a cordial for the 
time. Drawer [Enter drawer.] Is the porter gone 
for all the ladies, according to my direftions i 

DRAWER. 
I expedt him back every minute. But you know, 

Sir, you fent him as far as Hockley in the Hole for three 
of the ladies, for one in Vinegar-Yard, and for the 
reft of them fomewhere about Lewkner’s Lane. Sure fome 
of them are below, for I hear the bar-bell. - As they 
came I will Ihew them up. Coming, coming., 

C 2 
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SCENE IV. 
MACHEATH, MRIS COAXER, DOLLY TRULL* 

MRIS VIXEN, BETTY DOXY, JENNY DIVER, 
MRIS SLAMMEKIN, SUKY TAWDRY, and 
MOLLY BRAZEN. 

MACHEATH. 
Dear Mris Coaxer, you are ■welcome. You look 

charmingly to-day. I hope you don’t want the repairs 
of quality, and lay on paint.—Dolly Trull ! kifs me, 
you flut : are you as amorous as ever, hully ? You are 
always fo taken up with Healing hearts, that you don’t 
allow yourfelf time to Heal any thing elfe. Ah Dolly, 
thou wilt ever be a'coquette. Mris Vixen, I'm 
yours; I always lov’d a woman of wit and Ipirit ; they 
make charming miflrcfles, but plaguy wives. Betty 
Doxy 1 come hither, huffy: do you drink as hard as 
ever t you had better flick to good wholefome beer ; for 
in troth, Betty, flrong waters will, in time, ruin your 
conflitaiion : you fhould leave thofe to your betters.. 
  What! and my pretty Jenny Diver too ! as prim 
and demure as ever ! there is not any prude, though ever 
fo high bred, hath a more fandified look, with a more 
mifehievous heart Ah! thou art a dear artful hypo- 
crite.r: Mris Slammekin ! as carelefs and genteel as 
ever ! all you fine ladies, who know your own beauty, 
affed an undrefs. But fee !' here’s Suky Tawdry 
come to contradid what I was faying. Every thing 
fhe gets one wav Hie lays out upon her back. Why, 
Suky, you niufl keep at leafl a dozen tally-men. Molly 
Brazen ! [Jhe kijfes him.~\ That’s well done : I love a 
free-hearted wench. Thou hafl a mofl agreeable aflii- 
rance, girl, and art as willing as a turtle."”"“But hark, 
I hear mufic. The-harper is at the door. If muftc 
be the food of love, play on. Ere you feat yourfelves, 
ladies, what think you of a dance ? Come in. {Enter 



THE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 4r 
harper."] Play the French tune, that Mris Slammckin 
was fo fond of. 

\_A dance a la ronde, in the French manner ; near 
the end of it this fong and chorus. 

A IR XXII. Cotillon.- 
Youth's the feafon made for joys. Love is then our duty ; She alone ns:ho that employs, lirell deferves her beauty. 

Let's be gay. While nsse may, "Beauty's a fiovuer defpis'd in decay:. Youth’s the feajon, &c. Let us drink and [port to-day. Ours is fiot to-morrow. Love with youth fiies fwift away,. Age is nought but farrow. Dance and ftng, Time's on the wing. Life never knows the return of fpring,, 
CHORUS. Let us drink. See. 

MACHEATH. 
Now, pray, ladies, take your places. Here, fellow, 

[Pays the harper.] Bid the drawer bring us more wine. 
[Ex. harper.] If any of the ladies chufe gin, I hope 
they will be fo free as to call for it. 

JENNY DIVER. 
You look as if you meant me. Wine is ftrong enough 

for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink ftrong waters but 
when I have the cholic. 

MACHEATH. 
Jufl: the excnle of the fine ladies ! why, a lady of 

quality is never without the cholic. I hope, Mris Coax- 
er, you have had good fuccefs of late in your vifits a- 
mong the mercers. 

D 3 
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MRIS COAXER. 

We have fo many interlopers—Yet, with induftry-, 
one may ftill have a little picking. I carried a filver- 
flowered luteftring, and a piece of black padefOy, to 
Mr Peachum’s lock butlaft week. 

MRIS VIXEN. 
There’s Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a rattle-fnake. : 

She rivetted a linen-draper’s eye fo fall: upon her, that 
he was nick’d of three pieces of cambric before he- could: 
look off. 

MOLLY BRAZEN. 
Oh dear madam ! But fure nothing can come up 

to your handling of laces ! and then you have fuch a 
fweet deluding tongue ! To cheat a man is nothing; but 
the woman mufl have fine parts indeed who cheats a wo- 
man J 

MRIS VIXEN. 
Lace, madam, lyes in a fmall compafs, and is of eafy 

conveyence. But you are apt, madam, to think too 
well of your friends. 

MRIS COAXER. 
If any woman hath more art than another, to be fure, 

’tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow be never fo agree- j 
able, fiie can pick his pocket as coolly as if money were ■ 
her only pleuiiire. Mow that is a command of the paf- 
fions uncommon in a woman ! 

JENNY DIVER. 
I never go to the tavern with a man, but in the view j 

of bufinefs. I have other hours, and other fort of men 
for my pleafurc. But had I your addrefs, madam— MACHEATH. 

Have done with your compliments, ladies, and drink 
about. You are not fofend of me, jenny, as you ufe to be. ^ JENNY DIVER. 

’Tis not convenient, Sir, to fiiow my kindnefs among 
fo many rivals. ’Tis your own choice, and not the I 
warmth of my inclination, that will determine you. 
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A 1 R' XXIII. All in a mifty morning, .<5rc. 
'Before the btrn-dowciriwvig, ■ 

The cock by hem attended, 
Hh eyes around him thrvwirig. Stands for a wlsile Jufpettded. 
Then one he fingles from the crew, And chears the happy hen. 
With how do you do, and how do you- da. And how do you do again. 

MACHEATH. 
Ah Jenny ! them art a dear Hut. DOLLY TRULL. 
Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping ? . SUKY TAWDRY. 
I hope, madam, I han’t been fo long upon the town, 

but I have met with fomc good fortune as wdl as my 
neighbours. 

DOLLY TRULL. 
Pardon me, madam, I meant no harm by the quefti- 

©n : ’twas only in the way of converfation. SUKY TAWDRY. 
Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, I might 

have liv’d very handfomely with my laft Friend. But, 
upon his mining five guineas, he turn’d me ofF. Now 
I never fufpefted he had counted them. MRIS slammekin. 

Who do you look upon, madam, as your beft fort 
of-keepers;? DOLLY; TRUEL. 

That, madam, is thereafter as they be. MRIS SLAMMF.KtN. • 
I, madam, was once kept by_ a Jew; and, bating 

their religion, to women they are a good fort of people. 
SUKY TAvVDRY. 

Now, for my part, 1 own I like an old fellow ;■ for 
we always make them pay for what they can’t do. 
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M RIS VIXEN. 

A fpruce premice let me tell you, ladies, is no ill I 
tiling; they bleed freely: I have fent at lead two or 
three dozen of them in my time to the plantations. 

JENNY DIVER. 
But to be fore, Sir, with fo much good fortune as 

you have had upon the road, you mud grow immenfely 
rich. 

MACHEATH. 
The road", indeed, hath done me judice, but the 

gaming table hath been my ruin. 
AIR XXIV. When once I lay with another man’s 

wife, tic. 
JENNY DIVER. 

The gamtjlers and lawyers are jugglers alike. If they meddle, your all is in danger; Like gypftes, if once they can finger a foufe. Tour pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houfe, 
And give your ejlate to a Jl ranger. 

A man of courage Ihould never put any thing to tire | 
rifque but his life. Thefe are the tools of a man of ho- J 
nour. Cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats, I 
who prey upon their friends. [She takes up his piftol. Tawdry takes up the other. I 

SUKY TAWDRY. 
This, Sir, is fitter for your hand. Befides your lols J 

of money, ’tis a lofs to the ladies. Gaming takes you 1 
off from women. How fond could I be of you 1 but fl 
before company, ’tis ill bred. MACHEATH. ■Wanton huflies ! JENNY DIVER. 

I mud and will have a kifs, to give my wine a zed. 
[They take him about the neck, and make figns te | 

Pcachum and conjlables, -who rufb in upon him. 
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SCENE. V. 
To them PEACHUM, and Conflables. 

PEACHUM. 
I feize you, Sir, as my prifoner. 

MACHEATH, 
Was this well done, Jenny? --Women are decoy 

ducks! who can truft them! beafts, jades, jilts, harpies, 
furies, whores ! 

PEACHUM. 
Your cafe, Mr Macheath, is not particular. The 

greateft heroes have been ruin’d by women. But to do 
them juftice, I muft own they are a pretty fort of crea- 
tures, if we could truft them. You muft now, Sir, take 
your leave of the ladies; and if they have a mind to make 
you a vifit, they will be fure to find you at home. This 
gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate. Conftables, wait 
upon the captain to his lodgings. 
AIR XXV. When firft I lakl fiege to my Chloris, 

MACHEATH. At the tree I fhall fuffer •with pleafure. At the tree I Jhall fuffer <with pleafure. Let me go inhere l mill. In all kinds of ill, 
I Jhall find no fuch furies as thefe are. 

PEACHUW. Ladies, I’ll take care the reckoning fiiall be dif* 
tharg’d. 
\Ex. Macheath, guarded ’with Peachum and conjlables. 
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SCENE VI. 
Th •women remain. 

M R IS VIXEN. 
Look ye, Mris Jenny, though Mr Peachum may havd 

made a private bargain with you and Suky Tawdry for 
betraying the captain, as we were all aflifting, we oughi 
all to lhare alike. 

MRIS COAXER. 
I think Mr Peachum, after fo long an acquaintance, 

might have trufted me as well as Jenny Diver. 
MRI S SLAMMEK1N. 

I am fure at lead three men of his hanging, and ii 
a year’s time too, if he did me jullice, (hould be fe 
down to my account. 

DOLLY TRULL. 
Mris Slammekin, that is not fair : for you kno1 

one of them was taken in bed with me. 
JENNY DIVER. 

As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I believe Mrisij 
Suky will join with me As for any thing elfe^j 
ladies, you cannot in confcience expeA it. 
Dear madam. 

MRIS SLAMMEKIN, 
DOLLY TRULL. 

I would not for the world — 
MRIS SLAMMEKIN. 

’Tis impoflible for me     
DOLL^ TRULI.. 

As I hope to be fav’d, madam — 
MRIS SLAMMEKIN. 

Nay, then I mud day here all night ——— DOLLY TRULL. 
Since you command me. [Exeunt with great ceremony 
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SCENE VII. Newgate. 
LOCKIT, Turnkeys, MACHEATH, Conftables. 

Lock if. 
Noble captain, you are welcome. You have not 

leen a lodger of mine this year and half. You know 
he cuftom, Sir ; garnift, captain, garnifli. Hand me 
lown thofe fetters there. 

MACHEATH. 
Thofe, Mr Lockit, feem to be the heavieft of the 

rhole fet. With your leave, I fliould like the further 
iair better. LOCKIT. 

Look ye, captain, we know what is fittefl: for our 
•rifoners. When, a gentleman ufes me with civility, I 
Jways do the bell 1 can to pleafe him Hand them 
lown, I fay WTe have them of all prices, from one 
;uinea to ten, and ’tis lotting every gentleman fhould 
ileafe himfelf. 

MACHF.ATH. 
I underlland you, Sir, [gives money ] The fees here 

tre fo many and fo exhorbitant, that few fortunes can 
)ear the expence of getting off handfomely, or of dying 
ike a gentleman. 

LOCKIT. 
Thofe, I fee, will fit the captain better Take 

lown the further pair. Do but examine them, Sir,— - - 
Sever was better work- - -How genteelly they are 
nade !—They will fit as eafy as a glove, and the niceft 
man in England might not be afham’d to wear them 
[He puts on the chains, j If I had the bell gentleman in 
he land in my cuftody, I could not equip him more 
jandfomely. And fo, Sir 1 now leave you to your 
private meditations. 
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SCENE VIII. 
MACHEATH. 

AIR XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm, drrv 
Man nay ejcape from rope and gun. Nay, Jome have out-Iiv'd the d'clir'j pill; Who takes a ivonan rnuj) he undone. That ba/ihjk is fure to kill. The jiy that ftps treacle is lojl in the fiveets ; So he that tajles ’woman, ’woman, ’woman. He that tajles ’woman, ruin meets. 

To what a woful plight have I brought myfelf! Here 
muft I, aU day-long, ’till I am bang’d, be confin’d to 
hear the reproaches of a wench who lays her ruin at my 
door   J am in the cuftody of her father, and to be 
fure if he knofts of the matter, I (hall have a fine time' 
on’t betwixt this and my execution But I promifed! 
the wench marriage What (ignifies a promife to a 
woman ? does not man in marriage itfelf promife a 
hundred things that he never means to perform ? Do all 
we can, women will believe us; for they look upon a 
promife as an excufe for following their own inclinati- 
ons. But here comes Lucy, and I cannot get front 
her Wou’d I were deaf! 

SCENE IX. 
MACHEATH, LUCY. 

. LUCY. 
You bafe man, you how can you look me in the 

face after what hath paft between us ? See here, per- 
fidious wretch, how I am forced to bear about the load 
of infamy you have laid upon me— O JMacheatli J thou 
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robb’d me of my quiet to fee thee tortur’d 

would give me pleafure. 
AIR XXVII. A lovely lafs to a friar came, &c. 

Thus when a good houfewife fees a rat In her trap in the morning taken. With pleafure her heart goes pit-a-pat 
In revenge for her lofs of bacon .- 

Then ]he throws him To the dog or cat. 
To be ’worried, crufls'd and fiaken. 

macheath. Have you no bowels, no tenderncfs, my dear Lucy, 
to fee a hulband in thefe circumftances ? 

X.UCY. A hulband ! 
macheath. In every refpefl but the form; and that, my dear, 

may be faid over us at any time. -Friends fhould 
not infill upon ceremonies. From a man of honour, 
his word is as good as his bond. 

luce. , ’Tis the pleafure of all you fine men to infult the 
women you have ruin’d. 
AIR XXVIII. Twas when the fea was roaring, Af. 

How cruel are the traitors. Who lie and fwear in jeji. To cheat unguarded creatures Of virtue, fame, and reft ! Whoever fteals a ftsilling. 
Through Jhame the guilt conceals * In love the perjur'd villain, 2 

With boafts the theft reveals. 
E 
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MACHEATH. 

The very firfl: opportunity, my dear, have but pati- 
ence, you fhall be my wife in whatever manner you 
pleafe. 

LUCY. 
Infinuating monfter! And fo you think I know no- 

thing of the affair of Mifs Polly Peachum—   1 could 
tear thy eyes out ! 

MACHEATH. 
Sure, Lucy, you can’t be fuch a fool as to be jealous 

of Polly ! 
LUCY. 

Are you not married to her, you brute, you ? 
MACHEATH. 

Married ! very good. The wench gives it out only 
to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opinion. ’Tis i 
true, I go to the houfe; I chat with the-girl, I kifs her, | 
I fay a thoufand things to her, as all gentlemen do that ! 
mean nothing, to divert myfelf: and now the filly jadel 
hath fet it about that I am married to her, to let me 
know what Ihe would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy,.| 
thefe violent pallions may be of ill confequence to a 
woman in your condition. 

lucyT 
Come, come, captain, for all your affurance, you 

know that Mifs Polly hath put it out of your power to" do .me the juftice you promis’d me. 
MACHEATH. 

A jealous woman believes every thing her paflioiti 
fuggefts. To convince you of my fincerity, if we can 
find the ordinary, I lhall have no fcruples of making; 
you my wife; and I know the confequence of having] 
two at a time. 

LUCY. 
That you are only to be hang’d, and fo get rid of 

them both. 
MACHEATH. 

I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you fatisfaftion—> 
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if you think there is any in marriage.—What can a man. 
of honour fay more ? LUCY. 

So then, it fecms, you are not married to Mifs'Polly. MACHEATH. 
You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigioufly conceited.. 

No man can fay a civil thing to her, but, like other fine 
ladies, her vanity makes her think he’s her own for ever 
and ever. 
AIR XXIX. The fun had loos’d his weary teams, &c<^ 

The firji time at the looking-gla/t The mother fell her daughter. The image ftrjk.es the fmiling lafs With fe If love ever after. Each time Jhe looks, /he, fonder grown. Thinks ev'ry charm grows Jironger : But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own. Can fee you are not younger. 
When women confi.ler their own beauties, they are all 
alike unreafonable in their demands, for they expert 
their lovers ftiould like them as long as they like them- 
felves. 

LUCY Yonder is my father perhaps this way we may light upon the ordinary, who (hall try if you will be as 
good as your word .For I long to be made an honefl 
woman. 

SCENE X. 
PEACHUM, LOCKIT with an accompt-book. 

LOCKIT. In this lad affair, brother Peachum, we are agreed. 
You have confented to go halves in Macheath. 

£ 2. 
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PEACHUM. 

We ftiall never fall out about an execution But a*. 
to that article, pray how ftands our laft year's accompt ? 

LOCKIT. 
If yon will run your eye over it, you’ll find ’tis fair 

and clearly ftated. 
PEACHlTM. 

This long arrcar of the government is very hard upon 
ts ! Can it be expedted that we fliould hang our acquain- 
tance for nothing, when our betters will hardly lave ■theirs without being paid for it ? Uulefs the people in 
employment pay better, I promife them, for the future, 
I (hall let other rogues live befides their own. 

LOCKIT. 
Perhaps, brother, they are afraid thefe matters may be 

carried too far. We are treated too by them with con- 
tempt, as if our profelfion were not reputeable. 

PEACHUM. 
In one refpecl, indeed, our employment may be reck- 

on’d dilhonelt, becaufe, Kke great ftatefmen, we encou- 
rage thofe who betray their friends. 

LOCKrT. 
Such language, brother, any where elfe, might turn 

t;o your prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I beg 
you. AIR XXX. How happy are we, &C. 

you cenfure the age. 
Be cautious and fage, Lefi the courtiers offendedJhould hex If you mention vice or bribe, 'Tis fo pat to all the tribe. 

Each cries—That •was levelled at me. 
PEACHUM. 

Here’s poor Ned Clencher’s name, I fee. Sure, bro- 
ther Lockit, there was a little unfair proceeding in Ned’s 
cafe ; for he told me in the Condemn’d hold, that for va- 
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lue receiv’d you had promis’d him a feffion or two long* 
er without moleltation. LOCKIT. 

Mr Peachum,—this is the firfl; time my honour was 
ever call’d in queftion. PEACHUM. 

Bufinefs is at an end,—if once we ad diflionourably. 
LOCKIT. 

Who accufes me ? PEACHUM. . 
Yoa are warm, brother. 

LOCKIT. 
He that attacks my honour, attacks my livelihood— 

And this ufage—Sir—is not to be born. 
PEACHUM, 

Since you provoke me to Ipeak—I muft tell you too,, 
that Mris Coaxer charges you with defrauding her of her 

I information-money, for the apprehending of curl-pafed 
1 Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we mult punctually pay 
I our Ipies, or we fhall have no information. 

' LOCKI-T. 
Is this language to me. Sirrah,—who have fav’d you 

from the gallows, Sirrah ? [Collaring each otheri 
PEACHUM. 

If I am hang’d, it lhall be for ridding the world of 
I an arrant rafcal. 

LOCKIT. 
This hand lhall do the office of the halter you deferve, 

and throttle you,—you dog ! — 
peachum. 

Brother, brother—We are both in the wrong we 
lhall be both lofers in the difpute, for you kno.v we have 
it in our power to hang each other. You Ihould not oe 
fo paffioaate. 

LOCKIT. Nor you fo provoking. 
PEACHUM. ’Tis our .mutual inter’ll, his for the interdl of the • 
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world we fhould agree. If I faid any thing, brother, to 
the prejudice of your chara&er, I alk pardon. 

LOCKIT. 
Brother Peachum—I can forgive as well as refent  

Give me your hand. Sufpicion does not become a friend. peachum.. 
I only meant to give you occafion to juftify yourfelf. 

But I muft now ftep home, for I exped the gentleman 
about this fhufF-box that Filch nimm’d two nights ago is 
the parjc. I appointed him at this hour. 

SCENE XI. 
LOCKIT, LUCY. 

iOCKlT. 
Whence come you, hulTy ! LUCY.. 
My tears might anfwer that queftiotu - 1.0CKIT. 
You have then been whimpering and fondling, like a j 

Spaniel, over the fellow that has abus’d you. tucv. 
One can’t help love; one can’t cure it. ’Tis not in ] 

*iy power to obey you, and hate him. LOCKIT. 
Learn to bear your hufband’s death like a reafonable 

woman. ’Tis not the faftion, now-a-days, fo much as to 
.atled furrow upon thefe occafions. ]So woman would 
ever marry, if Ihe had not the chance of mortality for a 
releafe. Ad like a woman of fpirit, huffy, and thanfc. 
your father for what he is doing. 

AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shinkia. 
LUCY. 

Js then his fate decreed. Sir ? 
.Such a man can 1 think of quitting ? 
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When firji nue metr fo moves me yet, 0 fee hovs my heart is [putting. 

LOCKIT. 
Look ye, Lucy—there is no faving him So, T 

think, you muft e’en do like other widows—buy yourfelf 
weeds, and be cheerful. 

AIR XXXII. 
Tou'il think, e'er many days enfue. This [entence not [evere\ 1 hang your husband, child, 'tis true. But 'with him hang your care. Twang dang ditto dee. 

Like a good wife, go moan over your dying hnfband. 
That, child, is your duty Confider, girl, you can’t 
have the man and the money too—fo make yourfelf as 
«afy as you can, by getting all you can from him. 

S GENE XII. 
LUCY, MACHEATH. 

LUCY. 
Though the ordinary was out of the way to day, I 

hope, my dear, you will, upon the firft opportunity, 
•quiet my fcruples- Oh, Sir !—my father’s hard heart 
is not to be foften’d, and I am in the utmoft defpair. MACHEATH. 

Rut if I could raife a fmall fum—Would not twenty 
guineas, think you, move him ? Of all the argu- 
ments in the way of bufinefs, the perq iifite is the moft 
prevailing Your father’s perquifites for the efcape of 
prifoners muft amount to a confiderable fum in the year. 
Money well tim’d, and properly applied, will do any 
(thing. 
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AIR XXXIII. London ladies. 
Jf you at an office follicit your due. 

And •would not have matters negleliled: Tou mufl quicken the clerk •with the perquiffitt To do •what his duty direfled. Or •would you the frowns of a lady prevst She too has this palpable failing. The perqaifite foftens her into confent That reafon •with all is prevailing, 
LUCY. 

What love or money can do fhall be done: for all.: 
my comfort depends upon your fafety. 

SCENE XIH. 
LUCY, MACHEATH, POLLY. 

POLLY. 
Where is my dear hufoaed ? Was a rope ever in- - 

tended for this neck ?—O let me throw my arms about | 
it, and throttle thee with love !—Why doit thou turn ; 
away from me ?—Tis thy Polly—’tis thy wife. MACHEATH. 

Was there ever fuch an unfortunate rafcal as I am 1 LUCY. 
Wras there ever fuch another villain ! . POLLY. 
O Macheath ! was it for this we parted ? Taken ! im- ' 

prifon’d ! tried! hang’d ! -cruel refletfion ! I’ll ftay I 
with thee ’till death—no forte (hall tear thy dear wife 
from thee now. What means my love :—Not onej 
kind word ! not one kind look ! Think what thy Folly . 
fuffers to fee thee in this condition.. 
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AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, 6^f. 
7bus •when the fwallonv, feeking prey. Within the Jajh is clofel'j pent, 
His confort, 'with bemoaning lay. Without fits pining for th' event. Her chattering lovers all around her Jkhn, 
She heeds them not, poor bird l her foul's ’with hitn, 

MACHBATH. 
I; I mull difown her. [Afide.] The wench is diflrafled. 

LUCY. | Am I then bilk’d of my virtue ? can I have no repara- 
a| tion ? Sure men were born to lie, and women to believe ■ them. O villain, villain ! 

POLLY. 
i,|| Am not I thy wife ?—Thy negledt of me, thy aver- 
ni Con to me, too feverely proves it Look on me.  -jpg]} mej am j not thy wife ? 

LUCY. 
f Perfidious wretch! 

POLLY. 
t Barbarous hufband ! 

LUCY. t Hadft thou been bang’d five months ago, I had been 
qi happy. 

POLLY. And I too—If you had been kind to me ’till death, 
’ it would not have vex’d me—And that’s no very unrea- 
fbnable requeft, though from a wife, to a man who hatlx 
not above feven or eight days to live. 

LUCY. Art thou then married to another ? Haft thou two 
wives, monfter ? 

MACHEATH. If women’s tongues can ceafe for an anfwer ■ ■ ■ 
hear me. 

LUCY. J won’t —Flefii and blood can’t bear my ufage. 
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POLLY. 

Shall I not claim my own;* juftice bids me fpeak. 
AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolicfome ditty, £;c~. ] 

TyIACHEATH. How happy could I be with either. Were t'other dear charmer away J But while you thus teaze me together^ 
To neither a word will l fay i But tol dt rol, &c. 

POLLY. 
Sure, my dear, there ought to be fome preference • 1 

fliown to a wife ; at lead: (he may claim the appearance 
of it. He mud be didrafted with his misfortunes, or 
he could not ufe me thus 1 

LUCY. 
O villain, villain! thou had deceived me 1 could 

even inform againd thee with, pleafure. Not a prude 
widies more heartily to have fails againd her intimate-ii 
acquaintance, than I now wi/h to have fails againd thee.. ! I. would have her fatisfailion, and they diould all out. j 

A I R XXXVI. Irifh trot. 

I'm bubbled. 
—   I'm bubbled. 

POLLY. 
LUCY. 
POLLY, 0 how 1 am troubled ! LUCY. 

Bambouzled, and bit I POLLY. •  My dijlrejfes are doubled. LUCY. When you come to the tree, fhould the hangman refufc, Thefe fingers, with pleafure, couldfa fen theyicofc. 
POLLY. I'm bubbled, 8ic. 
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MACHEATH. 

Be pacified, my dear Lucy This is all a fetch of 
Polly’s, to make me defperate with you in cafe I get oC 
If I am hang’d fhe would fain have the credit of being 
thought my widow Really, Polly, this is no time 
for a difpute of this fort, for whenever you are talking 
of marriage, I am thinking of hanging. 

POLLY. 
And haft thou the heart to perfift in difowning me ? 

MACHEATH. 
And haft thou the heart to perfift in perfuading me 

that I am married ? Why, Polly, doft thou feek to ag- 
gravate my misfortunes ? 

LUCY. 
Really, Mifs Peachum, you but expofe yourfelf, Be- 

t^fides, ’tis barbarous in you to worry a gentleman in his 
‘tircumftances. 

A I R XXXVII. 
POLLY. 

Ceafe ’jour funning; Force or cunning Never jhall my heart trepan } 411 thefe fallies Are hut malice To [educe my cbnjiant man. ’Tis moji certain. By their flit ting. Women oft have envy fhonun ; Pleas'd to ruin Others 'wooing. 
Never happy in their own ! 

LUCY. 
Decency, madam, methinks, might teach you to be- 

have you' felf with fome referve with the hufband, while 
his wife is prefent. 
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MACHEATH. 

But, ferioufly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a little 
too far. 

LUCY. 
If you are determin’d, madam, to raife a difturbance 

in the prifon, I Hull be oblig’d to fend for the Turn- 
key to Ihew you the door. I am forry, madam, you 
force me to be fo ill-bred. POLLY. 

Give me leave to tell you, madam, the(e forward 
airs don’t become you in the lead, madam. And my duty, 
tnadam, obliges me to day with my hulband, madam. 

AIR XXXVIII. Good morrow, goflip Joan. 
tUCY. Why honv mnv, madam Flirt ? If you thus mufl chatter. And are for flinging dirt. 

Let's try nuho bcjt can (patter ; Madam Flirt / POLLY. Why how now, fancy jade ? Sure the wench is tipfy ! How can you fee me made 
The Jcojf of fuch agipfy t Saucy jadet 

SCENE XIV. 
LUCY, MACHEATH, POLLY, PEACHUM. 

PEACHUM. 
Where’s my wench t Ah huffy ! huffy ! Come 

you home, you flut; and when your fellow is hang’d, 
hang yourfelf, to make your family fome amends. 

POLLY. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him I 
mufl: fpeak ; I have more to fay to him--—Oh ! twifl the 
fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee J 

[To him. 
[To her j 
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PE'ACHUM. 

1 Sure all women are alike ! If ever they commit the 
bj folly, they are fure to commit another by expofing thera- 
ii felves Away Not a word more You arc 
t 4ny prifoner now, huiTy. 

A I R XXXIX. Irifli howl. 
POLLY. No power on earth can e'er divide The knot that facred love hath ly'd. I H hen parents draw againji our mind. The true-love's knot they Jafter bind. Oh, oh ray, oh amborah Oh, oh. See. [Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her. 

S GENE XV. 
LUCY, MACHEATH. 

MACHEATH. I am naturally compaffionate, wife, fo that I cou’d not 
life'the wench as (he deferv’d ; which made you at 'fird 
fufped there was fomething in what die Paid. 

LUCY. 
Indeed, my dear, I was ftrangely puzzled. 

MACHEATH. If that had been the cafe, her father would never 
have brought me into this circumftance —No, Lucy 
 1 had rather die than be falfe to thee. 

LUCY. 
How happy am I, if you fay this from your heart! 

for I love thee fo, that I could fooner bear to fee thee 
bang’d than in the arms of another. 

MACHEATH. But couldft thou bear to fee me bang’d ? 
LUCY. O Macheath ! I can never live to fee that dav* 

T 
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MACHEATH. 

You fee, Lucy, in the account of love you are is j 
jny debt, and you muft now be convinc’d that I rather ! 
chufe to die than to be another’s Make me, ifpoflE 
ble, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee-—- 
If you refufe to affifl: me, Peachum and your father will 
immediately put me beyond all means of efcape. 

L U GY 
My father, I know, ha h been drinking hard with 

the prilbners: and I fancy he is now taking his nap in 
bis own room —If I can procure the keys, Ihall I go 
off with thee, my dear! 

MACHEATH. 
If we are together, ’twill be impoffjble to ly con- 

ceal’d. As foon as the learch begins to be a little cool/ 
I will fend to thee—’Till then my heart is thy .prifoner.1 LUCY. 

Come then, my dear hulband—ou'e thy life to me—- 
and though you love me not—be grateful.—But that 
Polly runs in my head flrangely. MACHEATH. 

A moment of time may make us unhappy for ever. <sj 
AIR XL. The-lafs of Patie’s mill, &c. 

LUCY. . J lih the, fox fall gritvt, Whoje mate hath left her file. Whom hotindt, from morn to eve. Chafe o'er the country •wide. Where can my lover hide ? Where cheat the weary pack ? If love be not hit guide, ■ He never will come back 1 
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A C T III. SCENE I, 

SCENE, Newgate. 
LOCKIT, LUCY. 

LOCKIT. 
O be fure, wench, you mufl: hive been aiding and abetting to help him to this efcape. 

LUCY. 
Sir, here hath been Peachum, and his daughter Polly j 

and -to be fure they know the ways of Newgate, as well 
as if theyhad been born and bred in the piace all their 
lives. Why math all your-fnfpicion light upon me ? 

LOCKIT. 
Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of thefe fhuffirig anfivcrs'. 

LUCY. Well then—if I know any thing of him,. I with I 
may be burnt! 

LOCKIT. Keep your temper, Lucy, or I lhall pronounce you 
guilty. 

LUCY. Keep yours, Sir.——I do wilh I may be burnt. I do. 
• And what can I fay more to convince yon ? 

LOCKIT. 
Did he tip handfomely ?- How much dkl he come 

down with ? Come, huffy, don’t cheat your father, and 
I lha'1 not be angry with you -Perhaps, you have 
made a better bargain with him than I could have done 
•——How much, my good girl ? 

LUCY, \ou know, S’r, lam fond of him, and would have 
given money to have kept him with me. 

F 2 
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LOCKIT. 

Ab, Lucy ! thy education might have put thee more- 
tipon thy guard } for a girl in the bar of an ak-houfe is 
always beheg’d. 

LUCY. 
Dear Sir, mention not my education—*—for ’twas t* 

that I owe my ruin. 
AIR XLI. If love’s a fweet paflion, &c. 

When young at the lar you firfl taught me to /core, -'ind bid me be free of my lips, and no more ; 1 •war lift'd by the parfon, the fjuire, and the ft. 
When thegueji was departed, the lift ’was forgot. But his kijs was fo (weet, and fo clofely he preji. That 1 tanguijh'd and pin'd till 1 granted the refi. 

If yon can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair confeflion 
for to be fure he hath been a nioft barbarous villain to me. 

LOCKIT. 
And fo .you have let,him efcape, bufiy——have you ?' 

LUCY. 
When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender word^ 

can perfuade her to, any thing And l could afk no 
other bribe. 

LQCKIT. 
Thou wilt always be a vulgar Hut, Lucy If yoa 

would npt be, look’d upon as a fool, you (hould never 
do any thing but upon the foot of intereft. Thofe that 
adl otherwife are their own bubbles. LUCY. 

But love, Sir, is a misfortune that may happen to the ’ 
moll difcreet woman, and in love we are all fools alike. | 
—Notwithdanding all he fwore, I am now fully con- 
vinc’d that Polly Peachum is actually his wife Did. 
I let him efcape, fool that I w'as ! to go to her ?■   
Polly will wheedle hcrfclf into his money, and then 

Peach urn will hang him, andtheatus both. 
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LOCKIT. 

So I am to be ruin’d, becaufe, forfooth, you mu ft be 
love!—a very pretty excufe ! LUCY. 
I could murder that impudent happy (trumpet 1 

gave him his life, and that creature enjoys the fweets of 
t Ungrateful Macheath ! 

A I R XLII. South-fea ballad 
My love it all niadne[s and folly. Alone l ly. Toft, tumble, and try. What a happy creature is Polly ! Was e'er fuch a wretch as 1! H ith rage l redden like fcarlet, 
Thai my dear isiconjiant varlet. Stark blind to my charms. Is loft in the arms Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! . Stark blind to my charms. Is loft in the arms - ~ Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot! ■ This, this my rejentmeut alarms. . 

■A 

LOCRIT.. 
And fo, after all this mifehief, I muft (lay here to be 

entertain’d, with your caterwauling, mill refs Bufsl-  
Out of my fiplu, wanton (trumpet ! You (hail fait and 
mortify yonrfelf into reafon, with now and then a little 
haudfome dift-.Ane to bring you to your ienfes——Go. 

S C E N E II. 
LOCKIT. 

Peachum then interds to out-wit me In this affair ; 
jbvt !. !i be even with Em.—'I he dor V I ..v, i ii« 
cp-ar, fj 1 11 ply him that way, get the fecret from him, 

*' 3 
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and turn this affair to my own advantage—Lions, wolves,. 
and vultures don't live together in herds, droves or 
flocks.—-Of all animak of prey, man is the only fociable; 
one. Every one of us preys upon his neighbour, and 
yet we herd together.—Peachum is my companion, my 
friend.—According to the cuftom of the world, indeed, 
he may quote thoufands of precedents for cheating rue, 
—And fhall not I make ufe of the privilege of friend-- 
fhip to make him a return ? 

A I R XLIII. Packington’s pound. 
Thus gamejlers untied in frkndjhip are found, Though they know that their indujiry all is a cheat %. The) flock to their prey at the dice-box's found. And join to.promote ■ne another's deceit : But if by tniflsjp They fait of a chap, 
To keep in their handt, they each other intrap : Like pikes, lank'isith hunger, ms ho t/tifs of their ends. They bite their companion;, and prey on their ’ friends. ^ 
Now, Pcachum, you and I, like honeft tradefmen, are 

to have a fair trial which of us two can over reach the 
other. Lucy Lucy.] are there any of 
Peachum’s people now in the houfe ? LUCY. 

Filch, Sir, is drinking a quartern of ftrong-waters in 
the next room with black Moll. LOCKIT. 

£id him come to me. 
SCENE Ilf. 
LOCKIT, FILCH. 

tOCKIT. ' __ j 
Why, boy, thou looked as if thou wcrt half flarv* 

ed, like a fhotten herring. 
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FILCH. 

One had need, have the confthution of a horfe to go 
through the bufinefs.—Since jhe favourite child .getter 
•was difabled by a mifhap, I have picked up a little mo- 
ney by helping the ladies to a pregnancy againll: their 
being called down to fentence But if a man cannot 
get an honeft livelihood an eafier way, I am furc ’tis what. 
X can’t undertake for another feflion, 

LOCKIT. 
Truly, if that great man fhould tip off, ’twould be an 

irreparable lofs. The vigour and prowefs of a knight- 
, errant never fav’d half the ladies in dillrefs that he hath 
done. But, boy, canft thou tell me where thy .mailer 
is to be found ? 

FILCH. .At his lock *, Sir, at the Crooked Billet. 
LOCKIT. 

Very well—I have nothing more with you. [/Tx. Filch.'] I’ll go .to him there, for I have many impor- 
tant affairs to fettle with him ; and, in the way of thole 
tranfadlions, I'll artfully get into his fccret: fo that Mac- 
heath lhall not remaim a day longer out of my clutches. 

S- C E N E IV. Agaming-houfe, 
, MACHEATH in a fine tarnijh'd coat, BEN BUDGE, 

MATT of the MINT. 
M A CHEATH. 

I I am forry, gentlemen, the road was fo barren of mo- ney. W hen my friends are in difficulties, I am always 
glad that my fortune can be ferviceable to them. [Gives 
teem money.] You fee, gentlemen, I am not a mere court 
•friend, who profdfes every thing, and will do nothing. 

* A cant word, fignifying a ware depcfiud. s-houfe where flolen goads are 
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AIRXLIV. Lillibullero. 

The modet of the court Jb'common are grown. That a true friend can hardly be, me: : Friendjhip for intertjl is but a loan. Which they let out for what they can get. 'Tit true you find, Some friends fo kind. Who will give you good counfel themfelves to defend.' \ In [orrowful ditty. They protnife, they pity. But fhift you jor tncn.y front friend to friend. 
But we, gentlemen, have ftill honour tnongh to break- 
through tlie corruptions of the world,—-And while f 
can ferve you, you may command me. 

BEN. 
It grieves my heart that fo generous a man fhould be 

Involv’d in fuch difficulties, as oblige him ‘to live with , 
fuch ill company, and herd with gamefters. Matt. 

See the partiality of mankind 1 one man may flea! a 
horfe, better than another look over a hedge. Of all . 
mechaivcs, of all fervile handicrafts-men, ; gamefier is 
the sile.'L But yet as many of the quality are of the profeffion, he is admitted amcngfl the politett company.,. 
I wonder ve are not more rcfpcdted. 

m a c h e a r h . 
There will be a deep play to-night at Mary-bone, and l 

conf qnently money may be puked un upon th: road.’l 
Meet me there, and I’ll give you the hiat who is worthl 
fetting. Matt. ■ The fellow with a brown coat, with a narrow goldi 
binding, I am told, is nev;r wid.out money. 

Macheath- 
What dp you me n, Matt *—; Sure you \y:!b 

not think of me ' I’ng , i h ■ im : bio's a g : i, 
hqneft kind of a leliow, and oaf t f u». 
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BEN. 

j | To be fure. Sir, we will put ourfelves under your di- 
f leftion. MACHEATH. 

^ Have an eye upon the money lenders.-—A Rouleau or 
two would prove a pretty fort of an expedition. I 

i hate extortion. 
MATT. 

Thefe Rouleaus are very pretty things—I hate your 
i bank bills-—There is fuch a hazard in putting them off., 

MACHEATH. 
| :f There is a certain man of diftinftion, who in his 
tune hath nick’d me out of a great deal of the ready. 
He is in my cafh, Ben I’ll point him out to you this 
evening and you lhall draw upon him for the debt.  
The company are met; I hear the dice-box in the other 

i room. So, gentlemen, your fervunt. You’ll meet me 
at Mary-bone. 

S C N E V. PeachurrTs IbcK. 
A table ’with wine, brandy,, pipes and tobacct^. 

PEAGHUM, LOCKIT. 
LOCKIT. The coronation accompt, brother Peachum, is of fo 

intricate a nature, That I believe it will never be fettled. 
PEACHUM. 

S It confifts, indeed, of a great variety of articles.— 
It was worth to our people, in fees of different kinds, 
above ten inllalments. This is part of the accompi, 
brother, that lyes open before us. 

LOCKIT. A lady’s tail of rich brocade that, I fee, is dif- 
pofed of. 

PEACHUM. To. Mris Diana. Trapes, the tally-woman ; and Ihd 
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will make, a good band on’t in ffioes and flippers, t® 
trick out young ladies, upon their going into keeping.— 

LOCKIT 
But I don’t fee any article of the jewels. 

PEACHUM. 
Thefe are fo well known that they muft be fent 

broad You’ll find them enter’d under the article of 
exportation. —-As for the fnuffboxes, watches, 
fwords, &C.- 1 thought it beft to enter them under 
their fevcral heads. 

LOCKIT. 
Seven and twenty womens pockets complete, with 

the feveral things therein contained ; all feal’d, num- 
ber’d, and enter’d. PEACHUM. 

But, brother, it is impofllble for us now to ent;i: 
upon this affair We fhoulcl have the whole day bel 
fore us. ^Befides, the accompt of the laft half-year^ 
plate is in a book by itfelf, which lyes at the other op 
fice. LOCKIT. 

Bring .us then more liquor.— To day fiiall be foi 
pleaftire, to-morrow for bufinefs. Ah brother; 
thofe daughters of ours are two flippery huffies.  
Keep a watchful eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a daj 
or two (hall be our own again. 

AIR XLV. Down in the North Country, &C. 
LOCKIT. 

Wiat gudgeons are nue men ? Ev’ry •woman's cafy prey. Though nvc have felt the hook, again JVe bite, and they betray. The bird that hath been trapt, When he hears his calling matey To her he flies, again he's clapt Within the wiry grate. 
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PEACHUM. 

But what fignifies catching the bird, if your daughter 
.iucy will fet open the door of the cage i LOCKIT. 

If men were anfwerable for the follies and frailties of 
their wives and daughters, no friends could keep a good 

rrefpondence together for two days. This is un- 
kind of you, brother ; for. among good friends, what 
they fay or do goes for nothing. 

Enter a Jervant, 

Sir, here’s Mris Diana Trapes wants to fpeak with 
^ou. 

PEACHUM. 
Shall we admit her, brother Lockit.? 

LOCKIT. 
By all means—She’s a good cuftomer, and a fine ■fpoken woman.— And a woman, who drinks and talks 

fo freely, will enliven the converfation. 
PEACHUM. 

Delire her to walk in. [Exit fervant. 
SCENE vr. 

PEACHU.vT, LOCKIT, MRIS TRAPES, 
PEACHUM. 

.. Dear Mris Dye, your fervaht One may know by 
..your kifs, that your ginn is excellent. 

MRIS trapes; 
1 I was always very curious in my liquors. 

LOCKIT. 
There, is no perfum d breath like it—I have been 

long acquainted with the flavour of thofe lips han’t 
I, -Wris Dye ? 
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MRIS TRAPES. 

Fill it up—I take as large draughts of liquor, as,I 
did of love—I hate a flincher in either. 

AIR XLVI. A Shepherd kept flieep, drr. 
Jn the days cf my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, la, 
Like a fparrovo at all times uuas ready for love, fa, la, la, CTT. 
The life of all mortals in kifling (houid pafs. Lip to lip ’while vie’re youf>g-~then the lip ttitheghfsfz^c. 
But now, Mr Peachum, to our bufinefs—If you have 
blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantoes  
velvet fcarfs petticoats Let it be what it will— 
I am your chap for all my ladies are very fond of 
mourning. PEACHUM. 

Why, look ye, Mris Dye—you deal fo hard with 
US, that we can afford,to give the gentlemen, who ven- | 
ture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. MRIS TRAPES. 

The hard times oblige me to go very near in my 
dealing—To be fure, of late years I have been a great 
fufferer by the parliament—Three thoufand pounds 
would hardly make me amends—The aft for dt-ftroying 
the mint was a fevere cut upon our bufinefs—’Till then, i 
if a cuftomer ftept out of the way—we knew where to ; have her.—I^o doubt you know Mris Coaxer-there’s a 
wench now, till to day, with a good fuit of clothes of 
mine upon her back, and I could never fet eyes upon 
her for three months together.—Since the adt too againft imprifonment for fmall fums, my lols there too hath 
been very confiderible-j and it mull be fo, when a lady 
can borrow a handfome petticoat, or a clean gown, and 
1 not have the lead hank upon her ! And, o’ my confer- j 
ence, now-a-days mod ladies take a delight in cheating, ; when they can do it with fafety. 
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PEACHUM. 

Madam, you had a handfome gold watch of us t’other 
day for feven guineas.—Confidering we muft have our 
profit to a gentleman upon the road, a gold watch 
will be fcarce worth the taking. MRIS TRAPES, 

ConGder, Mr Peachum, that watch was remarkable, 
and not of very fafe fale—If you have any black velvet 
fcarfs they are a handfome winter wear; and take 
with moft gentlemen who deal with my cuflomers—- ■’Tis I that put the ladies upon a good foot. ’Tis not 
youth or beauty that fixes their price. The gentlemen 
always pay according to their drefs, from half a crown 
to two guineas : and yet thofe huffies make nothing of 
bilking me Then, too, allowing for accidents --I 
have eleven fine cuftomers now down under the furgeon’s 
hands: what with fees and other expences, there are great 
jgoings-out, and no comings in, and not a farthing to 
pay for at leaf! a month’s clothing Wc run great rifques----great rifques indeed. 

PEACHUM. 
As I remember, you faid fomething juft now of Mris 

Coaxer. 
MRIS TRAPES. 

Yes, Sir To be fure I ftript her of a fuit of my 
own clothes about two hours ago; and have left her as 
flie fhould be, in her fhift, with a lover of hers, at my 
houfe. She call’d him up ftairs, as he was going to 
Mary-bone in a hackney coach And I hope for her 
own lake and mine, (he will perfuade the captain to re- 
deem her ; for the captain is very generous to the ladies. 

LOCKIT. 
What captain ? 

MRIS TRAPES. 'He thought I did not know him An intimate 
acquaintance of yours, Mr Peachum—Only cap- 
tain Machcath—as fine as a lord. 

G 
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PE AC HUM. 

To morrow, dear Mris Dye, you rtiall fet your own ] 
price upon any of the goods you like We have at ;i 
leaft half a dozen of velvet fcarfs, and all at your fer-r 1 
vice. Will you give me leave to make you a prefent of 
this fuit of night-clothes for your own wearing ?   1 
But are you fure it is captain Macheath ? 

MRIS TRAPES. 
Though he thinks I have forgot him, no-body knows l 

him better. I have taken a great deal of the captain’s 1 
money in my time at fecond-hand ; for he always lov’d ; 
to have his ladies well dreft. PEACHUM. 

Mr Lockit and I have a little bufinefs with the cap- | 
tain You underftand me And we will fatisfy | 
you for Mris Goaxer’s debt. I LOCKIT. 

Depend upon it we will deal like men of honour. I 
MRIS TRAPES. 

I don’t enquire after your afFairt—fo whatever hap- i 
pens, I wafh my hands on’t—It hath always been my 1 
maxim, that one friend fhould a/fift another—But, if I 
you pleafe, I’ll take one cf the fcarfs home with me. I 
’Tis always good to have fomething in hand. 

SCENE VII. Newgate, 
LUCY. 

Jealoufy, rage, love and fear, are at once tearing mil 
*0 pieces. How I am weather beaten and flutter’d withl diftrefs! 

I AIR XLVII. One evening having loft my way, <bC\ 9 
I'm like a skiff on the ocean tofi, Novi high, now low, with each billow born. With her rudder broke, and her anchor hjl, 

Deferted and all forlorn. 
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\ While thus 1 ly rolling and tofing all night. 

That Polly lyes /porting on the J'eas of delight! Revenge, revenge, revenge, 
, Shall appeafe tny reJUsfs fpritc. 
J have the rats-bane ready 1 rim no rifque; for I: 
cm lay her death upon the ginn; and fo many die of 
that naturally, that I fhall never be call’d in quellion— 
But fay I were to be hing’d—I never could be bang’d^ 
for any thing that would give me greater comfort, thafc 
the poifoning that Rut.. 

Enter FILCH* 

Madam, here’s 
you. 

Show her in. 

FILCH. 
our Mifs Polly come to wait upo» 

iUCY. 

SCENE VIII. 
LUCY, POLLY. 

LUC V • 
Dear madam, your fervant. 1 hope you will 

pardon my paffion, when I was fo happy to fee you Ijft—.X Was fo over run with the fpleen, that 1 was per- 
fectly out of myfelf. And really when one hath the 
fpleen, every thing is to be excus’d by a friend. 
AIR XLVIII. Now Roger, I’ll tell thee, becauf*. thou’rt my fon. 

When a wife's in her pout, ( As foe's famelivies, no doubt) The good husband, as meek as a lamb. Her vapours to f ill, Firf grants her her will, 
G 2* 
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Ai:d the quieting draught is a dram ; Poor man ! And the quieting draught is a dram 

*—— I wifh all our quarrels might have fo comfort- 
able a reconciliation. 

POLLY. 
I have no excufe for my own behaviour, madam, but 

my misfortunes And really, madam, I fufTer too 
upon your account. 

LUCY. 
But, Mifs Polly in the way of friendlhip, will 

you give me leave to propofe a glafs of cordial to you ? 
POLLY. 

Strong waters are apt to give me the head-ache  
I hope, madam, you will' excufe me. 

LUCY. 
Not the greateft lady in the land could have better 

in her clofet, for her own private drinking You 
leem mighty low in fpirits, my dear. POLLY. 

I am forty, madam, my health will not allow me to 
accept of your offer 1 fhould not have left you in 
the rude manner I did when we met lafl, madam, had 
not my papa haul’d me away fo unexpectedly 1 was 
indeed fomewhat provok’d, and perhaps might ule fome expreffions that were difrefpeCtful—-—But really, madam, 
the captain treated me with fo much contempt and cruel- 
ty, that 1 deferv’d your pity, rather than your refcnt* 
ment, LUCY. 

But fince his efcape, no doubt, all matters are made 
tip againr——Ah Polly ! Polly ! ’tis I am the unhappy 
wife ; and he loves you as if you were only his miftrefs. POLLY. 

Sure, madam, you cannot think me fo happy as to be 
the objeCl of your jealoufy A man is always, afraid 
of a woman who loves him too well—fp that I mufb 
expeCt to be negleCted .and avoided. 
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Then our cafes, my dear Polly, are exadtly alike. Both 
of us indeed have been too fond. 

A I R XLIX. O Befly Bell. 
POLLY. A curfe attends that 'woman's love. Who always would be pleajing : 

LUCY. The pertnefs of the billing dove. Like tickling, is but teazing. 
POLLY. What then in love can women do ? 

^ LUCY. If we grow fond, they Jhun us $; POLLY. And when we fly them, they purfue, 
LUCY. But leave us when they've won us',, 
LUCY. Love is fo very whimfical in both fexes, that it is 

impolfible to be lafting—But my heart is particular, and 
contradifts my. own obfervation. 

POLLY. But really, tniftrefs Lucy, by his laft behaviour, I 
think, I ought to envy you—When I was forc’d from 
him, he did not (hew the lead tendernefs But, 
perhaps, he hatha heart not capable of it. 

AIR L. Would fate to me Belinda give—"*" 
Among the men, coquettes we find, Who court by turns all women-kind; And we grant all their hearts dtftr'd. When they are patter’d and admir'd. 

The coquettes of both fexes are felf-lovers, and that is 
g a. 
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a love no other whatever can difpoflefs. I fear, my 1 
dear Lucy, our hufband is one of thofe. 

LUCY. i 
Away with thefe melancholy reflexions.  ’Indeed, I 

my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low.——— 
Let me prevail upon you to accept of my offer. 

AIR LI. Come, fweet Jaft, ire. 
Come, fiuect laft. Let's banijb forro'Wy 'Till to-tHorrvw ; Come, fweet lafs. 

Let's take a chirping glafs. Wine can clear The zapettrs of defpair t And make us light as air. Then drink, and banifh care. 
I can’t bear, child, to fee you in fuch low fpirits—   *5 
And I muft perfuade you to what I know will do you 
good—-I fhallnow foon be even with the hypocritical 
Ilri mpet. [Ajide.,; 

SCENE IX. 
POLLY. 
POLLY. 

All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing—i | 
At this time too ! when I know, (he hates me l The 1 diflembling of a woman is always the fore-runner of 2 
mifehief.—By pouring ftrong-waters down my throat, 
fhe thinks to pump fome fecrets out of me— I’ll be up- 1 
on my guard, and won’t talk a drop of her liquor, l ift 
refolv’d. . i 
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SCENE X. 
LUCY, -withJtrong-'waten, 

LUQX. 
Come, Mifs Polly. POLLY. 
Indeed, child, you have given yourfelf trouble to n® 

purpofe You muft, my dear, excufe me. LUCY. 
Really, Mifs’ Polly, you are as fijueamifltly affedled 

about taking a cup of ftrong waters as a lady before 
company. I vow, Polly, I (hall take it monftroufly ill 
if you refufe me.—Brandy and men, though women love 
them never fo well, are always taken by us with fomc 
relu&ance— unlefs ’tis in private. 

POLLY. f I proteft, madam, it goes againft me.-*---What do 
I fee ! Macheath again in cuftody 1^—  Now every 
glimm’ring of happinefs is loft. 

{Drops the* glafs of liquor on the ground. 
LUCY. 

Since things are thus, I am glad the wench hath e- 
fcap’d : for, by this event, ’tis plain (he was not happy ■ enough to deferve to be poifon’d. [Ajtde. 

SCENE XI. 
ILOCKIT, MACHEATH, PEACHUM, LUCY, POLLY. 

LOCKIT. Set your heart at reft, captain—You have neither the 
chance of love or money for another efcape >for you 
are order’d to be call’d down upon your trial immediately. 

PEACHUM. Away, huffy '—This is not time for a man to be 
hamper’d with his wives. —You fee the gentleman 
is in chains already. 
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LUCY. 

O hufband, huiband, my heart long’d to fee thee 
but to fee thee thus diftradts me ! POLLY. 

Will not my dear hulband look upon his Polly ? Why 
hadft thou not flown to me for proteftion i* with me 
thou hadfl: been fafe. 

AI R LII. The lafl time I came o’er the moor. 
POLLY. 

Hither, dear husband, turn your eyes, LUCY. 
Bejiaw one glance to cheer me ; POLLY. 
Think ’with that look, thy Polly dies: LUCY. 
0 fi/un me not but hear me, POLLY. 
'Tit Polly fues, LUCY. 
• -'Tis Lucy [peaks. POLLY. 
Is this's true love requited ? LUCY., 
My heart is burfiing ; POLLY.    Mine too breaks. LUCY. 
Mufi 1, POLLY. 
     -Mujl 1 be [lighted ? 

macheath. 
What would you have me fay, ladies ?—-Yon fee this affair will foon be at an end, without my difobliging 

either of you. PEACHUM. 
But the fettling this point, captain, might prevent a 

lavv-fuit between your two widows. 
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AIR. LIU. Tom Tinker’s my true love. 
MACHEA'TH. ttl-Jch way fliall 1 turn me ? How can 1 decide ? Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride.. One wife is too much for mofl husbands to hear. But two at a time there’s no mortal can bear. This way, and that way, and which way I will. What would comfort the one, t’other wife would takeilL 

POLLY. 
But if his own misfortunes have made him infenfible 
mine a father, fure, will be more compafllonate 

Dear, dear Sir, fink the material evidence, and 
(ring him off at his trial Polly upon her knees 
:gs it of you. 

A-1 R LIVY I am a poor Ihepherd undone. 
When my hero in court appears, Andjlands arraign d for his life',. Then think of poor Poily's tears ; For ah ! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the fatior he holds up his hand, Diftr<.ft on the dvfhing wave : To die a dry death at land. 

Is as bad as a watery grave,. And aids, poor Polly! Alack, and well-a-day ! Before I was in love, 
Oh ! every month was May. 

LUCY, 
If Peachum’s heart is harden’d, fure you, Sir, will aave more compafiion on a daughter —~— I know the 

evidence is in your power---— How then can you be 
* tyrant to me ! ^Kneeling, 
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AIR LV.: Ian the the lovely, O'c. 
IFhen he holds up his hand, arraign'd for his life, Jf 0 think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife! What are cannons, or bombs, or-claflsing of /kvords ? For death is more certain by witneffes words. Then nail up their lips ; that dread thunder allay, ■ And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 

tOCKIT. 
Macheath’s time is come, Ldcy- Wc know oat 

own affairs, therefore let us have no more iwhlhipttiaj 
or whining. 

AIR LVI. A cobler there was, 6r« 
Ourfelves, like the great, to fecure a retreat. When matters require it, muft give up our gang t And good redfon why. Or, infiead of the fry, Ev’n Peachurn and I, Like poor petty rafcals, might hang, hang -. Like poor petty rafcals, might hang. 

PS ACHUM. 
Set your heart at reft, Polly- Your hulband itr j: to die to day .-—r-Therefore, if you are not alreadjH 

provided, .’tis high time to look about for anothen 
There’s comfort for you, you flut. LOCK1T. 

We are ready, Sir, to condudl you to the Old-Baily. 
AIR LVII. Bonny Dundee. 

MACHEATH. fhe charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, The judges all rang'd, a terrible jlsow ! 1 go, undifmay’d ■■■ for death is a debt, A debt on demand —fo, take what I owe. Then farewel, my love Dear charmers, adieu,. Contented 1 die 'Tis the better for you. 
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Here ends ail difpute the reft or our lives* For this nx.ay at oncelftleiffe ail t/,y 'ivives* 
ow, gentlemen, I am re .c'y to attend you. 

SCENE XII. 

S3 

LUCY, POLLY, FILCH, 
, JOLLY." 

S 'Yellow them, Filch, to the court. And when the 
rial is over, bring me a particular account of his be- 
laviour, and of every thing that happen’d. You’ll 
ind me here with mils Lucy. [Ex. Filch.] But why is 
ill this mufic ? LUCY. 

The prifonefs, wdiofe trials art put off till next fef- 
fions, are diverting themfelves. 

POLLY. 
Sure there is nothing fo charming as mufic ! I’m fond 

of it to diftraftlon ! But alas! mow, all mirth 
feems an infult upon my afflidion Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge pur forrows. The noify 
crew, you fee, are coming upon us. [Exeunt 

A dance of ftrifoners in chains, &c. 
SCENE XIII. 
The Condemn'd-hold. 

MACHEATH, in a melancholy f ojlurc. 
AIR LVIII, Happy grove's. 

0 cruel, cruel, cruel cafe; Muft 1 fujfer this difgrace ? 
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AIR LIX. of all the girls that are fo fmart. 

Of all tht friends in time of grief. When threat'ning death looks grimmer. Not one fo fure can bring relief. As this befi jriend, a brimmer. [Drinks® 
AIR LX. Britons ftrike home. 

Since 1 tnuft fusing,—1 fcorn, I fcorn to wince or whines 
[Rifesj AIR LXI. Chevy-chafe. 

Jlut now again my fpirits fnk ; I'll raife them high with wine. [Drinks a glafs of wine, 
AIR LXII. To old Sir Simon the king. I 

But valour the f ranger grows, The jlronger liquor we'rt drinking ; And how can we feel our woes. When we’ve lojl the trouble of thinking ? [Drinks,'! 
AIR LXIII. Joy to great Caefar. 

If thus- A man can die, Mucbbolder with brandy.[fo\sxs out a bumper of brandy.| 
AIR LXIV. There was an old woman. 

So, I drink off this bumper.—And now 1 can ft and the left, | And my cem'rades fhall fee, that I die as brave as the beft, \ 
[Drinks.! 

AIR LXV, Did you ever hear of a, gallant failor. fl 
But can 1 leave my pretty hufties. Without one tear or tender ftgh ? 
AIR LXVI. Why. are mine eyes flill flowing. 

Their eyes, their lips, their buffer, 
Recal my loie.-—Ah, muft I die / 
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A I R LXVII. Green fleevfes. 
Since larx! •were made for ev'ry degree, To cur hi ice in others, as •well as me, I •luonder ive han't better company. Upon Tyburn tree ! 
B ut gold from law can take out the fling ; And if rich men like us were to fwing, 'Twould thin the land, fuch numbers to firing Upon Tyburn tree l 

JAILOR. 
Some friends of yours, captain, defire to be admit- 

ted  1 leave you together. 
SCENE XIV. 

5IACHEATH, BEN BUDGE, MATT of the MINT, 
MACHEATH. 

For my having broke prifon, you fee, gentlemen, I 
«m order'd immediate execution The fheriff’s of- 
ficers, I believe, are now at the door That Jemmy 
Twitcher fhould ’peach me, I own furpriz’d me !  
’Tis a plain proof that the world is all alike, and that 
even our gang can no more truft one another than other 
people. Therefore, I beg you, gentlemen, look well to 
yourfelves, for in all probability you may live fome 
months longer. 

MATT. 
We are heartily lorry, captain, for your misfortune 

•—-But ’tis what we mull all come to. 
MACHEAT8. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous ficoun* 

drels. Their lives are as much in your power, as yours 
are in theirs Remember your dying friend ! ’Tis my 

requeft- Bring thofe villains to the gallons be» 
fore you, and 1 amfatisfied. 

H 
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MATT. 

We’ll do It. 
JAILOR. 

Mifs Polly and Mifs Lucy intreat a word with you. 
macheAth. 

Gentlemen, adieu. 
SCENE XV. 

LUCY, MACHEATH, POLLY. 
MACHEATH. 

My dear Lucy—my dear Polly—Whatfoever hath 1 
pafs’d between us is now at an end If you are fond \ 
of marrying again, the bell; advice I can give you, is l 
to Ihip yourfelves off for the Weft-Indies, where you’ll 
have a fair chance of getting a huftund apiece ; or, by | 
good luck, two or three, as you like beft. 

POLLY. 
How can I fupport this fight! LUCY. 
There is nothing moves one lb much as a great man 4 

in diftrefs. 
AIR LXVIII. All you that muft take a leap, <drc. | 

LUCY. Would 1 might be bang'd! POLLY. • And 1 'would fo too ! LUCY.' 
To be bang'd voitb you ; POLLY. 
- -■ ■ My dear, 'with you. MACHEATH. 
0 leave me to thought ! 1 fear ! I doubt! 1 tretnble ! 1 droop ! See my courage is out. £Turn$ up the empty bottle. | POLLY. 
No token of love t 
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MACHEATH. 

  Sk my courage is out. (Turns up the empty pot, LUC V, No token of love 1 POLLY, —■ Adieu. LUCY. -■ "—Farenuel. MACHEATH, But hark ! 1 hear the toll of the hell. CHORUS. 
Tol de rol lol, &c. 

JAILOR. 
Four women more, captain, with a child apiece ’ See}, 

here they come. [Enter u'omen and children. 
MACHEATH. 

What ’four wives more ! This is too much 
~ Here—-—tell the Iheriif s officers I am ready. 

[Exit Macheath guarded. 
SCENE XVI. 

To them enter PLAYER and BEGGAR. 
PLAYER. But, honeft friend, I hope you don’t intend that 

Macheath (hall be really executed. 
BEGGAR. 

Moll certainly, Sir—To make the piece perfeft, I 
was for doing flridt poetical juftice. Macheath is 
to be bang’d; and for the other perfonages of the drama, 
the audience muft have fuppos’d they were all either 
bang’d or tranfported. 

PLAYER. Why then, friend, this is a downright deep tragedy. 
The cataftrophe is_ manifeftly wrong ; for an opera mufi. 
end happily. 

II Z 



M T H E B E G G A K ’ S O P E R A. 
BEGGAR. 

Your obje<5Uon> Sir, is very juft"; and is eafily-re- 
mov’d. For you muft alknv that in this kind of dra- 
ma, ’tis no matter how abfurdly things are brought- a- 
bout So you rabBIe tliere run and 
cry, A reprieve ! let the prifoncr be brought back 
to his wives in triumph. 

PLAYER. 
All this we muft. do, to comply with the tafte of the 

town. 
BEGGAR. 

Through the whole piece you may obferve fuch a fi- 
militude of manners in high and low life, that it is dif- 
ficult to determihe, whether* in the falhionable vices, 
the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the ready 
or the gentlemen of the road the fine gentlemen  
Had the play remain’d as I at firft intended, it would 
have carried a mod excellent moral : it would have fliewa 
*bat the lower fort of people have their vices, in a degree, 
as well as the rich; and that they are punilh’d for them. 

SCENE XVII. 
To them MACHEATH, 'with rabble, &c. 

MACHEATH. 
So, it feems, I am not left to my choice, but muft 

have a wdfe at laft.—Look ye, my dears, we will have 
no controverfy now. Let us give this day to miith. 
And I am fure fhe who thinks herfelf my wife will tefti- 
fy her joy by a dance. 

ALL. 
Come, a dance, a dance. 

MACHEATH. 
Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to prelent a 

partner to each of you. And, if I may without-ofience, 
for this time, I take Polly for mine And lor life, 
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you flut for we were really married *As for the 
reft But at prefent keep your own fecret. [To Polly. 

A DANCE. 
A R LXIX. Lumps of pudding, drr. 

Thus I ft and, like the Turk, with his doxies around J. 
From all ftdes their glances his patjion confound.1 

For black, brown, and fair, his inconflancy burns, And the different beauties fubdue him by turns : Each calls forth her charms, to provoke bis dejtres, Though willing to all, with but one he retires. But think of this maxim, and put off your for row, The wretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow. 
CHORUS. But think of this maxim, &c> 

The END of the FIRST PART.. 
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INTRODUCTION- 

POET, F L A, Y E R. 

A Sequel to a play is like more laft words; ’tis a kind 
^ of abfurdity : and really, Sir, you have prevailed 

ion me to purfue this fubjetf againfl: my judgment. I ft TLAYER. 
Be the fuccefs as it will, you are fure of what you 

lave contradled for: and upon the inducement of profit 
no body can blame you for undertaking it. POET. 

I know I muft have been look’d upon as whimfical and 
ingular, if I had fcrupled to have rifqu’d my reputation 

for my profit: for why ftiould 1 be more fqueamifli than 
•my betters ? And fo, Sir, contrary to my’opinion, I bring 
Polly once again upon the ftage. 

ift PLAYER. 
Confider, Sir, you have prepolFelfion on your fide. 

POET. 
But then the pleafure of novelty is loft: and in a thing 

of this nature I am afraid I lhall hardly be pardoned for 
ti imitating myfelf; for fure pieces of this fort are not to 

be followed as precedents. My dependence, like a cheat- 
ing bookfeller’s, is, that the kind reception the firft part 
met with wilt carry off the fecond, be it what it will. 

ift PLAYER. 
You fhould not difparage your own works ; you will 

have critics enough who will be glad to do that for you: 
1 and let me tell you, Sir, that after the fuccefs you have 
1 had, you muft exped envy, 

POET. Since I have had more applaufe than I can deferve, I 
muft-, with other authors, be content if critics allow me 
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lefs. I fhould be an arrant courtier, or an arrant beggaiH 
indeed, if, as foon as I have received one unmerited fa- 
vour, I fhould lay claim to another; I don’t flatter my^ 
felf with the like fuccefs. 

ift PLAYER. 
I hope, Sir, in the cataftrophe you have not run intqj 
e abfurdity of your lafl: piece. 

POET. 
I know that I have been unjuftly accufed of having] 

given up my moral for a joke, like a fine gentleman in 
converfation; but, whatever be the event now, I will 
not fo much as feem to give up my moral. 

rft PLAYER. 
Really, Sir, an author fhould comply with the cuftomt! 

and tafte of the town. 1 am indeed afraid too 
that your fatire here and there is too free. A man fhouldi 
be cautious how he mentions any vice whatfoever before 
good company, left fomebody prefcnt fhould apply it to 
himfelf. 

POET. 
The ftage, Sir, hath the privilege of the pulpit to at- 

tack vice, however dignified or diflinguifhed, and preach-i 
crs and poets fhould not be too well bred upon thefe oc- 
cafions : no body can overdo it when he attacks the vice, 
and not the perfon. 

ift PLAYER. 
But how can you hinder fpiteful applications ? 

POET. 
Let thofe anfwer for them who make them. I aim at 

no particular perfons; my ftrokes are at vice in general: 
but if any men particularly vicious are hurt, I make no 
apology, but leave them to the cure of their flatterers. 
If an author write in character, the lower people refleft 
on the follies and vices of the rich and great, and an In- 
dian judges and talks of Europeans by thofe he hath feen 
and converfed with, 6r. And I will venture to own 
that I wifh every man of power or riches were really or 
apparently virtuous, which would foon amend and re- 
form the common people, who a<ft by imitation. 
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ift PLAYER. 

But a little indulgence and partiality to the vices of 
four own country, without doubt, would be look’d upon 
l$ more prudent. Though your fatire, Sir, is on vices 

general, it mull and will give offence >. every vicious 
thinks you particularfor confcience will make felf- 

ipplication. And why will you make yourfelf fo many 
tnemies ? I fay no more upon this head. As to us, I 
lope you are fatisfied we have done all we could for 

lyou ; for you will now have the advantage of all our bell 
igers. 

Enter 2d PLAYER. 
2d PLAYER. 

1 , ’Tis impoffible to perform the opera to-night; all the 
iline fingers within are out of humour with their parts, 

j The Tenor fays he was never offered fuch an affront, and 
in a rage flung his clean lamblkin gloves into the fire: 

j: he fwears that in his whole life he never did fing, would 
u fing, or could fing, but in true kid. 

ill PLAYER. 
f Mufic might tame and civilize wild beafls, but ’tis 
}| evident it never yet could tame and civilize muficians. 

Enter 3d PLAYER. 
3d PLAYER. 

I . Sir, Signora Crotchefta fays (he finds her charafler fo 
1 low, that Ihe had rather die than fing it. 
Sift PLAYER. 

Tell her, by her agreement, I can make her fing it. 
Enter SIGNORA CROTCHETTA. 

crotchetta. *1 Barbarous tromantane ! Where are all the lovers of 
"Virtu ? will they not all rife in arms in my defence ? 
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Make me fing it! good gods, fliould I tamely fubmit toj 
'fuch ufage, I fliould debafe myfelf through all Europe. | ift PLAYER. 

In the opera, nine or ten years ago, I remember, ma-i -dam,your appearance in a character little better than a fifluj 
CROTCHETTA. 

A fifli ! monftrous ! Let me inform you, Sir, that! 
mermaid or fyren is not many removes from a fea-god' 
defs; or I had never fubmirted to be that fifli which yoi 
are pleafed to call me by way of reproach. I have a cold. 
Sir ; I am fick. I don’t fee why 1 may not be allow*! 
the privilege of ficknefs now and then as well as others 
If a finger may not be indulg’d in her humours, I am furl 
ftie will foon become of no confequence with the 
And fo, Sir, I have a cold, 1 am hoarle I hope no' 
you ere-fatisfied. Crotchctta in a fury, 

Enter 4th PLAYER. 
4th PLAYER. 

Sir, the Bafs voice infifts upon pearl-colour’d flocking^ 
and red-heel’d flioes. I ft PI AYER. 

s no ruling caprice. But how fliall we 
" 

There 
our exculcs to the houfe ? 4th player. 

Since the town was laft year fo kind as to encouragfli 
an opera without fingers, the favour 1 was then fliow™ 
•obliges me to offer myfelf once more, rather than the ^ 
audienco fliould be difmifs’d. All the other comedianfl 
upon this emergency are willing to do their beft, and hop4B 
for .your favour and indulgence. ift PLAYER. 

Ladies and gentlemen, as we wifli to do every thing' • 
for your diverfion, and that fingers only will come when. 
they will come, we beg you to excufe this unforefeen ac- ( 
cident, and to accept the propofal of the comedians, wlio!| 
rely wholly on your courtcfy and protedlion. 

The OUVERTURE. 





Dramatis Perfonae. 
Ducat. 
Morano, 
Vanderbluff. 
Capftern. 
Hacker. 
Culverin. 
Laguerre. 
Cutlace. 
Pohetohee. 
Cawwawkee. 

Servants, Indians, Pyrates. Guards, &c 

Polly. 
Mris Ducat. 
Trapes. 
Jenny Diver, 
Flimzy. 
Damaris. 

SCENE, in the JVeJi-Indies. 
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SECOND PART 

O F T H E 

BEGGAR’S OPERA' 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

SCENE, Ducat's houfr. 

DUCAT, TRAPES. 

TRAPES. ? ’TT'HOUGH you were horn, and bred, and live in the * A Indies, as you arc a fubjeft of Britain, you 
flionld live up to our cuftoms. Prodigality there is a 
fafltion that is among ail ranks of people. Why, cor very younger brothers pufh themfelves into the polite 

a world by fquandering more than they are worth. You 
are rich, very rich, Mr Ducat; and I grant you, the 

ai more you have, the tafte of getting more (hould grow 
19 ftronger upon you ’Tis juft fo with us. But then the 
Hi itch eft of cur lords and gentlemen, who live elegantly* 



loo THE BEGGAR’S OPERA. 
always run out ’Tis genteel to be in debt. Your lu- 
xury (hould diftinguilh you from the vulgar. You cannot 
be too expenfive in your pleafures. 

A I R I. The difappointed widow. 
The manners of the great affett ; Stint not your pleafure : 
If confcience had their genius checkt% How gain'd they treafere ? 
The more in debt, run in debt the more, Care left who is undone-'. 
Morals and honefy leave to the poor, yli they do at London. 

DUCAT. 
I never expedled to have heard thrift laid to my charge;. | 

There is not a man, though I fay it, in all the Indies, 
who lives more plentifully than myfelf, nor who en- | 
joys the neceflaries of life in fo handfome a manner. TRAPES. 

There it is now. Who ever heard a man of fortune! 
in England talk of the necdfaries of life ? If the necef-l faries of life would have fatisfied fuch a poor body as 
me, to be fure I had never come to better my fortune to I 
the plantations. Whether we can afford it or no, we 
muft have fuperfluities. We never flint our expence to 
our own fortunes, but are miferable if we do not live 
up to the profufenefs of our neighbours. If we couldi content ourfelves with the neceffaries of life, no man a- 
Jive ever need be difhoneft. As to women now, why, 
look ye, Mr Ducat, a man hath what we may call every ] 
thing that is neceffary in a wife. DUCAT. 

Ay, and more ! TRAPES. 
But, for all that, d’ye fee, your married men are my 

beft cgftomcrs; it keeps wives upon their good bcha.- ' 
viours. 
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DUCAT. 

But there are jealoufies and family leflures, Mris 
Trapes. 

Blefs us all ! how little are our cuftoms known on 
this fide the herring pond ! Why, jealoufy is out of 
iathion even among our common country-gentlemen. 
I hope you are beuer bred than to be jealous. A huf- 
band and wife fliould have a mutual complaifance for 
each other. Sure your wife is not fo tanreafonable to 
expedl to have you always to herfelf. 

As I have a good eftate, Mris Trapes, I would wil- 
[i lingly run into every thing that is agreeable to my digni- 
I ty and fortune. Nobody throws himfelf into the ex- 
|| travagancies of life with a freer fpirit. As to confcience 
M and tnufty morals, I have as few drawbacks upon my 
I profits or pleafures as any perfon of quality in England ; 
t in thofe I am not in the leaft vulgar. Befides, madam, 
t in mofi: of my expences, I run into the polite tafte : J 
I have a fine library of books that I never read ; I have 
B a fine liable of horfes that I never ride.; I build, I buy 
t plate, jewels, pidures, or any thing that is valuable 
n and curious, as your great men do, merely out of o» 
] ftentation. But, indeed, I mull confefs, I do Hill co* 
I habit with my wife ; and Ihe is very uneafy and vexati- 
!i ous upon account of my vilits to you. 

TRAPES, 
Indeed, indeed, Mr Ducat, you Ihould break thro* 

9 all this ufurpation at once, and keep.   Nov/, too, is 
« your time ; for I have a frelh cargo of ladies jult ar- 
| rived : no man alive lhall fet eyes upon them till you 
^ have provided yourfelf. You Ihould keep your lady in 
l awe by her maid ; place a handfome, brilk wench near H your wife, and Ihe will be a fpy upon her into the bar- 
ii gain. I would have you Ihew yourfelf a fine gentleman 

TRAPES. 

Ducat. 

in every thing. 13 
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DUCAT. 

But I am fomewhat advanced in life, Mris Trapes,, 
and my duty to my wife lyes very hard upon me ; I mufti 
leave keeping to younger hufbands and old batchelors. 

TRAPEi. 
There it is again now ! our very vulgar purfue plear 

fures in the flufh of youth and inclination, but our great 
men are falhionably profligate when their appetite hath, 
left them. 

AIR II. The Irilh ground. 
BASS. 
DUCATS 

IVbat can wealth When we're old} Youth and health Are not fold.. 
TREBLE.. 

TRAPES. 
When love in the pulfe beats low, (As haply it may with you') A girl can frejh youth bejlow. And kindle dejire anew. Thus, numb'd in the brake* Without motion, the fnahe Sleeps cold winter away ;, But in every vein Life quickens again On the bofom of Map. 

We are not here, I muft tell you, as we are in London* 
where we can have frefli goods every week by the wag- 
gon. My maid is again gone aboard the veflel ; fte 
is perfedlly chaim’d with one of the ladies ; ’twill be a 
credit to you to keep her.. I have obligations to you; 
Mr Ducat, and I would part with her to no man alive 
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yourfelf. If I had her at London, fuch a lady 

rould be enough to make my fortune ; but, in truth, 
is not impudent enough to make herfelf agreeable to 
failors in a public-houfe in this country. By all 

:counts, Ihe hath a behaviour only fit for a private fa- 
,ily. 

DUCAT. 
But how (hall I manage matters with my wife i ‘ 

TRAPES. 
Juft as the fine gentlemen do with us. Wli ^ould 

•ring you many great precedents for treating a wife with 
indifference, contempt, and negledt ; but tliat, indeed, 
would be running into too high life. I would have you 
keep fome decency, and ufe her with civility. You 
fhould be fo obliging as to leave her to her liberties, 
and take them to yourfelf. Why, all our fine ladies, 

that they call pin-money, have no other views j ’tis 
what they all expedt. 

DUCAT. 
But I am afraid it will be hard to make my wife think 

>: like a gentlewoman upon this fubjedt ; fo that, if I 
j| take her, 1 muft adt prudently, and keep the affair a 
K dead fccret. 

TRAPES. 
j As to that, Sir, you may do as you pleafe. Should '• 

» it ever come to her knowledge, cuftom and education, 
I perhaps, may make her, at firft, think it fomewhat odd : 
II hut this I can affirm with a fafe confidence, that many • 

a lady of quality have fiervants of this kind in their fa- 
i milies ; and you can afford an expence as well as the bed 

of them. 
DUCAT. 

I have a fortune, Mris Trapes, and would fain make 
1 a niodifti figure in life : if we can agree upon the price, li I’ll take her into the family. 

TRAPES. I I am glad to fee you fling yourfelf into the polite tafte 
i With a fpicit. Few, indeed, have the turn or talents to 
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get money ; but fewer know how to fpend it handfome* 
ly after they have got it. The elegance of luxury con- 
fills in variety, and love requires it as much as any o 
our appetites and paffions; and there is a time of life ■when a man’s appetite ought to be whetted by a delicacy. 

DUCAT. 
Nay, Mr is Trapes, now you are too hard upon me. 

Sure you cannot think me fuch a clown as to be really 
in love with my wife ! We are not fo ignorant here as 
you imagine. Why, I married her in a reafonable way,, 
only for ht

jr money. 
A I R III. Noel hills. 

Hi that wtds a beauty. Soon •will find her cloy ; When pleafuregrows a duty, Farewel love and joy : 
He that weds for treafure, (Though he hath a wife) Hath chofe one lafling pleajure In a married life. 

SCENE II, 
DUCAT, TRAPES, DAM ARTS. 

DUCAT. 
Damaris, [calling at the door] Damaris, I charge yon 

not to ftir from the door ; and the moment you fee your 
lady at a diftance returning from her walk, be fure to. 
give me notice. , TRAPES, 

She is in moll charming rigging ; Ihe won’t coll you 
a penny, Sir, in clothes at firlt fetting out. But, a-lack- 
a-day ! no bargain could ever thrive with dry lips: a 
giafsof liquor makes every thing go fo’glibly. DUCAT. 

Here, Damaris; a glafs of rum for Mris Dye. 
[Damaris goes out, and returns -with abottle and glafs.] 
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TRAPES. 

But, as I was faying, Sir, I would not part with her 
to any man alive but yourfelf; for, to be fure, I could 
turn her to ten times the profit by jobs and chance cu- 
ftomers. Come, Sir, here’s to the young lady’s health. 

SCENE. III. 
DUCAT, TRAPES, FLIMSY. 

TRAPES. 
Well, Flimzy, are all the ladies fafely landed, and 

have you done as I order’d you ? 
FLIMZY. 

Yes, madam. The three ladies for the run of the 
houfe are fafely lodged at home; the other is without in 
the hail to attend your commands. She is a mod deli- 
cious creature, that’s certain. Such lips, fuch eyes, 
and fuch flefh and blood ! If you had her in London, 
you could not fail of the cuftom of all the foreign mi- 
nifters. As I hope to be faved, madam, I was obliged 
to tell her ten thoufand lies, before I could prevail 
upon her to come with me. Oh, Sir, you are the moft 
lucky, happy man in the world ! Shall I go call her in ? 

TRAPES. 
*Tis neceffary for me firft to inflrufl her in her duty, 

and the ways of the family. The girl is bafhful and 
modeft ; fo I muff ask leave to prepare her by a little 
private converfation ; and, afterwards, Sir, I fhall leave 
you to your private converfations. ' 

FLIMZ.Y. 
But, I hope, Sir, you won’t forget poor Flimzy ; 

for the richefl man alive could not be more fcrupulous 
than I am upon thefe occafions, and the bribe only can 
make me excufe it to my confcience. I hope, Sir, you 
will pardon my freedom. \_He gives her. money, 
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AIR IV. Sweet-heart, think upon me. 

A/jy confciena is of courtly mold. Fit for high eft ft at ion. Where's the hand, when touch'd with gold, Proof again ft temptation l [Ex. Flimzjri 
DUCAT. 

We can never enough encourage fuch ufeful qualifica- 
tions. You will let me know when you are ready for 

SCENE. IV. 

I wonder I am not more wealthy ; for, o’ my confer 
ence, I have as few fcruples as thofe that are ten thou' 
land times as rich. But, a-lack-a-day ! I am forced to 
play at fmall game. I now and then betray And ruin 
an innocent girl. And what of that ? Can I, in con- 
fcience, expert to be equally wealthy with thofe who be- 
tray and ruin provinces and countries ? In troth, all 
their great fortunes are owing to fituation ; as for geniiHi 
and capacity, I can match them to a hair : were they in 
my circumflances, they would adl like me ; were I in 
theirs, I fhould be rewarded as a moft profound pene- 
trating politician. 

A I R V. ’Twas within a furlong. 
In pimps and politicians The genius is the fame ; Both raife their own conditions On others guilt and Jhamc : With a tongue well tipt with lies. Each the want of parts fupplies. And with a heart that's all difguife 

Keeps his fehemes unknown. 
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Seducing Hie the devil. They play the tempter s part. And have, when moji they're civil, Moji mifchief in their heart. Each a private commerce drives, Firft corrupts, and then connives. 
And by his neighbour's vices thrives. For they are ait his own. 

SCENE V. 
TRAPES, FLIMZY, POLLY. 

TRAPES. 
I Blefs my eye-fight! what do I fee ? am I in a dream, 

or is it Mifs Polly Peacbum! Mercy upon me ! child, 
| what brought you on this fide of the water ? 

POLLY. 
I Love, madam, and the difafters of our family. But 
11 am equally furpriz’d to find an acquaintance here. You 

k cannot be ignorant of my unhappy ftory, and perhaps 
ii from you, Mris Dye, I may receive fome information ii that may be ufeful to me. 

TRAPES. 
| You need not be much concern’d, Mifs Polly, at a 

fentence of tranfportation ; for a young lady of your 
ii beauty hath wherewithal to make her fortune in any 
| country. 

POLLY. 
I Pardon me, madam ; you mifiake me. Though I 
: was educated among the moft profligate in low life, I 
v never engag’d in my father’s affairs as a thief or a thief- 
)£ catcher, for indeed I hated his profeffion. Would my 
c papa had never taken it up, he then ftill had been alive, 
1 and I had never known Macheath ! 
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AIR VI. Sortez des vos retraites. 
She rwho hath felt a real 'pain By Cupid's dart. Finds that all abfence is in vain To heal her heart. Though from my lover cajl Far as from pole to pole. Still the pure fame tnufi lajl. For love is in the foul. 

You muft have heard, madam, that I was unhappy a 
my marriage. When Macheath was tranfported, all mj 
peace was bani/hed with him ; and my papa’s death hath 
now given me liberty to purfue my inclinations. 

TRAPES. 
Good lack-a-day ! poor Mr Peachum ! Death was C& 

much oblig’d to him, that I wonder he did not allow him 
a reprieve for his own fake. Truly, I think he was: 
oblig’d to no-body more, unlefs the phyficians; but they; 
die it feems too Death is very impartial; he takes aS 
alike, friends and foes. POLLY. 

Every monthly felTtons-paper, like the apothecary’s 
files, if I may make the comparifon, was a record of 
his fervices. But my papa kept company with gentle- 
men, and ambition is catching. He was in too much 
hade to be rich. I wilh all great men would take: 
warning. ’Tis now feven months fince my papa was 
bang’d. TRAPES. 

This will be a great check indeed to your men of 
enterprizing genius; and it will be dangerous to pu(h at 
making a great fortune, if fuch accidents grow common. 
But fure, child, you are not fo mad as to think of fal- 
lowing Macheath. 
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POJLLY. 

In following him I am in a purfuit of my quiet. I 
lov’e him, and, like a troubled ghoft, fhall never be at 
•eft till I appear to him. If I can receive any informa- 

ji lion of him from you, it will be a cordial to a wretch 
1 n defpair. 

TRAPES. 
My dear Mifs Polly, you mull not think of it. ’Tis 

sow above a year and a half Cnee he robb’d his mafter, 
i ‘an away from the plantation and turn’d pyrate. Then 

igain, what puts you beyond all. poftibility of redrefs, 
*, that Cnee he came over, he married a tranlportcd 
ive, one Jenny Diver, and (he is gone off with him. 
on mull give over all thoughts of him, for he is a very 

jH levil to our lex; not a woman of the greateft vivacity 
ii hanges her inclinations half fo fall as he can. Befides, 

ic would difown you; for, like an upftart, he hates an old 
cquaintance. 1 am forry to lee thofe tears, child ; but 
love you too well to flatter you. 

POLLY. 
Why have I a heart fo conllant ? cruel love ! 

AIR VII. O waly, waly, up the bank. 
Adieu ! adieu ! all hope of blifs ! For Polly always inuft be thine. Mujl then my heart be never his. Which never can again be mine ? 0 love, you play a cruel part, , Thy dart fill fejlers in the wound; Tou Jhould reward a confant heart. 
Since 'tis, alas l fo fcldom found. 

TRAPES. 1 tell you once again, Mifs Polly, you mull think no 
lore of him. You are like a child who is crying after 
butterfly that is hopping and fluttering upon every flower 

1 the field. There is not a woman that comes in his way 
ut he mult have a taftc of; befides there is no catching 
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him. But, my dear girl, I hope you took care, at youi 
leaving England, to bring off wherewithal to fuppofl 
you. 

POLLY, 
Since he is loft, I am infehUble of “every other mii 

fortune. I brought indeed a fum of money'with mfc- 
but my cheft was broke open at fea, and I am now 
miferable vagabond expos’d to hunger and want, unlef 
charity relieve me. 

TEAPES. 
Poor child ! your father and I have had great dealing 

together, and I fliall be grateful to his memory. I wi 
look upon you as my daughter ; you (hall be with mei * 

POLLY. 
As foon as I can have remittances from England,, 

flull be able to acknowledge your goodnefs: I have ftii 
five hundred pounds there which will be return’d to m 
upon demand; but I had rather undertake any bonefl 
lervice that might afford me a maintenance, than tfe 
burdenfome to my friends. TRAPES. 

Sure never any thing happen’d fo luckily ! Madaih 
Ducat juft now wants a fervant, and I know fhe will 
take my recommendation; and one fo tight and handy 
as you muft pleafe her: then again, her huiband is the 
civileft, beft-bred man alive. You are now in her houle; 
and I won’t leave it, till I have fettled you. Be cheer-; 
ful, my dear child; for who knows but all thefe mif- 
fortunes may turn to your advantage ? You are in a rich 
creditable family, and I dare fay your perfon and carriage 
will foon make you a favourite. As to captain Macheathji 
you may now fafely look upon yourfelf as a widow : and 
who knows, if madam Ducat fhould tip off, what may 
happen ? I ftiall recommend you, Mifs Polly, as a gentle- 
woman. 
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AIR VIII. O Jenny, come tye me. 
Defpair is but folly ; 

Hence, melancholy : Fortune attends you while youth is in flower. By beauty's poffeflion. Us'd with diferetion, 1 Wotnan at all times hath joy in her power. 
POLLY. 

The fervice, madam, you offer me, makes me as 
happy as I can be in my circumftance, and I accept of 
it with ten thoufand obligations. 

TRAPES. 
Take a turn in the hall with my maid for a minute or 

two, and I’ll take care to fettle all matters and conditi- 
ons for your reception. Be allur’d, Mifs Polly, I’ll do 
my belt for you. 

SCENE VI. 
TRAPES, DUCAT. 

TRAPES. 
Mr Ducat, Sir, you may come in. I have had this 

very girl in my eye for you ever lince you and I were 
firlt acquainted; and, to be plain with you, Sir, I have 
run great rifques for her : I had many a firatagem, to be 
fure, to inveigle her aw'ay from her relations ! Ihe too- 
herfelf was exceeding difficult. And I can allure you, 
to ruin a girl of fevere education is no fmall addition to 
the pleafure of our fine gentlemen. I can be anfwerable 
for it too, that you will have the firft of her. I am fure 
I could have dilpos’d of her upon the fame account for at 
lead a hundred guineas to an alderman of London; and 
then again, I might have had the difpofal of her again, 
as foon as ffie was out of keeping: but you are my 
friend, and I lhall not deal hard with you. 

K 2 
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DUCAT. 

But if I like her, I would agree upon terms before** 
hand ; for (hould 1 grow fond of her, I know you havel 
the confcience of other trades people, and would grow 
more impofing ; and I love to be upon a certainty. 

TRAPES. 
Sure you cannot think a hundred piftoles too much ; 

I mean for me. I leave her wholly to your generofity. 
Why your fine men, who never pay any body elfe, pay! 

their pimps and bawds well; always ready money, 
always deal confcientioufly, and fet the lowed price upon 
my ladies : when you fee her, I am fore you will allow 
her to be as choice a piece of beauty as ever you laid 
eyes on. 

DUCAT. 
But, dear Mris Dye, a hundred piftoles fay you ? 

why I could have half a dozen Negro princeftes for the 
price. 

TRAPES. 
But fure you can never expccfl to buy a fine handfome 

Chriftian at that rate. You are not us’d to fee foch goodsi 
on this fide of the water. For the women, like the 
clothes, are all tarnilh’d and half worn out before they 
are fent hither. Do but call your eye upon her. Sir; 
the door ftands half open ; fee, yonder (he trips in con* 
verfation with my maid Flimzy in the hall. 

DUCAT. 
Why truly I muft own foe is handfome. 

TRAPES. 
Blefs me, you are no more mov’d by her than if foe 

were your wife. Handfome ! what a cold hufoand like 
exprefoon is that f Nay, there is no harm done : if I 
take her home, I don’t queftion the making more money 
of her. She was never in any body’s houfe but your 
own fince foe was landed. She is pure, as foe was im- 
ported, without the leaft adulteration. 

DUCAT. 
I’ll have her. I’ll pay you down upon the nail. 
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You fliall leave her with me. Come, count your money* 

ijMris Dye. TRAPES. 
What a fliape is there ! fhe’s of the fined growth. ducat. 
You make me mifreckon. She even takes off my 

eyes from gold. TRAPES. 
What a curious pair of fparkling eyes ! DUCAT. 
As enlivening as the fun. I have paid you ten. TRAPES. 
What a racy flavour mud breathe from thofe lips ! DUCAT. 
I want no provoking commendations. I’m in youth 

I’m on fire. Twenty more makes it thirty; and this here 
makes it jufl fifty. TRAPES. 

What a mod inviting complexion ! how charming a 
eolour! In ftiort, a fine woman has all the perfections 
of fine wine, and is a cordial that is ten times as redo-* 
rative. DUCAT. 

This fifty then makes it jud the fum. So now, ma» 
dam, you may deliver her up. 

SCENE VII? 
DUCAT, TRAPES, DAMARIS. 

DAMARIS. 
Sir, Sir, my midrefs is jud at the door. [Exit., 

DUCAT. 
IGet you out of the way this moment, dear Mris Dye; 

for I would not have my wife fee you. But don’t dir 
out of the houfe till I am put in poffeflion. I’ll get rid 
©f her prefently. [Exit Trapes.. 

K 3 
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SCENE VIII. 
DUCAT, MMS DUCAT. 

MRIS DUCAT. 
I can never be out of the way for an hour or Co, bo 

you are with that filthy creature. If you were younj 
and I took liberties, you could not ufe me worfe; yol 
could not, you beaftly fellow. Such ufage nvght ford 
the moll virtuous woman to relentment. I don’t fe< 
why the wives in this country Ihould not put therafelves 
upon as eafy a foot as in England. In fhort, Mr Ducat 
if you behave yourfelf like an Englilh hufband, I 'yil 
behave myfelf like an Englilh wife, .1 

AIR IX. Red houfe. 
Imill have my humours. I'll pleafe all fenfes, 1 mill not be Jlinted in love or expences. I'll drefs mith profufion. I'll game mithout meafure ; i| You /hall have the buftnefs, 1 mill have the pleafure | Thus every day I'll pafs my life, My home Jhall be my leaf refort ; For fire 'tis fitting that your mife 

Shou'd copy L dies of the court. 
DUCAT; 

Air thefe things, I know, are natural to your fex, my| 
dear. But Kulbands like colts are reflif, and they rc-| 
quire a long time to break them. Befides, ’tis not thej 
fjtlhion, as yet,_ for hulbands to be govern’d in thisJj 
country. That tongue of yours, my dear, hath notj 
eloquence enough to perluade me out of my reafon. A; 
woman’s tongue, like a trumpet, only ftrves to ra^ 
my courage.. 
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A IR X. Old Orpheus tickled, &c. 
When billows come ruflsing on the Jlrand, 
The rocks are deaf, and tinfhaken ftand: Old oaks can refift the thunder's roar. And I can Jland woman's tongue that's more-. With a twmkum, twankum, See. 

rith that weapon, women, like pyrates, are at war with 
hole world. But I thought, my dear, your pride 

1 have kept you from being jealous Tis the 
('hole bufinefs of my life to pleale you ; but wives are 
ike children, the more they are flatter’d and humour’d, 
he more perverle they are. Here now have I been lay- 
ng out my money, purely to make you a prefent, and I 
tave nothing but thefe freaks and reproaches in return. 
Sfou anted a maid, and I have brought you the handieft 
:reature; (he will indeed make a very creditable fervant. 

MRIS DUCAT. 
I will have none of your huflies about me. And fo. 

Sir, you would make me your convenience, your bawd. 
Out upon it] 

DUCAT. 
But I bought her on purpofe for you> madatm 

MRJS DUCAT. 
I For your own filthy inclinations, you mean. I won’t 
t bear it. What, keep an impudent harlot under my nolie ! 

a here’s fine doings indeed ! 
DUCA.T. f I will have the diretflion of my famify. ’Tis my 

pleafure it (hall be fo. So, madam, be fatisfied. 
AIR XI. Chrift-Church bells. 

When a woman jealous grows, 
farewel all peace of life ! 

MRIS DUCAT. Wst ere man roves, he fhould pay what he owes> 
And with her due content his wife. 
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DUCAT. 

*Tis marii iht •weaker fex to fiuay. MRIS DUCAT. 
IVe too, whene'er we lift, obey. DUCAT. 

’77/ juft and fit You fliouldfubmit. MRIS DUCAT. 
Bui dear kind husband not to day. DUCAT. 

Let your clack be Jlill. MRIS DUCAT. Not till 1 have my will. If thus you reafon flight. There's never an hour While breath has power. But I will offert my right. !! 
Would I had you in England ; I fiiould have all the wtw 
men there rife in arms in my defence. For the honoul 
and prerogative of the fex, they would not fuffer fuch a 
precedent of fubmiffion. And fo, Mr Ducat, I tell yotti 
once again, that you fhall keep your ftrumpets out of thej 
houfe, or I will not flay in it. DUCAT. 

Look ye, wife ; you will be able to bring about no-| 
tiling by pouting and vapours. I have refolution e« 
nough to withftand either obftinacy or ftratagem : and 
1 will break this jealous Ipirit of yours before it gets 4 
head. And fo, my dear, I order that upon my accounM 
you behave yourfelf to the girl as you ought. MRIS DUCAT. 

I wifh you would behave yourfelf to your wife as yotn'l 
ought; that is to fay, with good manners, and com-®! 
pliance. And fo. Sir, I leave you and your minx to- ! 
gether. I tell you once again, that I would rather die: 
upon the fpot, than not to be miflrefs in my own houleJ [Exit in a 
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SCENE IX. 
DUCAT, DAMARIS. 

DUCAT. 
. If by thcfe perverfe humour?, I (hculd be forc’d to 
3 art with her, and allow her a feparate maintenance ; 

lie thing is fo common among people of .fafliion, that 
could not prove to my difcredit. Family divifions, 

nd matrimonial controverfies, ere a kind of proof of a 
lan’s riches; for the poor people are happy in marriage 
t of neceffity, becaule they cannot afford to difagree. 
imaris, faw you my wife ? ^Enter Damans'] Is fhe in 

m room ? What faid fhe ? Which way went fhe ? 
DAMARIS. 

Blefs me, I was perfectly frighten'd, fhe look’d fo 
e a fury ! Thank my ftars, I never faw her look fb 

:fore in all my life; tho’, mayhap, you may have feen 
:r look fo before a thoufand times. Woe be to the 
rvants that fall in her way! I’m fure I’m glad to he 
it of it. 

AIR XII. Chefhire*rounds. 
Wien kings by their huffing Have rais'd up a fquabbte, All the charge and cuffing U Light upon the rabble. 
Thus when man and lui/e, 1 f By their mutual fnubbing, j| ' Kindle civil ft rife, 
Servants get the drubbing. 

DUCAT. v I would have you, Damaris, have an eye upon your 
si iftrefs. You fhould have her good at heart, and in- 
11 irm me when fhe has any fehemes a-foot ; it may be the 

leans to reconcile us. 
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DAMARIS. 

She’s wild, Sir. There’s no fpeaking to her. She! 
flown into the garden ! Mercy upon us all, fay I ! Hoj 
can you be fo unreafonable to contradict a woman, whej 
you know we can’t bear it ? 

DUCAT. 
I depend upon you, Damaris, for information. Yo« 

may obferve her at a diftance ; and as foon as Ihe conu 
into her own room, bring me word. There is the fweete 
pleafure in the revenge that I have now in my head 
I’ll this inftant go and take my charge from Mri 
Trapes. [Afide."] Damaris, you know your inftruc 
tions. [Exit 

SCENE X. 
DAMARIS. 
DAMARIS. 

Sure all maflers and miltrelfes, like politicians, judg* 
of the confcience of mankind by their own, and require 
treachery of their fervants as a duty i I am employed by 
my mailer to watch my miftrefs, and by my miflrefs toi 
watch my mailer. Which party lhall I efpoufe ? To be 
fure my millrefs's: for in her’s, jurifdiClion and poweri’ 
the common caufe of our whole fex, are at llake. But 
my mailer, I fee, is coming this way. I'll avoid him, and! 
make my obfervations. [ExiU 

SCENE XI. 
DUCAT, POLLY. 

DUCAT. 
Be merry, Polly, for your good fortune hath thrown 

you into a family, where, if you rightly confult your own 
interell, as every body now-a-days does, you may make 
yourfclf perfectly eafy. Thofe eyes of yours, Polly* 
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fufficient fortune for any woman, if Hie have but 

mdudi, and knew how to make the moil: of them. 
POLLY. 

As I am your fervant, Sir, my duty obliges me not 
contradidt you ; and I muft hear your flattery, tho’ I 

mow myfelf undeferving. But fure, Sir, in handfome 
tpmen, you muft have - bferv’d that their hearts often op- 

jofe their intereft ; and beauty certainly has undonemore 
women than it has made happy. 

A l R XIII. The bu(h a*boon Traquair. 
The crow or daw thro' all the year No fowler feeks to ruin; But birds of •voice or feather rare 

He’s all day.long purfuing. 
Beware, fair maids ; jo [cape the net That other beauties fell in ; For fure at heart was never yet 

So great a wretch as Helen! 
If my lady. Sir, will let me know my duty, gratitude 
will make me ftudy to pleafe her. 

DUCAT. I have a mind to have a little converfation with you, 
and I would not be interrupted. {bars the door. 

POLLY. I wifh, Sir, you would let me receive my lady’s com- 
mands. 

DUCAT. And fo, Polly, by thele downcaft looks of yours you 
c would have me believe you don’t know you are hand- 1 fome,and that you have no beli.ef in your looking-glafs. 

Why, every pretty woman ftudies ber face, and a look' 
ing giafs to her is what a book is to a pedant; flie is 
poring upon it all day-long. In troth, a man can never 
know how much love is in him by converfations with his 
wife. A kifs on thofe lips, would make me young again. 

\_Klj]'es her.'] 
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A I R XIV. Bury fair. 
POLLY. Hovj can you be fo teazing ? DUCAT. 

Love •will excufe my fault. How can you be fo pleajing / Qjoing to POLLY. I vow I'll not he naught. DUCAT. 
All maidi I know' at fir ft rejtft. [Rruggliii A mafler may command. POLLY. You're tnonjlrous rude ; 1'U not be kifj'd: 

Nay, fye, let go my hand. DUCAT. 'Tis filly, pride—  POLLY. 'Tii vile, 'tis bafi Poor innocence to wrong. DUCAT. PH force you. POLLY. Guard me from difgrace. 
You find that virtue's Jlrong. [pufhing him away. 

’Tis cruel in you, Sir, to take the occafion of my 
neceffiiies to infult me. 

DUCAT. 
Kay, huffy, I’Jl give you money. POLLY. 
I defpife it. No, Sir, tho’ I was born and bred in 

England, I can dare to be poor, which is the only thing 
now-a days men are alham’d of. DUCAT, 

I fhall humble thefe impudent airs of your’s, Mris 
Minx. Is this language from a fervant i from a flare 1 POLLY. 

Am I then betray’d and fold ! 
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DUCAT. 

Yes, hufly, that you are; and as legally my property, 
is any woman is her hufband’s, who fells herfelf m 
natrimony. 

POLLY. 
Climates that change conftitutions have no efFeftupoa 

ranners. What a profligate is that Trapes ! 
ducat. 

I Your fortune, your happinefs depends upon your com- 
liance. What, proof againfl: a bribe! Sure, hufly, 
ou belie your country, or you muft have bad a very 

| 'ulgar education. ’Tis unnatural. 
AIR XV. Bobbing Joan. 

Maids like courtiers mufl be woo'd, Mofl by flattery are fubdu'd : 
Some capricious, coy or nice. Out of pride delay the vice ; 

But they fall. One and all, When we bid up to their price. 
dides, huffy, your confent may make me your (lave, 

i! here s power to tempt you into the bargain : you mud 
I : more -than woman if you can Hand that too- 

POLLY. I Sure you only mean to try me! but ’tis cruel to frifle 
ith my diftreffes. 

DUCAT. 1 111 have none of thefe airs. ’Tis impertinent in a 
i rvant to have fcruples of any kind. I hire honour, 
|j fljtfcience and all, for I will not be ferv d by halves. 

nd fo, to .be plain with you, you perverfe flut, you 
1 all either contribute to my pleafure or my profit ; and 
* you refofe play in the bed-chamber, you fliall go work 
9 the fields among the planters. I hope now I have 
^ plain d myfclf. 

L 
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PO^tY. 
My freedom may be loft, but you cannot rob me of] 

my virtue and integrity : and whatever is my lot, having ! 
that, I (hall have the comfort of hope, and find pleafurell 
in reflection. * 

AIR XVI. A Twain long tortur’d with difdain. 
Cm I or toil or hunger fear ? For love's a pain that's more fevere. 
The Jlave, ’with virtue in his breaft. Can ‘wake in peace, and [welly rejl. 

But love, when unfortunate, the more virtuous it is, tliei 
more it fuffers. \_AJida. b ^ 

DUCAT. 
What noife is that ? 

DAMARIS. 
\Without~\ Sir, Sir. 

ducat. 
Step into the clofet; I’ll call you out immediately to* 

prefent you to my wife. Don’t let baftifulnefs ruin youll 
fortune. The next opportunity I hope you will be j 
better difpos’d. [_Exit Pollyl 

DAMAR1S. 
Open -the door, Sir. This moment, this moment. 

SCENE xn. 
DUG AT, DAMARIS, SERVANTS, MRIS DUCAT, 6c. 

DUCAT. 
What’s the matter ? Was any body going to ravilh. 

you ? Is the houfe o’fire ? or my wife in a paflion ? 
DAMARIS. 

O Sir, the whole country is in an uproar ! The py- 
rates are all coming down upon ms; and if they fliould 
raife the militia, you are an officer, you-know. I hope 
you have time enough to throw up your commilfion. 
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Enter \Jl FOOTMAN. 
I ft FOOTMAN. 

The neighbours, Sir, are al! frighted out of their 
wits ; they leave their houfes, and fly to yours for pro- 
te&ion. Where’s my lady, your wife Heaven grant,, 
they have not taken her ! 

DUCAT. 
If they only took what one could fpare. 

tft FOOTMAN. 
That’s true, there were no great harm done; 

DUCAT. 
How are the mufquets ? 

ift FOOTMAN. 
Rufty, Sir, all rufty and peaceable! For we never 

dean them but againft training-day. 
DAMARIS. 

Then, Sir, your honour is fafe, for now you have a 
good excufe againft fightings 

Enter id FOOTMAN. 
2d FOOTMAN, 

The Indians, Sir, with whom we are in alliance, are 
all in arms ; there will be bloody work, to be"fure. I 
hope they will decide the matter before we can get ready. 

Enter MRIS DUCAT. 
MRIS DUCAT. 

O dear hulband, I’m frighten’d to death ! What will 
become of us all! I thought a puniftiment for your 
wicked lewdnefs w'ould light upon you at laft. 

DUCAT. 
Prefence of mind, my dear, is as neceftary in dangers 

as courage. 
DAMA RIS. But. you are too rich to have courage. You ftiould 

L 2 
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fight by deputy. ’Tj's only for poor people to 
and defperate, who cannot afford to live. 

be bold 

Enter MAIDS, £c. one after another. 
ift MAID. 

The pyratei. Sir, the pyrates! Mercy upon us; what 
will become of us poor helplefs women 1 ad maid. 

We fhall all be ravifh’d. 
ift OLD WOMAN. 

All be ravifh’d ! 2d OLD WOMAN. 
Ay to be fare, we fhall be ravifh’d ; all be ravifh’d l ift OLD WOMAN. 
But if fortune will have it fo, patience is a virtue, 

and we muft undergo it. 2d old woman. 
Ay, for certain we muft all bear it, Mris Damaris. 3d FOOTMAN. 
A foldier. Sir, from the Indian camp, defires ad- 

mittance. . He’s here, Sir. 
Enter INDIAN. 

INDIAN. 
I come, Sir, to the Englifh colony, with whom we 

are in alliance, from the mighty king Pohetohee, my 
lord and mafter, and addrefs myfelf to you, as you are 
of the council for fupplies. The pyrates arc ravaging 
and plundering the country, and we are now in arms, 
ready for battle, to oppofe them. DXJCA r. 

Does Macheath command the enemy ? INDIAN. 
Report fays he is dead. Above twelve moons are 

pafs’d fince we heard of him. Morano, a Negro villain, 
is their chief, who in rapine and barbarities is even e- <jual to him. 
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DUCAT. 

I (hall inform the council, and we (hall foon be ready 
to join you. So acquaint the king your mafter. [Exit Indian, 

AIR XVII. March in Scipio. 
Brave boys, prepare. 
Ah ■' ceajs, fond wife, to cry. SERVANT. Tor when the danger's neary li e've time enough to fly. MRXS DUCAT. Hew can you be difgrac'd! 
For wealth fecures your fame SERVANT. The rich are always plac'd Above the fenfe of Jbame. MRIS DUCAT. Let honour fpur the dave. To fight for fighting's Jake : DUCAT. But even the rich are brave IVben money is at fake. 

He fatisfy’d, my dear; I fliall be prudent: My fervanta- 
bere will take care that I be not over rafli, for their 
wages depend upon me. But before I go to council — 
come hither, Polly; I intreat you, wife, to take her in- 
to your fervice, [Enter Polly] and ufe her civilly. 
Indeed, my dear, your fulpicions are entirely groundlefs 
and unreafonable. 

MRIS DUCAT. 
I hate to have a handfome wench about me. They are always fo faucy ! 

DUCAT. Women, by their jealoufies, put one in mind of do- 
ing that which otherwife we fliould never think of. Why, 
y u are a proof, ray dear, that a handfomc woman may. 
be honeft. 

1 3 

[To the men. 
[To her. 
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MRIS DUCAT. 

J find you can fay a civil thing to me ftill. 
DUCAT. 

Affairs, you lee, call me hence. And fo I leave her1 

under your protection. 
SCENE XIII. 

MRIS DUCAT, DAMARIS. 
MR1S DUCAT. 

Away, into the other room again. When I want 
you, I’ll call you. [Exit Polly!] Well, Damaris, to f 
be lure you have obferv’d all that has pafs’d. I will, r 
know all. I’m certain (he’s a huffy. DAMARIS. 

Nay, madam, I can’t fay fo much. But:  MRIS DUCAT. 
But what ? DAMARIS. 
I hate to make mifchief. 

AIR XVIII. Jig-it-o’fuot. 
Better to doubt j4ll that's doing,. Than to. find out . _ Proofs of ruin. . >ij I) What fervants hear and fee Should they tattle. Marriage all day 'would be Jars and battle. 

A fervant’s legs and hands ffiould be under your com—*! mand ; but, for the fake of quiet, you Ihould leave their, 
tongues to their, own dilcretion-. MRIS DUCAT. 

I vow,, Damaris, I will know it;. 
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DAMARIS. 

[ To be fure, madam, the door was bolted, and I could- 
inly lilten There was a kind of a bullle between them, ■ mat’s certain. What pad I know not. But the noife 
!hey made, to my thinking did not found very honed. MRIS DUCAT. 

| Noifes that did not found very honed, faid you ? DAMARIS. 
[ Nay, madam, I am a maid, and have no experience; 

[ f you had heard them, you would have been a better- 
|i udge of the matter. MRIS miCAT; 
l An impudent flut! I’ll have her before me. If die 
i pe not a thorough profligate, I ihall make a difccvery 
i ay her behaviour. Go call her to me. 

[Exit Damans, and returns. 
SCENE XIV. 

MRIS DUCAT, DAMARIS, POLLY. 
MRIS DUCAT. 

In my own houfe ! before my face ! I’ll have you 
ftnt to the houfe of eorredlion, drumpet. By that o* 

I ver-honed look, I guefs her to be a horrid jade ; a mere q hypocrite, that is perfectly white-wafh’d with innocence. 
My blood rifes at the fight of all drumpets ; for they are fmuglers in love, that ruin us fair traders in matrimony. 
Look upon me, Mris Brazen. She has no fenfe of 
fhame. She is fo us’d to impudence, that Ihe has not a 
blufli within her. Do you knowj madam, that I am 
Mr Ducat’s wife ? 

POLLY. As your fervant, madam, I think myfelf happy. 
MRIS DUCAT. You know Mr Ducat, I fuppofe. She has beauty e* 

I iiough to make any woman alive bate her. 
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AIR XIX. Trumpet minuet. 
Abroad after mjfet maft husbands 'will roavit Tko' Jure they find 'woman fujficienl at home. To be nos'd by a firumpet! Hencethujfy, you'd be ft. Would he give me my due, 1 ivou'd give her the reft. 

I proteft I had rather have a thief in my houfe, Fc 
to be fure, flie is that befides. POLLY. 

* If you were acquainted with my misfortunes, madam 
you could not infult me. MRIS DUCAT, 

What does the wench mean ? 
DAMARIS. 

There’s not one of thefe common creatures, but, liki 
common beggars, hath a moving ftory at her finger endsj 
which they tell over, when they, are maudlin, to theie 
lovers. 1 had a fweetheart, madam, who was a rake jj 
and I know their ways very wdl, by hearfay. POLLY, 

What villains are hypocrites! For they rob thofe of 
relief, who are in real diftrefs. I know what it is to bei 

unfortunate in marriage. MRIS DUCAT. 
Marri^f’! POLLY. 
Unhappily. 

MRIS DUCAT. 
When, where, to whom ? POLLY. 
If woman can have faith in woman, may my words.; 

find belief. Proteftations are to be fulpe&ed, fo I dial! 
ufe none. If truth can prevail, I know you will pitys 
me. MRIS DUCAT. 

Her manner and behaviour are fo particular, that is t®'* 
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y,. fo fincere, that I muft hear her ftory. Unhappily 
arried ! that is a misfortune not to be remedied. 

POLLY. 
A conftant woman hath but one chance to be happy * 

. inconftant woman, tho’ fhe hath no chance to be very 
;f! ppy, can never be very unhappy. 

DAMARIS. 
J Believe me, Mris Polly, as to pleafures of all kinds> 
; s a much more agreeable way to be inconftant.- 

AIR XX. Pci wart on the green. 
"Love n<nu if nought but art, 'Tit who can juggle beft ; To all men Jeem to give your heart. But keep it in your breajl. What gain and pleajure do we find. Who change whene'er we lift ! The mill that turns with every wind Mufi bring the owner griji. 

POLLY. 
IMy cafe, madam, may in theft times- be look’d upon 

Angular; for l married a man only fctecaufe I lov’d 
ft. For this I was looked upon as a fool by all my 
juaintance ; I was us'd barbaroufly by my father and 
ither ; and, to compleat ihy misfortunes, my hufband> his wild behaviour, incurr’d the fenrehce of the law, 
1 was feparated from me by banifhment. Being in- 

. m’d he was in this country, upon the dfeath of my fa~ 
£ :r and mother, with moft of my fmall fortune, 1 came 
t re to feek him. 

MRIS DUCAT. 
1 But how then fell you into fhe hands of that confum- d ite bawd Trapes l 

POLLY. In my voyage, madam, I was robb’d of all I had. 
i x>n my landing in a ftrange country, and in want, I 

: is found out by this barbarous woman, who had been 
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an acquaintance of my father’s : fhe offered me at firfl thi 
civilities of her own houfe. When fhe was inform’d 01 
my neceffities, fhe propofed to me the fervice of a lady] 
of which I readily accepted. ’Twas under that pretenct 
that fhe treacheroufly fold me to your hufband as a mii 
ftrefs. This> madam, is in ftiort the whole truth, i 
throw myfelf at your feet for proteftion. By relievinj 
me, you make yourfelf eafy. MRIS DU CAT. 

What is’t you propofe ? 
POLLY.. 

In conniving at my efcape, you lave me from voi® 
hufband’s worrying me with threats and violence, and a| 
the fame time quiet your own fears and jealoufies. If 
it is ever in my power, madam, with gratitude I wil] 
repay you my ranfom. 

DAMARIS. 
Befides, madam, you will effeAually revenge yeurfelj 

upon your hufband ; for the lofs of the money he paid 
for her will touch him to the quick. MRIS DO GAT, J1 

But have you confider’d what you afk ? We are in-1 
vaded by the pyrates; the Indians are in arms; th«! 
whole country is in commotion, and you will every* 
where be expos’d to danger. 

DAMARIS. 
Get rid of her at any rate. For fuch is the vanity 

of man, that when once he has begun with a woman t 
out of pride he will infill upon his point. 

POLLY. 
In flaying with you, madam, I make two people unr 

happy. And I chufe to bear my own misfortunes, with* 
out being the caufe of another’s. MRIS DUCAT. 

If I let her efcape before my hufband’s return, he' 
will imagine flic got-off by the favour of this buftlc ani 
confufion. 
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POLLY. 

May heaven reward your charity. 
MRIS DUCAT. 

A woman fo young and fo handfome muft be expos’d 
o continual dangers. I have a fuit of clothes by me 
>f my nephew’s who is dead. In a man’s habit you 
(rill run fewer rifques I’ll aflift you too for the prefent 
irith fome money ; and, as a traveller, you may with 

: [reater fafety make enquiries after your hufband. 
POLLY. 

How lhall I ever make a return for fo much good- 
; icfs ? MRIS ducat. - 

1 May love reward your conftancy. As for that 
llreacherous monfter Trapes, I will deliver her into the 
ijjhands of the magiftrate. Come, Damaris, let us this 
ftnftant equip her for her adventures. 

DAMARIS. 
When (he Is out of the houfe, without doubt, i„„ 

i dam, you will be more eafy. And I wi(h (he may be 
) fo too. 

TOLLY. 
May virtue be my proteAion; for I feel within me 

hope, cheerfulnefs, and refolution. 
AIR XXI. St Martin’s lane. 
pilgrims thro' devotion To fame Jhrine purjue their ivay. They tempt the Jiormy ocean. And thro' dejarts ftray. With zeal their hope dejtring, 

The faint their breaft infpiring. With cheerful air. And void of fear, They every danger bear. Thus equal.zeal pojfejftng, 
I feek my only blejjing. 
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0 love, my hanejl vonu regard 1 My truth prated. My jlept dired. His flight deted, 
A Jaiihful 'wife reward. [Exil 

ACT II. SCENE I. 
The view of mi Indian country, 

POLLY in boy's clothes. 
A I R XXII. La Villanella. 

Jfr HY did you fpare him. O'er feas to bear him. 
Far from hit home, and conjiant bride ? When papa 'peach'd him. If death had reach'd him, 
1 then bad -only figh'd, wept, and dy'dl 

If my direJHons are right, I cannot be far from the Till 
lage. With the habit, I muft put on the courage and 
refolution of a man ; for I am every where encompafs’d 
with danger. By all I can learn of thefe pyrates, my * 
dear Macheath is not of the crew. Perhaps, I may 
hear of him among the Haves of the next plantation.| 
How fultry is the day ! the cool of this (hade will re- 
frelh me. I am jaded too with redeflion. How reft- J 
lefs is love! [Muft,. two dr three bars of the deaiu 
march.'] My imagination follows him every where, ^ 
would my feet were as fwift. The world then could 
not conceal him from me [Two or three bars more] 
Yet even thought is now bewilder'd in purfuing him. * 
[Two or three bars more] I’m tir’d, I'm faint, [The 

jymphony.] 
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AIR XXIII. Dead march in Coriolanus. 

Sleep, 0 Jleep, With thy rod of incantation. 
Charm my imagination. I Then, only then, I leave to •weep. By thy ponner. The virgin, by time o'ertaken, 

\ For years forlorn, forfaken, t* Enjoys the happy hour. 
What's to Jleep ? 'Tis a vijionary blejjing i A dream that's pajl exprejjing ; Vur outmojl voijh pojfejfmg : So may 1 ever keep, [falls afleep. 

SCENE II. 
CAPSTERN, HACKER, CULVERIN, LAGUERRE, 
I, CUTLACE. POLLY ajleep in a diftant part of 
f; the ft age. 

HACKER, 
We (hall find but a cold reception from Morano, if 

We return without either booty or intelligence. 
CULVERIN. 

A man of invention hath always intelligence ready. 
I hope, we are not exempted from the privilege of tra- . 
irellers. 

CAPSTERN. 
If we had got booty, you know we had refolv’d to 

agree in a lie. And, gentlemen, we will not have our 
diligence and duty call’d in queftion for that which every 
common fervant has at his finger’s-end for his juftificati- 
an. 

LAGUERRE. Alack, gentlemen, we are not fuch bunglers in love 
or politics,, but we mud know that either to gain favour 
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or keep it, no man ever fpeaks what lie thinks, but what7 

is convenient. 
AIR XXIV. Three flieep-fkins. 

CUTLACE. Of all the Jins that are moneyfupplying, Conjider the ’world, ’tis pafl all denying. With all forts. In lo’wns or courts, | : 

’The richefl fin is lying. 
CULVERIN. 

Fatigue, gentlemen, fhould have refrefliment. No , ’ 
man is requir’d to do more than his duty. Let us re- f 
pofe ourfelves a-while. A fup or two of our cag would: > \ 
quicken invention. 

ALL. 
Agreed. [They Jit and drinU : 

hacker- I : 
I had always a genius for ambition. Birth and edu-; 

cation cannot keep it under. Our profeflion is great, 
brothers. What can be more heroic than to have de-! 
clared war with the whole world l 

CULVERIN. 
’Tis a pleafiire to. me to recolleA times part, and to 

obferye by what Heps a genius will pulh his fortune. 
HACKER. 

Now as to me, brothers, mark you me. After I 
had rubb’d through my youth with variety of adven*j r 
tures, I was prefer’d to be a footman to an eminent ; k 
gamefter, where, after having improv’d myfelf by his 
manners and converfation, 1 left him, betook niyfelf; 
to his politer profeflion, and cheated like a gentleman. 
For fome time I kept a Pharaon bank with fuccefs, but (j unfortunately, in a drunken bout, was ftript by a more 
expert brother of- the trade. I was now, as ’tis com- 
mon with us upon thefe occafions, forc’d to have re* 
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courfe to the highway for a recruit to fet me up; but, 
making the experiment once too often, I was try’d, and 

Jjreceiv’d fentence ; but got off for tranfpomtion : which 
hath made me the man I am. 

LAGUERRE. 
From a footman I grew to be a pimp to a pprfon of 

quality. Confidering 1 was for fome time in that em- 
i ployment, I look upon myfelf as particularly unlucky, 
that I then mifs’d making my fortune. But to give him 
his due, only his death could have prevented it. Upon 
this, I betook myfclf to another (ervice, where my wages. 
not being fufficient for my pleafures, I robb’d my mailer,, 
and retir’d to vifit foreign parts. 

CAPSTERN. 
Now, you mull know, I was a drawer of one of the 

fafhionable taverns, and of confequence was daily in the 
politeft.converfations. Tho’I fay it, no body was bet- 
ter bred. I often cheated my mailer, and, as a-klutiful 
fervant, now and then-cheated for him. I had always, 
my gallantries with the ladies that the lords and gentle- 
men brought to our houfe. I was ambitious too of a 
gentleman’s profeffion, and turn’d gamefter. Tho’ I 
had great Hull, and no fcruples, my play would not fup- 
port my expences: fo that now and then I was forc’d 
to rob with pillols too. So I alfo owe my rank in the 
world to tranfportation. 

CULVERIN, 
Our chief, Morano, brothers, had never been the 

man he is, had he not been train’d up in England. He 
has told me, that from his infancy he was the favourite 
page of a lady. He had a genius too above fervice, and, 
like us, ran into higher life. And. indeed, in manners 
and converfation, tho’ he is black, no body has more 
the air of a great man. 

HACKER. He is too much attach’d to his pleafures. That 
miftrefs of his is a clog to his ambition; flic’s an ar? 
ram Cleopatra, 

M-2 
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LAGUERRE. 

If it were not for her, the Indians would be our own* 
A IR XXV. Rigadoon. 

By women won. We re all undone’. Each girl hath a Syren't char mi. 
The lover's deeds Are good or ill. As whim fucceeds In woman's will: Rejolution is lull'd in her arms. 

HACKER. 
A man in love is no more to be depended on than 

a man in liquor, for he is out of himfelf. 
AIR XXVI. Ton humeur eft Catharine. 
Woman's like the flatt'ring ocean, IVho her pathlefs ways can find ? Every Haft direfts her motion. Now Jht's angry, now floe's kind. What a fool’s the vent'rous lover, Whirl'd and tofs'd by ev'ry wind l 
Can the hark the port recover. When the foolijh pilot's blind ? 

A good horie is never turn’d loofe among mares, till 
all his good deeds are over. And really your heroes 
fliould be ferv’d the fame way ; for after they take to 
women, they have no good deeds to come. That in- 
veigling gipfy, brothers, muft be hawl’d from him by 
force. And then. -the kingdom of Mexico (hall be 
mine. My lot (hall be the kingdom of Mexico. CAPSTERN. 

Who talks of Mexico ? [all rife.'] I’ll never give it 
up if you furvive me, brother, and I die without 
heirs, I’ll leave it to you for a legacy. I hope now you 
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are fatisfy’d. I have fet my heart upon it, and no bod? 
fhall.difpute it with me. 

LAGUERRE. 
The ifland of Cuba, methinks, brother, might fatisfy 

any reafonable man. 
CULVERIN. 

That I had allotted for you. Mexico fliall not be 
parted with without my confent. Captain Morano, to be 
fure, will chufe Peru ; that’s the eountry of gold, and 
all your great men love gold. Mexico hath only filver, 

! nothing but filver. Governor of Cartagena, brother, is 
a pretty fnug employment. That I fhall not difpute with 
you. 

CAPSTERN. 
Death, Sir, 1 fliall not part with Mexico fo eafily. 

HACKER. i Nor I. 
CULVERIN. Nor I. 
LAGUERRE. - Nor I. 
CULVERIN. Nor I. 

HACKER. Draw then, and let the furyivor take it. 
[They fight; POLLY. Blefs me, what noife was that! clafliing of fwords and 

fighting ! Which way fliall I fly, how (hail I efcape ? 
CAPSTERN.. Hold, hold, gentlemen, let us decide our preterfions 

fome other time. I fee booty. A prifoner. Let ns 1'eizenim. 
CULVERIN. From him we will extort both ranfom and inielligence. 

POLLY. Spare my life, gentlemen. If you are the men I take 
you for, I fought you to lhare your iorcunes. 

M j 
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HACKER. 

Why, who do you take us for, friend ? 
POLLY. 

For thofe bold fpirits,thofe Alexanders, that fliall foon^i 
by conqueft, be in poffeflion of the Indies. 

LAGUERRE. 
A mettled young fellow. 

CAPSTERN. 
He fpeaks with reipeft, too, and gives us our titles. CL’LVERIN. 
Have you heard of captain Morano ? 

POLLY. 
I came hither in mere ambition to fefve under him. 

AIR XXVII., Ye nymphs, and fylvan goda. 
1 hate tbofe co-ward tribes. Who by mean freaking bribes?. By cheats and difg-uife. By flattery and lies, To power and grandeur rift. Like heroes of old You are greatly bold,. The /wordyour cauje fupports.. Untaught to fawn. You ne’<r were drawn Your truth to pawn Among the/pawn. Who prat life the frauds of courts. 

I would willingly chafe the. more honourable way offi 
making a fortune, hacker-. 

The youth fpeaks well Gan you inform us, my lad, i of the. difpofition of the enemy ? Have the Indians jqin’de 
the fadtory ? We. fhould advance towards them inline—! 

diately. Who knows but they may fide with us ? perr-; 
haps they may like, our tyranny better. 
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POLLY. 

I I am a ftranger, geatlemen, and intirely ignorant of 
jhe affairs of this country : but in the moft defperate 

I mdertaking, 1 am ready to rifque your fortunes. 
HACKER. 

I Who and what are you, friend ? POLLY. 
I • A young fellow, who has genteely run out his fortune 
| with a fpirit, and would now with more fpirit retrieve it. 

EULVERIN. ■I The lad may be of fervice. Let us carry him te 
cffilorano, and leave him to his difpofal. POLLY. 
M Gentlemen, I thank you. 

A I R XXVIII. Minuet. 
CULVERIN. 

| Chear up, my lads, let us pujh ok the fray, For battles, like •women, are lojl by delay. | Let us feize victory •while in our power ; * Alike war and love have their critical-hour. Our hearts brave andJleady 
Should always te ready, So think war a widow, a kingdom the dower, 

[Exeunt* 
SCENE m. 

Another country profjpeft. 
MORANO, JENNY. 

MORANO. 
Sure, huffy, you have more amb'tion and more vani- 

ty, than to be ferious in perfnading me to quit my con- quells. Where is the woman who is not fond of title-? 
And one bold ftep more may make you a queen, you 
gipfy. Think of that. 
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AIR XXIX. Mirleton. 
When I'm great, and full of treafure. Check'd by neither fear or Jhame, 
7ou (hall tread a round of pleafure. Morning, noon, and night the fame.. With a Mirlcton, &c. 
Like a city wife or beauty You (hallflutter life away; j4ndJhall know no other duty, But to drefs, eat, drink, and play . 

With a Mirlcton, 6*. 
When yon are a queen, Jenny, you fliall keep your coacl# 
and fix, and (hall game as deep as you pleafe. So there’i 
the two chief ends of woman's ambition fatirfy’d. ] 

AIR XXX. Sawny was tall, and of noble race. J 
Shall l not be l old when honour callj ? You've a foul that would upbraid me then. JENNY. 
But, ah, 1 far, if my hero falls. Thy Jenny flail ne'er know pleafure again. MORANO. 
To pleafe their wives fond tradefmen cheat ; 1 conquer but to make thee great. JENNY. Bit if my hero falls,-. ah then 
Thy Jenny flsall ne'er know pleafure again, 

MORANO. 
Infinuating creature ! But you muft own, Jenny, yooi 

have had convincing proofs of my fondnefs; and if youj 
were realbnable in your love, you fliould have fome re**! gard to my honour, as well as my pcrfbn. JENNY. 

Have I ever betray’d you Gnce you took me to your»- 
felf ? That’s what few women can fay who ever wene 
trufted. 
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MORANO. 

L1 In love, Jenny, you cannot out do me. "Was it not 
l tirely for you that I difguifed myfelf as a black, to 
1 :een myfelf from women who laid claim to me where- 
I er I went ? is not the rumour of my death, which 
I purpofely fpred, believed thro’ the whole country ? 
I icheath is dead to all the world but you. Not one 

he crew have the leaft fufpicion of me, JENNY. 
ut, dear captain, you would not, fure, perfuade me 
I have all of you. For tho’ women cannot claim 
you now and then lay claim to other women. But 

ealoufy was never teazing or vexatious. You will 
on me, my dear. 
ow you are foolilh, Jenny. Pr’ythee- —poh 1 
re, girl, is not to be corredted at once. What do 
propofe ? what would you have me do ? Speak 
let me know your mind. JENNY. 

now when you are well. MORANO 
Explain yourfelf; fpeak your thoughts freely. JENNY. 
You have a competence in your power. Rob the 
:w, and fteal off to England. Believe me, captain, you 
1 be rich enough to be refpedted by your neighbours. MORANO, 

a Your opinion of me ftartles me ; for I never in my 
1 : was treacherous but to women ; and, you know, men 
t the niceft pundilio make nothing of that. JENNY. 0 Look round among all the fnug fortunes that are 

de, and you will find moft of them were fecured by 
>1 >rudent retreat : why will you bar yourfelf from the 
r toms of the times ? 

MORANO. 
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AIR XXXI. Northern Nancy. 
How many men have found the skill Of power and wealth acquiring ? But fure there's a time to flint the will. And the judgment is in retiring. For to be difplac'd. And to be difgrac'd. Is the end of too high afpiring. 

Enter SAILOR. 
SAILOR. 

Sir, lieutenant VanderblofFdefires to fpeak with you; an 
he hopes your honour will give him the hearing. [Ex MORANO. 

Leave me, Jenny, for a few minutes. Perhaps hi 
would fpeak with me in private. JENNY. 

Think of my advice before it is too late. By fhL 
kifs I beg it of you. 

SCENE IV. 
MORANO, VANDERBLUFF. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
For fhame, captain ! what, fetter’d in the arms of ! 

woman, when your honour and glory are all at ftakes 
While a man is grappling with thefe gilflirts, pardon tb 
exprellion, captain, he runs his reafon a-ground; an 
there mull be a woundy deal of labour to fet it a-fioa 
again. 

AIR XXXII. Amante fugitte cadente belta. *; 
Fine women art devils comphat in their way, They always are roving and cruijing for prey. 



PART SECOND. 143 
When nue flounce in their hook, their views they obtain'. Like thofe too, their pleajure is giving us pain. 

Jardon my plain fpeaking, captain ; a boatfwain mull 
'wear in a ftorm, and a man muft fpeak plain when he 
'ees foul-weather a-head of us. MORANO. 

D’you think me like the wheat-ear, only fit for lun- June, who connot bear the leaft cloud over him ? No, 
Vanderbluff, I have a heart that can face a tempeft of 
dangers. Your bluflering will but make me obftinatc. 
You feem frighten’d, lieutenant, 
r VANDERBLUFF. 

From any body but you, that fpeech fliould have had 
another-guefs anfwer than words. Death, captain* are 
not the Indies in difpute ? an hour’s delay may make 
their hands too many for us; Give the word, captain, 
this hand fiiall take the Indian king prifoner, and keel* 
hawl him afterwards, till I make him difcover his gold. 
I.have known you hazard your life for ajefs prize. 

. , MORANO. 
I _ Are Hacker, Culverin, Capftern, Laguerre, and the 
reft, whom we lent out for intelligence, returned, that 

I you are under this immediate alarm ? 
VANDERBLUFF 

H No, Sir ; but from the top of yon’ hill, I myfelf faw 
the enemy putting themfelves border of battle. 

MORANO. 
vj But we have nothing at all to fear ; for we have ftill 
a fafe retreat to our flaips, 

vanderbluff. 
To our women, you mean. Furies ! you talk like 

one. Jf our captain is bewitch’d, (hall we be be-devil’d, 
and lofe the footing we have got ? • [Drams. 

MORANO. Take care, lieutenant. This language may provoke 
me. I fear no man ; I fear nothing, and that you know. 
Put up your cutlace, lieutenant, for I will not ruin our 
caufe by a private quarrel. 
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VA NDERBLUFF. 

Noble captain, I alk pardon. 
MORANO. 

A brave man fhould be cool till a<5Hon, lieutenant 
when danger prefles us, I am always ready. Be fatifll 
fy’d, I’ll take my leave of my wife, and then take thlj 
command. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
That’s what you can never do till you have her leavei 

She is but juft gone from you. Sir. See her not, heai 
her not; the breath of a woman has ever prov’d a com 
trary wind to great a&ions. 

MORANO. 
I tell you I will fee her. I have got rid of many a 

woman in my time, and you may truft me.  
VANDERBLUFF. 

With any woman but her. The hulband that is go- 
vern’d is the only man that never finds out that he is fo., 

MORANO. 
This then, lieutenant, fhall try my refolution. In the: 

mean time, fend out parties and icouts to watch the! 
.motions of the Indians. 
AIR XXXIII. Since all the world’s turn’d upfide down,! 

Tho' different faffions rage by turns. Within my breaft fermenting ; Now blazes love, now honour burns. I'm here. I’m there confenting : I'll each obey, (o keep my oath. That oath by which l won hen With truth andJleddinefs in both. 
Til ail like a man of honour. 

Doubt me not, lieutenant. But I’ll now go with yon, 
to give the neceflary commands, and after that return to' 
take my leave before the battle. 
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SCENE V. 
ftfORANOy VANDERBLUFF, JENNY, CAPSTERN, 

CULVERIN, HACKER, LAGUERRE, POLLY. 
JENNY. 

J Hacker, Sir, and the reft of the party, are return’d 
pwith a prifoncr Perhaps from him you may learn fome 
^intelligence that may be ufeful. See, here they are. 

^ A pretty fprightly young fellow ! I like him. 
VANDERBLUFF. 

|: "What cheer, my lads ! Has fortune fent you a good 
•prize ? 

JENNY. 
It He feems fome wealthy planter’s fon. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
ft . In the common praftice of commerce you Ihould never 

I $flip an opportunity ; and for his ranfom, no doubt, there 
I will be room for comfortable extortion. 

MORANO. 
1 Hath he inform’d you of any thing that may be of 
1 fervice ? where pick’d you him up ? whence is he ? 

HACKER. 
We found him upon the road. He is a ftranger, it 

feems, in thefe parts. And as our heroes generally fct 
out, extravagance, gaming, and debauchery have qua- 
lified him for a brave man. 

MORANO. 
What are you, friend ? 

POLLY. 
A young fellow, who hath been rob’d by the world ; 

and I came on purpofe to join you, to rob the world 
by way of retaliation. An open war with the whole 
world is brave and honourable. I hate the clandcftinc 

-N 
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pilfering war that is practis'd among friends and neigh" 
hours in civil focieties. I would ferve, Sir. 

AI R XXXIV. Hunt the fquirrel. 
7h; world it ever jarring; 7his it purfuing 

T'other man's ruin ; friends with friends are warring. In a falfe cowardly way. Spurr’d on by emulations. 
Tongues are engaging. Calumny raging. Murders reputations. Envy flirt up the fray, Thus, with burning hate. Each returning hate, Wounds and robs his friends. In civil life. Even man and wife Squabble for felflfh ends. 

JENNY. 
He really is a mighty clever man. VANDERBLULF. 
The lad promifes well, and has juft notions of the 

world. JUORANO. 
Whatever other great men do, 1 love to encourage 

merit. The youth pleafes me; and if he anfwers in 
a(5lion d’you hear, my lad ? your fortune i* 
made. Now, lieutenant Vanderbluff, I am for you. | VAND EJl BLUFF. 

Difciplinc muft not be neglefled. morano. _ , 
When every thing is fettled, my dear Jenny, I will return to take-my leave. After that, young gentleman, 

I lhall try your mettle. In the mean time, Jenny, I 
leave you to Gft him with farther queftions. He has 
Jiv'd in the world, you find, and may have learnt to be 
tteacherous. 
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SCENE VI. 
JENNY, POLLY. 

JENNY. 
I How many women have you ever ruin’d, youngs 
fpark ! 

POLLY. 
1 have been ruin’d by women, madam. But I think 

indeed a man’s fortune cannot be more honourably dif- 
pos’d of; for thofe have always a kind of claim to their 
protedion, who have been undone in their fervice. 

JENNY„ 
Were you ever in love ? 

POLLY. 
p With the fex. 

JENNY. 
Had you never a woman in love with you ? 

POLLY. 
All the women that ever I knew were mercenary. 

JENNY. 
But fure you cannot think all women fo. 

POLLY. Why not, as well a? all men ? The manners of courts 
are catching. 

JENNY. If you have found only fuch ufage, a generous wo- 
man can the more oblige you. Why fo bufliful, young 
gentleman ? you don’t look as if you would revenge 
yourfelf on the fex. 

POLLY. I loft my impudence with my fortune. Poverty keeps 
down afturance. 

■ JENNY. I am a plain fpoken woman, as you may find, and 
I own I like you. And let me tell you, to be my fa? 
vourite may be your belt ftep to preferment. 

N 2 
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AIR XXXV. Young Damon once, the lovelieft Twain* | 
In love and life the prefent ufe. One hour nvi grant, the next refufe : Who then would rifque a nay ? Were lovert nuije, the) would be kind, And in our eyes the moment find For only then they tnay. 

Like other women I /hall run to extremes. If yon 
won’t make me love you, I fliall hate you. There 
never was a man of true courage, who was a coward 
in love. Sure you are not afraid of me, tripling ? 1 [Taking Polly by the hand. 

POLLY. 
I know you only rally me. Refpeft, madam, keeps r 

me in awe. 
jenny. 

By your expreflion and behavour, one would think 
T were your wife. If fo, I may make ule of her liber- I 
ties, and do what I pleaie without fliame or reft rain t.l 
\_KiJJes her.] Such rallery as this, my dear, requires re- I 
plication. 

POLLY. 
You’ll excufe me then, madam. \_KiJfes her, I 

JENNY. 
What, my cheek ! Let me die, if, by your kifs, I i 

fliould not take you for my brother or my father. 
POLLY. 

I muft put on more aftiirance, or I ftiall be difcover’d. 
[Afide.] Nay then, madam, if a woman will allow me 
liberties, they are never flung away upon roe. If I am 
too rude-—- \_KiJJes her. , 

JENNY. 
A woman never forgives the contrary fault. 
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A I R XXXVI. Catharine Ogye. 
IVe rtver blame the forwardfwain, JVho puh us to the trial. POLLY. i know you ffrjl would give me pain, Then baulk me with denial. JFNNY. What mean we then by being try'd? POLLY. With [corn and flight i-o ufe us, Moft beauties, to indulge their pride. Seem kind but to refufe us. 

JENNY. 
< Come then, my dear, Jet us take a walk in yonderr 
jrove. A woman never Jhcws her pride but before wit- 

POLLY. ^ How fhall I get rid of this affair ? Morano 
nay furprize us. 

JENNY. That is more a wife’s concern. Confider, young man,, 
if I have put myfelf in your power, you are in mine. 

POLLY. We may have more eafy and fafe opportunities. Be* 
Ides, I know, madam, you are not ferious. 

JENNY ^ To a man who lofes one opportunity, we never grant 
i fecond. Excufes ! confideration ! he hath not a fpark 
of love in him. I muft be his averCon ! Go, monitor, 
Lhatc you, and you (haH fee I can be reveng’d. 

A 1 R XXXVII. Roger a Coverly. 
My heart is by love forfaken. 

I feel the te-npcjl growing ; A fury the place hath taken, 
l- rage, 1 burn. I'm glowingi 

N 3 - 
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T'b'j Cupid's arrows are erring. Or indifference may fecure ye. When woman's revenge is ftirring, Tou cannot efcape that fury. 

I could bear your excufes, but thofe looks of indifference 
kill me. 

SCENE VII. 
JENNY, POLLY, MORANO. 

JENNY, 
Sure never was fuch infolence ! how could you leave 

me with this bawdy houfe bully ? for if he had been 
bred a page, he muft have made his fortune. If I had 
given him the leaft encouragement, it. would not have- 
provok’d me. Odious creature ! 

MORANO? 
Wbat-a-vengeance is the matter.!. 

JENNY. 
Only an attempt upon your, wife. So ripe an impu- 

dence ! he.mufl: have fuck’d in a durance from his mother; MORANO. 
An a<ft of friendfhip only, He meant to pufh his- 

fortunc with.the.hufband. ’Tis the way of the town, 
my dear. 

A I R. XXXVIII. Bacchus m’a diu . 
By halves no friend Novs feeks to do you pleasure. Their help ■ they lend In every part of life. If husbands part. The fiend hath always lei fur ee. Then all his heart /$ 

h, bent to pleafe the ’wife. 
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JENNY. 

I1 I hate you for being fo little jealous. 
MORANO. 

I Certainly, Jenny, you know the way of the world 
t: letter than to be furpriz’d at a thing of this kind, 
i Tis a civility that all you fine ladies, expedt; and, upon 
s the like occafion, I could not have anfwer’d for myfelf. 
'< [ own, I have a kind of partiality to impudence. Per- 
il wps too, his view's might be honourable. If I had been 
1 kill’d in battle, ’tis good to be before-hand You know 
('tis a way often praftis’d to make fure of a widow. 

JENNY. 
£■ If I find you fo eafy in thefe affairs, you. may make 
vmy virtue lefs obftinate. 

AI R XXXIX. Health to Fetty. 
If hui bands Jit unfteady, Moft wives for freaks are ready. Neglefi the reign. The Jieed again Grows Jkittifb, wild and heady< 

l| Your behaviout forces me to fay what my love for you 
| will never fuffer me to put in practice. You are too fafe, 
I too fecure, to think of pleafing me. MORANO. 
1 Tho’ I like impudence, yet ’tis not fo agreeable when, 
j put in pradtice upon my own wife : and, jelling apart, 

young fpark, if I ever catch you thinking this way 
again a cat-o’nine tails, lhallcool your courage. 

SCENE VIII. 
MORANO, JENNY, POLLY, VANDERBLUFF, 

CAPSTERN, LAGUSRRE, £sc. -with CAWWAVV- 
. K.EE prifoner. 

VANDERBLU-FF. The party, captain, is return d with fuccefs. After a 
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fliort engagement the Indian prince Cawwawkee here- was made prifdner, and ave want our orders for his 
difpofal. 

?■- !RANO. 
Are all our troops ready and under arms ? VANDK RBLUFF. 
They wait but for your command. Our numbers are 

ftrong. All the ftiips crews are drawn out, and the flaves ^ 
that Have deferted to us from the plantations are all brave 
refolute fellows, who mull behave themfelves well. MORANO. 

Look’ye, lieutenant, the trufling up this prince, in ! 
my opinion, would ftrike a terror among the enemy. • 
Befides, dead men can do no mifehief. Let a gibbet be 
fet up, and fwing him off between the armies before the ; 

onfet. VANDERBLUFF. 
By your le v-?, captain, my advice blows dirctfly 

contrary. Whatever may be done hereafter, lam for 
putting him firlt of all upon examination. The Indians 
to be fure have conceal d their treafures, and we (halfi 
want a guide to Ihew us the beft plunder. MORANO. 

The advice is good. I will extort intelligence from 
him. Bring me word when the enemy are in motion, 
and that inftant I’ll put myfelf at your head. [Exit 
JailorDo you know me prince ? CAWWAWKEE, 

As a man of injuftice 1 know you, who covets and! 
invades the properties of another. MORANO. 

Do yon know my power ? CAWWAWKEE. 
I fear it not. 

MORANO. 
Do you know your danger ? cawwawkee,. 
l am prepar’d to meet it. 
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AIR XL. Cappe de bonne efperance.. 
The body of the brave may be taken. If chance bring on our adverfe hour ; But the noble foul is unfhaken. For that fill is in our power : *Tis a rock nuhofe firm founda tion Mocks the waves of perturbation; ’77/ a never-dying ray. 
Brighter in our evil day. 

MORANO. 
Mere downright barbarians, you fee, lieutenant. They 

i lave our notional honour (till in practice among them. 
vanderbluff. 

s' We mull beat civilizing into them, to make them ; capable of common fociety, and common converfation. MORANO. 
i. Obftinate prince, mark me well. Know you, I fay, 
.hat your life is in my power ? CAWWAWKEB. 

I know, too, that my virtue is in my own. MORANO. 
Not a mule, or an old out-of-falhion’d philofopher could be more ftubborn. Can you feel pain ? 

CAWWAWKEE. I can bear it. 
MORANO. II lhall try you. 

CAWWAWKEE, I fpeak truth; I never affirm but what I know. 
MORANO. In what condition are your troops ? what numbers 

have you ? how are they difpofed ? A (ft reafonably and 
openly, and you ffiall find protedtion. 

CAWWAWKEE. What, betray my friends ! I am no coward, European, 
MORANO. Torture ffiall make you fpeak. 
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CAWWAWKEE. 

I have refolution; and pain fliall neither make me lie 
nor betray. I tell thee once more, European, 1 am noi 
cov/ard. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
What, neither cheat nor be cheated ! There is no ha.> 

ving either commerce or correfpondence with thefe crea- 
tures. jenny. . 

We have reafon to be thankful for our good educatij 
on. How ignorant is mankind without it 1 CAPSTERN. 

I wonder to hear the beaft fpeak. LACUERRE. »j 
They would make a (hew of him in England. JENNY. 
Poh, they would only take him for a fool. CAPSTERN. 
But how can you expeft any thing elfe from a creature: 

who hath never feen a civiliz'd country ? Which way 
Ihould he know mankind ? JENNY. 

Since they are made like tiS, to be fure, were they in 
England, they might be taught. LAGUERRE. 

Why, we fee country gentlemen grow into courtiers j£ 
and country gentlewomen, with a little policing of the 
town, in a few months become fine ladies. JENNY. 

"Without doubt, education and ekample can do much. POL^Y. 
How happy are thefe favages! Who would not wifh 

to be in fuch ignorance ! MORANO. 
Have done, I defire you, with yourmufty reflexions:' 

you but intenupt the examination. \ou lave trea* 
fures, you have gold and filver among £ou, I fuppofe. • CAWWAWKEE. 

Better it had been for us if that ihining earth had ne- 
ver been brought to light. 
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MORANO. 

' That you have treafures then, you own, it feems j I 
am glad to hear you confefs fomething. CAWWAWKEE. 

But out of good will we ought to hide it from you. 
For, as we have heard, ’tis fo rank a poifon to you Eu- 
ropeans, that the very touch of it makes you mad. 
AIR. XLI. When bright Aurelia trip’d the plain. 

I ' for gold you fact ifice your fame, Yi Ur honour, life, andfriend'. 
You -uar, you faivi:, you lie, you game. And plunder without fear or Jhamt: 

Can maduefs this tranfcend ? 
I'MORANO. 

Bold favage, we are not to be infulted with your ig- 
liorance. If you would fave your lives, you mufl, like 
the beaver, leave behind you what we hunt you for, or 
we fiiall not leave the chafe. Difcover your treafures, 
your hoards, for I will have the ranfacking of them. JENNY. 

By his feeming to fet fome value upon gold, one 
would think that he had fome glimmering of fenfe. 

AIRXLII. Peggy’s mill. 
When gold is in hand. It gives us command ; 

It makes us lov'd and rcfpefted. 'Tit now, as of yore. Wit and fenfe, when poor. Are fcorn'd, o'er-look'd, and negleSied. Tho' peevifh and old. 
If women hove gold. They have youth, goodbitmostr, and beauty : Among ail mankind, 

i( , Without it we find 
I Kor lovei nor favour, nor duty. 
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MORANO. 

I •will have no more of thefe interruptions. Since! 
women will be always talking, one would think tbef 
had a chance now and then to talk in feafon. Once 
more I a£k you, perverfe, audacious favage, if I grant! 
you your life, will you be ufeful to us i for you (hall 
find mercy upon no other conditions. I will have im- 
mediate compliance, or you (hall undergo the torture. 

CAW WAWKEE. 
With dilhonour life is nothing worth. MORANO. 
Furies ! I’ll trifle no longer. 

RECITATIVE. Sia fuggetta la plebe, in Coriolan* i 
Hence, let him feel his fentence. Pain brings repentance. 

LAGUERRE. 
You would not have us put him to death, captain? ; MORANO. 
Torture him leifurely, but feverely. I /hall flagger| 

your obftinacy, Indian. 
RECITATIVE. 

Hence, Jet him feel his fentence. Pain brings repentance. 
But hold, I’ll fee him tortur’d. I’ll have the pleafure 
of extorting anfwers from him myfelf. So keep him 
fafe till you have my dire&ions 

LAGUERRE. 
It /hall be done. MORANO. 
As for you, young fpafk, I think it not proper to 

truft you, till I know you farther. Let him be your 
prifoner too, till I give order how to difpofe of him. 

[Ear.. Caivwawkce and Polly guarded. 
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SCENE IX. 
MORANO, JENNY, VANDERBLUFF. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
| Come, noble captain, take one hearty fmack upon 

icr lips, and then fteer off; for one kifs requires ano- 
flier, and you will never have done with her. If once 
a man and woman come to grapling, there’s no bawling 
them afunder. Our friends expert us. 

JENNY. 1 Nay, lieutenant VanderblufF, he (hall not go yet. 
VADNERBLUFF. 

I’m out of all patience. There is a time for all 
things, madam. But a woman thinks all times mufl: be 
fubfervient to her whim and humour. We fiiould be 
now upon the fpot. 

JENNY. 
Is the captain under your command, lieutenant ? 

VANDERBLUFF. 
. I know women better than Co. 1 /hall never difpute 

the command with any gentleman's wife. Come, cap- 
tain, a woman will never take the laft kifs ; (he will al~ 
ivays want another. Break from her clutches. 

MORANO. 
. I muft go but I cannot. 

A I R XLIII. Excufe me. 
Glory calls me from thy arms, [to him. With honour rnybofom is heating. Viflory fummons to arms ; then to arms Let us hafle, for we're fare of defeating. One look more and then  fto her,’ Ob, l am loft again ! 11 hat a power has beauty ! But honour calls', and I muft away, [to him. 
But love forbids, and 1 muft obey. [to her. 

* O 
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But gronx) too bold, [Vanderbluff pulling him away.' Hence, loofe your bold, [to him*! For love claims all my duty. [to her., 

They will bring us word when the enemy is in motion.! 
I know my own time, lieutenant. 

VADERBLUFF. ■Lofe the Indies then, with all my heart. Lofe the 
money, and you lofe the woman, that I can tell you* 
captain. Tories, what would the woman be at ! JENNY. 

Not fo hafty and furious, I beg you, lieutenantll 
Give me the hearing, and, perhaps, whatever you may 
think of us, you may once in your life hear a woman; 
ipeak reafon. 

VANDERBLUFF. _ „ I 
Difpatdh then: and if. a few words can fatisfy you, 

"be fhort. 
JENNY. 

Men only flight womens advice, thro’ an over-con- 
ceit of their own opinions. I am againft venturing a; 
battle. Why fliould we put what we have already got: 
to the riftjue? We have money enough on board our 
flnps to fecure our perfons, and can referve a comfort^ able flibfiflence befides. Let us leave the Indies to our 
comerades. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
Sure you are the firft of the fex that ever ftinted her- 

felf in love or money. If it were confiftent with our: 
honour, her advice were worth hearkening to. JENNY. 

Confiflent with our honour! for fliame, lieutenant;; 
you talk downright Indian. One would take you for1 

the favage’s brother, or coufin-german at leaf!. You 
may talk of honour, as other great men do; but when, 
intereft comes in your waj, you fliould do as other great! 
men do. 
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A I R XLIV. Reuben 

Honour plays a kibble's part. Ever bilk'd and cheated; Never in ambition's heart, Int'rejl there is feated. Honour nvas tn ufe of yore, Tho' by want attended ; Since 'twas talk'd of, and no more : Lord, how times are mended! 
VANDERBLUFF. 

* 'What think you of her propofol, noble captain ? Wr 
may pulh matters too far. 

JENNY. 
Confider, my dear, the Indies are only treafures in 

expedlation. All your fenfible men, now-a-days, love 
the ready. Let us feize the fttip^-Ttien^jind away for 

41 England, while we have the opportunity. vanB^rbluff. 
Sure you can have no ftof^Ie gairift;;treachery, cap- 

tain. 'Tis as common a monejiJ*fllfti»g-vice as any in 
fefhion: for who now-a-days^^VerTioggles at giving up 
his crew ? 

MORANO. 
But the fpoiling. of a great-defign ■ 

VANDERBLUFF. 
’Tis better fpoiling our own defigns, than have them 

Ipoil’d by others ; for then our deligns and our lives 
will be cut Ihort together. 

A I R XLV. Troy Town. 
Hrhen ambition's ten years toils Have heap'd up mighty hoards of gold ; Hmidjl the harvefi of the fpoils. Acquir'd by fraud and rapine bold. Comes juflice. The great fcheme is crojl,. 
At once wealth, life, and fame arc lojli 

0 2. 
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This is a melancholly reflexion for ambition, if it ever 
could think reafonably. 

MORANO. 
If you arc fatisfy’d, and for your fecurity, Jenny.! 

Tor any man may acknowledge that he has money e- nough, when he hath enough to fatisfy his wife. 
VANDERBLUFF. 

We may-make our retreat without fu/picion, for (hey 
will readily impute our being mifs’d to the accidents of : 
war. 

SCENE X. 
MORANO, JENNY, VANDERBLUFF, SAILOR. 

SAILOR. 
There is jnft news arriv’d, that the troops of the 

plantation have intercepted the paffage to our fhips ; fo 
that conqueftis our only hope. The Indian forces, too, 
are ready to march, and ours grow impatient for your * 
prefence, noble captain MORANO. 

I’ll be with them. Come then, lieutenant, for death 1 
or the world. 

JBNNY. 
Nay then, if matters are defperate, nothing (hall part 

me from you. I’ll (hare your dangers. 
MORANO". 

Since I muft have an empire, prepare yourfelf, Jenny, 
for the cares of royalty. Let us on to battle, to con- * 
queft. Hark, the trumpet. [Trumpet founds 

AIR XLVI. We’ve cheated the parfon. 
Difpair leads to battle, no courage fo great. They muft conquer or die ’who've no retreat. 

VANDERBLVFF. 
Ido retreat. 
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jenny. 

vi?? 2sT^ retreat. MOR ANO. 
i muji conquer or die •who've no retreat. [Eft. 

SCENE XI. A room of a poor cottage. 
CAWWAWKEE in chains, POLLY. 

POLLY. 
Unfortunate prince ! I cannot blame your disbelief, 

when I tell you that I admire your virtues, and fhare in 
your misfortunes. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
To be opprelled by an European implies merit. Yet 

you are an European. Are you fools i do you believe 
one another ? Sure fpeech can be of no ufe among you. POLLY. 

^ There are conftitutions that can withftand a peflllcnce. 
CAWWAWKEE. 

' But-fure vice mud be inherent in fuch conditutions. 
You a*e alhamed of your hearts i you can lie. How. 
can you bear to look into yourfelves ? 

, POLLY. 
i My fincerity could even bear your examination. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
You have abolifhed faith. How can I believe you ? 

You are cowards too, for you are cruel. 
' POLLY. 

> Would it were in my power to give you proofs of my 
4 companion. CAWWAWKEE. 

You can be covetous; ’that is a complication of all 
vices. It comprehends them all. Heaven guard our 

c country from the infection ! 
POLLY. Yet the word men allow virtue to be lovely, or there 

| "would be no hypocrites. 
O 3 
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CAWWAWKEE. 

Have you then hypocrify ftill among you r For alt 
that I have experienced of your manners is open vio- 
lence, and bare-faced injuftice. Who that had ever felt 
the fatisfaftion of virtue would ever part with it i 

AIR XLVII. T’amo tanto. 
Virtue'j treafure 
Is a pleafure, Gbearful even amid diftrefs » $ior pain nor crojfts. Nor grief nor Ioffes, Nor death itfelf can make it left t: Here relying, Suff'ring, djing, 

Honefi fouls find all red refs. 
POLLY. 

My heart feels ypur fentiments, and my tongue longs: 
ta join in them. 

OA WWAWKEX. Virtue's treafure Is a pleafure, 
POLLY. Chearful even amid difirefs j, 

CAWWAWKEE, 
Nor pain nor croffes, 

POLLY. 
Nor grief nor Ioffes, GAWWAWKEE. Kor death itfelf can make it lefs ; : POLLY. 
Here relying, CAWWAWKEE-, Su,] 'ring, dying, 

POLLY. 
Honefi fouls find all.redrefst 
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CAWWAWKEE. 

Having this, I want no other comfort. I am pje- 
pared for all misfortunes. POLLY. 

Had you means of efcape, you could not refule it. 
To preferve your life is your duty.. CA WWAWKEE. 

> By dilhoneft means, I fcorn it. POLLY. 
4 But ftratagem is allow’d in war ; and.’tis lawful, to.ule 
all the weapons employ’d againft you. You may five 
your friends from affliction, and he the means of refcuing 
your country. 

CAWWAWKEfi. 
Thofe are powerful inducements. I feeE not volun- 

tarily to refign my life; while it lafts, I would do my 
duty. 

POLLY. 
I’ll talk with our guard. What induces them to rapine 

and murder, will induce them to betray. You may offer 
them what they want; and from no hands, upon no 
conditions, corruption can refift the temptation. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
I have no fkill. Thofe who are corrupt themfelves, 

know how to corrupt others. You may do as you pleafe. 
But whatever you promife for me, contrary to the Euro-r 
pean cnftom, I will perform. For tho’ a knave may break 
bis word with a knave, an honefl tongue knows no fuch 
diftin&icns, 

POLLY. 
Gentlemen, I defire fome conference with you that, may be fqr your advantage. 

SCENE XII. 
POLLY, CAWWAWKEE, LAGUERRE, CAPTERN*. 

POLLY. Know you that you have the Indian prince in your 
euftody ? 
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laguerre. 

Very well. 
POLLY. 

Know you the treafures that are in his power ? 
laguerre. I know too that they fhall foon be oufs. 

POLLY. 
In having him in your poflellion they are yours. 

LAGUERRE. As how, friend ? 
POLLY. 

He might well reward you. 
LAGUERRE. For what ? 

POLLY. For his liberty. 
CAWWAWKEE. Yes, European, I can and will reward you. 

CAPSTERN. He s a great man, and I truft no fuch promiles. 
CAWWAWKEE. I have faid it, European, and an Indian’s heart is al* 

ways anfwerable for his words. 
POLLY. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen. Victory i»i 

not fo fure when you fight againrt thofe who fight for 
their liberties. 

laguerre. What think you of the propofal ? 
CAPSTERN. The prince can give us places; he can make us all 

great men. Such a profpeft, I can tell you, Laguerre, 
would tempt our betters. 

LAGUERRE. Befides, if we are vanquilhed, we have no retreat to 
our Ihips. 

CAPSTERN. If we gain our end, what matter how we come by it ?■ 
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9 ^ LAGUERI^E. 

Every man for himfelf, fay I. There Is no being 
even with mankind without that univerfal maxim. Gon« 
fider, brother, we run no riftjue. 

CAFSTEKN. 
j| Nay, I have no objefnons. 

* LAGUERRE. 
If we conquer’d, and the booty were to be divided a- 

mong the crews, what would it amount to ? Perhaps this 
way we might get more than would come to our (hares. 

CAPSTERN. 
Then too, I always lov’d a place at court : I have a ge- 

nius to get, keep in, and make the moft of an employ- 
ment. 

'LAGUERRE. 
You’ll confider, prince, our own politicians would 

have rewarded fuch meritorious fervices. We’ll go off 
with you. 

CAPSTERN. 
We want only to be known to be employed. 

LAGUERRE. Let us unbind him then. 
, POLLY. 

'Tis thus one able politician outwits another; and we admire their wifdom. You may depend upon the 
. prince’s word as much as if he were a poor man. 

CAPSTERN. 
Our fortunes then are made. 

AIR XLVIII. Down in a meadow. 
POLLY. The fportfmen keep havoksfand their quarry the’j gain : Thus the woodcock, the partridge, the pheafant is /lain, 

JVhat care and expence for their hounds are employ'd ! Thus the fox, and the hare, and the flag are deftroy’d. The fpaniel they cherijh, nuhofe flattering way Can, as well as their majlers, cringe, fawn and betray. Thus Jlaunch politicians, look all the world round. 
Love the men who can ferve as hawk, fpaniel, or hound. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The IJSJ T) I^4 N Camp. 
POHETOHEE, Attendants, DUCAT. 

INDIAN. 
SI R, a party from the Britifti faflory have join’d us. 

Their captain attends your majefty’s orders for 
their difpofition. 

POHETOHEE. Let them be ported next my command ; for I would . 
be witnefs of their bravery. But fir It let their officer 
know I would fee him. 

[Exit Indian* 
Enter DUCAT. 

DUCAT. 
I would do all in my power to ferve your majerty. 

I have brought up my men, and now, Sir, 1 would 
fain give up. I fpeak purely upon your majefty’s ac- 
count. For as to courage and all that 1 have beeiv 
a colonel of the militia thefe ten years. 

PQHETOHEE. 
Sure, you have not fear. Are you a man ? 

DUCAT. 
A married man, Sir, who carries his wife’s heart a- 

bout him, and that indeed is a little fearful. Upon pro- 
mife to her, I am engag’d to qpit, in cafe of a battle: 
and her heart hath ever govern’d me more than my own. 
Befides, Sir, fighting is not our bufinefs; we pay others 
for fighting ; and yet ’tis well known we had rather part 
with our lives than our money. 

POHETOHEE. 
And have you no. fpirit then to defend it ? Your fa- 
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1»Hies, your liberties, your properties are at flake, if 
thefe cannot move you, you muft be born without a 
heart. DUCAT. 

' Alas, Sir, we cannot be anfwerable for human infir- 
mities. 

I AIR XLIX. There was an old man, and he liv’d. 
What man can on virtue or courage repofe. Or guefs if the touch ’twill abide ? Like gold, if intrbi/ic Jure no-body kncnvt. Till weigh'd in the balance and trj'd. 

POHETOHEE. 
How different are your nofions from ours ! We think 

virtue, honour, and courage as effential to man as his 
limbs, or fenfes ; and in every man we fuppofe the qua- 
lities of a man, till we have found the contrary. But 
then we regard him only as a beafl in difguife. How 
cuflom can degrade nature ! 

DUCAT. 
Why fhould I have any more fcruples about myfelf, 

than about my money ? If I can make my courage pafs 
current, what matter is it to me whether it be true or 
falfe ? ’Tis time enough to own a man’s failings when 
they are found out. If your majefty then will not dif- 

! penfe with my duty to my wife, with pcrmiflion. I’ll to my poll. ’Tis wonderful to me that kings ever go 
to war, who have fb much to lofe, and nothing eflential t0 get. {Exit. 

SCENE II. 
POHETOHEE, Attendants. 

POHETOHEE. My fon a prifoner ! Tortur’d, perhaps, and cruelly 
butcher’d ! Human nature cannot bear up againfl fuch 
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afflidlions. The war muft fufFer by his abfence, more 
than is requir’d from me. Grief raises my refoJutions,, 
and calls me to refcue him, or to a jull revenge. What; 
mean thofe Ihoots ? \Enter Indian.\ 

INDIAN. 
T|ie prince, Sir, is return’d. The troops are animated 

by his prefence. #ith fome of the pyrates in his reti- 
me, he waits your nMjefty’s commands. 

SCENE III. 
POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, LA- 

GUERRE, CAPSTERN, be. 
POHETOHEE. 

Conqucfl then is ours. Let me embrace him. Wel- 
come, my fon. Without thee my heart could not have 
felt a triumph. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
Let this youth then receive your thanks. To him are 

owing my life and freedom. And the love of virtue 
alone gain’d me his friendlhip. POHETOHEE. 

This hath convin’d me that an European can be ge- 
nerous and honed. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
Thefe others, indeed, have the paffion of their coun- 

try. 1 owe their fervices to gold, and my promife is 
engag’d to reward them. How it galls honour to have 
obligations to a difhonourable man ! 

LAGUERRE. 
I hope your majefty will not forget our fervices. POHETOHEE 

' I am bound for my fon’s engagements. CAWWAWKEE. 
For this youth, I will be anfwerable. Like a pearl 

found in rubbifli, he fliines the brighter among thefe his 
countrymen. 
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AIR L. Iris la plus charmante. 
Love nuith beauty it flying, j4t once 'tis blooming and dying ,• But all feajons defying, Frisndflnp lajti on the year. Love is, by long enjoying. Cloying ; 
Friendjhip, enjoy'd the longer. Stronger. 
0 may the flame divine Burn in your breaji like mine ! 

POLLY. 
, Moft noble prince, my behaviour fliall juftify the good 
opinion you have of me; and my friendlhip is beyond 
profeflions. 

POHETOHEE. 
Let thefe men remain under guard, till after the battle. 

All promifes {hall then be made good to you. [£x. pyrata guarded. 
SCENE IV. 

POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY. 
CAWWAWKEE. 

May this young man be my companion in the war. 
As a boon I beg it of you. He knows our caufe is juft, 
and that is fufficient to engage him in it. 

POHETOHEE. 
I leave you to appoint him his command. Difpofe ■of him as you judge proper. 

POLLY, To fall into their hands is certain torture and death, 
a As far as my youth and ftrength will permit me, yofl 

[i;| may depend upon my duty. 
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Enter INDIAN. 
INDIAN. 

Sir, the enemy are advancing towards us. POHETOHEE. 1 Viftory then is at hand. Juftice defends us, and 
courage lhall fupport us. Let us then to our poftsi [Exeunt'. 

SCENE V. The field of battle. 
CULVERIN, HACKER, PYRATES. 
AIR LI. There was a jovial beggar. | 

ift PYRATE, When hornr, ’with merry foundt Proclaim the afiive day ; Impatience heats the hound. Me burns to chafe the prey. CHORUS. Thus to battle tve ’willgo, &c. 
2d PYRATE. Ho<w charms the trumpet's breath ! 

The brave, ’with hope pejfefs'd. Forgetting ’wounds and death. 
Feel conqueft in their breafi. CHORUS. Thus to battle, &c. 

CULVARIN. 
But yet I don't fee, brother Hadcer, why we fhoul«$ 

be commanded by a Neger. ’Tis all along of him that 
we are led into thefe difficulties. I hate this land fight* 
ing. I love to have fea-room. 
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HACKER. 

We are of the conncil, brother. If ever we get on 
iard again, my vote fhall be for calling of him to ac- 
mnt for thefe pranks. Why (hould we be fuch fools to 

be ambitious of fatisfying another’s ambition ? 
CULVERIN. 

Let us mutiny. I love mutiny as well as my wife. 
ill PYRATE. 

Let us mutiny. 
2d PYRYTE. 

Ay, let us mutiny. 
HACKER. 

I Our captain takes too much upon him. I am for no» 
I engrofler of power. By our articles he hath no com- 

mand but in a fight or in a llorm. Look’ye, brothers-, I 
am for mutiny as much , as any of you, when occafion: 
offers. 

CULVERIN. 
i, Right, brother, all in good time. The pafs to our 
fhips is cut off by the troops of the plantation. We 
mud fight the Indians firft, and-we have a mutiny good 
afterwards. 

HACKER. * Is Morano ftill with his doxy ? 
CULVERIN. He’s yonder on the right, putting his troops in orderr 

for the onfet. 
HACKER. I wifh this fight of ours were well over. For, to be 

fure, let foldicrs fay what they will, they feel more 
pleafure after a battle, than in it. 

CULVERIN. Does not the drum-head here, quarter mafter, tempt 
you to throw a merry main or two ? 

[Takes dice out of his pocket* 
HACKER. . If I lofe my money, I fhall reimburfe myfelf from the Indians. I have fet. 

E a 
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CULVERIN. 

Hare at you. A nick. [y?f/2g\r. j 
HACKER. 

Throw the dice fairly out. Are you at me again ? 
CULVERIN. 

I’m at it. Seven or eleven. Lflings.Eleven. HACKER. 
Furies ! A plain cog ! I won't be babbled, Sir. This 

would not pafs upon a drunken country gentleman. 
Death, Sir, 1 won’t be cheated. 

CULVERIM. 
The money is mine. D’you take me for a lharper, 

Sir ? , HACKER. 
Yes, Sir. 

CUX.VERIN. 
I’ll have fatisfafUon. 

HACKER. 
With all my heart. {flighting. 

SCENE VI. 
HACKER, CULVERIN, PYRATES, MORANO, 

VANDERBLUFF, <6r. 
MORANO. 

For fliame, gantlemen ! {parting them.'] Is this a 
time for private quarrel ? What do I fee ! dice upon,; 
the drum-head ! if you have not left off thefe coward-s 
ly tools, you are unworthy your profefllon. The ar- 
ticles you have fworn to, forbid gaming for money.'). 
Friendfhip and fociety cannot fubfift where it is practis’d. 
As this is the day of battle, I remit your penalties.' 
But let me hear no more of it. CULVE RIN. 

To be call’d (harper, captain, is a reproach that no 
man of honour can put up. 
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HACKER. 

But to be one, is what no man of honour can prac* 
tire. MORANO. 

If you will not obey orders, quarter-mailer, this 
piftol lhall put an end to the dilpute. {Claps it to bis 
head.'] The common caufe now requires your agree- 
ment. If gaming is fo common, I don’t wonder that 
treachery Hill fubfiHs among you, 

HACKER. 
W ho is treacherous ? MORANO. 
Gapflern and Laguerre have let the prince and the 

(tripling you took prifoner efcape, and are gone off with 
them to the Indians. Upon your duty, gentlemen, this 
day, depends our all. 

CULVERIN. 
Rather than have ill blood among us, I return the 

money. I value your friendlhip more. Let all animo- 
fities be forgot, 

MORANO. 
We Ihould be Indians among ourfelves, and (hew our 

breeding and parts to every body elfe. If we cannot be 
true to one another, and falfe to all the world befides, 
there is an end of every great exploit. 

HACKER. 
\\c have nothing to trull to but death or vi&ory. 

MORANO. 
Then hey for vidtory and plunder, my lads ! 

AIR LII. To you, fair ladies. 
Bj/ braver Jleps tve win the race. 

ill PYRATE. Let's hafie where danger calls. 
MORANO. Unleft ambition mend its pace, . 

It ■ totters} nods and falls. 
r 3 
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ift PYRATE. We tnufi advance, or be undone. MORANO, Think thus, and then the battle's ‘won. 

CHORUS^ With a fa, la, la. 
MORANO. 

You fee your booty, your plunder, gentlemen. THe ’ 
Indians are juft upon us. The great muft venture death 
fome way or other, and the lefs ceremony about it, ini my opinion, the better. But why talk I of death! Thofe-! 

only talk of it, who fear it. Let us all live, and enjoy, 
eur viftory. S'ound the charge. 

AIR LIII. Prince Eugene’s march. 
When the tyger roams. And the timorous flock is in his view,- Fury foams, He thirjls for the blood of the- crew. His greedy eyes he throws, TkirjL with their number grows. 

On he pours, wish a wide wajie purfuing,, Spreading the plain with a general ruin. 
Thus let us charge, and our foes o'er turn,, VANDERBLUFF. 

Let. us on one and alii ift PYRATE. How they fly, how they fall! MORAKO. 
Tor the war, for the prize I burn. 

VANDERBLUFF. 
Were tl e/ dragons, my lids, as they fit brooding up*»- 

«n treafijre, we would fcare them from their nefts. MORANO. 
But fee, the enemy are advancing to clofe.engagement*. 

Before the onfet, we’ll demand a parley, and, if we can*; 
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♦btain honourable terms.—We are overpower’d by num- 
bers, and our retreat Is cut off. 

SCENE VII.. 
;; 2s«ter POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, &c. 

. with the Indian army drawn up againjl the pyrates* 
POHE-TOHEE. 

Our hearts are all ready. The enemy halts. Let 
the trumpets give the fignal.. 

AIR LIV. The Marlborough. 
CAWWAWKEE. W; the Jnuord of jnfijce drawing. Terror cafi on guilty eyes ; In its ray falfe courage dies ; ’77/ like lightning keen and awing. 

Qhargethe foe, fay them low, s On then and flrike the blow. Hark, viftory calls us. See, guilt is difmay'd: 
The 'villain is of his own confcience af raid. In your hands are yottr lives and your liberties held. The courage of virtue was nover repell'd. 

PYRATES. 
* Our captain commands a parley. 

POHETOHEE. . Let him advance. 
Hrt thou Morano, that fell man of trey ? That foe to juflice i 

MORANO. Trefnhle and obey. Art thou great Pohetohee flil’d } 
POHETOHEE. The fame. I dare avow my aflions and my name. 
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MORANO. 

Thou know’ll then, king, thy fon there was my prilb*i 
tier. Pay us the ranfom we require, allow us fafe paf- 
fage to our Ihips, and we will give you your lives and 
liberties. 

POHETOHEE. 
Shall robbers and plunderers prefcrrbe rules to right 

and equity ? Infolent madman ! Compofition with knaves 
is bafe and ignominious. Tremble at the fword of ju~ 
ftice, rapacious brute. 

AIR LV. Les rats. 
MORANO. 

Know then war's my pleafure. Am I thus controul'd? Both thy heart and treafure I'll at cnce u?:fold. 
You, like a viifer, /craping, hiding, Rob all the world: you're but mines of gold. Rage my breajl alarms. War is by kings held right-deciding; Then to artns, to arms. 
With this fword l’l( force your hold. 

By thy perverfenefs, king, thou hall provok’d thy fate;, 
and fo exped me. POHETOHEE. 

Rapacious fool, by thy avarice thou lhalt perilh. MORANO. 
Fall on. POHETOHEE. 
For your lives and liberties. {Fight; pyratcs beat off,. 
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SCENE VIII. 
DUCAT. 
DUCAT. 

A flight wound now would have been a good certifi- 
cate: but who dares contradift a foldier ? ’Tisyour 

| common foldiers who mu ft content themfelves with mere 
i fighting; but ’tis we officers that run away with the 

moft fame, as well as pay. Of all fools, the fool-hardy 
are the word, for they are not even to be trufled with 

| themfelves. Why ftiould we provoke men to turn again 
f upon us, after they are run away ? For my own part, I 

think it wifer to talk of fighting, than only to be talk’d 
of. The fame of a talking hero wiil fatisfy me; the 
found of whofe courage amazes and aftonilhes all peace- 
able men, women, and children. Sure a man may be 
allow’d a little lying in his own praife, when there is fo 
much going about to his difcredit. Since every other 
body gives a man lefs praife than he merits, a man, in 
juftice to himfeif, ought to make up deficiencies. With- 
out this privilege, we fliould have fewer good characters 
in the world than we have. 

A I R LVI. Mad Robin. 
faultlefs dots the nymph appear. When her ram hand the pitture draws I But all others only ftnear Her wrinkles, cracks and flaws. Self-flattery is our claim and right. Let men fay what they will: 

Sure we may fet our good in fight. When neighbours fet our ill. 
So, for my own part, I’ll no more truft my reputati- 

on in my neighbours hands than my money: but will 
turn them both myfelf to the belt advantage. 
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SCENE IX, 
POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, DUCAT, INDIANS. 

POHETOHEE, Had Morano been taken or flain, our conqueft had 
been complete. 

DUCAT. A hare may efcape from a maftiff. I could not be a 
greyhound too, 

POHETOHEF.' How have you difpos’d of the prifoners ? 
CAW WAWKEE. They are all under fife guard, till the king’s ju/lice, by their exemplary punifliment, deters others from the. 

like barbarities. 
POHETOHEE. 

But all our troops are not as yet return’d from the. 
purfuit: I am too for fpeedy juftice, for in that there is 
a fort of mercy. Befides, I would not have my private 
thoughts worried by clemency to pardon fuch wretches. 
I cannot be anfwerable for the frailties of my nature. CAWWAWKEE. 

The youth who refcu’d me from thefe cruel men is 
miffing; and amidft all our fuccefles I cannot feel hap- 
pinefs. I fear he is among the flain. My gratitude in- 
terefled itfelf fo warmly in his fafety, that you muft ex- 
cufe my concern. What hath vhflory done for me ? I 
have loft a friend, 

AIR LVII, Thro’ the wood ladle. 
As fits the poor turtle alone on the fpray; His heart forely heating, Sad munnur repeating. Indulging his grief for his confer l ajlray : For force or death only could keep her away. 
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Now he thinks of the fowler, and every fnare: Jf gum have not {lain her. 

The net tnttjl detain her. Thai he'll rife in my thought evry hour with a tear. If [afe Jrom the battle he do not appear. 
POHETOHEE. 

Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him ; for I 
fiiare in my fon’s affliction. [Exit Indian. DUCAT. 

I had better too be upon the ipof, or my men may 
•embezzle fome plunder, which by right /hould be mine. 

{Exit. INDIAN. 
The youth, Sir, with a party is juft returned from 

the purfuit. He's here to wait your majefty’s commands. 
S C E N E X. 

' TGHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, INDIANS. 
CAWWAWKEE. 

Excufe, Sir, the warmth of my friendfhip, if I fly to meet him, and for a moment intercept his duty. 
{Embracing. 

AIR LVIII. Clafp’d in my dear Melinda’s arms. 
POLLY. 

Viclory is ours. 
CAWWAWKEE.  My fond heart is at reft. POLLY. Friendjhip thus receives its gueft. CAWWAWKEE. V what rapture fills my breaft ! 

POLLY, Conqueft is complete. 
CAWWAWKEE. Kow the triumph's great. 
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POLLY. 

In your life is a nation blefl. CAWWAWKEE. 
In your life I'm of all pojfef'd. 

POHETOHEE. 
The obligations my fon hath receiv’d from you, makes 

me take a part in his friendfhip. In your fafety conquelt 
hath been doubly kind to me. If Morano hath efcap’d, 
juftice only referves him to be punifli’d by another hand. POLLY. 

In the root, Sir, I overtook him, flying with all the 
cowardice of guilt upon him- Thoufands have falfe cou- 
rage enough to be vicious: true fortitude is founded up- 
on honour and virtue ; that only can abide all lefts. I 
made him my prifoner, and left him without under a 
ftrift guard, till I receiv’d your majefty’s commands for 
his dilpofal. POHETOHEE. 

Sure this youth was fent me as a guardian. Let your 
prifoner be brought before us. 

SCENE XI. 
POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, MORA- 

NO guarded. 
MORANO. 

Here’s a young treacherous dog now, who hangs the 
hulband to come at the wife. There are wives in the 
world who would have undertaken that affair to come at t 
him. Your fon’s freedom, to be fure, you think better 
worth than mine ; fo that I allow you a good bargain if 
1 take my own for his ranfom, without a gratuity. You | 
know, king, he is my debtor. POHETOHEE. 

He hath the obligations to thee of a flieep who hath 
efcap’d out of the jaws of the wolf, beaft of prey ! 
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MORANO, 

Your great men will never own their debts, that’s cer- 
tain. POHETOHEE. 

Trifle not with juftice, impious man. Your cruelties, 
I your rapine, your murders are now at an end. MORANO. 
f Ambition mufl: take its chance : if I die, I die in my 

vocation. 
AIR LIX.. Parfon upon Dorothy. 

The foldieri, who by trade mujl dare The dreadful canon's founds. 
You may be fare, betimes prepare For fatal blood and •wounds. 
The men, who, with advent'rous dance, Leap from the cord on high, Mujl own they have the frequent chance By broken bones to die. Since feldom then Ambitious men Like others lofe their breathe 

Like thefe, 1 hope. They know a rope Is but their natural death. 
We mufl; all take the common lot of our profeffions. 

POHETOHEE. 
Would your European laws have permitted crimes 

like thefe to have gone unpunifli’d ! 
MORANO. Were all I am worth fafely landed, I have wherewith- 

al to make almofl any crime fit eafy upon me. 
POHETOHEE, Have ye notions of property ? 

MORANO. Of my own. 
Q 
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POHETOHEE. 

Would not your honeft induftry have been enough to 
have fupported you ? 

MORANO. 
Honeft induftry ! I have heard talk of it indeed a- 

mong the common people, but all great geniufes are a- 
bovc it. 

POHETOHEE. 
Have you no relpetf for virtue ? 

MORANO. 
As a good phrafe. Sir. But the pradtifers of it are 

fo infigniGcant and poor, that they are rarely found in 
the beft company. JPOH E TOHEE. 

Is not wifdom efteemed among you ? MORANO. 
Yes, Sir ; but only as a ftep to riches and power; a 

ftep that raifes ourfelves, and trips up our neighbours. POHETOHEE. 
Honour and honefty, are not thofe diflinguilh’d ? MORANO. 
As incapacities and follies. How ignorant are thefe 

Indians! But indeed, I think honour is of fome ufe; it 
ferves to fwearupon. Pt)HETOHEE. 

Have you no confcioufncfs ? have you no (liamc ? ' MORANO. 
Of being poor. POHETOHEE. 
How can fociety fubfift with covetoufnefs ! Ye are 

but the forms of men Beafts would thruft. you out of 
their herd upon that account, and men Ihould caft you ^ 
out for your brutal difpofitions. MORANO. 

Alexander the great was more fuccefsful; that’s 
all 
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AIR LX. The coalller has a-daughter. 
When right or wrong i decided In war or civil cauj'ei, Wc by Juccefs are guided- To blame, or grse applaufet. Thus men exalt ambition. In power by all commended ; But when it falls from high condition, - 
Tyburn is well attended. 

POHETOHEE. 
Let juftlce then take her courfe, I fltall not interfere | with her decrees. Mercy too obliges me to defend my- 

country from fuch violences Immediate death lhall put 
a Itop to your further mifehiefs. MORANO. 

I, This fentcnce indeed is hard. Without the common 
I forms of trial ! Not fo much as the advice of a-Newgate 
k' attorney ! Not to be able to lay out my money in parti- alky and evidence ! Not a friend perjur’d for me ! This 

is hard, very hard ! 
POHETOHEE. 

Let the fentence be put in execution. Lead him to 
1 death Let his accomplices be witnefles of it, and after-* 
v wards let them be fafely guarded till further ordets. 

AIR LXI. Mad Moll. 
MORANO. Ml crimes are judg'd like fornication ; While rich, we art honejl, no doubt. Fine ladies can keep reputation, Poor lajfes alone are found out. If jufiice had piercing eyes. Like ourfelvet, to look within. She'd find power and wealth a difiguifie That fhelter the worjl of our kin. [Exit guarded 

Q.2 
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SCENE XII. 
POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY. 

POHETOf.'EE. 
How fiiall I retorn the obligations I owe you ? Every 

tiling in ray power you may command. In making ar 
requeft, you confer on me another benefit. For grati- 
tude is obliged by occafions of making a return ; and 
every occafion muft be agreeable ; for a grateful foul hath 
more pleafure in paying than receiving, 

CAWWAWKEE. 
My friendflilp too is impatient to give you proofs of 

it. How happy would you make me in allowing me to 
difeharge that duty! 

AIR LXII. Prince George. 
Jll friendship Jj a mutual debt, POLLY. 

The conlrufl'i inclination : CAWWAWKEE. 
We never can that bend forget Of fnveet retaliation. POLLY. All day, and every day the fame. We're paying and Jlill owing ; CAWWAWKEK. By turns we grant, by turns we claim. The pleafure of beflowing. BOTH. 
By turns we grant. See. 

POLLY. 
The pleafure of having ferv’d an honourable man is a 

fiifficient return. My misfortunes, I fear, are beyond 
relief.. 
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CAWWAWKEE. 

Tliat figh makes me fuffer. If you have a want, let 
me know it. 

POHETOHEE. 
If it is in a king’s power, my power fhall make thee 

happy. 
CAWWAWKEE. 

If you believe me a friend, you are unjuft in con. 
cealing your diftrefles from me. You deny me the pri- 
vilege of friendlhip; for I have a right to (hare them 
or redrefs them. 

POHETOHEE. 
Can my treafures make you happy ? 

POLt»Y. 
Thofe who have them not think they can ; thofe who 

have them know they cannot. 
POHETOHEE. 

How unlike his countrymen L 
CAWWAWKEE. 

While you hide one want from me, I feel every want 
for you. Such obftinaoy to a friend is cruelty. 

POLLY' 
Let not my refledlion interrupt the joys of your tri- 

umph. Could I have commanded my thoughts, I would 
have kept them for folitudc, * 

CAWWAWKEE." 
| Thofe Cghs and that Tefervednefs are fymptoms of it 
heart in love. A pain that I am yet a ftranger to. 

POLLY. 
' Then you have never been completely miferable., 

AIR LXIII. Blithe Jockey young and gay. 
Can ’words the pain exprefi Which abfent lovers know i He only mine can guefs, Whofe heart hath felt the woe. 

Q. 3 
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*77V doubt, fufpicion, fear. Seldom hope, oft' defpair ; 
’■Jis jcaloufy, ’tis rage, in grief 'Tis every pang and grief. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
But does not love often deny itfelf help and'comfort, 

by being too obdinately fecret i POLLY. 
One cannot be too open to generofity ; that is a fun, 

of univerfal benignity. In hiding ourfelves from it, we 
but deny ourfelves the bldlxng of its influence. 

AIR LXIV. In the fields in froft and fiiow.- 
The modeji lilly, like the maid. Its pure bloom defending,, Is of noxious deius afraid. Soon as evens defending. 
Clos'd all night. Tree from blight. It preferves the native white ; But at morn unfolds its leaves,. And the vital fun receives. 

Yet vhy flionld I trouble your majefty with the misfop* 
tunes of fo inconfiderable a wretch as I am ? POHETO-HEE. 

A king’s beneficence fhould be like the fun : the 
inoft humble weed fliculd feel its-influence, as well as ths 
n.oft gaudy flower. But I have the neareft concern in 
any thing that touches you. POLLY. 

You fee then at your feet the moft unfortunate of 
women. ^KneAs j he raife.s her.* GA\V WAWKEE. 

A woman h Oh my heart ! EOHETOKEE. 
A woman ! 



PART SECOND. 187 
POLLY. 

Yes, Sir, the raofl: miferable of her fex. In love ! 
married ! abandoned, and in defpair ! POHETOHEE. 

What brought you into thefe countries ? 
POLLY. 

To find my hufband. Why had not the love of vir- 
tue diredled my heart ? But, alas, ’tis outward appear- 
ance alone that commonly engages a woman’s affedtions 1 
And my heart is in the pcfleflion of the moft profligate 
of mankind. 

POHETOHEE. 
Why this difguife ? 

POLLY. 
To defend me from the violences and infults to which 

my fex might have expos’d me. 
CAWWAWKEE. 

Had (he not been married, I might have been happy 
POLLY. 

He ran into the madnefs of every vice. I deleft his principles, tho’ I am fond of his perfon to diftraftion. 
Gould your commands for fearch and enquiry reftore him 
to me, you reward me at once with all my wilhes. For 
fure my love ftill might reclaim him. 

-CAWWAWKEE. Had you conceal’d your fex, I had been happy in 
your friendftiip; but now, how uneafy, how reftlefs is 
my heart! 

A I R LXV. Whilft I gaze on Chloe. 
Whilji I gaze in fond defirings Every firmer thought is loft. Sighing, vifliing and admiring, 

Hovs my troubled foul is toft ! Ha and cold my blood it ftovoing ; 
Eva) it thrills in every vein! Liberty and life are going' 

Hope can ne'er relieve my pain. 
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Enter INDIAN. 
INDIAN. 

The reft of the troops, Sir, are return’d from the pur- | 
fuit with more prifoners. They attend your majefty’s 
orders. 

POHETOHEE. 
Let them be brought before us. [_Exit Ind.~\ Give 

not yourfelf up to difpair; for every thing in my power 
you may command. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
And every thing in mine. But alas, I have none- j . 

for I am not in my own ! 
S GENE XIII. 

POHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, DUCAT, . 
JENNY guarded, &c. 

JENNY. 
Spare my hulband, Morano is my hulband. POHETOHEE. 
Then I have reliev’d you from the fociety ofa monfter. JENNY. 
Alas, Sir, there are many huibands who are fierce 

monfters to the reft of mankind, that are the tameft 
creatures alive to their wives. I can be anfwerable for* 
his duty and fubmilfion to your majefty ; for I know I 
have fo much power over him, that 1 can even make • 
him good. 

POHETOHEE. 
Why then had you not made him fo before ? 

JENNY. 
I was indeed, like other wives, too indulgent to him j 

and as it was agreeable to my own temper, I was loath 
to baulk his ambition. 1 muft, indeed, own too that I 
had the frailty of pride. But where is the woman who 



hath not an inclination to be as great and rich as ftie can be ? pohetohee. 
With how much eafe and unconcern thefe Europeans 

talk of vices, as if they were necellary qualifications ! 
A I R LXVI. The Jamaica. 

JENNY. 
The fex, we find. Like men it. din'd To guard againji rsproacha ; And none negkd 
To pay refpeft To rogues who keep their coaches. 

Indeed, Sir, I had determin’d to be honeft myfelf, and 
to have made him fo too, as foon as I had put myfelf 
upon a reafonable foot in the world; and that is more 
felf-deni-1 than is commonly praflis’d. 

POHETOHEE. 
. Woman, your vicious fentiments offend me ; and 

you deferve to be cut off from fociety, with your hus- 
band Mercy would be (carce excufeable in pardoning 
you. Have done then. Morano is now under the ftroke 
of juftice. JENNY. 

Let me befeech your majefty to refpite his fentence. 
Send me back again with him into fiavery, from whence 
we efcap’d. Give us an occafion of being honeft, for 
we owe our lives and liberties to another. 

DUCAT. 
Yes, Sir, I find fome of my run-away flaves among 

the crew ; and I hope my fervices at leaft will allow me 
to claim my own again. 

JENNY- Morano, Sir, I muft confefs, hath been a free liver, 
and a man of fo many gallantries, that no woman could 
efcape him. If Macheath's difafters were known, the 
whole fex would be in tears. 
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POLLY 

Macheath ! JENNY. 
He is no black,-Sir; but, under that diTguife, for ffly 

fake, llcreen'd himfelf from the claims and importunities ! 
of other women. May love intercede for him 1 

POLLY. 
Macheath J Is it poflible ? Spare him, fave him: I 

alk no other reward. 
POHETOHEE. 

Hafle, let the fentence befufpended. \_Ex. Ind. 
POLLY. 

Fly; a moment may make me miferable. Why could 
not I know him ? All his misfortunes brought upon him . 
by my hand ! Gruel love, how could’fl thou blind me fo ? 

A I R LXVII. Tweed-fide. 
Tie Jlage, •when chas'd ail the Ions’ day O'er the lawn* thru the foreji and brake ; Ntrw panting Jor breath and at bay, Now flcinming the tiver or lake : JVhen the treacherous /cent is all cold. 
And at eve he returns to his hind, Can her joy, can her pleaftn e be told ? Such joy and Juch pleafure I find. 

But, alas, now again refle&ion turns fear upon my heart. 
His pardon may come too late, and I may never fee kinr 
more. POHETOHEE. 

Take hence that profligate woman. Let her be kept- 
under ftridi guard till my commands. JENNY. 

Slavery, Sir, flavery is ail I afk* Whatever becomes 
of him, fpare my life ; ipare an unfortunate woman. 
What can be the meaning of this fudden turn ! Con* 
fider, Sir, if a hufoand be never fo bad, a wife is bound) 
to duty. 



PART SECOND. 19 x 
POHETOHEE. 

Take her hence, I fay ; let my commands be obey’d. Ex. Jenny guarded. 
SCENE XIV. 

TOHETOHEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, DU- CAT, <bc. 
POLLY. 

AVliat, no news yet ? Not yet teturn’d ! CAWWAWKEE. 
Ifguttice hath overtaken him, he was unworthy of 

you. 
. Not yet 

POLLY. 
Oh how I fear. 

_A I R LXVIII. One evening as I lay. 
My heart forebode/ he's dead: ‘That thought how can 1 bear ? He's gone, for ever fled, 
My foul is all defpair ! A fee him pale and cold. The noofe hath flop'd his breath, Juft as mv dream foretold. 

.Oh had that Jlcep been death ! 

SCENE XV. 
POHETOIIEE, CAWWAWKEE, POLLY, DUCAT, 

INDIANS. 
Enter INDIANS. 

POLLY. 
He’s dead, he's dead 1 Their looksA:onfefs it. Your 

tongues have no need to give it utterance to confirm my 
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unhappinefs ! I know, I fee, I feel it! Support me ! Oi 
Macheath j 

DUCAT. 
Mercy upon me ! Now I look upon her nearer! blefs 

me ! it muft be Polly This woman, Sir, is my Have, 
and I claim her as my own . I hope, if your majefly 
thinks of keeping her, yon will reimburfe me, and not 
let® me be a lofer. She was an honed: girl, to be fure, 
and had too much virtue to thrive; for, to my know* 
Jege, money could not tempt her. 

POHETOHEE. 
And if fhe is virtuous, European, dofl: thou think 

I’ll adt the infamous part of a ruffian, and force her ? 
*Tis my duty, as a king, to cherifh and defend virtue. 

CAWWAWKEE. 
Juftice hath reliev’d you from the fociety of a wicked! 

man. If an honeft heart can recompenfe your lofs, you 
would make me happy in accepting mine. I hope my 
father will confent to my happinefs. 

POHETOHEE. 
Since your love of her is grounded upon the love of 

virtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own difpofal.i CAWWAWKEE. 
What, no reply ? 

POLLY. 
Abandon me to my fofrows. For indulging them i«i 

my only relief. POHETOHEE. 
Let the leaders have immediate execution. For the: 

reft, let them be reftor’d to their owners, and return to 
their flavery. 

A I R LXIX. Buff-coat. 
CAWWAWKEE. Why that lartguifh ? POLLY. Oh, he's deetd l 0, he's loj} far ever I 



PART SECOND. m 
CAWWAWKEE. ■Ctafeyour anguijh, and forget your grief. * POLLT. Ah, never / What air, grace and fiat ure\ CAWWAWKEE. 

How falfe in hit nature ! POLLY, 
To virtue my love might have wm him* CAWWAWKEE. 
How bafe and deceiving ! POLiLY. 
Bat love it believing. CAWWAWKEE. Vice, at length, as 'tit meet, hath undone him. 

>By your confent you might at the fame time gitre me 
happincfs, and procure your own. My titles, my trea- 
fares, are all at your command. 

AIR LXX. An Italian ballad. 
POl/LY. Frail is ambition, how weak the foundation* Riches have wings as inconflant as wind: My heart is proof againft either temptation. Virtue, without them, contentment can find. 

I am charm’d, prince, with your generofity and virtues. 
I ’Tis only by the purfuit of thofe we fecure real happi- nefs. Thofe that inow and feel virtue in themfelves, 

muft love it in others. Allow me to give a decent time 
to my forrows. But my misfortunes at prelcnt inter- 
rupt the joys of victory. 

CAWWAWKE-E. Fair princefs, for fo I hope fiiortly to make you, al- 
low me to attend you, either to divide your griefs, ©c 
by converfation to mollify your forrows. 

POHETOHEE. ’Tis a pleafure to me by this alliance to reward yotm 
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merits. [Ex. Caw. and PoJ.'\ Let the fports and 
dances then celebrate our victory. [Exit. 

DANCE. 
AI R LXXI. The Tempi?. 

FIRST INDIAN. ^uJHce long forbearing. Power or riches never fearing, Slow, but per fevering, Hunts the villain's peace. 
CHORUS. Juftice long, See. 

SECOND INDIAN. IFhat tongues then defend him ? Or what hand will fucsour lend hinil Even his friends attend him, 
To foment the chace. 

•CHORUS. Juftice long, See. 
THIRD INDIAN. Virtue, fubduing. Humbles in ruin Jill the proud wicked race. Truth, never-failing, Mufi be prevailing, Falfehood fhall meet difgract. 

CHORUS. Juflice long forbearing, &c. 

The end. 
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