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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Sir Benjamin Dove, Belfidd Senior, Belfield Junior, Captain Ironlides Skiff, Mafter of the Privateer, Paterfon, Old Goodwin, a Fiiherman, Philip, his Son, Francis, Servant to Belfield Junr. Jonathan, Servant to Sir Benj. 

Mr Yates. Mr Clarke. Mr Smith. Mr Woodward. Mr Quick. Mr Dyer. Mr Hull. Mr Bensley. Mr Perry. Mr Dunstall. 

WOMEN. 
Lady Dove, Mrs Green. Sophia, Sir Benjamin’s daughter, Mrs Yates. Violetta, Wife to Belfield Senior, Mrs Bulkley. Fanny Goodwin, Mifs Ward. Lucy Waters, Mrs Mattocks. 

Sailors, &c. &c. 
SCENE, The Sea Coajl of CORNWALL. 



HIS GRACE 
THE 

DUKE OF GRAFTON. 

My Lord, 
I Beg kave to recommend a trifling performance to your notice ; nothing but my venturing to ap- proach Your Grace on this occafion without intro- tludtion, could excufe my addreffing you without a name : by this kind of fophiftry, my Lord, we that fet up for poets attempt to palliate one prefumption by another. As I have flrong temptations to plead for the honor I now affume, fo, I hope, I am not to- tally without pretenfions to it. As an humble fon of that Alma Mater, who has now beftowed on Your Grace the molt honourable adoption, which maternal approbation had to give, I flatter myfelf that 1 ftand in fome degree of alliance to you ; and if there is any thing in thefe fcenes that deferves the name of Geni- us, I am happy in acquainting the world that I drew it from the lame fountain, and, nearly, at the fame period with Your Grace; though not in the fame proportion. As I only feek, by this offering to amufe a leifure hour, I have no right either to fpeak to Your Grace,or of Your Grace, as a Minifter. Neverthelefs, my Lord, in thefe ill-tempered times, I muft be allowed to fay, that there is fome merit when your fortune needs no addition, and your rank cannot receive any, in Hand- ing forth the fervant and the fufferer of your country : 1 fay the fufferer, my Lord, becaufe in your ftation you have to combat not only the envy, but the in- gratitude of mankind. In 



DEDICATION. 
In times of peace the Mufes, more efpecially, look for protection at the thrones of Princes, and in the clofets of Minilters. In feafons of public tranquillity, ■when good order and good humour obtain in a na- tion, the great may find an ear even for fuch trifles as I now lay before You. Did thefe times, my Lord, anfwer that Defcription, I thould have much to fay to Your Grace.on the Subjedl of the Stage, fo appli- cable to noble ufes, and of the low ebb at which Genius now Hands, fo much in need of cultivation ; but thefe are topicks too harmonious for an aera that feems to delight in difcord ; and all the merit I can claim with Your Grace and the public is, that at a time when all other anonymous writers have been fcattering the feeds of difcontent and difturban^e, I have ufed my belt endeavours in the following fcenes to lead fuch of my countrymen, as have attended their 4-eprefentation, into a fliort paroxyfm of complacency and good humour. I have the honour to be, 

MY LORD, 
Your Grace’s mod obedient 

And molt humble Servant, 
THE AUTHOR. 



PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr S M I T H. 

ARIOUS the Shifts of Authors now-a-days, For Operas, Farces, Pantomimes, and Plays Some fcour each Alley of the Town for Wit, Begging from Door to Door the offal Bit; Plunge in each Cellar, tumble every Stall, And feud, like Taylors, to each Houfe of Call; Gut every Novel, ftrip each Monthly Mule, And pillage Poet’s Corner of its News ; That done, they melt the dale Farrago down. And fet their Difh of Scraps before the Town 5 Boldly invite you to their pilfer’d Store, Cram you, then wonder ye can eat no more. Some, in our Englijh Clafficks deaply read, Ranfack the Tombs of the illuftrious Dead ; Hackney the Mufe of Shakefpeare, o’er and o’er, From Shoulder to the Flank, all drench’d in Gore Others’to foreign Climes and Kingdoms roam ; To fearch for what is better found at Home : The recreant Bard, oh ! feandal to the Age ! Gleans the vile refufe of the Gallic Stage. Not fo, our Bard—To night, he bids me fay, You lhall receive and judge an Englifh Play. From no Man’s Jed he draws felonious praife, Nor from his Neighbour’s Garden crops his Bays From his own breaft the filial Story flows ; And the free Scene no foreign Mafter knows: Nor only tenders he his Work as new ; He hopes ’tis good, or wou’d not give it You : True homely ware, and made of homely fluff. Right Britifb Drugget, honeft, warm and rough. No ftation’d Friends he f. eks, no hir’d applaufe : But conflitutes you Jurors in his caufe. For Fame he writes—Shou’d Folly be his doom, Weigh well your Verdidt, and then give it home ; Shou’d you applaud, let that Applaufe be true; For, undeferv’d, it fhames both him and you. A a 



EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs YATES. 

WHO but has feen the celebrated ftrife, Where Reynolds calls the Canvafs into Life: And, ’twixt the tragic and the comic mufe, Courted of both, and dubious where tochufe, Th’ immortal A<5tor hands ?—Here we efpy An awful Figure, pointing to the fley ! A grave, fublime, commanding Form (he bears; And in her Zone an unfheath’d Dagger wears. On t’other fide, with fweet, attractive mien. The playful Mufe of Comedy is feen : She, with a thoufand foft bewitching fmiles, Miftrefs of Love, his yielding Heart beguiles; (For where’s the Heart fo harden'd, to withftand The fond Compulfion of fo fair a Hand ?) Oh ! would (he here bellow thefe winning Arts f This Night we’d fix her Empire in your Hearts; No tragic Pallions (hou’d deface the Age, Hut all (hon’d catch good Humour from the Stage; The (forming Hulband, and imperious Wife, Shou’d learn the BoCtrine of a quiet Life: The plodding Drudge fhou’d here at Times refort, And leave his ftupid Club, and (lummy Port; The penfive Politician, who forefees Clouds, Storms, and Tempefts, in the Calms of Peace; The fcribbling Tribe, who vent their angry Spleens In Songs, Prints, Pamphlets, Papers, Magazines; Lucius, and Anti-Lucius, Pro’s and Con’s, The Lift of Placets, and of Plaeet-nons; The mobbing Vulgar, and the ruling Great; And all who dorm, and all who (leer the State; Here fhould forget the labours of the Day, And laugh their Cares, and their Complaints away: The Wretch of Jonathan's, who crufh’d with (hame. Crawl’s lamely out from Indicts defperate game. Safely might Speculate within thefe walls ; For here, while you approve, Stock never falls; Pleas’d then, indulge the Efforts of To night, ffor grudge to give, if you’ve receiv’d, delight. 



THE 

BROTHERS^ 

ACT I.- S GENE I. 

A rocky Jhore, with a fi/herman’s cabin in the cliff: a •violent tempejl with thunder and lightning: a Jhlp difcovered Jlranded on the coajl. The char afters enter after having looked out of the cabin, as if waiting for the abatement of the form. 
Gqobwin, Philip, Fanny. 

Philip.'IT blows a rank ftorm ; ’tis well, father, we 1 haul’d the boat afhore before the weather came on ; flic’s fafe bellow’d, however, let what will happen. Goodwin. A.y, Philip, we had need be provident: | except that poor IkifF, my child, what have we left i in this world that we can call our own ? Philip. To my thoughts now vve live as happily in I this poor hut, as we did yonder in the great houfe, when you w'as ’fquire Belfield’s principal tenant, and | as topping a farmer as any in the whol,e county of ■ Cornwall. Goodwin. Ah, child ! '■ Philip. Nay, never droop ; to be fure, father, the | ’fquire has dealt hardly with you, and a mighty point, t truly, he has gained ; the ruin of an honed man. If i thote are to be the ufes of a great eftate, heav’n con- I tinue me what I am. 



6 tHE ftROT'HERS. 
Fanny. Ay, ay, brother, a good confcience in a coarfe drugget, is better than an aching heart in a filken g«wn. Goodwin. Well, children, well, if you can bear mis- fortunes patiently, ’twere an ill office for me to re- pine ; we have long till’d the earth for a fubfiftence ; now, Philip, we mult plough the ocean ; in thofe waves lies our harveft ; there, my brave lad, we have an .equal inheritance with the beft. Philip. True, father, the fea that feeds us, provides us an habitation hefe in the hollow of the cliff; I trull, the ’fquire will exa£t no rent for this dwelling —Alas ! that ever two brothers Should have been fo oppofite as our mercilefs landlord, and the poor young gentleman they fay is now dead. Good-win. Sirrah, I charge you, name not that un- happy youth to me any more; I was endeavouring to forget him and his misfortunes, when the fight of that veffel in diftrefs brought him freffi to my remem-* brance; for, it feems, he periffied by fea; the more Shame upon him, whofe cruelty and injustice drove him thither ; but come—the wind lulls apace ; let us launch the boat, and make a trip to yonder veffel: if we can affift in lightening her, perhaps. She may ride it out. Philip. ’Tis to ho pnrpofe; the crew are coming afliore in their boat, I Saw them enter the creek. Goodwin. Did yoti fo i Then do you and your Af- ter Step into the cabin ; make a good fire, and provide Such fifii and other Stores as you have within : I will go dqwn and meet them ; whoever they may be, that have fuffer’d this misfortune on our coafis, let us re- member, children, never to regard any man as an e- nemy, who Hands in need of our protetfiion. [Exit* Philip. I’m Strongly tempted to go down to the creek too ; if father Should light on any mifehief— Well, for once in my life, I’ll difobey him; Sifter, you can look to matters within doors; I’ll go round by the point, and be there as foon as he. Fanny. Do fo, Philip; ’twill be belt. [Exeunt federally. SCENE 



THE BROTHERS. 7 
SCENE II. 

Goodwin re-enfers, followed by Francis andfeveral Jailors carrying goods and chefs from the wreck. 
Goodwin. This way, my friends, this way ; there’s ftowage enough within for all your goods. Francis. Come, bear a hand, my brave lads, there’s no time to lofe; follow that honed: man, and fet down your chefts where he direds yop. Sailor. Troth, I care not how foon I’m quit of mine; ’tis plaguy heavy. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 
Other Sailors enter. Firfl Sailor. Here’s a pretty fpot of work! plague on’t, what a night has this been ! I thought this damn’d lee-lhore wou’d catch us at lad. Second Sailor. Why, ’twas impodible to claw her off; well, there’s an end of her—The charming Sal- ly Privateer!—‘Poor foul 5 a better fea-boat never fwam upon the fait fea. Third Sailor. I knew we fhou’d have no luck after we took up that woman there from the packet that funk along fide us. Firjl Sailor. What, Madam Violetta, as they call her? Why, ’tis like enough—But hu(h, here conies our captain’s nephew; he’s a brave lad, and a fea- man’s friend, and between you and me [Boatfwain’s whiJUe~\—But hark, we are call’d—Come along. [Exeunt Sailors. 

SCENE IV. 
Belfield Junior, and Francis. Eelfeld Junior. That ever fortune fhou’d cad us u« pon this coad ! Francis. Francis. Sir ! Belfteld Junior. Have the people landed thefecheds we brought off with us in thfc boat ? Francis. They have, Sir; an honed old filheman, whom we met, has iliewn us here to a cavern in the cliff, where we have ftow’d them all in fafety. 

Bclfcld 



THE BROTHERS. 
Belfield Junior. That’s well. Where’s my uncle ? Francis. On hoard; no perfnafions can prevail on him to quit the fhip, which he fvvears, will lift with the tide ; his old crony the mafter is with him, and they ply the calks fo brilkly, that it feems a moot point, which fills the fafteft, they, or the wreck. Belfield Junior. Strange infenfibility ! but you mult bring him off by force then, if there is no other way of faving him ; I think o’my confcience, he is as indif- , ferent to danger as the plank be treads on ; we are ' now thrown upon my unnatural brother’s eftate ; that houfe, Francis, which you fee to the left, is his; and v.That may be the confequence if he and my uncle fliou’d meet, I know not; for fuch has been Captain Ironfides’ refentment on my account, that he has de- clared war againft the very name of Belfield ; and, in one of his whimfical pafiions, you know, infilled on my laying it afide for ever; fo that hitherto I have been known on board by no ether name, than that of Lewfon. Francis. ’Tis true, Sir; and I think ’twill be ad- vifable to continue the difguife, as long as you can. As for the old captain, from the life he always leads on fliore, and his impatience to get on board again, I think ’tis very pofiible an interview between him and your brother may be prevented. Belfield Junior. I think fo too. Go then, Francis, and conduit the old gentleman hither ^ I fee Violetta- coming. [Exit Francis. Sure there is fomething in that woman’s ftory un- commonly myllerious—Of Englilh parents—born in I.ifbon—her family and fortune buried in the earth- quake—fo much (lie freely tells ; but more I am con- vinc’d remains untold, and of a melancholy fort: fhe has once or twice, as I thought, feem’d difpos’d to unbofom herfelf to me ; but it is fo painful to be told of forrows; one hasn’t power to relieve, that I have | hitherto avoided the di^ourfe. 

SCENE | 



THE BF.OTHERS. 
SCENE V. 

Belfield Junior, Violetta. BelfieM Junior. Well, Madam, melancholy ftill ? Aill that face of forrow and defpair ? twice (hip- wreck’d, and twice refcu’d from the jaws of death, do you regret your prefervation ^ and have I incurr’d your difpleafure by prolonging your exiftence ? Violetta. Not fo, Mr I.ewfon ; fuch ingratitude be far from me; can I forget, when the vefFel, in which I had fail’d from Portugal, founder’d by your fide, with what noble, what benevolent ardour you flew to my affiftance ? Regardful only of my fafety, your own feem'd no part of your care. Belfield Junior. Oh ! no more of this ; the preferva- tion of a fellow-creature is as natural as felf-defence; you now, for the firft time in your life, breathe the air of England—a tough reception it has given you ; but be not, therefore, difcouraged; otrr hearts, Violet- ta, are more acceflible than our fliores; nor can you find inhofpitality in Britain, fave in our climate only. Violetta. Thefe charadterfifties of the Englilh may be juft ; I take my eftimate from a lefs favourable exam- ple. Belfield Junior. Viliany, Madam, is the growth of every foil; nor can I, while yonder habitation is iu my view, forget that England has given birth to mon- fters that difgrace humanity ; but this, I will fay for my countrymen, that, where you can point out one ralcal with a heart to wrong you, I will produce fif- ty honeft fellows ready and refolute to redtefs you. Violetta. Ah ! -But on what part of the Englilh coaft is it that we are now landed ? Belfield Junior. On the coaft of Cornwall. Violetta. Of Cornwall is it ? You feem to know the owner of that houfe : are you well acquainted with the country hereabouts i Belfield Junior. Intimately ; it has been the cradle of my infancy, and, with little interruption, my reli- dence ever lince. Violetta. You are amongft your friends then no doubt j 
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doubt; how fortunate is it, that you will have their confolation and afliftance in your diftrefs. Belfield Junior. Madam  Violetta. Every moment will bring them down to the very fame; this brave, humane, this hofprtable people will Rock, in crowds, to your relief; your friends, Mr Lewfon— Bsljield Junior. My friends, Violetta ! mud I con- fefs it to you, I have no friends thofe rocks, that have thus fcatter’d my treafures, thofe waves that have devoured them, to me are not fo fatal, as hath been that man, whom Nature meant to be my near- eft friend. Violetta. What, and are you a fellow-fufferer then ? Is this the way you reconcile me to your nation? Are thefe the friends of human kind ? Why don’t we fly from this ungenerous, this ungrateful country 1 Beljield Junior. Hold, Madam ; one villain, however bafe, can no more involve a whole nation in his crimes, than one example, however dignified, can infpire it with his virtues : thank Heaven, the worthlefs owner of that manfion is yet without a rival. Violetta. You have twice directed my attention to that houfe ; ’tis a lovely fpot; what pity that fo de- licious a retirement fliou’d be made the refidence of fo undeferving a being ? Beljield Junior. It is indeed a charming place, and was once the feat of hofpitality and honour; but its prefent poflefibr, Andrew Belfield Madam, fon Heaven’s fake, what ails you ? you feem fuddenly dif- ordered Have 1 faid  Violetta. No, ’tis nothing; don’t regard me, Mr Lewfon, 1 am weak, and fubjedt to thefe furprifes; I 111 all be glad however to retire. Belfield Junior. Alittle repofe I hopewill relieve you; within this hut fome accommodation may be found : lean on my arm. [Leads her to the door of the cabin. 

SCENE VI. 
Goodwin, Belfield Junior. Goodwin. Heaven defend me 1 do my eyes deceive me ? ’tis wond’rous like his fliape, his air, his look— Belfield 



THE BROTHERS. 
Beljkld Junior. What is your aftonithraent, friend ? Do you know me ? Jf it was not for that habit, I fhou’d fay your name is Goodwin. Goodwin. ’Tis he ; he is alive ! my dear young mafter, Mr Belfield! Yes, Sir, my name is Goodwin: however chang’d my appearance, my heart is ftill the fame, and overflows with joy at this unexpeded meet- ing. Belfield Junior. Give me thy hand, my old, my honelt friend ; and is this forry hole thy habitation i Goodwin. It is. Belfeld Junior. The world I fee has frown’d on thee lince we parted. Goodwin. Yes, Sir : but what are my misfortunes ! you mult have undergone innumerable hardfliips 5 and now, at laft, fhipwreck’d on your own coaft! Well, but your veflel is not totally loft, and we will work night and day in faving your eflfeds. Belfeld Junior. Oh, as for that, the fea gave all, let it take back a part; I have enough on fhore not to envy my brother his fortune. But there is one blefling, mafter Goodwin, I own I Ihould grudge him the pofleilion of—There was a young lady— Goodwin. What, Sir, hav’n’t you forgot Mifs So- phia ? Belfeld Junior. Forget her ! my heart trembles while I alk you, if ftie is indeed, as you call her Mifs ; Sophia. Goodwin. She is yet unmarried, though every day j we exped— Belfeld Junior. ’Tis enough ; Fortune, I acquit \ thee! Happy be the winds that threw me on this • coaft, and bleft the rocks that receiv’d me ! Let my veflel go to pieces ; ftie has done her part in bearing me hither, while I can call myfelf at the feet of my Sophia, recount to her my unabating paflion and have one fair ftruggle for her heart. {.Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 
Violet fa alone. Violetta. Once more I am alone. How my heart :■ funk when Lewfon pronounc’d the name of Belficld! It 
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It muft be he, it muft be my falfe, cruel, yet (fpite of all my wrongs) beloved hufband : yes, there he lives, each circumltance confirms it; Cornwall, the county ; here the fea-coaft, and thefe white craggy cliffs; there the difpofition of his feat; the grove, lake, lawn ; e- very feature of the landfcape tallies with the defcrip- tions he has given me of it. What fliall I do, and to whom fhall 1 complain ? When Lewfon fpoke of him, it was with a bitternefs, that fhock’d me ; I will not difclofe myfelf to him ; by what fell from him, 1 fulk petft he is related to Mr Belfield—But, hufh, I talk to thtfe rocks, and forget that they have ears. Euter Fanny. Fanny. Are you any better, Madam ? Is the air of any fervice to you ? Violetta. I am much reliev’d by it: the beauty of that place attracted my attention, and, if you pleafe, we will walk further up the hill to take a nearer view of it. \_Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 
Part of the crew enter with Ironsides, and Skiff in the midjl of them. Omnes. Huzza, huzza, huzza! Firjl Sailor. Long life to your honour! welcome afhoie noble captain. Second Sailor. Avail: there, Jack; Hand clear, and Jet his old honour pafs; blefs his heart, he looks chearly howfomever; let the world wag as it will, he’ll never flinch. Third Sailor. Not he ! he’s true Englifh oak to the heart of him ; and a fine old feaman-like figure he is. Ironfdes. Ah, meffmates, we’re all aground : I have been taking a parting cup with the charming Sally— She’s gone ; but the ftouteft bark muft have an end ; mafter here and I did all we could to lighten her; we took leave of her in an officer-like manner. Fir/l Sailor. Hang forrow ; we know the worft on’t; ’tis only taking a frefh cruife; and for my part I’ll fail with Captain Ironfides as far as there’s water to carry me. Omnes. So will we all. Ironftde. 
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Ironjtdes. Say ye fo, my hearts ; if the wind fits that way, hoift fail, fay I; old George will make one a- mongft you, if that be all; I hate an idle life—So, fo: away to your work: to-morrow we’ll make a day on’t. \_Exeunt Sailors. 

SCENE IX. 
Ironsides, Skiff. Ironftdes. Skiff. Skiff. Here, your honour. Ironjides. I told you, Skiff, how ’twould be; if you had luff’d up in time, as I would have had you, and not made fo free with the land, this mifhap had never come to pafs. Skiff. Lord love you, Captain Ironfides, ’twas a bar- rel of beef to a bifcuit, the wind had not fhifted fodi- redt contrary, as it did ; who cou’d have thought it ? Ironftdes. Why I cou’d have thought it; every body cou’d have thought it: do you confider where- abouts you are, mun ? Upon the coaft of England, as I take it. Every thing here goes contrary both by fea and land—Every thing whips and chops, and changes about like mad in this country ; and the peo- ple, I think, are as full of vagaries, as the climate. Skiff. Well, I cou’d have fwore  Ironfides. Ay, fo you con’d, Skiff, and fo you did, pretty roundly too ; but for the good you did by it, you might as well have puft a whiff of tobacco in the wind’s face. Skiff. Well, Captain, though we have loft our fhip, we hav’n’t loft our all: thank the fates, we’ve fav’d treafure enough to make all our fortunes notwith- ftanding. Ironftdes. Fortunes quotha ? What have two fuch old weather-beaten fellows, as thee and I are, to do with fortune; or, indeed, what has fortune to do with us ? Flip and tobacco is the only luxury we have any relifh for; had we fine houfes, could we live in ’em ? a greafy hammock has been our birth for thefe fifty years ; fine horfes, cou’d we ride ’em ? and as for the fair fex there, that my nephew makes fuch a pother about, I don’t know what thou mayft think 

B of 
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of the matter, Skiff, but for my own part, I Ihou’d not care if there were no fuch animals in the creation. 

SCENE X. 
Ironsides, skiff, Belfield yawar. Bel. Junior. Uncle ; what cheer, man ? Ironjldes. Oh, Bob, is it thee ? whither bound now, my dear boy ? Bel. Junior. Why, how can you afk fuch a que- 1 

flion ? We have landed our treafure, fav’d all our friends, and fet foot upon Englilh ground ; and what bufintfb think you can a young fellow like me have, but one ? Ironftdes. Pfliaw, you’re a fool, Bob! thefe wench- es will be the undoing of you ; a plague of ’em alto- gether, fay 1; what are they good for, but to fpoil company, and keep brave fellows from their duty; o’my confeience, they do more mifchief to the king’s navy in one twelvemonth, than the Fiench have done in ten ; a pack of—but 1 ha’ done with them, thank the flars I ha’ fairly wafh’d my hands of ’em, 1 ha’ nothing to fay to none of’em. Skijf. Mercy be good unto us ! that my wife cou’d but hear yourworfhip talk. Bel. Junior. Oh, my dear unci.  Irorjides. But I’ll veer away no more good advice after you, fo even drive as you will under your pet- ticoat fails;—black, brown, fair, or tawny, ’tis all filh that comes in your net: why, where’s your realon, Bob, all this here while? Where’s your icligion, and be damn’d to you ? Bel. Junior. Come, come, my dear uncle, a truce to your philofophy. Go, throw your dollars into yonder ocean and bribe the temped to be dill, you (hall as foon reverfe the operations of Nature, as wean my heart from my Sophia Ironjides. Hold, hold, take me right, if, by Sophia, you mean the daughter of Sir Benjamin Dove, I don’t care if I make one with you; what fay’d thou, boy, lhall it be fo ? Bel. Junior. So then you think there may be one good woman however. Ironjides. 
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Jronftdes. Juft as 1 think there may be one bonefi Dutciun.in. one fober German, or one righteous me- thodift. Look’e, iJob, fo 1 do but keep lingie, i have no objection to other people’s marrying ; but on thefe occalious, I wou’d manage myfelt, as 1 wou’d my fhip; not be running her into every odd creek and cranny in the fmuggling falhion, as if 1 had no good credentials to produce; but play f-.irly.and in fight d’ye fee ; and whenever a fafe harbour opens, (land boldly in, boy, and lay her up fnug, in a good birth, once for all. Bel Junior. Come then, uncle, let us about it, and you may greatly favour my enterprize, llnee you can keep the father and mother in play, while 1  Ironftdts. Avail, young man, avail ; the father, if you pieafe, without the mother; Sir Benjamin’s a paffabie good companion, for a land-man ; but for my lady—I'll have nothing to fay to my lady ; file’s his wife, thank the ftars, and not mine. Bel Junior. Be it as you will; 1 ihall be glad of your company on any terms. Ironfides. Say no more then. About fhip ; if you are bound for that port, I’m your mate : mailer, look to the wreck, I’m for a frelh cruize. [Exeunt. 

ACT II. 
The outfide of Sir Benjamin Dovt.’j houfe. 

Belfield Senior, Lucy Waters. Lucy. 'VXJ HAT, don’t I know you; hav’n’t you V V been to me of all mankind the bafeft i Bel. Senior. Not yet, Lucy. Lucy. Sure, Mr Belfield, you won’t pretend to deny it to my face. Bel. Senior. To thy face, child, I will not pre- tend that I can deny any thing; you .ire much too handfome to be contradicted. Lucy. Pifh ! Bel. Senior. So! fo! B * Lucy, 
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Lucy. Hav’n’t you, faithlcfs as you are, promis’d me marriage over and over again ? Bel. Senior. Repeatedly. Lucy. And you have now engag’d yourfelf to the daughter of Sir Benjamin Dove, have you not ? Bel. Senior. A (Tu redly. Lucy. Let me demand of you then, Mr Belfield, finee you had no honourable defigns towards me your- felf, why you prevented thofe of an humbler lover, young Philip, the fon of your late tenant, poor Good- 

Bel. Senior. For the very reafon you ftate in your queflion; becaufe I had no honourable defigns, and he had: you difappointed my hopes, and I was re- folv’d to defeat his. Lucy. And this you thought reafon fufficient to ex- pel his father from your farm; to profecute him and his innocent family, till you had accomplifh’d their ruin, and driven them to the very brink of the ocean for their habitation and fubfiftence ? Bel. Senior. Your queftions, Mifs Lucy, begin to be impertinent. Lucy. Oh, do they touch you. Sir; but I’ll wafle no more time with you; my bufinefs is with your Sophia; here, in the very fpot which you hope to make the fcene of your guilty triumphs, will I expofe you to her; fet forth your inhuman conduit to your unhappy brother; and deteit the mean artifices you have been driven to, in order to difplace him in her affedtious. Bel. Senior. You will ? Lucy. I will, be affined ; fo let me pafs. Bel. Senior. Stay, Lucy, underftand yourfelf a lit- tle better; didn’t you pretend to Sophia, that my brother paid his addreffes to you ; that he had pledg’d himfelf to marty you ; nay, that he had  Lucy. Hold, Mr Belfield, nor further explain a tranf- ailion, which, though it rtfleds fhame enough upon me that was your inftrument, ought to cover you who was principal in the crime, with treble confulion and remorfe. Bel. 
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Bel. Senior. True, child, it was rather a difre- putable tranfattion ; and it is therefore fit no part of it fhould reft with me : I fhall difavow it altogether. Lucy. Incredible confidence! Bel. Senior. We fhall fee who will meet molt be- lief in the world, you or I; chufe, therefore, your part: if you keep my fecret, you make me your friend ; if you betray it, you have me for your enemy ; and a fatal one you lhall find me. Now enter, if you think fit; there lies your way to Sophia. [Shegoes into the houfe ] So ! how am I to parry this blow ! —what plea lhall I ufe with Sophia ?—’twas the ar- dour of my love any thing will find pardon with a woman, that conveys flattery to her charms. — \fter all, if the worft (liould happen, and I be de- feated in this match, fo fhall 1 be faved from doing that, which, when done, ’tis probable I may repent of; and I have fome intimations from within, which tells me that it will be fo: I perceive that, in this life, he who is check’d by the rubs of compundion, can never arrive at the fummit of profperity. 

SCENE II. 
Belfield Senior, Paterson. Paterfon. What melancholy, Mr Belfield? So near your happinefs, and fo full of thought ? Bel. Senior Happinefs, what’s that? Paterfon. I’ll tell you, Sir; the pofitllion of a love- ly girl, with fifty thoufand pounds in her lap, and twice fifty thoufand virtues in her mind; this I call happinefs, as much as mortal man can merit: and this, as I take it, you are deftin’d to enjoy. Bel. Senior. That is not fo certain, Mr Paterfon;* wou’d you believe it, that perverfe hulfey, Lucy Wa- ters, who left me but this minute, threatens to tranf- verfe all my hopes, and is gone this inftant to Sophia with that refolution ? Mr Paterfon. Impoflible ! how is Mifs Waters pro- vided or provoked to do this ? Bel. Senior. Why, ’tis a foolifh ftory, and fcarce worth relating to you ; but you know, when your letters call’d me home from Portugal, I found my B 3 younger 
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younger brother in clofe attendance on Mifs Dove; and, indeed, fuch good ufe had the fellow made of his time in my abfence, that I found it impoffible to counterwork his operations by fair and open ap- proaches ; fo to make fhort of the ftory, I took this girl Lucy Waters into partnerlhip; and, by a happy device, ruin’d him with Sophia. Paterfon. This, Mr Belfield, I neither know, nor with to know. I Bel. Senior. Let it pafs then ; defeated in thefe views, my brother, as you know, betook himfelf to the defperate courfe of privateering, with that old tar-batrel, my uncle: what may have been his fate, I know not, but 1 have found it convenient to pro- pagate a report of his death. Paterfon. I amforryforit, Mr Belfield: Iwnlhnothing was convenient, that can be thought dilhonourable. Bel. Senior. Nature, Mr Paterfon, never put in- to an human compofition more candour and credulity, than fhe did into mine; but acquaintance with life has fhewn me how impracticable thefe principles are ; to live with mankind, we muft live like mankind: was it a world of bonefty, I Ihould blufh to be a man of art. Paterfon. And do you dream of ever reaching your journey’s end by fuch crooked paths as thefe are ? Bel. Senior. And yet, my moft fage moralift, wonderful as it may f em to thee true it is, notwith- ft-anding, that after having threaded all thefe by-ways,, and crooked allies, which thy right-lin’d apprehen- iion knows nothing of; after having driven my rival from tire field, and being almoft in pofieffion of the fpoil, dill I feel a repugnance in me that almoft tempts me to renounce my good fortune, and aban- don a victory I have ftruggled fo hard to obtain. Paterfon. I guefs’d as much; ’tis your Violetta;. ’tis your fair Portuguefe that counterworks your good fqvtune ; and I muft own to you, it was principally to five you from that improvident attachment, that I wrote fo prefiingly for your return { but though I have got your body in fafc holding, your heart is ftill at Lift)on ; and if you marry Mifs Dove, ’tis becaufe Violetta’s. 
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Violetta’s fortune was demolilhed by the earthquake ; and Sir Benjamin’s ftand fafe upon terra firma. Bel. Senior. Pr’ythee, Paterfon, don’t be too hard upon me : fare you don’t fufpedt that I am married to Violetta. Paterfon. Married to Violetta! now you grow much too fcrious, and ’tis time to put an end to the dif- courfe. [ Exit. Bel. Senior. And you grow much too quick-fight- ed, Mr Paterfon, for my acquaintance J think he does not quite fufpe<£t me of double dealing in this bufinefs ; and yet l have my doubts ; his reply to my queftion was equivocal, and his departure abrupt—I know not what to think This I know, that Love is a Deity, and Avarice a devil; that Violetta is my lawful wife ; and that Andrew Bdfield is a villain. lExit. 

SCENE III. 
Paterson pajfes over the Stage. Paterfon All abroad this fine day—not a creature within door. Enter Kitty. Kitty. Mr Paterfon ! hift, Mr Paterfon, a word iu I your ear, fweet Sir. Paterfon. Curfe on’t, (he has caught me Well, Mr? Kitty. ; Kitty. Why, I’ve been hunting you all the houfe ! over ; my lady’s impatient to fee you. Paterfon. Oh, I’m my Lady Dove’s moft obedient \ fcrvant—And whatareherladylhip’scommands, pray? ■ Kitty Fy, Mr Paterfon ; how (hould 1 know what j her ladyfhip wants with you; but a fecret it is, no ' doubt, for the defires you to come to her immediately in the garden, at the bottom of the yew-tree walk, 1, next the warren. Paterfon. The devil (he does—What a pity it is, ; Mrs Kitty, we can’t cure your lady of this turn for folitude ; I with you would go with me ; your com • pany, probably, will divert her from her contempla- tions : befides, I (hall certainly miftake the place. 
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Kitty. I go with you, Mr Paterfon, a fine thing truly: Pd have you to know that my character is not to be trufted with young fellows in. yew-tree walks, whatever my lady may think of tire matter— liefides, I’ve an aflignation in another place. [Exit. Paterfon What a devililh dilemma am I in ! why this is a peremptory aflignation—Certain it is, there are fome ladies that no wife man fhou’d be common- ly civil to—Here have I been flattering myfelf that I was ftroaking a termagant into humour, and all the while have been betraying a tender vidim into love. Love, love did { fay ? her ladyfhip’s paffion is a dif- grace to the name—Out what thall I do ’tis a piti- ful thing to run a,way from a vuftory; but it is fr e- quently the cafe in precipitate fuccefles, vye conquer more than we have wit to keep, or ability to enjoy. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 
Changes to the yezu-tree <walk. Bel. Jwiipr. Now ciru’d 1 but meet my Sophia— where can fhe have hid herfelf ?—Huftr; Lady Dove, as I live. Enter Lady Dove. Lady Dove. So, Mr Pater fon, you’re a pretty gen- tleman, to. keep a lady waiting here: why how you Hand? Come, come, 1 fhall expert a very handfome atonement for this indecorum—Why, what, let me look—Ah ! who, have we here? Bel. Jutiior. A man, madam ; and though not your man, yet one as honeft and as fecret: come, come, my Lady, 1’na no telltale; be you but grateful, this goes po further. Lady Dove. Loft and undone : young Belfield ! Bel. Junior. The fame; but be not alarmed ; we both have our fecrets; 1 am, like you, a votary to Love : favour but my virtuous paffion tor Mifs Dove, and take you your Paterfon ; 1 fhall be filent as the grave. Lady Dove. Humph ! Bel. Junior. Nay, never hefrtate; my brother, I know, had your wilhes; but wherein has Nature fa- vour’d 
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your’d him more than me: And, fince Fortune has now made my fcale as heavy as his, why Ihould par- tially direct the beam ? Lady Dove. Well, if it is fo, and that you ptomife not to betray me—But this accident has fo difcom- pos’d me, (plague on’t fay I) don’t prefs me any fur- ther, at prefent; I mult leave you; remember the condition of our agreement, and expedt my friend- fhip Oh, I could tear your eyes out. [Exit. Bel. Junior. Well, Sir Benjamin, keep your own council if your are wife ; I’ll do as I would be done by ; had 1 fuch a wife as Lady Dove, I Ihould be very happy to have fuch a friend as Mr Paterfon. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 
Sophia Dove, Lucy Waters. Lucy. If there is faith in woman, I have feen young Belfield, 1 have beheld his apparition; for what elfe 1 could it be ? Sophia. How, when; where ? I Ihall faint with ftirprife. Lucy. As I croft the yew-tree walk, I faw him pafs by the head of the canal towards the houfe. Alas ! poor youth, the injuries I have done him have call’d ' him from his grave. Sophia. Injuries, Mifs Waters, what injuries have i you oone him ? Tell me ; for therein, perhaps, I may 

; be concern’d. Lucy. Deeply concern’d you are; with the molt penitent remorfe I confefs it to you, that his afferiions to you were pure, honeft, and lincere. Yes, amiable ! Sophia, you was unrivall’d in his erteem ; and I, who I perfuaded you to the contrary, am the bafeft, the i falfeft of womankind ; every fyllable I told you of his engagements to me was a malicious invention r | how cou’d you be fo blind to your own fuperiority, i to give credit to the impolition, and fuffer him to de- f part without an expla .ation ? Oh, that villain, that j villain his brother has undone us all. Sophia. Villain, do you call him, Whither wou’d ! you tranfport my imagination ? You hurry me with fuch rapidity from one furprife to another, that I 
know 
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know not where to fix, how to ad, or what to be- lieve. Lucy. Oh, Madam, he is a villain, a moft accom- p1ifl»M one; and, if I can but match you from the fnare he has fpreatl for you, I hope it will, in fome meafure, atone for the injuries 1 have done to you, and to that unhappy youth, who now———O Hea- vens! I fee him again; he comes this way ; 1 cannot endure his fight; alive or dead i mutt avoid hnn. [.Raw out. 

SCENE VI. 
. Sophia, Rflfiild Junior. Bel. Junior. Adorable Sophia ! this tranfport over- pays sny labours. Sophia. Sit, Mr Belfield, is it you? Oh, fupport me!  Bek Junior With ray life, thou lovelielt of women ! Behold your poor adventurer is returned ; happy paft Compute, if his fat,e is not iodiffeieiit to you ; rich be- yond meafure, if his fafety is worthy your concern. Sophia. Rt leafe me, 1 beleech you : what have I done ! Sure you are too generous to take advantage of my con f . fion. Bel. Junior. Pardon me, my Sophia; the advan- tages I take from your confufion, are not to be pur- chas’d by the riches of the call: 1 wou’d not forego the tranfport of holding you one minute in my arms, for all that wealth and grvatnefs have to give. 

SCENE VU. 
Lady Dove enters, while Bkdfifld Junior is kneel- ing and embracing Sophia. Lady Dove. Hey-day ! what’s heie to do with you both ? Sophia Ah !—  \_Sbrieks ] Bel. Junior. Confufion! Lady Dove here. L#dy Dove. Yes, Sir, Lady Dove is here, and will take care you fhall have no more garden dialogues. On your knees too ( The fellow was not half fo civil to me). Ridiculous! a poor beggarly fwabber truly—as for you Mrs—   Bel. Junior, 
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Bel. Junior. Hold, Madam, as much of your fury and foul language as you pleafe upon me; but not one hard word againft that lady, or by Heavens!— Lady Dove. Come, Sir, none of your reprobate fwearing, none of your fea-noifes here ; I wou’d my firft hulband was alive, I wou’d he was for your fake. I am furpris’d Mifs Dove you have no more regard for your reputation ; a delicate Twain truely yon have choien, juft thrown alhore from the pitchy bowels of a fliipwreckt privateer. Go, go, get you in for fliame ; your father ihall know of thefe goings on, depend on’t: as for you Sir  [Exit Sophia. 

SCENE VIII. 
uis Jhe is going out, he flops her. Belmeld Junior and Lady Dove. Bel. Junior \ word with you. ,VI dam; L this fair dealing? What wou’d you have fed, if 1 had broke in t us upon you and Mr P iterfon ? Lady Dove. Mr P terfon ! way you rave ; what is it you mean ? Bel. Juni- r Come, come, this is too ridiculous: you know your reputation is in m keephi ; ; eih to mind what pa fie . between us a while ago, and the engagement you are under on that account Lady Dove, fla! ha! had Bel. Junior Very well truly j and you think to brave this matter out, do you ? Lady Dove Mott affure Uy; and fii <11 make !r Benjamin call you to account, if you dare to breathe a word againft my reputation : incorrigible coxcomb ; to think l wou’d keep any other terms with v '• af- ter fuch an event. Take my word for it, Bclfield, you are come home no wifer than you went out ; vou miffed the only advantage you might have taken of that rencounter, and now 1 fet you at defiance : take heed to what you fay, or look to hear from Sir Be- jairun. BA Junior Oh, no doubt on’t : how can Sir Ben- jamin avoid fighting for your take, when your lady- fliip fo liberally equipt him with weapons ? 
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SCENE IX. ^ Ha//. 

Jonathan, Francis. Jonathan. And i'o, Sir, ’tis juft as I tell you ; every- thing in this family goes according to the will of the lady : for my own part, I am one of thole that hate trouble ; I fwim with the ftream, and make my place as eafy as I can. Francis. Your looks, Mr Jonathan, convince me that you live at your eafe. Jonathan. I do fo; and, therefore, (in fpite of the old proverb, “ Like matter, like man”) you never faw two people more different than I and Sir Benjamin Dove. He, Lord help him, is a little peaking yuling thing; 1 am a jolly portable man, as you fee. It lb happen’d, that we both became widowers at the fame time ; I knew when 1 was well, and have continued Angle ever lince. He fell into the clutches of— Hark, fure I heard my lady— Francis. No, it was nothing. When did the poor gentleman light upon this termagant ? Jonathan. Lackaday, ’twas here at the borough of Knavefton, when matter had the great contclt with ’Squire Belfield, about three years ago: her firft huf- band, Mr Searcher, was a king’s meffenger, as they call it, and came down exprefs from a great man a- bout court during the poll; he caught a furfeit, as ill luck wou’d have it, at the eledtion-dinner; and, before he died, his wife, that’s now my lady, came down to fee him ; then it was matter fell in love with her: e- gad, ’twas the unluckieft job of all his life. Sir Benjamin calls without. Jonathan ! why Jonathan ! Francis. Hark, you are called. Jonathan. Ay, ay, ’tis only my matter; my lady tells the fervants not to mind what Sir Benjamin fays, and I love to do as I am bid. Francis. Well, honeft Jonathan, if you won’t move, I mutt ; by this time I hope my young matter is hap- py with your young miftrefs. [Exit Francis. 
SCENE 
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SCENE X. 

Sir Benjamin Dove and Jonathan. Sir Ben. Dove. Why Jonathan, 1 fay. Oh, are you here? Why cou’dn’t yon come when I call’d you? Jonathan. Lackaday, Sir, you don’t confider how much eafier it is for you to call, than for me to come. Sir Ben. Dove. I think, honeft Jonathan, when firft I knew you, you was a parifli orphan: 1 prentic’d you out; you run away from your matter; I took you into my family; you married; I fet you up in a farm of my own, ftock’d it; you paid me no rent; I receiv’d you again into my fervice, or rather, I fliou’d fay, my lady’s. Are thefe things fo, or does my me- mory fail me, Jonathan ? Jonathan. Why to be fure, I partly remember fome- what of what your worfliip mentions. Sir Ben. Dove. If you partly remember fomething of all this, Jonathan, don’t entirely forget to come when I call. (Captain Ironsides without.) Hoy there! within! what nobody ftirring! all hands adeep ; all under the hatches ? Sir Btnj. Dove. Hey-day, who the dickens have we got here r Old Captain Ironlides, as I am a finner; who wou’d have thought of this ? Run to the door, good Jonathan—nay, hold, there’s no efcaping now : 1 —what will become of me ?—he’ll ruin every thing ; I and throw the whole houfe into confufion. Ironfides. What, Sir Ben ! my little knight of Mal- | ta! give me a bufs, my boy. Hold, hold, fure I’m ■ out of my reckoning; let me look a little nearer; | Why, what mifhap has befallen you, that you heave out thefe (ignals of diftrefs ? Sir Ben. Dove. I’m heartily glad to fee thee, my s old friend; but a truce to your fea phrafes, for I I don’t underftand them : what fignals of diftrefs have 1* I about me ? Ironjides. Why that white flag there at your main I top mart head : in plain Engliih, what doft do with | that clout about thy pate ? Sir Ben. Dove. Clout, do you call it? ’Tis a little C ett 
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en dijhahille, indeed ; but there’s nothing extraordi- nary, I take it, in a man’s wearing his gown and cap in a morning ; ’tis the drd's I ufualjy chute to Itudy iu. Ironfules. And this hall is your library, is it ? Ah ! my old friend, my old friend ! but, conae, 1 wanted to have a little chat with you, and thought to have dropt in at pudding time, as they fay ; for though it may be morning with thee. Sir Ben, ’tis mid-day with the reft of the world. Sir Bc>v. Dove. Indeed, is it fo late ?—But I was fallen upon an agreeable tete-a-tete with Lady Dove, and, hardly knew how the time palTed. IronJides. Come, come, ’tis very clear how your time has paffed; but what occaiion is there for this fellow’s being privy to our converfation—Why don’t the lubber thr? What does the fat, lazy oaff ftand flaring at? $ir Rsn. Dove. What (hall I fay now ? Was ever a- by thing fo diftrefling ?—Why that’s Jonathan,, Cap- tain ; don’t you remember your old.friend Jonathan ? jcnatkan. I hope your honour’s in good health ; I’m glad to fee your honour come home again. Ironjidei Honeft Jonathan,. I came to vifit your maltcr, and not you ; if you’ll go and haften dinner, and bring Sir Benjamin his perriwig and cloaths, you’ll do me a very acceptable piece of fervice ; for to tell you the truth, my friend, I hay’n’t had a com- fbitable meal of frefli proviiion this many a day. [£jf/V Jonathan. 

S\r Ben. Dove. Foregad, you’re come to the wrong- hopfe to tind ope, [Afide., Ironjitjes. And fo, Sir Knight, knowing I was wel- come, and having met with,a mifhap here, upon your coait, I am com* to taft-e your good cheer, and pafs an evening with you pver a tiff of punch. Sir Ben. Dove. The devii you are ! This is very kind cf you: there is no man in England, Captain Ironffdes, better pleas’d to fee his friends a- bout him than I am. Ironjides. Ay, ay, if I did’n’ think I was welcome, 1 fliou’dn’t ha’ come. Sir 
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Sir. Ben. Dove. You may be aflur’d you are wel- come. Ironjides. lam affur’d. Sir Ben. Dove. You are, by my foul: take my woid.for it, you are. Ironjides. Well, well, what need of all this ceremo- ny about a meal’s meat, who doubts you i Sir Ben. Dove. You need- not doubt me, believe it; I’ll only Itep out and afk my lady what time ihe has order’d dinner; or whether (he has made any engage- ment I’m not appriz’d of. Ironftdes. No, no; engagement! how can that be, and you in this pickle ? Come, come, fit dowh; din- ner won’t come the quicker for your enquiry : and now tell me, how does my god-daughter Sophia? Sir Sen. Dove. Thank you, heartily, Captain, my daughter’s well in health. Ironftdes. That’s well; and how fares your fine new wife ? How goes on matrimony ? Fond as ever, my my little amorous Dove ; always billing, always coo- iug ? Sir Ben. Dove. No, Captain, no, we are totally al- ter’d in that refpedt; we Ihew no fondnefs now before company; my lady is fo delicate in that particular, that from the little notice (he takes 'of me in public, you wou’d fcarce believe we were man and wife. Ironjides. Ha, ha, ha ! why ’tis the very circum- ftance that wou’d confirm it; but Tm glad to hear It; for of ail things under the Fun I molt uaufeatb your nuptial familiarities; and though you remem- ber I was fool enough to diffuade you from this match. I’m rejoic’d to hear you manage fo well and fo wifely. Sir Ben. Dove. No man happier in this life. Cap- tain, no man happier; one thing only is wanting; had the kind (tars but crown?d our endearments— Ironjihs. What, my lady don’t breed then ? Sir Ben. Dove. Hufh, hufh ! for Heaven’s fake, don't fpeak Fo loud ; fhou’d my lady overhear you, it might put ftrange things into her head ; oh ! fire is a lady of delicate fpirits, tender nerves, quite weak and'tender nerves ; a fmall matter1 throws her down ; ’gentle as a lamb ; darts at a draw j fpeak loud and C a it 



it deflroys her: oh my fiiend, you are not us’d t<> deal with women’s conftitutions ; thefe hypochondri- ac cafes require a deal of management; ’tis but cha- rity to humour them, and you cannot think what pains it requires to keep them always quiet and ia temper. Ir-.nf.iLs. Ay, like enough, but here comes my lady, and in excellent temper, if her looks don’t belie her. 
SCENE XL 

Sir Benjamin Dove, Captain Ironsides, and Lady Dove. Lady Daw. What’s to do now, Sir Benj'amin ? What’s the matter that you fend for your deaths in fuch a hurry? Can’t you be contented to remain as you are? your prefent drefs is well enough to ftay at home in, and 1 don’t know that you have any call out of doors. Ironfuks. Gentle as a lamb, Sir Benjamin. Sir Ben. Do-ve. This attention of yours, my dear, is beyond meafure flattering ! I am infinitely behol- den to you; but you are fo taken up with your con- cern on my account, that you overlook our old friend and neighbour Captain Ironfides. Lady Dome. Sir Benjamin, you make yourfelf quite ridiculous : this folly is not to be endur’d ; you are enough to tire the patienciv'f any woman living. Sir Ben. Dome. She’s quite dilcompos’d, all in a flutter for fear I (hou’d take cold by changing my drefs. Ironfides~ Yes, I perceive, £he has exceeding weak nerves. You are much in the right to humour her. Lady Dome. Sir Benjamin Dove, if you mean that I (hou’d ftay a minute longer in this houfe, I infift u- pon your turning that old porpoife out of it: is it not enough to bring your naufeous fra companions within thefe doors, but muft; I becompell’d to enter- tain ’em ? Fob ! 1 (han’t get the feent of his tar jackr et out of my noftrils this fortnight. Sir Ben. Dome. Hu(h, my dear lady Dove, for Hea- ven’s fake, don’t (hame and expofe me in this man- ner ; 
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Her; how can I pofliblyturn an honeft: gentleman ou,t of |iny doors, who has jdven me no offence in life ? Lady J)ove. Marry, but he has though, and great offence too ; I tell you, Sir Benjamin, you are made a fool of. Sir Ben. Dove. Nay, now, my dear fweet love be compos’d. Lady Dove. Yes, forfooth, and let a young ramb- ling raking prodigal run away with your daughter. Sir Ben. Dove. How, what! Lady Dove. A fine thing truly to be cojrvpos’d   Jronjides. W,ho is it your ladyihip fufpects of fuch a defign ? Lady Dow.'Who, Sir; why,-who but your ne- phew Robert? you flatter’d us with a falfe hope, he > was dead ; but to our forow, we find him alive and return’d: and now you are cajoling this poor fimplc i unthinking man, while your wild Indian, your fa- yage there, is .making off with his daughter. Sir Ben. Dove. Mercy on us! what am-1 to think ,of all this ? Ironfides. What are you to think ! why that it is a lie; that you are an afs ; and that your wife is a ter- magant. My nephew is a lad of honour, and fcorns to run away with any man’s daughter, or wife either, i though, I think, there’s little danger of that here— As for me, fooner than mefs with fuch a vixen, I’d ftarve: and fo, Sir Benjamin, I with you a good fto- mach to your dinner. 

SCENE XU. 
&V Benjamin Dove, Lady Dove. Lady Dove. Infolent, unmannerly brute, was ever the like heard ? And you to ftand tamely by: I de- clare I’ve a great mind to raife the fervants upon him, ■. fince I have no other defenders. Thus am I for ever treated by your fcurvy companions. Sir Ben. Dove. Be pacified, my dear, am I in fault? But for Heaven’s fake, what is become of my daugh- ter ? Lady Dove. Yes, you can think of your daughter; .but flic is iafe enough for this turn; I have taken care C 3 of 
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of her for one while, and thus I am rewarded for if. Am I a vixen, am I a termagant ? Oh, had my firft huiband, had my poor dear, dead Mr Searcher heard fiich a word, he wou’d have rattled him—But he— What do I talk of? he was a man: yes, yes, he was, indeed, a man—As for you  Sir Ben. Dove. Strain the comparifon no farther. Lady Dove ; there are particulars, I dare fay, in which I f 11 fhort of Mr Searcher. Lady Dove. Short of him ! I'll tell you what, Sir Benjamin, I valued the dear greyhound that hung at his button-hole, more than I do all the foolifh trin- kets your vanity has lavifil’d on me. Sir Ben. Dove. Your ladyfhip, doubtlefs, was the paragon of wives: F well remember when the poor man laid ill at my borough of Knavefton, how yoii came flying on the wings of Love, by the Exeter wag- gon, to vifit him before he died. Lady Dove. I underftand your fneer, Sir, and I de- fpife it: there is one condition only upon which you may regain my forfeited opinion; young Belfield, who with this old fellow, has defigns in hand of a dange- rous nature, has treated me with an indignity flill greater than what you have now been a witnefs to. Shew yourfelf a man upon this occafum, Sir Benja- min. Sir Ben. Dove. Any thing, deareft, for peace fake. Lady Dove. Peace fake ? it is war and not peace which I require—But come, if you will walk this way, I’ll lay the matter open to you. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

The fea-Jhore before Goodwin’s cabin. 
Violetta, Fanny. Violetta. A ND when is this great match of Mr L\ Belfield’s to be ? Fanny..! Madam, we look tohearof it everyday. Violetta. 



THE BROTHERS. 3I Violetta. You feem to confider this event, child, as a misfortune to yourfelf: however others may be af- fected by Mr Belfield’s marrying Mifs Dove, to you I conceive it muft be matter of indifference. Fanny. I have been taught, Madam, to confider no event as matter of indifference to me, by which good people are made unhappy. Mifs Sophia is the be ft young lady living ; Mr Belfield is  Violetta. Hold, Fanny, do ftep into the houfe; in my writing box you will find a letter fealed, but wi- thout a direction, bring it to me. [Exit Fanny ] I have been writing to this bafe man, tor I want for- titude to fupport an interview. What, if I unbo- fom’d myfelf to this girl, and entrufted the letter to her conveyance ? She feems exceedingly honelt, and for one of fo mean a condition, uncommonly fenfible; I think, I may fafely confide in her. Well, Fanny. Enter Fanny. Fanny. Here is your letter, Madam. Violetta. 1 thank you ; 1 trouble you too much ; but thou art a good natur’d girl, and your attention to me fhall not go unrewarded. Fanny. I am happy to wait upon you ; I wifTi I cou’d do or fay any thing to divert you ; but my dif- courfe can’t be very amufing to a lady of your fort ; and talking of this wedding feems to have made you more melancholy than you was before. Violetta. Come hither, child ; you have remarked my difquietude, I will now difclofe to you the occa- fion of it: you feem interefted for Mifs Dove ; I too am touch’d with her fituation: you tell me, fhe is the belt young lady living. Fanny. Oh ! Madam, if it were poffible for an angel to take a human fbape fhe muft be one. Violetta. ’Tis very well; I commend your zeal; you are fpeaking now of the qualities of her mind. Fanny. Not of them alone; fhe has not only the virtues but the beauty of an angel. Violetta. Indeed ? Pray, tell me, is fhe fo very hand- fome ? Fanny. As fine a perfon as you cou’d wifh to fee. Violetta. Tail l 
Fanny. 
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Fanny. About your (ize, or.rather taller. Violetta. Fair, or dark cornplfxion’d ? Fanny. Of a moil lovely complexion : ’tis her great- eft beauty, and all pure nature, i’ll be anlvvetable ; then, her eyes are fo foft, and fo fmiling, and as for her hair  Violetta. Hey-day ! why, where are you rambling, child ? 1 am falisfy’d ; 1 make no doubt (be is a eon* fummate beauty, and that Mr Belfleld loves her to I diffraction. \_Mjide-~\ I don’t like this girl fo well as I did ; the is a great talker ; 1 am glad 1 did not dif- clofe my mind to her; Fll go in and determine on fome expedient. [Exit. Fanny. Alas! poor lady! as fure as. can be, die has been crofs’d in love; nothing in this world hefide cou’d make her fo miferable ; but fure, I fee Mr Francis ; if falling in love leads to fuch misfortunes, ’tis fit I thould get out of his way. 

S C E N E II. 
Francis, Philip. Francis. Wasn’t that your filler, Philip, that ran into the cabin ? Philip. I think it was. Francis. You’ve made a good day’s work on’t: the •weather coming about fo fair, 1 think we’ve fcarce loft any thing of value, but the Ihip; didn’t you im et the old Gaptain as you came down to the creek ? Philip. I did ; he has been at Sir Benjamin Dove’s here, at Cropley Caftle, and is come back in a curious i humour. Francis. So! fo, I attended my young mailer thi- ther at the fame time ; how came they not to return togetherl Philip. That I can’t tell—Come, let’s go in and re- freth ourfelves. [Exeunt. 
SCENE VII. 

Sophia Dove, Lucy Waters. Sophia. Indeed, and indeed, Mifs Lucy Waters, ’ thefe are throng fadts which you tell me; and, I do believe, no prudent woman wou’d engage with a man 
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of Mr Andrew Delfield’s difpofition ; but \vhat couife am l to follow ? And how am I to extricate mylelf from the embarraflments of my (Uuation ? Lucy. Truly, madam, you have but one refuge that I know of. Sophia. And that lies in the arms of a young ad- venturer. O Lucy, Lucy, this is a flattering preicrip- tion j calculated rather to humour the patient, than to remove the difeafe. Lucy. Nay, but if there is a necefiity for your ta- king this ftep  Sophia. Ay, necefiity is grown ftrangely commodi- ous of late, and always compels us to do the very thing we have moft a mind to. Lucy. Well, Madam, but common humanity to young Mr Belfield You muft allow he has been hardly treated. Sophia. By me, Lucy ? Lucy. Madam !—No, Madam, not by you; but ’tis charity to heal the wounded, though you have not been a party in the fray. Sophia. I grant you !—You are a true female phi- lofopher ; you would let Charity recommend you a hufband, and a hufband recommend you to Charity —But l won’t reafon upon the matter ; at lead, not in the humour 1 am now ; nor at this particular time; no, Lucy, nor in this particular fpot; for here it wa^, at this very hour, yelterday evening, did young Bel- field furprife me. Lucy. And fee, Madam, punctual to the fame lucky moment, he comes again: let him plead his own caufe; you need fear no interruption ; my lady has too agree- able an engagement of her own, to endeavour at di- fturbing thole of other people. Exit Lucy. 

SCENE IV. 
Sophia, Belfield Junior. Bel. yunior. Have I then found thee, lovelieft of women f O! Sophia, report has (truck me to the heart; if, as l am told, to-morrow gives you to my brother, this is the laft time I am ever to behold you. Sophia. 
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Sophia. Why fo, Mr Belfield ? Why (houhl our re- paration be a necriTary confequence of our alliance ? Bel. Junior. Becaufe'I have been ambitious, and cannot furvive the pangs of difappointment. Sophia. Alas ! poor man ! but you know where to bury your difappointments ; the fea is dill open to you; and, take my word for it, Mr Belfield, the man who can live three years, ay, or three months, in re- paration from the woman of his beait, need be under no appreher Rons'for his life, let what will befa! her. Bel. Junior. Cruel, infultiog Sophia! when 1 l ift parted from you, I flatter’d myfelf I had left fane impreflion on your heart—But in every event of my life, I meet a bafe injurious brother ; the everlaftir;g bar to my happinefs—I can fupport it no longer ; and Mr Belfitld, Madam, never can, never ■ftnli ia yours. Sophia. How, Sir, never fhall be mine ? What do you tell me? There is but that man on earth with whom I can be happy; and if my fate is fuefi, that he is never to be mine, the wot Id, and all it contains will for ever after be indifferent to me. Bel. Junior. I have heard enough : fnrexve!! Sophia. Farewel, fagacious Mr BeliielJ ; the next fond female, who thus openly declares herfelf to you, will, 1 hope, meet a more gallant reception than 1 have done. Bel. Junior. How, what! is’t poflible? O Heavens! Sophia. What, you’ve difeover’d it at laft ? Oh, fie upon you ! Bel. Junior. Thus, thus, let me embrace my uncx- pedted blefling ; come to my heart, my fond, o’erfiow- ing heart, and tell me once again that my Sophia will be only mine. Sophia. Oman, man! all deipondeney one moment, all rapture the next. Noqtreftion now but you con- ceive every difficulty is furmounted, and that wc have pothing to do but to run into each others-arms, .make a firfh ion able elopement, and be happy for life; and I muft own to you, Belficld, was there no other con- dition of our union, even this projeft fhould not de- ter me; but i have better hopes, provided you will 



THE BROTHERS, 3J be piloted, by me ; for believe me, my good friend, I am better acquainted with this coaft than you are. Bel, Junior. 1 doubt not your difcretion, and lhall implicitly furrender myfelf to your guidance. Sophia. Give me a proof of it then by retreating from this place immediately ;; ’tis my father’s houc for walking,, and I would not have you meet; be- fides, your brother is expedtcd. Bel. Junior. Ay, that brother, my Sophia, that brother brings vexation and regret whenever he is named ; but I hope, I need not dreadafecond injury in your efteem ; and yet I know not how it is, but if I was addicted to fuperiiition— Sophia. And if I was addidted to anger, I (hou’d quarrel with you for not obeying my injundtions with more readinefs. Bel. Junior. I will obey thee, and yet ’tie difficult —Thole tips, whicli thus have bleft me, cannot dif- mifs me without— Sophia. Nay, Mr Belfie'.d, don’t you—well then—, mercy upon us ! who’s coming here? Bel. Junior. How, oh, yes: never fear; ’tis a friend} ’tis Violetta ; ’tis a lady that I— Sophia. That you what, MrBelfield?—What lady is.it? 1 never faw her in my life before. BeL Junior. No, fhu is a foreigner, born in Portu- gal, though of an Engliih family: the pacquet in •which flie was coming to. England, founder’d along fide of our ftiip, and l was the inftrument of laving her life : I intereft myfdf much in her happinefs, and I befeech you, for my fake, to be kind to her. [Exit. Sophia. Heiinterefts himfelf much in her happinefs} he befeeqhes me, for his fak , to be kind to her—. What am 1 to judge of all this ? 
SCENE V. 

Sophia, Violetta. Violetta. Madam, I aik pardon for this intrufion } but 1 have bufinefs with you of a nature that. I pre- fume I’m not miftaken, you are the young lady 1 have been directed to, the daughter of Sir Benjamin Dove? Sophia. I am, Madam ; but won’t you pleafe to re- 
pofc 
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pofe yourfelf in the houfe ? I underftand you are a ; llranger in this country. May I beg to know what j commands you have for me? Mr Btlfield has made ; me acquainted with fome circumftances relative to your Rory ; and for his fake, Madam, I fhall be proud i to render you any fcrvice in my power. Vieletta. For Mr BelReld’s fake, did you fay, Ma- i dam ? Has Mr Belfield named me to you, Madam ? J Sophia. Js there any wonder in that, pray ? Violetta. No, none at a!!. If any man elfe, ftich confidence wou’d furprife me ; but in Mr Belfield ’tis j natural; there is no wondering at what he does. Sophia. You muft pardon me : I find we think dif- j ferently of Mr Belfield. He left me but this minute, and in the kindefi terms, recommended you to my friend {hip. Violetta. ’Twas he then, that parted from you as I came up; I thought fo; but I was too much agitated to obferve him—and I am confident he is too guilty j to dare to look upon me. Sophia. Why fo, Madam ? for Heaven’s fake, in- form me what injuries you have receiv’d from Mr Belfield ; I muft own to you, I am much interefted in finding him to be a man of honour. Violetta. 1 know your fituation, Madam, and I pity it; Providence has fent me here, in time, to fave you, and to tell you— Sophia. What ? To tell me what ? O fpeak, or I fliall fink with apprehenlion. Violetta. To tell you, that he is—my hufoand. Sophia. Hufband ! your hufband ? what do ] hear, ungenerous, bafe, deceitful Belfield! 1 thought he feem’d confounded at your appearance ; every thing confirms his treachery ; and 1 cannot doubt the truth of what you tell me. Violetta. K truth it is, Madam, that I muft ever re- j flefl on with the mofl forrowful regret. Sophia. Come, let me beg you to walk towards the [ houfe : J a(k no account of this tranfacftion of Mr Bel- | field’s; 1 wou’d fain banifh his name from my memb- ry for ever, and you fhall this inflant be a vvitncfs to his peremptory difmiflion. fExeunt. SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Belfield Junior, Paterson. Bel. Junior. And fo, Sir, thefe are her ladyfliip’s commands, are they? Paterfon. This is what I am commiffion’d by Lady Dove to tell you : what report fliall I make her ? Bel. Junior. Even what you pleafe, Mr Paterfon; mould it and model it to your liking; put as many • palliatives, as you think proper, to fweeten it to her ladylhip’s tafte ; fo you do but give her to under- ftandthat I neither can, nor will abandon my Sophia. Ceafe to think of her, indeed ! What earthly power can exclude her idea from my thoughts; I am fur- pris’d Lady Dove Ihou’d think of fending me fuch a maflage; and, I wonder, Sir, that you Ihou’d con- fent to bring it. Paterfon. Sir!  Bel. Junior. Nay, Mr Paterfon, don’t a (Tame fuch a menacing air; nor praftife on my temper too far in this buflnefs ; 1 know both your (ituation and my own ; confider, Sir, mine is a caufe that would ani- mate the moft daftardly fpirit; your’s is enough to damp the moft courageous. [Exit. Paterfon. A very Ihort and fententious gentleman : but there is truth in this remark ; mine is but a for- ry commifiion, after all; the man’s in the right to fight for his miftrefs ; Ihe’s worth the venture ; and if there was no way elfe to be quit of mine, I ftiould be in the right to fight too : egad, I don’t fee why aver- fion fhou’dn’t make me as defperate as love makes him. Hell and fury ! here comes my Venus. 
SCENE VII. 

Paterson, Lady Dove. Lady Dove. Well, Paterfon, what fays the fellow to my meffage ? Paterfon. Say;,, Madam! I’m afham’d to tell you ; what he lays : he’s the arranteft boatfwain that ever I convers’d with. Lady Dove. But tell me what he fays. 
Paterfon. 
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Pattrfon. Every thing that fcandal, and fcurrility can utter agaioft you. Lady Dove. Againftme? Whatcou’dhefayagainftme? Paterfon. Modefty forbids me to tell you. Lady Dove. Oh ! the vile reprobate! I, that have been fo guarded in my condudt, fo difcreet in my par- tialities, as to keep 'em fecret, even from my own buf- .band; but, I hope, he didn’t venture to abufe my perfon. Paterfon. No, Madam, no; had he proceeded to fuch lengths, I cou’dn’t in honour have put up with it; I hope, 1 have more fpirit than to fuffer any re- fiedtions upon your ladyfliip’s perfonal accomplifli- xnents, Lady Dove. Well; but did you fay nothing in de- fence of my reputation l Paterfon. Nothing. Lady Dove. No ? Paterfon., Not a fyllable; truft me for that; ’tis the wifeft way upon all tender topics to be filent; for, he who takes upon him to defend a lady’s reputation, only publilhes her favours to the world; and there- fore, 1 wou’d always l^ave that oflice to a huiband. Lady Dove. 'Tis true; and, if Sir Benjamin had any heart- • Paterfon. Come, come, my dear lady, don t be top fevere upon Sir Benjamin ; many men of no. better ap- pearance than Sir Benjamin, have fhown themfelves perfedt heroes; 1 know a whole family, that with the limbs of ladies, have the hearts of lions. Who can tell but your huiband may be one of this fort? Lady Dove. Ah !  Paterfon. Well ; but try him, tell him how yoti have been ufed, and fee what his fpirit will prompt him to do. Apropos! here the little gent lemar comes; if he won’t fight, ’tis but what you expedt: if he will, who can tell where a lucky arrow may hit. 

-SCENE VIII. 
Sir Benjamin Dove, Laoy Dove. Lady Dove. Sir Benjamin, 1 want to have a little difcourfe in private with you. 
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Sir Ben. Dove. With me, my lady? Lady Dove. With you, Sir Benjamin ; ’tis upon a matter of a very ferious nature ; pray fit down by me; 1 don’t know how it is, my dear, but I have obferved of iate, with much concern, a great abatement in your regard for me. Sir Ben. Dave. Oh! fie, my lady, why do you think fo? What reafon have you for ib unkind a fuf- picion ? lady Dove. ’Tis in vain for you to deny it; I am convinc’d yon have done loving me. Sir Ben. Dove. Well, now, I vow my dear, as I am a finner, you do me wrong. I.ady Dave Look’e, Sir Benjamin, love like mine is apt to be quick-lighted, and 1 am perfuaded, 1 am not deceived in my obfervation. . Sir Ben. Dove. Indeed, and indeed, my Lady Dove, you accufe me wrongfully. I.ady Dove. Miftake me n®t, my dear, I do not ac- cnfeyou; 1 accufe myfelf; i am fen hole, there are faults and imperfe&ions in my temper. Sir Ben. Dove. Oh i trifles; my dear, mere trifles. Lady Dove. Come, come, I know you have led out an uncomfortable life of late, and, i’m afraid, I’ve been innocently, in fome degree, the caufe of it. Sir Ben. Dove. Far be it from me to contradict your ladyfliip, if you are pleas’d to fay fo. Lady Dove. 1 am fare it has been as I fay: my over- fond net's for you has been troublelbme and vexatious; you hate confinement, I know you do ; you area man of fpirit, and form’d to figure in the world. Sir Ben. Dove. Oh 1 you flitter me. Lady Dove. Nay, nay, there’s no difguifing it; you figh for action ; your looks declare it.: .this alteration in your habit and appearance puts it out of doubt; there is a certain qtiicknefs in your eye; ’twas the firft fymptoin that attracted my regards; and, I am mifta- ken, Sir Benjamin, if you don’t poflcl's as much cou- rage as any man. Sir Ben. Dove. Your ladyfhip does me honour. Lady Dove. 1 do you juftice. Sir Benjamin. Sir Ben. Dove. Why, 1 believe, for the matter of 

D * courage. 
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courage, I have as much as my neighbours; but ’tis of a Itrange perverfe quality, for as fome fpirits rife with the difficulties they are to encounter, ray cou- rage, on the contrary, is always greatcft when there is leaft call for it. I-ady Dove. Oh! you fliall never make me believe this, Sir Benjamin; you cou’dn’t bear to lee me ill us’d, I’m poiitive you cou’dn’t. Sir hen. Dove. ’Tis as well, however, not to be .too fure of that. \_Afide. Lady Dove. You cou’dn’t be fo mean fpirited, as to Hand by and hear your poor dear wife abus’d, and in- fulted, and  Sir. Ben. Dove. Oh! no, by no means, ’twould break my heart; but who has abus’d you and infult- ed you, and-  Lady Dove. Who? Why, this young Belfield that 1 told you of. Sir Ben. Dove. Oh ! never liften to him ; a woman of your years Ihould have more fenfe than to mind what fuch idle young fieerers can fay of you. Lady Dove. My years, Sir Benjamin ! Why, you are more intolerable than he is ; but let him take his courfc; let him run away with your daughter; it fliall be no further concern of mine to prevent him. Sir Den. Dove. No, my dear, I’ve done that effedu- ally. Lady Dove. How fo, pray ? Sir Ben. Dove. By taking care Ihe fhan’t run away with my eftate at the fame time. Some people lock their daughters up to prevent their eloping; I’ve gone a wifer way to woi k with mine, let her go loofe, and lock’d up her fortune. Lady Dove. And o’ my confcience, I believe you mean to do the fame by your wife ; turn her loofe u- pon the world, as you do your daughter ; leave her to the mercy of every free-booter; let her be vilified and abus’d; her honour, her reputation, mangled and torn by every paltry privateering fellow that Fortune cafts upon your coafts. Sir Ben. Dove. Hold, my lady, hold ! young Bel- field didn’t glance at your reputation, I hope; did he ? Lady 
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Lady Love. Indeed but he did though, and therein I think every wife has a title to her huflnnd’s protec- tion. Sir Ben. Dove. True, my dear, 'tis our duty to plead, but yours to provide us with the brief. Lady Dove. There are fome infults, Sir Benjamin, that no man of fpirit ought to put up with *, and the imputation of being made a wittol of, is the moft un- pardonable of any. Sir Ben- Dove. Right, my dear, even truth you know is not to be fpoke at all times. Lady Dove. How, Sir, would you infinuate any thing to the difparagement of my fidelity ? but choofe your fide, quarrel you muft, either with him or with me. Sir Ben. Dove. Oh! if that’s the alternative, vyhatar deal of time haore we wafted? Step with me into my- library, and I’ll pen him a challenge immediately. [Exeunt, 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. The cabin, with a view of the fed as before. 

Philip, Lucr Water?. 
Philip. T TOW I have lov’d you, Lucy, and what I i X have fuffered on your account, you know well enough; and you Ihou’dn’t now, when I am ftruggliug to forget you, come to put me in mind of part afflictions: go, go, leave me: I pray you leave me. Lucy Nay, Philip, but hear me. Philip. Hear you, ungrateful girl; you know it has been all my delight to hear you, to fee you, and to fit by your,fide; for hours have I done it; for whole days together : but thofe days are paft ; 1 muft labour now for my livelihood; and, if you rob me of my time,, you wrong me of my, fubfiftence. Lucy. -01 Philip, 1 am undone if yop don’t protedt me. Philip. Ah! Lucy, that, I fear, is paft prevention. I>3 Of 
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Lucy. No, Philip,' no, I am innocent; and, there- fore, perfecuted by the moft criminal of men: I have difclofed all Mr Belfield’s artifices to Mifs Sophia, and now am terrified.to death ; I faw him follow me out of the Park, as I was coming hither, and I dare not return home alone ; indeed, Philip, I dare not Philip. Well, Lucy, ftep in with me, and fear no- thing ; I fee the ’fquire is coming—He who can refufe his protection to a woman, may he never tafte the bleflings a woman can beftow. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Belfield Senior. Bel. Senior. Ay, ’tis file ! Confufion follow her!— How perverfely has the travers’d my projects with So- phia !—By all that’s refolute. I’ll be reveng’d.—My brother too return’d—Vexatious circumftance ! there am I foil’d again—Since firft I ftepp’d out of the path of honour, what have I obtain’d? O treachery! treachery! if thou canft not in this world make us happy, better have remain’d that dull formal thing, an honeft man, and trufted to what the future might produce. Enter Philip. Bel. Senior. So, fellow, who are you ? Philip. A man, Sir; an honeft man. Bel. Senior. A fancy one, methinks. Philip. The injurious are apt to think fo; however, I afk pardon: as your riches make you too proud, my honefty perhaps makes me too bold. Bel. Senior. Oh ! I know you now ; you are fon to that old fellow I thought proper to difcharge from my farm : pleafe to betake yourfelf from the door of your cabin ; there’s a young woman within I muft have a word with. Philip If ’tis Lucy Waters you would fpeak with— Bel. Senior. If, rafcal! It is Lucy Waters that I would fpeak with ; that I will fpeak with ; and, fpite of your infolence, compel to anfwer whatever 1 pleafe to afk, and go with me wherever I pleafe to carry her. Philip. Then, Sir, I muft tell you, poor as I am, fhe is under my protection: you fee, Sir, I am arm’d; 
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you have no right to force an entrance here; and, while I have life, you never (hall. Bel. Senior. Then be it. at your peril, villain, if you oppofe me. \Jtbey fight. Enter PATERSON, ’who beats down their /words. Paterfon. For fhame, Mr Belfield! what are you a- bout? Tilting with this peafant. Bel. Senior. Paterfon, ftand off. Paterfon. Come, come, put up your fvvord. Bel. Senior. Damnation, Sir! what do you mean? Do you turn againft me ? Give way, or, by my foul, I’ll run you through. Enter Captain Ironsides and Skiff. Ironfides. Hey-day, what the devil ails you all ? I thought the whole Ihip’s company had fprung a mu- tiny. Matter and I were taking a nap together for good fellowlhip; and you make fuch a damn’d clat- tering and claftnng, there’s no fleeping in peace for you. Bel. Senior. Come, Mr Paterfon, will you pleafe to bear me company, or ftay with your new acquain- tance ? Ironfides. Oh ho! my righteous nephew, is it you that are kicking up this riot ? Why, you ungracious profligate, would you murder an honeft lad in the door of his own houfe:—His cattle—His caftellum— Are thefe your frefli-water tricks ? Bel. Senior. Your language, Captain Ironfldes, fa- vours ftrongly of your profeflion; and I hold both you, your occupation and opinion, equally vulgar and con- temptible. Paterfon. Come, Mr Belfield, come; for Heaven’s fake, let us go home. Ironfides. My profeflion 1 Why, what have you to fay to my profeflion, you unfanddfied whelp you ? I hope ’tis an honeft vocation to fight the enemies of one’s country; you, it feems, are for murdering the friends ; I truft, it is not for fuch a Ihip-jack as thou art, to fleer at my profeflion. Matter, did’ft ever hear the like ? Skiff. Never, Captain, never; for my own part, I am one of few words; but, for my own part, I al- ways 
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ways thought, that to be a brave fea-man, like your honour, was the greateft title an Englifhman can wear. Irorfjdes. Why fo it is, Skiff: ahem ! .. Bel. Senior. Well Sir, I leave you to the enjoyment of your honours, fo your fervant. Sirrah, I fliall find a time for you. [Belfield is going out. Ironfides. Hark’e, Sir, come back, one word more with you. Bel. Senior. Well Sir— Ironfides. Your father was an honeft gentleman; your mother, though 1 fay it, that fhou’d not fay it, was an angel; my eyes ake when I fpeak of her: an’t you afham’d, firrah, to difgrace fuch parents ? My ne- phew Bob, your brother, is a* honeft a lad, and as brave, as ever ftept between Item and ftern ; a’ has a few faults indeed, as who is free ? But you Andrew, you are as falfe as a quick-fand} and as full of mif- chief as a fire-fliip. Bel. Senior. Captain Ironfides, I have but little time to beftow on you ; if you have nothing elfe to enter- tain me with, the fooner we part the better. Ironfides. No, Sir, one thing more, and I have done with you: they tell me you’re parliament-man here for the borough of Knavdtown : the Lord have mercy upon the nation, when fuch fellows as thou ait are to be our law makers—For my own part, I can fhiit; I’ll take {hipping, and live in Lapland, and be dry- nurfe to a bear, rather than dwell in a country, where I am to be govern’d by fuch a thing as thou art. Bel. Senior. By your manners I ftiould guefs you had executed that office afready; however, lofe no time, fit out a new Charming Sally* and ftt fail for Lapland; ’tis the propereft place for you to live in, and a bear the fitteft companion for you to keep. [Exeunt Belficld and Paterfon. Ironfides. Hark’e, Philip, I forgot to afk what all this ftir was about. Philip. Sir, if you pleafe to walk in, I will inform you. Ironfides. With all my heart. A pragmatical, im- pel tinent coxcomb! Come, mafter, we’ll fill a pipe, end hear the lad’s ftory within doors. 1 never yet was aihamed 
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afhartied of my profeffion, and I’ll take care my prc- fellion lhall have no leaibn to be alham’d of me. [Exeunt. SCENE III. Belfield Junior, Sophia. Bel. Junior. Madam, madam, will you not vouch- fafe to give me a hearing ? Sophia. Unlefa you cou’d recal an act, no earthly pow’r can cancel, all attempt at explanation is vain. Bel. Junior. Vet, before we part for ever, obftinate, inexorable Sophia, tell me what is my offence ? Sophia. Anfwer yourl'elf that queftion. Mr Belfield; confult your own heart, confult your Violetta. Bel. Junior. Now, on my life, ihe’s meanly jealous of Violetta: that grateful woman has been warm in her commendations of me, and her diftemper’d fancy turns that candour into criminality. Sophia. Hah! he feems confounded! guilty beyond all doubt. Bel. Junior. By Heaven I’ll no longer be the dupe to thefe bad humours: Lucy Waters, Violetta, every woman ihe fees or hears, alarms her jealoufy, over- throws my hopes, and routes every palfion into fury. Well, madam, at length 1 fee what you allude to; I fhall follow your advice, and confult my Violetta ; nay, more, confult my happinefs; for with her at leaft, I fhall find repofe; with you, I plainly fee, there can be none. Sophia. ’ Fis very well, Sir; the only favour you can now grant me, is never to let me fee you again ; for after what has pafs’d between us, every time you intrude into my company, you will commit an infult upon good breeding and humanity. Bel. Junior. Madam, I’ll take care to give you no further offence. [Exit. Sophia. Oh 1 my poor heart will break! 

SCENE IV. 
Sophia, Sir Benjamin Dove. Sir Ben. Dove. Hey-day, Sophia, what’s the matter? What ails my child ? Who has offended you ? Did not 1 fee the younger Belfield part from you juft now ? Sophia 
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Sophia. O, Sir! if you have any love for me, ilon’f name that bafe treacherous wretch to me any more. 
Sir Ben. Dow. Upon my word, ] am young Mr Bel- : field’s molt obl'equious fervant: a very notable confu- ; fion truly has he been pleafed to make in my family. ! Lady Dove raves, Sophia cries; my wife calls him a faucy impudent fellow, my daughter fays he’s a bafe treacherous wretch ; from all which 1 am to conclude, that he hasfpoke too plain truths to the one, and told too many lies to the other ; one lady is irritated be- caufe he has refus’d favours; the other, perhaps, is afflidted becaufe he has obtain’d ’em Lady Dove has peremptorily infilled upon my giving him a challenge; but to fay the truth, 1 had no great ftomach to the bufinefs, till this frelh provocation : 1 perceive now, I am growing into a molt unaccountable rage : ’tisfome- thing fo different from what 1 ever felt.before, that, for what I know, it may be courage and 1 miltake it for anger; I never did Quarrel with aiiy man, and hi- therto no man ever quanell’d with me - egad, if once I break the ice, it lhan’t flop here : if young Beifield xloesn’t prove me a coward, Lady Dove 11 mil fee that I am a man of fpirit.—Sure 1 fee my gentleman co- ming hither again. ^.fteps ajide. Enter Belfield Junior. Bel. Junior. What meannefs, what infatuation pof- fefles me- that I fhould refolve to throw myfelf once more in her Way ! but fhe’s gone, and yet 1 may ef- cape with credit. Sir Ben. Dove. Ay, there he is fure enough : by the mafs 1 don’t like him: I’ll Hlten a while and difeover what fort of a humour he is in. Bel. Junior.. 1 am aibamed of this weaknefs: I am determined to aflume a proper fpirit, and adl as be- comes a mao’ upon this occafion. Sir Ben. Dove. Upon my foul i’m very forry for it. Bel. Junior. Now am I fo riiltraeled between love, rage and dilappointment, that 1 could find in my heart to fachfice her, myfelf, and all mankind. Sir Ben. Dove. Lord ha’ mercy upon us, I’d better iteal oil' and leave him to himfelf. Eel. 
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Bel. Junior. And yet, perhaps, all this may proceed from an excefs of fondnefs in my Sophia. Sir Ben. Done. Upon my word you are bleft with a moft happy affiirance. Bel. Junior. Something may have dropp’d from Vio- letta to alarm her jealoufy; and, working upon the exquifite fenlibihty of her innocent mind, may have brought my lincerity into queltion. Sir Ben. Done. I don't underhand a word of all this. Bel. Junior. Now cou’d 1 fall at her feet for pardon, though I know not in what I have, offended; I have not the heart to move. Fie upon it! What an arrant coward has love made me l Sir Ben. Done. V coward does he fay, I am heartily rejoic’d to hear it: if I mud needs come to adion, pray heaven it be with a coward ! I’ll ev’n take him. while he is in the humour, for fear he (hou’d recover his courage, and I lofe mine—So, Sir, your humble fervant, Mr Belfield ! I’m glad I have found you, Sir! Bel. Junior. Sir Benjamin your moft obedient. Pray what are your commands now you have found me ? Sir Ben. Done. Hold! hold.! don’t come any nearer ; don’t you fee I am in a moft prodigious paflion ? Fire and fury, what’s the reafon you have made all this diforder in my houfe ; my daughter in tears; my wife in fits, every thing in an uproar, and all your doing. Do you think I’ll put up with this treatment? If you fuppofe you have a coward to deal with, you’ll find yourfelf miftaken ; greatly miftaken, let me tell you ; Sir! Mercy upon me, what apaflion I am in ! In ftiort, Mr Belfield, the honour of tny houfe is concern’d, and 1 muft, and will have fatisfadtion ;—I think this is | pretty well to fet in \ ;; I’m. horribly out of. ; breath ; I fweat at every pore. What great fatigues j do men of courage undergo! >. Bel. Junior. Look’e, Sir Benjamin, I don’t rightly 1 comprehend what you wou’d be at; but if you think. 1. 1 have injur’d you, few words are. belt} disputes be- -tween men of honour are foon adjufted; I’m at your fervice, in any way. you think fit., | Sir Ben. Done. How you flyout now,* Is that gi- i ving me the fatisfadtion I require ? I am the perfon in- jur’d 
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jiar’d in this matter, and as fuch, have a right to be in a pafiion; but I fee neither right nor reafon why you, Who have done the wrong, thou’d be as angry as I, who have receiv’d it. Bel. Junior. 1 fufpedi I have totally miftaken this honeft gentleman ; he only wants to build fome repu- tation with his wife upon this rencounter, and ’twould be inhuman not to gratify him. Sir Ben. Boir. W hat fhall I do now ? Egad I feem to have pos’d him : this plaguy fword flicks fo hard in the fcabbard—Well, come forth rapier, ’tis but one thruft: and what fhou’d a man fear that has La- dy Dove for his wife ? Bel. Junior. Hey-day! Is the man mad ? Put up your fword, Sir Benjamin : put it up, and don’t ex- pofe yourfelf in this manner. Sir Ben. Dove. You fhall excufe me, Sir; I have had fome difficulty in drawing it, and am determined now to try what metal its made of. So come on, Sir. Bel. Junior. Really this is too ridiculous; I tell you. Sir Benjamin, 1 am in no humour for thefe follies. I’ve, done no wrong to you or yours: on the contra- ry, great wrong has been done to me ; but I have no quarrel with you, fo, pray, put up your fword. Sir Ben. Dove. And I tell you, Mr Belfield, ’tis in vain to excufe yourfelf.—The lefs readinefs he fhews fo much the more refolution I feel. Bel. Junior. Well, Sir Knight, if fuch is your hu- mour, 1 won’t fpoil your longing. So have at you. Enter Ladt Dove. Lady Dove. Ah ! {Shrieks.") Bel. Junior. Hold, hold, Sir Benjamin, I never fight in ladies company. Why, I proteft you are a perfect Amadis de Gaul: a Don Quixote in heroifm, and the prefence of yuur Dulcinea renders you invincible. Sir Ben. Dove. Oh ! my Lady, is it you ? don’t be alarm’d my dear; ’tis all over a fmall fracas between this gentleman and myfelf! that’s all; don’t be under any furprife ; I believe the gentleman has had enough; I believe he is perfectly fatisfied with my behaviour, and I perfuade myfelf you will have no caufe for the future 
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future to complain of his. Mr Belfield, this is Lady- Dove. Bel. Junior. Madam, to a generous enemy ’tismean to deny juftice, or withhold applaufe. You are hap- py in the moft valiant of defenders; gentle as you find him in the tender paflions, to a man, Madam, he acquits himfelf like a man. Sir Benjamin Dove, in juftice to your merit, I am ready to make any fubmif- fion to this lady you (hall pleafe to impofe. If you fuffer her to bully you after this, you deferve to be ienpeck’d all the days of your life. Sir Ben. Dove. Say no more, my dear Bob; I fhall love you for this the longeft hour 1 have to live. Bel. Junior. If 1 have done you any fervice, promife me only one hour’s converfation with your lovely daughter, and make what ufe of me you pleafe. Sir Ben. Dove. Here’s my hand you ihall have it; leave us. . [Exit Belfield Junior. Lady Dove. What am I to think of all this ? It can’t well be a contrivance; and yet ’tis ftrange that yon little animal fhou’d have the aflurance to face a man, and be fo balhful at a rencounter with a woman. Sir Ben. Dove. Well, . Lady Dove, what are you muling upon ? you fee you are obey’d, the honour of your family is vindicated : flow to enter into thefe af- fairs; being once engag’d, I pertinacioufly conduit them to an iffue. Lady Dove. Sir Benjamin—I—I— Sir Ben. Dove. Here Jonathan, do you hear, fet my things ready in the library; make hafte. Lady Dove. 1 fay, Sir Benjamin, I think— Sir Ben Dove. Well, let’s hear what it is you think. Lady Dove. Blefs us all, why you fnap one up fo— I fay, 1 think, my dear, you have acquitted yourfelf tolerably well, and I am perfedtly fatisfied. Sir Ben. Dove. Humph ! you think I have done to- lerably well, 1 think fo too ; do you apprehend me ? Tolerably! for this-bufmefs that you think tolerably well done, is but half concluded, let me tell you: nay, what fome would call the tougheft part of the under- taking remains unfinifh’d: but, I dare fay, with your concurrence, I (hall find it eafy enough. 

E Ludj 



THE BROTHERS. 5® Lady Dove. What is it you mean to do with my concurrence; what mighty project does your wife brain teem with i Sir Ben. Dove. Nay, now I refledt on’t again, I don’t think there’ll be any need of your concurrence, for nolens or volens I’m determin’d it fliall be done. In fhort, this it is, I am unalterably refolv’d from this time forward, Lady Dove, to be foie and abfolute in this houfe, mafter of my own fervants, father to my own child, and fovereign lord and governor, Madam, over my own wife Lady Dove. You are ? Sir Ben. Dove. I am. Gods! Gods ! what a pitiful contemptible figure does a man make under petti- coat government. Perilh he that’s mean enough to Hoop to fuch indignities. I am determin’d to be free —(Paterfon enters and vihi/pers Lady Dove.)—Hah ! how’s this, Mr Paterfon ? What liberties are thefe you take with my wife, and before my face ? No more of thefe freedoms 1 befeech you, Sir, as you ex- pedt to anfwer it to a hufband, who will have no fe- crets vvhifper’d to his wife, to which he is not privy; nor any appointments made, in which he is not a party. Paterfon. Hey-day ! what a change of government is here. Egad, I’m very glad on’t—I’ve no notion of a female adminiftration. Lady Dove- What infolence is this, Sir Benjamin ; what ribaldry do you fhock my ears with? Let me pafs, Sir, I’ll flay no longer in the fame room with you. Sir Ben. Dove. Not in the fame room, nor under the fame roof (hall you long abide, unlefs you reform your manners; however, for the prefent, you muft be content to ftay where you are. Lady Dove. What, Sir, will you imprifon mein my own houfe ? I’m fick ; I’m ill; I’m fuffocated; 1 want air ; I muft and will walk into the garden. Sir Ben. Dove. Then, Madam, you muft find fome better weapon than your fan to parry my fword with: this pafs I defend : what, do’ft think, after having en- counter’d a man, I fliall turn my back upon a wo- man J 
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man ! No, Madam, I have ventur’d my life to de- fend your honour; ’twould be hard if I wanted fpi- rit to protedt my own. Lady Do-ve. You monfter, you wou’d draw your fword upon a woman ? Sir Ben. Dove. Unlefs it has been your pleafure to make me a moniter, Madam, I am none. Lady Dove. Would you murder me, you inhuman brute ? Would you murder your poor fond defencc- lefs wife ? Sir Ben. Dove. Nor tears, nor threats, nor fcold- ing, nor foothing, lhall rtiake me from my purpofe : your yoke, Lady Dove, has lain too heavy upon my fhoulders; 1 can fupport it no longer: to-morrow. Madam, you leave this houfe. Lady Dove. Will you break my heart, you tyrant ? Will you turn me out of doors to Itarve, you barba- rous man ? Sir Ben. Dove. Oh! never fear; you will fare to the full as well as you did in your firft hulband’s time; in your poor dear dead Mr Searcher’s time. You told me on:e you priz’d the paltry grey-hound that hung at his button-hole, more than all the jewels my folly had lavifli’d upon you. 1 take you at your word; you fhail have your bauble, and i will take back all mine ; they will be of no ufe to you hereaf- ter. Lady Dove. O! Sir Benjamin, Sir Benjamin, for mercy’s fake turn me not out of your doors ! 1 will be obedient, gentle, and complying for the future; don’t lhame me ; on my knees, 1 befeech you don’t. Enter Belfif.ld Senior. Sir Ben. Dove. Mr Beliield, 1 am heartily glad t® fee you ; don’t go back. Sir ; you catch us indeed a little unawares ; but thefe lituations are not uncom- mon in well ordered families ; rewards and punilh- ments are the life of government, and the authority of a hulband muft be upheld. Bel. Senior. I confefs, Sir Benjamin, I was greatly furpris’d at finding Lady Dove in that attitude : bat 1 never pry into family fecrets; I had much rather fuppofe your lady was on her knees to intercede w ith E a you 
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you in my behalf, than be told flie was reduc’d to that humble pofture for any reafon that affeds ht-rfelf. Sir Ben. Dots. Sir, you are free to fuppofe vvh^t you pleafe for Lady Dove ; I’m willing to fpare you that trouble on my account; and therefore, I tell you plainly, if you will fign and leal your ai ticks this night, to-morrow man ing Sophia (hall be yours: I’m relulv’d that the felf-fame day, which confecrates the redemption of my liberty, fhall confirm the furrender of yours. Lady Dots. O! Mr Belfield, I befeech, you, inter- cede with this dear cruel man in my behalf; wou’d ye believe that he harbours a dtfign of expelling me his houfe, on the very day too w hen he purpofes ce- lebrating the nuptials of his daughter? Bel. Senior. Come, Sir Benjamin, I mud fpeak to you now as a friend in the neareft connection ; I beg you will not damp our happinefs with fo melancholy an event; I will venture to pledge myfelf for her la- dy fh ip. Sir Ben. Dove. Well, for your fake perhaps I may prolong her departure for one day ; but I’m deter- min’d, ifihe .oes day to-morrow, fhe (hall fet the firft difh upo i the table ; if ’tis only to fhew the com- pany what a refradtory wife in the hands of a.man of fpirit may be brought to fubmit to. Our wives, Mr Belfield, may teaze us and vex us, and ftill elcape with impunity ; but if once they thoroughly provoke us, the charm breaks, and they are loft fot ever. [Exeunt. 

ACT V. 
SCENE I. The fea-coq/i, as before. 

Goopwin, Fanny. 
Goodwin. WJ HAT you tell me, Fanny, gives me VV great concern that Mr Francis ihou’d think to feduce the innocence of my child for a paltry bribe: 
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bribe: what can have pafs’d to encourage him to put fuch an affront upon you ? Fanny. Till thi ; propofal, which I tell you of, I al- ways took Mr Francis for one of the belt behav’d mo- defteli young men I had ever met with. Goodwin. To fay the truth, Fanny, fo did I; but the world is full of hypocrify, and our acquaintance with him has been very fhort.—{Enter Francis.)— Hark’e, young man, a word with you ! What is it I or my children have done to offend you ? Francis. Offend me ! what is it you mean ? Goodwin. When your veffel was ftranded upon our coaft, did we take advantage of your diftrefs ? On the contrary, wasn’t this poor hut thrown open to your ufe, as a receptacle for your treafures, and a repofe for your fatigues ? Have either thofe treafures, or that repofe been invaded ? Whom amongft you have we robb’d or defrauded ? Francis. None, none ; your honefty has been as confpicuous as your hofpitality. Goodwin Why then, having receiv’d no injury, do you feek to do one ? an injury of the bafeft nature— You fee there a poor girl, whofe only portion in this world is her innocence, and of that you have fought 

Francis. Hold; don’t impute defigns to me which I abhor: you fay your daughter has no portion but her innocence; affur’d of that, I afk none elfe ; and, if ihe can forgive the ftratagem l have made ufe of, I am ready to atone for it by a life devoted to her fervice. Goodwin. Well, Sir, I am happy to find you are the man I took you for, and cannot difcommend your caution, fo that if you like my daughter, and Fanny is confenting But, foft! who have we got here ? Francis. I wifh Mr Paterfon was further for inter- rupting us juft now. 
SCENE III. 
Enter Paterson. Paterfon. Pray, good people, isn’t there a Lady with you of the name of Violetta ? Goodwin. There is. 

E 3 Paterfout- 
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Pnterfan. Can you diredt me to her ? I have bufinefs ■with her of the utmoft confequence. Goodwin. Fanny, you and Mr Francis ftop in and let the lady know. [Exeunt Fanny and Francis. 

SCENE IV. 
Goodwin, Pati-rsqn. Goodwin. If it’s no offence, Pdr Paterfon, allow me to alk you whether there is any hope of our young gentleman here, who is juft return’d, fucceeding in his addreffes to Mifs Dove l Pater/on. Certainly none, Matter Goodwin. Goodwin. I’m heartily forry for it. Paterfon. I find you are a ftranger to the reafons which make againft it: but how are you interefted in his.fuccefs ? Goodwin. I am a vvitnefs of his virtues, and confe- quently not indifferent to his fuccefs. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 
Paterson, Violetta. Paterfon. Madam, I prefume your name is Violetta. Violetta. It is. Sir. Paterfan. I wait upon you. Madam, at Mifs Dove’s defire, and as a particular friend of Mr Andrew Bd- fielcl’s. Violetta. Sir !—— Paterfan. Madam !-  Violetta. Pray proceed. Paterfon. To intreat the favour cf your company at Croplty-caftle. upon bulipeff, wherein that lady and gentleman are intimately concerned: I prefume. Madam, yen guefs what I mean. Indeed, Sir, I can’t eaGfy guefs how I can polfibly be a party in any bufinefs between Mifs Dove and Mr Bel field. I thought all intercomfe between thofe perfans wag.pow entirely at an end. Paterfon Oh ! no, Madam, by no means the af- fair is far from being at an end. Violetta. How, Sir ! not at an end ? Paterfon. No, Madam ; on the contrary, from Sir Benjamin’s great anxiety for the. match,, and, above 
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all, from the very feafouable intelligence you was fo good as to communicate to Mil's Sophia, I am not without hopes that; Mr Andrew Belfield'will be hap- py nough to conquer all her fcruples, and engage her content to many him, Violetta. Indeed 1 but pray, Bir, thofe fcruples of Mifs Dove’s, which you flatter youifelf Mr Belfield will fo happily conquer, how is it that Ladies in this country reconcile themfelves to fuch "matters ? I fliou’d have thought fuch an obflacle utterly infurmountable. Paterfon. Why, to be lure, Madam,-Mifs Dove has had fome doubts and difficulties toconten,d with; but duty you know—and, as I faid before,, you, Madam, you have been a great friend to Mr Belfield ; you have forwarded matters furprifingly. Violetta. It is very furprifing, truly, if I have. Paterfon. You feem greatly Itagger’d at what I tell you ; I fee you are no ftranger to the principles upon which young ladies frequently a<ft in this country : I believe, Madam, in England, as many, or more, mat- ches are made from pique, than from love ; and, to fay the truth, I take this of Mifs Dove’s to be one of that fort. There is a certain perfon, you know, who will feel upon this occalion. Violetta. Yes; I well know there is a certain per- fon, who will feel upon this occafion; but, are the fuflviings of that unhappy one to be converted into raillery and amufement. Paterfon- Oh ! Madam ! the ladies will tell you, that therein confifts the very luxury of revenge.—— But, I befeech you. have the goodnefsto mgke halie; my friend Mr Belfield may (land in need of your fup- port. Violetta. Thus infulted I can contain myfelf no longer. Upon what infernal fliore am I cart ! into what fociety of daemons am I fall’n ! that a woman, whom by an a<5t of honour, I wou’d have redeem’d from piifci y and ruin, Ihou’d have the infolence, the inhumanity, to invite me to be a fpe<3tatrefs of lief marriage with my own hulband ! Paterfom With your huffiand ? What do I hear? Is Mr Andrew Belfield your hulband ? Violetta. 
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Violetta. Ay; do you doubt it ? Wou’d I cou’d lay he was not. Paterfon. Juft Heaven ! you then are the Violetta, you are the Portuguefe Lady I have heard fo much of, and married to Mr Belfield ; bafe and perfidious! .—Why, Madam, both Mifs Dove and myfelf con- ceiv’d that ’twas the young adventurer with whom you fuffer’d fhipwreck, that—— Violetta. What! Lewfon, the brave, generous, ho- nourable, Lewfon ? Paterfon. Lewfon ! Lewfon! as fure as can be you mean young Belfield ; for now the recollection flrikes me, that I’ve heard he took that name before he quit- ted England. That Lewfon, Madam, whom we be- liev’d you was married to, is,Robert Bt(field, and younger brother to your hufband. Violetta. Mercy defend me ! into what diftrefs had this mutual miftake nearly involved us ! Pattrfon. Come then, madam, let us lofe no time, but fly with all difpatch to Cropley-cafile ; I have a poft-chaife waiting, which will convey us thither in a few minutes: but before we go. I’ll ftep in and di- rect thefe good people to find young Belfield, and fend him after us.—Old Ironfides and all muft be there. 

SCENE VI. 
Violetta alone. Let me reffeCt upon my fate—Wedded, betray’d, abandon’d! at once a widow and a wife. All that my foul held dear in the fame hour obtain’d and loft. 0 falfe, falfe Belfield ! Strong indeed muft be that paffion, and deeply feated in my heart, which even thytreacherycould not eradicate! Twice fhipwreck’d, twice refeu’d from the jaws of Death ; juft Heaven ! 1 do not, dare not murmur, nor can 1 doubt but that thy hand invifibly is ftretcht forth to fave me, and through this labyrinth of forrow to conduct me to re- pofe. Enter Paterson. Paterfon, Now Madam, if you will truft yourfelf to 
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to my convoy, I’ll bring you into harbour, wher? you lhall never fu-Fer Ihipvvreck more. [Exeunt. 
SCENE VII. Sir Benjamin Dove’j Hou/e. 

Sir Benjamin Dove, Ladv Dove. Sir Ben. Dove. Upon thefe terms and ftipulations. Lady Dove, I confent to your remaining at Cropley- caftle. Enjoy you your own prerogative, and leave me in poffeifion of mine ; above all things, my dear, I mu ft infill that Mr Paterfon be henceforward con- fider’d as my friend and companion, not your lady- fhip’s. Lady Dow. Nay, but indeed and indeed, my dear Sir Benjamin, this is being too hard with me, to de- bar me the common gratifications of every woman of diftindlion : Mr Paterfon, you know, is my very par- ticular friend. Sir Ben. Dow. ’Tis for his being fo very particu- lar, my dear, that I objedt to him Lady Dow. Friendiliip, Sir Benjamin, is the virtu- ous recreation of delicate and fufceptible minds ; wou’d you envy me that innocent pleafure ? Why you know, my deareft, that your paffion for me, which was once fo violent, is now foften’d and fub- fided into mere friendihip. Sir Ben. Dow. Ttue, my dear; and, therefore, I am afraid left my love having, by eafy degrees, Uack- en’d into friendihip, his fnendfhip (hould, by as na- tural a tranfition, quicken into love ; fay np more, therefore, upon this point, but leave me to Mr Pa- terfon and Mr Paterfon to me—go—fend Sophia to me—oh here fne comes: your ladyfhip need not be prefept at our conference ; I think m# own daughter furely appertains to my province, ftnd not yours. Good morning to you. [Exif Lady Dove. 
SCENE VIII. 

Sir Benjamin Dove, Sophia. Sir Ben. Dow. Well, daughter, you are prepar’d to comply with my defires, and give your hand to Andrew Bel field this morning i Sophia. Sir! Sir 
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Sir Ben. Dove. My heart is fixt upon this event; I have watch’d late and early to bring it to bear ; and you’ll find, my child, when you come to perufe your marriage fettlemert, how tenderly 1 have confulted your happinefs in this match. Sophia. Alas ! I lliould never think of fearching for happinefs among ft deeds and conveyances; ’tis the man, and not his money, that is likely to determine my lot. Sir Ben. Dove. Well, and is not Mr Relfield a man? a fine man, as I take it, he is, and a fine eftate I’m fure he has got; then it liesfo handy and contiguous to my own ; only a hedge betwixt us ; think of that, Sophy, only a hedge that parts his manor from mine; then confider, likewife, how this alliance will accom- modate matters in the borough of Knavefton, where I and my family have ftood three contefled elections with his, and loft two of them : that fport will now be at an end, and our interefts will be confolidatexl by this match, as well as our eftates. Sophia. Still you miftake my meaning; I talk of the qualities of a man, you of his pofteffions ; I require in a hufband, good morals, good nature, and good fenfe; what has all this to do with contiguous eftates, connedled interefts, and contefted elections? Sir Ben. Dove. I don’t rightly underftand what you would have, child ; but this 1 well know, that if mo- ney alone will not make a woman happy, ’twill al- ways purchafe that that will. 1 hope, Sophy, you’ve done thinking of that rambling, idle young fellow, Bob Beifield. Sophia. Perilh all thought of him for ever ! nothing can be more contrary, more impoffible in nature, than my union with young Beifield: age, uglinefs, ill-nature, bring any thing to my arms, rather than him. Sir Ben. Dove. But why fo angry with him, child ? this violent deteftation and abhorrence is as favoura- ble a fymptom as any reafonable lover cou’d with for. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Enter Paterson. Pater/on. Joy to you, Sir Benjamin ! all joy attend you both ! the Bridegroom by this time is arriv’d ; ■we faw his equipage enter the avenue as ours drove into the court. Sir Ben. Dove. Mr Paterfon, Sir, I know not if yet your friend is to be a bridegroom ; I find my daugh- ter here fo cold and uncomplying; for my own part I don’t know how I (hall look Mr Belfield in the face. Paterfon. Fear nothing, Sir Benjamin: make hafte and receive your fon-in-law, I have news to commu- nicate to Mil's Dove, which I am confident will dif- pofe her to comply with your wifhes. Sir Ben. Dove. Well, Sir, I lhall leave her to your tutorage ; this obliging gentleman undertakes not on- ]y for my wife, but my daughter too. [Exit. Sophia, I am furpris’d, Mr Paterfon  Paterfon. Hold, madam, for one moment: I have made a difcovery of the laft importance to your wel- fare : you are in an error with regard to young Bel- field—Violetta, the lady you believed him married to, is her<- in the houfe; I have brought her hither at your requeft, and from her I learn that ’tis his el- der brother is her hulband; he who this very morn- ing, but for my difcovery, had been yours alfo. Sophia. What’s this you tell me, Sir ! where is this lady, where is Violetta ; where is young Belfield ? Paterfon. Violetta, madam, 1 have put under fafe convoy, and by this time your waiting-woman has lodg’d her privately in the clofet of your bed-cham- ber : there you will find her, and learn the whole i procefs of this providential efcape. I’ll only fpeak a word to Sir Benjamin, and come to you without any further delay. [Exit Sophia. 
SCENE X. 

JJ«/erStR Benjamin Dove Belfield Senior. Sir Ben. Dove. Well, Mr Paterfon, what fays my daughter i Paterfon. Every thing that becomes an obedient daughter to fay ; fo that if this gentleman is not made completely 
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completely happy within this hour, the fault will lie at his door, and not with Mifs Sophia. Sir Ben Dave. This is good news, Paterfon ; but I am impatient to have the ceremony concluded; the bells are ringing, the parfon is waiting, and the equi- pages are at the door: flep up to Sophia, and teb her to haften; and hark’e, my friend, as you go by Lady Dove’s door, give her a call, do you mind me, only a call at the door: don’t you go in! (he’s bufy at work upon a large parcel of ribbands, which I’ve gi- ven her to make into wedding favours; file’ll be very angry if you go into her chamber. Go, go, get you gone. [ Exit Pater fop. Bel. Senior. How comes it to pafs Sir Benjamin, that Mr Paterfon is become fo necefiary an agent in the female affairs'of your family ? 1 confefs to you my pride is wounded, when 1 find I am to thank him for your daughter’s confent to man y me. The man that can prevail upon a woman to a<5t againft her liking, what may he not perfuade her to do with it ? Sir Ben. Dove. Your remark is juft ; Paterfon has certainly fome fecret faculty of perfualion ; and all that can be faid is, that ’tis better to fee your danger before marriage, than to be feeling it out, as 1 have done, afterwards. 

S C E N E XI. 
tinier Cap tain Ironsides and Belfield Junior. Sir Ben. Dove. What, old acquaintance, are you come to rejoice with me on this occafion ?—Bob Bel- field too as 1 live ; you are both heartily welcome.— Fcould have fpar’d their vifitnotwithftanding. \_djide. Bel. Senior. My brother herej; vexation ! Bel. Junior. Sir Benjamin, come now to claim your ptomife of one hour’s converfation with your daugh- ter. Sir Ben. Dove. The devil you do ! Bel. Senior. Ridiculous! Bel. Junior. To you, Sir, obligations of this fort may be matter of ridicule ; but while I religioufiy obferve all promifes I make to others, I fliall expert to be ob- fervant of thofe they make to me. duce 
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VeL Senior, Sir, I have a moft profound veneration for your principles, and am happy to find your un- derftanding fo much cultivated by travel; but in fpite ef your addrefs. you will find it rather diffic ult to in- duce me to wave my right in Mifs Dove in favour of a profeft adventurer. Bel. Junior. Shamelefs, unfeeling man! an adven- turer do you call me ? You, whofe unbrotherly per- fecution drove me to this hazardous, this humiliating occupation ? Ironjides. Sirrah ! Bob ! no reflections upon privar teering ; it has lin’d your pockets well, you young rogue ; and you may tell your fine brother there that we have landed treasure enough upon his eftate to buy the fee Ample of it; ay, and for what I know, of Sir Wifeacre’s here into the bargaim Sir Ben. Dove. What’s that you fay, Captain Iron- fides? Let’s have a word in a corner with you. Bel. Senior. Look’e, Sir, if you conceive yourfelf wrong’d by me, there is but one way—You know your remedy. Bel. Junior. I know your meaning, brother, and to demonltrate how much greater my courage is than yours, I mull confefs to you, I dare not accept your propofal. Sir Ben. Dove. No, no, I’ve given him enough of that, 1 believe. Ironjides. Bob Belfield, if I did not know thee for a lad of mettle, I Ihou’dn’t tell what to make of all this: for my own part, I underftand none of your fcruples and refinements, not I; a man is a man ; and if I take care to give an affront to no man, I think, I have a right to take an affront from no man. Sir Ben. Dove. Come, gentlemen, fufpend your dif- pute; here comes my daughter, let her decide be- twixt you. Bel. Junior. Let me receive my fentence from her lips, and I will fubmit to it. Enter Sophia, Patersom, W Lady Dove. Sir Ben. Dove. Here’s a young gentleman, daugh- ter, that will take no denial; he comes to forbid the 

F banns 
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banns juft when you are both going into the church to be married. Sophia. Upon my word, this is fomething extraor- | dinary. What are the gentleman’s reafons for this behaviour! Sir Ben. Dove. He claims a fort of promife from me i that he fliou’d be indulg’d in an hour’s converfation | with you, before you give your hand to his brother. Sophia. An hour’s converfation! What little that (S gentleman can have to fay to me, I believe, may be j faid in a very few minutes. Bel. Senior. 1 think, brother, this converfation don’t promife a great deal. Sophia. In the firft place, then, I own to this gen- tleman and the company prefent, that there was a time, when I entertain’d the higheft opinion of his ; merit. Nay, I will not fcruple to confefs that 1 had ; conceiv’d a regard for him of the tendereft fort. Ironfides. And pray, young lady, how came my ne- i phew to forfeit your good opinion. Sophia. By a conduct, Sir, that muft for ever forfeit not my efteem only, but yours and all mankind’s: I am forry to be his accufer, but I will appeal to you, Mr Belficld, who are his brother, whether it is recon- cileable either to honour or humanity to profecute an affair of marriage with one woman, when you are pre- | vioufly and indifpenfibly engag’d to another? ' Bel. Senior. Humph ! Sophia. Yet this, .Sir, is the treatment 1 have re- j ceived : judge, therefore, if I can dtfire or confent to i have any long cohvtrfation with a gentleman, who is under fuch engagements ; nay. whom I can prove ac- tually married to another woman in this veiy hnufe, and ready to vouch tile truth of what I affert. Judge for me, Mr Be'field ; could you believe any man capa- ble of fuch complicated, fuch inconceivable villainy ? ’ Sir Ben. Dine. Sir, 1 wou’d fain know what excufe you can have for this behaviour ? I can tell you, Sir, 1 don’t nnderfland it Lady Dove. Oh ! fie ! fie upon you, Mr Belfield i I Wonder you are not afham’d to fliow your face in this family. &r : 
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Sir Sen. Dove. Who defir’d you to put in your oar ? Tronfides. Why, lirnh, wou’d not one wife content you ? ’tis enough in all reafon for one man ; is it not. Sir Benjamin ? Bel. Junior Sir, when it i? prov’d I am married, accufe me. Ironjtdes- Look’e Bob, I don’t accufe you for mar- rying, ’twas an indifcretion, and I can forgive it; but to deny it, is a meannefs, and 1 abhor it. Sophia- Mr Belfield, do you.fay nothing upon this occaiion ? Bel. Senior Paterfon, I am (truck to the heart; I cannot fupport my gui't: 1 am married to Violetta; fave me the confufion of relating it: this difhonoura- ble engagement for ever I renounce 5 nor will I reft till I have made atonement to an injur’d wife. Ma- dam, I beg leave to withdraw for a few minutes. Bel Junior. Hold, Sir, this contrivance is ef your forging ; you have touch’d me too near; and now, if you dare draw your fword, follow me. Sophia. Hold, gentlemen, you forget the lady is now in the houfe; (he is a witnefs that will effettual- ly put an end to your difpute : I will conduct her hi- ther. [Exit. Bel. Junior. T agree to it. Ironftdes. Hark’e, nephew, I (hrewdly fufpe<ft you have been laying a train to blow yourfelf up : if once B >b comes fairly alonglide of you, you’ll find yottr quarters too hot to hold you s I never yet found my boy out in a lie, and fhan’t tamely fee a lie impos’d upon him ; for while he is honeft, and I have breath, he fhall never want a friend to ftand by him, or a fa- ther to protect him Bel. Senior. Mi Paterfon, explain my ftory; I will depart this inftant in fearch of Violetta. Enter Sophia, aW Violetta. Sophia. Stay ! I conjure you ? ftay, turn, and look back upon this lady, before you go. [Prefenting Violetta. Bel. Senior. My wife ! Sir Ben. Dove. Hey-day ! here’s a turn. Irorjides. I thought how ’twouid be. Violetta. 
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Violetta. Yes, Sir, your faithful, your forfaken wife, Bel. Senior. How fhall I look upon you r What fhall I fay ? Where fliall I hide my confufion ? Oh ! take me to your arms, and in that foft fhelter let me find forgivenefs and protection ! Violetta. Be this your only punifhm-nt f and this. Bel. Junior. Was it then a fitter I preferv’d from death ? Bel. Senior. What’s this I hear ? Oh! brother, can you pardon too ? Bel. Junior. Be indeed a brother, and let this pro- vidential event be the renovation of our friendlhip. Bel. Senior. What fhall I fay to you, Maoam ? (To Sophia.) Paterfon you know my heart; bear wit- nefs to its remorfe. By Heav’n my fecret refolution was, inftantly to have departed in fearch of this my injur’d wife ; but I’m not w’orthy even of your refent- ment: here is one that merits, and returns your love. [Turning to his hr others Ironjides. Come, god-daughter, we can nevei fay the fleet’s fairly come to an anchor, while the admi- ral’s fhip is out at fea. (PreJenting Belfield Junior.) My nephew here is as honeft a lad as lives, and loves you as the foul of him : give him your hand, and 1’lf broach the laft cheft of dollars, to make him a for- tune deferving you. What fay you, my old friend ? Sir Ben. Dove- Here’s my hand ! I’ve fpoke the word; fhe’s his own. Lady Dove, I won’t hear a fyllable to the contrary. Ironjides. Then, the galleon is thy own, boy  What fhou’d an old fellow like me do with my mo- ney ? Give me a warm night-cap, a tiff of punch and an elbow-chair in your chimney-corner; and I’ll lay up for the reft of my days. Bel. Junior. How (hall I give utterance to my gra- titude, or my love ? Enter Goodwin, Fanny, Francis, Philip, and Lucy. Sir Ben. Dove. So, fo! more work for the parfon. Ironjides. What! Francis, haft thou chofen a mate, and art bound upon a matrimonial cruize as well as thy matter ? Francis 
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Francis. Ay, Sir fo he is happy as well as myfelf, and ha no ;bjedlion to my choice. Bel. ^-nior. What l Are you all aflembled to over- whelm ae with confufion ? Like fome poor culprit, furvounded by a crowd of witnefles 1 ftand convidted and appall’d. But all your wrongs {hall be redrefs’d; your’s Goodwin ; Philip’s; Lucy’s: my whole life {hall be employ’d in ads of juftice and atonement. Virtue and this virtuous woman were my firft ruling paffions. 

Now they refume their focial foft controul, And love and happinefs poffefs my foul. 

FINIS. 












