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INTRODUCTION

B E G Q k R. PLAYMR.
Beggar. ^^^^^^S ^ Poverty be a Title to Poetry,

I am fure No-body can difpute

mine. I own myfelf of the

Company of Beggars ; and I

make one at their Weekly Fe-

(livals at St. Gileses. I have a

fmall Yearly Salary for my Catches, and am welcome
to a Dinner there whenever I pleafe, which is more
than moft Poets can fay.

Player. As we live by the Mufes, *tis but Gratitude

in us to encourage Poetical Merit where-ever we find

it. The Mufes, contrary to all other Ladies, pay no
Diftin<5tion to Drefs, and never partially miftake the
Pcrtnefs of Embroidery for Wit, nor the Modefty of.

Want for Dulnefs. Be the Author who he will, we
pufli his Play as far as it will go. So (though you are

in Want) I wi{h you Succefs heartily.

Beggar. This Piece I own was originally writ for

the celebrating the Marriage of James Chanter and
Moll Lay^ two moft excellent Ballad-Singers. I have
introduc'd the Similes that are in all your celebrated
Operas: The Swallow., the Moth^ the Bee, the Ship.,

the Flower^ 6cc. Belides, I have a Prifon Sce^e which
the



IHTRODUCTIOK
the Ladies always reckon charmingly pathetick. As
to the Parts, I have obferv*d fuch a nice Impartiality

to our two Ladies, that it is impoflible for either of
them to take OiFence. I hope I may be forgiven, thac

I have not made my Opera throughout unnatural, like

thofe in vogue; for I have no Recitative : Excepting this,

as I have confented to have neither Prologue nor Epi-

logue, it mull be allow*d an Opera in all its forms.

The Piece indeed hath been heretofore frequently re-

{)refcnted by ourfelves in our great Room at St. Giles's^

b that I cannot too often acknowledge your Charity

in bringing it now on the Stage.

Player. But I fee 'tis time for us to withdraw j the

Adors arc preparing to begin. Play away the Over-
ture, [fixeuHt.

rh



The BeggarV Opera.

ACT I. SCENE I.

SCENE VtzchvLvrCs Houfe,

Peachum fitting at a 1'able with a large Book of JcceunU

before him.

A I R 1. An old Woman cloathed in Gray, ^c
\

HR UGH all the Employments of Life

Each Neighbour abufes bis Brother ;

Whore and Rogue they call HushandatldWife 3

'All Profejfions he-rogue one another.

The. Priefl calls the Lawyer a Cheat^

The Lawyer be-knaves the Divine;

And the Statejman, hecaufe he's fo great,

Thinks his Trade as honeji as mine.

A Lawyer is an honeft Employment, fo is mine. Like me too

he afts in a double Capacity, both againft Rogues and for /em ;

for *tis but fitting that we Ihould proied and encourage Cheats^

fince \fe live by them.

SCENE II.

Peachum, Filch.

Filch. Sir, Black Moll hath fent word her Tryal comes on in

the Afternoon, and ftie hopes you will order Matters fo as to

bring her off.

B Weach,
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Peach. Why, fhe may plead her Belly at worft ; to my
Knowledge (he hath taken care of that Security. But as the

Wench is very adtive and induftrious, yon may fatisfy her that

ni foFten the'Evidence.

Fil(i>. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty.

Peach. A lazy Dog ! When I took (jim the time before, I

told him what he would come to if he did not mend his Hand.
This is Death without Reprieve. I may venture to Book him.
[writes'] For Tom Gagg, forty Pounds. Let Betty Sly know
that I'll fave her from rranfportation, for I can get more by
her (laying in England.

Filch. Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock to-year

than any five of the Gang; and in truth, *lis a pity to lofe fo
good « Cuftomer.

Peach. If none of the Gang take her off, (he may, in the

common coilrfe of Bufiuefs, live a Twelve-month longer. I

love to let Women fcape. A good Sportfman always lets the

Hen Partridges fly, becaufe the breed of the Game depends up-

on them, Befides, here the Law allows us no Reward ; there

is nothing to be got by the Death of Women except our
Wives.

Filch. Without difpute, fhe is a fine Woman ! *Twas to her

I was oblig'd for my Education, and (to fay a bold Word) (he

hath train'd Up more young Fellows to the Bufinefs than the

Gaming-table.

Peach. Truly, Filch^ thy Obfervation is right. We and the

Surgeons are more beholden to Women than all the Profeffions

befides.

AIR II. The bonny grey-ey'd Morn, ^c
Filch. ^Tis IVoman that feduces all Mankind,

By her -we firft were taught the wheedling Arts :

Her very Eyes can cheat ; when moji /he's kindy

She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts.

For her^ like Wolves by night we roam for Prey^

And pradife ev'*ry Fraud to bribe her Charms',

For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay,

And Beauty muji be fee^d into our Arms.

Peach. But make h2&t\.Q Newgate, Boy, and let my Friends

low what I intend; for I love to make them eafy one way or
m;r.

Fiich. When a Gentleman is long kept in fufpence, Penitence

may
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may break his Spirit ever after. Befides, Certainty gives a Man
a good Air upon his Tryal, and makes him rifque another with-

out Fear or Scruple. But I'll away, for 'tis a Pleafure to be

the Mellenger of Comfort to Friends in Afflidion.

SCENE IIL

Peachum.

But 'tis now high time to look about me for a decent Exe-
cution againft next Seffions. I hate a lazy Rogue, by whom
one can get nothing 'till he is hang'd. A Regifter of the Gang,
{reading] Grook-finger'd Jack. A Year and a half in the Ser-

vice ; Let me fee how much the Stock owes to his Induftry ;

one, two, three, four, five Gold Watches, and fevea Silver

ones. A mighty clean-handed Fellow ! Sixteen Snuff-boxes,

five of them of true Gold. Six dozen of Handkerchiefs, four

filver-hilted Swords, half a dozen of Shirts, three Tye-Perri-
wigs, and a Piece of Broad Cloth. Confidering thefe are on-
ly the Fruits of his leifure Hours, I don't know a prettier

Fellow, for no Man alive hath a more engaging Prefence
of Mind upon the Road. IVat Dreary^ alias Brown Willy an
irregular Dog, who hath an underhand way of difpofing of his

Goods. I'll try him only for a Seffions or two longer upon
his good Behaviour. Harry Padington^ a poor petty-larceny

Rafcal, without the leaft Genius ; that Fellow, though he were
to live thefe fix Months, will never come to the Gallows witli

any Credit. Slippery Sam ; he goes off the next Sefllons, for

the Villain hath the Impudence to have views of following his

Trade as a Taylor, which he calls an honeft Employment.
Mat of the Mint ; lifted not above a Month ago, a promifing
fturdy Fellow, and diligent in his way ; fomewhat too bold and
hafty, and may raife good Contributions on the Publick, if he
does not cut himfelf fliort by Murder. Tom. Tipple., a. guzzling
foaking Sot, who is always too drunk to ftand himfelf, or to
make others ftand. A Cart is abfolutely neceiTary for him.
Robin o^Bagjhot., z\m Gorgon., alias Bluff Bob^ alias Carbuv*
cle.^ alias Bob Booty.

€1^

B * SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Peachum, Mrs. Peachum.

Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty ^ Husband ? I hope nothing

bad hath betided him. You know, my Dear, he's a favourite

Cuftomer of mine. 'Twas he made me a Prefent of this Ring.

Peach. I have fet his Name dovv^n in the Black-Lift, that's all,

my Dear; he fpends his Life among Women, and as foon as

his Money is gone, one or other of the Ladies will hang him
for the Reward, and there's forty Pound loft to us for-ever.

Mrs. Peach. You know, my Dear, I never meddle in matters

of Death; I always leave thofe Affairs to you. Women indeed

are bitter bad Judges in thefe cafes, for they are fo partial to

rhe Brave that they think every Man handfome who is going i&

the Camp or the Gallows.

A I R III. Cold and Raw, ^c.

If any Wench Venus'/ Girdle weaty

Though Jhe he never fo ugly ;

hillys and Rofes will quickly appear, .
'; %

And her Face look vjond'rousfmuggly, ' ''

Beneath the left Ear fo fit but a Cord, 'i

/
{A Rope fo charming a Zone isJ)

The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of « Lord,

And we erf, There dies aji Adonis

!

But really. Husband, you fliould not be too hard-hearted, for

you never had a finer, braver fet of Men than at prefent. We
have not had a Murder among them all, thefe feven Months.
And truly, my Dear, that is a great Bleffing.

Peach. What a dickens is the Woman always a whimpring
about Murder for ? No Gentleman is ever look'd upon the

worfe for killing a Man in his own Defence ; and if Bufinefs

cannot be carried on without it, whajc would you have a Gen-
tleman do?
Mrs. Peach. If I am in the wrong, my Dear, you mud ex-

cnfe me, for No-body can help the Frailty of an over-fcrupu-

lous Confcience.
Peach. Murder is as fafliionable a Crime as a Man can be

guilty of. How many fine Gentlemen have we in NewgaiK
every
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every Year, purely upon that Article! If they have wherewith-
al to perfuade the Jury to bring it in Manllaughter, what are

they the worfefor it? So, my Dear, have done upon this Subjedo
Was Captain Macheath here this Morning, for the Bank-notes
he left with you 1 aft Week ?

Mrs. Peach. Yes, my Dear j and though the Bank hath ftopt

Payment, he was fo cheerful and fo agreeable ! Sure there is

not a finer Gentleman upon the Road than the Captain ! If he
comes from Bagpot at any reafonable Hour he hath promis'd
to make one this Evening with Folly and me, and Bob Booty

^

at a Party of Quadrille. Pray, my Dear, is the Captain rich ?

Peach. The Captain keeps too good Company ever to grow
Jich. Mary-bone and the Chocolate-houfes are his undoing.
The Man that propofes to get Money by Play (hould have the
Education of a fine Gentleman, and be train'd up to ii from his

Youth.
Mrs. Peach. Really, I am forry upon Polly's Account the

Captain hath not more Difcretion. What bulinels hath he to
Jireep Company with Lords and Gentlemen? he fhould leave

them to prey upon one another.

Peach. Upon Polly's Account ! What, a Plague, does the

Woman mean ?-— Upon Polly^s Account !

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl.

Peach. And what then ?

Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the Ways of Women, I

am fure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man.
Peach. And what then ? You would not be fo mad to have

the Wench marry him ! Gamefters and Highwaymen are gent-
rally very gr od to their Whores, but they are very Devils to their

Wives.
Mrs. Peach. But if Pully fhould be in love, how fliould we

help her, or how can flie help herfelf ? Poor Girl, I am in the

atmoft Concern about her.

AIR IV. Why is your faithful Slave difdain'd? '^c.

If Love the Virgin's Heart invade^.,

How., like a Moth^ thefirAple Maid

Still plays about the Flame

!

If foo'/i jhe be not made a Wife.,

Her Honour''sfin£d., and then for Lif\

She'*s— vjbat I dare not name.

Peach. Look ye, Wife. A handfome Wench in our way
©f Bufinefs is as profitable as at the Bar of a Temple CotFee-

B 3 Houfej
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Houfe, who Looks upon it as her livelihood to grant every Li-
berry but one. You fee 1 would indulge the Girl as far as

prudently we can. In any thing, but Marriage! After that, my
Dear, how (hall we be fafe.^ Are we not then in her Husband's
Power? For a Husband hath the abfolute Power over all a

Wife's Secrets but her own. If the Girl had the Difcretion of

s Court Lady, who can have a dozen young Fellows at her Ear
without complying with one, I fhould not matter it; but Polly

is Tinder, and a Spark will at once fet her on a Flame. Mar-
ried ! If the Wench does not know her own Profit, fure fhe

knows her own Pleafure better than to make herfelf a Proper-

ty ! My Daughter to me Oiould be, like a Gourt Lady to a Mi-
nifter of State, a Key to the whole Gang. Married ! If the Af-
fair is not already done, I'll terrify her from it, by the Example
of our Neighbours.

Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my Dear, you may injure the Girl.

She loves to imitate the fine Ladies,, and fhe may only allow the

Captain Liberties in the View of Inteieft.

Peach. But 'tis your Duty, my Dear, to warn the Girl againft

her Ruin, and to inftrudl her how to make the moft of her

Beauty. I'll go to her this moment, and fifi her. In the mean
lime. Wife, rip out the Coronets and Marks of thefe doien of
Cambric Handkerchiefs, for I can difpofe of them this Afternoon
to a Chap in the City.

SCENE V.

Mrs. Peachum.
Never was a Man more out of the way in an Argument

than my Husband ! Why muft our Polly., forfooth, differ from
her Sex, and love only her Husband > And why muft Polly'*^

Marriage, contrary to all Obfervation, make her the lefs fol-

lowed by other Men ? All Men are Thieves in Love, and like

a Woman the better for being another's Property.

A i R V. Of all the fimple Things we do, ^c.

A Maid is like the golden Oar^

Which hath Guineas iittrinjical in'ty

IVhofe Worth is never knoivn^ before

It is try^d and imprejl in the Mint,
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A Wife^s like a Guinea in Gold,

Stampt with the Name of her Spoufe ;

Now herey now there ; is bought ^ or isfold \

And is current in every Houfe.

S C E N E VI.

Mrs. Peachum, Filch.

Mrs. Peach. Come hither Filch. I am as fond of this Child,

as though my Mind mifgave me he were mv own. He
hath as fine a Hand at picking a Pocket as a Woman, and

is as nimble- finger'd as a Juggler. If an unlucky SelTiou

does not cut the Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, Boy, thou

wilt be a great Man in Hiftory. Where was your Poll laft

Night, my Boy ?

Filch. Iply'd at the Opera, Madam; and confidering 'twas

neither dark nor rainy, fo that there was no great Hurry in get*-

ting Chairs and Coaches, made a tolerable hand on't. Thefe

feven Handkerchiefs, Madam.
Mrs. Peach, Colour'd ones, I fee. They are of fure Sale

from our Ware-houfe at Redriff ^vaow^ the Seamen.
tilch. And this SnufF-box;

Mrs. Peach. Set in Gold! A pretty Encouragement this to

a young Beginner.

Filch. I had a fair tug at a charming Gold Watch. Pox take

the Taylors for making the Fobs fo deep and narrow! It (luck

by the way, and I was forc'd to make my Efcape under a

Coach. Really, Madam, I fear I (hall be cut otf in the Flower

of my Youth, fo that every now and then (fince I was pumpt)

I have thoughts of taking up and going to Sea.

Mrs. Peach. You (hould go to Hockley in the Hole.^ and to

Maryhone^ Child, to learn Valour. Thefe are the Schools that

have bred fo many brave Men. I thought, Boy, by this time,

thou hadft loft Fear as well as Shame. Poor Laci ! how little

does he know as yet of the Old-Baily! For the firft Fad: J'll

infure thee from being hang'd ; and going to Sea, Filch, will

come time enough upon a Sentence of Tranfportation. But

now, iince you have nothing better to do, ev'n go to your

Book, and learn your Catechifm ; for really a Man makes but

an ill Figure in the Ordinary's Paper, who cannot give a fa-

tisfaSory Anfwer to his Queftions. Bur, hark you, my Lad.

Doa'i lell me a Lye ; for you know i hate a Lyar. Do you

,

a 4 know
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know of any thing that hath pad between Captain Macheath and
our Polly ?

Filch. I beg you, Madam, don*t ask me; for I muft either

tell a Lye to you or to Mifs Polly; for I promis'd her 1 would
not tell.

Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is con-
cern'd

Filch. I (hall lead a fad Life with Mifs Polly., if ever fhe

come to know that I told you. Befides, I would not willing-
ly forfeit my own Honour by betraying any body.
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my Husband and Polly. Come,

Filch, you ITiall go with me into my own Room, and tell me
the whole Story. I'll give thee a moft delicious Glafs of a Cor-
dial that I keep for my own drinking.

SCENE VIL
Peachum, Polly.

Polly. I know as well as any of the fine Ladies how to make
the moft of my felf and of my Man too. A Woman knows
how to be mercenary, though ftie hath never been in a Court or

at an Affembly. We have it in our Natures, Papa. If I allow
Q^)lz\n Macheath fome trifling Liberties, I have this Watch and
other vifible Marks of his Favour to fhow for it. A Girl who
cannot grant fome Things, and refufe what is mod material,

will make but a poor hand of her Beauty, and foon be thrown
jipon the Common,

AIR VI. What fliall I do to (how how much I love

her, t^c.

Virgim are like the fair Flower in its Lufire^

J^hich in the Garden enameh the Ground \

Near it the Bees in Play flutter and clufier^

Jind gauds Butterflies frolick aronnd.

But., when once flucFd^ ''tis no longer alluring^

To Covent-Garden V« fent, (as yet fvjeetj

There fades., andprinks., and grows paji all enduring
^

Rots., fiinks^ and dies, and is trod under feet.

Peach. You know, Polly^ I am not againft your toying and

trifling with a Guftomer in the way of Bafinefs, or to get out a

Secret,
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Secret, or fo. But if I find out that you have play'd the fool

and are married, you Jade you, I'll cut your Throat, Hufiy.

Now you know my Mind.

SCENE VIII.

PeachuWy Polly, Mrs. Peachum.

AIR VII. Oh London is a fine Town.

Mrs. Peachum, in a very great PaJJion.

Our Polly is a fad Slut I nor heeds what vje taught her.

I wonder any Man alive will ever rear a Daughter !

For Jhe mujl have both Hoods and Gowns ^ and Hoop to [well

her Pride,

With Scarfs and Stays^and Gloves and Lace ; andpe will have

Men befide
;

And when Jhe^s drejl with Care and Cojl^ all-tempting:, fiae

and gay.

As Minjhouldferve a Cowcumher, Jhe flings herfelf aiuay.

Our Polly is afad Slut, &C.

You Baggage ! you Huffy ! you inconfiderate Jade ! had yon

been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that might have

been your Misfortune ; but to do fuch a mad thing by Choice!

The Wench is married, Husband.
Peach. Married ! The Captain is a bold Man, and will rifque

any thing for Money ; to be fure he believes her a Fortune. Do
you think your Mother and I fhould have liv'd comfortably fo

long together, if ever we had been married ? Baggage

!

Mrs. Peach. I knew flie was always a proud Slut; and now
the Wench hath play'd the Fool and married, becaufe forfooth

Ihe would do like the Gentry. Can you fupport the Expence
pf a Husband, Huffy, in gaming, drinking and whoring? have

you Money enough to carry on the daily Quarrels of Man and

Wife about who fhall fquander mod ? There are not many
Husbands and Wives, who can bear the Charges of plaguing

one another in a handfome way. If you muft be married, could

you introduce no-body into our Family but a Highwaymai^ ?

Why, thou foolifli Jade, ihou wilt be as ill-\is'dj and as much
negledled, as if thou hadfl: married a Lord!

Peach.
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Peach. Let not your Anger, my pei^r, break through tne

Rules of Decency, for the Captain Joo.s upon himfelf in the

Military Capacity, as a Gentleman by his Profeffion. Befides

what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way of getting, or

of dying ; and both thefe ways, let me tell you, are moft ex-

cellent Chances for a Wife. Tell me Hufly, are you ruiu'd

or no?
Mrs. Peach. With Polly's Fortune, (he might very well have

gone off to a Perfon of Diftindion. Yes, that you might, you
pouting Slut I

Peach. What, is the Wench dumb > Speak, or Pll make you
plead by fqueezing out an Anfwer from you. Are you really

bound Wife to him, or are you only upon liking ? [Pinches her.

Polly. Oh! [^Screamiu^.

Mrs. Peach. How the Mother is to be pitied who hath hand-

fome Daughters ! Locks, Bolts, Bars,, and LeSures of Mora-
lity are nothing to them : They break through them all. They
have as much Pleafure in cheating a Father and Mother, as in -

cheating at Cards.

Peach. Why, Polly^ I (hall foon know if you are married,

by Macheaih^s keeping from our Houfe,

AIR VIII. Grim King of the Ghofts, ^(i

Polly. Can Love he controul'd by Advice^

Will Cupid offr Mothers obey ?

Though my Heart were asjrozen as /tr,

At his Flame ^twould have melted away.

When he kijl mefo clofely he preji,

^Twas fo fweet that I muji have comply''di

So I thought it both fafefi and befi

To marry., for fear you pould chide.

ilrs. Peach. Then all. the Hopes of our Family are gone for

ever and ever ! „* u •

Peach. And Macheath may hang his Father and Molher-m-

Law, in hope to get into their Daughter's Fortune.

Polly. I did not marry him (as 'tis the Faihion) cooly and de-

liberately for Honour or Money. But, I love him.

Mrs. Peach. Love him ! worfe and worfe ! I thought the

Girl had been better bred. Oh Husband, Husband !
her Folly

makes
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makes me mad! my F,;^ci fwims! I'm diftraSed ! I can't fup

port myfelf-"Oh ! "V [^Faints.

Peach. See, Wench, to what a Condition you have reduc'd

your poor Mother ! a Glafs of Cordial, this inftant. How the

poor Woman takes it to Heart

!

[Polly goes out^ and returns with it.

Ah, HufTy, now this is the only Comfort your Mother has

left

!

Polly. Give her another Glafs, Sir; my Mama drinks dou-
ble the Quantity whenever fhe is out of Order. This, you fee,

fetches her.

Mrs. Peach. The Girl fliows fuch a Readinefs, and fo much
Concern, that I could almoft find in my Heart to forgive her.

AIR IX. O Jenny^ O Jenny., where haft thou been.

Polly, you might have toy'd andkifi.

By keeping Men off^ you keep them on.

Polly. But he foteaz'dme^

And he fo pleased me^

What I did, you mufi have done.

Mrs. Peach. Not with a Highwayman,—-You forry Slat

!

Peach. A Word with you. Wire. 'Tis no new thing for a

Wench to take Man without confent of Parents. You know
*«s the Frailty of Woman, my Dear.

Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the Sex is frail. But the firft time

a Woman is frail, (he ftiould be fomewhat nice methinks, for

then or never is the time to make her Fortune. After that,

flie hath nothing to do but to guard herfelf from being found
out, and (he may do what fhe pleafes.

Peach. Make your felf a little eafy ; I have a Thought fhall

foon fet all Matters again to rights. Why fo melancholy, Pol-

ly\ fince what is done cannot be undone, we muft all endea-

vour to make the beft of it.

Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly; is far as one Woman can forgive

another, I forgive thee. Your Father is too fond of you,

HufTy.
Polly. Then all my Sorrows are at an end.

Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely Speech in troth, for a Wench
who is juft niarried!

A IR
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A I R X. Thomas^ I cannot, ^c
Polly. /, like a Ship i» Storms^ was toji;

Tet afraid to put in to Land; - i

Forfeiz'd in the Port the Feffei's hji^

Whofe Treafure is contreband.

I *the IVaves are laid^

My Duty's paid.

Joy beyond Expreffionl

"Jthus^ fafe a-pore.,

I ask no more^

My All is in my Pojfeffion.

Peach. I hear Cuftomers in t'other Room ; Go, talk with

*em, Polly; but come to us again, as foon as they are gone.—

-

But, heark ye, Child, if 'tis the Gentleman who was here Ye-
(lerday about the Repeating-Watch ; fay, you believe we can't

get Intelligence of it, till to-morrow. Fori lent it to Suky

Straddle^ to make a Figure with it to-night at a Tavern in Dru-
ry-Lane. If t'other Gentleman calls for theSilver-hilted Sword;
you know Beetle-brow'd Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not

come from Tunhridge till Tuesday Night ; fo that it cannot be

had till then. •

S C E N E IX.

Pcachum, Mrs. Peachum.

Peach. Dear Wife, be a little pacified. Don't let your Paf-

fion run away with your Senfes. Polly.^ I grant you, hath done
a rafh thing.

Mrs. Peach. If fhe had had only an Intrigue with the Fel-

low, why the very beft Families have excus'd and huddled up a

Frailty of that fort. 'Tis Marriage, Husband, that makes it a

Blemifli.

Peach. Bat Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for Re-
putations, there is not a Spot or a Stain but what it can take

out. A rich Rogue novy-a-days is fit Company for any Gen-
tleman ; and the WorJd, my Dear, hath not fach a Contempt
for Roguery as you imagine. I tell you, Wife, I can make this

Match turn to our Advantage.

Mrs.
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Mrs. Peach. I am very fenfible, Husband, that Captain Maf-

heath is worth Money, but I am in doubt whether he hath not

rwo or three Wives already, and then if he fhould dye in a

Seffion or two, Pollfs Dower would come into Difpute.

Ffiaeh. That, indeed, is a Point which ought to be confidet'd.

AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor.

A Fox may Jieal your Hens., Sir,

A Whore your Health and Pence., Sir^

Your Daughter rob your Cheji^ Sir,

Tour Wife mayJieal your Reft^ Sir^

A 'thiefyour Goods and Plate.

'But this is all but picking
;

''^

With Reft., Pence ^ Cheft and Chitken^

: J It ever -was decreed., Sir,

If Lawyer's Hand is fee''d. Sir,

He fiealsyour whole Eftate.

The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thofe in our Way. They
don*t care that any Body fhould get a Clandeftine Livelihood

but themfelves.

S C E N E X.

Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly.

Polly^ *Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a Damask
Window-Curtain, a Hoop-Petticoat, a Pair of Silver Candle-

fticks, a Perriwig, and one Silk Stocking, from the Fire that

happen'd laft Night.
Peach. There is not a Fellow that is cleverer in his way, and

faves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned. But now, Polly.,

to your Affair ; for Matters muft not be left as they are. You
are married then, it feems?

Polly. Yes, Sir.

Peach. And how do you propofe to live, Child ^

Polly. Like other Women, Sir, upon the Induftry of my
Husband.

Mrs. Peach What, is theWench turnM Fool > A Highway-
man's Wife, like a Soldier's, hath as little of his Pay, as of his

Company.
Peach.
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Peach. And had not yon the common Views of a Gentlewo-
man in your Marriage, Polly ?

Polly. I don't know what you mean, Sir.

Peach. Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow.
Polly. But I love him, Sir : how then could I have Thoughts

of parting with him ?

Peach. Parting with him I Why, that is the whole Scheme
and Intention of all Marriage Articles. The comfortable E-
ftate of Widow-hood, is the only hope that keeps up a Wife's
Spirits. Where is the Woman who would fcruple to be a

Wife, if (he had it in her Power to be a Widow whenever (he

pleas'd ? If you have any Views of this fort, Polly^ I (hall think

the Match not fo very unreafonable.

Polly. How I dread to hear your Advice! Yet I rauftbegyou
to explain yourfelf. /

Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the next

Seffions, and then at once you are made a rich Widow.
Polly. What, murder the Man I love ! The Blood runs cold

at my Heart with the very Thought of it.

Peach. Fye, Polly ! What hath Murder to do in the AfF^'r ?

Since the thing fooner or later muft happen, I dare fay, the

Captain himfelf would like that we (hould get the Reward for

his Death fooner than a Stranger. Why, Polly^ the Captain

knows, that as 'tis his Employment to rob, fo 'tis ours to take

Robbers ; every Man in his Bufinefs. So that there is no Ma-
lice in the Cafe.

Mrs. Peach?"Ay^ Husband, now you have nick'd the Mat-
ter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could ever make
me forgive her.

AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear.

Folly. Oh^ ponder well! be not fevere ;

Sofave a wretched Wife

!

For on the Rope that hangs my Dear

Depends poor l*o\\y*s Life.

Mrs. Peach. But your Duty to your Parents, Huffy, obliges

you to hang him. W^hat would many a Wife give for fuch an
Opportunity

!

Polly. What is a Jointure, what is Widow-hood to me? I

know my Heart. I cannot furvive him.

AIR
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AIR XIII. Le printemps rappelle aux armes.

The Turtle thus with plaintive crying.

Her Lover dying,

The Turtle thus with plaintive crying.

Laments her Dove.

Down Jhe drops quite /pent withjighing,

Paired in Death, as paired in Love.

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

Mrs. Peach. What, is the Fool in love in earned then ? I

hate thee for being particular: Why, Wench, thou art a Shame
to thy very Sex.

Polly. But hear me, Mother.— If you ever lov'd—
Mrs. Peach. Thofe curfed Play-books ftie reads have been

her Ruin, One Word more, HulTy, and I Ihall knock your
Brains out, if you have any.

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of Mifchief, and
confider of what is propos'd to you.

Mrs. Peach. Away, Hufly. Hang your Husband, and be

dutiful.

S C E N E XL
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum.

[Polly liftning.

Mrs. Peach. The Thing, Husband, muft and (hall be done.

For the fake of Intelligence we muft take other Meafures, and
have him peach'd the next Seffion without her Confeni. If (he

will not know her Duty, we know ours.

Peach. But really, my Dear, it grieves one's Heart to take

off a great Man. When I confider his Perfonal Bravery, his

fine Stratagem, how much we have already got by him, and
how much more we may get, methinks I can't find in my
Heart lo have a Hand in his Death, i wilh you could have
made Polly undertake it.

Mrs. Peach. But in a Cafe of Neceffity our own Lives

are in danger.

Peach. Then, indeed, we muft comply with the Guftoms of
the World, and make Gratitude g've way to Intereft. He
fiiall be taken off,

Mrs,
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Mrs. Peach. I'll undertake tp manage Polly.

Peach. And I'll prepare Matters for the Old-Baily.

SCENE XII.

Polly.

Now I'm a Wretch, indeed. Methinks I fee him
already in the Carr, fweeter and more lovely than the Nofegay

in his Hand ! — I hear the Crowd extolling his Refolution and
Intrepidity !

—~ What Vollies of Sighs are fent from the Win-
dows of Holhrn, that fo comely a Youth (hould be brought to

difgrace ! • -I fee him at the Tree ! The whole Circle are in

Tears !— even Butchers weep !
— Jack Ketch himfelf hefitates

to perform his Duty, and would be glad to lofe his Fee, by a

Reprieve. What then will become of Polly I -— As yet I may
inform him of their Defign, and aid him in his Efcape.——It
fhall be fo.— But then he flies, abfents himfelf, and I bar my
felf from his dear dear Converfation ! That too vnW diftrat^

me.— If he keep out of the way, my Papa and Mama may
in time relent, and we may be happy.— If he ftays, he is hang'd,

and then he is loft for ever !— He intended to lye conceal'd in

my Room, 'till the Dusk of the Evening : If they are abroad,

I'll this Inftant let him out, left fome Accident fhould prevent

him. \_Exit^ and returns.

SCENE xiir.

Polly, Macheath.

AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot, fay—
Mach. Pretty Polly, fay.

When I was away.

Did yottr Fancy neverJiray

To fome newer hover ?

Polly. Without Difgutfe,

Heaving Sighs,

Doating Eyes,

My confiant Heart difcover.

Fondly let me hill

Mach. fretty, petty Poll.
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Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my Dear?

Mach. Sufped my Honour, my Courage, fufpe61: any thing

but my Love.— May my Piftols mi;s i'ire, and my Mare flip

her Sroulder while I am purfu'd, if 1 ever forfake thee!

Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reafon to doubt you, for

I find in (he Romance you lent me, none bf the great Heroes

were ever falfe in Love.

AIR XV. Pray, Fair One, be kind—

Mach. My Heart was fo free.

It rov'd like the Bee^

^'Till Polly my Pajfion requited \

IJipt each Flower^

I changed ev'ry Hour^
*

But here ev'ry Flower is united,

Polly. Were you fentenc'd" to Tranfportatian, fure, my
Dear, you could not leave me behind you— could you ?

Mach. Is there any Power, any Force that could rear me
from thee.^ You mighrfooner tear a Fenfion out of the Hands

of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty Woman from a

Looking-glafs, or any Woman from Quadrille.— But to tear

me from thee is impoffible

!

A I R XVL Over the Hills and far away»

IVere I laid on Green land'j Coaji^

And in my Arms embrac''dmy Lafs;

Warm amidjl eternal Froji.,

Too foon the Half Tear^s Night vjouldpafs.

Polly. IVere Ifold on Indian Soil^ -^

Soon as the burning Day was clos^d^ \

I could mock the fultry Toil,

When on my Charmer's Breaft reposed,.

Mach. And Iwould loveyou ail the Day^

Polly. Every Night would kifs and play

^

Mach. If with me you'd fondly firay

Polly. Over the Hills and far away.

Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh !— how fhall I

fpeak it ? I mnft be torn from thee. We muli part.

C Mach.
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Much. How! Part!
Polly. We muft, we mufl.— My Papa and Mama are fet a-

gainft thy Life. They now, even now are in Si arch aftfr thee.
They are preparing Evidence againft thee. Thy Life depends
upon a Moment.

AIR XVII. Gin thoa wert mine awn thing—
what PaitJ it is to part

!

Caa I leave thee, can I leave thee ?

what Pain it is to part !

Can thy Polly ever leave theeX

But leji Death my LoveJhould thwart^

And bring thee to thefatal Cart,

Thus I tear theefrom my bleeding Heart!

Fly hence, and let me leave thee.

OneKifs and then— one Kifs— begone— farewell.

Mach, My Hand, my Heart, my Dear, is fo rivited to

thine, that I cannot unloofe my Hold.
Polly. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then 1 fhould lofe

the very glimmering of Hope. A few Weeks, perhaps, may
reconcile us all . Shall thy Polly hear from thee ?

Mach. Muft I then go ?

Polly. And will not Abfence change your Love S*

Mach. If you doubt it, let me flay— and be hang'd.

Polly. O how I fear! how I tremble!— Go --but when
Safety will give you leave, you will be fure to fee me again;

for *till then Polly is wretched.

A I R XVIII. O the Broom, ^c.

Mach. T^he Mifer thus a Shilling fees, [Parting, and looking back

TI/l,:^L J > //• »j ^ >. at each other with fond-
er »/£^^ he s obliz d to pa\'. r \. t>

rrr- t c- 7 - ^^^'^^ "^ ^* ^"^ Door,
IVfth Stghs rejigns tt by degrees, ihe at the other.

And fears ^tis gone for aye.

Polly. The Boy, thus, when his Sparrow's fioVJity

The Bird in Silence eyes
;

Butfoon as out of Sight "'tis gone,

Whines, whimpers, fobt and cries.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE L

A Tavern near Newgate.

Jemmy Twitcher, Crook-finger''d Jack, Wat Dreary,

Robin o/Bagfhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Pading-

ton, Mact of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reft; of

the Gang, at the "Table^ with fVine^ Brandy and To-

bacco.

Ben. 1~^UT pr'ythee, M«;f?,what is become of thy Brother

|~%l
Tom ? I have not feeu him fince my Return from

-B-^ Tranfportation.

Matt. Poor Brother Tom had an Accident this time Twelve-
month, and (o clever a made Fellow he was, that I could not

fave him from thofe fleaing Rafcals the Surgeons; and now^
poor Man, he is among the Otamys at Surgeon'^ Hall.

Ben. So it feems, his Time was come.

'Jem. But the prefent Time is ours, and no Body alive hath

more. Why are the Laws levell'd at us.^ are we more difho-

neft than the reft of Mankiad? What we win. Gentlemen, is

our own by the Law of Arms, and the Right of Conqueft.

Crook. Whi:re (hail we find foch another Set of pradical

Philofophers. who to a Man are above the Fear of Death P

Wat. Sound Men, and true.'

Robtn. Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable Induftry

!

Ned. Who is there here that would not dye for his Friend?
Harry. Who is there here Uiat would betray him for his

Intereft?

Mat. Show me a Gang of Courtiers that can fay as much.
Ben. We are for a juft Partition of the World, for every

Man hath a Right to enjoy Life.

Mat. We retrench the SuperfluUiesof Mankind. The World
is avaricious, and I hate Avarice. A covetous fellow, like a

Jack-daw, fteals what he was nev;er made to enjoy, for the

fake of hiding it. Thefe are the Robbers of Mankind, for Mo-
ney was made for the Free hearted and Generoas, and where

G a is
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js the injury of taking from another, what he hath not the
Heart to make ufe of?

Jem. Our feveral Stations for the Day are fixt. Good luck
attend us all. Fill the Glaffes.

A I R I. Fill ev'ry Glafs, ^c.

Matt. Fill ev'ry Glafs^ for IVine iftfpires usy

Andfires us

With Courage y hove and Joy.

Women and Winejhould Life employ.

Is there ought elfe on Earth defirous'i

Chorus. Fill ev'ry Giafs^ &c.

S C E N E H.

To them enter Macheath.

Much. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been with you

this Hour; but an unexpeded Affair hath detain'd me. No
Ceremony, I beg you.

Matt. We were juft breaking up to go upon Duty. Ami
to have the Honour of taking the Air with you, Sir, this Eve-
ning upon the Heath .^ I drink a Dram now and then with the

Stage-Coachmen in the way of Friendfliip and Intelligence; and

I know that about this Time there will be PalTengers upon the

Weftern Road, who are worth fpeaking with.

Much. I was to have been of that Party but

Matt. But what, Sir?

Mach. Is there any man who fufpeds my Courage?
Matt. We have all been witnelles of it.

Ifhch. My Honour and Truth to the Gang?
Matt. I'll be anfwerable for it.

Mach. In the Diviiion of our Booty, have I ever fhown the

le^ft Marks of Avarice or Injuftice?

Matt. By thefe Queftions fomething feems to have ruffled

you. Ate any of us fufptdted?

Mach. I have a fixt Confidence, Gentlemen, in you all, as

Men of Honour, and as fuch I value and refpeS you. Peachum
is a Man that is ufeful to us.

Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play ? I'll flioot him

through the Head-
Mach.
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Mach. I beg you, Gentlemen, ail with Condu6l; and Dif-

cretion. A Fiftol is your laft refort.

Matt. He knows nothing of this Meeting.
Mach. Bafinefs cannot go on without him. He is a Man

who knows the World, end is a nectlTary Agent to us. We
have had a flight Difference, and till it is accommodated I fhall

be oblig'd to keep out of his way. Any private Dilpute of

mine iliall be of no ill confequence to my Friends. You mull:

continue to ad under his Diredion, for the moment we breaic

loofe from him, our Gang is ruin'd.

Matt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I grant you, he is to us of

great Convenience.
Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the Gang, which

I can never do but with Life. At our private Quarters 1 will

continue to meet you. A Week or fo will probably recon-

cile las.

Matt. Your InftruSions fnall be obferv'd. 'Tis now high

time for us to repair to our feveral Duties ; fo till the Evening

at our Quarters in Moor-fields we bid you farewell.

Mach. I (hall wifh my felf with you. Succefs attend you.

[Sits down melancholy at the Table.

AIR II. March in Rinaldo^ with Drums and Trut^pets,

Matt. Let us take the Road.

Hark I I hear the found of Coaches]

The hour of Attack approaches.,

To your Arms., brave Beys., and load.

Seethe Ball I hold!

Let the Chymijis toll like Affcs.,

Our fire their fire furpaffes..

And turns all our Lead to Gold.

[The Gang, rant;'d in the Front of the Stage, load their

Piftols, and ftick them under their Girdles; then go
off finging the firft Part in Chorus,. .

SCENE III.

Macheathj Drawer.

Mach. What a Fool is a fond Wench ! Polly is mofl con-

foundedly bit. i love the Sex. And a Man who loves Mo-
G 3

ney.
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ney, might as well be contented with one Guinea, as I with

one Woman. The Town periiap> hath been as much oblig'd

to me, for recruiting it with free-hearted Ladies, as to any Re-
cruiiing Officer in the Army. If it wete not for us and the

other Gentlemen of the Sword, Dmry-LaKC would be unin-

habited.

AIR HI. Would you have a Young Virgin, ^c.

If the Heart of a Man is depreji with Cares^

The Miji is di[pe!l^d when a Woman appears
;

Like the Notes of a Fiddle, pe fwectly^ fweetly

Raifes the Spirits^ and charms our Ears^

Rofes and Lillies her Cheeks difc(ofe,

But her ripe Lips are more fiveet than thofe,

Prefs her^

Carefs her

WithBlijfes,

Her Kijjes

Dijfolve ns in Pleafure, andfoft Repofe.

I muft have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind like

them. Money is not fo ftrong a Cordial for theTime. Drawer.
\_Enter Drawer.'] Is the Porter gone for all the Ladies,

according to my diredions?

Draw. I expedl him back every Minute. But you know,
Sir, you fent him as far as Hockley in the Hole^ for three of the

Ladies, (or one in f^megar Tardy and for the reft ofthemfome-
where about Lewkner^ Lane. Sure fome of them are below,
for 1 hear the Birr Bell. As they come I will (how them up.

Cuming, Coming.

SCENE IV.

Macheath, Mrj. Coaxer, Dollar Trull, Mr/. Vixen, Betty

Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry,
and Molly Brazen.

Mach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. You look
charmingly to-day. I hope you don't want the Repairs of
Quality, and lay on Paint. — Dolly Trull!k\fs me, you Slut; are

you



The Beggar'j Ofera. x
3

you as amorous as ever, Huffy? You are always fo taken up
with ftealing Hearts, that you dr-u't allow your felf Time to

-fteal any thing elfe. Ah Dolly^ thou wilt ever be a Go-
queue ! Mr s. Fixen^ I'm yours, I always lov'd a Wo-
man of Wit and Spirit; they make charming Miftreffes, but

plaguy Wives. Betty Doxy'. Come hither, Huffy. Do
you drin'k as hard as ever ? You had better Hick to good
wholetbrne Beer; for in troth, Betty, Strong-Waters will in

time ruin your Coillitution. You fhould leave thofe to your
Betters. What! and my pretty Jenny Diver too! As
prim and demure as ever ! I'here is not any Frude, though e-

ver fo high bred,haih a more fandtify'd Look, with a more mif-
chievous Heart. Ah! thou art a dear artful Hypocrite. ^——

.

"Mrs. Siammekin! as carelcfs and genteel as ever! all you fine

Ladies, who know your own Beauty, affed au Undr'efs

But fee, here's Suky Tawdry come to ctntradia what I was
faying. Every thing fhe gets one way (he lays out upon her

Back. Why, Suky, you muft keep at leaft a dozen Tally-
men. MoJ/y Brazen! [^SAe kiJJ'es h'im.~\ That's well done. I

love a free-hearted Wench. Fnou ha(t a moft agreeable Af-
furance, Girl, and ait as willing as a Turtle. —Bur hark !

1 hear mufick. The Harper is at the Door. If Muftck be the

Food of Love., play on. E'er you feat your felves. Ladies, what
think you of a Dance? Come in. \_Enter Harper.^ Play ttre

French Tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was fo fond of.

[y4 Dance a la ronde in the French Manner \ near the

End of it this Song and Chorus.

AIR IV. Cotillon.

^QUtVi the Seafon madefor Joys.^

Love is then our Duty^

She alone who that employs.^

Well deferves her Beauty.

Let's be gay

y

While ive may.,

Beauty''s a Flower
.^
defpis^d in decay.

Toufh^s the Seafon &c.

Let its drink and [port to-day^

Ours is not to-morrow.

Love with Touth flies fvJ ift away^

Jge is nought but Sorrovj.

C 4. Dance
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Dance andfing^

'Time's on the IV'tng^

Life never knows the return of Spring.

Chorus. Let us drink &g.

Mach. Now, pray Ladies, take your Places. Here Fellow,
\^Pays the Harper.'] Bid the Drawer bring us more Wine.
lEx. Harper.'] If any of the Ladies chufe Ginn, I hope they

will be To free to call for it.

Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ftrong e-

nough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong-Waters, but

when 1 have the Cholic.

Mach. Juft the Excufe of the fine Ladies ! Why, a Lady of
Qualiry is never without the Cholic. I hope, Mrs. Coaxer., you
have had good Saccefs of late in your Vifits among the Mer-
cers.

Coax. We have fo many Interlopers Yet with Indu-

flry, one may ftill have a little Picking. I carried a filver

fiower'd Luteftring, and a Pi^ce of black Padefoy to Mr.
Peachiiyn's Lock bur laft Week.

I^ix. There's Molly Brazen hath the Ogle of a Rattle-Snake.

She rivetted a Linnen-diaper's Eye fo faft upon her, that he

was nick'd of three Pieces of Cambric before he could look
off.

Braz. Oh dear Madam ! But fure nothing can come
up to your handling of Laces! And then you have fuch a

fweet deluding Tongue ! To cheat a Man is nothing; but the

Woman muft have fine Parts indeed who cheats a Woman !

Fix. Lace, Madam, lyes in a fmall Gompa(s, and is of
eafy Conveyance. But you are apt, Madam, to think too well

of your Friends.

Coax. If any Womaa hath more Art than another, to be

fure, 'tis "Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow be never fo a-

greeable, tlie can pick his Pocket as cooly, as if Money were
her only Pleafure. Now that is a Command of the Paflions

uncommon in a Woman!
Jenny. I never go to the Tavern vn(t\ a Man, but in the

View of Bufinefs. I have other Hours, and other lort of Men
for my Pleafure. But had I your Addrefs, Madam

Mach. Have done with your Compliments , Ladies ; and

drink about: You are not fo fond of me, Jenny., as you ufe

to be.

Jenny. 'Tis not convenient, Sir, to fliow my Fondnefs a-

niong fo many Rivals. 'Tis your own Choice, and not the

wartnth of my inciinaiion that will determine you.
AIR
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AIR V. All in a mifty Morning, l^fc

Before the Barn-door crowi-ag^

1'he Cock by Hens atiended.

His Eyes around him throwing^

Stands for a while fufpcnded.

Then One he Jingles from the Crew,

And cheers the happy Hen
;

With how do \wii do, and how do ym do,

And how do you do again.

Mach. Ah Jenns I thnu art a d^ar Slat.

Trull. Pray, MudiUn. were you ever in keeping?

Tawd I hope, Midam, 1 ha'nt been lb long upon the

Tow!', but I have met v^ith fome good Fortune as well as my
Neighbours.

Trull. Pardon me, M:idam, I meant no harm by the Qiie-

ftion; 'twas only in ihe way of Converfation.

Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, I might
have liv'd very haiidfomely with my lafi: Friend. But upon
his miffing five Gui'jeaf;, he turn'd me off. 'Now I never fu-

fpeded he had counted them.
Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your beft fort of

Keepers ?

Trull. That, Madam, is thereafter as they be.

Slam. I, Madam, was once kept by a Jew ; and bating their

Religion, to Women they are a good fort of People.

Tawd Now for my part, I own I like an old Fellow: for

we always make them pay for what they can't do.

V'lx. A fpruce Prentice, let me tell you, Ladies, is no ill

thing, they bleed freely, i have Tnt at ieart two or three do-
zen of them in my time to the Plantaiions.

Jen. But to be fure,Sir, with fo much good Fortune as yoa
have had up^n the Road, yoa mufl be grown .immenfely rich.

Mach. The Fioad, indeed, hath done me juftice, but the

Gaming-Table hath been my ruin.

AIR VI. When once I lay with another Man's Wife, ^c
Jen, The Gamejlers and Lawyers are Jugglers alike.

If they meddle your All is in danger.

1-iike Gypfies, if once they can finger a Soufe,

Tour Pockets they pick, and they pilfer your Houfe,

And give your Efiatc to a Stranger. Thefe
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Thefe are the Tools of a Man of Honour. Cards and Dice are

only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey upon their Friends.
\_She takes ztf his Piflol. Tawdry takes up the other.

Tawd. This, Sir, is fitter for yeur Hand. Befides your Lofs
of Money, 'lis a Lofs to the Ladies. Gaming takes you off

from Women. How fond could I be of you! but before

Compai.y, 'lis ill bred.

Mach. Wanton Huifies!

"Jen. I muft and will have a Kifs to give my Wine a xeft.

\They take htm about the Neck^ and make Signs to PeachUtn
andCon'labtcs., who rujh in upon him.

S C E N E V.

To them, Peachum and Conjiables.

Peach. I feize you, Sir, as my Prifoner.

Mach. Was this well done, Jenny "i. Women are De-
coy Ducks; who can trull them! Beafts, Jades, Jilts, Har-
pies, Furies, Whores

!

Peach. Your Cafe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. The
greateti Heroes have been ruin'd by Women. But, to do them
juftice, I muft own they are a pretty fort of Creatures, if we
could trurt them. You muft now, Sir, take your leave of

the Liidies , and if they have a Mind to make you a Vifit, they

will be fure to find you at home. The Gentleman, Ladies,

lodges in Newgate. Gonftables, wait upon the Captain to his

Lodgings.

AIR VII. When firft I laid Siege to my Chloris, &c.

Mac. /It the T'ree I Jhallfuffer with pleafure^

At the T'ree IJhall fitffer with pleafure^

Let me go where I wiH^

In all kinds of III.^

1 jhall find no fuch Furies as thefe are.

P<rr3f/&. Ladies, I'll take care the Reckoning fli all be difcharg'd.

[Ex. Macheath, guarded with Peachum and Conjiables.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

I'he Women remain.

Fix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny., though Mr. Peachum may have

made a private Bargain with you and Suky Tawdry for betray-

ing the Captain, as we were all aflifting, we ought all to (hare

alike.

Coax. I think Mr. Peachum.^ after fo long an acquaintance,

might have trufted me as well as Jenny Dher.
Slam. I am fure at leaft three Men of his hanging, and in a

Year's time too, (if he did me juftice) fliould be fet down to

my account.

Tru/l, Mrs. Slammek'tn., that is not t'air. For you know one
of them was taken in Bed with me.

Jenny. As far as a Bowl of Punch or a Treat, I believe Mrs.
Suky will join with me. As for any thing elfe, Ladies, you
cannot in confcience exptdl it.

Slam. Dear Madam -—--

Trull. I would not for the World
Slar/i. 'Tis impoffible f.ir me
Trull. As I hope to be fav'd, Madam
Slam. Nay, then I muft (lay here all Night
Trull. Since you command me.

\_Exeunt with great Ceremony.

SCENE Vn. Newgate.

Lockic, Turnkeys^ Mackheath, Conjiables.

Lock. Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have not been
a Lodger of mine this Year and half. You know the cuftom,
Sir. Garnilh, Captain, Garniih. Hand me down thofc Fetters
there.

Mach. Thofe, Mr. Lockit., feem to be the heavieft of the
whole fett. With your leave, 1 fhould like the further pair

better.

Lock. Look ye, Csptain, we know what is fitted for our
Prifoners. When a Gentleman ufes me with Civility, 1 always
do the beft I can to pleafe him. Hand them down I fay.

—

We have them of all Prices, from one Guinea to ten, and 'tis

fitting every Gentleman fliould pleafe himfelf.

Mach.
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Much. I underftand you, Sir. [Gives Money.~\ The Fees
here are fo many, and lb exorbitant, that few Fortunes caa
bear the Expence of getting off handfomly, or of dying like

a Gentleman.
Lock. Thofe, I fee, will fit the Captain better.—

Takedown the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir.-

—

Never was better work. How gsntt-ely they are made !
—

They will fit as eafy as a Glove, and the niceft Man in En-
gland might not be afham'd to wear them. [He puts on the

Chains.'] If I had the bcft Gentleman in the Land in my Cu-
ftody I could not equip him more handfomly. And fo. Sir—
I now leave you to your private Meditations.

SCENE VIII.

Macheath.

AIR VIII. Courtiers, Courtiers think it no harm, ^c. •

Man may efcape from Rope and Gun
;

Nay., fome have out-ltv'd the Dolor's Pill ;

Who takes a Woman muft be undone.^

That Bafiitsk is fure to kill.

The Fly that fips Treacle is lofi in the Sweets^

So he that taftes Woman^ Woman., Woman^
He that tajles Woman., Ruin meets.

To what a woful plight have I brought my feif ! Here muft
1 (all day long, 'till I am hang'd) be confin'd to hear the Re-
proaches of a Wench who lays her Rain at my Door. -

I am in the Cufiody of her Father, and to be fure if he knows
of the matter, I (hall have a fine time on't betwixt this and my
Execution. But I promis'd the Wench Marriage. -

What fignifies a Promife to a Woman ? Docs not Man in

Marriage itfelf promife a hundred things that he never means
to perform ? Do all we can, Women will believe us; for they

look upon a Promife as an Excufe for following their own
Inclinations. But here comes Lucy.^ and 1 cannot get from
her Wou'd I were deaf !^

SCENE
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SCENE IX.

Macheath, Lucy.

Lucy. You bafe Man you, •— how can you look me in

the Face after what hath paft between us ? See here, per-

fidious Wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load of

Infamy you have laid upon me O Macheath\ thou haft

robb'd me of my Quiet to fee thee tortur'd would give me
pleafure.

AIR. IX. A lovely Lafs to a Friar car&e, ^a
Thus when a good Hufivife fees a Rat

In her Trap in the Morning taken^

With pleafure her Heart goes pit a pat.

In Revenge for her lofs of Bacon,

Then Jhe throws him

To the Dog or Cat^

To he worried^ crujh'd andpaken.

Mac. Have you no Bowels, no Tendernefs, my dear Lttcy^
to fee a Husband in thefe Circumftances ?

Lucy. A Husband

!

Mac. In ev'ry refped but the Form, and that, my Dear, may
be faid over us at any time. Friends (hould not infill upon
Ceremonies. From a Man of honour, his Word is as good as
his Bond.

Lucy. 'Tis the pleafure of all you fine Men to infult the

Women you have ruin'd.

A I R X. 'Twas when the Sea was roaring, ^c.

How cruel are the Traytors.^

Who lye and fwear in jeji
,

To cheat unguarded Creatures

Of Virtue.^ Fame., and Rejl I

Whoeverfleals a Shilling.,

Through Jhame the Guilt conceals:

la Love the perjur''d F^illain

With Boajis the Thejt reveals.

Mac.
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Mac. The very firft opportunity, my Dear, (have bat pati-

ence) you fliall be my Wife in whatever maiiner you pleafe.

Lucy. liifi 'uating Monfter! And fu you think I know no-
thing of the Affair of M'f:. Polly Peachum. I could tear

thy Eyes out

!

Mac. Sure Lucy^ you can't be fuch a Fool as to be jealous

of Polly !

Lucy. Are you not married to her, you Brute, you?
Mac. iViarried 1 Very good. The Wench gives it out only

to vex ihee, and fo ruin me in thy good Opinion. 'Tis true,

I go to the H^>ijfe ; I chat with the Girl, I kifs her, I fay a

thoufaud things to her (as all Gentlemen do) that mean no-

thing, to divert my feif ; and now the fiUy Jade hath fet it

about that I ann married to her, to let me know what (he

would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy., thefe violent Paflions

may be of ill confequence to a Woman in your condition.

Lucy. Come, com;, Captain, for all your AfTurance, you
know that Mifs Polly hath put it out of your power to do
me the Judice you promis'd me.

Mac. A jealous Woman believes ev'ry thing her Paflion

fuggefts. To convince you of my Sincerity, if we can find

the Ordinary, I fhall have no fcruples of making you my
Wife ; and I know the confequence of having two at a time.

Lucy. That you are only to be hang'd, and fj get rid of
them both.

Mac. I am ready, my dear Lucy., to give you fatisfaftion—
if you think there is any in Marriage. What can a Man
of Honour fay more ?

Lucy. So then it feems, you are not married to Mifs

Polly.-

Mac. You know, Lticy., the Girl is prodigioufly conceited.

No Man can fay a civil thing to her, but (like other fine

Ladies) her Vanity makes her think he's her own for ever and

ever.

AIR XI. The Sun had loos'd his weary Teams, ^c.

The firjl time at the Looking-glafs

The Mother fets her Daughter^

The Image Jirikes the fmiliKg Lafs

With Self-love ever after.

Each time Jbe looks, pe^fmder grown
.^

Thinks ev'ry Charm grows flronger.

But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes butyour own

Cm fee you ars not younger.
•' When
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When Women confider their own Beauties, they are all alike

unreafonable in their demands ; tor tht-y exped their Lovers
(hould like them as long as they like themfelvcs.

Lmcy- Yonder is my Father ptrhaps this way we may
light upon the Ordinary, who (hall try if you will be as good
as your Word. For I long to be made an honeft Woman.

SCENE X.

Peachum, Lockit mth an jkcount-Book.

Lock. In this laft Affair, Brother Peachum.^ we are agreed.

You have confented to go halves in Macheath.

Peach. We (hall never fall out about an Execution.

But as to that Article, pray how (lands our laft Year's account?
Lock. If you will run your Eye over it, you'll (ind 'tis fair

and clearly dated.

Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very hard
upon us ! Can it be expedied that we (hould hang our Acquain-
tance for ilothing, when our Be«ers will hardly fave theirs

without being paid for it. Unlefs the People in employment
pay better, I promife them for the future, I fliall let other
Rogoes live belides their own.

Lock. Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid thefe matters may be
carried too far. We are treated too by them with Contempt, as

if our Profeflioft were not reputable.

Peach. In one refped indeed, our Employment may be
reckon'd difhoneft, becaufe, like Great Statefmen, we encou-
rage thofe who betray their Friends.

Lock. Such Language, Brother, anywhere elfe, might turn
to your prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I beg you.

AIR. XII. How happy are we, ^c.

When you cenfure the Age.,

Be cautious and [age

^

Left the Courtiers offended jbould, he i

If you mention Vice or Brihe.,

^Tisfofat to all the Tribe
\

Each crys That vjas levelled at me.

Peach. Here's poor Med Clincher^^ Name, I fee. Sure, Bro-

ther Lockit., there was a little unfair proceeding in Ned^^ cafe :

for
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/or he told me in the Gondenin'd Hold, that for Value received,

you had promis'd hirn a Seffion or two longer without Mo-
leftation.

Lock. Mr. Peachum.,—^TK\s is the firft time my Honour
was ever call'd in Queflion.

. Peach. Bufinefs is at an end if once we a6l diflionourably.

Lock. Who accufes me?
Feach. You are warm, Brother.

Lock. He that attacks my Honour, attacks my Livelyhood.

—

And this Ufage — Sir is not to be born.

Peach. Since you provoke me to fpeak 1 muft tell you
too, tf;at Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding her of her

Information-Money, for the apprehending of curl-pated Hugh.
Indeed, indeed, Brother, we muft pundually pay our Spies, or

we fhall have no Information.

. Lock. Is this Language to me, Sirrah^ who have fav'd you
from the Gallows, Sirrah! {Coliaring each other.

Peach It* I am hing'd, it fliall be for ridding iheWorld of an

^arrant Rafcal.
'_ Lock. This Hand fhall do the office of the Halter you de-

ferve, and throttle you- you Dog!—
Peach. Brother, Brother, We are both in the Wrong

—

We (hall be both Lof<;rs in the Difpute^ for you know we
have it in our Power to hang each other. You ihould not be

io paffionate.

Lock. Nor you fo provoking.

Peach. 'Tis our mutual Intereft ; 'tis for the Intereft of the

World we fhould agree. If I faid any thing, Brother, to the

Prejudice of your Character, 1 ask pardon.

Lock. Brother Peachum ^^I can forgive as well as refent.

——Give me your Hand. Sufpicion does not become a Friend.

Peach. I only meant to give you occafion to juftifie your-

felf ; But I muft now ftep home, for I expeS the G..ntleman

about this Snuff-box, that Filch nimm'd two Nights ago in the

Park. 1 appointed him at this hour.

SCENE XL

Lockit, Lucy.

Lock. Whence come you, Huffy?
Lttcy. My Tears might anfwer that Queftion.

Lock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, like a

Spaniel, over the Fellow that hath abus'd you.
Luc^'
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Lucy. One can't help Love ; one can't cure it. *Tis not in

my Power to obey you, and hate him.

Lock. Learn to bear your Husband's Death like a reafonable
Worlian. 'Tis not the fafhion, now-a-days, fo much as to

affeS Sorrow upon thefe Occafions. No Woman would ever
marry, if fhe had not the Chance of Mortality for a Releafe.

A8i like a Woman of Spirit, Hu£y, and thank your Father
for what he is doing.

AIR XIIL Of a noble Race was iS^if^-^/^a

Lucy. Is then hh Fate decreed., Sir ?

Such a Man can I think of quitting ?

When firji we met^ fo moves me yet^

fee hovJ my Heart is fplitting!

Lock. Look ye, Lucy There is no favipg hiiii.—^So, I

ihink, you muft ev'n do like other Widows— Buy your felf

Weeds, and be cheerful.

A I R XIV.
t.

You'll think e''er many Days enfue

'This Sentence not fevere ;

I hang your Husband., Child^ ''tis true^

But with him hang your Care.

Twang dang dillo dee.

Like a good Wife, go moan over your dying Husband. That,

Child, is your Duty— Confider, Girl, you can't have the Man'
and the Money too——fo make yourfelf as eafy as you can,

by getting all you can from him.

SCENE XIL

Lucy, Macheath.

Lucy. Though the Ordinary wss out of the way to-day, I

hope, my Dear, you will, upon the firtl opportunify, quiet my
Scruples Oh Sir!——my Father's hard Heart is cot lo be

fofien'd, and I am in iheutmoft Defpair-

D Mac,
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Mac. But if I could raife a fmall Sum Would not twen^
ty Guineas, think you, move him?—Of all the Argumentsm the way of Bufinefs, the Perquifite is the moft prevailing
Your Father's Perquifites for the Efcape of Prifoners muft a-
mount to a conliderable Sum in the Year. Money well tim'd,
and properly apply'd, will do any thing.

A I R XV. London Ladies.

Ifyou at an Office folicit your Due^

And would not have Matters negle^ed
;

Tou muft quicken the Clerk with the Perquifite toot

To do what his Duty direHed.

Or wouldyou the Frowns of a Lady frevent^

She too has this palpable Failings

I'he 'Perquifite foftens her into Confent;

That Reafon with all is prevailing.

Lucy, What Love or Money can do fliall be done : for all

my Comfort depends upon your Safety.

SCENE XIIL

Lucy, Macheath, Polly.

Polly. Where is my dear Husband }—Was a Rope ever in-

tended for this Neck I .O let me throw my Arms about it,

and throttle thee with Love ! Why doft thou turn away
from me? 'Tis thy Polly 'Tis thy Wife.
Mac. Was ever fuch an unfortunate Rafcal as I am

!

Lucy. Was there ever fuch another Villain !

Polly. O Macheath I was it for this we parted? Taken! Im-
prifon'd! Try'd! Hang'd!— cruel Refleaion ! I'll ftay with
thee 'till Death— no Force (hall tear thy dear Wife from thee

now.^ What means my Love ?——Not one kind Word ! not
one kind Look ! think what thy Polly fuffers to fee thee in this

Condition.

A I R XVI. Ail in the Downs, ^c.
T'hus when the Swallow^ feeking Ptey^

Within the Sap is clofely pent.,

His Confort^ with bemoaning Lay,

fVithmt fits pining for th^ Event.
Her
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Her chatt'rwg Lovers all around her skim
;

She heeds them not {poor Bird!') her Souths wiih him.

Mac. I moft difown her. [^AJide.'] The Wench is diftraded,

Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my Virtue? Can I have no Repa-
ration ? Sure Men were born to lye, and Women to believe

them! O Villain! Villain !

Polly. Km I not thy Wife?—ThyNegled of me, thyA-
verfion to me too feverely proves it. Look on me.——Tell

me, am I not thy Wife ?

Lucy. Perfidious Wretch !

Polly. Barbarous Husband

!

Lucy. Hadft thou been hang'd five Months ago, I had been

happy.

Polly. And I too—— If you had been kind to me 'till Death,

it would not have ves'd me — And that's no very unreafona-

ble Requeft, (though from a Wife) to aMan who hath not above
feven or eight Days to live.

Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haft thou two
Wives, Monfter ?

Mac. If Women's Tongues can ceafe for an Anrwer-—

r

Kear me.
Lucy. I won't. Flefh and Blood can't bear myUfage.
Polly, Shall I not claim my own? Juftice bids me fpeak.

A I R XVII. Have you heard of a frolickfome Ditty, ^e.

Mac. How happy could I be with either

^

Were t'other dear Charmer away

!

But while you thus teaze me together.^

'to nsither a Word will I[ay
;

But tol de rol, ^c.

Polly. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be fome Preference
fhown to a Wife ! At leaft (he may claim the Appearance of
it. He muft be diftraded with his Misfortunes, or he could
not ufe me Jhus

!

Lucy. O Villain, Villain! tbm haft deceiv'd me 1 could
even inform againft thee with Pleafure. Not a Prude wifhes
more heartily to have Fads aga-.iit he intimate Acquaintance,
than I now wifh to have Fa'rl aj^aiiift thee. I would haveher
Satisfadion, and they fhouid all out.

D z AIR
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A I R XVIII. Irilh Trot.

Polly. Pi» hubbled.

Lucy. Vm bubbled.

Polly. Oh how I am troubled !

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit I

Polly. - - -MyD'tJireJfes are doubled.

Lucy. When you come to the 'Tree^pouldthe Hangman refufe^

Thefe Fingers^ with Pleafure, couldfajien the Noofe.

Polly. Vm bubbled, &c.

Mac. Be pacified, my dear Lucy This is all a Fetch of
Polly*s, to make me defperate with you in cafe I get off. If I

am hang'd, flie would fain have the Credit of being thought my
Widow Really, Pally, this is no time for a Difpute of this

fort ; for whenever you are talking of Marriage, I am thinking

of Hanging.
Polly. And haft thou the Heart to perfift in difowning me ?

Mac. And haft thou the Heart to perfift in perfuading me
that I am married ? Why, Polly, doft thou feek to aggravate

my Misfortunes ?

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

lides, 'tis barbarous in you to worry a Gentleman in his Cir-

cumflances.

A I R XIX.

Polly. Ceafe your Funning',

Force or Cunning

Heverjhall my Heart trapan*

All thefe Sallies

Are but Malice

To [educe my conjlant Man.
^Tis moji certain,

"*

By their flirting

Women oft' have Envy fhovin ;

Pleas'd^ to ruin

Others wooing
;

Never happy in their own I
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Polly. Decertcy, Madam, methinks might teach you to be-

have yourfelf with Come Referve with the Husband, while his

Wife is prelent.

Mac. Bat ferioufly, Polly., this is carrying the Joke a little

too far.

Lucy. If you are determined, Madam, to raife a Difturbance

in the Prifon, I fliall be oblig'd to fend for the Turnkey to

fhow you the Door. I am forry. Madam, you force me to

be fo ill-bred.

Polly. Give me leave to tell you, Madam; Thefe forward
Airs don't become you in the leaft, Madam. And my Duty,
Madam, obliges me to ftay with my Husband, Madam.

AIR XX. Good-morrow, Goflipjoav.

Lucy. JVhy hovj now., Madam Flirt ?

If you thus muft chatter
;

And are for flwging Dirt^

Lei's try who befi canfpatter \

Madam Flln!

Polly. Why how now, faucy Jade;

Sure the Wench is Tipfy I

How can you fee me made j To him.

The Scoff offuch a Gipfy ?

Saucy Jade ! [To her.

SCENE XIV.

Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum.

Peach. Where's my Wench > Ah Huffy ! Huffy !-— Come
you home, you Slut ; and when your Fellow is hang'd, hang
yourfelf, to make your Family fome amends.

Polly. Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him— I muft
fpeak ; I have inore to fay to him—-t Oh! twift thy Fetters a-

bout me, that he may not haul me from thee

!

Peach. Sure all Women arealike! If ever they commit the
Folly, they arefure to commit another by expofingthemfelves--
Away— .- Not a Word more You are my Prifoncr now.
Huffy.

A I R XXI. Irilh Howl.

Polly. N.0 Power on Earth can e'er divide.,

The Knot that Sacred Love hath ty^d.

D 3 When
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When Parents draw againft our Mind^

'The True-love's Knot they fafter bind.

Oh^ oh ray, oh Amborah— oh^ oh^ &C.

[Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her.

SCENE XV.

Lucy, Macheath.

Mac. I am naturally companionate, Wife ; fo that I could
not ufe the Wench as fhe dererv'd ; which made you at drft fuf-

fpeS there was lome,hinj< in what (he faid.

Lucy. Indeed, vny Dear, I was ftrangely puzzled.

Mac. If that had been the Cafe, her Father would never have
brought me into this Circumftance— No, I/.W; ,— I had ra-

ther dye than be falfe to thee.

Lucy. How happy am I, if you fay this from your Heart

!

For 1 love thee fo, that I could fooi2>.i. bear to fee thee hang'd

than in the Arms of another.

Mac. Bat couldft thou b^r o fee me hang'd?

Lucy. O Macheath^ I can never live to fee that Day.
Mac. You fee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you are in

my debt, and you muft now be convinced, >h i: 1 rather chufe

to die than be another's. Make a.e, if pollible, love thee

more, and let me owe my Life to thee If you refufe to af-

fift me, Peachum and your Father will immediately put me be-

yond all means of Efcape.

Lucy. My Father, I know, hath been drinking hard with the

Prifoners: and I fancy he is now taking his Nap in his own
Room— If I can procure the Keys, (hall I go off with thee,

my Dear ?

Mac. If we are together, 'twill beimpoflible to lye concealed.

As foon as the Search begins to be a little cool, I will fend to

thee— Till then my Heart is thy Prifoner.

Lucy. Gome then, my dear Husband owe thy Life to

me and though you love me not be grateful— But that

Polly runs in my Head ftrangely.

Mac. A Moment of time may make us unhappy for-ever.

A I R. XXII. The Lafs of Pat'te\ Mill, ^c.

Lucy. / like the Fox Jhall grieve^

IVhofe Mate hath left herfide.^
.

Whom Hounds., from Morn to Eve^

Chafe o'er the Country vjide. Where
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Where can my Lover hide ?

Where cheat the weary Pack ?

If Love be not his Guide

^

He never will come back!

ACT III. SCENE I.

SCENE Newgate.

Lock it, Lucy.

Lock, f W "^ O be fure, Wench, you muft have been aiding and
I abetting to help him to this Efcape.

-- Lucy. Sir, here hafh been Peachum and his

Daughter Polly^ and to be fure they know the Ways of New-
gate as well as ff rhey had b en bors and b.ed in the Place all

their Lives. W^ymuir all your Sufpiciou light upon me?
Lock. Lucy., Lucy^ 1 will have none of thefe Ihuffling An-

fwers.

Lucy. Well then-— If I know any Thing of him I wifli I

may be burnt!

Lock. Keep your Temper, Lucy^ or I (hall pronounce you
guilty.

Lucy. Keep yours, Sir,— I do wifh I may be burnt. I do---

And what can I fay more to convince you }

Lock. Did he tip handfomely ?— How much did he come
down with? Come HulTy, don't cheat your Father; and I fhall

not be angry with you— Perhaps, you have made a better Bar-
gain with him than I could have done— How much, my good
Girl ?

Lucy. You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would have
given Money to have kept him with me.

Lock. Ah Lucy] thy Education 'might have put thee more
upon thy Guard ; for a Girl in the Bat of an Ale-houfe is al-

ways befieg'd.

Lucy. Dear Sir, mention not my Education— for 'twas to

that I owe my Ruin.

D 4 A I R
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A 1 R I. If Love's a fweet Paflion, ^c.

IVhen young at the Bar you firfi taught me to fcore^

And bid me he fr'ee of my Lifs^ and no more\

I was kifs^d by the Par/on, the Squire^ and the Sot,

When the Gueft was departed^ the Kifs was forgot.

But his Kifs was fo fweet^ andfo clofely he prefi,

1'hat I languijb^d and pin'd ^till Igranted the rejl.

If you can forgive me, Sir, I will make a fair Confeflion, for

to be fure he hath been a mod barbarous Villain to me.
Lock. And fo you have let him efcape, Hufly— Have you?
Lucy. When a Woman loves; a kind Look, a tender Word

can perfuade her to any thing-— And J could ask no other Bribe.

Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Sluf, Lucy - If you
would not be look'd upon as a Fool, you (bould never do a-

ny thing but upon the Foot of Intereft. Thofe that a6l other-

wife are their own Bubbles.

Lucy. Bat Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen to

the moft difcreet Woman, and in Love we are all Fools a-

like. Notwithflanding all he fwore, I am now fully con-

vinc'd that Polly Peachum is a6lually his Wife.—— Did I let

him efcape, (Fool that I was!) to go to her? Polly will

wheedle herfelf into his Money, and then Peachum will hang

him, and cheat us both.

Lock. So I am to be ruin'd, becaufe, forfooth, you muft

be in Love! a very pretty Excufe!

Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy Strumpet:-— -I
gave him his Life, and that Creature enjoys the Sweets of it.

UlA^i^QhlMacheath!

AIR II. South-Sea Ballad.

My Love is all Madnefs and Folly

^

Alone I lye^

Tofs^ tumble., and cry.,

What a happy Creature is Polly

!

Was e'er fuch a Wretch as I!

With Rage I redden like Scarlet^

That my dear inconjlant Varlet.,

Stark blind to my Charms.,

Is loft in the Arms

Ofthaijilt^ that inveigling Harlot!

Stark
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Stark blitid to my Cbarmr,

h lojl in the Arms t

Of that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot]

This, this my Resentment alarms.

Lock. And fo, after all this Mifchief, I muft ftay here to be
entertain'd with your catterwauling, Mifirefs Pufs

!

Out of

my Sight, wanton Strumpet ! you fhall faft and mortify your-
felf into Reafon, with now and then a little handfome Difci-

plineto bring you to your Senfes. Go.

S C E N E II.

Lockit.

Peachum then intends to outwit me in this Affair ; but V\\

be even with him.—The Dog is leaky in his Liquor, fo I'll

ply him that way, get the Secret from him, and turn this Af-
tair to my own Advantage. Lions, Wolves, and Vultors
don't live together in Herds, Droves or Flocks. Of all A-
nimals of Prey, Man is the only fociable one. Every one of
us preys upon his Neighbour, and yet we herd together.

Peachum is my Companion, my Friend According to the
Cuftom of the World, indeed, he may quote thoufands of Pre-
cedents for cheating me - And Ihall not I make ufe of the
Privilege of Friendftiip to make him a Return ?

A I R III. Packington\ Pound.

^hus Gamejiers united in Frtendjhip are found.,

Though they knozv that their Indujlry all is a Cheat', ,

They flock to their Prey at the Dice-Box^s Sound.,

Andjoin to promote one another''s Deceit.

But if by mipap

They fail of a Chap.,

To keep in their Hands, they each other entrap.

Like Pikes, lank vjith Hunger, who mifs of their Ends,

They bite their Companions, andprey on their Friends.

Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeft Tiadefmen, are to

have a fairTryal which of us two can over-reach the other.

—

Lucy. ^Enter Lucy.] Are there any oi Peachum'i People
DiQW jn the Houfe?
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Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Qaartern of Strong-Waters
in the next Room with Black MoU.

Lock. Bid him come to me.

SCENE m.

Lockit, Filch.

Lock- Why, Boy, thou lookeft as if thou wert half flarv'd;

like a fhotten Herring.

Filch. One had need have th^^Conftitution of a Horfe to go
thorough the Bufinefs.— Sinc€ the favourite Child-getter was
difabled by a Mis-hap, I have ptck'd up a little Money by help-

ing the Ladies to a Pregnancy againft their being call'd down to

Sentence. But if a Man cannot get an honeft Livelyhood
any eafier way, I am furc, 'tis ,what I can't undertake for ano-
4her Seffion.

LQck. Truly, if that great Man fliould tip off, 'twould be an
irreparable Lofs. The Vigor and Prowefs of a Knight Errant

never fav'd half the Ladies in Diftrefs that he hath done.-—

—

But, Boy, can'ft thou tell me where thy Matter is to be found?
Filch. At his * Lock, Sir, at the Crooked Billet.

Lock. Very well.— I have nothing more with you. [£jf, Filch.

1*11 go to him there, for 1 have many important Affairs to fet-

tle with him; and in the way of thofe Tranfadions, I'll artful-

ly get into his Secret.— So that Macheath fliall not remain a.

Day longer out of my Clutches.

SCENE IV. A Gaming-Houfe.

Macheath in a fine tarnijlid Coat^ B6n Budge, Matt of
the Mint.

Mae. I am forry, Gentlemen, the Road was fo barren of
Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, I am always
glad that my Fortune can be ferviceable to ihem. \_Gives them
Money.'\ You fee, Gentlemen, I am not a meer Court Friend,

who profefles every thing and will do nothing,

AIR IV. Lillibullero.

The Modes of the Court fo common are groiDss,

that a true Friend can hardly he met
;

Friendfiip

f A Cam Woid, fignifying, a Warehoufe where ft&len Goods are depolind.
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Friendfbif for Intereft is but a Loa»y

^hkh they let outfor -what^they can get.

^Tis true^ youfind

Some Friends fo kind,

Who will give you good Counfel themfelves to defend.

In forrowful Ditty

^

'they pronjife, they pity.

Butpiftyou for Money, from Friend to Friend.

But we, Gentlemen, have ftill Honour enough to break through

the Corruptions of the World.— And while I can ferve you,

you may command me.
Ben h grieves my Heart that fo generous a Man fliould be

" Jnvolv'd H> fuch Difficulties, as oblige him to live with fuch ill

Company, and hei-d with Gamefters.

Matt. See the P^rtiiliLy of Mankind ! — One Man may (leal

a Horfe, better than . i (*ther look over a Hedge—«Of all Me-
chanics, of all fervile H ;ndycrafts-men, a Gamefter is the vi-

left. But yet, as many of rhe Quality are of the Profeffion, he

is admitted amonglt the politeft Company. I wonder we are

not more refpefted.

Mach. There will be deep Play to-night at Marybone, and
confequently Money may be pick'd up upon the Road. Meet
me there, and I'll give you the Hint who is worth Setting.

Matt. The Fellow with a brown Coat with a narrow Gold
Binding, I am told, is never without Money.

Mach. What do you mean, M^w?— Sure you will not think

of meddling with him !— He*s a good honeft kind of a FeIIow.»

and one of us.

Ben. To be fure, Sir, we will put our felves under yourDi-
reSion.

Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders.—A Ro^ileau^

or two, would prove a pretty fort of an Expedition. I hate Ex-
tortion.

Matt. Thofe Rouleaus are very pretty Things. 1 hate

your Bank Bills. There is fuch a Hazard in putting them
off.

Mach. There is a certain Man of DiftinSion, who Jn hfs

Time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the Ready. He
is in my Cafh, Ben\— I'll point him out to you this Even-
ing, and you (hall draw upon him for the Debt.— The Com-
pany are met; I hear the Dice-box in the other Room. So,
Gentlemen, your Servant. You'll meet me at Marybone.

SCENE
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SCENE V. PeachutnV Lock,

A "Table with IVitte^ Brandy^ Pipes and Tobacco.

Peachum, Lockit.

Lock. The Coronarion Account, Brother Peachum., is of (o

intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never be fettled.

Peach: It confifts indeed of a great Variety of Articles.— It

was worth to our People, in Fees of different Kinds, above ten

inftalments.— This is part of the Account, Brother, that lies

open before us.

Lock. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade— that, I fee, is dif-

pos'd of
Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes., the Tally-woman, and (he

will make a good Hand on't in Shoes and Slippers, to trick

out young Ladies, upon their going into Keeping

Lock. But I don't fee any Article of the Jewels.

Peach. Thofe are fo well known, that they muft be fent

abroad—-You'll find them enter'd under: the Article of
Exportation. — As for the SnufF-Boxes, Watches, Swords,
^c. 1 thought it bell to enter them under their feveral

Heads.
Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets compleat; with

the feveral things therein contain'd ; all Seal'd, Number'd, and

enter'd.

Peach. But, Brother, it is impolTible for us now to enter up-

on this Affair.—We fhould have the whole Day before us .

Befides, the Account of the laft Half Year's Plate is in a Book
by it felf, whxh lies at the other Office.

Lock. Bring us then more Liquor. To-day (hall be for

Pleafure To-morrow for Bufinefs. Ah Brother, thofe

Daughters of ours are two flippery HufTies Keep a watch-

ful Eye upon Po//y, and Macheath in a Day or two (hall be our

own again.

A I R V. Down in the North Country, ^r

Lock. What Gudgeons are we Men!

Ev'ry Woman's eafy ,Prey.

Though we have felt the Hook, agen

We bite and they betray.

The



the BeggarV Opera, 4y
7'he Bird that hath been trap,

iVhen he hears his calling Mate^

To her he flies, again he's daft

Within the wiry Grate.

Peach. But what fignifies catching the Bird, if your Daugh-

ter Lucy will fet open the Door of the Cage?

Lock. If Men were anfwerable for the Follies and Frailties

of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could keep a good

Correfpondence together for two Days. This is unkind of

you, Brother ; for among good Friends, what they fay or do

goes for nothing.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Traces wants to fpeak with

you.
Peach. Shall we admit her. Brother Lor-^/V ?

Lock. By all means— She's a good Cuftomer, and a fine-

fpoken Woman— And a Woman who drinks and talks fo

freely, will enliven the Converfation.

Peach. Defire her to walk in. ^Exit Servant.

S C E N E VI.

Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes.

Peach. Deat Mrs. Dye, your Servant— One may know by

your Kifs, that your Ginn is excellent.

Trapes. I was always very curious in my Liquor?.

Lock. There is no perfum'd Breath like it 1 have been

long acquainted with the Flavour of tljofe Lips— Han't I,

Mrs. Dye ?

Trapes. Fill it op.— I take as large Draughts of Liquor, as

I did of Love.— 1 hate a Flincher in either.

AIR VI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, ^c
In the Days of my Touth I could hill like a Dove, fa, la, la, &c.

Like a Sparrow at all times was ready for Love, fa, la, la, &c.

The Life of all Mortals in Kijfmgponldpafs.

Lip to Lip while we're young— then the Lip to the Glafs, fa, &C.

But now, Mr. Peachum, to our Bufinefs Ifyou have Blacks
of any kind, brought in of late ; Mantoes—- Velvet Scarfs—

Petti-
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Peuicoats -r— Let it be what it will— I am your Chap— for

all ffiy'C^iies are very fond of Mourning.
Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye— you deal fo hard with

ns, that we can afford to give the Gentlemen, who venture their

Lives for the Goods, little or nothing.

Trapet. The hard Times oblige me to go very near in my
Dealing.—To be fure, of late Years I have been a great Suf-
ferer by the Parliament Three thoufand Pounds would
hardly make me amends.— The ASt for deftroying the Mint,
was a fevere Gut upon our Bufinefs 'Till then, if a Cu-
flomer ftcpt out of the way— we knew where to have her—
No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer there's a Wench now
('till to-day) with a good Suit of Cloaths of mine upon her

Back, and I could never fet Eyes upon her for three Months
together. Since the KSt too againft Imprifonment for fmall

Sums, my Lofs there too hath been very conliderable, and it

mufl: be fo, when a Lady can borrow a handfome Petticoat, or

a clean Gown, and I not have the leaft Hank upon her ! And,^

o' my Gonfcience, now-a-days mod Ladies take a Delight in

cheating, when they can do it with Safety.

Peach. Madam, you had a handfome Gold Watch of us t'o-

ther Day for feven Guineas.

'

Gonfidering we muft have
aur Profit To a Gentleman upon the Road, a Gold
Watch will be fcarce worth the taking.

Trap. Confider, Mr. Peachutn^ that Watch was remark-
able, and not of very faPe Sale. -If you have a-

ny black Velvet Scarfs ——— they are a handfome Winter-
"wear ; and take with moft Gentlemen who deal with my Cu-
ftomers. - 'Tis I that put the Ladies upon a good Foot.

*Tis not Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The Gentle-

men always pay according to their Drefs, from half a Crown
to two Guineas ; and yet thofe Huflies make nothing of bilk-

ing of me.——— Then too, allowing for Accidents. I

have eleven fine Cuftomers now down under the Surgeon's

Hands, what with Fees and other Expences, there are great

Goings-out, and no Comings-in, and not a Farthing to pay for

at leaft a Month's cloaihing. We run great Rifques

great Rifques indeed.

Peach. As I remember, you faid fomething juft now of

Mrs. Coaxer.

Trap. Yes^ir. 'To be fure I ftript her of a Suit of
my own Cloaths about two hours ago; and have left her as

(he (hould be, in her Shift, with a Lover of hers at my Houfe.
She call'd him up Stairs, as he was going to Marybone in a

Hackney Coach. And I hope, for her own fake and mine,
(he
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fhe will perfwade the Captain to redeem her, for the Catpt^in

is very generous to the Ladies. lyT .-•
'

Lock. What Captain?

Trap. He thought I did not know him < An intimate Ac-
quaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum -— Only Captain Mac
heath — as fine as a Lord.

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you fliall fet your own
Price upon any of the Goods you like We have at lead

half a dozen Velvet Scarfs, and all at your fervice. Will yoa
give me leave to make you a Prefent of this Suit of Night-
cloaths for your own wearing? But are you fure it is Cap-
t«n Macheath}

Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot hrai; no Body knows
him belter. I have taken a great deal of the Captain's Mo-
ney in my Time at fecond-hand, for he always lov'd to have
his Ladies well dreft.

Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have a little bulinefs with the Cap^
tain ;
— Yoo underftand me—— and we will fatisfye you foe

Mrs. CoaxerhDehx.
Lock. Depend upon it we will deal like Men ofHo^

nour.
Trap. I don't enquire after your Affairs fo whatever

happens, I wafli my Hands on'r. — - It hath always been my
Maxim, that one Friend (hould aflift another But if you
pleafe I'll take one of the Scarfs home with me, 'Tis al-

ways good to have fomething in Hand.

SCENE VII. Newgate,

Lucy.

Jealoufy, Rage, Love and Fear are at once tearing me to

pieces. How I am weather-beaten and ftiatter'd with diftrefles

!

AIR VII. One Evening, having loft my Way, ^c

Pm like a Skiff on the Ocean toji^

Now high., now low., with each BiUow born^

With her Rudder broke., and her Anchor loji^

Deferted and all forlorn.

tVhile thus I lye rolling and tojftng all Nighty

That PoWy lyes /porting on Seas ofDeligJit!

Revefye^ Revenge, Revenge^

Shall appcafe ray rejllefs Sprite. I
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I have the Rats-bane ready. — I run no RiTque;for I can lay
her Death upon the Ginri, and fo many dye of that naturally
that I fhall never be call'd in Quettion. But fay, 1 were to
be hang'd 1 never could be hang'd for any thing that woald
give me greater Comfort, than the poyfoning that Slut.

Enter Filch.

Filch. Madam, here*s our Mifs Polly come to wait upon
you.

Luc^. Show her in.

SCENE VIII.

Lucy, Polly.

Lucy. Dear Madam^ your Servant. 1 hope you will par-
don my Paflion, when I was fo happy to fee you laft. I
was fo over-run with the Spleen, that I was perfectly out of

'

my felf. And really when one hath the Spleen, every thing
IS to be excus'd by a Friend.

AIR VIII.Now Roger^ I'll tell thee, becaufe thou'rt my Son.

When a Wife's in her Pout,

{/is Jhe^sfometimeSy »9 doubt;)

The good Husband as meek as a La/nh,

Her J/^apours tojiill,

Firji grants her her Will,

And the quieting Draught is a Dram.

Poor Man! And the quieting Draught is a Dram.

1 wifli all our Quarrels might -have fo comfortable.a Re-
conciliation.

Polly. I have noExcufe for my own Behaviouf, Madam, but

my Misfortunes. And really, Madam, I fufFer too upon
your Account.

Lucy. But, Mifs Po/^—-in the way of Friendihip, will

you give me leave to propofe a Glafs of Cordial to you.^

Polly. Strong-Waters are apt to give me the Head-ache—

-

1 hope, Madam, you will excufe me.
Lucy. Not the greateft Lady in th€ Land could have better

in.

I
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in her Clofet, for her own private drinking. You feem
mighty low in Spirits, my Dear.

Potly. I am forry, Madam, my Health will not allow me
to accept of your Offer.—- I (hould not have left you in the

rude Manner I did when we met laft, Madam, had not my
Papa haul'd me away fo unexpedledly 1 was indeed fome-

•what provok'd, and perhaps might ufe fome Eiprelfions that

were difrefpedtful.—— But really, Madam, the Captain treated

me with fo much Contempt and Cruelty, that 1 deferv'd your

Pity, rather than your Refentment.

Lucy. But fince his Efcape, no doubt all Matters are made
up again. Ah Polly I Polly ! 'tis I am the unhappy Wifej
and he loves you as if you were only his Miftrefs.

^ Polly. Sure, Midam, you cannot think me fo happy as to

fce the Objed of your Jealoufy. A Man is always a-

fraid of a Woman who loves him too well -— fo that 1 muft

expedt to be negleded and avoided.

Laey. Then our Cafes, my dear Polly^ are exaftly alike.

Both of us indeed have been too fond.

AIR IX. OBeflyBell.

Polly. A Curfe attends that JVomati's Lavey

Who always would be pleajing*

Lucy. The Pertnefs of the billing Dove,

Like ticklings is bnt teazing.

Polly. What then in Love can Woman do I

Lucy. Ifwe grow fond theyjhun us.

Polly. And when we fly them, they ff/rjae.

Lucy. But leave us when they've won us,

Lucy. Love is fo very whimfical in both Sexes, that it fs

impoffible to be lading. But my Heart is particular, and
contradids my own Obfervation.

Polly. But really, Miftrefs Z,a<-y, by his laft Behaviour; I thin^

I ought to envy you. When I was forc'd from him, he did

not (hew the leaft Tendernefs. But perhaps, he hath a Heart
not capable of it.

A I R X. Would Fate to me Belinda give—
Among the Men., Coquets we findy

Who Court by turns all Woman-kind

,

E And
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- J^ad -we grant all their Hearis defir'*d^

IP*hen they are flatter''d^ andadmir'd.

The CoqiKts of both Sexes are Self-lovers, and that is a Love
no other whatever can difpoffcfs. I fear, my dear Lttcy^ our

Husband is one of thofe.

Lucy. Away with thefe melancholy Reflexions, — indeed,*

my dear Poity^ we are both of us a Cop too low.— Let me
prevail upon you, to accept of my Offer.

AIR XI. Come, fweet Lafs,-b'<^.

Come^ fuieet Lafs^

Let^s hoK-iJfs Sorro'Vi

''Till 1-o-inorrow
;

Co-me^ fweet Lajs^

Let''s take a chirping Glafs.

Wine can clear

"The Vapours of Defpair ;

Ajed make us lights as Air ;

"Then drink, andba'aijh Care.

I can't bear, Child, to lee you in fuch low Spirits. And I

jnuft perfuade you to What I know will 4o you good.— I

Ihall now foon be even with the hypocritical Strumpet.

l^fide.

S GENE X.

Polly.

Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing.

At this time too ! when I know flie hates me

!

The Diffem-

bling of a Woman is always the Fore-runner of Mifchief.

By pouring Strong-Waters down my Throat, fhe thinks to pump
4bme Secrets out of me.— I'll be upon my Guard, and won't

talk a Drop of her Liquor, I'm refoiv'd.

SCENE
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S C E N E X.

Lucy, with Strong-Pf^aters. Polly.

Lucy. Come, MiTs Polly.

Polly. Indeed, Child, you have given yourfelf trouble to no
purpofe. You muft, my Dear, excufe me.

Lucy. Really, Mifs Polly., you are fo fqueamifiily affcfted

about taking a Gup of Strong-Waters as a Lady befoie Com-
pany. 1 vow, PW/y, I fhall take it monrtroufly ill if you rcfufc

me Brandy and Men (though Women love them never
fo well ) are always taken by us with fome Relu6^ance -*

unlefs 'tis in private.

Polly. I proteft, Madam, it goes againft me What
do I fee ! Macheath again in Cuitody ! Now every glini-

m'ring of Happinefs is loft.

[^Drops the Glap of Liquor on the Ground.

Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm, glad the Wench hath efcap'd:

for by''this Event, 'tis plain, fliq was not happy enough to de-

ferve to be poifon'd. {_Afide.

SCENE XI.

Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly.

Lock. Set your Heart to jred, Captain- -^^ You have neither

the Chance of Love or Money for another Efcape, for

you are order'd to be call'ddown upon yourTryal immediately.

Peach. Away, Huffies! l^his is not a time for a Man
to be hamper'd with his Wives. •— You fee, the Gentle-

man is in Chains already.

Lucy. O Husband, Husband, my heart long'd to fee thcc;

but to fee thee thus diftraSs me I

Polly. Will not my dear Husband look upon his Pc?//y? Why
hadft thou not flown to me for ProtCiSliun .^ with me thou hudlt

been fafe.

A I R XII. The laft time I went o'er the Moor.

Polly. Hither^ dear Husband., turn your Eyes

Lucy. Bejlovj one Glance to cheer me.

E i inniy^
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Polly. 7%mk with that Look^ thy Polly dyes.

Lucy. pun me not— hm hear me.

Polly. 'T^/j Polly /»« •

Lucy. ^Tts hncy fpeaks,

Polly. Is thus true Love requited^

Lucy. My Heart is hurjiing.

Polly. I ..——— Mine too hreah.

Lucy. Mujl I

Pol 1 y. . \ Muji I he flighted ?

Mach. What would you have me fay, Ladies? Yon
fee, this Affair will foon be at an end, without my difobliging

either of you.

Peach. But the fettling this Point, Captain, might prevent a

La^Y-fuit between your two Widows.

AIR XIII. I'om Tinker^s my true Love.

Mach. IVhich way jball I turn me ? How can I decide ?

Wives, the Day of our Death, are asfond as a Bride.

One Wife is too much for mofi Husbands to hear.

But two at a time there's no Mortal can hear,

'this way, and that way^ and which way I will.

What would comfort the one, t"*other Wife would take ill.

Polly. But if his own Misfortunes have made him Infenfible to
,

mine———A Father fure will be more compaffionate.

Pear, dear Sir, fink the material Evidence, and bring him afF

at his Tryal Polly upon her Knees begs it of you.

A I R XIV. I am a poor Shepherd undone.*

When my Hero in Court appears.

And flands arraign'd for his Life;

'then think ofpoor Polly 'j tears
;

For Ah\ Poor PollyV his Wife,

hike the Sailor he holds up his Hand,

Diftrefl on the daping Wave,

to die a dry Death at Land,

Is as bad as av/fltry Grave

o

/Iftd
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/Ifid alas^ poor Polly

!

Alack, and luell-a-day I

Before I was in Love,,

Oh ! every Month was May.

Lucy. If Peachum\ Heart Is harden'd ; fure you, Sir, will

have more CompalTion on a Daughter 1 kn©w the Evi-

dence is in your Power.
' How then can you be a Tyrant

to me } ^Kneeling,.

AIR XV. lanthe the lovely, ^c.

When he holds up his Hand arraign'dfor his Life,

think of your Daughter, and think Tm his U^tfe !

What are Cannons, or Bombs, or clajhing of Swords ?

For Death is more certain by Witneffes Words,

7'hen nail up their Lips', that dread "Thunder allay ;

And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May.

—We know ourLock. MacheatVs, time Is come, Lucy.—
own Affairs, therefore let us have no more Whimpering or

Whjning.

A I R« A Cobler there was, ^^c.

Our felves, like ike Great, to fecure a Retreat,

When Matters require it, muji give up our Gang ,

Andgood reafon vjhy,

pr, infieadof the Fry^

Fv'n Peachum and I,

hike poor petty Rafcah, might hang, hang',

l,,ike poor pctf^ Rafials, might hangn
Piacho
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Peach. Stt your Heart at reft, Polly. Your Husband is

to dye to-day. Therefore, if you are not already provi-
ded, 'tis liigh time to look about for another. There's Comfort
for you J

you Slut.

Lock. We are ready, Sir, to condaa you to the Old-Baily.

AIR XVr. Bonny Dundee.

Mach. The Charge is prepared; The Lawyers are met^

The Judges all ranged (a terrible Show I

)

I go, widifmafd.— For Death is a Debt,

A Debt on demand. So, take what I owe.

Then farewell, my Love Dear Charmers, adieu.

Contented I die ^Tis the better for you.

Here ends all Diffute the reji of our Lives.

For this way at once Ipleafe all my Wives.

Now, Gentlemen, I am ready to attend you.

SCENE XII.

Lucy, Polly, Filch,

* Polly. Follow them, Ftlch, to the Court. And when the
Tryal is over, bring me a particular Account of his Behaviour,

and of every thing that happen'd. You'll find me here with
Mifs Lucy.. \Ex. Filch.] But why is all this Mufick >

Lucy. The Prifoners, whofe Tryals are put off till next Seflion,

are diverting themfelves.

Polly. Sure there is nothing fo charming as Mufick ! I'm fond
!

of it to diftradion !
——— But alas ! now, all Mirth

feems an Infult uponmy Affliftion.—— Let us retire, my dear

Lucy, and indulge our Sorrows>——The noify Crew, you
fee, are coming upon us. \Exeunt.

A Dance ofPrifoners in Chains, &c.
I

SCENE
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SCENE XIH.

The Co.ndemn'd Hold.

Macheath, in a melancholy Poflure,

A V^ XVII. Happy Groves.

Q cruel, cruel, cruel Cafe !

Mujl Ifuffer this Dijgrace^

A I R XVHI. Of all the Girls that are fo Xoiart,

Of all tiie Friends in time of Grief,

When threatning Death looks grimmer^

Mot oixfojkre can bring Relief,

As this heft Friend, a Brimmer. [Drir^s^

A I £. JQX. BxkomMkQhome.
Since I mujifwing, -—

- / fcom. Ifcorn to wince or whine, [_Rifes»

A I R XX. Chevy Chafe.

But now again my Spirits Jink ;

I'll raife them high with Wine. [Drinks a Glaft of Wine.

A I R XXI. Tq old Sir Simon the King.

But Vdour the ftr.oKger grows,

1'he fironger Liquor we''re drinking.

And how x:an we feel our Woes,
^^

When we^ve bjl the TroMhle of Thinking^ [Driiiis.

AIR XXII. Joy to great C^>r.

tfthns A Man can die

MfuhMder whharandy. [Pours out a Bumper of Brandy.

AIR XXIII. There was an old Woman.
So I drink off this Bumper. And now I canftandthe Teji^

And my Comrades pjallfee, that I die as brave.as the Beji.

[Drinl^s.

A I R XXIV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor.

But can I leave my pretty Huffies,

Without one T'ear, or tender Sigh ?

AIR,
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AIR XXV. Why are mine Eyes ftill flowing.

Their E-jes^ their Lips^ their Bujfes

Recall my Love. Ah mujl I die t

A I R XXVI. Green Sleeves.

Since Laws were made for ev'ry Degree^,

'To curb Vice in others, as well as me,

t wonder we han^t better Company

y

Upon Tyburn Tree I

But Goldfrom Law can take out the Sting
;

And if rich Men like as were to fvjing^

^TwoiCd thin the Landy fttch Numbers to firing

Upon Tyburn Tree i

Jailor. Some Friends of yours, Captain, defire to be admitted,

«. I leave you together.

SCENE XIV.

Macheath, Bfen Budge, Mat of the Mint.

Mach. Formy havinj? broke Prifon, you fee, Gentlemen, I

amorder'd immediate Execution.———The Sheriffs OfficerSj

I believe, are now at the Door. That Jemmy Twitcher

(hould peach me, I own furpriz'd me \ 'Tis a plain Proof
that the World is all alike, and that even our Gang can no
more truft one another than other People. Therefore, I beg

you. Gentlemen, look well to yourfelves, for in all probabi-

lity you may live fome Months longer.

Matt. We are heartily forry. Captain, for your Misfortune.
— But 'tis what we muft all come to.

Much. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous Scoun-
drels. Their Lives are as much in your Power, as yours are

in theirs.———Remember your dying Friend! 'Tis my
laft Requeft Bring thofe Villains to the Gallows before

you, and I am fatisfied.

Matt. We'll do't.

Jailor. Mifs Polly and Mifs £,»fy intreat a Word with you.

Mack Gentlemen, Adieu.

SCENE
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SCENE XV.

Lucy, Macheath, Polly.

Mach. My dear Lucy My dear Polly - ,. .-. Whatfo-
ever hath pad between us is now at an end -If you are
fond of marrying again, the beft Advice 1 can give you, is to Ship
yourfelves off for the iVeJl-Indies^ where you'll have a fair

[chance of getting a Husband a-piece ; or by; good Luck, two
or three, as you like feeft.

Polly. How can I fupport this Sight

!

Lucy. There is nothrng moves one fo much as a great Man
in Dillrefs.

'AIR XXVII. All you that mufl take a Leap, ^c.
Lucy. Would I might be hanged!

Polly.- ----.-. - And I wohUJo. tos \

Lucy. To be han£d with you.

Polly.- - - - - - - -My Deary with you.

Mach. heave me to Thought ! Ifear ! I doubt

!

I tremble ! I droop ! - See.^ my Courage is out,

[Turns up the empty Bottle,

Polly. Mo token of Love ?

Mach. ------- See
J
my Courage is out.

[Turns up the empty Po^
Lucy. No token of Love ?

Polly. ------ -Adieu.

Lucy. --------- Farewell.

Mach. But hark! I hear the 7oil of the Belf.

Chorus. - Tolde rol lol, &:c.

Jailor. Four Women more, Captain, with a Child a-peice !

See, here they come. {^Enter Women and Children.

. 3flach. What four Wives more ! •— This is. too

niuch. — ^Here— tell the Sheriffs Officers I am ready.

\_Extt Macheath guarded.

F SCENE
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SCENE XVI. I

2l? them^ Enter Player and Beggar.

PUv. But, honed Friend, I hope you don*t intend that M^c^
heath fluU be really executed. '\

Beg. Moft certainly, Sir. To make the Piece perfefl:,
'

I was for doing ftrJd poetical Juftice. •Macheath is to be
bang*d ; and for the other Perfonages of the Drama, the Au-
dience muft have fuppos'd they were all either hang'd or tran- 1

fported.
j

Play. Why then, Friend, this is a down-right deep Tragedy.'!
The Cataftrophe is manifeftly wrong, for an Opera muft end I

happily.
|

Be^. Ypur Objedion, Sir, is very juft ; and is eafily remov'd.

For you muft allow, that in this kind of D^arna, 'tis no matter

|iow abfurdly things are brought about.— So —^ you Rabble
there ^ run and cry a Reprieve let the Prlfoner be brought
back to his Wives in Triumph.

Play. All this we muft do, to comply with the Tafte of the'

1 own.
Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obferve fuch a fimi-

litade of IVIanners in high and low Life, that it is difficult to de-

termine whether fin the fafhionable Vices; the fine (jentlemen
imitate the Gentlemen of the Road, or the Gentlemen of the

Road the fine (gentlemen-*— Had the Play remaiii'd, as I at

tixi\ intended, it would have carried a moft excellent Moral.
'Twould have iliown that the lower Sort of People have their

Vices in a degree as Well as the Rich : And that they are pu-

nifli'd for theiil.

SCENE XVIL

^0 themy Macheath 'with Rahhle^ &:c.

Much. So, it feems, I am not left to my Choice, but muft;

have a Wife at laft — Look ye, my Dears, we will have|

no Controverlie now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, 'and I;

am fure Oie who thinks herfelf i^y Wife will teftifie her Joy by

a Dance.
••
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jIU. Come, a Dance——aDance.
Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to prefent a

Partner to each of you. And ( if 1 may without Offence) for

this time, I take Polly for mine. And for Life, yon Slut,—— for we were really marry'd. As for the reft. -— But
at prefent keep your own Secret. [To Polly,

A DANCE,

AIR XXVIII. Lumps of Pudding, ^c.

Thus IJlandlike the Turk, with his Doxies around\

from all Sides their Glances his PaJJion confound'.

For blacky brown^ andfair, his Inconfiancy burns.

And the different Beautiesfubdue him by turns:

Each callsforth her Charms^ to provoke his Defircs:

Though willing to all ; with but one he retires.

But think of this Maxim, andfut offyour Sorrozu,

The Wretch ofTo-day, may be happy To-morrow*

Chorus. But think of this M^xim, &c.

U i-^- ii^^ Jir^ .^ I^ Ct
Z-Cv,
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PREFACE.
AFTER Mr. Rich and I were agreed upon Terms

and Conditions for bringing this Piece on tJhe

Stage, and that ei'^ery thing was ready for aRe-
hearfal ; the Lord Chamberlain fent an Order from the
Country to prohibit Mr. Rich to lufFer any Play to be
rehears'd upon his Stage, till it had been firfl of all fu-

pervis'd by His Grace. As foon as Mr. Rich came from
His Grace's Secretary (who had f^nt for him ro re-

ceive the before- mention'd Order) he came to my
Lodgings, and acquainted me with the Orders he h id

received.

Upon the Lord Chamberlain's coming to Town, I

was confined by Sicknefs, but in four or five Days, I

went abroad on purpofe to wait on His Grace with a

faithful and genuine Copy of this Piece, excepting the
Errata's of the Tranfcriber.

It was tranfcrib'd in great Hafte by Mr. Stede the
Pi'ompter of the Playhoufe, that it might be ready
againft His Grace's Return from the Country. As my
Illnefs at that time would not allow me to read it over,

I fince find in it many fmall Faults, and here and there

a Line or two omitted. But left it {hould be faid I had
made any one Alteration from the Copy I deliver'd to

the Lord Chamberlain : I have caufed every Error in

_ the faid Copy to be * printed (literal Faults excepted)

* We referthe Reader to the Quarto Edition for thofe Errors and Emendations,
which are trifling, and publifli'd only for the Author's Jufti&cacion, ia relation
to the Copy he lek with the Lord Chamberlain.
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and have taken Notice of every Omiffion. I have al-

fo pointed out every Amendment I have made upon the

Revifal of my own Copy for thePrefs, that the Reader
may, at one View, fee what Alterations and Amend-
ments have been made.

Excepting thefe Errors and Emendations, this Edi-

tion Js a true and faithful Copy, as I myfelf, in my
own Hand- vi^ri ting, delivered it to Mr. Jkich^ and af-

terwards to the Lord Chamberlain, for the Truth of

which I appeal to his Grace.

I As I have heard feveral Suggeftions and falfe Infinua-

tions concerning the Copy : I take this Occafion, in

the moll folemn manner to affirm. That the very Copy
I delivered to Mr. Rich was written in my own Hand,
fome Months before, at the Bath^ from my own fird

foul blotted Papers i from this that for the Playhoufe

was tranfcribed, from whence the above-menrion'd

Mr. Stede copied that which I delivered to the Lord
Chamberlain j and, excepting my own foul blotted

Papers, I do proteft I know of no other Copy what-

foever, than ihofe I have mencion'd.

The Copy I gave into the Hands of Mr. Rich had

been feen before by feveral Perfons of the greateft Di-

llin6tion and Veracity, who will be ready to do me the

Honour and Juflice to atteft it> fo that not only by
them, but by Mr. Rich and Mr. Stede^ I can (againll

all Infinuation, or pofitive Affirmation) prove in the

mofb clear and undeniable manner, if Occafio'n required,

what I have here upon my own Honour and Credit af-

ferted. The Introduction indeed was not fhewn to the

Lord Chamberlain, which as I had not then quite fettled,

was never tranfcribed in the Playhoufe Copy.
'Twas on Saturday Morning, Dec. 7. 1718, that I

waited uppn the Lord Chamberlain; I dcfir'd to have

the Honour of reading the Opera to His Grace, but

be order'd me to leave it with him, which I did, up-

on Expectation of having it return'd on the Monday
following; but I had it not till Thurfday^ Decemb, 12.

when I receiv'd it from His Grace with this Anfwer,

Tha:
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That it was not allowed to be a6fed, hut commanded to be

fuppreji. This was told me in general, without any

Reafons affign'd, or any Charge againft me of my hav-

ing given any particular Offence.

Smce this Prohibition, I have been told, that I am
accufed in general Terms, of having written many dif-

affe'ded Libels and feditious Pamphlets. As it hath

ever been my utmoft Ambition (if that Word mny be

us'd upon this Occafion) to lead a quiet and inoff nfive

Life, I thought my Innocence in this Particular would
never have required a Juftificationj and as this kind of

Writing is what I have ever detefted, and never pra-

6tis'd, I am perfuaded fo groundlefs a Calumny can ne-

ver be believ'd but by thofe who do not know me. But
when general Afperfions of this fort have been cad up-

on me, I think myfelf call'd upon to declare my Prin-

ciples} and I do with the ftridtefl Truth affirm, that I

am as loyal a Subje6b, and as firmly attach'd to the pre-

fent happy Eftablifhment, as any of thofe who have the

greateft Places or Penfions. I have been inform'd too,

that in the following Play I have been charg'd with
writing Immoralities i that it is fill'd with Slander and

Calumny againft particular great Perfons, and that Ma-
jefty it felf is endeavour'd to be brought into Ridicule

and Contempt.
As I knew that every one of thefe Charges was, in

every Point , abfolutely falfe, and without the leaft

Grounds, at firft [ was not at all affefted by them j but
when I found they were ftill infifted upon, and that par-

ticular Paflliges, which were not in the Play, were
quoted and propagated to fupporc what had been fug-

gefted, I could no longer bear to lye under thefe falfe

Accufations } fo, by printing it, I' have fubmitted and
given up all prefent Views of Profit which might ac-

crue from the Stage, which undoubtedly will be fomc
Satisfaction to the worthy Gentlemen who have treat-

ed me with fo much Candour and Humanity, and re^

prefented me iji fuch favourable Colours.

But
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But as I am confcious to myfelf, that my only Inten-

tion was to lafli in general the reigning and fafliionable

Vices, and to recommend and fet Virtue in as amiable

a Light as I could; to juftify and vindicate my own
Charafter, I thought myfelf obliged to print the Opera
without Delay, in the Manner 1 have done.

As the Play was principally defignM for Reprefenta-

tion, I hope, when it is read, it will be conlider'd in

that Light : And when all that hath been faid againfl

it, ihall appear to be entirely mifundei ftood or mifre-

prelented j if fome time hence it fhould be permitted

to appear on the Stage, I think it neceflary to acquaint

the Publick, that as far as a Contraft of this kind can

be binding, I am engag'd to Mr. Rich to have it repre-

fented upon his Theatre.

March 25. lyip.

INTRO-!



INTRODUCTION.
POET, PLAYER.

Poet. A Sequel to a Play is like more lafl Words. *Tis

/A a kind of Abfurdity; and really, Sir, you have

prevaii'd upon me to purfue this Subjed againil

my Judgment.

ifi. Player. Be the Succefs as it will, you are furc of what
you have contraded for ; and, upon the Inducement of Gain,

no body can blame you for undertaking it.

Poet. I know I muft have been look'd upon as whimfical,

and particular, if I had fcrupled to have rifqu'd my Reputation

for my Profit; for why fliould I be more fqueamifh than my
Betters? and fo, Sir, contrary to my Opinion, 1 bring Polly

once again upon the Stage.

ifi. Player. Confider, Sir, you have Prepoflefllon on your fide.

Poet. But then the Pleafure of Novelty is loft ; and in a thing

of this kind I am afraid I (hall hardly be pardon'd for imitating

my felf ; for fure Pieces of this Sort are not to be followed as

Precedents. My Dependance, like a tricking Bookfeller*s, is,

that the kind Reception the firft Part met with will carry off

the fecond, be it what it will.

jfi. Player. You fhould not difparage your own Works;
you will find Griticks enough who will be glad to do that fot-

you: And let me tell you, Sir, after the Succefs you have had
you muft expe£l Envy.

Poet. Since I have had more Applaufe than I can deferve, I

muft, with other Authors, be content, if Criticks allow me
lefs. I Hiould be an arrant Courtier, or an arrant Beggar indeed,

if as foon as I have receiv'd one undeferv'd Favour I fhould lay

claim to another; I don't flatter my felf with the likeSuccefs.

I/?. Player. I hope, Sir, in theCataftrophe you have not run
into the Abfurdities of your laft Piece.

Poet. I know that I have been unjuftly accus'd of having
given up my Moral for a Joke, like a fine Gent'eman in Con-
verfation ; but whatever be the Event now, 1 will not fo much
as feem to give up my Moral.

I/?. Player. Really, Sir, an Author (hould comply with the

Cuftoms, and Tafte of the Towr«—— I am indeed afraid too
t'^n your Satyt h§re and there is too free, A Man fiiould becau--

tious
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tious how he mentions any Vice whatfoever before good Com-
pany; lelT: (bmcbody prefent fhould apply it to himfelf.

Poet. The Stage, Sir, hath the Privilege of the Pulpit to

attack Vice, however dignified or ditlinguifli'd ; and Preachers
and Poets (hould not be too well bred upon thefe Occafions:
No body can overdo it, when he attaclcs the Vice and not the

Perfon.

i[i. Player. But how can you hinder malicious Applications ?

Poet. Let thofe anfwer for 'em who make 'em. I aim at no
particular Perfon ; my Strokes are at Vice in general : But rf

any Men particularly vicious are hurt, I make no Apology,
but leave them to the Cure of their Flatterers. If an Author
write in Gharader, the lower People refledl on the Follies and
Vices of the rich and great, and an Indian judges and talks of
Europeans by thofe he hath feen and convers'd with, ^c. And
J win venture to own, that I wifli every Man of Power or
Riches were really and apparently virtuous, which would foon
amend and reform the common People, who ad by Imitation.

\Jl. Player. But a little Indulgence and Partiality to the Vices
of your own Country, without doubt, would be look'd upon
as more difcreet. Though your Satyr, Sir, be on Vices in ge-

neral, it muft and will give Offence; every vicious Man thinks

you are particular, for Confcience will makeSelf-application.

And why will you make your felf fo many Enemies? I fay no
more upon this Head. As to us, I hope you are fatisfy'd we
have done all we could for you; for you will now have the

Advantage of all our beft Singers.

Enter id. Player. !

'id. Player. 'Tis impoffible to perform the Opera to Nighfj

all the fine Singers within are out of Humour with their Parts*

The Tenor fays he was never offer'd fuch an Indignity, and in

a Rage flung his clean Lambskin Gloves into the Fire; he

fwears that in his whole Life he never did ling, would ling,

or could fing, but in true Kid.

jji. Player. Mufick might tame and civilize wild Beafts, but

'tis evident it never yet could tame and civilize Muficians.

Enter ^d. Player.

3^. Player. Sir, SignoraCrotchetta iky s (he findsherChavaSier

fo low, that <he had rather die than ling it.

iji. Player. Tell her by her Contra£t 1 can make her ling it.

Enter Signora Crotchetta.

Crotchetia. Birbarous Tramontane ! Where are all the LoverS

oU'^irtu} Will they not all rife in Arms in my Defence? make
me'
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me fing it ! good Gods ! fhould I tamely fubmit to fach Ufage,

I Ihould debafe my ielf through all Europe.

\fi.
Player. In the Opera nine or ten Years ago, I remem-

ber, Madam, you appear'd in a Charader little better than a

Fifli.

Crotcheita. A FiOi ! monftrous ! Let me inform you, Sir,

that a Mermaid or Syren is not many Removes trom a Sea-

Goddefs; or I had never fubmitted to be that FiOi which you
are pleas'd to call me by way of Reproach. 1 have a Cold,

Sir; l,am fick. I don't fee why I may not be allow'd the pri-

vilege of Sicknefs now and then as well as others. If a Singer

may not beindulg'd in her Humours, I am fure flie will foon
become of no Gonfequence with the Town. And fo, Sir, I

have aColdj I am hoarfe. I hope now you are fatisfied.

[_Exii Crotchetta in a Fury.

Enter /\th. Player.

/\th. Player, Sir, the bale Voice infids upon pearl-colour'd

Stockings and red- heel'd Shoes.

\fl. Player. There is no governing Caprice. But how Ihall

we make our Excufes to the Houfe?
^th. Player. Since the Town was lad Year fo good as to

encourage an Opera without Singers, the Favour I was then

fhewn obliges me to offer my felf once more, rather than the

Aud iencefhould be difmifs'd. All the other Commedians upon
this Emergency are willing to do their beft, and hope for your

Favour and Indulgence.
^

j

\ji. Player. Ladies and Gentlemen, as we wilh to do every

thing for your Diverfion, and that Singers only will come
when they will come, we beg you to excufe this unforfeen
Accident, and to accept the Propofal of the Comedians, who
rely wholly on your Courtefie and Protedion. {Exeunt.

The GuvERTURE.

B Drama-



Dramatis Per/on^.

MEN.
Ducat.

Morano.
Vanderbluff.

Capftern.

Hacker.

Culverin.

Laguerre.

Cutlace. ,

Pohetohee.

Cawwawkee.

Servants, Indians, Tyrates^ Guards^ &c.

W O M E N.

Polly.

Mrs. Ducar.

Trapes.

Jenny Diver.

Flimzy.

Damaris.

SCENE, In the Weft Indies,
j|



POLLT: An OPERA.

A C T I. S C E N E I.

SCENE JDucat's Houfe.

DUCAT. TRAPES.
Trap. Y ^HO' you were born and bred, 2nd

I the ladles, as you are a Subjed of J

live in

j^ you fliould live up to our Cpltoms. Prodiga-

lity there, is a fafliion that is among all ranks

of People. Why, our very younger Brothers pufli themfelves

into the police world by fquandering more than they are worth.
You are wealthy, very wealthy, Mr. Ducat \ and 1 grant you,

the more you have, the TaQe of getting more (hould grow firon-

ger upon you, 'Tis juft fo with us. But then the richeft of
our Lords and Gentlemen, who live elegantly, always run our.

'Tis Genteel to be in debt. Your luxury fliould diftinguirti you
from the vulgar. You cannot be too expenfive in your pleafures-

AIR I. 7^^ Difappointed Widow.

The Manners of the Great affe^y
Stint notyour Pleafure

:

If Confcience had their Genius cbech^
How got they treafure ?

B a The



%
-

"P O L L T:
'The more in Debt^ run in Debt the more^

Carelefs ivho is undone
;

Morals and Honefty leave to the Poor

^

As. they do at London.

Due. I never thought to have heard thrift laid tn my Charge.

There is not avMan, though I fay it, in all the lyjdies who lives"

more plentifully thanmyfelf; nor enjoys theNecclParies of life

in fo hanafome a manner.

Traf. There it is now. Who ever heard a man of fortune

in England talk of the necefTaries of life? If the necelTluies of
life would have fatisfied foch a poor body as me, to be fure I

had never come to mend my fortune to the Plantations. Whe-;
ther we can afford it or no, we muft have fuperfluities. We
never flint our expence to our own fortunes, but are miferable

if we do not live up to the Profufenefs of our Neighbours. If

we could content ourfelves with the neceffariesof life, no man
alive need ever be diflioneft. As toWoman now ; why, l.ook

.

ye,*Mr.Z)/^c^it, a man hath what we may call every thing that j
is neceflarv in a V/ife. i

Due. Ay, and more

!

|

Trap. But for all that, d'ye fee, your married men are my
|

belf Cuftomers. It keeps wives upon their good behaviours. |

Due. But there are jealoufies and family ledures, Vln. Trapes. \

Trap. Blefs us all I how little are our Cuflums known an
'

this lide the Herring-pond! Why, Jealoufy is out of Fafhion,

even among our common country gentlemen. { hope you are

better bred than to be jealous. A husband and wife fhould have

a mutual complaifance for each other. Sure your wife is not.

fo unreafonable to exped to have you always to her felf.

Due. As I have a good eflate Mrs.7r<?^£'j-, I w<)uld willing-

ly run inco every thing that is fuitable to my dignity and for-

tune. No body throws himfelf into the extravagancies ot

life with a freer Spirit.. As to Confcience and mufty Morals,;

1 have as few draw- backs upon my profits or pleafures as any

man of Quality in England; in thofe I am not in the leaQ vul-.

gar. Beiides, Madam, in moft of my expences i run into

^e polite talk. I have a fine Library of Books that I never^

read ; I have a fine Stable of Horfes that I never ride; I build,

I buy Plate, jewels, piSures, or any thing that is valuable and
curious, as your great Men do, meerly out of Olfentation.

Buc indeed 1 muft own, I do ftill cohabit with my Wife; andi

fheisveiy uneafy end vexatious upon account ofmy vifits to you.

Trap, indeed, indeed, Mr. Ducat, you fhould break thro' all

thisU till paticni at once, and keep—Now too is your time; for

1 hi.ve a frclli Cargo of Ladies jufl arriv'd ; no body alive fliall

• iei Eyes upon 'cm till you have provided your feU^ You l]!oul4

kee|
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keep your Lady in awe by your Maid; place a handfome

fprightly Wench near your Wife, and ftie will be a Spy upon

her into the bargain. I would have you (hew your felf a fine

Gentleman in every thing.

Due. But I'm fomewhat advanc'd inLife, Mxs.Trapes^ and

my Duty to my Wife lyes very hard upon me. I muft leave

Keeping to younger Husbands and old Batchelors.

Trap. There it is again now ! Our very vulgar purfue plea-

fures in the Flufli of youth and inclination; but our great Mers

are modiflily profligate when their Appetite hath left 'em.

A I R 11. the Irifli Ground,

Bass.
Due. What can Wealth

When we're old'i -

Touih and Health

Are not [old.

Treble. ?

Trap. When hove in the Pulfe heats low.

As haply it may with you^

A Girl can frejh Touth beftow.

And kindle Dejire anew.
Thus numFd in the Brake^

Without Motion.^ the Snake

Sleeps cold Winter away t

But in ev'ry Vein

Life quickens again

On the Bofom of May.

We are not here, I muft tell you, as we are at London, where
we can have frefh goods every week by the Waggon. My
maid is again gone aboard the VefTel ; (he is perfeQly charm'd
with one of the Ladies ; 'twill be a credit to you to keep her.

I have Obligations to you, Mr. Ducat, and I would not part

with her to no man alive but your felf. If I had her at Lon-
don, fuch a Lady would be fufficient to make my fortune;' but

in truth, fhe is not impudent enough to make herfelf agreeable

to the Sailors in a publick-houfe in this Country. By all ac-

count, file hath a Behaviour only fit for a private family.

Due. But how fliall I manage matters with my Wife?
Trap. Juft as the fine gentlemen do with us. We could

bring you many great precedents for treating a Wife with in-

difference, contempt, and negle61:, but that, indeed, would
be running into too high Life. I would have you keep fome

decencyj
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decency, and ufe her with Civility. You (hould be fo obliging

as to leave her to her Liberties, and take them too your felf.

Why, all our fine Ladies, in what they call pin-money, have

no other Views; 'tis what they all exped.

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

like a Gentlewoman upon thisvSubjed; fo that if I take her,

I muft a£l difcreetly, and keep the affair a dead fecret.

Trap. As to that, Sir, you may do as you pleafe. Should it

ever come to her knowledge, curtom and education perhaps

may make her at firft think it fomewhat odd. But this I can

affirm with a fafe Gonfcience, that many a Lady of Quality

have Servants of this fort in their Families, and you can afford

an Expence as well as the befl: of 'em.

Due. I have a Fortune, Mrs. Trapes., and would fain make
a faffiionable Figure in Life; if we can agree upon the Price,

riLtake her inio the Family.

Trap. I am glad to fee you fling your felf into the polite

Tafte with a Spirit. Few, indeed, have the Turns or Talents

to get Money; but fewer know how to fpend it handfomely
after they have got it. The Elegance of Luxury conlifts in

Variety ; and Love requires it as much as any of our Appetites

und Paflions; and there is a time of Life when a Man's Ap-
peiire ought to be whetted by a Delicacy.

Due. Nay, Mrs, Trapes., now you are too hard upon me.

Sure you cannot think me fuch a Clown as to be really in

Love with my Wife ! We are not fo ignorant here as you ima-

gine ; why, I married her in a reafonable way, only for her

Money.

AIR III. Noel Hills,

He that iveds a "Beauty.,

Soon will find her cloy
;

Whenpleafure grows a duty^

Farevjel Love and Joy.

He that weds for treafare^

Tho* he hath a Wife.,

Hath chofe one lafl'tng pleafure^

In a marry''d Life.

SCENE II.

Ducat., Trapes., Damarts.

Due. Damaris (^calling at the Door) Damaris, I charge you

not to ftir from the Door, and the Inffant you fee your Lady

at a diftance returning from her walk, befure to give me notice.

Trap. She
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Trap. She is in mod charming Rigging; (he won't coft you
a Penny, Sir, in Clothes, at firft fetling out. But alack-a day

!

no Bargain could ever thrive with dry Lips. A Glafs of Li-

quor makes every thing go fo glibly.

Due. Here, Damarisy a Glafs of Rum for Mrs. Dye. (Da-
maris goes out^ and returns with a Bottle and Glafs.)

Trap. But, as I was faying, Sir, I would not part with her

to any body alive but your felf ; for, to be fure, I could turn

her to ten times the Profit by Jobbs and Chance-Cuftomers,

Come, Sir, here's to the young Lady's Health.

SCENE III.

Ducaty TrapeSy Flimzy.

Trap. Well, Flimzy; are all the Ladies fafely landed, and
have you done as 1 order'd you?

Flim. Yes, Madam. The three Ladies for the Run of Che

Houfe are fafely lodg'd at home; the other is without in the

Hall to wait your Commands. She is a molt delicious Crea-
ture, that's certain. Such Lips, fuch Eyes, and fuch Flelh and
Blood ! If you had her in Londony you could not fail of the

Cuftom of all the foreign Minifters. As I Jiope to be fav'd.

Madam, I was forc'd to tell her ten thoufand Lies before I

could prevail upon her to come with me. Oh Sir, you are

the moft lucky, happy Man in the World ! Shall I go call

her in ?

Trap. 'Tis necefTary for me firft to inftrud her in her Du-
ty and the Ways of the Family. The Girl is baftiful and
modeft, fo I muft beg Leave to prepare her by a little private

Converfation ; and afterwards, Sir, I fhall leave you to your
private Converfations,

Flim. But I hope. Sir, you won't forget poor Flimzy ; for

the richeft-Man alive could not be more fcrupulous than I

am upon thefe Occafions, and the Bribe only can make me
excufe it to my Gonfcience. I hope, Sir, you will pardon
m y Freedom

.

{He gives her Money .

AIR [V. Sweetheart, think upon mco

My Confcience is of courtly Mold
Fit for higheft Station :

Where''s the Hand when touch'*d with Gold,

Proof againji Temptation^ (Ex. Fllimy.

Due. We can never fufiiciently encourage fuch ufeful

Qualifications. You will let me know when you are ready
for me.

SCENE



6 'POLL T:

S C EN E IV.

Trap, I wonder I am not more wealthy, for o' my Con-
fcience, I have as few Scruples as thofe that are ten thoufand

times as rich. But alack-a-Day ! I am forc'd to play at fmall

Game. I now and then betray and ruine an innocent Girl,-

and what of that ? Can I in Confcience expeS to be equally

rich with thofe who betray and ruine Provinces and Coun-
tries? In troth, all their great Fortunes are owing to Scituati-

on; as for Genius and Capacity I can match 'em to a Hair:

Were they in my Circumftance they would aft like me; were

1 in theirs, I fliould be rewarded as a moft profound pene-

trating Politician.

A I R V. 'Twas within a Furlong.

Ift Pimps and Politiciaits^

The Genius is the fame ,

"Both raife their own Conditions

On others Guilt and Shame.
With a Tongue well tipt with Lies^

Each the want of Parts fupplies.

And with a Heart that's all Difguife^

Keeps his Schemes unknown.
Seducing as the Devily

They play the Tempter''s Part,

And have., when moft they're civil^

Mofi Mifchief in their Heart.

Each afecret Commerce drives^

Firfi corrupts and then connives

^

And by his Neighbours Vices thrives^

For they are all his own.

SCENE V*
Trapes., Flimzy^ Polly.

^

Trap. Blefs my Eye-fight! what do I fee^ I am in a Dream,
or it is Mifs Polly Peachum. Mercy upon me ! Child, what
brought you on this Side of the Water ?

Polly. Love, Madam, and the Misfortunes of our Family

But I am equally iarpriz'd to find an Acquaintance here; yon
cannot be ignorant of my unhappy Story, and perhaps from
you, Mrs. Dye^ I may receive fome Information that may be

ufeful to me.
Trap. You need not be much concern'd, Mifs Polly^ at a

Sentence of Tranfportation ; for a young Lady of your Beau-

ty hath wherewithal to make her Fortune in any Country.
Polly. Far^
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Polly. Pardon I'ne, Madam, you midake nie. Though I ,

was educated among the moft profligate in low Life, I in;ver
'

engag'd in my Father's Affairs as a Thief, or al hief-catcher,

for indeed I abhorr'd his Profeflion. Would my Papa had never

taken it up, he then (till had been alive, and I had never

known Macheath!

AIR VI. Sortez de vos retraitcs.

She who has felt a real Pain
By GupidV Dart^

Finds that all Abfence is in vain

To cure her Heart'.

Tho'' from my Lover caji

Far as from Pole t) Pole^

Still the pure Flame muji lajij

For Love is in the Soul,

You muft have heard, Madam, that I was unhappy in my
Marriage. '^'J\\tnMacheath was rranfported, all my Peace was
banifhed with him-; and my Papa's Death hath now given me
"Liberty to purfue my Inclinations.

Trap. Good lack-a-day ! poor Mr. Peachrim ! Death was fo

much oblig'd to him, that I wonder he did not allow him a Re-
prieve for his own Sake. Truly, I think he was oblig'd lo no
body more, except the Phyficians; but they die, it Items, too.

Death is very impartial; he takes all alike, Friends and Foes,

Polly. Every monthly Sefilons-paper, like the Apothecary's

Files (if I may make the Comparifon) was a Record of his

Services. But my Papa kept Company with Gentlemen, and
Ambition is catching. He was in too much Haite m be rich.

I willi all great Men would take warning. 'Tis now feven

Months fincemy Papa was hang'd.

Trap. This will be a great Check indeed to your Men of
enterprizing Genius; and it will be unfafe to pufli at making
a great Fortune, if fuch Accidents grow common. But fure,

Child, you are not fo mad as to think of (oWo'w'm^Macheath.
Polly. In following him I am in Purfuit of my Quier. I

love him, and, like a troubled Ghoft, Hiall never be at re(f till

I appear to him. If I can receive any Informaiion pf him
from you, it will be a Cordial to a VVretch in Defpair.

Trap. My dear Mifs Polly., you muft not think of ir. 'Tis

now above a Year and a Half lince he robb'd his Mafier, ran

away from the Plantation, and turn'd Pyrate. Then too what
puts you beyond all Poflibility of Redrefs, is, that fince he

came over he married a tranfported Slave, one Jenny Diver^

G « and
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and file Is gone off with him. You muft give over all thoughts
of him, for he is a very Devil to our Sex; not a Woman
of the f^reatefl Vivacity (hifts her Inclinations half fo fart as he
cam Be(ides, he would difown you ; for, like an Upftart, he
hates an old Acquaintance. I am forry to fee thole Tears,
Child, but I love you too well to flatter you.

Fully. Why have I a Heart fo conftant? cruel Love !

AIR VII. O waly, waly, up the Bank.

Farewe I
^
fareivel, all Hope of BUJSy

For Polly always mu(l he thine

:

Shall then my Heart be never his.

Which never can again be mine ?

Love, you play a cruel Part,

Thy Shaft JliII fejiers in thelVound^
Tuujhould reward a cowjiant Hearty

Since ^tis alas I fo feldom found.

Trap. I tell you once again, Mifs Polly, you muft think np
more of him. You are like a Child who is crying after a

Butterfly, that is hopping and fluttering upon every Flower
in the Field ; there is Hot a Woman that comes in his Way

.

but he muft have aTafte of; beiides, there is no catching him.

But, my dear Girl, I hope you took Care, at your leaving

England, to bring off wherewithal to fupport you.

Polly. Since he is loft, I am infenlible of every other Mif-
fortune. I brought, indeed, a Sum of Money with me, but

my Cheft was broke open at Sea, and i am now a wretched

Vagabond, expos'd to Hunger and Want, unlefs Charity re-

lieve me. •

Trap. Poor Child ! Your Father and I have had great Deal-

ings together, and I (hall be grateful to his Memory. 1 will

look upon you as my Daughter; you fiiall be with me.
Polly. As foon as I can have Remittances hova England, I

diall be able to acknowledge your Goodnefs. Ihave (till Five

Hundred Founds there, which will be return'd to me upon
Demand; but I had rather undertake an honeft Service, that

might afford me a Maintenance, than be burthenfom to my
Friends.

Trap. Sure never any thing happen'd f.) luckily ! Madam
Ducat \n[i now wants a Servant, and 1 know flie will take my
Recommendation ; and one fo tight and handy as you, mul^
pleafe her: Then too her Husband is tfje civileft, beft-bred

Man alive. You are now in her Hoiife, and I won't leave

it, till I have fettled you. Be cheailui, my dear Child, for

who kriuwi but all thefe Misfortunes may turn to your Ad-
vantage?
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vantage? You are in a rich creditable Family, and, I dare faf,

your Perfon and Behaviour will fo(in make you a Favourite.

As to Captain Macheath^ you may now fafely look upon your

felf as a Widow, and who knows, if Madam Dacat fliculd

tip otf, what may happen ? I (hall recommend you, MifsPc/Zy,

as a Gentlewoman.

AIR VII r. O Jenny^ come tye me.

Defpair is all Folly

^

Hence Melancholly^

Fortune attends you while Touth is in Flovfr^

By Beauty's Pojfejfion

Us^d with Difcreiion,

Woman at all times has Joy in her Pow^r.

Polly. The Service, Madam, you offer me, makes me as

happy as I can be in my Circumftance, and I accept of it with

Ten Thoufand Obligations. -

Trap. Take a Tuin in the Hall with my Maid for a Minute
or two, and I'll take care to fettle all Matters asid Conditions

for your Reception. Be afTur'd, MiCs Polly ^ I'll do my belt

for you. •
•

SCENE VL
Trapes., Ducat.

Trapes. Mr. Dmat^ Sir, you may come in. I have had
this very Girl in my Eye for you ever lince you and I were
firll acquainted; and to be plain with you, Sir, J have run

great Rifques for her. I had many a Stratagem, to be fure, to

inveigle her away from her Relations! fhetoo herfelf was ex-,

ceeding difficult. And I can affure you, to ruine a Girl of

fevere Education is no fmall Addition to the Pleafure of our

fine Gentlemen. I can be anfwerable for it too, that you will

have the firil of her. I am fure 1 could have difpos'd of her

upon the fame Account, for at lealt a Hundred Guineas, to an

Alderman of London^ and then too I might have had the Dif-

pofal of her again, as foon as flje was out of Keeping ; but,

you are my Friend, and I fhall not deal hard with you.

Due. 3ut if I like her I would agree upon Terms before-

hand ; for fhould I grow fond of her, I know you have the

Confcience of other Trades-people, and would grow more
impofing; and I love to be upon a Certainty.

Trap. Sure you cannot think a Hundred Piftoles too much
;

I mean for me. I leave her wholly to your Generoficy. Why
your fine Men, v/ho never pay any body elfe, pay their Pimps

and Bawds well ; always ready Money. 1 ever dealt confci-

entiouily, and fet the lowelt Price upon my Ladies; when
C a you
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you fee her, I am fure you will allow her to be as chdire a '

Piece of Beauty as ever you laid Eyes on.

Due. But, dear Mrs. Dye^ a Hundred Piftoles fay you ? why
I could have half a Dozen Negro PrinceiTes for the Price.

Traf, Bat fare you cannot expeS to buy a fine handfome
Chriftian at that Rate. You are not us'd to fee fuch Goods
on this Side of the Water. For the Women, like their Clothes,'

are all tarnifh'd and half worn out before they are fent hither.

Do but cad your Eye upon her, Sir; the Door ftandshalf open
;

fee yonder flie trips in Converfation with my Maid FUmzy in

the Hall.

Dtic. Why truly I mud own (he is handfome.
Trap. Blefs me, you are no more mov*d by her, than if

flie were your Wife. Handfome! what a cold Husband like

ExprelTion is that ! nay, there is no Harm done. U I take her .

home, I don't queftion the making more Money of her. She
v/as never in any body's Houfe but your own fince flie was
landed. She is pure, as (lie was imported, without the lead

Adulteration.

Due. V]\ have her. I'll pay you down upon the Nail. You
fliall leave her with me. Come, count your Money, Mrs. Z))'^.

' ' Trap. What a Shape is there I flie's of the fined Growth.
Due. You make me mif-reckon. She even takes off" my

Eyes from Gold.
Trap. What a curious Pair of fparkling Eyes

!

Que. As vivifying as the Sun. I have paid you ten.

Trapf What a racy Flavour mud breathe from thpfe Lips I

Due. I want no provoking Commendations. Pm in Youth;
I'm on fire ! twenty more makes it thirty ; and this here makes
if jud fifty.

Trap. Wh4t a mod inviting Complexion ! how charming a

Colour! in fhorr, a fine Woman has all the Perfeftions of
tine Wine, and is a Cordial that is ten times as redorative.

Due. This fifty then makes it jud the Sum. So liOW,

Madam, you may deliver her up.

SCENE vir.

Ducat., Trapes., Damaris.

Dam. Sir, Sir, my Midrefs is jud at rhe Door. {Exit.
Due. Get you ouc of the way this Moment, dear Mrs. Dye ;

for J would not have my Wife fee you. But don't dir out
of the Houfe till I am put In Podcflion. I'll get rid of her

immediately. " {Exit Trapes,

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

Dficaty Mrs. Ducat.

Mrs. Due. I can never be out of the way, for an Hour or

fo, but you are with that filthy Creature. If you were young,

and I took Liberties, you could not ufe me worfe; you could

not, you beaftly Fellow. Such Ufage might force the moft

•virtuous Woman to Refentment. I don't fee why the Wives
in this Country fhould not put themfelves upon as eafy a Foot
as in England. In fhort, Mr. Ducaty if you behave yourfelf

J ike an EngUp Husband, I will behave my felf like an Engl'tp

Wife. AIR IX. Red Houfe.

/ will have my Humours^ I'll pleafe all my Senfes^

I will not be flinted—'tn Love^ or Expences :

ril drefs with Profujion, PIIgame without Meafure

;

Tompall have the Bus''»efs^ I will have the Pleafure.

'Thus ev^ry Day Pll pafs my Life^

My Homepall he my leafl Refort.

Forfure "'tisfitting that your Wife
Shou'd copy Ladies of the Court.

Due. All thefe things I know are natural to the Sex, my
Dear. But Husbands, like Colts, are rcftif, and they require

a lon'g time to break 'em. Befides, 'tis not the Fafhion as yet,

for Husbands to be govern'd in this Country. That Torigue
of yours, my Dear, hath not Eloquence enough to perfuade
me out of my Reafon. A Woman's Tongue, like a Trumpet,
only ferves to raife my Courage.

A I R X. Old Orpheus tickl'd, ^c.

When Billows come breaking on the Strand^

The Rocks are deaf and unpakenftand;
,

Old Oaks can defy the Thunder'*s Roar^
But I can fland Woman''s Tongue^ that's more^
lean fland Woman's Tongue^ that^s more,

With a Twinkum, Twankum, Twang,

With that Weapon, Women, like Pyrates, are at War with
the whole World. ,But I thought, my dear, your Pride would
have kept you from being jealous. 'Tis the whole Bufinefs of
my Life to pleafe you; but Wives are like Children, the more
they are flatter'd and humour'd, the more perverfe they are.
Here now have I been laying out my Money, purely to make
you a Prefent, and 1 have nothing but ihefe Freaks and Re-

proaches
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proaches in Return. You wanted a Maid, and I have bought

you the handiell Creature; fhe will indeed make a very credita-

ble Servant.

Mts. Ducat. I will have none of your HulTies about me.

And fo, Sir, you would make me your Convenience, your

Bawd. Out upon it ! •

Ducat. But I bought her on purpofe for you, Madam.
Mrs. Ducat. For your own filthy Inclinations, you mean.

I won't bear it. What! keep an impudent Strumpet under

my Nofe ! Here's fine Doings indeed

!

Ducat. I will have the DireSions of my Family. 'Tis my
Pleafure it (hall be fo. So, Madam, be fatisfy'd.

A I R XI. Chrift-Church Bells.

When a U^oman jealous grows

^

FareweI all Peace of Life;

Mrs. Ducat, But e^er Man roves^

He Jhott'dpay what he owes.

And with her Due content his Wife.

Ducat. ^Tis Man^s the weaker Sex to fway\

Mrs. Ducat. We too^ whenever we lijiy obey.

Ducat. ''Tis juji and fit

Tou Jhould fubmit ;

Mrs. Ducat. But fweet kind Husband.^ not to Day.

]3ucat. Let your Clack be fiill.

Mrs. Ducat. Not till I have tny Will.

If thus you Reafon flight

,

There- s never an Hour,

While Breath has Pow^r,

But I will affert my Right,

Would I had you in England; I (hould have all the Women
there rife in Arms in my Defence. For the Honour and Pre-

rogative of the Sex, they would not fuifer fuch a Precedent of

Submiflion. And fo, Mr. Ducat, I tell you once again, that

you (hall keep your Trollops out of the Houfe, or I will not

llay in it.
, . ,

Ducat. Look'ee, Wife, you will be able to bring about no-

thing by pouting and Vapours. 1 have Refolution enough to

withftand cither Obltinacy or Stratagem; and I will break this

lealous Spirit of yours, before it gets a Head And fo, my

Dear, 1 order, that, upon my Account, you behave yourlell:

to the Girl as you ought.

Mrs. Ducat. \ wiOi you would behave yourfelf to your Wife

as you ought; that is to fay, with good Manners and Com-

pliance. And fo, Sir, I leave you and your Minx rogethei
^

1 tel
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I tell you once again, that I would fooner die upon the Spot,
than not be Miftrefs in my own Houfe. {Exit in a Pajfioft.

S C E N E IX.

Ducat^ Damaris.

Ducat. If by thefe perverfe Humours I fhould be forc'd to
part with her, and allow her a feparate Maintenance; the thing

is fo common among People of Condition, that it could not
prove to my Difcredit. Family Divifions, and matrimonial
Controver(ies, are a kind of Proof of a Man's Riches; for

the poor People are happy in Marriage out of Neceflity, be-
caufe they cannot afford to difagree. Damaris^ faw you my
Wife? (£»?er Damaris.

Is fhe in her own Room, What faid flie ? Which Way went
ihe?

Dayn. Blefs me, I was perfe^ly frighten'd, ftie look*d fo
like a Fury ! Thank my Stars, I never faw her look fo before
in all my Life; tho' mayhap you may have feen her look fo be-
fore a thoufand times. Woe be to the Servants that fall in

her Way ! I'm fure I'm glad to be out of it.

A I R XII. Chefhire Rounds.

When Kings by their huffing

Have blown up a Squabble^

All the Charge and Cuffing
hight upon the Rabble

:

Thus when Man and IVife^

By their mutual Snubbing^
Kindle Civil Strife^

Servants get the Drubbing.

Due. I would have you, Damaris^ have an Eye upon your

Millrefs. You (houid have her good at Heart, and inform

me when ihe has any Schemes a-foot; it may be the Means to

reconcile us.

Dam. She's wild, Sir. There's no fpeaking to her. She's

flown into the Garden ! Mercy upon us all, fay I ! How can

you be fo unreafonable to contradidt a Woman, when you
know we can't bear it?

Due. I depend upon you, Damaris^ for Intelligence. You
may obferve her at a Diftance; and as foon as (he comes in-

to her own Room, bring me Word. There is the fweeteft

Pleafure in the Revenge that I have now in my Head! I'll this

inftant go and take my Charge UomMi^- Trapes. {/Jfide.)

Damaris. you know your inftrudions, {Exit.

SCENE
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S C E N E X.
Damar'ts,

Dam. Sme all Matters and MiftrefTes, like Politicians, judge
of the Confciences of Mankind by their own, and require

Treachery of their Servants, as a Duty ! I am employ'd by

my Mafter to watch my Miftrefs, and by my Miftrefs to watch
my Mafter. Which Party (hall I efpoufe? To be fore my
Miftrefs's; for in her's, Jurifdiition and Power, the common
Caufe of the whole Sex, are at Stake. But my Mafter I fee

is coming this Way, I'll avoid him, and make my Obferva-
tions. {Exif.SCENE XI.

Ducat
J
Polly.

Due. Be chearful, Pollys for your good Fortune hath thrown
you into a Family, where, if you rightly confult your own
Intereft, as every body now-a-days does, you may make your

felf perfedly eafy. Thofe Eyes of yours, Polly^ are a fuffi-

cient Fortune for any Woman, if (he have but Gondudl, and
knew how to make the moft of 'em.

Polly. As Jam your Servant, Sir, my Duty obliges me not

to contradid you; and I muft hear your Flattery, tho' I know
my felf undeferving. But, fure. Sir, in handfome Women,
you muft have obferv'd, that their Hearts often oppofe their

Intereft; and Beauty certainly has ruin'd more Women than it

has made happy,

A I R XIII. The Bufh aboon tra^uair.

"The Crovj or Daw thro* all the Tear

No Fowter feeks to ruin\

"But Birds of Voice or Feather rare

He^s all Day long purfiti»g.

Beware, Fair Maids
; fo fcape the Net

"That other Beauties fell in
\

For fure at Heart was never yet

So great a IVretch as Helen

.

If my Lady, Sir, will let me know my Duty, Gratitude will

make me ftudy to pleafe her.

Due. I have a mind to have a little Converfation with you,

and I would not be interrupted. {Bars the Door.

Polly. I wifli, Sir/ you would let me receive my Lady's
Commands.

Due. And fo, Polly., by thefe downcaft Looks of yours,

you would have me believe you don't know you are hand-
fome,
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fome, and that you have no Faith in your Looking-glafs,

Why, every Woman ftudies her Face, and a Looking-glafs*

to her is vt^hat a Book is to a Pedant; (he is poring upon it

all Day long. In troth, a Man can never know hovj much
Love is in him by Converfarions with his Wife. A Kifs on
thofe Lips would make me young again. iKi/Jes her,

A I R XIV. Bury Fair.

Polly. How can you he fo teazing"^.

Ducat. Love will excufe my fault.

How can you befo fleafing ? (going to kifs her.'

Polly. / vow I'll not be naught.

Ducat. All Maids I know at firft refifi. (ftruggling.

A Majier may command'.

Polly. Toil're monftrom rude \ Vll not he kifi'd

i

Nay^ fye, let go my Hand.
Ducat. ^Tis joolijh Pride—
Polly. '//j- vile^ his hafe

Poor Innocence to wrongs \

Ducat, rII force you——'
Polly. Guard me from difgrace.

ToHfindthat Virtue'sflrong. (pufhing him away,

'Tis barbarous in you, Sir, to take the Occafion of my Ne»
celTities to infult me.
Due Nay, Huflie, Pll give you Money.
Polly. I defpiTe it. No, Sir, tho' I was born and bred in

England, I can dare to be poor, which is the only thing now-
a-days Men are afliam'd of.

Due. I Ihall humble thefe fancy Airs of yours, Mrs. Minx,
Is this Language from a Servant! from a Slave!

Polly. Am 1 then betray'd and fold!

Due. Yes, Huflie, that you are; and as legall/my Proper-
ty, as any Woman is her Husband's, who fells her felt in
Marriage.
PoUy. Climates, that change Conftitutions, have no Effefii

upon Manners. What a Profligate is that Trapes !

Due. Your Fortune, your Happinefs, depends upon your
Compliance. What, Proof againit a Bribe! Sure, Huflie,

' you belye your Country, or you rauft have had a very vulgar
Education, 'Tis unnatural.

D AIR
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AIR XV. Bobbing Joan.

Maids^ like Courtiers, muft be woo'd,

Moji by Flattery are fubdu'd ;

Some c-ipricious, coy, or nice.

Out of Pride protraSi the Vice ;

But they fall.

One and all.

When vje bid up to their Price.

Befides, Haffie, your Confent may make me your Slave ; there's

Power to tempt you into the Bargain. You muft be more
than Woman, if you can withftand that too.

Polly. Sure you only mean to try me! but 'tis barbarous to

tritie with my Diftrefles.

Due. I'll have none of thefe Airs. 'Tis impertinent in a

Servant to have Scruples of any kind. I hire Honour, Con-
fcience and all, for I will not be ferv'd by Halves. And fo,

to be plain with you, you obftinate Slut, you (hall either con-
tribute to my Pleafure or my Profit; and if you refufe Play
in the Bed-chamber, you (hall go work in the Fields among
the Planters. I hope now I have explain'd my felf.

Polly. My Freedom may be loft, but you cannot rob me
of my Virtue and Integrity ; and whatever is my Lot, having
that, I ihall have the Comfort of Hope, and find Pleafute in

RefleSion.

AIR XVI. A Swain long tortur'd, ^c.

Can I or Toil or Hunger fear ?

For Love's a Pain that's more fevere.
The Slave., with Vertue in his Breafl,

Can wake in Peace, andfweetly reji.

But Love, when unhappy, the more virtuous it is, the more
it fiiffers. (y^Jide.

Due. What Noife is that ?

Dam. (IVithout.) Sir, Sir,

Due. Step into the Clofet} I'll call you out immediately
to prefent you to my Wife. Don't let 13a(hfulners ruin your
Fortune. The next Opportunity I hope you will be better

difpos'd. (Exit ?oUy,
Dam. Open the Door, Sir. This Moment, this Moment.

SCENE
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SCENE XIL

Dacat, Damaris, Servants^ Mrs. Ducat, ^c.

Due. What's the matter ? Was any body about to ravifli you ?

is the Houfe o' fire? Or my Wife in a Paffion?

Dam. O Sir, the whole Country is in an Uproar \ The
Pyrates are all coming down upon us; and if they fhould raife

the Militia, you are an Officer, you know. I hope you have

Time enough to fling up your Commiffion.

Enter
\ft.

Footman.

jjl. Footm. The Neighbours, Sir, are all frighted out of

thefr Wits; they leave their Houfes, and fly to yours for Pro-
tedion. Where's my Lady, your Wife? Heaven grant they

have nor taken her!

Due. If they only took what one could fpare.

\ft. Footm. That's true, there were no great Harm done.
Due. How are the Mufquets?

ifi. Footm. Rufty, Sir, all rufty and peaceable! For we
never clean 'em but againft Training-day.

Dam. Then, Sir, your Honour is fafe, for now you have

a juft Excufe againft fighting.

Enter id. Footman,
id. Footm. The Indians^ Sir, with whom we are in Aliance,

are all in Arms; there will be bloody Work to be fure.

I hope -they will decide the Matter before we can get ready.

Enter Mrs. Ducat.
Mrs. Due. O dear Husband, I'm frighten'd to Death!

What will become of us all ! I thought a Punifhment for your

wicked Lewdnefs would light upon you at laft.

Due. Prefence of Mind, my Dear, is as neceiTary in Dan-
gers as Courage.
Dam. But, you are too rich to have Courage. You fiiould

fight by Deputy. 'Tis only for poor People to be brave

and defperate, who cannot aflTord to live.

Enter Maids, &c. one after another,

ift. Maid. The Pyrates, Sir, the Pyrates! Mercy upon Us,

what will become of us poor helplefs Women i

id. Maid. We fhall all be ravilh'd.

' jfi. Old Woman. All be ravifti'd !

- id. Old Woman. Ay to be fure, we fliall be ravifli'd; all be
ravilh'd

!

D 2 I/?. Old
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\Jl. Old Woman. But if Fortune will have it fo, Patience is

a Vertue, and we muft undergo it.

^d. .Old Woman. Ay, for certain we muft all bear it,

Mrs. Damaris.
^d. Footm. A Soldier, Sir, from the Indian Camp, defires

admittance. He's here, Sir.

Enter Indian.

Indian, I come, Sir, to the EngUjh Colony, with whom
we are in Alliance, from the mighty K.\ngPohetohee, my Lord
and M after ; and addrefs my felf to you, as you are of the

Council, for Succours. The Pyraies are ravaging and plun-

d'ring the Country, and we are now in Arms, ready for

Battle to oppofe 'em.

Dz^c. Does Macheath command the Enemy ?

Indian. Report fays he is dead. Above twelve Moons are

pafs'd fince we heard of bim. Morano, a Negro Villain, is

their Chief, who in Rapine and Barbarities is even equal to

him.
-, Due. .1 fliall inform the Council, and we ftiall foon be rea-

dy to join you. So acquaint the King your Mafler. (£x/V. Indian.

A I R XVIl. March in Scipio.

Brave Boys prepare. (to the Men.
/ih ! ceafe^ fond Wife., to cry, (tO licr.

Servant. For when the danger^s near.)

We^ve time enough to fly.

Mrs.T)xiCZt.. How can you be difgracd}

For Wealth fecures your Fame :

Servant. The Rich are always plac""

d

Above the Senfe of Shame.

Mrs. Ducat. Let Honour fpur the Slave.,

To fight for fighting''i fake :

Ducat. But even the Rich are brave.^

Wb€.n Money is at Stake. *

Be fattsfy'd, my Dear, I (hall be difcreet. My Servants here

will take care thaf I be not over-rafh, for their Wages depend

upon me. But before I go to Council—come hither Pollys

I intreat you, Wife, to take her into your Service. {Enter Polly.)

And ufe her civilly. Indeed, my Dear, your Sufpicions are

very frivolous and unreafonable.

Mrs. Due. I hate to have a hahdfome Wench about me ; they

9r,e always fo faucy 1

l)uc. Wo-
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Due. Women, by their Jealoufies, put one in Mind of do-

ing that which otherwife we ftiould never think of. Why
you are a Proof, my Dear, that a handfome Woman may be

honed.
Mrs. Due. I find you can fay a civil thing to meftill.

Due. Affairs, you fee, call me hence. And fo I leave her

under your Protedion.

SCENE XIIL

Mrs. Ducat, Damaris.

Mrs. Due. Away, into the other Room again. When I

want you, I'll call you. {Exh Polly.) Well, Damaris., to be

fure you have obferv'd all that has pafs'd. I will know all.

Fm fure (he's a Hufly.

Dam. Nay, Madam, I can't fay fo much: But

Mrs. Due. But what?
Dam. I hate to make Mifchief.

AIR XVIII. Jig-it-o'-foot.

Better to doubt

All that's doiTsg.,

Than to find out

Proofs of Ruin.
What Servants hear and fee

Should they tattle.^

Marriage all day would he

feuds and Battle.

A Servant's Legs and Hands fhould be under your Command;
but, for the fake of Quiet, you fliould leave their Tongues to

their own Difcretion.

Mrs. Duf, I vow, Damaris^ I will know it.

Dam. To be fure, Madam, the Door was bolted, and I

could only liften. There was a fort of Buftle between 'em,

that's certain. What pad I know not. But the Noife they

made, to my thinking, did not found very'honeft.

Mrs. Due. Noifes that did not found very hone(l, faid

you .^

Dam. Nay, Madam, I am a Maid, and, have no Experi-

ence. If you'had heard them, you would have been a better

Judge of the Matter,
Mrs. Due. An irppudent Slut ! I'll have her before me. If

flie be not a thorough Profligate, I fhall make a Difcovery by
Jjer Behavioufv Go call her to me. {Exit Damaris and returns.

SCENE
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SCENE- XIV.

Mrs. Ducat, Damaris, Polly.

Mrs. Due. In my own H )ufe! Before my Face! I'll have

you Tent to the Houfe of Corredlion, Strumpet. By tnat over-

honell Look, 1 guefs her to be a horrid Jade. A meer Hypo-
crite, that is perfedly white-wa(h'd with Innocence. My
Blood rifes at the Sight of all Strumpets; for they are Smug-
lers in Love, that ruin us fair Traders in Matrimony. Look
upon me, Mrs. Brazen. She has no Feeling of Shame: She

is fo us'd to impudence, that ftie has not a Blufli within her.

Do you know, Madam, that I am Mr. Ducat^s Wife ?

Polly. As your Servant, Madam, I think my felf happy.

Mrs. Due. You know Mr. Ducat^ 1 fuppofe. She has Beau-

ty enough to make any Woman alive hate her.

AIR XIX. Trumpet Minuet.

Abroad after MiJJes moji Husbands will roam^

Tho' fure they find Woman Sufficient at home.

I'd be nos'd by a Strumpet ! Hence ^ ^^Jfyt you'd bejl:

Would hegive me my due., I would give her the refl.

I vow I had rather have a Thief in my Houfe : For to be fure

ffie is that befides.

Polly. If you were acquainted with my Misfortunes, Ma-
dam, you could not infult me.

Mrs. j9«c. What does the Wench mean.''

Dam. There's not one of thefe common Creatures, but,

like common Beggars, hath a moving Story at her Fingers

Ends; which they tell over, when they are maudlin, to their

Lovers. Ihad a Svireetheart, Madam, who is a Rake; and I

know their Ways very well, by hcar-fay.

Polly. What Villains are Hypocrites! For they rob thofe of
Relief, who are in real Diftrefs. I know what it is to be un-

happy in Marriage.

Mrs. Daf. Married!
Polly. Unhappily.
Mrs. Due. When, where, to whom?
Polly. If Woman can have Faith in Woman, may my

Words find Belief. Proteftations are to be fufpeded, fo I (hall

ufeiiohe:. If Truth can prevail, I know you will pity me.

Mrs. Due. Her
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Mrs. Due, Her Manner and Behaviour are fo particular,

that is to fay, fo fincere, that I muft hear her Story. Unhap-

pily married ! That is a Misfortune not to be remedied.

Polly. A conftant Woman hath but one Chance to be hap-

py; an inconaant Woman, tho' flie hath no Chance to be ve-

ry happy, can never be very unhappy.

Dam. Believe me, Mrs. Po//y, as to Pleafures of all Sorts,

'ds a much more agreeable Way to be inconftant.

AIR XX. Polwdrt on the Green.

Loie now is nought hut Art^

^Tis who can juggle befl\

1^0 allMen feem to i^he your Heart .^

But keep It in your Breajl.

What Gain anal' leajure do wefind^

Who change whene'er we lift ?

The JVlill that turns with everyWind
Muft bring the Owner Grift.

Polly. My Cafe, Madam, may, in thefe Times, be look'd

upon as lingular; for I married a Man only becaufe I lov'd

him. For this I was look'd upon as a Fool by all my Ac-
quaintance ; I was us'd inhumai>ljf by my Father and Mother,;
and to compleat my Misfortunes, my Husband, by his wild
Behaviour, incurr'd the Sentence of the Law, and was fe-

parated from me by Banifliment: Being inform'd he was
in this Country, upon the Death of my Father and Mo-
ther, with moft of my fmall Fortune, I came here to feek

him.

Mxs.Duc. But how then fell you into the Hands of that

moft confummate Bawd, Trapes"^.

Polly. In my Voyage, Madam, I was robb'd of all I had.

Upon landing in a ft range Country, and in Want, 1 was
found out by this inhuman Woman, who had been an Ac-
quaintance of my Father's: She offer'd me at firJi the Ci-
vilities of her own Houfe; when fhe was inform'd of my
Nectffities, fhe propos'd to me the Service of a Lady, of
which I readily accepted. 'Twas under that Pretence, that

flie treacheroufiy fold me to your Husband as a Miftrefs.

This, Madam, is, in (horr, the whole Truth. I tiing myfelf
at your Feet for Protedion. By relieving me, you make
yourfelf eafy.

Mrs. Due. What is't you propofei*

Polly. In
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Polly. In conniving at my Efcape, you fave me from your

Husband's worrying me with Threats and Violence, and at

the fame time quit your own Fears and Jealoulies. If it is

ever in my Power, Madam, with Gratitude J will repay 'you

my Ranfom.
Dam. Beiides, Madam, you will efFeSually revenge your

felf upon your Husband ; for the Lofs of the Money he paid

for her will touch him to the quick.

Mrs. Due. But have you conlider'd what you requefl ? We
are invaded by the Pyrates : The Indians are in Arms; the

whole Country is in Commotion, and you will every where
be expos'd to Danger.
Dam. Get rid of her at any Rate. For fuch is the Vanity

of Man, that when once he hath begun with a Woman, out

of Pride he will infift upon his Point.

Polly. In (laying with you, Madam, I make two People

unhappy. And 1 chufe to bear my own Misfortunes, with-

out being the Caufe of another's.

Mrs. Due. If I let her efcape before my Husband's Return,

he will imagine (he got off by the Favour of this Buftle and
Confulion.

Polly. May Heaven reward your Charity.

Mrs. Due. A Woman fo young and fo handfome mufl: be

expos'd to continual Dangers. I have a Suit of Clothes by

me of my Nephew's, who is dead. In a Man's Habit you
will run fewer Rifques. I'll aflift you too for the prefent with

fomeMoney; and, as a Traveller, you may with greater fafety

make Enquiries after your Husband.

Polly. How (hall I ever make a Return for fo much Good-
nefs ?

Mrs. Due. May Love reward your Conftancy. As for that

perfidious Monfter, Trapes, I will deliver her into the Hands
of the Magiftrate. Gome, Damaris^ let us this inftant equip

her for her Adventures.

Dam. When (he is out of the Houfe, without Doubt,
Madam, you will be more eafy. And 1 wilh (he may be

fo too.

Polly. May Vertue be my Proteflion; for I feel within

me, Hope, Chearfulnefs, and Refolution.

AIR XXI. St. Martin's Lane.

As Pilgrims thro^ Devotion

To fame Shrine purfite their ff'ay^

They tempt the raging Ocean^

Aad thro' Defarts Jiray.

IVtth
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IPiitb Zeal their Hope dejiringy

"The Sawt their Breaji infpiriKg

With chearful Air^

Devoid of Fear^

'They every danger hear.

Thus equal Zeal pojfejfing^

Ifeek my only BleJfiMg^

Love^ my honeji VovJ regard}

My Truth proteii.

My Steps diredj

His Flight deted,

A faithful IVife reward. (Exit.

E ACT
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A C T II. S C E N E I.

The View of an Indian Country.

Polly in Boy*s Clothes.

A I R XXII. La Villanella.

T^7H T did you /pare him^
" " O^er Seas to bear him^
Far from his Home and conjlant Bride ?

When Papa peach''d him^

If Death had reached him^

I then had only figh^d^ wept and dy*d\

If my Direflions are right, I cannot be far from the Village.

With the Habit, I muft put on the Courage and Refolution
of a Man ; for I am everywhere furrounded with Dangers.
By all I can learn of thefe Pyrates, my dear Macheath is not
of the Crew. Perhaps I may hear of him among the Slaves

of the next Plantation. How fultry is the Day ! the Cool of
this Shade will refrefh me. I am jaded too with Refleftion.

How reftlefs is Love ! (^Mujick^ two or three Bars of the dead
March.) My imagination follows him every where; would
my Feet were as fwifr. The World then could not hide him
from me. (two or thee Bars more.) Yet even Thought is now
bewilder'd in purfuing him. (two or three Bars more.) I'm tir'd,

I'm faint. {Tf^^ Symphony.)

AIR XXin. Dead March in Coriolanus.

Sleep., Sleep.,

With thy Rod of Incantation.,
'

Charm my Imagination.,

Then., only then., I ceafe to weep.
By thy Power,

The Virgin., by Time 6'ertaken,

For Tears forlorn., forfaken,

Enjoys the happy Hour.

mat's
'



An OPERA, 25
What^s tojleep ?

*7/x (I vifiortary Blejftng ;

A Dream that's pa/i expreffittg ;

Our utmoji IViJh pojfejfing :

So may I always keep. (falls afleep.

SCENE II.

Capftern, Hacker, Culverin, Laguerre, Cutlace. Polly ajleep

in a dijiant Part of the Stage.

Hac. We (hall find but a cool Reception from Morano^
if we return without either booty or intelligence.

Cut. A Man of invention hath always intelligence ready,
I hope we are not exempted from the Privilege of Tra-
vellers.

Cap. If we had got Booty, you know we had refolv*d to
agree in a Lie. And, Gentlemen, we will not have our
Diligence and Duty call'd |in Queftion for that which every
common Servant has at his Fingers End for his Juflification.

Lag, Alack, Gentlemen, we are not fuch i5anglers in

Love or Politicks, but we muft know that either to get Fa-
vour or keep it, no Man ever (peaks what he thinks, but what
is convenient.

A I R XXIV. Three Sheep-skins.

Cutlace. Of all the Sins that are Money-fupplying^
Conjider the World \ his paft all denying^

With all Sorts

In Towns or Courts^

The rieheji Sin is Lying.

Cul. Fatigue, Gentlemen, fhould have Refrefliment. No
Man is requir'd to do more than his Duty. Let us repofe

our felves a-while. A Sup or two of our Cag would quicken

invention. • {They fit and drink.

All. Agreed.
Hack. 1 had always a Genius for Ambition. Birth and Edu-

cation cannot keep it under. Our ProfefTion is great, Bro-
thers. What can be more heroick than to have declar'd War
^ith the whole World ?

i

E 2 ChI. Tis
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Cul, 'Tis a Pleafure to me to recolleft Times paft, and to

obferve by what Steps a Genius will pu(h his Fortune.

Hac. Now as to me, Brothers, mark you me. After I had

rubb'd through my Youth with Variety of Adventures, I was
prefer r'd to be Footman to an eminent Gamefter ; where, after

having improv'd my felf by his Manners and Converfation, I

left hum, betook my felf to his politer Profeffion, and cheated

like a Gentleman. For fom^e time I kept a P^^r^oa-Bank
with Succefs, but unluckily in a drunken Bout was ftripp*d by

a mure expert Brother of the Trade. I was now, as 'tis

eommon with us upon thefe Occafions, forc'd to have Re-
coune to the Highway for a Recruit to fet me up; but mak-
ing the Expt ! iment once too often, I was try'd and receiv'd

Sentence; but got off for Tranfportation. Which hath made
me Che Man 1 am.

Lai^. From a Footman I grew to be a Pimp to a Man of^

Quality. Coniidering 1 was for fome time in that Employ-
ment, 1 look upon my felf as particularly unlucky, that 1 then

mifs'd making my Fortune. But, to give him his due, only his

Death could have prevented it. Upon this, I betook my felf

to another Service; where my Wages not being fufficient for

mv Pleafures, I robb'd my Matter, and retir'd to vilit foreign

Parts.

Cip. Now, you muft know, I was a Drawer of one of the

falhionable Taverns, and of Confequence was daily in the

polittlt Converfations. Tho* I fay it, no body was better

bred. I oiten cheated my Matter, and as a dutiful Servant,
;

now and then cheated for him. I had always my Gallantries

with the Ladies that the Lords and Gentlemen brought to

our H(^ufe. 1 was ambitious too of a Gentleman's l^rofeflion,

and turn'd Gamefter. Tho' I had great Skill and no Scruples,

my Play would not fupport my Extravagancies: So that now
and then I was forc'd to rob with Pittols too. So 1 alfo owf
my Rank in the World to Tranfportation.

Cul. Our Chief, Moram, Brothers, had never been the

Man he is, had he not been train'd up in England. He has

told me, that from his inlancy he was the favourite Page of a

J-»ady. He had a Genius too above Service ; and, like us, ran

into higher Life: And, indeed, in Manners and Converfation,

tho' he is black, no body has more the Air of a great Man. .

Hac. He is too muchattach'd to his Pleafures : Thar Mittrefs|

pf his is a Clog to his Ambition : She's an arrant Cleopatra.

l^a^. If ij were not fpr her, the India would be our own

A I R
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AIR XXV. Rigadoon.

By Women luon^

We're all undone^

Each Wench hath a Syren*S Charms.

The Lover*i Deeds

Are good or illy

As Whim fucceeds

In Woman's Will:

Refolution is luWd in her Arms.

Hac. A Man in Love is no more to be depended on than

Man in Liquor i for he is out of himfelf,

AIR XXVI. Ton humeur eft Catharine.

Woman's like the flattering Ocean,

Who her fathlefs Ways can find^.

Whirfd and tofs''d by every Wind

!

Can the Bark the Port recover

^

When the filly Pilot's blind'i

Hac. A good Horfe is never turn'd loofe among Mares,

till all his good Deeds are over. And really your Heroes

Ihould be ferv'd the fame way ; for after they take to Women,
they have no good Deeds to come. That inviegling Gipfey,

Brothers, mull be hawl'd from him by Force. And then—

•

the Kingdom of Mexico fliall be mine. My Lot (hall be the

Kingdom of Mexico.
Cap. Who talks of ]}/Iexico'^. {All rife.) I'll never give \t

lip. If you outlive me, Brother, and 1 die without Heirs, I'll

leave it to you for a Legacy. I hope now you are fatisfy'd.

I have fet my Heart upon it, and no body fhall difpute it

with me.
Lag. The Ifland of Cuba., methinks, Brother, might fatisfy

any reafonable Man.
pul. That I had alloted for you. Mexico fhall not be parted

with without my ConFent: Captain Morano to be fure will

Chufe Peru
I that's the Country of Gold; and all your great

'•
•' MeiJ
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Men love Gold. Mexico hath only Silver, nothing but Sih
ver. Governour of Cartagena^ Brother, is a pretty fnug Em-
ployment : That I (hall not difpute with you.

Cap. Death, Sir, I (hall not part with Mexico fo

cafily.

Hac. Nor I.

Cul. Nor I.

Lag. Nor I.

Cul, Nor I.

Hac. Draw then, and let the SurWvor take it. (^Theyfight.

Polly. Blefs me, what Noife was that ! Clalhing o^ Swords
and Fighting ! Which way fhall I fly, how (hall lefcape?

Cap. Hold, hold. Gentlemen, let us d-^ide our Pretenfi-

ons fome ocher time. 1 fee Booty. A Prifoner. Let us

fefze him.

Cul. From him we will extort both Ranfom and Intelli-

gence.

Polly' Spare my Life, Gentlemen. If you are the Men I

lake you for, I fought you to (hare your Fortunes.

Hac. Why, who do you take us for. Friend .>

Polly. For thofe brave Spirits, iho^e Alexanders^ that (hall

foon by Conqueft be in Po(feffion of the Indies.

Lag. A metrl'd young Fellow.

Cap. He fpeaks with RefpeS too, and gives us our Titles.

Cul. Have you heard of Captain Morano ?

Polly. I came hither in meer Ambition to ferve under him.

^\ I R XXVIL Ye Nymphs and fylvan Gods.

/ hate thofe coward Tribes^

Who by mean fneaktng Bribes^

By 'Tricks and Dijguife^

By Flattery and Lies,

To Power and Grandeur rife.

Like Heroes of old.

Tote are greatly bold,

"The Swordyour Caufe fupports t

Untaught to fawn.
You ne''er were drawn
Tour Truth topawft

Among the Spawn
IVhopraSiife thefrauds ofCourts,

I would willingly chufe the more honourable way of mak-
ing a Fortune.

Hack The
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Hack. The Youth fpeaks well : Can you inform us, my Lad,

of the Difpofition of the Enemy? Have the ludiatts joinM
the Faftory ? we (hould advance towards 'cm immediately.

Who knows but they may fide with us > May-hap they may
like our Tyranny better.

Polly. I am a Stranger, Gentlemen, and intirely ignorant

of the Affairs of this Country : But in the moft defperate Un-
dertaking, I am ready to rifque your Fortunes.

Hack. Who, and what are you. Friend

!

Polly. A young Fellow, who has genteely run out his For-
tune with a Spirit, and would now with more Spirit re-

trieve it.

Cnl. The Lad may be of Service: Let us bring him before

Morano^ and leave him to his Difpofal.

Polly, Gentlemen, I thank you,

A I R XXVIII. Minuet.

Culverin. Cheer up^ my Lads, let us fujh on the Fray,

For Battles, like IVomen., are loft by Delay,

Let us feize f^idory while in our Power ,

Alike War and Love have their critical Hour.
Our Hearts bold and fteady
Should always be ready,

Soy think War a Widow, a Kingdom the Dow'r.

(Exeunt,

SCENE HI.

Another Country ProfpeH,

Morano, Jenny,

Mor. Sure, Huffy, you have more Ambition and more
Vanity than to be ferious in perfuading me to quit my Gon-
quefts : Where is the Woman who is not fond of Title? And
one bold Step more, may make you a Queen, you Gipfy.

Think of thai.

A I R XXIX. Mirleton.

When Vm great, and flup of Treafure,

Chech!d by neither Fear or Shame,
Toujhall tread a Round of Pleafure,

Morni?Jg, Noon, and Night the fame.
With a Mirleton, ^c*

' Like
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Like a City IVife^ or Beauty^

Ton pallflutter Life aivay
;

Andpall know m other Duty,
But to drefi, eat, drink and play.

With aMirleton, ^c.

When you are a Queen, Jenny, you Ihall keep your Coach
and Six, and (hall game as deep as you pleafe. So there's

the two chief Ends of Woman's Ambition fatisfy'd.

AIR XXX. Sawny was tall, and of noble Race.

Shall I not be hold, when Honour calls ?

You've a Heart that would upbraid me then.

Jenny. But ah ! Ifear, if my Hero falls.

Thy ]tnnypall ne'er know Pleafure again*

Moran, To deck their Wives fondTradefmen cheat

^

I conquer but to make thee Great :

Jenny. But if my Hero falls—ah then

Thy Jennypall ne'er know Pleafure again.

Mor. Infinuating Creature ! but you muft own, Jenny,
you have had convincing Proofs of my Fondnefs ? and if you
were reafonable in your Love, you fliould have fome Regard
to my Honour, as well as my Perfon.

Jen. Have I ever betray'd you, fince you look me to

your felf ? That's what few Women can fay, who ever were
traded.

Mor. In Love, Jenny, you cannot out-do me. Was it

not entirely for you that I difguis'd my felf as a Black, to

skreen my felf from Women who laid Claim to me where-
ever I went.? Is not the Rumour of my Death, which I pur-

pofely fpread, credited thro' the whole Country? Macheath is

dead to all the World but you. Not one of the Crew have

Sufpicion of me.
Jen. Bur, dear Captain, you would not fure perfuade

me that I have all of you. For tho' Women cannot claim

to you, you now and then lay claim to other Women.
But my Jealoufy was never teaiing or vexatious. You will

pardon me, my Dear.
M-)r. Now you are filly, Jenny : Pr'ythee——— poh

!

Nature, Girl, is not to be corre&ed at once« What do you

propofe? What would you have me do? Speak out, let me
know your Mind.

J?a, Know when yoa are well.

3for, Explain
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Mor. Explain yourfelf ; fpeak your fentiments freely.

Jefi. You have a competence in your power. Rob the

crew, and (leal off to England. Believe me, Captain, you will

be rich enough to be refpeded by your neighbours.

Mor. Your opinion of me ftartles me'. For I never in my
life was treacherous but to women; and you knowmen of the

niceft pundtilio make nothing of that.

Jen. Look round among all the fnug fortunes that aremade^

and you'll find moft of 'em were fecur'd by a judicious retreat.

Why will you bar yourfelf from the cultoms of the times?

AIR XXXI. Northern Nancy.

How many men have fowad the skill

Of power and wealth accjtiir'mg ?

lout fure there''s a time to ^int the will

And the 'judgment is in retiring.
'

For to he dij])lac''d., 'i

For t\) he dijgrac'd.,

Is the end of too high afpiring.

Enter Sailor.

Sailor. Sir, Lieutenant Fanderhkff wants to fpeak with you.

And he hopes your honour will give him the hearing. [_Exit.

Mor. Leave me, Jenny^ for a few minutes. Perhaps he

would fpeak with me in private.

'Jen. Think of my advice before it is too late. By this

kifs I beg it of you. [Exit.

SCENE IV,

Morano^ Vanderbluff.

Van. For Ihame, Captain; w*hat, hamper'd in the arms ofs
woman, when your honour and glory are all at flake! while,

a man is grappling with thefe gil-flirts, pardon the exprefTion,

Captain, he runs his reafon a-ground; and there mull be a

woundy deal of labour to fet it a-float again.

AIR XXXIL Amante fuggite cadente belta,'

Fine women are devils., compkat in their way ;

'They always are roving and crufingfor prey.

When we flounce on their hook., their views they ohtain^

hike thofe too^ their pleafure is giving us pain.

Excufe my plain fpeaking, Captain ; a boatfwain mull fvvear

in a ftorm ; and a man muft fpeak plain, when he fees foul

weather a-head of us.

Mor. D'you think me like the wheat-ear, only fit for fun-

Ihine, who cannot bear the leaft cloud over him? No^Vander-

bluff., I have a heart that can face a tempell of dangers. Your
bluil'ring will but make me obllinate. You feem frighten'd,

Lieucenanto F - Vam



^t P L L T:
Van. From any body but you, that fpeech fliouM have had

another-guefs anfwer than words. Death, Captain, are not.

a^t Indies in difpute? an hour's delay may make their hands

too many for us. Give the word, Captain, this hand fliall take

the Ind^mn King pris'ner, and keel-hawl him afterwards, till I

make him difcover his gold. I have known you eager to ven-

ture your life for a leis prize.

Mor. Are Hacker^ Cuherin^ Capjlern, Laguerre^ and the

reft, whom we fent out for intelligence, return'd, that you
are under this immediate alarm ?

Fan. No, Sir; but from the top of yon hill, I myfelf faw
the enemy putting themfelves in order of battle.

Mor. But we have nothing at all to apprehend ; for we have

flill a fafe retreat to our (hips.

Fan. To our woman, you mean. Furies! you talk like one..

If our Captain is bewitch'd, (hall we be be-devil'd, and lofe

the footing we have got ? \_Draws.

Mor. Take care, Lieutenant. This language may provoke

me. I fear no man. I fear nothing, and that you know. Put

up your Cutlace, Lieutenant, for I fhall not ruin our caufe

by a private Quarrel.

Fan. Noble Captain, I ask Pardon.

Mor. A brave man fhould be cool till A'dlon, Lieutenant;

'tvhen danger prefTes us, I am always ready. Be fatisfy'd, I'll

take my leave of my wife, and then take the command.
Fan. That's what you can never do till you have her leave.

She is but juft gone from you, Sir. See her not; hear her not;

the breath of a woman has ever prov'd a contrary wind to

great adions.
Mor. I tell you I will fee .her. I have got rid of many a

woman in my time, and you may truft me ^

Fan. With any woman but her. The husband that is go-

vern'd is the only man that never finds oat that he is fo.

Mor. This then, Lieutenant, fhall try my refolution. Tn

the mean time, Tend out parties and fcouts to obferve the mo-
tions of the Indians.

A I R XXXIII.
Since all the world's turned uplide down-.

l^ho' different pajjions rage by turns.,

Within my breaji fermenting
;

Now blazes love., now honour burns^

Tm here, Vm there consenting.

VII each obey., fo keep ray oath.,

That Oath by which 1 won her *

IVith truth andJleddimfs in both^

ril adl like a man of honour.

Doubt
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Doubt me not, Lieutenant: But I'll now go with you, to

give the neceffary commands, and after that return to take my
leave before the battle.

S G E N E V.
' Moram^ Vanderhhff^ Jsnny^ Capjiern^ Culverin^ Hacker,

Laguerre, Polly.

Jen. Hacker^ Sir, and the reft of the party, are return'd with
a prifoner. Perhaps from him you may learn fome intelligence

that may be ufeful. See, here they are. '— A clever fprightly

young fellow ! I like him. \Afide.

Van. What cheer, my lads?, has fortune fent you a good
prize? o

'Jen. He feems fome rich planter's fon.

Van. In the common pradice of commerce, you fhould

never flip an opportunity, and for his ranfome, do doubt, there

ivill be room for comfortable extortion.

Mor. Hath he inform'd you of any thing that may be of fer-

vice? where pick'd you him up? whence is he?
Hack. We found him upon the road. He is a ftranger, it

feems, in thefe parts. And as our heroes generally fet our,

extravagance, gaming, and debauchery, have qualify'd him for

a brave man.
Mor. What are you, friend ?

Po/, A young fellow, who hath been robb'd by the world;
and I came on purpofe to join you, to rob the wOrld by way
of retaliation. An open war with the whole world is brave
and honourable. I hate the clandeftine pilfering war that is

pradis'd among friends and neighbours in civil focieties. I

would ferve. Sir.

AIR XXXIV. Hunt the Squirrel,

The world is always jarring
;

This is purfziing •

^

'1''other mans ruin.^

Friends with friends are warring.^

In a falfe cowardly way.
Spurr d on by emulations^

Tongues are engaging.^

Calumny.^ raging

Murders reputations.,

Envy keeps up the fray.
Thus with burning hate^

Each., returning hate.,

M'^ounds and robs his friends^

In civil life,

Even man and wife
SquahbU for felfijjj ends..

'

Fa
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Jen. He really is a mighty pretty man. • {^Afide.

Van. The lad promiies well, and has juft notions of the

world.
Mor. Whatever other great men do, I love to encourage

merit. The youth pleafes me; and it he anfwers in a6lion -—

d'you hear me, my lad? — your fortune is made. Now,
Lieutenant Vanderhhiff., 1 am for you.

Van. Difcipline mud not be negleSed.

Mor. When every thing is fettled, my dear Jen7iy., I will

return to take my leave. After that, young gentleman, I fhall

fry your mettle. In the mean time, jenny
.^

I leave you to fift

him with farther quefiions. He has liv'd in the world, you
iind, and may have learnt to be treacherous.

SCENE VI.

"Jenny^ 'Polly.

Jen. How many women have you ever ruin'd, young gen-

tleman !

'Pol. I have been ruin'd by women, madam; but I think,

indeed, a man's fortune cannot be more honourably difpos'd

of; for thofe have always a kind of claim to their protedion,

who have been ruin'd in their fervice.

Jen. Were you ever in love?

Pol. With the fex.

Jen. Had you never a woman in love with you?
Pol. All the women that ever I knew M^^ere mercenary.

Jen. But fure you cannot think all women fo.

Pol. Why not as well as all men. The manners of courts

are catching.

Jen. If you have found onlyfuch uflige, a generous woman
can the more oblige you. Why fo bafliful, young fpark? You
don't look as i? yoti would revenge yourfelf on the fex.

Pol. I loft my impudence with my fortune. Poverty keeps

down aflurance..

Jen. I am a plain-fpoken woman, as you may find, and I

own I like you. And, let me tell you, to be my favourite,

may be your bed ftep to preferment.

AIR XXXV.
Young Damon once the loveliefl: fwain.

In love and life the frefent nfe.

One hour we grant., the ne.xt refufe ;

Who then would rifqae a nay ?

Were lovers wife^ they would be kind.

And in our eyes the moment find'^

Fur only then they may.

DouU
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Like other women I fliall run to extremes.- If you won't make
me love you, 1 Ihall hate you. There never was a man of true

courage who was a coward in love. Sure you are not afraid

of me, ftripling ^ {taking Polly hy the hand.

'Pol. I know you only rally me. Refpeft, madam, keeps

me in awe.

Jen. By your exprelTion and behaviour, one would think

I were your wife. . If fo, I may make ufe of her freedoms,

and do what I pleafe without fliame or reftraint. {KijJ'es her..

Such raillery as this, my dear, requires replication.

Pol. You'll pardon me then. Madam. L^HF^s her.

Jen. What, my cheek ! let me die, if byyourkifs, Ifliould

not take you for my brother or my father.

^ol. I muft put on more alTurance, or I fliall be difco-

ver'd. \_Afide.'\ Nay then. Madam, if a woman will allow
me liberties, they are never flung away upon me. If I am
too rude {.K-iJJ'es her,

Jen. A woman never pardons the contrary fault.

AIR XXXVI. Catharine Ogye.
We never blame the forward fwain.^

Who puu us to the tryal,

Pol. I know you fir/i would give me pain^

'Then baulk me with denial.

Jen. What mean we then by being try''d\

Pol, With [corn and flight to ufe us.

Mofl beauties., to indulge their pride

^

Seem kind hut to refufe us.

Jen, Come then, my dear, let us take a turn in yonder
grove. A woman never fhews her pride but before witnefTes.

Po/. How fhall I get rid of this affair ? {^Afidc.'\ Mora-no

may furprize us,

Jen. That is more a wife's concern. Conlider, young man,
if I have put myfelf in your power, you are in mine.

Pol. We may have more eafy and fafc opportunities. Be--

fides, I know, Madam, you are not ferious.
' Jen. To a man who lofes one opportunity, we never grant

a fecond. Escufes ! confideration ! he hath not a fpark of love
In him. I muft be his averfion ! go, monfter, I hate you, and
you (hall find I can be reveng'd.

AIR XXXVIL Roger a Goverly.

My heart is by love forfaken.,

I feel the tempefi growing.
A fury the place hath taken.,

/ rage
J
I burn^ Pra glowing.
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7'ho' CupidV arrows are erring^

Or radi^crcncc may feeare ye^

When woman's revenge is Jllrring^

ToH cannot escape that fury,

I could bear your cxcufes, but thofe looks of indifFerence

kill mc. SCENE YIL
"Jenny ^ Polly^ Morano.

Jen. Sure never was fuch infolence! how could you leave

me with this bawdy-houfe bully? for if he had been bred a
page, he muft have made his fortune. If I had given him the

ieall: encouragement, it would not have provok'd me. Odious
creature

!

Mor. What-a-vengeance is the matter?

Jen. Only an attempt upon your wife. So ripe an afTurance!

he muft have fuck'd in impudence from his mother.
Mor. An ad of friend fhip only. He meant to pufh his for-

tune with the husband. 'Tis the way of the town, my dear.

AIR XXXVIIT. Bacchus m'a dit.

By halves no friend
Now feeks to do you pleafure.

"Their help they lend

In every part of life
;

_ If husbands part..

The friend hath always Icifure
;

dhen all his heart.

Is bent to pleafe the wife.

Jeni I hate you for bchig fo little jealous.

Mor. Smc, Jenny., you know the way of the world better

than to be furpiTi'd at a thing of this kind. 'Tis a civility that

all you fine ladies ex'pc6l; and, upon the like occafion, I could
not have anfwer'd for myfelf. I own, I have a fort of partia-

lity to impudence. Perhaps too, his views might be honour^
able. If I had been kill'd in battle, 'tis good to be beforehand.

You know 'tis, a way often practis'd to make fure of a wi-
dow.
y^-A If I find you fo eafy in thefe affairs, you may make

my virtue lefs obftinate.

A I R XXXIX: Health to Betty,

If husbands fit , unjleady.,

Mofl wives for freaks are ready.

Neglcfl: the rein^

The fteed again

Grows iKittip.^ wild., and heady.
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Your behaviour forces me to fay, what my love for you will
never let me put in practice. Yuu are too fafe, too fecure to
think of plealing me.

Mor. Tho' 1 like impudence., yet 'tis not fo agreeable when
put in pra6tice upon my own wife : And jefting apart, youn^'-

fellow, if I ever catch you thinking this way again, a cat-o'^
nine-tails (hall cool your courage.

SCENE VIII.

Moram
^
Jenny^ 'Polly

^ 'Vanderhluff^ -Capftem^ Lagiierre &c.
with Cavjvjawkee Prifonncr.

Van. The party, captain, is returned with fuccefs. After a
fhort skirmifh, xhtlndtan'^xxwzQ.Ca'wwavjkee here was made pri-
foner, and we want your orders for his Difpofal.
Mor. Are all our troops ready and under arms ?

Van. They wait but lor your command. Our numbers afe
ftrong. All the (hips crews are drawn out, and the (laves that
have deferred to us from the plantations, are all brave deter-
min'd fellows, who mud behave themfelves well.

Mor. Look'e, lieu'fenant, the truffing up this prince, in my
opinion, would (Irike a terror amongJhe enemy. Beiides,
dead men can do no mifchief. Let a gibbet be fet up, and fwing
him olf between the armies before the onfet.

Van. By ygur leave, captain, my advice blows dire61Iy con-
trary. Whatever may be done hereafter, I am for putting him
firft of all upon examination. The lndta',is., to be fure, have
hid their treafures, and we (hall want a guide to (hew us thebeft
plunder.

Mor. The counfel is good. I will extort intelligence from
hiiTi. Bring me word when the enemy are in motion, and that
inftant I'll put myfelf at your head. {Exit Sailor.

'\ Do you know
me, prince?

Caw. As a man of injuftice I know you, who covets and
invades the properties of another.

Mor. Do you know my power ?

Caw. I fear it not.

Mor. Do you know your danger?
Cavj. I am prepar'd to meet it.

AIR XL. Cappe de bonne Efperancc,
The-body of the brave r/ia^ he taken

If chance bring on our adverfe hour
;

Bzit the noble foul is unjiJaken.^

For that ftill is in our poiver

:

^Tis a rock whnfe firm foundation

iw. Mocks the waves of -perturbation
:,

""Tis a never-dying ray..

Brighter in ojir evil dav,

Mrr,
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Mor. Meer downright BarbariaiiK you fee, lieutenant. They

have our notional honour flill in praih'ce amonc 'em.
l^afi. We muft beat civilizing into 'em, to make 'em capable

of common fociety, and common converfation.

Mor, Stubborn prince, mark me well. Know you, I fay,

that your life is in my power?
Caw. I know too, that my virtue is in my own.
Mor. Not a mule, or an old out-of-fafhon'd philofopher

could be more obflinate.
, Can you feel pain >

Caw. I can bear k.

Mor. I fhall try you.

Caiv. I fpeak truth, I never affirm but what I know.
Mor. In what condition are your troops ? What numbers

have you ? How are they difpos'd.^ Ad: reafonably and openly,

and you fliall find protcdion.

Caw. What, betray my friends I I am no coward. Euro-
peati.

Mor. Torture fliall make you fqueak.

Caw. I have refolution ; and pain iliall nekher make me lie

or betray. I tell thee once more, European^ I am no coward.
Van. What, neither cheat nor be cheated ! There is no

having either commerce or correfpondence with thefe crea-

tures.

Jen. We have reafon to be thankful for our good education.

How ignorant is mankind without it !

Cap. I wonder to hear the brute fpeak.

Lag. They would make a fliew of him in England.

yen. Poh, they would only take him for a fool.

Cap. But how can you exped an thing elfe from a creature,

who hath never feen a civiliz'd country ? Which v/ay fliould

he know mankind ?

Jen. Since they are made like us, to be fiire, were they m
England they might be taught.

Lag. Why we fee country gentlemen grow into courtiers,

and country gentlewomen, with a little polifliing of the town,
in a few months become fine ladies.

Jen. Without doubt, education and example can do much,
Pol. How happy arc thefe favages ! Who would not wifh

to be in fach ignorance ? \_ajide.

Mor. Have done, I beg you, with your mufty reflections :

You but interrupt the examination. You have treafures, you

have gold and lilver among you, I fup'pofe?

Cavj. Better it had been for us, if that Ihining earth had ne-

ver been brought to light.

Mor. That you have treafures then you Own, it fcems. 1 am
glad to hear you confefs fomething.

Caw.-
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Cavj. But out of benevolence we ought to hide it from you.

For, as we have heard, 'tis fo rank a poifoii to you Europeans,

that the very touch of it makes you mad.

AIR XLI. When bright Aurelia tripp'd the plain*

For gold you facrifics vour fame^
Your honour^ lifc^ a'^d friend:

Tou vjar^ you favjn^ you //V, you game^
And -plunder without jear or pame

;

Can madnefs this trawfcend ?
'

Mar. Bold favage, we are not to be infulted with your ig-

norance. If you would fave your lives, you muft, like the

beaver, leave behind you what we hunt you for, or we fliali

not quit the chafe. Difcover your treaiures, your hoards, for

J will have the ranfacking of 'em. '

3'f».By his feeming co fet fome value upon gold, one would
think that he had fome glimmering of fenfe.

AIR XLII. Peggy's Mill.

When gold is in kand^

It gives us command
;

It makes us lov'd and refpeded.

^"lis novj^ as of yore

^

Wit and fenfe ^ when poor^

Are fcorn'd o'erhok'd^ and negleded^

Tho'' pce'viJJj and ojd^

If women have gold^

uhey have youth, good-humour^ and beauty :

Among all mankind
Without it we find '

Nor, love, nor favour, nor duty.

Mor.l will have no more of thefe interruptions. Since wo-
men will be always talking, one would think they had a chance
now and then to talk in feafon. Once more I ask you, obfti-
nate, audacious favage, if I grant you your life, will you be
ufeful to us ? For you fhall find mercy upon no other terms.
I will have immediate compliance, or you (hall undergo the
torture.

Caw, With difhonour life is nothing worth.
Mor. Furies ! I'll trifle no longer.

'D"

Recitative. Sia fuggetta la plebe in Coriolan.

Hence let him feel his fentence,

Pain brings repentance.

Lag. You would not have us put him to death, captair ?

Or Mjn
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Mor. Torture him leifureiy, but feverely. I Ihall ftagger

3^our refolution, Indian.

Recitative,
Hence lei him feel his fentence.

'Pain brings repentance.

But hold, I'll fee him tortur'd. I will have the pleafure of ex-
torting anfwers from him myfelf. So keep him fafe till you
have my diredions.

Lag, It fhall be done.
Mor. As for you, young gentleman, 1 think it not proper

to trufl you till I know you farther. Let himbeyour prifoner

too till I give order how to difpbfe of him.

[Exeunt Caw. and Polly guarded.

SCENE IX.
Morano^ Jenny., Vanderbluff.

Vein. Come, noble captain, take one hearty fmack upon her

lips, and then fleer oft'; for one kifs requires another, and you
will never have done with her. If once a man and a woman
come to grappling, there's no bawling of 'em afunder. Our
friends expedl: us.

Jen. Nay, lieutenant Fanderhluff., he fhall not go yet.

Van. I'm out of all patience. There is a time for all things.

Madam. But a woman thinks all tim.es mull: be fubfervient to

her whim and humour. We fliould be now upon the

Spot.

Jen. Is the captain under your command, lieutenant ?

Van. I know women better than fo. I fliall never difpute

the command with any gentleman's wife. Come, captain, a

woman will never take the laft kifs ; fhe will always want an-

other. Break from her clutches.

Mor. I muft go —But I cannot.

A I R XLm. Excufe me.

Honour calls me from thy arms. [to him,

IVith glory my bofom is beating.

Vidory fzimmvns to arms : then to arms
' Let us hajle^ for we''re fure of defeating.

One look more •— and then-^ [to her.

Oh.^ I am loft again !

What a Power has beauty!

But honour calls., and I mujl away. [to him.

But love forbids., and I muft obey. [to her

You grow too bold; [ynu^QibXxx^pullinghimaway,

Hence., loofe your hold., [to him.

For love claims all my duty. [to her

They
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They will bring us word when the enemy is in motion, I know
my own time, lieutenant.

, Van. Lofc the Indies then, with all my heart. Lofe the

money, and you lofe the woman, that I can tell you, captain.

Furies, what would the woman be at

!

Jen. Not fo hafty and chokrick, I beg you, lieutenant.

Give me the hearing, and, perhaps, whatever you may think

of us, you may once in your life hear a woman fpeak rea-

fon.

Van. Difpatch then, and if a few words can fatisfy you, be

brief.

Jen. Men only flight womens advice through an over-con^
ceit of their opinions.. I am againft hazarding a battle. Why
fliould we put what we have already got to the rifque ? We
have money enough on board our fhips to fecure our perfons,

and can referve a comfortable fubfiftance befides. Let us leave

the Indies to our comrades.
Van. Sure you are the firftof the fex that ever ftinted herfclf

in love or money. If it wer^ confiftent with our honour, her
counfel were worth liftening to.

Jen. Confiftent with our honour ! For fliame, lieutenant
;

you talk downright Indian. One would take you for the fa-

vage's brother, or couGn-germain, at leaft. You may talk

of honour, as other great men do : But when intercfl: comes
m your way, you fhould do as other great men do,

AIR XLIV. Ruben.
Honour -plays a bubble''

s
part

.^

Ever bilk'd and cheated^,

Islever in ambition''s heart,

Lnt'refl there is feated.

Honour was in ufe of yore

^

T'ho' by want attended

:

Since "'twas talk'd of^ and no more
i

Lord^ how times ajre mended I

Van. What think you of her propofal, noble captain? We
may pufli matters too far.

Jen. Confider, my dear, the Indies are only treafures in ex-
pedation. All your fenfible men, now-a-days, love the ready.
Let us feize the Ships then, and away for England., while we
have the opportunity,

Van. Sure you can have nofcruple againft treachery, captain.
'Tis as common a money-getting vice, as any in fafhion ; for
who now-a-days ever boggles at giving up his crew.^
M9r. gut the baulking of a great defign. —

G 2. Van^
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Fan. 'Tis better baulking our own defigns, than have 'em

banlk'd by others ; for then our defigns and our lives v^ill be
cut fliort together.

AIR XLV. Troy Town.
When ambition s ten years toils

Have heafd up mighty hoards of gold \

Amid the harvefi of the fpoils^

Acquvr'd by fraud and rafin bold^

Comes jujiice. The great fcheme is croji

At once wealth., life^ and fame
.,
are lofi.

This is a melancholy reflexion for ambition, if it ever could
think reafonably.

Mojr. If you are fatisfy'd, and for your fecurity, j'^wwv : For
jiny man may allow that he has money enough, when he hath
enough to fatisfy his wife.

Fan. We may make our retreat without fufpicion, for
they will readily imp-ute our being mid to the accidents of
war.

SCENE X.
Morano., "Jenny., Vanderbluff., Sailor.

Sail. There is jufl: now news arriv'd, that the troops of the
plantation have intercepted the paffage to our fliips ; fo that

vidory is our only hope. The Indian forces too are ready to

march, and ours grow impatient for your prefence, noble cap-

tain.

Mor. I'll be with 'em. Come then, lieutenant, for death or
the world. ,

Jen. Nay then, if affairs are defperate, nothing fhall part me
from you. I'll fliare your dangers.

Mor. Since I mufl: have an empire, prepare yourfelf, Jenny.^

for the cares of royalty. Let us on to battle, to vi6l:ory Hark,
the trumpet! [Trumpet founds.

AIR XLVI. We've cheated the Parfon.

Defpdir leads to battle^ no courage fo great.

They muft conquer or die 'who''ve no retreat.

Van. No retreat.

Jen. No retreat.

Mor. They mufl conquer or die who\<e no retreat.

{Exeunt^

SCENE
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SCENE XI. A room of a poor cottage.

Cavjwawkee in chains, 'Polly,

Pol. Unfortunate prince ! I cannot blame your disbelief,

when I tell you that I admire your- virtues, and fhare in your
misfortunes.

Caw. To be opprefs'd by an European implies merit. Yet
you are an European' Are you fools ? Do you believe one an-

other ? Sure fpeech can be of no ufe among you.

Pol. There are conftitutions that can reiift a peftilence.

Cavj. But fure vice muft be inherent in fuch conftitutions.

You areafliam'd of your hearts, you can lie. How can you
bear to look into yourfelves ?

'Pol. My fincerity could even bear your examination.

Caw. You have cancel I'd faith. How can I believe you ?

You are cowards too, for you are cruel.

Pol. Would it were in my power to give you proofs ofmy
compaffion.

Caw. You can be avaritious. That is a complication of all

vices : It comprehends them all." Heaven guard our country

from the infeftion.

Pol. Yet the worft men allow virtue to be amiable, or there

would be 'no hypocrites.

Caw. Haveyou then hypocrify ftill among you? For all that

I have experienc'd of your manners is open violence, andbare-

fac'd injuftice. Who that had ever felt the fatisfadion of vir-

tue would ever part with it ?

AIR XLVII. T'amo tanto.

Virtue's treasure

Is a pleafure.,

Cheerful even amid diftrefs^

Nor pain^ nor crojj'es.^

Nor grief., nor lojj'es.,

Nor death itfelf can make it Ufa
Here relying^

Suffering., dying.,

Honeji fouls find all redrefs,

Pol. My heart feels your fcntiments, and my tongue longp

to join in 'em.

Caw. Virtue's treafme

Is a pleafure.^ *

Cheer'*
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Pol. Cheerful even amid dijirefs ;

'

Caw. Nor pain nor croffes^

Pol. Nor grief nor lojj'es.^
_

. . .

Cavj. Nor death itfelf can make it lefs.

Pol. Here relying.,

CavJ. Suffering., dying.

Pol. Honejl fouls find all redrefs.

Caw. Having this, I want no other confolation. I am pre-

par'd for all misfortane.

'Pol. Had you means of efcape, you could not refufe it.

To preferve your life is your duty.

Caw. By difhoneft means, I fcorn it.

'Pol. But ftratagem is allow'd in war ; and 'tis lawful to ufe

all the weapons employ'd againft you. You may fave your
friends from afflidion, and be the inftrument of refcuing your
Country.

Ca-vj. Thofe are powerful Inducements. I feek not volun-
tarily to refign my life. While it lafts, I would do my duty.

Pol. I'll talk with our guard. What induces them to rapine

and murther, will induce 'em to betray! You may offer them
what they want ; and from no hands, upon no terms, corrup-

tion can refill the Temptation,

Cau). I have no skill. Thofe who arc corrupt themfelves,

know how to corrupt others. You may do as you pleafe.

But whatever you promife for me, contrary to the European
cuftom, I will perform. For though a knave may break his

w^ord with a knave, an honeft tongue knows no fuch Diftinc-

tions.

^P@l. Gentlemen, I defire fome conference with you, that

may be for your advantage.

SCENE XII.

Polly., Cavjwawkee., Laguerre., Capfiern.^

Pol. Know you that you have the Indian prince in your
cuftody .^

Lag. Full well.

Pol. Know you the treafures that are in his power?
Lag. I know too that they fhall foon be ours.

'Pol, In having him in your poffelTion they are yours.

Lag. As how, friend ?

'Pol. He might well reward you.

Lag.- For what?
Pol. For his liberty.

C^iy.Yes, European., I can, and will reward you.

Cap. He's a great man, and I truft no fuch promifes.

Cavf.
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Caw. I have faid it, European: And an Indiana heart is al-

ways anfwerablc for his words.

Pol. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen. Conqueft is

not fo fure when you fight againft thofe who fight for their

liberties.

Lag. What think you of the propofal ?

Cap. The prince can give us places; he can make us all

great men. Such a profpe6t I can tell you, Laguerre., would
tempt our betters.

Lag. Befides, if we are beaten, we have no retreat to our
Ships,

Cap. If we gain our ends, what matter how we come by it ?

Lag. Every mgn for himfelf, fay I. There is no being even
with mankind, without that univerfal maxim. Confider,

brother, we run no rifque.

Cap. Nay, I have no objedions.

Lag. If we conquer'd, and the booty, were to be divided

among the crews, what would it amount to ? Perhaps this

way we might get more than would come to our fnares.

Cap. Then too, I always lik'd a ^lace at court. I have a
genius to get, keep in," and make the moll of an employment.

Lag. You will confider, prince, our own politicians would
have rewarded fuch meritorious fervices : We'll go off with

you;
Cap. We want only to be known to be employ'd.

Lag. Let us unbind him then.

Fol. 'Tis thus one able politician outwits another ; and we
admire their wifdom. You may rely upon the prince's word,
as much as if he was a poor man. *

Ca^. Our fortunes then are made.

AIR XLVIIT. Down in a meadow.
Vol. 'The fportfmen keep hawks., and their quarry they gain',

Thus the woodcock., the partridge., the pheafant is Jlain.

IV-hat care and expence for their hounds are employ'd!
Thus the fox., and the hare., and theflag are deflroy^d.

The fpaniel they cherifh., whofe flattering way
Can as well as their majlers cringe., fawn^ and betray.

Thus ftanch politicians., look all the world round.,

Love the men who canferve as hawk^ fpaniel^ or hound.

[Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT III. SCENE I.

The Indian Camp.

Pohetohee^ Attendants^ Ducat.

Ind. Sir, a party from the Britlfh fadory have join'd us.

Their chief attends your majefty's orders for their difpofition.

Tohe. Let them be pofted next my command ; for 1 would
be witnefs of their bravery. But firfl: let their officer know 1

would fee him. {Exit Indian.

Enter Ducat.

Due. I would do all in my power to ferve your majefty. I

have brought up my men, and now, Sir, I would fain

give up. I fpeak purely upon your majefty's account. For as

to courage, and all that --- - 1 have been a colonel of the mi-

litia thefe ten years.

'Poh. Sure, you have not fear. Are you a man?
^uc. A married man, Sir, who carries his wife's heart about

him, and that indeed is a little timorous. Upon promife to

her, I am eiigag'd to quit in cafe of a battle; and her heart hath

ever govern'd me more than my own. Befides, Sir, fighting

is not our Bufinefs ; we pay others for fighting ; and yet 'tis

well known we had rather part with our lives than our money.
*Po/j. And have you no fpirit then to defend it? Your fami-

lies, your liberties, your properties are at ftake. If thefe can-

not move you, you mnft be born without a heart.

Due. Alas, Sir, we cannot be anfwerable for human In-

firmities.

AIR XLIX. There was an old man, and he liv'd.

What man em oh virtue or eourage repofe^

Or guefs if the touch "'twill abide ?

Eike gold., if intrinjick fure no body knows.^

'Till weighed in the Ballance and tryd.

^oh. How different are your notions from ours ! We think
virtue, honour, and courage, as effential to man as his limbs, or
fenfes ; and in every man we fuppofe the qualities of a man,
till we have found the contrary. But then we regard him only
as a brute in difguife. How cuftom can degrade nature

!

^uc. Why (hould I have any more fcruples about myfelf,
than about my money? Jf I can make my courage pafs current,

what matter is it to me whether it be true or falfe? 'Tis Time
enough to own a man's failings when they are found out. If
your majefty then will not difpenfe with my duty to my wife,

with
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with permiflion, I'll to my pod. 'Tis wonderful to me that

kings ever go to war, who have fo much to lofe, and nothing

effential to get. \_Exit.

SCENE IL

'Pohetohee^ Attendants,

Poh. My fon a prifoner ! Tortur'd, perhaps, and inhumanly
butcher 'd ! Human nature cannot bear up againfl: fuch afflic-

tions. The war muft fuffer by his abfence. More then is re-

quir'd from me. Grief raifes my refolution, and calls me to
Relieve him, or to a juft revenge. What mean thofe Ihouts ?

{_Enter Indian.
Ind. The prince. Sir, is return'd. The troops are animated

by his prefence. With fome of the pyrates in his retinue, he
waits your majefty's commands.

SCENE in.
^ohetohee^ Caivvjawkee^ Polly^ Laguerre^ Capflern^ &C.

Poh. Viftory then is ours. Let me embrace him. Wel-
come, my fon. Without thee my heart could not have felt a
triumph.

Caw. Let this youth then receive your thanks. To himare
owing my life and liberty. And the love of virtue alone
gain'd me his friendfhip.

Poh. This hath convinc'd me that an European can be ge-

nerous and honeft.

Caw. Thefe others. Indeed, have the paflion of their coun-
try. I owe their fervices to gold, and my promife is.engag'd

to reward them. How it gauls honour to have obligations to

a difhonourable man

!

Lag. I hope your majefty will not forget our fervices.^

Foh. I am bound for my fon's engagements.

Cavj. For this youth, I will be anfwerable. Like a gem
found in rubbiflh, he appears the brighter among thefe his Coun-
trymen.

AIR L. Iris la plus charmante;

Love with beauty is flyings

At once ''tis blooming and dyings

But allfeafons defying.,

Friendpip lajls on the year.

, ' Love is by long enjoying^

Cloying ;

Friendjbip, enjoy d the longer^

Stronger.

may the flame divine

But burn sour breaft like mine I

^.- H ^4
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'Pol. Moft noble prince, my behaviour Ihall jnftify the good,

opiiiion you have of me; and my friendfhip is beyond profef-

fions. . r L 1 1

Pdh. Let thefemen remain under guard, till after the oattle.

All promifes fiiall then be made good to you.

\_Ex. Pyr. guarded,

SCENE IV.

Pohetohee^ Cawtuawkee^ Polly.

Caw. May this young man be my companion in the war.

As a boon I requefl: it of you. He knows our caufe is jufl,

and that is fufficient to engage him in it.

Poh. I leave you to appoint him his command. Difpole ot

him as you judge convenient.

Pol. To fall into their hands is certain torture and death.

As far as my youth and ftrength will permit me, you may rely

upon my duty.

Efiter Indian.

Ind. Sir, the enemy are advancing towards us.

Poh. Vidory then is at hand. Juftice proteds us, and cou-

rage fhall fupport us. Let us then to our pods. \_Exeunt,

SCENE V. The Field of Battle,

Culverin^ Hacker, Pyrates.

AIR LL There was a Jovial Beggar,

1 Pyr. When horns ^ with cheerful found.,

Proclaim the aBive day
;

Impatience warms the hound^

He burns to chafe the prey. .

;

Chorus. Thus to battle we will go., Sec.

2. Pyr. How charms the trumpet's breath!

The brave., with hope foffefs'd.,

Forgetting wounds and death.,

Feel conquefi in their breafl.

• Chorus. Thus to battle., &c.

Cul. But yet I don't fee, Brother Hacker., why we fiiould be

commanded by a Negroe. 'Tis all along of him that we are

led into thefe difficulties. I hate this land fighting. I love to

have fea room.
Hac. We are of the council, brother. If ever we get on

board again, my vote fhall be for calling of him to account for

thefe pranks. Why fhould we be fuch fools to be ambitious

of fatisfying another's ambition?

Cuh Let us mutiny. I love mutiny as well as my wife.

I Pyr,
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1 IPyr. Let us mutiny.

• 2.Tyr. Ay, let us mutiny. \

i/^f . Our captain takes too much upon him. I am for no
engrofler of power* By our articles he hath no command

^

but in a fight, or in a florm. Look'ee, brothers, I am for mu-
tiny as much as any of you, when occafion offers.

Cut. Right, brother, all in good feafon. The pafs to our

. fhips is cut off by the troops of the plantation. We muft fight

the Indians firft, and we have a mutiny good afterwards.

Hac: Is Morano ftill with his doxy ?

Cul. He's yonder on the right, putting his troops in order

for the onfet.

Hue. I wi(h this fight of ours were well over. For, to be

fure, let foldiers fay what they will, they feel more pleafure

after a battle than in it.

Cul. Does not the drum-head here, quarter-mafter, tempt
you to fling a merry main or two ? \takes dice out of hispocket.'

Hac. If I lofe my money, I Ihall reimburfe myfelf from the

Indians. I have fet.

Cul. Have at you, A nick. [fl^W'
Hac. Throw the dice fairly out. Are you at m^e again !

Cul. I'm at it. Seven or eleven. {_flmgs'\ eleven.

Hac. Furies! A manifeft cog ! I won't be bubbled. Sir. This
would not pafs upon a drunken country gentleman. Death,

Sir, I won't be cheated.

Cul. The money is mine, D'you take me for a fharper, Sir .^

Hac. Yes, Sir.

Cul. I'll have fatisfa6lion.

Hac. With all my heart. . Ifig^^'^^^

'

SCENE VI.

Hacker, Culverin^ gyrates
.^
Morano.^ Vanderhluff.^ &c,

i^fi^r. For fliame, gentlemen ! Sjpartingthem^ is this a time

for private quarrel ? What do I fee 1 Dice upon the drum-head

!

If you have not left off thofe cowardly tools, you are unwor-
thy your profeffion. The articles you have fworn to, prohibit

gaming for money, Friendfhipandfociety cannot fubfift where
it is pra6tis'd. As this is the day of battle, I remit your penal' ^

ties : But let me hear no more of it.

Cul, To be call'd Iharper, captain ! is a reproach that nomati
of honour can put up,

Hac. But to be one, is what no man of honour can praftice,

Mor. If you will not obey orders, quarter-mafter, this piftol

fhall put an end to the difpute. {claps it to his head.~] The com-
mon caufc now requires your agreement. If gaming is fo
rife, I don't wonder that treachery ftill fubfifts among you.

Mac. Who is tfeacherous ?

H z Mor,
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Mor. Capftern and Lagnerre have let the prince, and the

(tripling you took prifoner, cicape; and are gone off with them-

to the Indians. Upon your duty, gentlemen, this day depends

our all.

Cul. Rather than have ill blood among us, I return the mo-
ney. I value your friendfliip more. Let all anirriofities be

tbrgot,

Mor. We fliould be Indians among ourfelves, and fhew our

breeding and parts to every body elfe. If we cannot be true

to one another, and falfe to all the world befide, there is an
end of every great enterprise.

Hac. We have nothing to trufl to but death or vidory,

Mor. Then hey for viclory and plunder, my ladsl

AIR LII. To you fair ladies.

By bolder Jieps we win the race.

I Pyr. Let^s hajle where danger calls.

Mor, Unlefs ambition mends its pace.^

It totters^ nods.^ and falls

.

I Pyr. We mujl advance.^ or be undone.

Mor. "Think thus., and then the battle''s won,

Chor. With a fa la la., &c,

Mor. You fee your booty, your plunder, gentlemen, The
Indians are juft upon us. 'The great mufl: venture death fome
way or other, and the lefs ceremony about it, in my opinion,

the better. But why talk I of death! Thole only talk of it,

who fear it. Let us all live, and enjoy our conquefts, Sound

she charge.

AIR LIIL Prince Eugene's march.

When the tyger roams.,

And the timorous flock is in his view^

Fury foams.,

He thirjis for the blood of the crew. . _
His greedy eyes he throws.,

Ihirjl with their number grows.,

On he pours., with a wide wafte purfuing.,

Spreading the plain with a general ruin^

Thus let us charge., and our foes d'erturn: '

Van, Let us on. one and all!

1 Pyr. How they
fly.,

how they fall!

'Mor. For the war^ for the prize 1 burn.

Van. Were they dragons, my lads, as they fit brooding up-
on treafure, we v/ould fright them from their nefts.

yi/or. But fee, the enemy are advancing to clofe engagement.
Before the onfec, we'll demand a parley, and if we can, pb-

taiii,
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tain honourable terms We are overpower'd by numbers,

and our retreat is cut off.

SCENE VII.

Enter Vohetohee^ Cawwawkee^ Folly^ &c, with the Indian

Army dravJtt up againji the Vyrates.

Voh. Our hearts are all ready. The enemy haltsi Let the

trumpets give the fignal.

AIR LIV. The marlborough.

Caw, We the fvjord of jujiice drawing^

'Terror caft in guilty eyes
;

In its beam falfe courage dies
;

''Tis like lightening keen and awitsg.

Charge the foe

^

;f ;.
. Lay them lovj^

On then andjirike the blow.

Hark^ vidory calls us. See^ guik is difmay'd:
*The villain is of his own confciench afraid.

In your hands are your lives andyour liberties held^

The courage of virtue was never refeWd.

Pyr. Our chief demands a parley,

Poh. Let him advance.

Art thou., Morano, that fell man of prey
"^

That foe to jujiicel

Mor, Tremble and obey.

Art thou great PohetoheeyTy/V?

Pph. thefame.
I dare avow my anions and mv name.

Mor. Thou know'fl: then, king, thy fon there was my pri-

foner. Pay us the ranfom we demand, allow us fafe paffage

to our fliips, and we will give you your lives and liberties.

Poh. Shall robbers and plunderers prefcribe rules to right

and equity? Infolent madman! Compofition with knaves is

bafe and ignominious. Tremble at the fword of juftice, rapa-

cious brute.

AIR LV. Lesrats.

Mor. Know then., war's mv pleafure.

Am I thus controWdi
Both thy heart and treafure

. ni at once unfold.

Tou^ like a mifer^ fcraping^ hidings

Rob all the world
\
you''re but mines of gold.

Rage -my breaft alarms
;

War is by kings held right-deciding
;

Then to arms^ to -arms
;

With thisfword I'll force your hold. By

J



5t P L L T:
"By thy obftinacy, king, thou haft provok'd thy fate; and f®
expe6t me.

Poh. Rapacious fool; by thy avarice thou fhaltperifh.

Mor. Fall on.

'Po/j. For your lives and liberties. [Jighf, Vyxztes kat of

.

SCENE viri.

Ducats

Due. A flight wound now would have been a good certifi-

cate; but who dares contradift a foldier? 'Tis your common
foldiers who muft content themfelves with mere fighting ; but

'tis we officers that run away with the moft fame as well as

pay. Of all fools, the fooi-hardy are the greateft, for they are

not even to be trufted with themfelves. Why fhould we pro-

voke men to turn again upon us, after they are run away ? For
my ow*n part, I think it wifer to talk of fighting, than only to

bs talk'd of The fame of a talking hero will fatisfy me; the

found of whofe valour amazes and aftonidies all peaceable

iTicn, women, and children. Sure a man may be allow'd a

little- lying in his own praile, whenthere'sfomuch going about

to his difcredit. Since every other body gives a man lefspraife

than he deferves, a man, in jufticeto himfelf, ought to make
up deficiencies. Without this privilege, we fhould have fewer

good charaders in the world than we have.

AIR LVI. Mad Robin.

Hovj faultless does the nymph appear^ . ^

When her ozvn hand the pidure draws !

But all others only fmear
Her zurixckles,, cracks, and flaws.

Self-flattery is our claim and right

^

Let men fay what they will\

Sure we may fct our good injight^

When neighbours fet our ill.

So, for my own part, I'll no more trufl: my reputation in my
neighbour's hands than my money. But will turn them both

myfelf to the beft advantage.

SCENE IX.
Tohetohee, Catvwawkee, Ducat.^ Indians.

Poh. Had Morano been taken or flain, our vi6tory had been

compleat.

iJuc. . A hare may efcape from a maftifF. I could not be a
greyhound too.

Poh. How have you difpos'd of the prifoners.^

Caw. They are all under fgfe guard, till the king's juflice,

by

...J
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by their exemplary punifnment,

^
deters others from the like

barbarities.

Pj^}. But all our troops are not as yetreturn'd from the pur-

fuit: I am too for fpeedy juftice, for iu that there is a fort of

clemency. Befides, I would not have my private thoughts

worried by mercy to pardon fuch wretches. I cannot be an-

fwerable for the frailties of my nature.

Caw. The youth who refcu'd me from thefe cruel men is

miffing; and amidft all our fucceffes I cannot feel happinefs.

I fear he is among the flain. My gratitude interefted itfelf fo

warmly in his fafety that you mull; pardon my concern. What
hath vidory done for me? I have loft a friend.

AIR LXYII. Thro' the wood laddj.

AsJits thefad turtle alone ontht ffray^
His Heartfurely beating^

Sad murmur repeating^ '

Indulging his grief for his coKfort ajlray.
;

For force or death only could keep her a-way*

I^ow he thinks of the fowkr^ and every fnare'^

If guns have not flain htr^

The net mufl detain her^

Thus he II rife in my thoughts
.^
every hour with a feafj

Iffafe from the battle he do not appear.

^oh. Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him; for I

lliare in my fon's affli6i:ion. \fE.xit hidian.

'Due. I had better too be upon the fpot, or my men may
embezzle fome of the plunder which by right fliould be mine.

{Exit.

Enter Indian.

Ltd. The youth, Sir, with a party, is juft returned from the

purfuit. He's here to attend your majefty's commands.

SCENE X.
Pohetohee., Cawwawkee^ Polly., Indians.

Caw. Pardon, Sir, the warmth of my friendfhip, if I fly to

meet him, and for a moment intercept his Duty . \Emhracing,

AIR LVIII. Clafp'd in my dear MeUnda's arms,

Pol. Vidory is ours.

Caw. ———.— My fond heart is at reft.

Pol. Friend/hip thus receives its guefl.

Caw. what tranfport fills my Breajil

Pol. Conquefl is compleat^

Caw. l:^ow the triumph''s great,

Pol, In your life is a nation blejl.

Caw. In your life Vm of allpoJJ'efs'd.

Vol.
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Toh. The obligations my fon hath receiv'd from you, makes

me take a part in his friendfhip. In your fafety vidory has

been doubly kind to me. If Morano hath efcap'd, juftice only

referves him to be puniiTi'd by another hand.

Pol. In the rout. Sir, I overtook him, flying with all the

cowardice of guilt upon him. Thoufands have falfe courage

enough to be vicious ; true fortitude is founded upon honour
and virtue; ,that only can abide all tefts. I made him my pri-

foner, and left him without under ftrid guard, till I receiv'd

your majefly's commands for his difpofal.

'Poh. Sure this youth was fent jne as a guardian. Let your
prifoner be brought before us.

S G E N E XL
Pohetobee, Cawwawkee^ Tblly^ Morano guarded.

Mor. Here's a young treacherous dog now, who hangs the

husband to c©me at the wife. There are wives in the world
who would have undertaken that affair to come at him. Your
fon's liberty, to be fure, you think better worth than mine;

fo that I allow you a good bargain if I take^ my own for his

ranfom, without a gratuity. You know, king, he is my deb-

tor.

Fob. He hath the obligations to thee of a (heep who hath

hath efcap'd out of the jaws of a wolf, beaft of prey

!

Mor. Your great men will never own their debts, that's

certain.

Toh. Trifle not with juftice, impious man. Your barbari-

ties, your rapine, your murders are now at an end.

Mor. Ambition muft take its chance. If I die, I die in my
vocation.

AIR LIX. Parfon upon Dorothy.

T'he foldiers., who by trade mujl dare

The deadly cannon s founds •,

Toumay be [nre.^ betimes prepare

For jatal blood and wounds,

The men who with adventurous dancs.^

Boundfrom the Cord on high.^

Mufl own they have the frequent chance

By broken bones to die.

Since rarely then

AmbiticyUS men
Like others lofe their breath

;

Like thefe^ I hope.^

They know a rope

Is but their natural death.

We muft all take the common lot of our profelTionSi

Poh.
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Poh. Would your European laws have fufFer'd crimes like
'

thele to have gone unpunilh'd '.

Mor. Were all I am v^rorth fafely land, I have wherewithal

to make almofl: any crime fit eafy upon me,
Voh. Have ye notions of property ?

Mor. Of my own.
Poh. Would not your honeft induflry have been fufficient to

have fupported you ?

Mor. Honed induftry ! I have heard talk of it indeed among
the common people, but all great genius's are above it.

Toh. Have you no refped for virtue?

Mor. As a good phralc, Sir ; but the pradifers of it are fo

infignicant and poor, that they are feldom found in the bed
company.

Poh. Is not wifdom efteem'd among you?
Mor. Yes, Sir: But only as a ftep to riches and power; a

ftep that raifes ourfelves, and trips up our neighbours,

Foh. Honour and honefty, are not thofe diftinguifli'd?

Mor. As incapacities and follies. How ignoran- are thefe

Indians I But indeed I think Honour is of fome ufe: it ferves

to fwear upon,
Poh. Have you no confcioufnefs ? Have you no fliame?

Mor. Of being poor.

Poh. How can ibcicty fubfifl: with avarice ! Ye are but the

forms of men. Beads would thruft you out of their herd up-

on that account, and man fiiould caft you out for your brutai

difpofitions.

Mor. Alexander the great was more fuccefsful; that's all.

AIR LX. The collier has a daughter.

When right or wrongs decided

In war or civil caufes^

We by feiccefs are guided

To blame or give applaufes.

Thus men exalt Ambition^

In power by all commended^
But when it falls from high condition^

Tyburn is well attended,

'T'oh. Letjuftice then take her courfe, I fliall not interfere

with her decrees. Mercy too obliges me to proteft riiy coun-
try from fuch violences. Immediate death fhall put a flop to
your further mifchiefs.

Mor. This fentence indeed is hard : Without the common
forms of trial ! Not fo much as the counfel of a Newgate at-

torney ! Not to be able to lay out my money in partiality and
evidence! Not a friend perjur'd for me! This is hard, very

hard,

I - fob.
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Toh. Let the fentence be put in execution. Lead him to

death. Let his accomplices be witnelles of it, and afterwards

let them be fecurely guarded till farther orders.

AIR LXI. Mad Moll
Mor. All crimes are judgd like fornication

;

While rich we are honefl no doubt,

pine ladies can keep reputation^

P oor lajjes alone are foand out.

If jujlice had piercing eyes^

Like ourfehes^ to look within,

She'd find power and wealth a difguife

That Jhelter the worji of our kin._^ {Exit., guarded.

SCENE XIL
^Pohetohee.^ Cawwawkee, 'P@l!y.

Poh. How fhall I return the obligations I owe you ? Every

thing in my power you may command. In making a requeft,

you confer on me another benefit ; for gratitude is obliged by

occalions of making a return : And every occalion mud be

agreeable ; for a grateful mind hath more pleafure in paying

than receiving.

Caw. My friendfhip too is impatient to give you proofs of it.

How happy would you make me in allowing, me to difcharge

that duty !

AIR LXII. Prince George
All Friendjhip is a mutual deht^

Pol. J he coniraifs inclination.:

Caw. IVe never can that bond forget.,

Offvjeet retaliation.

Pol. All day
.^
and every day the fame.

IVe are paying.^ andflill owing
;

Caw. By turns we grant
.^
by turns we claim

The pleafure ofbefiowing.

Both By turns we grant., &c. .

'

fPo/. The pleafure of having ferv'd an honourable man is a
fufficicnt return. My misfortunes, I fear, are beyond relief.

Caw. That ligh makes me fafter. If you have a wanj let

me know it.

Foh. If it is in a king^s power, my power will make me
happy.
Caw. If you believe me a friend, you are unjuft in conceal-

ing your diftrefTes from me. You deny me the priviledge of
friendfliip ; for I have a right to fhare them, or redrefs them.

'Poh. Can my treafures make you happy ?
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Pol. Thofs who have them not think they can ; thofe who

have them know they cannot.

Poh. How unlike his countrymen !

Cavj. While you conceal one want from me, I feel every

want for you. Such obftinacy to a friend is barbarity.

Pol. Let not my refle61:ion intgrruptthe joys of your triumph.

Could I have commanded my thoughts, I would have refcrved

them for folitude.

Caw. Thofe fighs, and that refervednefs, are fymptoms of a

heart in love ; A pain that I am yet a ftranger to,

Pol. Then you have never been compleatly wretched.

AIR LXIII. Blithe Jackey young and gay.

Cafi words the pain exprefs^

Which alifent lovers know ?

He only mine can guefs

Whofe heart hath felt the woe.

''Tis doubt., fufpicion., fear

^

Seldom hope., oft* defpair ;

''I'is jealoufy., "'tis rage\, in brief
.^

''T'ts every pang and grief.

Cavj. But does not love often deny itfelf aid and comfort,

by being too obftinately fecret ?

Pol. One cannot be too open to generofity ; that is a fun of

univerfal benignity. In concealing ourfelves from it we but

deny oiu:felves the bleffings of its influence.

AIR LXIV. In the fields in froll and fnow.

T^he modefi lilly^ like the maid,

Its pure bloom defending.,

Is of noxious deVJs afraid.,

Soon as even's defending.

Clos''d all night.,

Free from blight..

It preferves the native ivhiie
;

But at morn unfolds its leaves.

And the vitalfun receives.

Yet why fliould I trouble your majefty with the misfortunes of

fo inconfiderable a wretch as I am ?

Toh. A king's beneficence fhould be like the fun ; the moft
humble weed fhould feel its influence, as well as the moft gau-

dy flower : But I have the neareft concern in any ti)irg that

touches you.
Pa/. You fee then at your feet the mofl: unhappy of women.

\Jinecls., he raifs her.

Caw. A woman ! Oh my heart !

la ' Voh.
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Fob. A woman !

Pal. Yes", Sir, the mod wretched of her fex. In love! mar-
ried ! abandon'd ! and in defpair

!

Poh. What brought you into thefe countries?

Pal. To find my husband. Why had not the love of virtue

directed my heart ? But, alas ! otis ouuvard appearance alone
that generally engages a woman's afFedions ! And my heart is

in the pofTeffion of the mofl: profligate of mankind.
Poh. Why this difguife ?

Pel. To proted me from the violences and infults to which
xny fex might have expos'd me.

Caw. Had fhe not been married I m.ight have been happy.

Pol. He ran into the madnefs of every vice: I deteft his prin-

ciples, tho' 1 am fond of his perfon to difir^dlion. Could your
commands for fcarch and enquiry reftore him to me, you re-

ward me at once with all my wifhes ; for fure my love ftill

might reclaim him.

Caw. Had you conceal'd yOur fex, I had been happy in your
friendfliip; but now, how uneafy, how reftlefs is my heeart I

A I R LXV. Whilft I gaze on Chloe.

IVhilJi I gaze in jond defering.^

Every former thought is loft

:

Siglgmg^ vjijhing.^ and admiring
.^

How my troubledfoul is toji I

Hot and cold my blood is flowing^

How it thrills tn everv vain !

Liberty and life are going.^

' Ho^e can ne'^er relieve my pain.

Enter Indian;

hid. The reft of the troops. Sir, are returned from the pur-
fait with more prifoners. They attend your majefty's com-
mands.

Poh. Let them be brought before us. \_Ex. Ind.] Give not
yourfelfup to defpair for every thing in my power you may
command,

'

{to Vol.
Caw. And every thing in mine ; But, alas, I have none ; for

I am not in my own I

scSne
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SCENE. XIII.

Tohetohee^ Cawwaivkee, Volly^ Ducat, Jenny guarded, ^c.

J-en. Spare my husband ; Morano is my husband.

Voh. Then 1 have reliev'd you from the fociety of a mon-
fter.

Jen. Alas, Sir, there are many husbands who are furious

monfters to the reft "of mankind, that are the tameft creatures

alive to their wives. I can be anfwerable for his duty and

fubmiffion to your majefty ; for I know I have fo much power
over him, that I can even make him good.

Poh. Why then had you not made him fo before ?

^en. I was, indeed, like other wives, too indulgent to him
;

and as it was agreeable to my own humour, I was loth to baulk

his ambition. I muft, indeed, own too, that I had the frailty of
pride ; but where is the woman who hath not an inclination to

be as great, and as rich as fhe can be ?

Foh. With how much eafe and unconcern thefe Europeans

talk of vices, as if they were neceflary qualifications.

AIR LXVL The Jamaica.

Jen. T'hefex, we find.

Like men, inclin d
To guard againfl reproaches

;

And none negle^
"To pay refpe^

To rogues who keep their coaches.

Indeed, Sir, I had determin'd to be honeft myfelf, and to have
made him fo.too,*as foon as I had put myfelf upon a reafonable
foot in -the world ; and that is more felf-denial than is com-
monly pradlis'd.

Voh. Woman, your profligate fentiments offend me ; and
you deferve to be cut off from fociety, with your husband.
Mercy would be fcarce excufable in pardoning you. Have
done then, Moram is now under the ftroke of juftice.

Jen. Let me implore your maje^ly to refpite his fentence.

Send me back again with him into flavery, from whence we
efcap'd. Give, us an oacafion of being honeft, for we owe
our lives and liberties to another.
^uc. Yts, Sir, I find fome of my run-away flaves among

the crew ; and I hope my fervices, at leaft; will allow me to
claim my own again.

J-en. Mrrano, Sir, I muft confefs, hath been a free liver, and
arnan of fo many gallantries, that no woman could efcape
him. If M-tcDeath's misfortunes were known, the whole fex
would be in tears.
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;

Pol. Mtcheath!

Jen. He is no black, Sir, but under that difguife, for my
lake,, skreen'd himfclf from the claims and importunities of
other women. May love intercede for him!

Vol. M,icheath\ is it poffible? Spare him, fave him, I ask no
other reward.

Voh. Hafte, let the fentence be fufpended. {Ex. Ind.
'-Vol. Fly ; a moment may make me miferable. Why could

not 1 know him ? All his diftrefTes brought upon him by my
handl Cruel love, how couldft thou blind me fo>

AIR LXVII. Tweed Side.

The ftag^ ivhen chas'ii allthe long da'sK

O^er the lawn., thro' the forefi aud brake
;

Now fanting for breathy and at bay
.^

Now flernm'mg the river or lake

:

IVhen the treacherous fcent is all cold^

And at eve he returns to his hind^

Can her joy^ can her fleafure be told^

Such joy and fuch pleafure I find.

Bat, alas ! now again refledion turns fear upon my heart. His
pardon may come too late, and I may never fee him more,

Poh. Take hence that profligate woman. Let her be kept

under drift guard till my commands.

J-'^n. Slavery, Sir, flavery is all I ask. Whatever becomes
of him, fpare my life; fpare an unfortuliate woman. What
can be the meaning of this fudden turn ! Confider, Sir, if a

husband be never fo bid, a wife is bound to duty.

Poh. Take her hence, I fay ; let my orders be obey'd.

\Ex. Jenny guarded.

SCENE XIV. "
.

Pohetohee^ Cawwawkee^ Polly^ Ducaf^ &c.

PoL What, no news yet ? Not yet return'd !

Cazv. If Juftice has overtaken him, he was unworthy of

you.

tPo/. Not yet: O how I fear!

AIR- LXVIII. One Evening as I lay.

My heart forbodes he^s dead^

That thought how can I bear'i

He is gone
.^
for ever fled

i

My foul is all defpair

!

I fee him pale and cold.

The noofe hath flopped his breathy

'Jfifi as my dream foretold
^

V had tbatjleep been death,

SCENE,
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SCENE XV.
"Pohetohee^ Caivwaivkee^ Folly^ Ducat^ Indians.

£;?ifer Indians.

Vol. He's dead, he's dead ! Their looks confefs it. Your
tongues have no need to give it utterance to confirm my mif-

foftunes! I know, 1 iQ<t.,l feel it! Support me ! O Macheathl

Due. Mercy upon me ! Nov^j- I look upon her nearer, blefs

me, it muft be Folly. This woman. Sir, is my flave, and I

claim her as my own. I hope, if your majefty thinks of keep-

ing her, you will reimburfe me, and not let me be a lofer.

She was an honed; girl to be fure, and had too much virtue to

thrive; for, to my knowledge, money could not tempt her.

Fob. And if fhe is virtuous, European., doft thou think I'll

aft the infamous parr of a ruffian, and force her? 'Tis my
duty as a king to cherilh and prote6t virtue.

Caw. Juftice hath relie^'d you from the fociety of a wicked
man. If an honeft heart can recompence your lofs, you would
make me happy in accepting mine. I hope my father will con-
fent to my happiuefs.

Fob. Since your lOve of her is founded upon the love of
virtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own difpofal.

Cavj. What, no reply?

FoL Abandon me to my forrows'; for in indulging them is

my only relief.

Fob. Let the cheifs have immediate execution. For the

reft, let 'em be reftor'd to their owners, and return to their

flavery, AIR XLIX. BufF-Coat.

Caw. Why tbat languifhl

Pol. he's dead'l he's lojl for ever!

Caw. Ceafe your anguifjj., and forget your grief.

Pol. Ah^ never I

What air^ grace^ and Jiaturc I

Caw. How falfe in his nature ! v

Pol. JO virtue my love might have vjon hira.

Caw. How bafe and deceiving.^

Pol. But love is believing.

Caw. Vice.^ at lengthy as "'tis meet., hath undone him.

By your confent you might at the fame time give mehappinefs,
and procure youE own. My titles, my treafures are all at your
command. .

'

AIR LXX. An Italian Ballad.

Pol. Frailis ambition., how weak the jou?idation^.

Riches have wings as inconjlant as 'ivind ;
'

My heart is proof againfi either temptation.,

r^rtue, without them, contentment can find.

I .1115
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I amcharm'd, Prince, with your generofity and virtues. Tis
only by.the purfuit of thofe we Ifecure real happinefs.. Thofe
that Ivnowand feel virtue in themfelves, mufi: love it in others.

Allow me to give a decent time to my forrows. But my mif-

fortunes at prefent interrupt the joys of vidlory,

Catv. Fair princefs, for fo I hope Ihortly to make you, per-

mit me to attend you, either to divide your griefs, or, by con-
verfation, to foften your forrows.

Fob. 'Tis a pleaftre to me, by this alliance, to.recompenc?
your merits. [jSjc. Caw. and Pol.'] Let the Q)orts and dances

then celebrate our viftory.
"

[^Exh.

DANCE.
A 1 R LXXL The temple.

1 Ind. Ijujiicelongforbearifig^

V/iVjer or riches never fifarmg.
Sloiv^ yet ferfevefing^

Hmts the villaifi's pace.

Chor. Juftice long, ^c.
2 Ind. IVhat tonguei then defend him ?

• Or what ha'^d wlllfiiecour lend hir/i ?

Kven his friends attendhim^
' To foment the chace.

Chor. Juftice long, ^c.

3 ind. Virtue., fubUuing^

Humbles in ruin

All the proud wicked race,

. fruth., never-failing.^

Muji be prevailing^

FalJhoodfjaUfind difgrace.

Chor. Juftice long forbearing, cfff

FIN I S.
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PROLOGUE
jPHlS Stage has long withfond Endeavours ftrove
•* Toz^r ^zW Applaufe, and Patronage to move ;

Pleafure to all, to none Offence to give.

And, Proteus like, jour Grief and Mirth revive

:

But vain our Hopes to gain the wijh^d Succefs,

Since onl'j Tricks and Transformations pleafe.

Since depraved Fancj lords it oe*r the Town,
And the beft Plays and A5fors can't go down ;

Ihen poor indeed muji prove our Cailow Flight

;

For Eaglets connot foar an Eagle*j Height.

Now to harmonious Nonfenfe JVit gives way.
And Song and Dance or Damn or fave a Play,

Fruitlefs has Nature joined the Poet's Art, T
Vice to fupprefs, and Virtue to impart % >
A good Machine alone can win the Heart. 3
Our Fathers did indeed good Senfe prefer.

And to improve the Mind was all their Care %

But we, thank Zanys, now are wifer grown.
All Senfe in Entertainments we difown.

What, pleafe the Mind / No, rather take the Eye, " V
On Carpenters, not Poets we rely, >
For what are Morals to a Sink or Fly ? J
Farquhar with pleaftng Humour dully writ, ^

'

jE-y'^ Shakefpear and foft Otway muft Jubmit, >
For Supernatural is the reigning Wit. j
Hah ! fays a Bon Garzoon, Gad de?nme my Soul !

Who fJoall the 'Tafie of a Beaumonde controul ?

From Shakefpear, Chefh ire-Bard (houldbear the Bell,

One Writes, 'tis true, but Mother Fiddles well.

A 2 ' ^hus



C4]
'thus Sing-Song onl'j can he fure of Pratfe,

And Congreve muji to j6hnfon '^leld the Bay!.

Injlrioi Co7npUance to the prefent Tafte
j4 Modifh Opera is to Night your Feajf

yl Begging one And that throughout the Nation

Has been, you'll own, too too long. Sirs, the Fajhion ;

*
' And if we chance in any Part to fail, J

*' ]^Fe''ve now no Dragon with a fpiry Tail— >
And real Merit feldom does prevail ; \
As by Experience hard our Betters prove.

Who oft, like us, in vain their Caufes move :

But I'm to Beg, that, Cuftom to confute,

TouHl come Indulgent to our humble Hutt.
And in Return The all, we can, we'll give, J

Tour Favours ever gratefully receive, ^
And your Obedient Servants ever live, >

^ -^ ^ S^ S? -S? S^ '$? "^ 9> "^ ^ ^ & ^ '^b «5? w.' ^ ^ ^ ^ Mr ^ ^

EPILOGUE.
^# 'H E Scene now clos'd, and Opera gone thro*, y
-*- In all their Names I'm hither come to know p»

If we in vain have Begg'd your Smiles— or no. 3

Each one wasfearful on the T'ask to venture,

Andfwore our Cafe fo bad, they durft not eater.

/ told 'em, to difpel their rifing Fear, "7

I'he Bold and Forwardfill were Fortune's Care, >
Aftd none could Win that did not^ bravely Dare. S

'I'is true, faid I, we want the pleafing Art

To force Attention, and to move the Heart

:

But, to give my Opinion of the Matter,

Mofi People love the genuine Works of Nature ;

A.ii
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jlnd by the Fair ^tis a Refolve confefty

Never to baulk the Man that does his Befl,

'They would have (Irove to imitate the Air^

And graceful Anion of jour true-bred Plafr -,

Butfaith, faid i, that 'Proje£l ne'er rely on^

'The Afs does mod appear in Skin of Lyon.
What, tho' the Wife this Maxim ever hold.

He that would pufii his Fortune muft ^d" bold ;

Tet none can fo unreafonable prove,

T' expe£i the Air of Wilks, or Grace of Booth.

'Tis Time alone can crozvn us with Succefs,

And arduous Heights aregained but by Degrees.

A profrate Wretch the Brave will ne*er annoy^

^Tis great tofave thofe that you could deflroy.

Beggars are privileged to ask your Favour,
\

If done with humble and a fit Behaviour ;

And, [ tho' like fome, who by their Brafs fucceed^

We can't in fuch pathetick Manner plead
]

We beg tofay, if we do}ft hap'ly Cant,

We've toofure Reafon That of Real Want.

Since then on Tou alone our Fates depend.

Smile on our Begging our poor Catife defend ;

Nor let a Comick Scene with Sorrow end

:

Whilfi we, with Joy exulttng ever boafi

That, they whojudge the Bell can pardon Moft.

%• %' "*•
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Dramatis Perfonae.

MEN.
Alderman ^uorttm, a Jufticc of the 7

Peace. J
Chaunter^ King of the Beggars.

Hunter^ his reputed Son.

Gage,

Mump,
Scrip,

Swab,

Dafh, Clerk to the Juftiee.

Conftable,

Beggars.

Mr. Stnith.
\

Mr. Hulett.

Mr. Chardin.

Mr. Reynolds.

Mr. Wehfier.

Mr. Dove.

Mr. Pearce.

Mr. JVathen,

Mr. Gi//o«;.

Mr. /F^r^.

Mr. Michen,

WOMEN.

Mrs. Chaitnter, Queen of the Beggars. Mrs.
Tippet, Maid to Phebe. Mrs.

Phehe, the Alderman's reputed? -- ,, ,^ .

Daughter.
^ f Mrs. M>w/.r</.

Nokes,

Mrs. Clarke.

Mifs i??#//«

Mifs M?«;j.

Mrs. Carter.

Mifs 7<?;z/?5.

Mrs. Palmer.

Strummer,

Mopfey,
Blouze,

Drab,
Manchet,

Tib Tatter,
_

Beggars.
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Beggars Wedding.

ACT I. SCENE I.

^orum^ Dajh.

^or. A S old Chaunter been here lately ?

Dajh. No, Sir.

^or. Hum ! Methought I heard a Noifc
In the Office juft now.

Dajh. Yes, Sir, occafioned by fome ofyour Worfhip's
daily Vifitants.

^or. A Beggar to be fure Thefe Raskals are

more troublefome than all the reft of the Town-— but
the Truth on't is, they pay heartily for it let me fee

ay'——by a moderate Computation, I believe what
I have loft by the Reduction of the Work-houfe for

fome Years paft has been doubly made up to me by the

pretty Villanies of thefe induftrious Rogues What's
the Crime now ?

Dajb. Only a Breach of Truft, Sir, as ufual : He
•was overtaken with a Silver Spoon in his Pocket, which
he had ftol'n out of a Difh of Broth a poor Servant had
given him for Charity.
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^or. Sad Dog ! fince the Goods were found, fend

him to the reft of his Brethren, where he fhall be whipt

for his ill Management, that he may learn next Time a

more dextrous Conveyance of his Prize 1 love to en-

courage Art in every Profefllon, that when a Man leaves

the World (tho' untimelyj he may die with the Reputa-

tion of aMafter in his Bufinefs.

Tiafi). Sir, there are feveral other f'eople waiting to

be bound over.

^wr. Good again -were it not for thefe two Ar-
ticles of binding and unbinding, every Juftice of Peace

jnTown might go whiftle—^How miftaken are the No-
tions of Men in this particular ofours ? Pll maintain *tis

both a publick and a private Good \ for Scandal and

Refentment are grown Evils fo common, that were it

not for our Management, the whole Town would go to-

gether by the Ears in a little Time The many half

Crowns we get for gratifying People's PafTions for the

verrieft Trifles, and a few Moments after for appeafing

them, beget fo much Remorfe when they refle6l on their

Folly ', that they ftrive to avoid for the Future fuch un-

neceffary Expence, and refolve to live more neighbourly

together. But, by the By ; our Intereft rather obliges

us to excite Animofities than promote Peace 'cis the

way of the World we mull fubmit to Cuftom,;

A I R I. 'Diogenes furly and proud.

^Tis Infrefi that governs Mankind^

In every State and Degree ;

For Juftice itfelf waxes blind,

When bribed with a competent Fee :

However the l^ruth we difguife.

In order to make our felves great

,

Yet he that will open his Eyes

May fee the whole WorWs but a Che— at.

Dafh. But, Sir, -Pm afraid that Taylor will be trou-

blefome, he threatens hard, and fwears he'll fhake your

CommifOotj^for compounding of Fdony,
^uor.

^\
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- ,^or. Does he fo ? -—^^then I rauft threaten as fail as

he *, impudent Dog ! to talk againft Felony,when
he himfelf lives by it—-'Tis what I would do again for

the fame Confideration. If he comes any more on the

like Errand, tell him I fhall convert his cabbag'd Shreads

into a Stone Doublet, and his Goofe and Shears into a
fwinging Pair of Bdts for a crofs-leg'd Scoundrel.

[Exit.

Bafh. 'Tls the Devil to deal with one of thofe Tyrants
in Power ;efpecially, if a Man be poor or any way de-

pendent —I myfelf was threaten'd t'other Day with
the fame Fate, only for knowing more of his fecret Vil-

lanies than he thought convenient if Perjury, Bri-

bery, Avarice and Subornation be eflential, my Maf-
ter is certainly the moil thorough pac*d Rogue of his

whole Brotherhood : But thefe are now by a long Ha-
bit grown fo familiar, that they are rather efteem'd Vir-

tues than the contrary.

A I R II. Since all theWorld is diilraded irj Wars.

If Equity is but a fpecious Pretence

jTo colour a Villain's A?nbition -,

Mankind ??iuftbe void of all Jujiice andSenfe,

IVhen Vice mends alone our Condition ? [Exit,

SCENE II.

Phebe^ Tippet^

Pheb. Did you not obferve, 'Tippet^ a Itrange Alter-
ation in my Father's Behaviour to Hunter when lad he
was here ?

Tip. What do you infer from thence. Madam ?

Pbeb. No Good I fear my anxious Heart fore-

bodes fome approaching Evil- 1 willi I may be
miftaken.

Tip. Lord, Madam, you are always boding and di-

vining, as if there were any Caufe to fuggeft thofe Fears j

his Indifference might have proceeded from fome Acci-
B dene
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dent in his AfFairs, which for that time had a little' cha-
green*d him.

Pheh. I wifh it be no other 1 am always willing to
hope the beft Befides, you know a Heart like mine is

ever perplex'd, and in doubt, till pofTefs'd of it*s Defire.

AIR III. Young Phileret and Celia met.

^he Touth whom I, to fave wou'd die,

Surpajfes all Dejire ;

Love's fatal Dart, enflames tw^ Hearty
and fets me all on Fire :

'fhe plaintive Dove, without her Love,
'Thus mourns like me opprejl ;

But when her Mate arrives, tho* late^

Jo'j triumphs in her Breaft.
Tip. You find, Madam, what a Tyrant this little God

of Love is, how he triumphs over our Hearts, and
fports with our Mifery.

AIR IV. As ChloeMl of barmlefs Thought, ^c.

The Fijh in Innocencefecure.

Once tempted by the Bait -,

Furfues and[naps the treacherous Lure^

And meets her certain Fate :

So Virgins when to Love betrayed.

Indulge the pleafing Pain •,

The Pajjion does each Senfe invade.

They ne'er are free again.

Enter Quorum.
^ior. Hey dey ! whither now Child ? you are as

finely bedizen'd, as if this were to be your Wedding-day.
Pheh. I hope. Sir, 'tis no fuchWonder to fee me dreft :

''Tis my Ambition always to appear as your Daughter.

^lor. But I fear thofe fine Clothes may draw you into

Temptations \ for a young Girl well dreft now a-days,

is like a gaudy Butterfly in Summer ; which not only

attrafts the Eyes, but is in Danger of being catch'd by
every Gazer •, therefore I muft have no gadding abroad.

Pheh
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T^heh. You don't allow me, Sir, to fee Company at

home, and methinks 'tis very hard to be debarr'd the

Pleafure of vifuing my Friends fometimes, efpecially

when 'tis no Expence to you.

Sluor, Tho' it be not, it may prove of ill Confequence

to us both —but, my Dear, I have a Requeft to

make you.

Pheh. I wait your Pleafure, Sir.

^lor. Which is, that you refolve to forget Hunter^

^nd not to receive any more Vifits from him for the fu-

ture.

Pheh. Pray, Sir, your Reafon ?

9luor. That you fhall have at a proper Time ; till

when I hope you will remain fatisfy'd, I have fomething

greater for you in my View : Befides that young Fel-

low is in a manner a Stranger to us, and who knows but

he may be the oppofite of what he feems : 4-t ieaft I

fhall fufpeil him without other Aflurances than his own.
Pheh. Confider, Sir, what a difficult Tafk you im-

pofe upon me -, I am afraid 'tis not in my Power to for-

get one, who already has too fure a FofTefFion of my
Heart ; If I am to blame, 'tis only the Performance of
my Duty, fince you your felf lirft recommended him to

me, and made me promife to accept of him for an Huf-
band ; nor am I more anfwerable for it, than you, Sir,

for commanding it.

^lor. True——I own I was fomev^hat precipitate in

my Refolutions before I throughly knew him : But now
I have weigh'd Matters, I find him not fit for our Pur-

pole, having a Match propos'd rne, much more to our
Advantage : And in Cafes of this Nature, Int'reft ought
always to be firil confider'd j therefore without more E
v^fions, I muft be obey'd,

AIR V. Polwart on the Green.

Pheb. Since I hy your Confent^

Didfirjl bejiozu my Heart ,

Think on our loft Content^

If thus ohli^d to part

:

B 2 PFhen
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^/&^« faithful Sotds in Loi>jS unils.

We live hut to adore ;

'Each other's Fajfions we requite,

Nor can recall it more.

^lor. Was it for this I always brought you up with

the tendereft Care, and ever nourifh'd you in my Bofom,
till under my paternal Wings you are now ripen'd into

Woman -, and will you thus like a yiper,- ungratefully

fting me to the Heart by your Difobedience ? away—

—

AIR VI. Mogg'j Lawther on a Day.

Sure Woman was at firfi deCign'd,

As Nature's richefi ^reafure^

I'o footh the Paffion of Mankind,
With each bewitching Pleafure :

But floe in ev'r'^ State of Life^

E'er fince the firji Creation, <

Whether as Widow, Maid, or Wife,

Still proves our whole Fetiiation, \_Exit,

Tipp. Go thy ways for an ill-natur'd avaricious old

——what an unreafonable Creature is your Father, Ma-
dam ? firft to engage you in an Amour with an agree-

able pretty Fellow, and then command you to break off

with him, without any Reafon, more than fome unac-

countable Caprice of his own.
Pheb. Right, and as if my Heart were now at my

*Dwn Difpofal -vain Supposition ! But let me canvafs

the Matter fairly

Tipp. Now for a hard Struggle between Love and

Obedience —.— Madam, I'll venture my Life on Love's

Side.

Pheb. If it were in my Power to difengage my felf

and admit it already done^ what have I afterwards

in view to counterballance the lofs of the prefent only

Joy of my Life ? 1 am here to be eternally immur'd
as a gawdy Piece of Furniture, amongft the other old-

falhioa'd Moveables of this antiquated Manfion
to
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to converfe with none but my Goaler of a Father,

and the reft of his naufeous Brotherhood : to be ex-
cluded the Society of my own Species ; except once a
Year at my Lord-Mayor's Ball, and aflbciate with none
but our fulfome Clerk and my ov/n Hoyden of a Maid
.—~— bleft Condition ? -

I'ipp. S>o much for Obedience now for Love^ «•

an ample Theme I muft confefs.

Pheh. But on the other Hand, if I purfue my Incli-

nations, what luxuriant Scenes of Pleafure appear in

Profpe£t ?———Such as a happy Deliverance from this

Cloifter a Communication with the World the

Pofleffion of an only Lover-*-—Freedom— Marriage
--—— Diverfion, and a Thoufand other namelefs be-

witching Joys of Life-——— then Pi?*?^^, love on and
live.

Tipp. Apropos——— juft as I guefs'd.

AIR. YII. With tuneful Pipe and merry Glee.

Pheb. 'Tranfporting are the folid Joys^

IFhich faithful Love heftows ;

All other Pleafures are hut Toys^

Which yield to faint Repofe

:

Thus when I fpy
My Charmer fiigh,

My tender Glances prove j

That not a part^

Of this fond Heart,

But teems all o'er with Love, [Exeunt,

SCENE. III.

Griggs Cant, Gage, Mump, Scrip, Swah,

Grigg. Come, Gentlemen of the Rag, here let us ex-
peft our King, who will be with us inftantly : Let us
range our fdves in proper Order to receive him =.

Whilft I fpeak for ye all—-O here he comes -—

~

l^Enter
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Enter Chauntcr,

Welcome, moft noble Monarch, thus your poor Liege^

men greet you.

May your Crutch never flip, your Beard ceafe to grow ;

Nor you leave the World, till your Head's white as Snqw.
Omnes. Long live the mighty King Chaunter.

Chaun, Thanks to my People all come, each

Man fit down let all take their Places according to

their feverai Degrees.

Omnes. We obey with pleafure.

Chaun. Now proceed we to Bufmefs-—You all

know there are a great many of our Friends and Sub-

ie^ls now in Confinement for their Art and Induftry,

which the miftaken World calls Theft and Robbery, and
as the Term is coming on, they mull be fpeedily re-

leased, left the confequence brings a Scandal on our

State : We muft have Recourfe to our old Friend,

Alderman Riorum.

Grig, Right, Sir.——

—

*Cbaun. You are all acquainted with our grand
pefign of eftablilhing an Alliance with the Juftice, by
a Marriage between his Daughter and our Son, which

if brought to pafs will prove moft advantagious to our

Inrcreft •, ye are well aflur'd of our conftant Care of

your Rights and Priviledges, our general Support of

your Liberty (BiefTmgs we enjoy above all othej:

States.)

Grigg. Do you hear that. Brother Cant ?

Cant. Moft fweet King I

Gage. Courteous Prince I

'Mump. How freely he talks !

Scrip. O happy Monarch !

^-wah. And happieft of People, who are bltft with

fuch a Monarch !

Chaun,
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Chaun. As this is one of our Days of meeting or
grand Councils of State, we have thus early call'd you
together, that againft the Hour appointed ye may be
all prepared •, and we hope ye will be ready to bring in

your ufual Contributions at our Requeft.

Omnes, All, all, to a Man One and all

Grigg. For who is he that would not rifque his Life

for fuch a Prince ?

Cant. Under whofe wife Government we enjoy the
Liberty of a Common-wealth,

Gage. Whilft each Man can tofs off his own Bouze

—

Mump. And kifs his own, or another's Wench on
his own Straw

Scrip. Without danger of being lamb'd
Swah. In Honour of which let every Maunder clap

his Hands and cry Huzza.
Omnes. Huzza, huzza, huzza !

Chaun. Bufinefs being over for this Time, we pro-
claim a general Sufpenfion of all counterfeited Pains or
Aches whatfoever. Let falfe Blindnefs and Lamenefs
be now far from you : let every Brother refume his na-

tural Shape ; throw away Rags and Crutches, whilft:

nothing but Mirth and Glee go round—-. Come ^\\

round the Bouze, and crown it with a Song and a
Chorus.

Ojnnes. A Song, a Song, a Song-

AIR VIII. There was a jovial Beggar.

Grig. Wlnljl Difcord and Ejiv^ in 7nighty Kmgdoms dwell

^

The Beggar lives at eafe within bis hmble Cell.

And a begging we will., Sec.

Cant. No Taxes opprefs us, nor Honours wreck our Brain,

State Maxi?ns ne'er perplex us, nor Parties give us

Pain,

And a hegging, &c.
Gage. Exempt from all Duty by Land or yet by Sea,

We hope not to command, nor care much to obey.

And a begging., &c.

Mump.
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Mump. Whatever we get we feldom keep in Store^

We fpend it all to Day—to Morrow beg for more.

And a hegging, &c.
Scrip. Our Lajfes in common we ev^ry one pojfefs^

Marriage is a Priejicraft which makes Enjoymentlefs.

And a begging, &c.
Swab. We live as we lift and skulk beneath the Laws,

For none but a Beggar fhould judge a Beggar*^ Caufe.

And a begging, &c.
Chaun. Contented when Death thro" Age approaches nigh.

In Pleafure thus we live, and with Pleafure thus we
die.

And a begging, &c.

Thus my jolly Hearts, and loyal Subje6bs, may we ever

live and reign : May our Coffers never want Cole,

whilft we have Power to maund, or Fingers to pilfer

with—but one thing I had almoft forgot—late laft

Night arriv'd a Lord to take pofleflion of an Eflate :

You muft all away to his Lodgings inftantly and wel-

come him after the ufual Manner, perhaps ye may
move his Bowels of Compaffion to open his Purfe-—but

iirfl let me hear your congratulating Speech—who is

Orator to Day ?

Grig. That am I, —let me alone to harangue ——

—

Chaun. Come, Grig, Imagine your felf there .

adjuft your Phiz fkrew up your Notes, and ad-

drefs his Lordfhip like a true Son of the Crutch,whilft all

range themfelves in a pitiful Confufion.

Grig. Hem the Prince of Pity preferve the

right Honourable the Lord fuch a one *, a miferable

Com.pany of Wretches come to welcome you to Town,
and wifli your Lordfhip Wealth and Happinefs ; May
your Tenants never break, nor your Rents be ill paid,

but Fortune flill flow upon you : May Glory blefs your

Days, and Pleafure crown your Nights. The Prayers

of the Poor are before either Drums or Mufick. Old
and Lame, Dumb and Blind, beg the Gift of your

Honour's
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Honour's Charity, who will ever, (as in Duty bound,^

pray for your Lordfhip's long Life and good Prof-

perity.

Chaun. Well ftrain'd, Grigg but methinks 'tis

now time to lay afide that Speech •, 'tis grown old and

common ; 'twill be notic'd, and we fhall lofe by it

—

we fhould alter our Form of Speech, as often as we
do our Rags and Sores, to gain us the more Commifera-
tion—If ye fucceed now, I will pen another ready

for the next Occafion, with the proper Tones of Voice

fuitable thereto

A I R IX. Glorious firft of Auguji,

Ihe Beggars King, tho* thus in State^

Supports it all by Begging i

My Suhfidiesjlill make me great

^

Colletfed too by Begging

:

And thro* the World 'uoe daily fee^

Priejl, Courtiers, Lawyers all agree,

^0 live and aU as well as we.

In the noble State of Begging.

[Exeunt finging the Chorus

„

S C E N E IV.

Hunter with Mufick.

A I R X. Coal-black Joak,
i

Hunt. Of all the Girls in our 'town.

Or black, or yellow, or fair, or brown.

With their foft Eyes and Faces fo bright ;

Give me a Girl that's blith and gay.

As warm as June and asfweet as May,
With her Heart free andfaithful as Light t

C What
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What lovely Couple then cou'd he

So happy and fo hleft as we.

On "whom eternal Joys ivou'dfmile^

And all the Cares of Life beguile.

Entranced in Blifs each rapturous Night.

Who wou'd take Harry Hunter for a Beggar's Son,

thus equipp'd, and thus lodg'd ? and yet, how many
pretty Fellows are tjhere in Town, who cut a fmart FU
gure, but as mere Outfides as I am ? whofe Eftates,

like mine, are fituate, lying and being in Nuhihus

But egad, I begin to think there is fome Secret at the

Bottom of all this which I am yet a Stranger to : Nor
can I help imagining that either my Father is an occa-

fional Beggar, or that I am not his Son Well, be it

as it may if I am always thus fupply'd, I fhall never

feek any farther- and if I can but obtain my dear

Phehe then Fortune do thy worft

AIR XI. Ye Nymphs and Sylvian Gods.

Te Minutes fwiftly move.

That bear me to my hove -,

When Phebe'j near^

Pm de-hon-air.

And happier far than Jove :

Her every Charfn,

Has Power to warm
fhe coldejl Cynick'i Breajl y

In each fond Sigh,

My Wifhesfly,

To tell how I
In Abfence die.

Till of my dearpoffefi.

Mrs. Chaun. within. ] Harry why Harry Hunter-
Hunt. Ha ! my Mother's Voice— away. Gentlemen,

as fall as you can -— Quick—-fly-—begone— fo all's

well again. " [ Exeunt Mufick,

Mrs.
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Mrs. Chaunter.

Mrs. Chaun. Blefs me, Hall methought I heard
Fiddles this way.

Hunt. I was only diverting my felf, Madam, with a
Tune or fo.

Mrs. Chaun. But fure, my Dear, you han't been a
Bed yet

Hunt. You wou*d not have me be fo unfafhionable.

Madam, to go to Bed with the Sun and rife with the

Lark; there is not a pretty Fellow in Town, butwou'd
for ever forfeit his Charader, if he were once known to

deep before this Hour.
Mrs. Chaun. But I'm afraid you'll break your Con-

ftitution, and impair your Health by your nightly Re-
vels.

Hunt. Not iw the leafl. Madam «——« let your dull

heavy Rogues of Bufmefs, Politicians, Fools and Huf-
bands reft all Night : But for us Gentlemen of Pleafure,

who know how to improve our Hours, and relifh the

Joys of Life, no Time is comparable to the Night \ in

whofe filent Minutes, when the reft ofthe World are dead
in Appearance, we live in Reality : Every Moment
brings with ic it's peculiar Blifles —- what Life—

—

what Joys » what Tranfports, does every beau-

teous Toaft infpire ! Why, Madam, there is not a

Charm from Head to Foot in my divine Phebe^ but I

have fwallow'd down in a full Glafs of fparkling Burgun-
dy, and yet was never better in all my Life.

Mrs. Chaun. Ay now, dear Hall, you begin to talk

indeed ; fhe is a Miftrefs well worth your AddrelTes :

Purfue her clofe, and PIl warrant you'll win and wear
her——

.

AIR XII. When Beauty will its Power purfue.

When Touth and Beauty join with Art,

2o charm a tender Virgin's HiiTt j

\_ C 2

}
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Who can the dear 1'emptation Jhun ?

'The Bait allures^ thej forward run^

And willing field to he undone.

Hunt. But when fome heavenly N-jtuph we view,
Languijhing, foft, and blooming too :

Hozv man'j Youths dijlra5fed fly
To catch the fair Enchanter*s Eye^

And round her Charms expiring lie ?

Enter Grig.

Ha! my dtdiV Mercury^ thou'rt welcome———What
News from the Ifland of Love?

Grig. Oh ! Sir, I am as much jaded as a Carrier's

Horfe— I have walk'd till I am tir'd, waited till

almoft famifh*d, and have groan'd under the Weight of
this Way, Ink and Paper till my Heart is e'en

broke again.

Hunt, Quick, quick. Sirrah thus wou'd I de-

vour the dear Hand that wrote it My Impatience

will fcarce give me leave to open it.

Reads, '\
" If you regard your own Happinefs, or my

" Welfare, you will as foon aspoflible, let me fee you
** about an Affair which equally concerns us both: My
" Father will be out of the Way till Dinner. Remem-
" ber your Abfence will prove dangerous to her, who
** only lives in your Prefence. P h e b &,

Raptures unfpeakable

A I R XIII. Peel take the Wars.

•Behold, Ifly on Wings of foft Befire^

Whilft gentle Zephyrs waft me on \

Eager ai tvhen a Bridegroom all on fire

^

Longsfrom the Cof?ipany to begone :

She bliifljingflies the Pleafure,

He ri'Jhing grafps his Treafure^

'Till
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'Tillwilh mutual 'Tendernefs each other they warm:
Since Phebe'j my Guide,

And Love does prefide.

Each Monarch tho* grealy

Wou'd envy my State

^

tor /he, /he alone has the Power to charm. [ Kxit^

Mrs. Chaun. Why Grig, I think your Mafter's Af-

fairs go on fwimmingly You are a rare Manager
in Matters of Love.

Grig. Yes, Madam, Thanks to my Induftry ; I'm
fure I fpare no Pains to bring it to a Match -, then. Ma-
dam, you know I'm ferviceable to the Family in a dou-

ble Capacity, both as a Servant and a Beggar.

Mrs. Chaun. I'll fay that for you, you were always a
promifing Fellow. I hate your dull unaftivc Rogues,

v/ho ftill drudge on the fame Way they firft fet in : Give
me a Man of an enterprizing Spirit, that loves Variety \

one that will not be crampt in his Genius, but flioots at

every Game that offers, who rather than be idle will

ftick at nothing

AIR XIV. Here is a Penny-worth of Wir.

The Man that bravely ventures all,

A noble Fortune once may get ,

l^be Ganiefter'*s Stock atjirji tho^ finally

Encreafes by a lucky Hit.

Grig. Right, Madam ; there's nothing like a good
Refolution.

Mrs. Chaun. Be fure. Grig., let me know what Suc-

cefs attends your Mafter on this Summons. [ Exit.

Grig. I fhall, Madam. If my Mafter obtains his

Ends on the Miftrefs, perhaps I may mine on the Maid.
She knows not yet that I am a Beggar, and if when flie

does, fhe likes me not, fbemay go to the Devil for Grig,

for I would not alter my Condition for the beft Com-
miffion of Peace in the City -~ however I'll try her,

'tis
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'tis but taking up with Tib at the worft ; in order to
which ril firft take a chirping Glafs, and then -«

AIR XV. Highland Lilt.

For when the Head is full of Wine^
The Heart is brisk andjolly ;

The prefent Minutes /hall be mine^

In fpite of Melancholy :

Let fiber Fools indulge their Spleen,

Without a Flask or Charmer ;

Give tne a Girl of fweet fifteen.

With Love and Wine Fll 'warm her. Tol, lol, &c.

{Exit,

SCENE V.

Phebe, Tippet.

Pheb. Oh ! my dear Tippet, how long he flays ? me-

thinks 'tis an Age fince I writ to him ; perhaps feme

new Accident detains him.

Tip. *Tis but the Excefs of your Paffion, Madam,
which fuggefts to you a thoufand needlefs Fears.

Pheb. But do you think I can ever forego my Love ?

ah no 1— fooner fhaJl Courtiers keep their Words,

City Magiftrates diftribute Juftice, and Lawyers plead

for Charity.

AIR XVI. Once I had a Sweet-heart.

Oh ! how can I thinkfrom tny True-Love to part^

Oh ! how can I think from my True-Love to part^

The Moment I lofe him, the Moment I lofe him.

The Moment I lofe hbn, *twill break myfond Heart.

Tip. And wou'd you difobey your Father»—fo good,

fo careful a Parent ?

Pheb.
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Phel. Rather a Tyrant to me — do not vex me

into longer Life •, for if my Hunter finds not an Expe-
dient to relieve me, certain Death will be my Doom.

"tip. At Eighteen ! talk of dying at Eighteen

—

Prodigious »

Pheb, Without Love and Youth preferve me,

^ip. What a Monfter art thou, Cupid, over poor

Creatures of Eighteen ! There is not one amongft an

hundred of us, but is more taken with a Toy at eighteen,

than at eight and twenty —

.

AIR XVIL The Spring's a coming, ^c,

Toung Virgins love Pleafure,

As Mifers do 'Treafure,

And both alike Jiudy to heighten the Mea[ur€\

'Their Hearts they will rifle.

For ev'ry new trifle.

And when in their 'Teens fall in Love for a Song :

But foon as they marry.

And find Things mifcarry.

Oh ! how theyfigh that they were not more wary ,
'

Inftead of foft wooing.

They run their own Ruin,

And all their Lives after drag Sorrow along.

Enter Hunter.

Hunt, Oh ! my Life—my Love—my Phehe.

Pheb. At figlit of thee, my Joy's too great too laft i

for oh ! how fhall I fpeak it ? my cruel Father has

forbid me e'er to fee you more ; regardlels of his firft

Propofal to you, which was the unhappy Reafon of my
fending for you.

Hunt. Hard-hearted Wretch ! can you not

guefs the Caufe, my Love ?

Pheb. I know no other, than his pofitive Commands
1 fhou'd obey him.

Hunt.
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Hunt. And can my deareft Phebe ever think of part-

ing with her Hunter, who only lives to love and to a-

adore her ?

Pbeh. Heart-breaking Thought! I cannot bear it—

—

O no, my Love, I'm wholly yours in fpite of all Obe-
dience I will never forfake you whilft there is

Swiftnefs in Thought, Pleafure in Flattery, or Conftan-

cy in Malice.

HunK Sooner then fhall Tygers live in Water, Fifh

©n Land, and Bees forfake their fweeteft Flowers, than

I'll forego my deareft Phebe : Not all the Powers on

tarth fhall e'er divide thee from me.

Pheb. Then Fortune I defpife thee ——

—

AIR XVIII. Young Damon once the happy Swain.

*

^hiis bleft in thee, Pll brave mj Fate,

Nor envy all the might'^ Great ;

In thee I doubly live :

For oh I what Tranfports do enfue

The Pajjwn thafs in/pifd by you.

Which you alo?te can give.

Hunt. Not all the Service of my Life is fufJicient to

requite this Fondnefs.

Pheb. Contrive but fome means for my Deliverance

hence, and you will over-pay me.

Hunt. Conclude it already done ; for Pll this Day
redeem you tho' it coft my Life ; for what is Life with-

out my deareft lovelieft Phebe ?

AIR XIX. One Jpil Morn when from the Sea.

When the Bright Sun at Noon of Day
His genial Beams difpenfes ,

Nature revives and fee^ns all gay

^

Refrejhing human Senjes

:
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So the foft Raptures of thy Love
My ravijh'd Heart pojfeffing^

T)o to my Soul more grateful prove

'Than any Earthly Bleffmg.

Fheh. Ah me, how foon my Fears controul my
•pjifs —— methinks I hear my Father call—you muft be

gone.

Hunt. Muft we then part fo foon ? dreadful

Sound ! hard Fate for Lovers !

Pheb. When you are gone, and out of Sight ; aii !

think upon your Phehe : Let not other Objeds interpofe

between my Love and me remember I'm a Prifoner,

and muft be fo without you——One laft farewel

Hunt. One dear •— one foft Embrace and now—

-

AIR XX. Peggy grieves me.

Since we muji part^— my Love^ adieu.

But oh ! I die to leave thee ;

Phebe. Tour Abfence imlhny Fears renew.

And of all Joy bereave me :

Hunter. IVe part, my Life, to meet again,

Tho* now we mufi retire :

Pkebe. Then hafte! oh

!

—hajie to eafe my Pain,

Leji I with Grief expire.

[^Exeunt feverally.

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE I.

Quorum and Chaunter.

^or. f^OM E, honeft Chaunter^ fit thee down, and
V-i be welcome—you are grown a great Stran-

ger of late ; I fuppofe you are now come upon the old

fcore of Redemption ; there are fome Friends of yours

in Limbo.

Chorunt. How many. Sir ?

^or. About h^lf a Dozen, or fo.
j

Chaun. All Men, Sir ? |
^or. No, I think there are of both Sexes ; my Clerk

can tell you their Names.
Chaun. Hum—what a pity 'tis Mr. Alderman, that

Induftry fhou'd be fo much difcourag'd as 'tis ?

^lor. I believe, Mr. Chaunter , if fome others

were of your Principles, the Gifts of Fortune wou'd
be more equally diftributed than they are.

Chaun. Right—how happy was the primitive World,
when there were no other Laws to govern by, than

thofe of Nature ? when Men enjoy'd every thing in

common ; and no fuch Crimes were heard of as Rob-
bery or petty Larceny : When if a poor Man wanted
any thing his rich Neighbour poflefs'd, he might take it

without farther Ceremony, and be in no Danger of a

Goal j but it was look'd upon as a Loan, which he was
ag^in to repay in fome other kind But Hofpitality is

long fince banifh'd the World, and the Laws of Nature
quire perverted.

A I R
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AIR I. Captain Mc. Can,

How hard is the Fate

Of Men in each State^

All Slaves to Ambition and Riches, and RicheSo

No Vices or Pain^

'T'heyHl fiick at for Gain,

For Money all People bewitches, bewitches..

But who can there he

So happy as we f

For Beggars ne^er fiudy for 'Treafure,%

So we live and no more.

We value no Store^

We think of nought elfe but our Pkafure, our

Pleafiire.

^or. Why, as you fay, if every thing was in com-
mon as formerly. Men wou*d not have thefe Temptati-

ons to be wicked ; for then *twere in their own Power
to enjoy their Defires, without having Recourfe to

Fraud or Circumvention to obtain them : and I am fure

whilft you and I hve in the World, we Ihall never fee a

Reformation ; fo drink about.

A I R II. In the merry Month of June.

Here's to thee, honefi Fellow,

Come roundly play your part

;

Chaun. /'// drink 'till Tarn mellow.

Tour Health with all my Heart

:

Quor. Let Men live as they liji.

So we our Ends obtain-,

'Then here's to thee—Chaun. And here's to thee,

Quor. And here's to thee again.

Chaun. But I had almoft forgot, your Worfhip faid

there were half a Dozen Friends of mine in Cuftody

:

of what Order are they ?

D 2 ^or.
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^or. Ordef , fay you ?—I underftand you not— I ne-

ver in the leaft fufpeded you had any Order amongft

ye.—Pray explalrtyour felf.

Chaun. Why, Sir, by this time I thought you had

been better acquainted with the Beggar's Conftitution

—

Order, Sir '.—there is not a State or Monarchy in Europe

better regulated and more in Subjeftion to its Laws than

ours. We are a free-born People, and enjoy Liberty to

a greater extent than any Nation under the Sun—we are

not confin'd to any one Kingdom, or Empire -, no.

Sir,—the whole Globe is ours, which we range over at

Pleafure—then for Property, who can equal us?

for tho' we know not any fuch thing among our felves,

yet we make every Man's Property our own, as far as

Art and Induftry will permit us—and as for Pleafure

—

in that particular we are envy'd by all Mankind.

^ior. Ha, ha, ha !—I muft confefs till now, I ever

thought Poverty and Pleafure incompatable.

Chaun. Good Words, Mr. Alderman—tho' you feem

to defpife Poverty, I doubt not but the Beggar's Purfe

is the beft Feather in your Cap.

^or. My Cap, Mr. Chaunter ? I don't underftand

what you aim at—I am not us'd to fuch kind of Lan-

guage—I hope you know who I am.

Chaun. Ay, Sir, and I know I have purchas'd my
Knowledge of you at a dear rate—muft I be contemn'd,

and pay for't too?—lookee, Mr. Alderman^ were it

aot for us Beggars, your Commiflion wou'd not be

vorth Two-pence.
^or. Is this Treatment in my ownHoufe ?—you are

an impudent Impofter—-and I will not bear it -*

begone——

AI R
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A I R III. This great World is a Bubble.

Hence^ 'jou fawcj Fellozv,

Know you thus to whom you prate f

Dare fuch Varlets bellow.

In their ahje5f State ?

Fly, nor more provoke me.

Left thro' Rage I choak thee :

Nothing elfe Jhallfave

So vile, fo bafe a Slave,

AIR IV. Come let us prepare.

Chaun. Pray good Mr. Bluff, 1

Why in fuch a Huff ?

Upbraid me not with my Condition^

'Tho* Juftice of Peace

I wou'd not change Place

With you, for your—dirty Commiffw-Tl.

!^or. Infolence unparallell'd

!

Chaun. You are—no better than you fhou'd be \ and

1 would not tarry under one Roof with you, wou'd you
hire me—I am glad I know you —you Ihall be no
Gainer by it, I afllire you—this I defign'd to drop

here (fhews a Purfe ) but now—I Ihall take it home
again.

^or. {Afide) I mull not part with him in this Hu-
mour—lookee, Mr. Chaunter, I am the fartheft of any

Man in the World from giving Abufe without a fuffici-

ent Caufe -, what I faid was only the Effedls of a fudden

Paflion I am fubjeft to, but 'tis foon over ; and fince

you rais'd it, you fhou'd not take two or three hafty

words fo ill come, you muft be appeas'd

:

we were both in the wrong, and muft pardon each

other,

Chaun.
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Chaun. Why, Mr. Alderman, tho* I'm a Beggar,

yet I'm a fturdy one ; I have a Spirit of Refentment as

well as any Man 1 affront no Perfbn, nor fhall

any Man abufe me ;
— befides, above all People,

you and I fhou'd never fall out, for you know there's

an old faying 1 hope you'll pardon me— when
Knaves fall out, honeft People hear of their own,
ha, ha, ha ! As for my Part, I confefs I'm no better

than my Neighbours, nor are you, Mr. Alderman, I

believe infallible, ha, ha, ha !

^or. Ha, ha, ha ! very right ha, ha, ha I we
all have our Failings as you fay, ha, ha, ha! methinks

I don't relilh this Wine : Come, we'll go into my Clo-

fet, and there over a Bottle of good Burgundy cement
our Friendfhip.

Chaun. With all my Heart— and there we'll treat

of my poor Brethren in Affliction.

A I R V. Here's to thee my Boy.

*Tis Wine that creates

And falves our Debates^

It makes us both captive andfree j bothy &c.
No Bus'nefs can pajs^

Without a dear Glafs,

For Wine can make all Things agree. For, &c.

SCENE II.

Mrs. Chaunter^ Strumer^ Mopfey., Blouze, Drab, Manchet,

Tib Tatter.

Mrs. Chaun. I muft confefs a Glafs of good Liquor is

the beft Remedy in the World for moft kinds of Dif-

orders, and however referv'd we feem before People,

Cufbom, not our Inclinations, is in the Fault, for there

is no Woman but loves a Glafs privately now
fince we are here met to be merry, let each chufe that

which is moft agreeable to her Palate.

Strum,
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Strujn. I am for a Mug of Stout —a good Quart

and half Pint, with a Toaft and Nutmeg — O 'tis

a wonderful Cordial in a Morning.

Mop. Ay, if you had added a little Brandy and
Sugar, it wou'd have been delicious, for there is nothing

comparable to a Hot-pot.
Blouz. Now what do you think of a Quart of March-

Beer mull'd?

Drab. Faugh-——» give me an enlivening Dram of
plain Nantz,

Mane. Or what is better, a hearty Bouze of Ufque-

hagh.

'Tib Tatt. And to my Mind there is nothing like a
Glafs of honeft Gin.

Mrs. Chaun. As for my Part, I have always been
very nice in my Liquor, and mufl own there is not any
Thing that relifhes with me, nor agrees fo well with
my Conltitution as a little burnt Brandy fo \tt

each have her Inclination.

Slrum. No, no. Madam, in Complaifance to you,
we'll all drink of your Liquor.

Omnes. Ay, ay, burnt Brandy burnt Brandy for

ever—

—

A 1 R VI, High way to DuhlvL

Mrs. Chau. Then Jill up each Glafs,

With powerful Nantz

;

"Twill brighten each Face^

And Pleafure enhance

:

No Rum or Champaignj
Li-ke Nantz can impart

Such JVit to the Brain

^

Or Joy to the Heart,

Strum,
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Strum. What a ftrange Pafs this World is come to—

-

there is hardly any Thing to be had for Charity now
a-days—-I remember when I was a young Girl, I

cou'd raife Compaflion with a pitiful whine, and an

affeded Diftemper, better than now I can with a Child

at my Breaft, and half a Dozen borrow'd ones more
at my Heels.

Mopf. As you fay, Charity is at a very low Ebb in-

deed, for between the Church-Wardens and the Work-
Houfe we are greatly Sufferers ! If at a Door we beg

an Alms, they bid us apply to the Church, where half

the daily Contributions ftick to the Fingers of the Col-

leftors.

Blouz. And if we offer to complain, we are imme-
diately whipt into the Work-Houfe, where we muft

work our Fingers to the Bone , an4 be half-flarv'd

for our Labour, in order to enrich our Tyrannical

Mafters.

Brab, As for my Part, I can*t much complain,

for what I lofe one way I make up another : You muft

know, I have hitherto been fo fortunate with the Men,
that within thefe half a dozen Years, I have had above

a dozen Husbands, fo that almoft ev'ry Month has

been Hbney-Moon with me.

Manch. Coufin Tih and I live after another Man-
ner we have the Luck to be always pregnant,

and befides what we get for letting out our Brats, we
make a pretty good hand on't i for if we find an Op-

portunity wherever we go, we are a little nimble Fin-

ger*d or fo.

^ih Tatt. And if we chance to fail that way, we ge-

nerally pafs for a couple of Gypfies -, and you know
the young . Girls are as full of Queftions about Sweet-

hearts as we are fond of gulling them-

A 1 R. VIL
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A I R Yll. Leflrum pone.

B-'j dint of AJpurancs our Proje^s we carrj.

We knew by Experience young Girls love to marry j

IVe profnife good Fortunes and Husbands in Store^

So cboufe *em and leave *em as they were before.

Strufn. Come, my Girls, Jet's bouze about, I hate

to talk when we have better Buiinefs in Hand fill

Bumpers round, and drink her Majelly's Health.

Mop. Ay, ay, drink and fing for ever.

Blouz. Right- and to grace the Health let's

have a Song, we hope. Madam, you'll lead the way
in this as in every thing eKe.

Mrs. Cbaun. O by all means " ^ • I love Diver-

fion with all my Heart.

AIR VIIL Talk no more of Whig or Tory.

I.

How Uejl are Beggars Lajfes,

Who never Toilfof Treafure ;

We know no Care but how to Jhare

Each Days fuccejfvve Pleafure

:

Driiik away, let^s be gay^

Beggars Jli II with BUfs abound i>

Mirth and Joy, ne'r can cloy,

JVhilJt the fparkling Clafs goes round,

IL

Strum. A Fig for gazvdy FaJJjions^

No want of Clothes opprejfes \

We live at eafe with Rags and Fleas,

We value not our Drejfes.

Drink away. Sic.

E
,

III.Mopf.
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III.

Mopf. We [corn all Ladies IVaJhes^

With which the'j fpoil each Feature -,

No Patch or Paint, our Beauties taint.

We live infimple Nature.

Drink awa^, &c.

IV.

Blouz. No Cbolick, Spleen, or Vapours,

At Morn or Evening teaze us ;

We drink not 'Tea, or Ratifia,

When fick a Dram can eafe us.

Drink awa'j, &c.

V.

Drab. What Ladies a5i in private.

By Nature* s, [oft Compliance ;

We think no Crime, zvhen in our Prime,

To kifs without a Licenfe.

Drink away, &c.

VI.

Mancht. We know no Shame or Scandal,

The Beggars Law befriends us i

We all agree in Liberty,

And Poverty defends us.

Drink away, &c.

VII.

TibTatt. Like jolly Beggar-Wenches,

Thus, thus we drown all Sorrow^

We live to day, and ne^r delay

Our Pleafure Hill to morro-w,

... Drink
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Drink away , kt^s be gay.

Beggars Jiill with hlifs abound ;

Mirth and Joy, ne'er can cloy,

IVhilji the 'fparkling Glafs goes round.

Mrs. Chaun. Thus may we ever indulge our felves

in dear Delight the Hour is come which calls mc
hence, let us now depart till another Opportunity-

thus I lead the Way
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Phehe and Tippet.

Tipp. Make no doubt on't, Madam, he'll be as good
as his Word ; I never yet heard of a Lover that wou'd
flip an Opportunity of refcuing a Miftrefs in your
Circumftances.

Pheh. But when I confider the Difficulties he has to

furmount, I almoft defpair of his Succefs.

Tipp. Leave that to him. Madam; the greater

Hardftiip, the more Glory : Difficulty heightens Love,
and he that wou*d obtain a Kernel, mult firft hazard
his Teeth in breaking the Shell before he comes ar

it.

A I R IX. On a Bank of Flowers, ^c.

When a Lovefs Sighs his Miftrefs gains.

What Joys his Soul pojfefs ?

The Memory of his former Pains^

Augments his Happinefs

:

T' enjoy the Fair then firait he fiies.

No Danger can the Touth furprize.

With a fal, lal, lal, la, &c.
Till in her Arms he dies,

E 2 Thus
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Thus will it prove with your Hunter and you. Madam.
Pheh. Fain wou'd I believe it, but have Jittle

hopes this Day is fix'd for our Efcape, but
how, or after what manner I am yet to learn —
well —fooner or later, I am prepar'd
O Tippet! did you but know my Heart, you wou'd
certainly pity me,

A I R X. Paft one a Clock in a cold frofly, ^c.

Should the dear Touth now fail to relieve me.

Or he fuccefslefs in his Veftgn ;

What Poz'fr on Earth from Death can reprieve me^

If the dear Charmer mufk ne'er he mine ?

O God of Love^ do but propitious fmile.

Lend him thy Wings to hear me hence away ;

Favour our Flighty and all my Fears heguile.

And I'll adore thee both Night and Day.

Enter Quorum.

^.or. Come hither, Phche have you not always

found me an indulgent Parent ?

PheL Yes, Sir, and I hope I have ever behav'd as

a dutiful Child.

^icr. And fuch I expeft you ftill to be •, for to con-

vince you how well I deferve your Duty, and how
anxious I am for your welfare, 1 am come to bellow

on you a Lover highly deferving your Acceptance, in

Recompence for the one you have loft— 'tis the

young the rich, the fprightly Tradelove, my Bro*

ther Alderman's Son, juft come from the Temple.
Pheh. Then, Sir, he deferves a better Fortune : he'll

ne'er accept of me.

^or. I tell you, Child, 'tis his own Propofal, he'll

be here himfeif to Day, and then defend your Heart

if you can.

lippc
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^ipp. Mind that, Madam, there's nothing like Va-
riety.

AIR XI. Young Jockey blith and gay.

That Maid ne'er knows her Hearty

But by one Spark carefs^d ;

The Pain is friall to part.

When in another hlejl :

'Tis fweet Variety

That Beauty does controul.

But Interejl Jiill JJjould be

Afcendant o'er the Soul,

Enter Grigg in difguife.

Grig. Pray, Sir, does the worthy Alderman ^orum
live here ?

^or. Yes, Friend, I am the Perfon.

Grig. Sir, I muft humbly beg your Worfhip's Par-

don hearing, Sir, that you Worfhip had been a

great Traveller, and a Gentleman of much Curiofity,

I have made bold to bring one of the moil furprizing

Rarities that ever was feen in Europe, to iliew your Ho-
nour.

^or. Ay, pray what may that be ?

Grig. Why, Sir, you mull know that once making
a Trading Voyage to the Indies, it was my Misfortune

to be caft away on the Coafl of Tarlary, where I loft

both Ship and Cargo, and very narrowly efcap'd with

my Life : When I reach'd the Shore, I was taken up by
fome of the great Cham\ Officers, who carry'd me to

Court, where I remain'd for fome Years very much e-

lleem'd by the Tartars.

^or. Very well go on Friend .«=,,™-l love to hear

fuch odd kind of Adventure*,

Gri^ .
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Grig. Jt happen*d that one of the petty Princes of the
Empire rais'd a great Rebellion, againft whom the
Cham himfeJf was oblig'd to march with his whole Ar-
my, amongft whom I had the Honour to be one : In
ihort, Sir, we met, fought and deftroy'd all our Ene-
mies, where I had the good Fortune to take the Prince

Prifoner, who was afterwards beftow'd upon me for a

$ervant by the great Cham^ for my good Services in this

Expedition, together with my Liberty to depart his

Dominions when I pleas'd ; both which I accepted of,

and am at lad, as you fee, arrivM in my own Country,
where I am neceflitated to fhew him pubiickiy, as a
means to repair my broken Fortunes, and humbly hope
your Worfhip will grant me your Licence to expofe him
at this End of the Town.

^uor. Well, but what fort of a Creature is he, and
how call'd ?

Grig. His Name, Sir, is Abouhekir Cracomonopow

but of fo prodigious a Shape and Bulk, that without

your Worlhip was to fee him perfonaljy, all Defcripti-

on could not paint him.

^or. Indeed ! —— and pray where is this Wondcf
of a Man ?

Grig. My Servants have him in a Coach at the Door :

will your Worfhip pleafe to fee him ?

^lor. O yes, by all means ; I am a kind ofa.Viriu-

cfo, and love ftrange Sights with all my Heart.

Grig. Without there - bring in the great Abou-

hekir Cracomonopowy I belive I muft go my felf for him.

[Exit.

^or. Phehe, Child, don't be afraid ; you will imme-
diately fee fomething furprizing.

Pheb. I am not over curious. Sir——come, T'ippet^

let us be gone.

Tipp. O Madam, how can you be fo indifferent ? 'twill

ferve to amufe you a little.

^lor. What, not flay to behold fo prodigious a Won-
der ? I fay you fhall fer him——• I am refolv'd you

fhall.
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fhall. 'Tis plain this Girl is not the OfFsping of thefe

Loins by her want of Curiofity.

'Tipp, Befides, Madam, who knows but there may be

fomething at the Bottom of all this that may prove to

our Advantage.

Pheb. I fear not 1 fee not any Probability of

Hope.

Enter Grigg with Hunter difgnis'^d.

Pheb:

^or. Blefs my Eyes ! pray. Sir, is he mifchi-<

vous ? methinks I don't much like his Phifiognomy.

Grig. Lord, Sir, he's as tame as one of us, except he

be provok'd P^^Y* Ladies, fear him not, he's

doatingly fond of your Sex, -and is as complaifant to

the Ladies as any Courtier in Chrijlendom.' come
hither Prince Aboiibekir Crocomonopow.

§luor. Pray, Sir, keep him at a diftance, I defire not

a nearer Acquaintance can he fpeak pray ?

Grig. Moft admirably in his own Language ; but 'tis

a little barbarous or fo : however you fliall here how he

addreffes the Ladies,

Be de akeon para thina pohiphlos hoiou thalajfes.

Hunt. Chav.hichong auk giind a luck aleiger liidor fen.'g

adoukel. Madam Madam don't you know me.
\_Advancing

^or. Oons ! he'll devour 'em both call in

the Conftables there.

Grig. Hold, Sir, don't provoke him he's ve-

ry terrible fometimes why. Sir, I have feen him

eat up half a dozen Tartars for a Breakfaft, and not

have the worfe Stomach for his Dinner. He is one of

your Man-eaters, or hidian C-xmhd\%——we mufc ufc

him sentlv, fo. fo, fo. ,.—-.-.^

—

^
^

.

"
Enter
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Enter Dafli.

DaJJj. Sir, the Office is full oCPeopIe waiting for your

Worfhip.
^uoi". Tell 'em I'll come prefently*

'Ddfh. But, Sir, they have already ftay'd To long, they

fwear they will not wait any longer.

^lor. I'll be there before you can draw their Exami-
nations well. Sir, how is he now

Bafh. Why, Sir, they are already drawn : befides,

Sir, the People are impatient ; they threaten to go to

another Juftice, and your Worfhip will lofe a great ma-
ny Half Crowns.

^wr. Well, well, go in I'll follow you this Mo-
ment, {Exit DailiJ Friend, I mufl beg your Pardon a

little ; I'll be with you again inftantly : I leave my
Daughter with you ; pray fee that Ihe receives no hurt

from your Man -Moniler.

Gn'e. Not in the leaft. Sir, he is entirely obedient to

my Will. Now the Coaft is clear, be as fpeedy as pof-

iible. Sir.

Hunt. Look on me. Madam, am I wholly a Stran-

ger to you ? hence all Difguife, and know your faithful

Hunter. ^

Pheb. O lucky Moment-- happy, happy Phebe !

"How llupid was I and blind to my Felicity ? my Heart

Ihou'd have convinc'd my Eyes that you wereprefent

and have flown to meet you.

Hunt. You fee, my Dear, how Love difguifes us j

and fince I have thus far fucceeded, let us improve the

Opportunity, and fly this hated Place, whilft Grig amu-
fes your Father, leaft he fufpefts a Counterfeit.

Pheb. Now all my Fears are over, I'm at your Dif-

pofal: But, my dear T'//'/'^'/, can I leave you behind

me ?

'J'ip. No, Madam, I'm refolv'd to follow you where'er

you go, and Ihare in all your Fortunes.

Pheb,
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Pheh. Then am I compleatly happy now lead me
where you pleafe.

. AIR XII. Tho* cruel you feem to my Pain.

'Thus like Jome poor Captive in Chains,

Redeemedfrom a fnei-cilefs Crew,

J now bid adieu to m'j Pains,

To jiy from Confinewent with you.

Were Millions to bribe here fn'j ftay, .

JVbiljl Poverty round you did fly 5^

Pd fpurn the vile Treafure away.

Contented with yon live and die.

AIR XIII. As Jockey and Jenny together ^ere kid.

Hunt. The Merchant poJfefs''d of his Cargo on Shore,

Forqets all the lofs he had fuffer^d before ;

Enrich'd thus 7ny Charmer, with Pleafure I view.

The Joys of my Lfe all redoubled by yon.

For oh I I would forfeit whole Empires to be

Thus bleft and thus happy for ever in thee.

[^Exeunt.

Grig. I am glad they are gone, for I hear ^tortun :

I muft detain him whilit they efcape.

Efiter Quorum.

Well, Sir, I was juft coming to take my leave ofyou
for this time.

^uor. Ha ! where's the Monfter and my Girl ?

Grig. Why, Sir, your Daughter was afraid to ftay

after you were gone, and fo quitted the Chamber, and
I have fent him home again till another Opportunity. I

have a great many other Ciiriofiries well worth your

F Worlliip's



42 7"/^^ BeGG AR's W E D D I NG.

Worfhip's Obfervation which I fhall be proud to fhew

you feme other time.

^ior. Other Rarities fay you what are they?

Grig. Why, Sir, I have the Afhes of a Pho^mx found

in the Defarts of Arabia^ which incorporated with^the

Jelly of a fallen Star, perfedly reftores the Dead to

Life.

^{or. Incredible !

Grig, Then, Sir, I have the Corpfe of a noble 7(^r-

?5r, who kill'd himfelf at the Burial of his deceas'd

Mafter, the great Cham,, in order to accompany him in

t'other World •, who, tho' dead thefe Thoufand Years,

is as frefli and fweet as if he dy'd but Yefterday •, and

when your Woifliip pleafes, you fljall fee him reflor'd

to IJfe, by the help of the aforefaid Medicine.

^(or. "Wonderful indeed !

Grig. I have many more. Sir, as extraordinary in

their Natures as thefe I have already mention'd : I Ihall

make bold to wait on you in a Day or two, and muft

now take leave of your Worfhip with the following

Catch, which I learn'd fince my Arrival.

AIR XIV. There was a poor Couple.

Whsn old Men grow peevi/h and will not come to^

Fell,, lal, lal,, la, Sec.

J'Vhen old Men are peevijlj and will not come to,,

'Their Children forfake "em, as now I leave 'jou.

Fal, lal, lal, la, &c.
' So, Sir, your humble Servant. [Exit,

^tor. What can all this mean gone abrupt-

ly too ? -Egad I begin to fmell a Rat ho, Phebe

Phebe Tippet - No body within there

I'm robb'd, ruin'd and undone—was ever Man fo bam>-

boozl'd by a lying Son of a Whore It was all a Con-

trivance, a Plot a damn'd Plot, to rob my Houfe
and Ikal my Daughter O that Dog Hunter I'll

be
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be ha"g'd but it was he in Difguile what*s to be

done? 1 ihall be difgrac'd, pointed ar, and fling a-

bout the Streets in Ballads j a Pox of his Cracohoiv woiv

wozv.
[Exit.

SCENE in.

Chaunter, Gngg, Canl, Gage^ Mu?np, Scrip, Sivah, and

others.

Chau. Come, Princes of the Seven Orders, as this is

our Day of Affembly or grand Council of State ; *tis

our royal Pleafure that the principal of each Order an-

fwer to his Name when call'd, and receive our proper

Inftrudions according to Cuftom come read a-

way.
Grig. Je-'emy Crupper^ jilias Cant, Prince of the Lip-

pineers or blind Men.
Cant. Here.
Chau. You are hereby rcquir'd to bring in the Con-

tributions of your Order for Wiiires of Eggs, Ifing-

Glafs and other Ingredients, wherewith you counterfeit

Blindnefs, which you have had out of our general Ma-
gazine or Store-houfe this Quarter, but fee that the few

real Blind go Scot-free.

Grig. Roger Shallow, alias H'himble, alias Gagf, Prince

of the Filchers or Lame-men,
Gage. Here.
Chau. You are much in Arrears for Rofin, Brimflone,

Birdlime and Cream, to make falfe Sores and Cancers j

befides wooden Legs, Stools and Crutches .• difcharge

your Debts, and fliift your Stations.

Grig. Barnaby Bumpkin, alias Hobnail, alias Truckk,

alias Mump, Prince of the Maundareens or general

Counterfeits.

Mum. Plere.
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Qhau, As you are much the larger and more nume-

rous Order of the Seven, and conicquently bring in a

Revenue greater than all the reft put together -, I have
taken Pains to render ye compleat Rogues. I have
ftudy*d a new Exercife cA the Crutch, wirh the different

v/ays to cry, halt and ftammer. We hope you will be
as induftrious in colleding your Tribute, as we have
been in our Productions.

Grig. Robert Rymer, alias Scrip, Prince of the Cara-
bances or Fools.

Scrip, Here.

Chati. As there are many of ye more Knaves than
Fools, I need not recommend any I'hing to you, bat
Care that you are not difcover'd, and thdt you frequent

not one Place too often you are ordered to bring in

your Supplies.

Grig, jejfery Troll, alias J^ve^/c', alias c^;^. Prince

of the Beaucracks, or real Objeds.
-Swab. Here.

Cbau. Since you are the feweft in Number of any of

the Seven, and can fcarce procure a bare Maintenance,

by your pitiful Difeafes, and Infirmities •, we remit

you all Taxes due, or that fliall become due for the fu-

ture. But as Roguery is ncceiTary in every Station of

LTe, if People would live in the World now-a-days,

you muft counterfeit even D^ath it felf to raife Com-
pafTion.

Gng. Tifn S!mt'l.\ alias Blumhr, alias Gilhet, alias

Griyg. Prince of the Gypfies— that's I, pleafe yourMa-
jcfly.

Cbau. O Sir, you are Plead of a numerous Garlg^

and a profitable one too ; we have little Occafion to

inftruifl you, your own Induliry is fuflicicnt : But L
iiave for zhe good of the Publick in general, fet dowa
a new congr;iLuhuins; Speech for Welcomes, Marria-

ges, &c, befuies one for Funerals : As fo* the fc^^e-
_

ral PhraTes of B'^gging in their moil moving Tones,
,

v.'itii proper Flats and Siiarps occafionally, we have in-

kacd rhem after a new Method for the Infiruflion of
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all : So that now ye are, if ye know it, the hap-
pieft of People, and I the greateft Monarch under the

Sun.

Grig. Let each gratefully cry Huzza, and blefs the
King.

Omnes. Huzza, huzza, huzza ! Heaven prcferve

the noble King Chaunter.
Chau. As for the feventh Order, whereof we our felf

,

are Chief in a more particular manner, we fhall take
Care, that every Thing be rfgularly managed. And
now my worthy P».ople, and true Liegemen, as ye are
all acquainted viiih the inrtnded rvjarriage of Prince
Grig^ and 'Jib. ^aiUVy the Celebration of which we in-

tend to honour with the Nuptials of our Sen Ban-y^-

and Juftice ,%orzr?A*s Daughter Phebe^ we therefore in-

vite ye all to the Fcliival on that folemn Occafion,
where ye fhal-1 fee the Grandure of a Beggarh Wedding :

Our felf will ftnd you notice of the Time; till when, be
ready to appear in Cafe of any Accident.

Omnes. One and all we'll die to ferve our
King.

Cbau. Come, my m.erry Hearts, fill about, and drink
Succefs to the Beggar's Wedding.

Omnes. Sirccefs to the Wedding—Huzza
Grig. Now for a Song

A I R XV. Come Neighbours now weVe made our
Hay.

Let now each jolly Beggar fuig^

For who can be,

Happy as we.

Thus governed by ourgracious King f

No Monarchy, tho' ne'er fo greai.

But envies Jlill the Beggar^s State

:

Then let's carouse

Our fparkling Bouze,

Our fparkling Bou z?

This 'will nc^j; Jo-p creatf.
V-'

CHO-
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CHORUS.
Let us drink Bumpers rounds

Let us drink Bumpers round.

To the feven great Orders ;

5l? all poor ragged Rogues^

2o all poor^ poor, poor ragged Rogues,

And the King of the Beggars.

Chau. Now adjourn we till another Opportunity :

Qrigg, difmifs 'em for this Time.
Grig. Let each Man repair to his refpeftive Station,

and there attend the King's farther Pleafures.

0?nnes. We joyfully obey his Majefty, and thank the

kind, the learn'd Prince Grig.

[Exeunt Jifiging the lajl Chorus.

n

A C T
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ACT 111. SCENE I.

Hunter^ Phehe, Mrs. Chaunter, Tippet,

Hunt. TTET' Elcome, my deareft Phebe, to this fafc

V V Retreat ; here may you remain fecure

from the Perfecution of your Father ; call this Houfe
from hence your own, and this Gentlewoman will take

Care you are provided with every Neceflary.

Mrs. Chaun. That I fhall with Pleafure and
fhall think my felf happy in the Company of fo much
Sweetnefs.

Pheb. You are too kind, Madam, my poor Merit
defefves not half this Goodnefs. Thus bleft, fure

nothing can difturb me, whilfl my Hunter is thus

near me, for every Place with him is Paradice.

Hunt. My deareft worthiell Phebe thou
art more than Woman, and I more happy than Man-
kind. I muft now leave you for a few Moments, to
give fome neceflary Diredions about our approaching
Nuptials i for Pm refolved this Day fhall make you
mine for ever.

A I R I. To all ye Ladies now on Land.

Since Love and Fortune both incline

'To crown our Hopes with Joy ;

Soft Hymen Jhall our Blifs reji?ie.

And all our Lives employ

:

To this poor World I bid adieu.

For Thonfands fuch Ifind in you.

PFith afallallalla, &c
[ Exit.

i- Mrs.
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Mrs, Chaun. Come, Madam, be chearful and gay,
command this Houfe as your own, and I hope you'J)

find no other Change in your new Lodgings than a
greater Enjoyment of your Liberty. Pleafe, Madam, to

excufe mc, 'till I give Ibme neceflary Orders about your
i^partmenc. \^ExH

Pheh. Now, my dear Tippet, what are your Thoughts
about our Flight ?

Ttpp. Thoughts, Madam ? the moft pleafant in

the World : I can't but laugh to think what, a terrible

Fright our Efcape has occafioned in my poor Mafter,

ha, ha, ha 1 Pardon me. Madam,—— now are

there fearch Warrants in every Corner of the Town
after us : I am the only Butt his Refentment aims

at—— O, if ever he gets me in his Clutches again -

Mercy on me—
Pheh. Talk no more on*t I befeech you, the very

Thought oh't makes me tremble ; if we be difcover'd,

I am undone for ever.

'Tipp. Fear not. Madam, we are as fafe here as in a

Convent ; let the Knot be firft ty*d, and then you need

not care a Button for 'em all you know. Madam,
this is to be your Wedding-Day , 'tis time to prepare

your felf.

Pheh. O 'Tif-pst, 'tis what I always wifh'd for, but

now 'tis fo near, methinks I dread it.

AIR n. Once I was a Fool enough to love a Woman.

When Maids to love are won.

Like mine their Wijhes foar^

'The Pajfion leads us on

To Jo-js unknown hefore :

With Extafj,

We forwardfly,

To tafl:e the mighty Blejfing :

But when we come

To meet our Doof?i,

We tremble at pojfejfmg,

Tipp.



the B E G/G A R*s Wedding. 49
T^ipp, Never fear , Madam , *cis but venturing

bravely once for all ; Marriage is but a Leap which

moft Women take fooner or later; and you know,

Madam, as in War, fo in Love, Fortune generally fa-

vours the Brave.

AIR in. There was a pretty Gijrl.

Sure Marriage is a fine things

It is fo common grown ; fal, laly lal, &c.
7/ is a Bait which all

Do /wallow glibly down
-f fal, lal, lal, &c.

^0 anfwer ExpeEiation,

Such Joys itjhou'd difpence ;

^0 recompence the Fools it makes.

By char?ning ev*ry Senfe.

faJ, lal, lal, &c.

IPheh, Come, Tippet, I Ihall want your Affiftance.

[ Exit.

Enter Grigg.

Grig. Thus let me welcome thee, my Dear, to our

Habitation. [ kijjing.

Tipp. Out begone
Grigg. I'm fure you love kifling, my Dear, or you

are no Waiting-Maid.

^ipp. I'm lure npthing in that Garb fhall ever tempt
me. Who have we got here, in the Name of Won-
der ? Our Gentleman's Gentleman metamorphisM
into a down-right Beggar ha, ha, ha !

—

Grig. *TisaTitleI glory in, my Dear, and wou'd
rather be an humble Beggar, than the bed Lord's

Footman in the Kingdom Tho' we be poor, we
are our own Mafters -, and the Clothes we wear, tho'

ragged, are Iliil our own,

G fip.
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Tipp. Ha, ha^ ha ! diverting enough -—— and

fo you want a Miftrefs to carry your Wallet for you
- ha, ha, ha !

AIR IV. When firft I faw my Nancfi Face.

"Tis time to wed when Beggars wooy
Can Love and Poverty agree ?

When nought hut Rags appear in view,

What Fool would fell her Liberty ?

jimongji your Tribe then neverfear,

Tou will obtain a Spoufe^ my Dear ;

Whofe Back and Sides /ball ever bear

The Curfe of Want, and Load of Care.

A I R V. Coilier*s Daughter.

Grig. My Dear, why thus uneafy ?

Let's he blith and merry O ;

I'll ftng a Tune to -pleafe thee^

Anl make thy Heart full cheary 0,

Fat, lal, lal, la, &c. [ dances about her.

Since you're for finging, my Dear, have at you —*—

•

well, how do you likem" now ha !

Tipp. Not half fo well as you like your felf, I dare

fwear.

. Grig. I fhould be forry for that, my Dear, for I know
you love me, and I love you, and fo we'll love whillt

Joving is good.

Tipp. Impudence to excefs ! I Ihould be highly

preferr'd indeed Away- I'm call'd remem-

ber as you deferve, I'll reward you. [Exit.

Grig. Go thy ways for a true Daughter of Eve—now

for my EmbalTy^—I'll firft call upon my Brother Guefts,

and then deliver my Letter in my way home.
[Exit,

SCEN E
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SCENE 11.

Cant, Gage, Mmnp, Scrip, Swah,

.

Cant. Come, come along, here we'll expe<ft the Sum-
mons.

Gage. Ay, as you fay, here we mull attend •, the Time
is near at hand.

Mump. We Ihall have a MeiTenger fliortly.

Scrip. To invite us to a rare living, my Lads.,

Swab, ril warrant ye your Bellies full, for the King
is no Flinchcr.

Gage. Ay, ay. We fhall All fare delicioufly.

AIR VI. Abbot of Cafjterhury.

When Beggars do marry for better for worfe,

'Tho* it happens we have not one Soufe in our Purfe ;

Like true Man and Wife in Wedlock we fwing,

^ho* we beg all the Day, fill at Night we can fing

Derry down, down, hey derry down.

To them Grigg.

Grig. Well met, my Friends, I fee ye're punflual to

a Minute.

Cant. Always, Brother Grigg, when there's fleck and
Bouze in the Cafe.

Gage. Are all Things in a Readinefs .? fhall live live to

Day, you young Dog you, ha?

Mum. And (hall we get drunk into the Bargain, Sir-

rah, eh ?—

—

G 2 Grig,
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Grig. Without Doubt what, a Wedding and not

drunk out you puny Rafkals : Come, come tuck up
your Rags, and away •, I'll bat ftep for a Parfon to ftitch

my Matter and his young Doxy together, and will be
with you in an Inftant.

Otnnes. Away, away to the Wedding Boys all.

Grig. Hold,—I hear a noife of Paffengers—to your
Poftures.

Enter Quorum and Conftables.

Cant. Blefs your noble Honour.
Grig. One poor Penny amongft us all.

Gage. Deaf and Dumb'
Mum. Lame and Blind

Scrip. Aw, aw, aw-

Swab. Heaven reward your Worfhip, confider the

Poor.

Grig. Poor Objefls of Pity and Compaflion ; who
will pray for your Honour Night and Day,
^or. Take this amongft you, Villains.

\_Strikes *em„

Grig. May Health and Happinefs attend you.

^wr. Ha ! methinks I know that Voice and
Face, [afide'] Honeft Friend, a word with you.

Grig. \_afidi\ Sure Pm not difcover*d if he

fhou'd know me, I'm undone for ever. Blefs your good
Worfhip
^or. 'Tis the very fame—-here feize this Fellow

inftantly-*— I know you. Rogue, through all your

Difguife.

Confiab. Come, Sirrah, have we found you at laft ?

Grig. Dear Sir, your Worfhip muft be miftaken :

I'm but a poor Beggar, as you fee, that lives by Cha-

rity.

^wr. No, you Rogue, you are the very Villain

that entertain'd me with a pack of Lies, 'till your

Accomplice
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Accomplice ftole away my Daughter -, away with him
this Inftant.

Grig. O worthy Sir, but one Word before I go——«.

hear me one Word in private.

Conjiab. By no means, you Dog, have you a Defign

upon his Worfhip's Life, you Scoundrel ?

^or. Hold, let us hear what he can fay for him-
felf however——but firft fearch him for fear of

Danger.
Grig. Then all's difcover'd no hopes left

poor me mull fuffer—Well, Griggs thou art an unfor-

tunate Dog, that's certain dear Tib, my Spoufe that

Ihou'd ha' been, adieu~—

-

Cant, Alas ! poor Brother !

Ga^. What ftiall we do f

Mu7nP. I fear all our Feafting is turn'd into no-

thing.

Scrip. Let us away left we Ihare his Fate.

Swab. Bloody Rogues ! let us fneak off one by one,

and acquaint the King of this Difafter foftly for

fear of Sufpicion. \_Exeunt.

^wr. Ha ! a Letter, fay you ? let me fee it- per-

haps it may make a Difcovery. [Reads,.

" Sir, pleafe to let the Bearer wait upon you to my
" liOdgings, where a young Lady and I wait your Pre-
*' fence, in order to be for ever united : be as expedi-
*' ditious as pollible, left Delays ftiou'd prove dange-
** rous to yours

Hefiry Hunter,

I'll hunt you with a Vengeance -Come, Sirrah, this

moment conduft me thither, or I'll fend you where
you (hall never more behold the Light, but at your
Execution.

Grig. Dear honourable Sir

^lor. Not another Syllable, or you are immediately

gone be quick, lead on, or die.

Grig. Then fhall I be hang'd for a Traytor : So that

cither way nothing but Death is before me -— but of

two
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two Evils, the leaft is to be chofen —- come, Sir, I {u\>
mit ah, poor Grigg.

AIR VII. As I gang'd down to yonder Town.

jiias poor Grigg ! 1 mujl away^
Where pity ne*er can find 7ne \

Hard Fate upon my Wedding-Day

^

'To leave my Bride behind me

:

What tho^ to day my Back does bleed.

With Anguifh, Pain and Sorrow ;

/*// bear it all^ fo 'tis decr»ed

That Tib be mine to Morrow,
[Exeunt^

SCENE III.

Hunter, Phebe, Tippet.

Hunt. Now, my Dear, the Time ii come which
makes me the happy PofTefTor of the moft lovely qf
her Sex, I hope a few Moments more will make us one
for ever.

Pheb. And if Love and Obedience can recompence

your Goodnefs, and reward your wond'rous Care, you
fhall be doubly happy but methinks I hear a ftrange

kind of Noife in the Houfe.

Hunt. O my dear, 'cis an odd kind of an Entertain-

ment, which the kind Gentleman of the Houfe has per-

par'd to celebrate our Nuptials with; who, by me, en-

treats your ftrefence to a Beggar's Wedding, which he

is curious to have perform'd in his own Houfe, in order

to divert you.

Pheb. His good Nature gives him too much trouble

;

Pd rather not go.

Tip. O Madam, that wou'd be unkind indeed.

Hunt.
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Hunt. Let me prevail upon you, Madam ; the Com-

pany are all this Minute leated in the next Room, and
only wait your coming.

Pheb. If you requeit it, fure I muft comply : for

what is there in Phek's Power fhe can deny her Plunter,

AIR VIII. In ancient Days in Britain's Ifle.

Hunt. Soft 'Turtles thui on ever-j Spray

Their teuderejl Love impart j

Pheb. Sit fondly cooing all the Day,

To charm each other's Heart :

Hunt. My ravifh'd Fancy flill cou'd dwells

On thy fuferior Charms ;

Pheb. Without thee every Place is Hell^

But Heaven ix^ithin thy Arms,

\Uxeunt.

S C EN E IV.

Chaiinter^ Cant, Gage, Mump, Scrip, Swab, Mrs. Chamt-
ter, Strumer, Mopfey, Blouze, Drab, Manchet^

Tib Tatter.

Chaun. This is a Misfortune indeed, my Friends, to

have our Bridegroom fnatch'd away on his Wedding-
Day •, but we muft take care to get him off as foon as

pofiible in the mean time, fince we are all met, Prn
relblv'd to have a Wedding Tome way or other.

Omnes, A Wedding, a Wedding, a Wedding.

A I R IX. Let's be merry, fill your Glafies,

Chaun. Why fhou'd Sorrow difcompofe us.

When we meet thus o'er our Bowls ?

What, thd* Fortune does oppofe us.

Spite of Fate we're jolly Souls.

iTiZ^ la. Id, la, cce.

Hunter,
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Hunter, Phehe, Tippet.

Moft kindly welcome, fair Lady be feared pray

now all falute the happy Pair.

Omnes. Long live our Prince, and ftrincefs.

Hunt. We thank you heartily Well, Sir is every

thing ready ?

Chaun. Anon, good Sir.

Quorum and Conftables with Grigg.

^or. Blefs my Eyes ! what do I fee ? my Daughter
amongft a Crew of Beggars this inftant feize *eirt

all.

Chaun. Hold, Gentlemen, not a Man ftir on pain of

Death.
^ior. Fly, fly, ye Villains-;—feize 'em—knock *em

down— fly

Chaun. Nay then have at ye.

[The Beggars heat off the Conflahles.

ConJlaUes, A Refcue, a Refcue, a Refcue,

[Exeunt.

Grig. Now, Mr. Alderman, in my turn, I arreft you
in the noble King Chaunter's Name.

Chaun. Well done, Grigg ; and we'll teach him to

break the Peace again in our ftrefence -, for know,
Mr. ^iorum^ your CommifTion of the Peace, will not

avail you here a Rag. You are now in the King of

the Beggars JurifdiAion, and be aflur'd we'll aflert our

Power.
^or. This is Infolence infupp ortable— 11 trounce

ye all—and as for you, you Robber of myHoufe and
Daughter, you fhall be doubly puniih'd.

Hunt. Sir, I never meant to wrong you : what I

have done was occafion'd by your unjuft dealing with

'me.

^or. Racks and Tortures ! upbraided to my Face.

—

Chaun.
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Chaun. Lookee, Sir, Paflion fignifies nothing hercj

what's paft we gracioufly overfee ; and to convince you
of our Refpedt towards you, you are now at your .Li*

berty to depart when you pleafe ; but if you ftay, you
fhall be welcome to the Beggar's Wedding, which we
are juft about to celebrate for the diverfion of my Son
and your Daughter there.

^or. Your Son ! Death and Hell is Hunter

your Son ?

Chaun. Ay, Sir, and what then ? without Difpa-

ragement he is not inferior to you or your Daughter
either : For tho' I'm but a Beggar, I here engage to

lay down Penny for Penny, if not double the Fortune
you can give her.

^or. Pray, Sir, rellore me my Girl, and every

thing elfe is forgiven.

Chuun. Nay, Sir, to let you fee I don't think her io

great a Bargain, I don't care if you do take her.

Pheh. Wonders incredible!—O how I dread my an-

gry Father : If you forfake me now I fhall furely die :

Tho' you have deceiv'd me in Appearance, I can't

think of parting with you.

Hunt. Alas, my Dear ! and flill I fear we muft—

—

by Heaven I will not bear ir,

Pheh. Ah me ! I wou'd rather fuffer a thoufand

Deaths than go Home again, or be expos'd to the Se-

verity of my Father.

A I R XI. Conforzo Efcofla,

O can I leave thee, [bia

"J^hou dearefi T'reafure ?

Ceafe to bereave me

Of ev^r'j Pkafure.

'Think on our lofi Joy,

Jufi atpoffeffing,

^Twill Life defray ;

Of ev'r^ Blefpi^ii-
' 'if AIR
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AIR XII. Did ever Swain a Nymph adore.

Hunt. SoonerJhall Fijh in Waters hurn^

I'he fcorching Sun congealed appear ;

Sooner Jhall Ages pafi^eturn^

And Seafons quite invert the Tear

:

SoonerJhall all Things ceaje to be,

Than I will part Jrom lovel'j thee,

Mris. Chaun. Sure Pm deceived, or that lhou*d be
my Brother,

^0. Hey day ! are you diftrafted too ?

Mrs. Chaun. Hold, Sir, had you not once a Sifter,

and an only Son ?

^or. I had methinks I begin to know that

Face.

Mrs. Chaun. Look well upon me were they not

both miffing at one and the fame time ?

Quorum. Too true,- and never heard of fince.

Mrs. Chaun. Then I'm that Sifter, and here's your
only Son--—your true Name is Hunter,

^or. O all ye Powers ! What Wonders do you tell

me !—

—

Chaun. The Story, Mr. Alderman, is too long to ac-

quaint you with now ; let it fuffice that they were both
carry'd away by me amongft a Gang of Gypfies, when
you was in Confinement r your Sifter i have fince

marry'd, and brought up your Son like a Gentle-

man, but never knew him to be yours till this Mo-
ment, and Ihou'd be glad to hear the particulars which
occafion'd this Revolution in your Fortune.

^or. In a Word then, I made my Efcape with fome
others out of Prifon, and taking with me all I had in

the World , I embark'd on Board a Merchant-Man,
made a few Trading Voyages, and not many Years

after return'd to Dublin, with fomething confiderable,

fettled in this End of the Town, chang'd my Name,
and am at laft arriv'd to what you now fee me, an

Alderman
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Alderman of this City And now ye're wel"

come, welcome all : This D^y has made my Happi-
nefs compleat.

Fheb. Alas poor Fhehe ! now are thy Hopes blaft^d

indeed : This is an unexpeiled Turn of Fortune i you
cannot wed a Brother.

AIR XIII. As I beneath a Myrtle Shade lay mufing.

Sure at my Birth malignant Stars prefidedy

And jhed their laleful Influence around ;

Since from my Love by Nature thus dividsd^

O Powr*s above ! lejfen my torment

^

Pity a tender languiJJjing Maid,

To Ruin thus by Love betray*4»

§luor. No, my deareft Phebe, you Ihall be no lefs

happy than the reft ; I will unravel a Secret, which,

.

perhaps you had never known, were it not upon this

Occafion : for know, you are no Child of mine, but an

Orphan left in my Care, when fo young, that you
never knew a Parent but me. The Eftate which was
left you I have rather encreas'd than diminifli'd, which
now 1 will reftore you, and if you pleafe, may fhare

it with my Son, who henceforward is Heir to all I

have.

Hunt. O happy, happy Change ! now, my Dear,

we fhall be bleft indeed nothing now remains tq

obftruft our mutual Happinefs for eVer.

A I R XIV. A Damfel I'm told.

Of Phebe pjfefs'd,

P?n doubly bleji\

No Pomer on Earth Jhall us fever

^

Secure of thy Charms^
I'll Jive in thofe Arms •,

And thus we'll be happy for ever^ my Dear,

And, ^c,

H 2 Chaun.
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Chaun. And as an Addition to your Felicity, at ipy

deceafe, I'll bequeath you a vafl Fortune I have amafs'd

by Begging. And now to crown our univerfal Joy :

Let us firft fee this Ceremony perform'd, and then

prepare to join this lovely Pair.

Omnes. Huzza now for a Song,

-J^ . We've fail'd the Seas for many a League.

I.

Gri<^, 'Thus crown*d witJo Eafe and ever
'j Joy,

By Beggary we thrive ;

No doubtful Cares our Peace dejiroy,

Ift Pleafure fiill we live.

II.

Cant, On Charity our Hopes depend^

We feldom beg in vain :

.

For Povertfs our only Friend^

Which brings us in our Gain.

III.

Gage. J^nd if our Cant Jloou^d not prevail^

'To get us daily Food

;

By Stratagems zve never fail.

To make our Party good.

IV.

Chaun. Then fill about^ my iolly Boys^

Let's Drink^ Dance ^ Laugh and Sing ,'

For ''Jyho can boajl of nobler Joys,

Than Beggars and their King!--

Grig.
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Grig. And cou'd my Tih think of another Spoufe

whilft I was in Diftrefs—inconflant Girl !

Tib T*^/. Rather unhappy Grigg— you know
I'm not of an Humour to die for Love, if one won'c

another may.

A I R XV. Molly St. George.

Grig. In thy Arm^, my dear Tib, will Iend all Dehal/^

Thus happy defpife all the Frowns of the Great

;

What State can like Beggar'^ in Wedlock agree.,

When dofd with Pojfejjion that Mo?nent we*refree.

Chaun. Come, Princes of the Crutch, and Ladies of

the Ragg, all, all to the Wedding You that are to

be marry'd, ftand forth, and let the Ceremony begin

—

Who's Prieft?

Cant. That am I, moil noble King.

Chaun. And a iandify'd one too exert your Parts,

and fhew your felf worthy your Vocation.

Cant. Pm ready. Sir : All attend the Solemnity --^

—

that you both ftand here to be tack'd together, is not the

Queftion, but whether ye be qualify'd is the Query—

—

Firft then, as ye are true Beggars, without Cant or

Quibble, anfwer me to the Queitions following— Hov/
long, Mr. Bridjgroom^ have you been Mafter of a

Crutch ?

Grig. Ever fince I was able to handle one.

Cant. And you, Mrs. Bride, how long have you been

one of the Siilerhood ?

Tib Tat. So long that I can't remember I ever was any
other.

Ca?7t. Very well thro' what Degrees have ye pall ?

Grig. Thro' every Station of Beggary—-- 1 have been

Pimp, Juggler, Rogue and Maunder.
Tib Tat. And I, Whore, Thief, Bawd and Gypfey.

Cant

,
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Cdnt. Right ye fit like two Tallies- -no two

are better match'd, nor more proper to go together
now attend -

Chaun. Silence the Ceremony begins.

Cant, Without Book or Ring,

Or Prieftcraft or Law^
I wed ye to lie

Both together in Straw:
And when by Confent

Of Wedlock ye're tir^d.

Then part Whore and Rogue,

Wloich is all thafs requir'd.

Chaun. Let the Bride advance, and in token of Obedi-

ence to her Lord and Hufband, perform the Ceremony
of the Crutch, and the Bridegroom as a Mark of Superi-

ority take the ufual Marriage-leap.
[A Crutch is held by two, whichJhe pajfes under, and he

leaps over each thrice.

Let both Kneel, and receive the Beggar's Blefling.

[Kneels.

May Knits, Lice, and Fleas

Divert you at leifure,

Whlljl padding and inumping

Be each other^s Pleafure.

l^ow each falute 'em according to Cuffcom.

[The Men all kifs her, and the Women him»

AIR XVI. Come all ye pretty Maidens.

Grig. Like jolly Beggars thus we'll prove.

Since now the Weddin^-.s o'er ;

WeHl love and live, and live and love.

Till zve can love no more, fal, led, lal, la, Zzc.

Tib.
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Tik fat. With all my Heart, my Dear, I warrant

I'll not be behind-hand with you in Matters of Love.

AIR XVII. Ellen a Roon,

How hajhful Maids appear

i

Till once thefre trfd^ \

But they foon banijlj Fear^

Commencing Bride ^

Were Wives a£ur*d to he

Pojfefi^d of Liberty,,

Sure Marriage then wou'd be

Wholly our Pride.

Chaun. *Tis now time to partake of our Banquet,

Grigg, fee that every Thing be ready.

AIR XVIII. Bonny Lad, come lay thy Pipe down.

Hunt. N01V ?ny, dear Charmer, our Troubles are o'er^

At lafi Love triumphant ill Fortune controuh ;

Thus happy ten thoufand new Joys we^ll explore,^

And with mutual Confiancy folace our Souls.

No more (hall falje Pleafure enervate my Mind,
I here bid adieu to all Bus^nefs and Strife ;

By Woman alone all our Blifs is refin'd.

For Phebe'j the Joy of ?ny Life.

AIR XIX. An Iri/h Tune.

Phebc. Thus with thee delighted.

All my Love's requited^

For thine my Heart fhall never part.

Till both in one united :

FJow our Hopes poffeffing.

We'll enjoy the Bleffmg^

All our Dg-ys crown'd zvith eafe^

WlAlfl in Love careffng.

^lor.
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^or. Now Brother Chauntef, if you'll be content to

iliare my Houfe with me for the future, and quit this way

of Life, I {hall think my felf happy in your Friendfhip.

Chaun. What, ccafe to be aBeggar,and aMonarch too!

—no. Sir—I would not change my Condition with the

greateft Prinrfiin Europe ^ for there is not one of 'em

all, but envies tne Freedom of us Beggars : whether it be

Peace or War, we ftill are unconcern'd •, we^ are neither

preft for Soldiers, nor put upon hard Duties ; The State

never concerns it felf with us ; and if we do any Thing
unlawful, who'll fue a Beggar ? Mankind pay a kind of

Reverence to us, and make a Confcience of it not to a-

bufe us. As for our Dirt and Uncleannefs, they are with-

out us, and fignifiy nothing at all to true Happinefs ; and

for our Raggs, 'tis to them we chiefly owe our Felicity,

AIR XX. Did you not hear of Boccough,

Whiljl Riches and Honours are courted hy the Greats

I'he Beggar contented enjoys his humble State :

Our Povertfs a Blejftitg alone which 7nakes us free,

^hen who'd not he^ of Beggars^ a Monarch thus like me^.

FINIS.
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