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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
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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.



2.8 The Beggar'x Opera,

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



5|.4 7^^ S^gg^^*-^ Opera.

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
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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

II
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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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