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Dramatis Perfona.

MEN.
Sir Ephraim Purchafe,;

Young Purchafe, his Son ;

Colonel Bellamont

;

Verjuice;

Barnaby

;

A Good Old Knight.

A Cambridge Scholar.

A Fine Gentleman.

A Crofs Old Batchelor.

The Colonel s Man.

WOMEN.
Lady Camfhire Lovebane

;

Maria ;

Mrs. Fallow ;

Kitty j

An Affected Old Maid.

Sir Epbraims Daughter.

A good-natur'd old Maid.

Maria
9

% Maid difguifed.
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A C T I.

SCENE, Londotty in Sir Ephraim** HoufeJ

Sir Eph.

Enter Sir Ephraim and Maria.

F if.be not very repugnant to
your Ladyfhip's Inclinations, I
fhoud be glad to know what
Company you had laft Night

;

you were greatly diverted, I
hear.

Maria. You know, Sir, what Company you al-low me
;

I had Lady Camphire Lovebane, my old ftiff
Aunt, and that

:

Reverie of all GoodWture and
Manners, Mr. Verjuice.

Sir Eph. Nobody d&, Maria ?

.

Ma. No, Sir, nobody elfe, till Mrs. Fallow camem accidentally and brought a Gentleman of her
Acquaintance along with her.
S
Jl

Ep
rh;

Colonel Bellamont, I fuppofe.

c^!h
lf
am

?'
Sil% do 7™ know him?

«„?
r

7? °^
UlTy

'
nor never ^^ unl^s you

undertake touring jUs acquainted • but if he lavs
fiege tc any tort under.my Care, I toll beat up his

B » Quar-
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Quarters, and furprize him when he little thinks the

Enemy fo near him.

Ma. Sir, you have too many Fears about you, to

make a good General ; but one would think Colonel

Bellamont mould give you none, becaufe he is one of

thofe fort of Men I don't like.

Sir Eph. Well, Girl, look to it, your Fate lies

in your own Management ; if you take a Husband

of my chufing, Twenty Thoufand Pounds attends it

;

but if you cater for yourfelf, not a Soufe, by Jupiter!

I am now going to meet your Brother, who is

coming from Cambridge ; and I hope his Behaviour

will be a Spur to your Duty.

Ma. Sir, my Duty rides a very eafy free pace,

and needs no Spur; but as I have no referve in fa-

vour of any particular Perfon, I here promife, when-

ever I marry, it mall be by your Command.
Sir Eph. Well, you know what you have to truft

to ; fo confider on't. [Exit Sir Eph.

Ma. Indeed, my dear Dad, Confideration is not

my Talent ; and 'tis well if I have not. promised and

vow'd more than I am able to perform : for Colonel

Bellamont' s a charming Fellow, that's certain. Here,

Kitty

!

Enter Kitty.

Kitty. Did your Ladyfhip call 3
Madam ?

Ma. Yes, where's my Aunt ?

Kitty. In her Clofet, Madam
y
praying, I fuppoie,

for what will never be granted her.

Ma. What's that, prithy ?

Kitty. A Husband, Madam ; old Maids never

pray for any thing elfe.

Ma. Ha! ha! ha! No, Kitty, I fancy you xe mil-

taken ; Lady Camphire has declaim'd fo long againft

that frightful Creature, Man, that file could not for

lhame marry now, tho' ever fo much to her Advantage,

Well, (he's fafe then • but where's my t'other Ar-

gus, that old Crab-Stick, Verjuice I Kitty.
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Kitty. He's lock'd up too ,* but his Devotions turn

upon another thing, I guefs : and if ever he prays at

all, it is to be deliver *d from Matrimony.

Ma. Do you know who it was told my Father

Colonel Eellamont was here laft Night ?

Kitty. I believe it was he, Madam; forlfawjiim
with my Matter in the Garden this Morning, and
he look'd as if he was doing mifchief.

Ma. So he does always ; prithy help me to con-

trive fome Revenge againft the Monfter.

Kitty. My Invention's very barren, Madam ; but
I faw Mrs. Fallow's Chair coming down Street,

flie will help you out prefently.

Ma. Tell her where I am. [Ex> Kitty.] Blefs

me, this Colonel runs ftrangely in my head ; if he

attacks again, I fear I fhall give ground : for the

moft potent Adverfary we Women can meet with, is

an eloquent Tongue, and a plaufible Temper.

Enter Fallow.

Fal. I begin, my Dear, to reckon it among
my Misfortunes, that I lodge in the fame Houfe
with Colonel Bellamont ; he has been juft bribing me
with his Dutch Maftif to be his Advocate.

Ma. The belt way to get rid of him, is to fay

nothing in his favour.

Fal. If I be filent, he'll fpeak for himfelf ,• he
hears your Father's gone abroad, and intends you
another Vific.

Ma. He keeps excellent Scouts, they bring him
early Intelligence ; but my Father's not behind-
hand with him for Information ; that Spawn of
Spight, old Verjuice, has told him all.

Fal. Oh the filthy Beaft ! how fhall we be revenged

on him ?

Ma. Let's go this minute and contrive it.

Fal. Nay, nay, not now ; the Colonel will be
|iere prefently, and interrupt us,

S $ Ma.
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Ma. Lard, what does the Fellow come for ? Sure

he has not Vanity enough to think I have any Incli-

nation for him ; I believe I mall learn Discretion

from you and Lady Camphire, and refolve to live An-
gle : O Ged ! The Thoughts of a Husband fets

me a quaking like an Ague-Fit.

jptf/.Airs, Airs,my Dear, don't I know that Women
of your Years wifh for nothing more ? and Mar-
riage is certainly a State of the greateft Happinefs,

where Tempers unite.

Ma. Ha 1 ha ! ha ! I'll fwear this is very good
Doctrine to come out of your mouth.

Fal. Why I'll tell you, Maria, when I was as

young as you are, I had the very fame Fancies,

which you, and all young Ladies of Fortune have ;

was fond of my Power, and thought Submiffion a
very ftrange thing, till Time ftole on me unawares,

and now 'tis too late.

Ma. Pirn, how you talk, don't I know you have

at this time as many Lovers as ever Penelope had ?

Fal. Aye Child, Women of Fortune can never

want followers, that we may fee by Mrs. Fulfome,

whofe only Charm is Sixteen Thoufand Pounds • for

tho' fhe has a deform'd Body, a Face fcarce Human,
and a Soul more defpicable than either, there's not a
Beau at Court, an Officer in the Guards, or a Mer-
chant in the City, who does not conftantly pay their

Devoirs at her Levee.

Ma. O Ged, what depraved Appetites thofe Men
Jiave, but Madam, your Qualities and her's are ve-

ry different.

Fal. No matter, Madam, a Woman who is once

turn'd of Forty, and then puts herfelf under Co-
vert Baron, in my opinion forfeits all Pretentions to

Difcretion ; for if fhe marries a young Man, fhe's in

the Decline of her Years, before he comes to the Prime

of his'; and what Comfort there is in an old one^

flaily Experience will tell us.

Ma,
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Ma. As you fay, an old Woman married to a

young Man is a moft ridiculous Sight, as witnefs

poor Lady Would-be-young, who when fhe was a
Widow of Fifty-Five, muft needs marry Squire

Lufty of Five and Twenty; he is now turned

of Thirty, and fhe upwards of Threefcore, yet

would fain be thought as young as he, appears in

publick drefs'd in blufh-colour'd Satin, and as airy as

one of Sixteen, tho' her Head noddles like a piece of

German Clock-Work, and her feeble Legs will

fcarce bear the Weight of her tottering Body.

Fal. For which Reafons, if you intend to marry
at all, do it while you are young; befide, you will

then avoid the odious Name of old Maid, which you
fee me labour under.

Mz.Were I fure to behave myfelf as well under that

Denomination as you do, I would live (ingle on pur-
pofe, for I have often thought you have brought a
new Character on the Stage of Life, and you are

certainly thefirft good-natur'd oldMaid I everfaw.
[a Knocking at the Door yery hard]

Fal. So fo, here comes the Colonel, I think he
beats a Point of War inftead of a Parley ; but I'll

go take a Walk in the Garden, and leave you toge-

ther.

Ma. I am refolv'd I won't be left alone with the

filthy Fellow ; if you go, I'll go too.

Fal. You'll meet with a Repulfe and be beaten

back again, fo you had as good ftand your Ground.
[Exeunt Ambo.

Re-enter Maria* the Colonel after her.

Col. Nay Madam, why do you run away ?

Ma. Becaufe, Colonel, I know 'tis an unfpeaka-

blePleaiure to you to purfue a flying Enemy.
Col. True Child, but I woii'd not put you into

that Number, — I would
Ma, What \vWd you ? I'll fwear you are one of

B 4 the
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the moil troublefome Men upon Earth; Lard what

.wou'd you have ?

Col. Your Eyes and Ears a while, my Charmer,

Ma. One to read your filly Billets, and t'other to

liften to your whtningComplaints ; no, I thank you, I

have better Bufinefs for both.

Col. Nay, Madam,Whining 's quite out of fafhion,

but methinks you might liften to an honeft Truth,

and look with fome pleafure on my afliduous Care

to pleafeyou.

Ma. Hum ! —— an honeft Truth and out of the

Mouth of a Soldier, 'tis fo great a Rarity it muft

be worth hearing ;
prithee what is it ?

Col. That I love you, my Angel, and would give

you the laft Proof of it by marrying you.

Ma. There's a Truth indeed for a Woman of my
Years to liften to 1 Oh Ged ! If I were to be con-

fin'd to one Man, I mould think my Charms were

withering, and (land Knee-deep in Water all day

to keep 'em frefh. No, no, Colonel, Liberty and

Property's the Englifi Cry, fU rove and fU range,

Til love and Til change -till- -high ho— »

Thirty, and then he that holds out longeftfhaii have

me.
Col. Till Thirty! why a Man might take Troy in

Jefs time. Egad Child, your Lovers had need to be

Soldiers, andufed to long Sieges ; but you don't con-

sider, that one of your greateft Charms is Youth,

and when that ceafes, Admiration will do fo to. Come
come, Maria, lay by thofe foolifti Airs, and take an

honeft Fellow while you may have him.

Ma. Well faid Impudence 1 While I may have him

!

Why you talk as if I were at my laft Prayers alrea-

dy, and inftead of Thirty were turn'd of Fifty

;

beiide, what have you ever done to merit my Fa-

vour ? You love Trophies of Victory, fo do I, and

as you hang up your tatter d Standards in Weftmin-

fterrHall, 1 furround my Chamber with the Spoils of

dead
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dead, or dying Lovers ; 'tis much the beft Furniture

I have in't.

Col. That ever Mankind fhou'd bring themfelves

to this ! \_ajtde.~] Madam, how often have I told you,

I love you better than Life, Liberty, or—

-

Ma. Plunder. But fuppofe you do love me,

what's that to me who am told fo by a thoufand

more? Can any thing in Nature have more Affu-

rance than a Man in full Health and Strength with a

frefh Colour and in perfect good Humour, to come

and tell a young Lady he's in Love : No no, Colonel,

when you approach me with pale lean Cheeks,

languid dying Eyes, a Temper four'd by ill Ufage,

and not one civil Word to come out of your mouth,

but what is faid to me ; I may then, perhaps, be-

lieve fome Part of your Tale, and give you leave to

throw off a little Money at Cards with me now and

then.

Col. Aye, but I fliall bring you to my Lure upon
eafier Terms, or I'm miftaken. [apde!\ And you
really think to make fuch a thing of me as you have

defcrib'd ! Now do I know it would tickle that pretty

little Heart of yours, and fill it as full of Vanity as it

could hold, to fee me in this Condition ; but upon my
Soul I can never bring myfelf to this, fo beg you

won't expect it ; I will not fay I deferve you, but as

much as any one can, I do. Oh, how that Frown
becomes you now 1 [Shefrowns]

Ma I fhould be glad, Colonel, to have a fhort

Catalogue of your Deferts from yourfelf, it would
really be very novel to hear an Encomium of your

Parts and Perfon out of your own Mouth.
Col. I am fure, Madam there's fomething in both

which does not difpleafe you ; I am a likely young
Fellow, in an honourable Poft, which may juftify my
Pretentions to you : 'tis true, you are a fine young La-
dy, and may no doubt marry a Lord, but it ever

he loves you half fo well as I do, I'll be branded

with Cowardice, ancj turn Mahometan, M&
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Ma. No matter, I fhall have a Title to make a-

mends ; befides, Colonel, you know my Father hates

a Soldier ; O Lud, if he mould come and catch you
here, I fhouM have a Life like a Dog.

Enter Kitty.

Kitty. Madam, my Matter is j uft come in. [Exit

[Kitty.

Ma. Oh! What mall I do?
Col. Go you down the back Stairs, and leave me

to get oft* as well as I can. [Exit Ma.

.Enter Sir Eph.

Sir Eph. Maria, where are you Child ?

Col. Sir Ephraim Purchafe, I am your moft humble
Servant.

Sir Eph. I thank you, Sir, with all my heart ; but

by my Troth I know not how I came to merit your
Favour.

Col. I have the Misfortune, Sir, of being an entire

Stranger to you myfelf, but my prefent Bufinefs with

you is from an Uncle of mine, Lord Paftall.

Sir Eph. Lord Paftally I have heard much of

that Family, 'tis a very large one, and I believe I

am fomething a-kin to it myfelf.

CoL I believe, Sir Ephraim, you may be a Branch

of it, but my Lord has a mind to be nearer related.

Sir Eph. As how, pray Sir ?

Col. Why, Sir, the Fame of your beautiful Daugh-
ter has reach'd his Ears, and he begs to be admitted

an humble Adorer ; his Lordfhip has Ten Thoufand
Pounds a Yeai*, and will give you leave to name
the young Lady's Jointure ; but as he is pretty well

in Years, he is a little pofitive, and bid me tell you he

will not make above two or three Vilits before he is

married.

Sir Eph. By my Troth he's very hafty, pray how
old may his Lordmip be ?

CoL
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Col O, Sir, for that, we'll let it pafs ; he followed

the wife Maxim of being old when he was young,

which makes him young now he is old : but all the

danger lies, I fear, in the young Lady's Confent.

Sir Eph. Her Confent, ha ! ha ! ha ! if I can't

order my own Children, I have liv'd too long in the

World. When, Sir, will my Lord honour me with

aVifit?
Col He only waits my Return, Sir, to know if

his Vifits are acceptable.

Sir Eph. And are you of the Family of the Paftalls,

Sir?
Col. By the Female-Side, Sir Efhraitn ; but my

Name is Fainwell.

.SzVEph. Oh dear! well, Sir, pray give my hum-

ble Service to my Lord, and tell him I wait his far-

ther Commands ; in the mean time, I mail lay mine

upon my Daughter, to receive him as his Quality

deferves.

Col. Sir, I kifs your Hand, and fly with the joy-

ful News. [Exit Col.

Sir Eph.folus. Well, if I can but get this Girl

married to my mind, the greateft Trouble of my
Life will be over ; I'll try to bring her to it by fair

means ; but if that won't do, the Authority of a

Parent fhall.

Enter Kitty.

Kitty. I thought my Lady had been here, Sir.

Sir Eph. No, but do you go find her, and tell

her I want her. [Ex. Kitty.] This Girl too is

another of my Plagues , and tho' I am afhamed to

own it, even to myfelf, am forced to love her a-

gainft all Refiftance. What a troublefome thing is

Old-Age, when the Follies of Youtfr purfue it ?

Have you found her ?

Enter
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Ent-er Kitty.

Kitty, Yes, Sir, me is juft fet down with Mrs. Eal-
kw to her Tea, and bid me tell you, if your Com-
mands are not very urgent, fhe mould be glad to be
cxcufed for a quarter of an Hour ; if they are, I
am to let her know forthwith.

Sir Eph. No, let her drink her Tea. [Kitty going.]

Stay, Kitty, I think I have fomething to fay to you.
— Ouns, what am I going to do ? No, you may
go; [Kitty going] yet ftay : Kitty, I have obferved
for this Fortnight you have been with my Daugh-
ter——Gads-bud, fure I am running mad
Who is with your Miftrefs, I fay ?

Kitty. Mrs. Fallow, Sir ; nobody elfe.

Sir Eph. Is the Devil in me, to think of marrying
a Chamber-Maid ? No, no, it mull not be. Go
tell your Miflrefs I would fpeak with her.

Kitty. I think the old Gentleman's in a Dream.
Muft I call her before fhe has drank her Tea, Sir ?

Sir Eph. No, I think you need not call her.

Kitty. I am afraid, Sir, you are not well.

•Sir Eph. Not very well in my Senfes, I think

;

but it is in vain to ftruggle with a PafTion which has
been too ftrong for Men of twice my Vigour. In
fhort, Kitty, I have obferv'd fomething in your Per-
fon and Temper which gives me the greateft Satis-

faction : and I believe I fhall marry you. [Kitty

afide^] I don't believe a word on't.

Sir Eph, I know there is fome Difparity in our
Years, but you muft balance that with your Family
and want of Fortune : I fhall very foon difpofe of
your Miftrefs ,• my Son, who will be here prefently,

intends to travel \ and for my own Perfon, I defign

to beftow it upon you
Kitty. A goodly Prefent, I promife you. [Afidei]

Sir, you were pleas'd to fay juft now you were
not very well in your Senfes j and I begin to take



Hhe Sel f-Riva^ ij
you at your word : Sure you forget I am your Ser-

vant, and that fuch an imprudent Action mult of

courfe bring you the Hatred of your Children, as

well as the Contempt of all the World befide. No,

Sir, my Advantage fhall never interfere with the

Duty I owe to fo good a Miftrefs ; and therefore

hope you will think of this Project no more.

Sir Eph. If you have fo little of the Chamber-
Maid in you as to defpife Profit, it adds to your

Worth, and makes you ftill deferve all that I can

give you ; I expected one Denial from yourModefty,

but now 1 expect a Compliance from your pru-

dence.

Kitty, I mould be glad of an Example of that good

Quality from you ; I remember you read my young

Lady a Lecture t'other day, in which you told her,

Happinefs did not confift in the prefent Gratifica-

tion of our Paflions, but in a thoughtful Reflection,

upon Futurity : Now, Sir, if Ihe at Eighteen muflr

not indulge thofe Paflions, fure you, who are in

your grand Climacterick, fhould find it no hard

matter to fubdue 'em. \A Bell rings.'] Sir, my Lady
rings ; I hope you will pleafe to let me wait upon
her.

Sir Eph. Go, [Ex. Kitty.] and may thy Saucinefs

prove an Antidote for my Folly. Death 1 Do I

live to be flighted by a Chamber-Maid!—Oh
for Medea s Art of growing young again

!

[Ex. Sir Eph

Enter Maria and Fallow.

Ma. What, the old Gentleman's gone ; I wonder
how the Colonel got off.

Fal. Oh, Colonel Bellamont's a good Soldier, and,

knows how to make an honourable Retreat.

Ma. Nay, the Man has Wit enough ; but I hate

him becaufe I can give him no pain : the Wretch is

fo very indolent, he makes me no manner of fport.

Enter
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Enter Sir Eph. not minding them.

Sir Eph. Gads-bud, this is not to be borne. Do
I live to turn Fool, and be ufed like an Afs ?

Ma. Hey-day! what's the matter now > Did
you want me, Sir ?

Sir Eph. Want you, Sir ; what if I did> Sir ? you
thought fit to come when you pleas'd.

Ma. Sir, I fent my Maid.
Sir Eph. I know you fent your Maid ,• but you

had better have kept her.

Ma. Sir, if fhehas faid any thing to difoblige you,

I won't keep her another Hour.
Sir Eph. I muft be calm, or I fhall difcover my-

felf. [AJide.~] No, no, fhe has faid nothing to me 5

but I am vex'd upon another account.

Fal. Sir Ephraim, I heard you were gone to meet
your Son from Cambridge ; is he come yet ?

Sir Eph. Yes, Madam, he is come ; but fo flrangely

alter'd, I had much ado to know the Boy : I left

him to drink a Bottle with his Companions that

came in the Coach with him ; he'll be here pre-

fently.

Ma. Sir, here was a Gentleman in the Dining-
Room ; I fancied he wanted you ; did you fee him ?

Sir Eph. Yes ; but his Bufinefs was as much with
you as me.

Ma. Sure he has found out who it is. \Afide^\

With me, Sir ! I wonder he did not ask for me,
then. May I know what his bufinefs was ?

Sir Eph. That I fhall tell you by-and-by ; but,

Mrs. Fallow, I have a fmall Requeft to beg of you.

Fal. I am forry, Sir Efhraim, it is a fmall one ;

there will be the kfs thanks due, when granted :

however, pray let me hear it.

Sir Eph. Why, as I believe you had no defign in

bringing Colonel Bellamont here laft Night, I beg
you will introduce him no more.

Ma.
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Ma. Aye, aye, it muft be Co; he has certainly

found him out. \Afide^\

Fal. If that be all, Sir Ephraim, I here give you

my word I will oblige you.

Sir Eph. Madam, I thank you ; but I hear a

Coach ftop, 'tis my Boy, I believe. [£x Sir Eph.

Ma. Now is my Curiofity up in Arms to know
what this Creature has done.

Fal. Done! for my part, I believe he has ask'd

your Father's Confent.

Ma. If he has, I'll give him my word he (hall ne-

ver have mine ,• for then the next thing will be my
Confinement.

And Woman9
s Will can never bear the Rein ;

Til have my Freedom, or Fit break my Chain.

ACT II.

Enter Sir Eph. Young Purchafe and Maria.

Sir Eph* 21111188 Ethinks, Frederick, I could con-

fent to this travelling Propofal of

yours, were I fure Improvement

were your Defign ; but to me it

rather look'd with an Air of Difcontent than Cu-
riofity.

Young Pur. Sir, I muft own I defpife the World,

yet have a mind to fee it.

Ma. Now will I be hang'd if this ben't fome Love-

Qualm ; for Cambridge Air, they fay, makes People

very amorous, -Sir
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Br Eph. Why,what a pize, ar't fallen out with the

World before thou art well got into't ? By my Troth,
Boy, thou art too young of all Confcience for a Sto-

ick. Gads-bud, at this rate, you'll grow old be-

fore your Father : why, I can drink my Glafs, crack

my Jeft, make one in a Country-Dance, and laugh as
heartily at a good Comedy as I could have done for-

ty Years ago ; and I proteft I can look at a pretty

Girl with as much Pleafure as ever I did in my Life.

Ma. Look at her ! aye, in my Confcience, and
that's all. [Afide*

Sir Eph. Well, Boy, if you are refoiv'd to take a
Ramble, I won't hinder you ; but you ihali flay and
dance at your Sifter's Wedding firft.

Ma. At my Wedding, Sir i why am I going to be

married then? \%\\

5/VEph. Yes, forfooth, you are; and that very

fuddenly too.

Ma* I hope I fhall have the Pleafure of a little

Courtlhip firit : May I know his Name ?

Sir Eph. I warrant thee, Girl, thou fhalt have

Courtlhip and Ladyfhip ; but it is time enough to

know his Name when you are going to lay down
your own.

Toung Pur. I hope, Sir, you don't defign to force

my Sifter's Inclinations.

Sir Eph. Not force 'em ! by my troth but I will,

if they don't comply without it : we mould have a

fine World indeed, if young Wenches were to be

their own Carvers.

Enter a Maid-Servant,

Maid. Madam, Mrs. Kitty is gone away.

Sir Eph. Gone ! where is fhe gone ?

Maid. I don't know, Sir; when fhe was at the

Door, fhe bid me tell my Lady fhe could ftay no

longer, and fhe would let her know the Caufe in a

little time.
Sir
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Sir Eph. Ads-bobs I'll have her found, if fhe be

within the County of Middlesex. Come and mow
me which way fhe went. [Exit Sir Eph

.

Young Pur. What Kitty is this that has put the
old Gentleman in fuch a Rage?
Ma. A Girl I have not had above a Fortnight, I

am amazed at her fudden Departure. I always ufed
her well for your fake ; tho' fhe was no more fit for
my Servant than I was for her's.

Toung Pur. I don't understand you, Maria ; is your
Maid's Intereft mix'd with mine ?

Ma. No, but (he came recommended to me from
your Friend young Hartfree's Sifter, the fair Emilia,

whom I have heard you figh for.

Toung Pur. Oh name her not ! did you but know
what I daily fuller for that lovely Falfe-one, you
would pity your poor defpairing Brother, and lave
his Ears a Sound that rends his Heart.
Ma. Is it poffible you can be fo weak as you make

yourfelf ? and whine thus for another Man's Wife >

You fent me word fhe was married.
Toung Pur. Ah ! Maria, you talk like a happy No-

vice, like one a Stranger to the Pains I feel ; had
you the leaft Notion of Love, or had ever feen her
blooming Youth and Beauty; had you heard her
fprightly lively Wit, and been a Witnefs to her fofr,

fweet, engaging Temper; you wou'd then own with
me, her Charms are irrefiftible.

Ma. And is this the Logick and Ethicks, as you
call it, you have been readying all this while ? O
Ged ! how I could laugh at you now ! but Sir Ephraim
has put me out of humour with this Wedding he
tells me of ; I wonder who it is he would facrifice
me to, if I were fool enough to comply }

Toung Pur. 'Tis pity we mould both be unhappy
;

but I can tell you ; Lord ?aftall has fent to be ad-
mitted, and my Father feems refoiv'd to give you
to him.

Vol. I. C M*.
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Ma. Lord Paftall ! is he the Man ? Why he's

Colonel Bellamont's Uncle.

Young Pur. The fame ; but what have you done

with the Colonel ?

Ma. Why, I disbanded him, to pleafe the Houfe

;

but believe I fhall lift him again, if this News prove

true.

Toung Pur. Well, I know not how to advife ;

there's a Father's Commands, and a Woman's In-

clinations to clafh, both perhaps very refolute : fo

I'll leave you, to prepare for my Journey. [Going, hut

turns back.~) Do you expect your Maid again ? me-
thinks I would fain fee her, becaufe you fay fhe

came from Emilia.

Ma. I am fo much at a lofs to find out why fhe

went, that I know not what to think ; but if I fee

her again, you fhall. [Ex. Young Pur
m

Enter Mrs. Fallow.

Fal. I wonder what the Colonel's Man wants
with Mr. Verjuice • he's below enquiring for him.

.
Ma. Now you talk of the Colonel, I am going to

(yome married, Child.

Fal. When ?

Ma. I don't know.
Fal. To whom ?

Ma. I can't tell.

Fal. Pugh ! you banter me.
Ma. I don't indeed $ 'tis true, neither my Father

nor I have ever feen him ; but I am to have him for

all thai: : nay, for ought I know, I am married al-

ready by Proxy : You know all Stations of Life imi-

tate thofe above them ; which we may fee by the

Cobler's Wife in her Velvet Scarf, and the Chim-
ney-Sweeper's Daughter with her Gold-Watch.

Enter Toung Purchafe.

I wonder Sir Ephraim has never found out fome aged

Piece of Quality for my Brother here. Old Folks

dearly love to prefer one another. Toung
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Young Pur. He's for a tenderer Morfel himfelf, or

I'm miftaken.

Fal. That, Sir, is becaufe his Teeth are not fo

good as your's.

Young Pur., But, Madam, if he mould make me
live upon Whit-Leather, my Teeth would foon be

as bad as his own ; he is fo ftrangely ruffled about

my Sifter's Maid that's gone away, I can't get one

word out of him about my own Affair.

Ma. I believe he has made love to her, and flics

run away for fear : I'll fwear it would look with an
air of great Prudence, to fee him marry me to an

old Man, and chufe a Girl for himfelf. How Na-
ture laughs at fuch Contrivances ! But where's his

great Advifer, Mr. Verjuice *

Young Pur. Gone out with a Fellow in Red. Prithee

what is this Verjuice ? his Name fets my Teeth on
edge.

Ma. Oh ! a very honeft Fellow ; one that would
at any time pawn either Body or Soul for Mifchief,

or Money : my Father picked him up at the Spaws,

and brought him home, I fuppofe, to be a Spy upon
me.

Young Pur. Is not Lady Camphire Lovebane a fuffi-

cient Guard for you, with her Affectation and III-*

nature ?

Fal. Which Qualities are, generally fpeaking, the

conftant Attendants of us old Maids ; tho' being

peevifh, is telling the World how much we repine at

our Condition : and, for that reafon, I always fpeak

well of Matrimony.
Mar. How unlike to this is my good Aunt within,

who pretends to hate the very name on
3

t ; and, for

fear of being put in mind, has tore it quite out of
her Common-Prayer Book, fays 'tis a very ufelefs

Part of the Liturgy, and fhould be in nobody's Book
but the Parfon's.

C * Tqvw
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Young Pur. That's becaufe fhe would not be tanta-

lized ; but fee ! (he's coming.

Ma, Let us vex her a little.

Enter Lady Camphire.

Fal I am forry your Ladyfhip did not come a

little fooner to mare my Mortification ; this cruel

Niece of your's fays Ihe's fure no Woman ever liv'd

fingle till thirty, who had it in her power to be other-

wife.

Lady Cam. Sadnefs, I wonder at my Niece ; her

Tongue is always running on what Ihe does not un-

derftand.

Ma. I only judge of other People by myfelf, Ma-
dam ; I own it would give me the height of Chagrin,

if I thought the Men did not think me worth court-

ing.

Lady Cam. Faugh ! how can you defire a Man's

Company upon any Terms? I am amazed, Mrs. Fal-

low, you mould have employ'd your time on fo filthy

a Subject, as all muft needs be, where the Men are

concern'd. Oh ! what fweet Lives did the Amazons

lead ? a whole Nation of Women, governed by their

own Laws! Oh happy People! that there were

fuch a State now

!

YwngVur. Sure, Madam, if there were, your La-

dyfhip would not be a Member of it, becaufe of the

Cuftom of going fometimes to filthy Man.

Lady Cam. That, Nephew, was Neceflity; and

fince Nature has been fo improvident, as to provide

no other way of propagating our Species, 'tis a Duty

incumbent on us all.

Fal. If that be your Ladyfhip's Opinion, I won-

der you have been fo remifs in your Duty that way

yourfeif.

Lady Cam. There are People enough in the world

to excufe me ; but I muft own I have been a little too

cruel.
Ma,
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Ma. I dare fwear no body but yourfelf ever

thought fo. [Afide.']

Lady Cam. How many Men of Quality have I had
at my feet, whom I did not regard ! There was
poor Lord Sippington fretted himfelf into a Con-
sumption upon my account ; and that great Sportf-

man, Sir Noifey Rockwood, not able to bear my Scorn,

went in a Fit of Defpair, and married Mrs. Sarah
Maidenly j tho* he always faid he could love nobody
but me.

Ma. [to Mrs. Fal.] Was ever any thing fo ridicu-

lous ! I have heard my Mother fay, {he was never
ask'd to marry in her Life : but was fo fond, that if

ihe had not been ftric~tly watch'd, fhe had run away
with the Butler.

Lady Cam. What does my Niece fay, Mrs. Fallow ?

Fal. That fhe has heard her Mother fay, your
Ladyfhip had always fuch an Averfion to Men, that

ihe has known you keep your Chamber for Months
together, becaufe you could not bear the fight of the
Butler and Footmen, when they waited at Table.

Lady Cam. Well, that's very true, I own it was
carrying the thing a little too far, but I could not
help it ; I never fpoke to a Man, unlefs my Father,
till I was turn'd of Two-and-twenty : the Gentlemen
who ufed to vifit at our Houfe, always calfd me the
inacceffible Lady.

Young Pur. I never heard of anybody in my life

that had fuch ftridt Notions of Modefty
; your La-

dyfhip would have made an excellent Nun.
Lady Cam. I have oft lamented the Misfortune of

our Nation, that we have not that agreeable Society
among us ; could I get the Parliament to confent to

it, I would build a Nunnery myfelf, and fettle my
whole Fortune upon it.

Ma. And be Lady Abbefs yourfelf, Madam f but
I hope your Nuns muft not obferve fuch ftricT: Rules
as they do abroad ; I doubt, perpetual Confinement,

C 3 Pe-
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Penance, and Midnight-Prayer, will never agree with

our Englift* Ladies : if you expect thofe of them, I

fancy you will gain but few Profelytes.

Lady Cam. Dear Niece, that you fhould think I

would have any of the ftricl part abated! Penance,

indeed, our Church does not allow of ; but for every

thing elfe, I would have it moft religioufly obferv'd

:

and this would hinder all defire of things which the

Order would not admit of. I would have Plato's

Rules of Love only practifed.

Young Pur. Mad, as I live ! ftark mad 1

Ma. I find, Madam, I (hall never be one of your

Society • my Notion of Things is not fo very ab^
itra&ed ; I own I have a little more of the grofs in

me : and what they call Platonick Love, is to mQ
the greater!: Jeft in Nature, and feems as inconfiftent

with our Nature as being invifible.

Lady Cam. I extremely wonder at your Tafte,

Child, when I confider from what Blood you are

fprung ;
you have too little of your Mother's Far*

mily in you, which was always fo remarkable for

that Purity I find you want : Our great Grand-
father, Sir Frofiy Lovebane, married Dame Chafiity

Camphire, who was Maid of Honour to Queen Eli~

%,abeih, and he was knighted by that glorious Vir-?

gin, and was the firft of our Family who was
ennobled ; for King James, at his Acceflion to the

Crown, created him Baron Iceby, and afterwards

Earl of Smwington in tlje Highlands of Scotland: He
iiv'd to be Ninety-five Years of age.

Ma. For goodnefs fake interrupt her, or fhe will

never have done, now fhe has begun with her Fami-
ly : I have known her tell a Tale of it three Hours:,

long, and then had not got to the Union of Tork and
Laneafter.

Jbung Pur; Come, Ladies, who's for the Play to-?

$igl}t ? I believe 'tis almoft time.



The Self-Ri val. 23
Lady Cam. Sadnefs ! that ever People mould give

their minds to fuch vain empty things ! Come,

Mrs. Fallow, if you will go along with me, we'll

firft drink a Dim of Tea, and then I'll read you a

little Treatife I writ myielf upon Vanity.

Fal. Madam, you can write nothing but what

muft be worth hearing. I attend you.

Lady Cam. Come then. [Exeunt Ambo.

Young Pur. The worft-match'd Pair in Chriftendom

;

one all Good-Humour, Eafe, and Freedom • t'other

all Ill-Nature, Pride, and ArTe&ation.

Ma. A juft Remark, I confefs ; but let us go and

fee whether the old Gentleman be reconciled to his

Lofs.

Tou.?ur. I wifh I could be reconciled to mine.

[Ex. Ambo.

[Scene changes to Colonel Bellamont'i
1 Lodgings ; the Col.

and Verjuice^/- at a 'table with Wine before 'em.']

Col. Come, Mr. Verjuice, why don't you drink your

Wine ?

Ver. Becaufe I don't love it, Sir,

Col. I'm forry for't ; I thought every honefl: Fel-

low had lov'd his Bottle.

Ver. Ha ! ha ! ha i If none but honeft Fellows

were to drink Wine, one Vintage would ferve till

the Refurrection ; I don't believe there's an honeft

Man betwixt Nova Zemhla and the Streights of

Magellan.

Col. I hope, My. Verjuice, you exclude yourfelf.

Ver. Sir, I exclude nobody.

Col. That's hard ; I was in hopes to have made
you my Friend.

Ver. Lockye, Sir, I have no Notion of what the

World calls Friendfhip ; nor do I take it for any

thing but Sound, mere Sound ! Draw up a Cata-

logue of all thofe who call themfelves your Friends,

and ten to one whether in five hundred Perfons,

there isone finale Mortal who will do you the leaft

C 4 Ser-
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Service, but promife like the Devil, the/ they are
not half fo honeft in performing. No, Colonel, I

neither have, or defire any Friend but Money ; and
if ever I do any Man a piece of fervice, that muft
be my Inducement.

Col I wonder, Mr. Verjuice, you fhould fay you
are not an honeft Man ; upon my Soul, I never heard
an honefter Declaration in my Life : Come, Sir, I

love plain Dealing as well as you do ; and, without
any farther Preamble, I muft tell you I have a defign

upon the Daughter of Sir Ephraim Purchafe • [pulls

out a Purfe, and lays it down by him] I have addrefs'd
her for fome time : but as Women of her Coquet
Temper encourage all Men alike, I have not gain'd

that ground I expected ; for which reafon, I intend

to try another Expedient, but can do nothing with-
out your affiftance.

Ver. [Eying the Purfe.~] Why, I believe I mail be
inclined to ferve you, when you have told me how.

Col. That I fhall do very briefly ; and, by way of
Preludium, defire you will accept of this Purfe ; 'tis

lined with fomething that will pleafe you :
:

and when
the work is over, I believe I can tell where to find a
fellow to it.

Ver. W7

ell, Sir, I have already told you this is the

Friendfhip I like ,• and if I can return it in fome-
thing that will pleafe you as well, why you will, I

fuppofe, be fatdsfy'd.

Col. True, Sir, and now to the purpofe : In the

firft place, you are to know I am a younger Brother,

and have not much more than my CommifTion to

truft to ; and how foon I may be reduced to Half-
Pay, I know not ; for which reafon, I would fecure

Maria and her twenty thoufand Pounds, which will

be a comfortable Recruit whenever t'other happens.

Ver. I wont fay 'tis impoffible to get the Girl, but

how will you fecure her Fortune ?

m
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Col. I'll run the hazard of that; Time will recon-

cile all things ; and Sir Ephraim, when he dies, will

certainly leave his Money behind him : befide, if I

marry her with his own Confent, there will be no

great difficulty.

Ver. True ; but how the Devil do you expect to

get it ?

Col. That I am now to tell you ; I intend to dif-

guife myfelf, and pafs for the old Lord Paftall, who
is my own Uncle, and has a good Eftate, part of

which I may one day poffefs : neither Sir Ephraim

or his Daughter have ever yet feen him, tho* they

both know there is fuch a Peer, and that he intends

to addrefs Maria.

Ver. Does me know any thing of the matter ?

Col. No, nor do I defign (he mail, till I am forc'd

to difcover myfelf 5 for if fhe likes an old Man with

an Eftate and Title, better than a young one with
neither, fhe'll clofe with her Father's Propofals,

and marry me as fuch ; if fhe likes the other better,

'tis but letting her into the fecret at the laft pinch ;

and fhe will then be pleafed it is no worfe.

Ver. But I don't fee how I am to ferve you all

this while.

Col. Why 'tis very probable Sir Ephraim will de-

fire to be fatisfied I am the very Man I perfoliate
;

and your part in this Affair is to own me as an old

Acquaintance, and fay I am to your knowledge the

very numerical identical Lord Paftall.

Ver. Hum—Well, I find I am to a£t, no very re-
putable part ; for I fee I am to be little better

than a down-right Cheat : but why fhould I be
afhamed of being in particular what all Mankind are

in general ? One word more, and I have done?;

Are you not afraid Maria mould know your Voice ?

^ Col I'll difguife it as well as I can ,• but you know
fuch near Relations may fpeak alike.

Ver.
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Veu Well fpeed the Plow - when muft I expect

you ?

Col. In half an hour precifely ; my Man is gone

to provide the Difguife, and in that time you may
expect me.

Ver. I'll be at home. Fare you well. [£x. Ver.

Col. So, now have I put myfelf into the power of

one who has Villany enough to betray me the firft

thing he does ; but as he has no notion of either

Friendship or Honour, the Bribe already given, and

that promis'd, will fecure me \ elfe let him look to

his Bones, for they pay for every flip of his Tongue,

Enter Barnaby with a Bundle.

Well, have you forgot nothing ?

Bar. No, Sir, no ; here's every thing in order,

from the narrow-brim'd Beaver to the Rofes in your

Shoes ;
if my Lord dreffes as your Honour is like

to be, by my troth he's a queer figure.

Col. Are all the Footmen ready >

Bar. Yes, Sir, Coach and Equipage are all at the

door; but will your Honour give me leave to ask

how you managed Mr. Verjuice ?

Col. By the Magick Art of Gold, Sirrah ! the

Dog's run away with a whole Month's Pay.

Bar. Aye, Sir, there's nothing to be done with-

out it, either in Love or Politicks ; to attempt a De-

iign in either without Generofity, is like befieging a

Town without Ammunition.

Col. The Rafcal's in the right for once.

Bar. That ever People mould be fo fond of a little

white and yellow Earth ! Now could I philosophize

much, and wonder in my Confcience who it was

that firft fet a value on it. Oh Gold, Gold ! I may
fay as my Friend Cafialio did of Women :

What mighty Ills have not been wrought by Gold ?

What is the Caufe the gaming Lady fpends

At Cards or Dice her fleepkfs Nights ? nor thinks

How
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How much late Hours prey on her Damask Cheeks^

Andfpoil her blooming Charms?——-Gold.

What makes the Sailor plow the AzMre Main,
While Spoufe and Babes at home neglefled mourn
His tedious Abfence ? Gold.

By thee betray
3

d, how many Maids lament

'Their Honour lofi9 and rail at faithlefs Man !

Col. Ha ! ha ! ha ! you're extremely eloquent, Sir.

Bar. Aye, Sir, you may pleafe to remember, when
we were at Cambridge how differently we fpent our
time ; while you were at the Tuns over your Bottle,

I was in your Study over your Books, and there I

read the Force of Gold ,• it once made Demofthenes
dumb, and 'tis that now which makes me fpeak.

Col. Your moft humble Servant, Sir ! I would have
you turn Poet.

Bar. No, I thank you, Sir ; that would be the

way to have little enough of the Metal I have been
juft talking of : for Til engage that Trade ftarves

more People than the feven Years of Famine did.

Col. Well, Sir, no more of your Wit at prefent,

but carry up the things, for I muft drefs, and be there
immediately.

Bar. I go, I go, Sir ; but I hope when you have
taken the Town, you will be pleas'd to remember
'twas I that fprung the Mine, and reward me at
leaft with fome of the Plunder. [£*. Bar.

Col. Now, Fortune, be propitious, and crown my
Wiihes with Succefs

!

The Gods in borrowed Forms committed Rapes,
3
Twas they firfl taught us how to change our Shapes ;

And if by their Example 'tis we move,

What Mortal would not mimick mighty Jove }

ACT
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ACT III.

jE»^r Verjuice.

O talk of Honour and being nicely vir-

tuous, is like a Girl eaten up with
Green-Sicknefs and Romance ; 'tis true,

indeed, Sir Ephraim may meet with Vexation, his

Daughter with Ruin, or the Colonel with Difap-
pointment, but what's all that to me, who am like to

get both Sport and Profit by it ? [Enter Sir Ephraim.
Sir Eph. I am glad you are here, Mr. Verjuice, I

want a little of your Advice; my Son, you muffc

know, has a mind to travel, and if I mould let him
go, and he mould bring me home fome French Whore,
or Venetian Strumpet, to get Heirs for my Eftate,

Gads-bud, 'twould make me mad.
Ver, But if he fhould marry an Englifh Whore, the

thing is fo very common, that it would not difturb

you, I fuppoie : Lookye Sir Ephraim, if I were in

your place, I mould rather think of difpofing of my
Daughter than my Son ; for as he grows older, he'll

get more Wit ; but as fhe does fo, fhe'll grow more
head-ftrong.

Sir Eph. Aye, may be fo, but I have difpos'd of her

already.

Ver, Have you fo? to whom, pray?
Sir Eph. To one I expect every minute,

3

tis Lord
Paftatty if vou ever heard of fuch a one.

Ver.
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Ver. Heard of him ! Why he's my .old Acquain-

tance, my particular Friend, an excellent Match, I

affure you : but I would have you clofe with him as

foon as poflible, for he's a little whimfical, and not

very fteady in his Refolutions ; catch him Sir Epbraim>

catch him as foon as you can, for he's worth a pro-

digious deal of ready Money, befide an Eftate of

Ten Thoufand Pounds a Year.

Sir Eph. Gads-bud I'm glad to hear it, by my
"Troth lam glad to hear it.

Ver. Aye, but Sir Ephraim, will your Daughter

like him ? For he's pretty old.

Sir Eph. I mail never once give myfelf the Trou-

ble to ask her, whether fhe does or no ; if I like

him, 'tis fufficient ; and if fhe does not like him, fhe

ihall take him for her pains. [A knocking at the Door*

Ver. 1 believe he's come.

Enter a Servant.
'*

Ser. Sir, there's a ftrange fort of an old Gentleman
below, they call him LoxdPaftall, and I believe they

are in the right. He's here.

Enter Colonel difguis'd and drefs'd in a very old-fqfbion'

d

Habit , Sir Ephraim and he make agreat many ridicu-

lous Bows to one another.

Ver. Ouns what a Figure he makes I [AJide.*]

Col. Sir Ephraim, I fent my Bufinefs to you to-

day by my Nephew, for I am a Man that cannot a-

way with a great deal of Trouble. How ! my
Friend Mr. Verjuice here

!

Ver. My good Lord Paftall, I am glad to fee you*

Why I think in my heart you grow young again ?

Sir Eph. Young again ! He may be an Antedilu-

vian by his Drefs ; by my troth the Girl will never

like him, nor I don't know how the Devil fhe fhou'd,

[Afide,

Col Wellj Sir Ephraim
i
to our Bufinefs $ come, I

have
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have a good Eftate, and I begin to think of getting
Heirs tor it.

&VEph.Why, trulymy Lord, I think 'tis almoft time,
if you defign it at all; my Daughter's young enough,
if we can but get the Baggage to like your Lordfhip.

Ver. I fee you have Bufinefs, my Lord, fo I take
my leave. [Exit Verjuice*

Col Like me ! Cot-fo, how fhou'd lhe chufe but like
me ? [gets up andfirms'] Why I am as likely an old
Fellow as ever got over Seventy Three, flnce the
Siege of Jerufalem.

Sir Eph. And I believe he can remember it, for my
my part. [Afide.] But my Lord, I beg your Lord-
fhip will not be too free in telling your Age.

Col Away, away, let me fee the young Gentle-
woman, and leave me to do my own Bufinefs: Cot-
fo, I can moufel a young Girl, I warrant you.

Sir Eph. Well my Lord, I'll go and fetch her.

By my Troth I can hardly forbear laughing myfelf.

Afide^U
Colfolus. Ha! ha! ha! If this does not mortify

Maria, and bring her to a better Opinion of her
young Lover, the Devil's in her Tafte, I think.

Enter Sir Ephraim and Maria.

Sir Eph. Here my Lord, here's my Girl ; if you
can get her Confenc, I freely give you mine, you fay
you can do your own Bufinefs, fo I leave you toge-
ther. [Exit Sir Eph.

Col Come my pretty Maid, fit you down, and I'll

talk a little with you. [Maria looks at him, and burfis
out a laughing^] Cot-fo, my little Wag, what do
you laugh at me ? but that's a Sign you're pleas'd,

and I'll pleafe you better, my little Wag, before I
have done with you.

Ma. My Lord, you have but one \yay of pleafing
me. /

Col Which way is that, prithee ?
j

Ma.



The S ELF-R ival 31
Ma. To make me a very good Jointure, and mar-

ry me to-night, then kick up your heels and die to-

morrow Morning.
Col. Cot-fo, why you unconfcionable little Bag*

gage, but one Night, Huffy, but one Night

!

° Ma. No, but one Night, and enough too, all things

confider'd. I warrant, my Lord, you carry an Organ

to bed with you every night, but I hate Serenades.

Col. Say you fo, my little Wag, Cot-fo ,• try me,

and if you do not find me better than you expect,

1 11 give you a good feparate Maintenance, and we'll

part like any fafhionable young Couple.

Ma. I fhou'd know that Voice ; [fie looks eameflly

at him.'] Aye ! in my Confcience, 'tis Colonel Bella-

mont> he has forgot to cover the Mole on his Forehead

;

but if I don't play him Trick for his Trick, may I

never many a younger Husband than he reprefents.

Col. Come, come, venture upon an old Fellow for

once, here's TwoThoufand Pounds a Year Jointure,

a Title, with a Coach and fix ; Cot-fo, my little Wag,
what wou'd you be at ?

Ma. I muft own, my Lord, your Offers are very

powerful, almoft too ftrong for a weak Woman to

refift j but I have made a firm Refolution never to

marry any Man, who will not firft promife me to

chaftife the Infolence of a young faucy Lover I have.

Col. Do but name him, and he dies tho'he had the

Lives of ten Cats.

Ma. Nay, I believe he's but a Coward, tho' he's

a Field-Officer, and I fancy it woud be no hard mat-

ter to lead him in Triumph like a tame Bear.

Col. 'Sdeath that's unfufferable. [AJtde.

Ma. But you know, my Lord, if you can't ma-
nage him yourfelf, you may call in fome of your

Bull-Dogs
;
poor Gentleman, he's no Alman&or, but

plain Colonel Bellamont.

Col. How ! my little Wag ! Colonel Bellamont f

why he's my Nephew, Child ; and that would be an
un-
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unnatural^Quarrel indeed : Fy upon't ! I hate every
thing that's unnatural.
Ma. Why then, my Lord, do you defire to marry

a young Woman ? I think you ought to facrifice
every thing to my Inclination.

Col. By my troth he's a very honeft Fellow ; and
I love him as well as I do myfelf : but to let you fee
Hove you better than either, Til go this minute and
bring him an humble Suppliant at your Feet, where
he fhall renounce all his Pretentions, and refign you
wholly to me.

>

Ma. But then, my Lord, I expect you ihould bring
him yourfeif.

Col. Myfelf!- ay, ay. That would be a little

hard, if Ike knew all. [Aftde^
Ma. Be fure, mv Lord, tho' he's your Nephew,

ufe him like your Rival; and believe his ill Treat-
ment gives you a title to the beft in my power.

Col. Why then he falls, tho' he were as fix'd as the
Poles that iupport the Globe. Here, where are my
Rogues } [Exit lluftering.

Ma, Ha ! ha ! ha ! I think the Creature a&s the
old Man better than the young one ,• but I fancy I
have humbled him pretty well, and fhall hardly receive
any^ more Addreffes from him as Colonel Bellamont

;

tho' I like his Contrivance of all things : for now I

can mortify him as a young Man, and marry him as
an old one,- can oblige a refolute Father, and pleafe
myfelf too : for, to fay the truth, Bellamont has re-

ceiv'd a lavifh fhare of Nature's Bounty, tho' For-
tune has play'd the niggard.

Enter Sir Ephraim.

Sir Eph. Huffy, what have you done to my Lord,
that he's gone away in fuch a plaguy ftickle ?

Ma. Sir, all Ladies in Romance expecl their Lo-
vers to kill a brace of Giants, a Dragon, or a Mon-

fter,
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fter, before they think them worthy of their Fa-
vours ; and I have fent mine to catch a Myrmidon.

Sir Eph. A what ? a Mermaid.?
Ma. No, Sir, a more formidable Creature by half.

Sir Eph. By my troth I don't believe he can catch

any thing fwifter than a Snail. [_Afide.~\ Well, Ma-
ria, how do you like him }

Ma. Like him, Sir ? very well as Lord Paftall

;

but don't fuppofe you would have me like him as a
Husband.

Sir Eph. Not as a Husband ! by my troth but I

would. Why, you filly Jade, would any body in

their Senfes refufe a Man of his Subftance, and fo

old too ?

Ma. Pray, Sir, do you reckon his Age among his

Charms ?

Sir Eph. Yes, Huffy, I do ; for the older he is,

the fooner he will die, and then

Ma. There's fomething in that I confefs • but,
however, I mall always prefer my Duty to my In-
clinations: and if you command, I'll obey.

Sir Eph. By my troth I'm overjoy'd : And wilt
have him, Moll ? wilt have my Lord ?

Ma. Sir, I am yours, and you may difpofe of me
as you pleafe.

Sir Eph. Why then thou'rt a very good Girl ; and
I'll promife thee I'll throw thee in a Brace of
Thoufands more for thy Obedience. Here, Frede-
rick !

Enter Young Purchafe.

Come, ^Boy, and rejoice with me ; thy Sifter has
promis'd to have my Lord.

Young Pur. Sir, you will pleafe to pardon me, if I
fay my Averfion was always very great to unequal
Matches

; and I cannot but think you are going the
ready road to my Sifter's Ruin.

Voi,. I. D Sir
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£/rEph. Why how now, Sirrah! have I fent for

you from your Tutor, to come and be mine ? Gads-
bobs, no more of your Advice, or—or

—

Enter a Maid running.

Ma. Madam, Madam ! here are Gypfies coming.
Sir Eph. Who? who? give me my Sword ; who's

coming?
Ma. Only a poor Woman or two that tell For-

tunes; pray, Sir, let's have 'em in, to make us a
little fport.

Sir Eph. Apox on 'em ! and fo we fhall have our
Pockets pick'd. But you have lately humour'd me,
and for once I'll try to pleafe you. Go, bring 'em in.

Enter Kitty, difguifed like a Gypfy, with a Patch upon
one Eye.

Kitty. So ! fo ! here's one, two, three great Lo-
vers.

Sir Eph. [in her Tone'] Why then here are one, two,
three great Fools.

Kitty. I warrant you thought yourfelf one, when
you were making Love to a certain Perfon this morn-
ing. Come, Sir, crofs my Hand with a Piece of
Silver, and I'll tell you more.

Sir Eph. Huffy, ftand farther off, or I fhall crofs my
Cane over your Shoulders, for what you have told

me already.

Kitty. No matter for that, I'll tell you more for
nothing ; if you don't make hafte and fend away
your Son there, he will prove a dangerous Rival, and
rob you of your Miftrefs.

Sir Eph. Apox confound your Lyes ! I have not
patience ! if I ftay, I fhall kick the Jade out of doors.

[Ex. Sir Eph.
Kitty, [to Maria.] Now for you, Madam \ the Stars

give a very confufed account of your Fortune, and
are fonaewhat various in their Decrees for you ;

here's a Lord and a Soldier, whofe Interefts are fo

in-
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interwoven, that it is not poffible for the Stars them**

felves to tell which they are moil: inclined to $ you

will marry both, yet have but one Husband, and
with him be very happy.

Ma. The Devil ! the Devil ! [runs out.']

Kitty [to Toung Pur.] Come, Sir, you Itand as if

you were grown carelefs of your Fortune ; but have

a good heart, you have a Day of Jubilee coming.

Young Pur* I hope you will not take it ill, if I

don't believe what you fay.

Kitty. If you don^t, I lhall have Cajfandras Fatej

but fince you feem to doubt my Skill, anfwer me one

Queftion : Didn't you renounce your Love for your
Friendmip ? and becaufe the Brother defired you to

deilft, who had promis'd his Intereft to another, you
moft ungeneroufly left the Sifter, who lov'd you more
than Life.

Young Pur. If the Lady had any value for me, fhe

deny'd me the Pleafure of knowing it
;
yet fure

what I did was far from an ungenerous Action, fince

to pleafe my Friend, I ruin'd myfelf.

Kitty. Had you ruin'd yourfelf only5 the Action
had indeed been generous, tho* not very natural

;

but you ruin'd the Lady too.

Young Pur. Who the Devil can this be ? [AJide^\

Prithee what's your Name ?

Kitty. Caldefe.

Young Pur. And were you born in Egypt?

Kitty. Yes, an Egyptian Magi's Daughter.
Young Pur. I rather take thee for an Egyptian

Hieroglyphick.
'

Kitty. Sir, I am a perfect Miftrefs of my Trade.
[pulls out a Snuff-Box.] Here, Sir, one Pinch of this

Snuff will immediately reprefent to your eyes the

Face you like beft.

Young Pur. No, I have left it oft* [Kitty holds the

Box nearer to him.'] One Pinch, Sir, and no more.

Young Pur. [fnatching the Box,] Ha ! Emilia*$ Pic-

D z ture!
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ture ! what Angel conveyed this Treafure into thy
Cuftody ? \_looking at the PiElure!] Thou lovely Like-
nefs of a moft beautiful Face to a more beauteous
Mind ! thou malt along with me ; and while Emilia

lies incircled in a happy Husband's Arms, (Oh Death
to my Repofe !) I'll lay thee to my broken Heart,
a fenfelefs Witnefs of my Sighs and Tears ! [Kitty

turns', and wipes her Eyes."]

Kitty. Perhaps, Sir, I have made a deeper Scru-
tiny into your Fate than you may think me capable

of ; and dare affirm, Emilia is not married.

Young Pur. Alas ! thy Good-Nature carries thee

too far ; and I fee thou would'ft divert my Trouble,

even to the Subverfion of thy own Skill : for her

Brother

Kitty. Sent you word fhe was \ I know it : but

his whole Defign was to put a Hop to your Pro-

ceedings, and the Fact intirely falfe.

Young Pur. Suppofe I were Fool enough to believe

thee, how mould I reconcile her prefent Behaviour to

her future Defign ? Had me the leaft intention to

make me happy, ihe would doubtlefs e'er now have

found fome way to let me know it.

Kitty. My Art tells me fhe writ three Letters to

you, but her Brother, intercepted them : I'll go and
confult my Familiar, and in an hour's time I'll re-

turn, and tell you when you are to fee her, and ne-

ver part again. [Exit Kitty.

Young?ur. This is a little odd. [Paufes.'] S'death!

what a Blockhead am I ! My Sifter, I remember,
told me, her Maid came recommended from Emilia,

and this Woman has certainly been fet on by her °

t

fhould it be true—Oh that it were but true ! So,

here come the old Ladies ; they mall have my
place, whilft I go to indulge Hope.

ZExit Young Pur.

Enter
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Enter Lady Camphire and Fallow.

Lady Cam. Then, Madam, you think my Niece is

no way inclined to the rakifh Officer.

Fal. I hope not, Madam, for your fake 5 ihe fays

not : but we Women are fometimes, like our
Dreams, to be taken by the Rule of Contraries.

Lady Cam. I am extremely concern'd to find her
Tafte fo depraved ; I wifh fhe would contemplate

on, and imitate my Vertues : but, alas ! fhe's too

much in love with fenfual Pleafures, to relifh intel-

lectual, tho' they pall the Appetite, and weary even
in the Enjoyment.

Fal. I fancy, Madam, if you had been a Man,
you would have run into very deep Philofophy.

Lady Cam. Natural Philofophy, I believe I mould
;

for I had always an exceeding defire to pry into the

Secrets of Nature.

Fal. Blefs me, what Stuff fhe talks! [Afide.2

Enter Verjuice with a Pipe in his Mouth.

Ver. Ouns ! thefe Women, like a Man's evil Ge-
nius, are every where, I think.

Fal. I wonder, Mr. Verjuice
<, how you come to be

fuch an Enemy to our Sex.

Ver. [in her Tone.'] Becaufe, forfooth, I have a na-
tural averfion to Impertinence.

Fal. A body would expect then you fhould be al-
ways filent yourfelf,

Ver. I generally am fo in Womens Company, es-
pecially among the old ones.

Lady Cam. Rude and unmannerd • to whom do
you unjuitly fix that Epithet ?

Ver. To nobody unjuftly ; for I think your Lady-
fliip and that "Mrs. Termagant may very well come
under that Denomination.

Fal. To what end is all this Ill-nature fhown ?

Sure you don't think it in the power of one fcarce
worth laughing at, to give us any Uneafinefs ?

£> 3 Ver,
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Ver. Yes, when I fhow my Skill in Painting, and

draw your Pi&ures to the Life

!

Fal. Where there's neither Wit enough to fay

things entertaining, or Good-nature enough to keep
a Man within the Bounds of good Manners ; I think

one may venture to defpife fuch a Perfon, and bid

him do his worft.

Lady Cam. And for my part, my unfullied Vertue
is a fufficient guard againft the moft virulent Railer.

Ver. Five-and-fifty's a better guard than all your
Vertue ; a Man mull have a vaft deal of Defire that

can attempt a Perfon with no more Charms than a
Skeleton, one that would damp his Defires more than

the fight of a Charnel-Houfe.

Lady Cam. How! I'd have you to know I have

refufed the beft Matches in the Kingdom.
Ver. If yourLadyfhip was ever offer'dLove, (which

Is a very great queftion) it was when that Face

was forty Years younger ; before it had deftroyed

more Paint than would have daubed all the Signs be-

twixt Aldgate and Temple-Bar tho' tolerable it

never was.

Lady Cam. This Ufage is not to be borne ; one

would think Sir Ephrajm kept you on purpofe to af-

front his Friends : but I'll know the meaning of it.

[£x. Lady Cam.
Ver. What do you fly for't ? nay, then I'm Con-

queror. And now for you, Madam.
Fal. Mr. Verjuice, I am not very fond of a -S/7-

lingfgate Dialogue ; but I have too much of theWorm
in me, not to turn again.

Ver. Nay, I know you can outdo me in fcolding ;

for your Tongue is as nimble as the Fingers of a

German Artift\ and as loud as the new Clock at

St. Paul's ; then thou haft impudence enough to outdo

Mrs. Hardenfaced Brazen, who put a whole Regi-

ment of the Guards out of countenance.
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Fal Why all this is very well now, from a Man

whofe Compound is Spight, Malice, Avarice, and

Ill-nature; in my confcience, I begin to believe the

Roficrucian Philofophy, and fancy fome infernal Spi-

rit has had private Dealings with thy Mother ; for

Man and Woman could never beget fuch a Mo.nfter..

Ver. To enquire how thou wert begot, would be

raking too far into fo bad a Subject ; but I dare fay

thy Nurfes were puzzled to tell whether thou wert

Male or female ; and if thy Maid did not lay a

Plaifter to thy Chaps every Night, of Honey, Tar,

Treacle, and Album-grsecum, thou would'ft have a

Beard as blue as an Ale-Wife's Apron ; and there's

not a Yeoman of the Guards, or a Sw/f-Officer,

that has a more mafculine Phiz

.

Fal. Well, I have ftill the advantage of you, by

looking like a Human Creature, while you refemble

an Egyptian Mummy, fwaddled up in Sear-Cloth

every Night, left you mould drop in pieces, when
your Iron Bodice are pull'd off.

Ver. Have a care how you fay this in publick

;

People may think I have favour 'd you with a Night's

Lodging, by your being fo very knowing.

Fal. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I had rather have the Favour

from a Pole-Cat, and mould have a fweeter Bed-

fellow.

Ver. A pox o' your tart Tongue, it has fet my
Teeth on edge. [Exit Verjuice.

Fal. ViBoria ! ViBoria I

Enter Maria and Young Pur.

Ma. What's the matter, Madam ?

Fal. Only a few fparring Blows betwixt Mr. Ver-

juice and I ; but if 1 come not even with him for his

civil Treatment, may I never converfe with any
thing better-humour'd than himfeif.

Toung Pur. Then pray take your Revenge as

foon as you qan; for it that Curfe falls to your

D 4 iliare,
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ihare, I know but few Bleflings can make amends
for't.

Fat. I am juft going to lay the Scheme, before I
have time to cool. Madam, I am yours.

Ma. I hope you'll let me (hare the Pleafure, becaufe
you know I have an old grudge to him myfelf.

Fat. Or it would be none to me. [Exit Fallow.
ToungFur. Sure, Maria, you don't deiign in earneft

to marry this filly, old, doating Lord.
Ma. Nay, I don't know

; perhaps, when it comes
to the pufh, I may marry nobody : but if I do, I am
refolved to pleafe my Father ; befide, I really like
my Lord.

Toting Pur. For what, prithee ?

Ma. His Wit, his Humour, his Air, his Beha-
viour • nay, in my confcience, he is very handfome too.

Toting Pur. Sure you think you're defcribing Colo-
nel Bellamont.

Ma. Pifh! a fiddle on Colonel Bellamont ! I tell

you, if ever I do play the fool, and marry, it fhall cer-
tainly be Lord Pafiall; then I fhall have Title, Gran-
deur, Jointure, Equipage, and every thing a Woman
loves

Toung Par. But a Man, Maria.
Ma. Pugh ! my Lord's no Cypher.
Toung Pur. You make me think of the Gypfy ; 'tis

well if there be not.fome Myflery in this Matter.
Ma. O Lud ! I wifh you were hang'd for putting

me in mind of her • the very thoughts on't makes my
Hair Hand an end ; I never convers'd with the Devil
before : but my Lord will be here prefently ; I mull
go and order the Tea-Kettle to be fet on. [Ex. Maria.

Toung Pur. Joins. How I envy this Girl's happy Tem-
per; fhe can be eafy under any Circumftance, while
my Thoughts are confined entirely to one Subject.

Lovers, like me, continually opprefs'd }
With ftrange Emotions, never are at reft, J>
till with the ObfeEl of their Wipes blefsd. >ACT
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ACT IV.

®S®®®®®®»®©®®«®®®®;®®®®«»4*

SCENE changes to Mrs. Fallow's Lodgings.

Enter Mrs. Fallow and Barnaby.

OU fay your Matter is gone out, Bar-

naby ?

Bar. Yes, Madam.
Fal Why then 1*11 tell you my Bufinefs with you

:

Mr. Verjuice has this day given me fome grofs Af-

fronts, which, as I did not deferve, I cannot eaiily

pafs by. There is fomething too grateful in that

thing call'd Revenge, tho' mine does not run very

high ; a little drubbing will fatisfy me, but you muft

be my Afliftant.

Bar. Ah Madam, how willing fhou'd I be to ferve

your Ladyfliip if I durft ! but at prefent my Mafter

lies under fome Obligations to him, and it is as much
as my Life is worth to touch him.

Fal. But it may be poflible to put you in a way of

touching him, and making him feel you too, without

any manner of Hazard to yourfelf.

Bar. Why then, Madam, you fhall find I do not

want Inclination,* ad-zucks my Fingers itch already

to be at him.

Fal. I intend to drefs you in a Suit of my Maid's

Clothes, and then you fhall go to Sir Ephraim's and

enquire for him, tell him you have a Letter and Bufi-

nefs
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nefs of forne Confequence to deliver to him, but it

requires the greatefl Secrecy ; he will then take you
into the Garden, as he does every body when he
wou'd not be heard ; and when you have him in the
Summer-Houfe—

—

.Bar. Leave the reft to me, Madam, Ifliall eafilypick
a Quarrel with him, and then Difcipline's the Word

;

by Jove I'll give him enough to-day to ferve him to-
morrow too, unlefs he loves Beating as well as Mif-
chief or Money.
Fal In fuch a cafe, Barnaby, I doubt, you wou'd

be weary firft ..; here, I have provided you a Cudgel,
which you muft walk with, under pretence of being
lame.

^
Bar. And he fhall have a plentiful Share of the

Sweets on't, for I owe him a Grudge upon my own
account. But, Madam, how fhall I get out again ?

For I doubt he'll raife the Poffe upon me.
Fal Maria has given me a Key to the Back-Door,

I will be there myfelf to let you out ; in the mean
time, take this as a Reward for your future Service.

[Gives Money.
Bar. I'll allure yon, Madam, Mr. Verjuice fhall

reap the Fruits of your Generofity, and I'll give
him penny-worths for your penny -, but if you pleafe,
Iwoud be drefs'd and gone, for fear my Mafter fhou'd
come home and want me.

Fal. This Minute. [Exeunt ambo.

[Scene changes to Sir Ephraim's.]

MariaJola. What Pains the old Gentleman takes'to
perfuade me to follow my own Inclinations ; ha ! ha !

ha ! I wonder how he will behave himfelf when he
finds he is deceiv'd \ Well, I am fafe however, and he
cannot be angry with me for what is his own Act and
Deed. Oh, here comes the Colonel unmetamorpho-
fed ; now for another Scene of Piflimulaqon,

Enter
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Enter Colonel

Col. Thus whenfrom Wintry Signs the joyous Sun

Returns, and drives away tHunkindly Frofts,

"the Earth again receives th'enlivening Beams,

And a new Bloom oerfpreds its languid Face.

So I, Madam, who fo long abfented from you have

been as dull and heavy as a Day in December, do by

your Prefence receive fo much Sprightlinefs and Vi-

gour, that May in all its Glory can fcarce compare

with me.

Ma. What ! Flights, Colonel ! nay, if once you turn

Poet, Mercy upon you I fay.

Col. 'Tis all to pleafe you Ladies, Madam, for we
know you love Verfe.

Ma. Tho' perhaps we don't underftand it.

Col. Oh Madam ! That's too hard upon you La-

dies, you are generally fpeaking very knowing, and

underftand every thing

Ma. But the Heart of Man, Colonel ; and that's

paft finding out.

Col Nay Child, I mould have faid that, and ap-

ply'd it to the other Sex : how cou'd you be fo cruel,

as not only to take away your dear Self from me,

and give what ihou'd be mine to a fuperannuated

Lover, but fet him to affaflinate me in the Street; nay,

he wou'd fain have made a Bajaz,et of me,
?

and

brought me to you in a Cage : but I confider'd I

cou'd not ling, fo begg'd my Liberty to go and make

a voluntary Confeflion of my Difgrace.

Ma. I hope, Sir, with your Confeflion you'll make

a Resignation too.

Col. Why fure, Maria, you don't prefer my Uncle

to me.

Ma. Indeed I do, and think Lord PafiaU in every

refpecl as agreeable as yourfelf, but intend to mar-

ry neither.

Col Then there's a happy third J^Jan you love

better. Ma.
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Ma. No, no I Lard you are fo impertinent, I'll

marry no body ; here am I, a fine young Lady, have
a good Fortune, and admired and addrefs'd by eve-
ry body, and you wou'd have me fuch a Fool as to
leave all this Pleafure to be a Wife forfooth, to fpend
my Evenings at home with my Maids, making
Patch-Work or mending my Husband's Night-Caps,
whofe coming I muft patiently expect till Midnight

;

and if he comes then, perhaps fo fuddled, that I
Jhou'd have but little Comfort of his Company.

Col. This is painting Matrimony in its worft Co-
lours,- you are in no Danger of fuch Ufage, but
may have a Man who entirely loves, admires, nay
adores you, who will never be from you, but when
Neceflity obliges him, and then our Meeting will be
fo much fweeter for that little Abfence.

Ma. Is this your Refignation? Til affure you,
Colonel, I'll tell your Uncle of you.

Enter Sir Ephraim andyoung Purchafe.

Toting Pur. Colonel Bellamont
y I am your moft

humble Servant.

Col. So, how the Devil fhall I come off now ?

£Afide.

Toung Pur. I think, Sir, you have forgot me.
< Col. Now Impudence aflift me ! [Afede.~] Forgot

you, Sir ! I never had the Honour of being known
to you.

Young Pur. How fo, Sir ! is not your Name Bella-

mom ?

Col. No, Sir.

Sir Eph. Why, what a Pox, is this Colonel Bella-

mont at mtt ? Sir, did not you tell me you were Lord
PaftqlFs Nephew, and that your Name was Fain-
well*;

Col Yes,
?

Sir.

Ma. Don't »beiievc him, Sir ; his Name is Bella-

wont, andhis Bufinefs here is to circumvent my Lord,
and draw me from my Obedience to you. Col
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Col. The Devil, nay then my Hopes are at an end.

[Afide.

Sir Eph. Are not you an unnatural young Dog
now, to rival your own Uncle ?

Col. Sir, I wou'd rival my ownfelf rather than

lofe the Woman I love.

Sir Eph. The Fortune you love, I fuppofe you

mean : but do you hear, Sir ! pray do me the Favour

to walk down Stairs, and come no more here till your

Uncle invites you to his Wedding.

Ma. Which I promife you, Colonel, he ihall do,

tho' it coft me a pair of Gloves and a Favour.

Col. Gentlemen your moft obedient ; Madam, I

am yours. [Exit Col.

Ma. O Ged ! How it vexes me to fee with what

Indifference the Fellow bears all this ? I think 'tis

impoffible to mortify him. [Afide.

Sir Eph. By my Troth this Fellow has a good

Stock of Affurance ; if his Courage does but come

up to a fourth Part of his Impudence, one Regiment

of fuch Men, wou'd put a whole Nation to the rout.

Toung Pur. I cannot enter into Maria's Defigns,

but fure I am they wear a Mask. [Afide.

Sir Eph. As foon as my Lord comes again, I will

have your Jointure fettled, and you Ihall be married

forthwith, there may be Danger in Delay.

Ma. O Lud, Sir, I wou'd have him with all my
heart, but—

Sir Eph. But what, Huffy?
Ma. He's fo old, Sir.

•SVVEph. Aye, this comes of your entertaining young
Fellows ! Did not you promife you wou'd do what-
ever I dedr'd you ?

Ma. Muft I have him then?

Sir Eph. Or nobody : come, be a good Girl, and
don't vex thy poor Father, who intends to give thee

a great deal of Money, and be very merry at thy

Wedding : But hail heard nothing of thy Maid yet?

Ma.
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Ma. No Sir, but fhall, I fancy, fome time or o-

ther.

Sir Eph.
3
Tis well if you do ; by my Troth a Man

may as well guard the Furnace, when the Philofo-
pher's-Stone is in Projection, as one of thofe Eel-tail'd
Wenches.

Young Fur. I hope, Sir, you have no private Rea-
fonfor being concern'd at her Lofs.

Sir Eph. Suppofe I have, Sir, am I to give you an
account of my Proceedings ? You have a mind to tra-
vel, I give you leave, and I hope, Sir, [pulling off his

Hat] if I have a mind to marry, you will be as kind
to me.

YoungVux. If you marry, Sir, I am oblig'd to fub-
mit to it, but muft own I cou'd never confent to it.

Do you confider, Sir, how juft a Caufe the World
has to defpife us, when we rack Nature, and ftrive

to aft Twenty at Threefcore >

Sir Eph. Why, Sir, do you think I have out-liv'd
all my Paflions ?

Young Pur. No, Sir, fome of our Paflions grow
ftronger by Age, fuch as Fear and Anger ; but fome
again grow weaker, fuch as Hope and Love. How
induftrious is every Parent in advifing their Children
to make Reafon the Touch-Stone of all their Aftions i

and yet pray, Sir, confider, none of the four E-
lementsare greater Oppofites than Age and Youth.
Ma. So, that's partly defign'd for me. [Aftde.

Enter a Servant toyoung Purchafe.

Serv. One Mr. Brightly from Cambridge, Sir, defires

to kifs your Hand.
Young Pur. I wait his Commands, pray Sifter or-

der us a Pot of Tea. [Exeunt.
Sir Eph. folus. From whence does it arife, that

we are hurried into Folly by our own Confent ? Is

it implanted in our Nature? Or is there a Fatality
conftantly waiting upon Mankind, to hurry him into

his
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his own Ruin ? No, it muft proceed from thatCom-

placency we have for our dear felves, who we are

loth to difoblige, or deny any thing, tho' by grant-

ing it we are for ever ridiculous. Here am I, a Man
ofa very plentiful Fortune, am blefs'd with two dutiful

Children, want for nothing this World can give me,

but a Wife forfooth : and tho' I know I mould

be defpifed by them, the World, and even myfelf 5

yet could I find this Girl again, I mould certainly

marry her; tho' her Fortune, Family, and Years,

are fo unfuitable. The Boy's in the right on't :

So many Pafftons do our Reafon fway,

That what vjf. ought to conquer, we obey.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. A Porter, Sir, brought this Letter. [Gives ity

and Ex. Sir Ephraim opens and reads itJ

SIR,
AS I had the honour of being related to your deceafed

•£ff Lady, I cannot hear any thing to the prejudice of

her Offspring, without letting you know, I am credibly in-

formed there is a young Officer who intends to take away

your Daughter Vi & Armis : Be advifed, and difpofe of

her as foon as you can. Yours.

By my troth, and fo I will ; this muft be that impu-

dent Colonel : but if I don't do his Errand to my
Lord' Gads-bobs, he's juft here

!

Enter Colonel as Lord Paflall.

Col. Come, come, where's this Dad of mine, and

my little Wag ? Cotfo, I have not feen her this

age \ where is fhe I where is fhe ? By my troth,

the very thoughts of her fills my Veins with young

Blood. Prithee, Sir Ephraim, let us be married to-

night.

Sir
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Sir Eph. The fooner the better,- my Lord ; for I

can tell you, you have a dangerous Rival in your own
Family. Read that Letter.

Col I think I had beft tell him I writ it. [AJide.']

[Hereads.~] Hum—hum—Aye, aye, this muft be
my ungracious Nephew : Would you believe it ? the

Rogue had the impudence to tell me to my face, he
would cheat me of her.

Sir Eph. The Devil he did ! and could you bear
it, my Lord ? could you bear it ?

Col. No, no, bear it ! I have cudgel'd theJackanapes
about her two or three times already ; but he's a
damn'd refolute Rafcal, fo I would fain have it over.

But where is me? where is me ?

Sir Eph. Who waits there ?

Enter a Servant,

Where's my Daughter ?

.
Serv. In the Garden, Sir, with Mrs. Fallow.

Sir Eph. Bid her come here.

Col. No, no, we'll go to her: Cotfo, 'tis very
pretty to court in fhady Groves, if we had but fome
purling Streams to 'em ; we mall fo bill and fo coo,

till we teach the little Birds to make love.

Sir Eph. A very cranky romantick old Gentleman.
[AJtde.'] Come, then, my Lord ; but firft I'll take

you into my Clofet, and give you a Dram of Clary-
water ; we old Men want it fometimes, to chear our
Spirits.

Col. Old ! Sir Ephraint, I proteft I wonder you
mould talk fo ,• why I am as brisk and as jolly as

—

as—by my troth, as my Nephew himfelf. But let

us have a Dram however, and then for my little Wag.
[Ex. Sir Eph. and Col.

[Scene changes to the Garden ; Maria, Mrs. Fallow,

and Barnaby behind.]

Ma. Ha ! ha ! ha ! I wonder'd as I came by his

Chamber-door, to hear him groaning like a defpair-
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ing Lover, and curling like a Dutchman after an In-

undation. But prithee, Barnaby, let us have the Par-

ticulars.

Bar. As foon, Madam, as I had whifper'd in his

Ear, that I had a Money-Concern with him, he

tipt the wink upon me to follow him, which I did,

into the Garden here ; and when I had got him into

yonder Summer-Houfe, I turnd and lock'd the Door

:

upon which he grew pale, tho' I believe it was rather

fear of Ravimment than Chaftifement ; but when he

faw me pull a Rope out of my Pocket, which I had

prepared ready, with a "Noofe at the end on't, to

pinion down his Amis, he cry'd out, and ask'd me
if I was going to hang him : I told him yes, if he

did not come to good Terms with me. He ask'd

what I would be at • I told him he had got me with

Child, and I expected a Maintenance for it and mv-
felf.

Pal. There, I fuppofe, his Patience was try'd to

the quick.

Bar. Ay, Madam, and his Bones too : When I

told him I was with Child by him, he flared and
gaped at me as if he had taken a Vomit, called me
a thoufand hobbling Bitches and two-handed Whores,
threatned me with the Stocks, Brideivell, and a
Cartas Tail ; all which I return'd with the kind Sa-

lutes of my Cudgel, till I made him as patient as a

fufFering Martyr : 'Twould have done one good to

hear how the Stick and his Bones jarr*d one againft

t'other.

Ma. Well done, Barnaby
; you have reveng'd at

leaft a hundred Quarrels in this one fingle Drubbing

:

But are you lure he did not know you ?

Bar. No, Madairu no ; he took me for nothing

but a limping lying Harridan.
Pal. No matter, Barnaby ; if he ever ihould find

you out, he knows the Strength of your Arm too

well, to dare either to return it, or complain.

Vol. I. E Ml
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Ma Well, Barnaby, fince I have had my fliare

both of the Pleafure and Revenge ; it is but reafon-

able I fliould contribute towards the Reward. [Gives

Money.
~]

Bar. Madam, 'tis the higher!: Reward that you are

.

pleas'd with my Performance, {Takes the Money and

Ex.']

Fat. Well, my Dear, can you give any better ac-

count of your Wedding-Affair yet ?

Ma. Yes, yes, Sir Ephraim talks hard of. an old

Lord j but I am refol v'd to marry nobody. O Ged

!

to be tied to one Man all one
5

s life, and fworn to

obey him too, tho' the Creature lhould prove tole-

rably obliging, is a terrible thing ; but if he fhould

be crofs and perverfe 1 1 fhould never endure it,

that's certain.

Fal. Oh ! you don't know what you can do, till

you try • you will think very different then from
what you do now ; Marriage alters Folks ffcrangely.

Ma. But it is always for the worfe; have you not

obferved yourfelf, that married People are only fit

Company for one another.

Fal. Why, fince you prefs me to fpeak my mind,

I own I have.

Ma. Who can bear the Company of Lady Tender,

when Sir William is cut of the way ? her whole

Converfation is on him, tormenting herfelf, and all

about her, with her ridiculous Fears for his Safety ;

as if the Man were not at Years of Difcretion to

take care of himfelf.

Fal. I rather think her Company more intolerable

when he's prefent; for then, (he's always hanging

about his Neck and kiffing him, and he all the while

looking Babies in her Eyes, and fiddling his Hand in

her Bofom: then the filthy filly Names they call one

another ; as Lovey, Honey, Deary, and Sweetheart.

Ma. O Ged ! the fuifome things ! I hate to hear
r >

01 cm
Fal.
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Fal Or what think you of Lady Breeder ? who

constantly entertains her Viiitors with the Ingenuity

of her Children : Mafter has a profound Invention,

and has made a Scoop : Mifs is fo very witty, that

me puzzles the Parfon : then the gives you Receipts

for the Rickets, fore Eyes, and—

—

Ma. Oh horrible ! no more I beg of you.

tal. And yet thofe two Ladies have I known as

gay, pleafant, well-bred Company as any in England:

So that you don't know what you may come to.

Ma. I would firft renounce every thing in Breeches ;

and yet I believe I fhall marry fome time or other.—

;

Hey-ho !—well if it mould be my Fate —

Fal. Aye, if it mould, who can help it? You
muft know I am a fort of a Predeftinarian in that

Affair ; and have feen fo many Men and Women go

together, that, in all probability, could never have

met, that I often think the thing unavoidable.

Ma. Why truly I am almoft of your mind ,• or

elfe Lady Brawnlove would never have married her

Coachman ; nor Mrs. Wealthy, the rich Heirefs, run

away with a Joiner's Prentice. But here comes

my Father, and Spoufe that is to be ; look at him,

and tell me how you like him.

Fal. Mercy on me ! pray let me out at this Door ;

for I have enough of him.

Ma. Ha ! ha •' ha ! what muft poor I do then,

who am like to fpend my Days with him ?

Fal Why fare you never intend to -have him ?

Ma. Yes, if ever I marry at all, I believe it will

be him.

Fal. Nay, Child, you know your own Inclinations

beft ; I am fure he would never fuit with mine.

[Ex. Fl.

Enter Sir Eph. and Col.

Sir Eph. Come, Maria, my Lord and I have fettled

Matters, and there is nothing wanting but drawing

your Jointure, and your Confent.

E 2 Ma.
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Mz. Two very material things, I think ; but I Hope,

Sir, my Lord is not in hafte.

G/. By my troth but I am; and in very great hafte

too.

Sir Eph. Lookye, Girl, fince you have promifed
to be difpofed of as I pleafe go a little farther, and
let it be when I pleafe.

Ma. Well, Sir, if my Lord muft have me, my
Lord muft take me, I think : But, Sir, I hope you
will always remember it is your own intire Work ;

and if any thing mould happen hereafter to make
you uneafy, don't blame me for what is your own
abfolute Command.

Col. Cotfo, my little Wag, do you think we mail

ever have caufe to repent ? Come, come, Father-in-

law Sir Ephraim^ go and fend for your Lawyer, and
leave us young Folks together, we are beft alone :

By my troth I grow young again, I proteft I am
very young.

Sir Eph. I'll have the Jointure drawn to-night,

and you mall be married to-morrow Morning.
[_Ex. Sir Eph.

Col. Well, has that ungracious Traitor to his own
Flefh and Blood, my Nephew, been to make his re-

iignation yet ? I little thought the Dog would have

had the impudence to rival me : by my troth, I be-

gan to be afraid of him at laft.

Ma. O Lud ! how could you have any apprehen-

fions of that Wretch ! Sure your Lordfhip could not

think me fo loft to all Ambition as to marry a Soldier.

Col. I was in hopes you would not have him ;

for what can be more defpicable than a Soldier's

Wife?
Ma. To follow one's Husband from Town to

Town on a Pacirig-Horfe and a red Side-Saddle, with
one dirty Maid, and a couple of clumfy Granadiers,

inftead of two fpruce Footmen.

Col.
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Col. Aye, and if there mould be another Wart

go with him beyond Sea, or ftay at home, and live

half the Year a married Widow.
Ma. O Lud! the very thoughts on't makes me

fick -

y
but then, my Lord, to marry an old Man? al-

ways coughing, fpitting, and finding fault ; befide,

if one did not keep a Gallant, the World would fay

one did : fo that, all things conlider'd, I think it will

be beft to have neither you nor your Nephew. But
if your Lordmip be fully refolved to marry, if you
pleafe, I will try what I can do with Lady Camphire,

me would make a very fuitable Wife for you.

Col. Damn her. [Afide^] No, no, my little Wag,
I'll either have you or nobody : Come, let us cheat

Sir Ephraim, and get married before he comes with

the Lawyer. Cotfo, it would be a pretty Frolick,

and we may Heal a Night's Lodging, and get an
Heir.

Ma. Before you have an Eftate for it. \Afide!\

No, my Lord, I am refolved 1 will have no Chil-

dren ; for I am fure nobody will believe you get 'em.

Col. Cotfo, what a fad thing it is to be turn'd of

Forty ; nay, come, my little Baggage, let us go an4
fecufe ourfelves from Danger.
Ma. Methinks I almoft hate him, becaufe he

would cheat me.[AJtde.]

Col. Come, you are filent, Chicken.

Ma. A little thoughtful, my Lord, upon this

weighty Affair ; but now I have conquer'd it, arid

xefolve to run my Fortune with yours.

Col. What can I expedt from this dear Creature,

but her eternal Hatred, when fhe comes to find her-
felf deceived ? lam refolv'd to difcover the Cheat,
tho' I lofe her by it. [JJide.'] Well, my little Wag,
I have a very great Secret to communicate to you

fl

before we proceed any farther.

Ma. My Lord, I will hear none of your Secrets,

till I have a right to know as much as you do.

E 3 This
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This minute is the Crifis of your Fate, that, once
over, my. Mind may change, and I may never fee

you more.

From common Obfervation you may find,

7%e only way's to take us in the mind.

[Exeunt Ambo.

^wSS

ACT

SCENE changes to the Colonel's Lodgings.

Enter Verjuice and Barnaby.

Say, Sir, either comply, or this Minute
is the laft of your Matter's Quality,

for I will immediately to Sir Ephraim,

and difcover his whole Defign.

Bar. Here's a treacherous Dog now, oh for t'o-

ther Bout at his Bones. [AJide,

Ver. I expect your Refolution this Moment.
Bar. Nay, Sir, my Matter mutt not fuffer, v; hat-

ever I do ; fo pray give me your Commands in full.

Ven I have already told you how inhumanly I

was ufed'by a mafcuiine Quean in the Garden.
Bar. Aye, Sir, a cruel Jade, I wifh I had been

there.

Ver. Now as I am thoroughly fatisned Mrs. Fal-

low fee her on, I wou'd, nay will be reveng'd on her.

Bar. Blefs me, Sir, if you wou'd give me a Thou-
sand PoundsJ cou'd not beat a fine Lady, Vff,
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Ver. Beat her, you Fool, I don't defign you mall ;

a Woman's Tongue fhou'd be ufed like a Houfe on

Fire, ply it with Water till the Flames are quench-

ed ; ducking for fcolding has been a Cuftom long in

Ufe, and there's a convenient Horfe-Pond at the

Back of Sir Ephrairns Garden-Wall.

Bar. True, Sir, but if fhe fhou'd tell my Mailer,

I fhall lofe my Place, befide having my Bones broke ;

I hope in fuch a Cafe you'll pay the Surgeon, anc>

take me into prefent pay.

Ver. Thou art a very talkative impertinent Puppy*

and all the Service I defire of you, is to procure me a

Couple of fturdy Fellows without being feen in it

yourfelf.

Bar. Oh, Sir 1 If that be all, I'm your very hum-
ble Servant, and I'll about it forthwith. [Going, but

turns again!] But, Sir, mull they drown her, or only

duck her ? for I fancy they will be better paid for

Murder.
Ver. I wou'd not Hand upon the Price, if I were

fu3 e n wcu'd not difcover me among you ; but you,

are all fuch Rogues and Villains, that there's no trull-

i :\ any of you: No, no, let 'em only douce her till

the damn'd Sting in her Tongue drops out, and
there's a Shilling for you to encourage Expedition.

Bar. Oh dear, Sir ! *Tis too much in Reafon, if

you pleafe I'll give you Change.

Ver. No, no, not a Farthing, in half an Hour,

I'll contrive to get her down : Ouns! what noble Sport

'twill be to fee her nice Ladyfhip, dabbling, and like a

Statue on a Fountain, throwing the Water on aU
fides of her. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Ex. laughing.

Bar. Ha ! ha ! ha ! How pleas'd the Brute is I

Well, I have got a Shilling to encourage Expedition,

fure he thinks as Money rifes, Villany falls, and %
Rafcal may be had at any Price, By this time I hope
my Mafler is out of his power, and now I'll go an4
tell the Lady what fhe has to truft to.

£ 4 Wm,
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Enter Fallow.

Fal. You need not, Barnaby, for I have by chance

heard all ; and tho' I efcape his barbarous Ufage,

there is fome Return due to his Defign. I know,
tho' the Villain wou'd part with his Money to pur-

chafe Murder, there is nothing but Wickednefs he

loves fo well ; and for the Fellow of that Shilling he

gave you, he'd renounce Religion, give up the Laws,
betray his Country, hang all Mankind, and fell his

own Soul to the —
Bar. Lord blefs us ! not the Devil I hope.

Fal. Yes, if the Devil were Fool enough to make
fuch a needlefs Purchafe ; but his Crime fhall be his

Pnnifhment, and if I can but compafs my Deiign, I'll

put him in a fairer way of hanging himfelf, than he

was of drowning me.

Bar. Ah ! Madam, you wou'd deferve the thanks

of all Mankind, if you cou'd rid the World of fuch

a Viper ; but can I do your Ladyfhip no Service ? me-
thinks I long to be imploy'd again.

Fal. Aye, Barnaby, and I fhall want your Afliftance

but 'twill require more than a common Application

to bring our Matters to bear : you muft know, he is

going this Afternoon to put in Four Hundred Pounds

to the Bank.
Bar. And your Ladyfhip wou'd have fomebody

pick his Pocket ?

Fal No, my Defign againft him is not fo bad as

that neither ; but you know there is a gaming Ordi-

nary hard by, and if we cou'd by any Stratagem

get him into the Houfe, a Friend of your Mailer's

fhou'd draw him in to play, by letting him win at firft,

fo rook him of ail his Money.
Bar. Oh, Madam, I know who you mean, he is a

Man of too much Honour to keep his Money.
Fal. I know it, nor wou'd I have him ^ all the

Pleafure I propofe in the Scheme, is to fee him fret

and
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and gaul himfelf for a fuppos'd Lofs, which you, for

the Reward of Twenty Pieces and no Queftions

ask'd, mall reftore to him again but the cunning is

to get him into the Houfe.

Bar. Hum Twenty Pieces; by Jove I'll

crack my Brains but I'll gain my ends let me fee

1 have it, I'll drefs me again in the very Clothes

I thrafh'd him in, then ftand in the Street till he is

juft upon me ; then feem frighted and furpriz'd, and

run hi there to hide myfelf ; I warrant he follows me,

and then

Fal. That will do, leave the reft to me, I'll fend

him one mail do his Bulinefs ; but be fure you ftrip

as foon as you get into the Houfe, for fear he finds

you out. [E«*> Fal.

Bar joins. Sure when this Man was born the

Stars and Planets were all together by the ears, for

he loves nobody, nor nobody loves him. [Exit.

Scene changes to Sir Ephraim's.

Enter Colonel and Maria.

Col. Now, Madam, you will give me leave to dis-

cover that Secret, which you refus'd to hear be-

fore we were married ; tho' I tremble at your ap-

proaching Frowns, and dread the Confequence of

my Confeflion.

Ma. You are grown very courtly, my Lord, and

methinks your Voice is alter'd too ; but to be plain

with you, I have a Confeflion to make as well as you,

I hope you won't be angry with me, but I have

made a Promife, and intend to be very juft to it,

that the firft Night I lie with a different Sex from my
own, it mail certainly be with Colonel Bellamont.

Col. How, Maria?
Ma. 'Tis very true, my Lord, he is the only

Man upon Earth, I ever did or ever fhall love.

Col. Do you know what you fay, Madam ?

Ma.
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Ma. Yes, and what I have done too: Lard, Colo-

nel that you fhou'd think me fo fhort-fighted, as not

to fee thro' your Difguife ail this while

!

Col. Am I then fo happy ? And are you mine by
your own Confent ?

Ma. You fee, Colonel, I have acted like an im-

prudent Governour, who furrenders the Town be-

fore he confiders of the Articles ; but you had not

only gotten Poffeffion of the Oat-works, but had
corrupted the very Centinels that Hood to guard my
Heart ; and you know when the Treafon comes fo

near one, there is little Refiftance to be made.

Cd. Then, Madam, to let you fee how generous

I can be, you fhall make your own Conditions after

Surrender, fhall march out with Drums beating, Co-
lours flying; nay, fhall command as before, fo I

may but have the Name of your fuperior Officer.

Ma. Well then, the Peace is concluded betwixt you

and I, the next great Work will be to bring Sir

E^hrahn in for one of our Allies.

Col. Let him draw up the Articles, and I'll fign

them whatever they be ; he's a Man of Reafon and

Good-nature ; one will tell him, 'tis very natural for

a young Fellow to procure his own Satisfaction,

tho' the Method may be a little indirect

Ma. And t'other, you think, will make him forgive

it, and fo all the Trouble's over ; well, e'en take it

betwixt you, I am glad I have nothing to do with

either.

Col. It is not the firft time I have been fet in the

Front of a Battle, tho' J confefs he is the moft formi-

dable Enemy I ever faced.

Ma. Here he comes, I will be very much out of

humour*

Enter Sir Ephraim.

Sir Eph. Come, my Lord, I have got the Lawyer
below.

Ma,



The Self-R ival. 59
Mai Sir, I believe we have no great Occafion for

hini.

&VEph. How! Gads-bud what's the matter

now ? What a pox woiui this fullenJade be at ?

Ma. Oh, Sir ! my Obedience has been my Ruin,

and this Gentleman here, is no more a Lord than a

Lobfter.

Sir Eph. Why then he fhall be no more thy Huf-

band than thy Hangman, and fo there's no harm

done.

Ma. Ah, Sir ! but you gave me up fo entirely to

him, that he took me away that Minute, and he is my
Husband already.

Sir Eph. The Devil he is! hearkye, you old Son o£

a cheating Whore, who are you? What are you?

Whence come you? Ouris and Confufion, the Devil

and fo forth, I have ruin'd my Child i

Col. Sir Epbraim, I am very fenfible this Affair re-

quires all the Philofophy you are Mailer of, to make
you eafy ; I confefs I have ufed a Stratagem to pof-

fefs myfelf of your Daughter, which I wou'd not

have done, had I feen any Profpedt of gaining her

without it : but when I found you were fet upon

Wealth, and me upon her Duty, and that I knew I

cou'd not live without her, Self-Prefervation put me
upon what I have done, and on my Knees I beg

your pardon. [Kneels.

Sir Eph. A pox confound you, Sir ; if that wou'd
do, we Ihou'd have our Houfes robb'd, our Wives
ravifh'd, and our own Throats cut with no other Re-
drefs than I beg your pardon, Sir : But once more,
who the Devil are you ? [Goes to pull the Colonel by the

Beard, and pulls it off.

Col. Sir, I am the unfeign'd Nephew of the Per-*

fon I have reprefented, and my real Name is Bella-

mom

.

Sir Eph. How ! Nay then I doubt I am trick'd in-

deed j Maria, are you an Accomplice in this Matter
or no ? Ma.
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Ma. Sir, as I hope for your Blefling when you die,

he never told me one Word of it, till after I was his

Wife.

Enter Young Purchafe.

Young Pur. What's the matter, Sir ?

Sir Eph. Nothing, Sir, but your Sifter's undone,
that's all : Lookye, Maria, if you are really cheated

as well as I, you will never fee him more ; I prefume
you are not bedded, and without Confummation you
lie under no Obligation.

Ma. Sir, I have already declared my Innocence,

but muft own, had I been left to the Dictates of my
own Inclinations, I fhou'd have preferr'd Colonel Bel-

lament to Lord Paftall ; and fince I was willing to fa-

crifice my Satisfaction to my Duty, and take the lat-

ter to oblige you, I hope, Sir, fince Fortune has

thrown me into the Arms of the other, you will give

me leave to keep what I have got, and love Bellamom

as a Husband.
Sir Eph. Oh ! Mrs. Crocodile, then 'tis plain : and

now, Huffy, Til tell you what 1*11 do, as foon as I can

find your Maid I'll marry her, get Sons and Daugh-
ters for my ready Money, give my real Eftate to your

Brother there ; and you and your old Rogue of a

Spoufe may go and ffcarve together.

Enter Kitty.

How now, Impudence ! who fent for you ? How
dare you intrude into this Houfe, you, lying cheating,

good for nothing Whore ?

Kitty. Sir, as civil Language wou'd better become
a Gentleman of your Gravity, fo it wou'd do you

more good. I came to you on an Errand from Kitty,

but you're in fuch a Paflion there's no fpeaking to

you 3 when you are better humour'd, I'll come again*

[Going.

Sir Eph. Stay, prithee ftay, where is Kitty ? Poor

Girl, I long to lee her. Kitty.
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Kitty. That you fhall do, Sir, in three Minutes,

provided you grant me one fmall Requeft ; but that

deny'd, you never fee her more.

Sir Eph. Tho' I don't much care to deal with the

Devil, I'll hear however what it is ; for I am fo im-
patient to be reveng'd on thofe two Lumps of Sugar-
Candy yonder, that I will deny thee nothing, but

taking a Journey with thee to the Devil when thou
goeft. /

Kitty. Why then. Sir, in few Words, will you
bellow your Son upon me ?

Sir Eph. My Son ! Prithee what wou'dft do with

him ? Carry him beyond .Sea in an Egg-Shell, or

haft thou rais'd a Devil that will be laid by nothing

but fome of the Blood of the Purchafes ?

Kitty. No, Sir, the worft Defign I have upon him
is to marry him.

Sir Eph. Marry him ! to whom I befeech you ?

Kitty. To myfelf, Sir, I never court for anybody
elfe.

Sir Eph. Confound the Fury ! to my felfquoth-a

!

Kitty. Come, Sir, don't demur, for upon that
Condition and no other fhall you ever fee Shitty again
while you live.

Sir Eph. I believe the Jade has kid-nap'd the poor
Girl ; but harkye, Forfooth, you will not have my
Son whether he will or no, I hope ?

Kitty. No, Sir, if he be not full as willing as I,

the Bargain fhall be void.

Sir Eph. And the Devil's in him if he be.
Come then, here, Frederick, haft a mind to be mar-
ried ?

Toung Pur. Married, Sir ! to who ? [Kitty goes to

him, Sir Ephraim interpofes*

Sir Eph. Nay, hold, no Wages till your Work's
done, where's Kitty ?

[Kitty pulling off her Difguife.] Here me is, Sir, and
claims your Promife which nothing but Death mail
diffolve. Sir
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Sir Eph. What a pox ! is this Kmy ?

YoungPur. Emilia here! Amazement ftrikes me
dumb.
Ma. How, Brother, is this Emilia ?

Emil. Yes, Madam, and ask your Pardon for im-
pofing on your eafy Belief.

Ma. And I your's, Madam, for ufing you unlike
yourfelf.

Sir Eph. Hey-day ! What the Devil have we got
now? What more Juggling ? Hearkye, good Ma-
dam Emilia, if that be your Name,- fince you have
trick'd'me out of my Son, as my very good Lord
Paftall there has of my Daughter, will you be pleas'd

to let me know what you are ?

Emi. That is but reafonable, Sir, and you fhall

have a fatisfa(Story account at a more convenient

time ; till then, be pleas'd to know I am no way in-

ferior to your Son, either in Quality or Fortune

:

and therefore hope, tho' I have procured your Con-
fent by a Wile, you will now confirm it with fatif-

faction.

Sir Eph. O yes, Madam ! the greateft fatisfac-

tion an old Fellow can poffibly have, is to give away
a young Girl he likes himfelf. [AJtde.'] But ads-bobs

I fee no help for't.

Col. [to Maria.] This falls out luckily enough ;

the old Gentleman is fo buiy with them, he'll for-

get us, I hope, till his Fury is a little over.

Young Pur. \jo Emilia.] Hopes and Fears, -like Fire

and Ice, are the two greateft Oppofites 5 one puts

the Fancy into a fever, the t'other freezes it to death.

May I believe, Madam, you are ftill unmarried ?

Emi. My being here is enough to convince you I

am, or you muft think very much to the prejudice of
my Conduct, which at beft may be a little blame-
able, becaufe of the Drefs and Employment I af-

funfd ; but I could only vouch for my own Heart,
and knew not how yours might ftand aftefted to-

wards
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wards me, I knew not but Abfence might have re-

mov'd your Love, and was refolv'd to be fatisfy'd

in Perfon, without being known : Had I found it

fo, I had gone off undifcover'd ; but I find your ge-

nerous honeft Heart is flill the fame ; and therefore,

Frederick, I am yours.

Sir Eph. By my troth, the trueft Fortune-teller I?

ever met with in my life !

Young Eph. Sir, this Lady was Daughter to Sir

John Heartfree deceafed, who left her a Fortune of

Eighteen Thoufand Pounds • which, I hope, you
will think anfwerable to my Eftate, and confirm the

Promife you made by chance.

Sir Eph. [pulling off his Hat.'] Your Eftate, Sir !

pray whereabouts does this Eftate of yours lie >

fomewhere about Terra Incognita, I fuppofe. Lookye,

Madam, this Fellow has not a Groat -

y but if you
will have me, you jfhall eat Ambrofia, drink Nec-
tar, wear Pearls and Diamonds, have a line Coach
and Equipage, go to Court, play at Cards, keep a
Monkey , Gads-bud, you mail do every thing you
have a mind to, but cuckold me, Child.!

Col. And if I were in his. place, I fhould expect

that would be her very firft work. [Afide?]

Emi. Sir, your Offers are extremely kind, and
what Good-Manners oblige me to thank you for

;

but I prefer your Son to all the Pleafures of Life,

becaufe I mould relifh none without him.

Young Pur. And how little I have relifhed even
Life itfelf, fince I thought you loft, my fleeplefs

Nights, my reftlefs Days, and defpairing Refolu-
tions can tell you.

Ma. [to the Col.'] Pray, Colonel, what was the rea-

fon I could never bring you to this whining Condi-
tion ? I proteft my Brother's a perfect Oroondates.

_&VEph. [to his Son!} Sir, I fuppofe your Jour-
ney to Jerico is at an end before 'tis begun, I fhould

be glad to fee you prepare for't.

Young
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Young Pur. No, Sir, I have now too great art

Attractive to keep me here ; and fure you will not

blame me for having your own Tafte, and liking a

Lady you thought worthy of your own Affections.

Sir Eph. Gads-bud it would be a pity to part 'em,

tho' 'twere in my power. [Afide.~] [To Emilia.] Come,
Madarn, you have told me my Fortune ; let me, in

my turn, tell you yours : In a very few days you

will marry as honeft a young Fellow as ever cheated

old Father of a Miftrefs ; and the good-natur'd old

Fool will give him Two Thoufand Pounds a Year

now, and Two more when he dies • fo get you to-

gether, and provide Heirs for it.

Ma. So, fo, now the old Gentleman's got into the

Road of Good-Nature, I hope he will call upon us

as he goes by.

Sir Eph. Come, Maria, I promis'd to be very merry

at thy Wedding ; and fince I have had a hand in the

matter, and that every Fool is Philofopher enough

to know, that what is pare, is out of our power to

prevent, in pity to my own eafe, I fhall ftrive to for-

get all. Had you married a Man of a good Eftate,

I intended to have given you Twenty Thoufand

Pounds ; but fince Bcllamont's is lefs than I expected,

I'll throw in two or three more, to help its Improve-

ment.

Ma. Sir, I always had reafon to think you the

beft of Fathers, but now you have outdone even

yourfelf.

Sir Eph. [to Co/.] For your part, Sir, you are a

cheating young Dog, with your Where is [he ? where

is foe ? and I am fore'd to fummon up all my Good-
nature to forgive you : but I coniider 'tis the way of

the World, and all young Fellows will make their

Fortunes if they can. So, fince you have contrived

to rob me of my Girl by my own Confent, pray ufe

her well, and make her as happy as you can.

Col
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Col. I fhould be doubly a Brute, if I did not make

it my chiefeft Care to contribute to her greateft Hap-

pinefs ,• and for Love, I will ftrive to outdo all Man-

kind ; fo that all who are remarkable for conjugal

Affection, mall be faid to take their Example from

Colonel Befldmoni,

Sir Eph. Be but half as good as your Promife, and

the Girl may ftill be happy, tho' me wants the Eftate

and Honour you prom is ci her.

Col. Part of which may one day fall to her fhare

;

the Uncle whom I reprefented is now very old, and

has no Child ; and nobody ftands fairer for his Eftate

than I do : befide, Sir, the Good-Fortune which is

now fallen to my ihare, will encourage him to do

more than perhaps he defign'd.

Ma. [to Emilia.] Madam, I remember when you

were under the Circumftances of a Fortune-Teller,

you fpoke as if you were acquainted with the Colo-

nel's DehVns ; will you do me the Favour to let me
know how you came by your Information ?

Emil. Madam, I met Barnahy by chance as he was

going home with his Mailer's Difguife, and after

fome Queftions ask'd, and many Promifes of Secre-

fy, being a Favourite of Barnabys I was let into the

whole Affair.

Enter Lady Camphire.

Lady Cam. I hope, Sir Epbraim, this News is not

true, I hear you have married your Daughter to a

Soldier.

Ma. Madam, we are all reconciled to the News,
and hope you will be fo too.

Lady Cam. Oh bafe and degenerate Girl! Stain to %,
our noble Family ! I always faw with Grief your Co-
gitations were fet upon filthy Man ; but to marry

without a Title—a Soldier too! Oh! I had rather

have been defil'd and married him myfelf.

Vol. I. F Lady



66 Hie Self- R i v a l.

Ma. I am much obliged to you, Madam, 'tis bet-

ter as it is ; but I wonder to hear you fpeak fo con-

temptibly of one of the fineft Callings upon Earth

:

Why, all Kings are Soldiers, or fhou'dbe fo, and they

are generally fpeaking Men of Bravery, Gallantry

and Honour.
Lady Cam. This comes of your upftart Acquain-

tance, Sir Ephraim, your Bofom Friend Mr. Verjuice ;

I always told you how he wou'd ferve you at laft,

but you were fo civil as to tell me I talk'd like an

old Lady, and now he has fitted you with an old

Lord. Nephew, I wifh you and this Lady Joy, and

wifh your Sifter had acted with your Prudence ; I am
juft going into the Country, where I fhall be glad to

hear from you. [Exit Lady Camphire.

Sir Eph. And I mail fend my Bofom Friend; as you

call Um9
after you; the Rogue mail herd no longer here.

Enter Mrs. Fallow.

;

Mz. Blefs me, Child, where have you been all

this while?

. Fal. Laughing at poor Mr. Verjuice, who iu purfmt

ofa V/oman that beat him foundly, charged headlong

into a Gaming-Houfe, and has loft Four Hundred

Pounds he was going with to the Bank.

Sir Eph. Gads-bud I'm glad on't, by my Troth

I'm. glad on't.

Joung Pur. [to Fallow.] There's fome Revenge

for you, Madam; I hear he was fo very courtly, he

intended to make you his Toaft.

Fal. Yes, and I dare fay, cou d eat me tocy. But

hark ! I hear him raving ; let us ftand clofe, he'll cer-

tainly beat us all.

Vcy. [ivithwl Stand out of my Way, you Dog,

or Til, throttle you. [Enters.] Damn the whole Sex and

my own too'-; Murder, Treafon, Ruin, Ruin, Ruin I

Sir Eph. What's the matter, poor Mr. Verjuice ?

Vr. Ruin'd, my Money, my Money, ruin'd; Oh
m\\d the World were all on fire

!

Sir.
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Sir Eph. What have you loft any Money?
Ver. Zouns ! I have not a Threepenny Piece toll

purchafe a Halter.

Sir Eph. [pulling out Sixpence^] Here, here, Fill.

take care to fupply your Wants fo far, and there's
|

Sixpence for you, that you may be fure of one ftrongj

enough ; but I forget to introduce you to your very

good Friend and old Acquaintance Lord Paftall here,;

he will make up your Loffes, no doubt. Ha ! ha

!

ha! by my Troth I'm glad on't, by the Lord Harry

I'm glad on't.

Ma. Poor Air. Verjuice , come here and I'll pity hi
Fal. Mr. Verjuice, I wou'd fain give you a little

good Advice before we part, tho' you know you
don't deferve it from me ; wou'd you avoid all future

Misfortunes, lay afide your Cynical Humour, ufe

other People well, and it will be a certain means to

make them ufe you fo.

Col. Mr. Verjuice, the Lady advifes you well, and
I wou'd have you take it.

Ver. Damn her Advice, an infernal Fury ; may
Plague, Pox and Poverty light upon you ail, and a

double Portion upon her. [Exit Verjuice ftamping<

Sir Eph. The Devil go with thee, for an egregious

Villain.

Fal. [to Maria.] Well but, Madam, am I to wifli'

you Joy ? I hear you're married.

Ma. Ask the poor Colonel there, don't you think

he looks like a married Man?
Sir Eph. [to Emilia] Come, Madam, now let me

convey you to a better Apartment, and as a Lover '<

Warmth declines, a Father's Fondnefsihall increafe i

/ ovrn 'tis time to lay by all Defire,

Col. And letyour Children 'warm at Cupid'* Fire

:

Where Wit and Beauty calls, the Toung may fly\

But Age, in the Purfuit, muflfaint and die.

F 2 PRO-
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PROLOGUE.
HEN Women write

i
the Criticks, now-a-days,

Are ready
y

e'er theyfee, to damn their Plays

;

Wit, as the Mens Prerogative, they claim,

And with om Voice, the hid Invader blame.

Tell me the Caufe, ye Gallants of the Pit,

\

Did Phoebus e'er the Salique Law admit I

Look into ancient Authors, and you'll find

The Mufes all were of the Female Kind ;

They fix [d their Seats upon the Phocian Hill,

And ever drank of Helicon their Fill.

Nine merry Girls, which in the Laurel Shade

Fiddl'dand rhimd, andfung and danced, and play'd :

In this I muft confefs that they mifcarry'd,

That not one Soul of all the Nine were marry d;

xTwas Want of Wealth—their Lovers quickly found

Their whole Pojfcffions lay in barren Ground

;

This Poverty with Wedlock ill agrees,
_

Their Bays and Laurels were not fruitful Trees :

But what of that ! they livdthe eafter Life,

Not cloggd with the dull Duty of a Wife :

They had more Time tofport, andfo we find ,

They wrote and did—whate'er they had a mind:

Now as they're gone fans Iffue, it appears

That the whole Female Sex are left their Heirs.

Te Fair-ones then, this Comedy defend,

\ And for the Sex's fake, the Bard befriend :

Thcfe Lordly Sirs at your Approach will fly,

Who at your Feet have been Jo ufe'd to die
;

Wo you our Author fues, if you'll but back her,

%he dares the boldefl of them all t'attack her.

EPI-
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EPILOGUE.
HEN Rakes by Cards, or more deflruclive Dice

3

Have Patrimony fpent, repent the Vice,

Sadly reflefl on every idle Hour,

And woud be frugal, when they've loft the Power
;

So fares it with our Scribe, who finds too late,

Her own and her Production's difmal Fate $

In which fad Cafe the Trifler, Forfooth :

Has drawn me in tofet her Folly forth :

So traitorous Authors of feditious Verfe,

Give it fome paultry Villains to difperfe;

Pleas'd with the Service, the officious Fools

Father their Freafon, and are made their Tools,

Excufe Fve none, for if you damn the Play,

It nothing matters all that I can fay •

She hopes to pleafe, and fo does every Wight,

Or elfe what mortal Man woud ever write .
?

F'he Criticks Cenfure, Poets all have pafs
3
d,

And tho'fome live, the greateft Part are caft.

She asks but Neighbour s Fare, yetfain woud be

Set on that Side, where there's leaft Company \

But ufe her as you will, /he'll gain this Endy

'

float if it does not pleafe, it cant offend.

F 3
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