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ADVERTISEMENT.
It may be perhaps neceflary to inform

the World, That the Groundwork of this

Piece is an old Comedy of Richard Brome's

;

the Profe Part of it confiding chiefly of
Fragments , colle&ed from the Merry
Beggars, and fo difpofed as to introduce

the Songs with Propriety. The Songs, (ex-

cept about half a Dozen) were written about

threeYears ago, by a Gentleman who is fince

Dead. This Circumftance is mentioned
here only to obviate fome Idle Rumours
which have been fpread about relating to

the Author; as for the Performance, it

muft ftand upon its own Merit, and it

would be an Affront to the Reader's Tafte

to exped that any thing which might be

faid of it here, could either recommend it

to Favour, or juftify it againft Cenfure.
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The JOVIAL CREW.
A C T I. S C E N E I.

SCENE A Room in Oldrents' Houfe*

Enter Oldrents and Hearty.

OIJ.tT.ht
1 He

has indeed, Friend, much afflicted me.

eart. And veryjuftly, let me tell you, Sir, to give

Ear, and Faith too (by your Leave) to Fortune-tellers!

Wizards! and Gypfies.

Old. I have fince been frighted with it, in a thoufand Dreams.
Heart. I wou'd go Drunk a thoufand times to Bed

7
rather

than dream of any of their Riddlemy Riddlemeries.

A I R 1. Ev'ry Man take his Glafs in his Hand, &c 6

mm fF^#| mp=fh*

I

m mm w$=m
$*n J

i (\ m
I

i
'To-day let us never be Slaves^

Nor the Fate of To-morrow ensure

:

Old Wizards, ami Gypfies, are Knaves^

And the Devil, we knciv, is a Lpr.
B Then
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Then drink off a Bumper whilfi you may,

We'll laugh, and we'llfing, the? our Hairs are grey ;

He's a Fool, and an Afs,

That will baulk a full Glafs,

For fear of another Day.

Old. Wou'd I had your merry Heart

!

Heart. I thank you, Sir

!

Old. I mean the like.

Heart. I wou'd you had! and I fuch an Eftate as yours.——
Four thoufand Pounds a Year, with fuch a Heart as mine,

would defie Fortune, and all her babbling Soothfayers.

Old. Come, 1 will ftrive to think no more on't.

Heart. Will you ride forth for the Air then, and be merry >

Old. Your Council, and Example, may inftruft me.
Heart. Sack muft be had in fundry Places too. For Songs,

I am provided.

AIR II. Arthur a Bland.

^^^w^m
#^m rc

rmriWfgfi

ppm feV<7
In Nottfnghamlhire,

Let \m hoaft of their Beer ;

With a Hey- down, down, and a doivnl

Vlifing in the Praife of good Sack

:

Old Sack, and old Sherry,

Will make your Heart merry,

Without e'er a Rag to your Back,

Then caft away Care,

Bid Adieu to Defpair,

With a Down, down, down, and a down f

Like Fools, our own Sorrows we make;

In fpight of dull thinking,

While Sack we are drinking,

Our Hearts are too bufy to ach. Enter



rh ] O V I A t C R E W.
3

£»?<?r Springlove, w*V# Boohs and Papers, and a Bunch of

Keys. He lays them on a Table.

Old. Yet here comes One, brings me a fecond Fear, who has

my Care next unto my Children.

Heart. Your Steward, Sir, it feems, hasBufinefs With you:

I wifh you would have none with him.

Old. I'll foon difpatch it, and then be for our Journey in-

ftanrty.

Heart, I'll wait your coming down, Sir. {Exit*

Old. But, why, Springlove, is now this Expedition?

Spr. Sir, 'tis Duty.

Old. Not common among Stewards, I confefs, to urge in

their Accompts before the Day their Lords have limited.

Spr. Sir, four Indulgence, I hope, (hall ne'er corrupt me.

—

Here, Sir, is the Balance of the feveral Accompts, which Ihews
you what remains in Cafh ; which added to your former Bank,

makes up in all -—-

—

Old. Twelve thoufand and odd Pounds.
Spr, Here are the Keys of all : The Chefts are fafe in your

own Clofet.

Old. Why in my Clofet! Is not yours as fafe ?

Spr. O Sir ! you know my Suit.

Old. Your Suit! what Suit

>

Spr. Touching the Time of Year.

Old. 'Tis well nigh May: Why, what of that, Springlove^

[BirdsJing.
Spr. Oh Sir ! you hear I am call'd

!

Old. Are there Delights in Beggary ? Or if to take Diverfity

of Air, be fuch a Solace, travel the Kingdom over; and if this

yield not Variety enough, try farther (provided your Deport-

ment be genteel) take Horfe, and Man, and Money, you
have all, or I'll allow enough.

[Nightingale^ Cuckowy
&c. fings.

Spr. Oh, how am I confounded ! Dear Sir, return me na-

ked to the World, rather than lay thofe Burdens on me, which
will ftifle me. I mud abroad, or perifli. Have I your

Leave, Sir?

Old. I leave you to difpute it with your felf: I have no Voice
to bid you go, or ftay. [Exit.

Spr. 1 am confounded in my Obligations to this good Man.

Enter Randal, and three or four Servants vnth Baskets.

The Servants go off.

Now Fellows, What News from whence you came?
Rand. The old wonted News, Sir, from your Gueft-Houfe*

the old Barn s They have all pray'd for you, and our Matter,

B % as
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as their Manner is, from the Teeth outward : Marry ! from
the Teeth inwards, 'tis enough to fwallow your Alms, from
whence I think, their Prayers feldom come.

Spr. Thou'rt Old Randal [Will ever grumbling! but mil offi-

cious for 'em.

Rand. Yes, hang 'em, they know I love 'em well enough :

I have had merry Bouts with iome ot 'em.

AIR III. Three merry Men of Kent.

_L_L

^^aSSs^
And he that will not merry, merry be

y

With a pretty Lafs in a Bed;
I zvijh he were laid in our Church-yard,

With a Tomh-ftone over his Head.

Me, if he cou'd, to be. merry', merry there
,

We, to be merry, merry here
;

For who does know, where we jhallgo

T0 be merry another Year,

Brave Boys ! to be merry another Tear.

Spr. Well, honeft Randal! thus it is I am for a
journey : I know not how long will be my Abfence: But I

will prefently take Order with tfie Cook and Butler, for my
wonted Allowance to the Poor And I will leave Money with
them to manage the Affair 'till my Return.

Rand. Theii,, up rife Randal, Bailey of the Beggars.

\_He opens the Scene. The Beggars are difcover'd in their

Poflures : Then they ijfue forth, and at laft the Patrico.]

All the Beggars. Our Mafter! our Maffei'! our fweet and

comfortable Mafter

'

Spr. How chear, my Hearts ?

1 Beg. Mod Cfowfe! moft caperinpjy ! Shall we Dance?
Shall we Sing to welcome our Kini; ? AIR
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AIR IV. Dame of Honour.

4£*2-3-j "IrPjfric-;.^^m^
p^ik^mh^

1 Beg. Worn. Tho' all are difcontentedgrown,

And fain would change Conditions
;

'The Courtier envies now the Clovjn,

The Clowns turn Politicians.

2 Beg. Worn. Ambitionftill is void of Wit,

And makes a woful Figure :

For none of 'em all e'er envy'd yet,

~ The Life of a Jovial Beggar.

3 Beg. Worn. The Man that hourly ivracks his Brain,

To encreafe his ufe/ej's Store,

Still dreads a Fall^ and lives in Pain,

While we can fall no lower.

4 Beg. Wom. The Dame of rich Attire that brags,

Wou'd willingly unrig her ;

Did /he but know the Joys of Rags 9

And the Life of a Jovial Beggar.

Chorus ofall. The Dame, &c.

Spr. What, is he there? that folemn old Fellow >

2 Beg. Man. Q Sir! the rareft Man of ail! He is a Pro-

phet ; fee how he holds up his Prognosticating Nofe : He is

Divining now.
Spr. How! a Prophet!
2 Beg. Man. Yes, Sir, a Cunning-man, and a Fortune-teller.

Tis thought he was a great Clerk before his Decay ; bat he is

very clofe, will not tel! his Beginning, nor the Fortune he

himfelf is fallen from. But he ferves us for a Clergyman

ftill, and marries us, if need be, after a new Way of his

own,
B 3 Spr,
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Spr. How long have you had his Company ?

2 Beg. Man. But lately come among us, but a very ancient

Strolerall the Land over; and has travell'd with Gypfies, and
Is a Patrko. Shall he read your Fortune, Sir >

Spr. If it pleafe him.

Pat. Lend me your Hand, Sir.

By this Palm, I understand

Thou art born to Wealth and Land

:

And after many a bitter Guft,

Shall build with thy great Grandflre's Duft.

Spr. Where fhall I find it? But come, I'll not trouble my
Head with the Search.

2 Beg. Man. What fay you, Sir, to our Crew, are we not
well congregated ?

Spr. You are a Jovial Crew ! the only People whofe Happk
nefs I admire.

3 Beg. Man. Will you make us happy in ferving you? Have
you any Enemies ? Shall we fight under ye ? Will you be

our Captain?

2 Beg. Man. Nay, our King!

3 Beg. Man. Command us fomething, Sir f

Spr. Where's the next Rendezvous?
i Beg. Man. Neither in Village, nor in Town*

But three Miles off, at Maple-down,
Spr. At Evening, there I'll vifit you.

i Beg, Man. And there you'll find us frolick.

A I R
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AI R V. Round, and round, the Mill goes round.

J^-t-A^ J^

1 Beg. Man. We'll glad our Hearts with the beft of our Cheer,

Our Spirits we'll raife with his Honour 'sftrongBeer ;

All Strangers to Hope, and regardless of Fear
9

We'll make this the merrieft Night of the Tear.

Chorus. Nor Sorrow, nor Pain, amongft us jhall be found,

To our Mafter's goodHealth jhall the Cup be crown'd;
That long he may live, and in Blifs abound,

Shall be ev'ry Man's Wifr, while the Bowlgoes round.

2 Beg. Man. Our Wants we can't help, nor our Poverty cure
;

To-morrow mayn't come, of To-night we'll makefure,
We'll laugh, and lye down, altho' we be poor,

Andour Love frailremain, tho' theWolfsat the Door.

Chorus. Then brisk, andfmart, frail our Mirth go round,

With Antick Meafures we'll beat the Ground,

To pleafure our Mafter in Duty bound,

We'lldance'tillwe'rcLame,anddrink 'tillwe're Sound.

\_A Dance of Beggars.]

Spr. So, now away

!

[Exeunt Beggars.

They dream of Happinefs, that live in State,

But they enjoy it, that obey their Fate. [Exit,

Enter Vincent, Hilliard, Meriel, and Rachel.

Hill. I admire the Felicity they take.

Vin. Beggars! they are the only People can boaft the Benefit

of a Free State, in the full Enjoyment of Liberty, Mirth, and
Eafe. Who would have loft this Sight of their Revels ? How

B 4 think,
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think you, Ladies? Are they not the only Happy in a Na*
tbm f

Mer. Happier than we, Pm fare, that are pent up, and ty'c

by the Nofe to the continual Steam of hot Hofpitality here k
our Father's H<ouie, when they have the Air at Pleafure in all

Variety.

A IR VI. In the pleaiant Month of May, &c.

aa^irnnmniijj

m̂Wr'Tr^ i

^^ff^^^^m
Ps^teg^a

In the charming Month of May,
When the pretty little Birds begin to fwg ;

What a Shame at Home to ftay,

Nor enjoy the fmiling Spring ?

While the Beggar that looks forlorn^

itho* Jbe^s notJo nobly born,

With her Rags allpatched and torn,

fflbilejhe dances andjings with the merry Men and Maids,,

In her fmiling Ryes you may trace

And her innocent chearful Face
j

Thd* fie's poor, maybe
More happy than fie

^fhatjighs in her rich Brocades,

Rach. And tho' I know we have merrier Spirits than they,

yet to live thus confin'd, ftifles me.

AIR
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AIR VII. Mafquerade Minuet.

«C7
&fe%JU-liLb^p
^jjjjd^ # I

taE:± a
a*

fcMJ-f

PW tegi

^fr^-M # ~Qw

See how the Lambs are [porting!

Hear how the Warblers fing!

Set how the Doves are courting!

All Nature hails the Spring,
j

Let us embrace the Blejfmgy

Beggars alone are free ;

Freefrom Employment,

Their Life is Enjoyment

Beyond exprejfing;

Happy they wander,

And happy Jleep under

The Greenwood Tree,

Hill Why, Ladies, you have Liberty enough, or may take

what yoa pleafe.

Mer. Yes, in our Father's Rule and Government, or by his

Allowance: What's that to abfolute Freedom ? Such as the

very Beggars have ; to feaft and revel here to-day, and yonder

to-morrow

;
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to-morrow; next Day, where they pleafe; and fo on ftrll, the
whole Country or Kingdom over. There's Liberty ! the Birds

'

of the Air can take no more.

Rach. And then, at Home here, or wherefoever he comes,,
our Father is to penfive (what muddy Spirit fo-e'er polTeffes

him, wou'd I cou'd conjure't out) that he makes us ever fick

of his Sadnefs, that were wont to do any thing before him,
and he would laugh at us.

Mer. Now he never looks upon us, but with a Sigh, or Tears
in his Eyes, tho' we fimper never fo demurely. What Tales
have been told him of us, or what he fufpe&s, I know not,

but I am weary of his Houfe.
Rach. Does he think us wanton, tro, becaufe fometimes we

talk as lightly as great Ladies?

AIR VIII. Ye Nymphs and Silvian Gods.

If 1, . fe, . ,, . K . ^^ i ft-

How fweet is the Evening Air,

When the Lajfes allprepare,

So trim andfo clear*,

To trip it o'er the Green,

And meet with their Sweet-hearts there

!

While the pale Town Lafs

Difguifes her Face,

To fqueak at a Mafquerade

;

Where the proudeft Prude

May be fubdtfd,

And whenjhe cries. You're rude,

Tou may conclude

She will not die a Maid,

Rack
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Rach. I can fwear fafely for the Virginity of one of us, fo

Sir as Word and Deed goes. Marry, Thoughts are free.

Mer. Which is that One of us, I pray? Your felf, or me?
Rach. Good Sifter Meriel, Charity begins at Home : But I'll

"wear, I think as charitably of thee, and not only becaufe thou

irt a Year younger, neither.

Mer. I am beholden to you.— But dear Rachel
y as the Song

fays, a Demure Look is no Security for Virtue.

AIR IX. Gilderoy.

She was not coyy

She wozCd laugh and toy,

Tet preferv'd her Virgin Fame ;

She was her Father's only Joy^

And ev\y Shepherd's Flame.

T'ho* manyftrove,

Tet none could move ;

'7/7/ Strephon, young andgay t

Infpir'd her Soul with virtuous Love?

Andflole her Heart away.

But for my Father, I would I knew his Grief, and how to cure

him, or that we were where we cou'd not fee it. It fpoils our

Mirth, and that has been better than his Meat to us.

Vine. Will you hear our Motion, Ladies?

Mer. Pfhah ! you would marry us prefently out of his Way,
becaufe he has given you a foolifh kind of Promife: But we
will fee him in a better Humour firft, and as apt to Laugh, as

we to Lye-down, I warrant him.

Hill. 'Tis like that Gourfe will cure him, would you em-
brace it.

Rach. We will have him cur'd firft, I tell you, and you (hall

wait that Seafon, and our Leifure,
Mer.
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Mer. I will rather venture my being one of the Ape-leader

than to marry while he is fo melancholy.
Fine. We are for any Adventure with you, Ladies.
Rach. And we will put you to't. Come aiide, Merie

I remember an old Song of my Nurfe's, every Word of whic
ihe believed as much as her Pfalter, that us'd to make me lone

when I was a Girl, to be abroad in a Moon-light Night.

AIR X. There lives a Lafs upon the Green.

#%&&&
At Night, by Moon-light, on the Plain,

With Rapture, how Fve feen,

Attended by her harmless Train,

The little Fairy Queen :

Her midnight Revelsfweetly keep,

While Mortals are involved in Sleep ;

They tript it o'er the Green.
And where they dane'd their chearful Round,
The Morning would difclofe,

For where their nimble Feet do bound,
Each Flovir unbidden grows :

The Daify (fair as Maids in May)
The Cow flip, in his gold Array,

And blujhing Violet
9
rofe.

Mer. Come hither, Rachel.

Mer.S Ha
'
ha

>
ha!

Vmc What's the Conceit, I wonder'
Kac''

Me

f

Rach.7 rT ,

Yer. 5 Ha
>
ha

> ha
!

Hill Some merry one it fecnr, but Til never pretend to
at a Woman s Mind.

guefs

AIS
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AIR XL Jolly Roger Twangdillo, Sec.

^amijjjjjjj

mmmmmf&tgm
^a^m^^m
TOTOKHg^M

7fc* itf/W 0/ *z Woman can never he known,

You never can guefs it aright

:

ril tellyou the Reafon She knows not her ewn3

It changes fo often e'er Night.

'Twou'd puzzle Apollo,

Her IVhimfies to follow,

His Oracle wou'd be a Jeft;

She'llfrown when Jhe's kmd,

'Then quickly you'llfind,

She'll change with ihe WM,
And often abufes

The Man that fee chufes^

And what floe refufes,

Likes left.

Rach. And then, Meriel,—-Hark again —Ha, .ha, ha!

Vine. How they are taken with it!

Mer. Ha, ha, ha! — Hark again, Rachel — I am of the

aid's Mind, who wou'd not eaks the Man (he lik'd beft, Mil

he was lure he lov'd her well enough to live in a Cottage

fvith her.

AIR
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AIR XII. The Daily's Daughter of Ijlington.

iiiitipflfip

f
Mer.

Rach.

10'

What) tho'pe lov*d this young Mm iwil,

She never wotfdbe his Bride
,

'Tillfor a while he agreed to dwell

With her, by the Green-wood Side.

And he that lives by the Green-wood Side
i

Where Joy and Pleafures firing ;

May laugh at the Courtier'j gainful Pride,

Nor envy the State of a King.

'Both. Ha, ha, ha!
Vine. Some wonderful new Nothing, fure! They will

laugh as much to fee a Swallow fly with a white Feather imp'c
in her Tail*

Hill. They were born laughing, I think.

Mer'. S
Ha

'
ha

>
ha -

Vine. Now, Ladies, is your Project ripe? Poffefs us with
the Knowledge of it.

Rach. It is more precious than to be imparted upon a flight

Demand.
Hill. Pray let us hear it : You know we are your trufty

Servants.

Vine. And have kept all your Councils ever fince we have
been Infant Play-Fellows.

Rach. Yes, you have play'd at all kinds of fmall Games with
us, but this is to the Purpofe. Ha, ha, ha

!

Hill. It feems fo, by your Laughing.
Rach. And asks a ftrongerTongue-tye, than tearing ofBooh,

burning of Samplers, or making Dirt Pies.
Vine You know how, and what we have vow'd; to wait

upon you, any how, and any whither,

Met.
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/fefcr. And you will (land to't ?

^iW. Ay, and go to't with you, where-ever it be. -What

Ifty you, are you for a Trip to BatlA

I

Mer. No, no, not 'till the Doctor doesn't know what e!fe

to do with us.

P«w. Well, would you be courted *o go to London i

Rach. Few Country Ladies need be ask'd twice: But you're

bold Man to propofe it.

A I R XIII. Fye! gar rub her o'er with Straw.

i

^^fflfT^^^
f^^ppl
ctoMg^JJ:^^
j fi^Ja-f-B r Igfa

How few, like you, wou*d dare advife,

To truft the Town'/ deluding Arts;

Where Love, in daily Ambufo lies,

And triumphs over heedlefs Hearts : <

How few, like us, wou'd thus deny

^indulge the tempting dear Delight,

Where daily Pleafures charm the Eye,

And Joys fuperior crown the Night.

Hill. In the Name of Wonder, what would yon do?

Mer. Pray tell it 'em, Sifter Rachel.
Rachx
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tf^. Why, Gentlemen Ha, ha! Thus it is—

J

tell it you, Meriel.

V'tnc. O! is that all?

Mer. You are the Elder, pray tell it you.

Rack. You are the Younger, I command you tell it.

Come, out with it ! they long to have it.

Hill When?
Vine. When?
Mer. In troth you mufttell it, Sifter, I can't; pray begin.

Rack. Then, Gentlemen, ftand your Ground !

Vine. Some terrible Bufinefs, fure

!

Rack. You feem'd e'en now to admire the Felicity of Beg-
gars.

Mer. And have engag'd your felves to join with us in any
Courfe.

Rach. Will you now with us, and for our Sakes, turn Beg-
gars ?

Mer. It is our Refolution, and our Injunction on you.
Rach. But for a Time, and a (hon Progrefs.

Mer. And for a Spring -Trick of Youth, now in the

Seafon.

Vine. Beggars! what Rogues are thefe?

Hill. A fimple Tryal of our Loves and Service

!

Rach. Are you refolv'd upon't ? If not, Farewel ! We are

refolved to take our Courfe.

Mer, Let yours be to keep Council.

Vine. Stay, „ ftay ! Beggars "! Are we not fo already ?

AIR
.
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AIR XIV. Still I turn'd my Wheel about.

^ji^i^y

<i>j ^ gffifj j^
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Vine. JF<? £*£, £#* ** * higher Strain,

Than fordid Slaves, who beg for Gain.

Hill. No paltry Gold, or Gems, we want

We beg whatyou alone can grant.

ViOC No lofty Titles, no Renown,

But fomething greater than a Crown,

Hill. We beg not Wealth, or Liberty,

Both. We beg your humble Slaves to be.

Vine. We beg your fnoivy Hands to kiff,

Or Lips, if you'd vouchfafe the Blifs.

Hill.
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Hill. dnd if our faithful Vows can move,

(IVhat Gods might envy us) your Love.
Vine. 'The Boon we beg, ifyou deny,

Our Fate's decreed^ we pine and die.

Hill. For Life we'beg
, for Life implore,

Both. The poorejl Wretch can beg no more.

Rath. That will not ferve your Time's not come for
that yet. You (hall beg Viauals firft.

Vine. O ! I conceive your Begging Progrefs is, to ramble out
this Summer among your Father's Tenants : And 'tis in requeft
among Gentlemen's Daughters to devour their Cheefe-Cakes,
Apple-Bes, Cream, and Cuftards, Flap-Jacks, and Pan-Pud-
dings.

Mer. No, no, not fo.

Vtnc. Why fo we may be a kind of Civil Beggars.
Rack. I mean, ftark, errant, downright Beggars. Ay, with-

out Equivocation, Statute Beggars.
Mer. Couchant, and Pajfant, Guardant, and Rampant Beggars.
Vine. Current and Vagrant.
Hill. Stockant, and JVhippant Beggars.
Vine. 'Fore Heaven! I think they are in Earned; for they

were always mad.
Bill. And we were madder than they, if we ihould lofe 'em.
Vine. 'Tis but a mad Trick of Youth, as they fay, for the

Springs °r a fhort Progrefs ; and Mirth may be made out of it,

if we knew how to carry it.

Rack. Pray Gentlemen, be fudden. [Cuckow without.! Hark

!

you hear the Guckow?

A IR



The J 6 V I A L C R £ w. i

AIR XV. Yellow-hair'd Laddie.

Rach. Abroad we mufi wander to hear the Birds fing,

&enjoy the frejh Air, and the Charms of the Spring.

Mer. We'll beg for our Bread, then ifthe Night's raw,

We''11 keep ourfelves warm on a Bed of clean Straw*

How bleft is the Beggar, who takes the jrep Air ?

Tho* hard is his Lodging, and coarfe is his Fare.

Confinement is hateful,

And Pleajure deferoys.

Rach.

Mer.

Rach.

Mer.
Both. *Tis Freedom alone, is the Parent of Joys,

Enter Spring-love*

Vine. O! here comes Spring-love ! His great Benefactor (hip

among ihe Beggars, might prefer us with Authority, into a

ragged Regiment, prefently. Shall I put it to him ?

Rach. Take heed what you do ! His Greatnefs with my Fa-

ther will betray us.

Vine. I will cut his Throat, then. My noble Spring-

love! the great Commander of the Maunders, and King of Can-

ters ; We faw the Gratitude of your Loyal Sobjecls, in the

large Tributary Content they gave you in their Revels.

Spr. Did you fo, Sir?

Hill. We have feen all, with great Delight and Admiration.

Spr. I have feen you too, kind Gentlemen and Ladies, -and

over-heard you in your ftrange Defign, to be Partakers, and Co*
A&ors too, in thofe vi'.eCourfes, which you call Delights, ta'en

by thofe defpicable and abhorred Creatures,

C 2, Vint*
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Vine. Thou art a Defpifer, nay a Blafphemer, againft theMa*

ker of thofe happy Creatures.

Rack. He grows zealous in the Caufe: Sure, he'll beg indeed.
Vine. Art thou an Hypocrite, then, all this while? only pre-

tending Charity, or ufing it to get a Name and Praife unto thy
felf; and not to cheriih and increafe thofe Creatures in their

molt happy way of Living.

Mer. They are more zealous in the Caufe, than we.
Spr. But are you, Ladies, at Defiance too with Reputation,

and the Dignity due to your Father's Houfe, a.nd you I

Rack Hold thy Peace, good Springlove; and tho' you feem to
diflike this Difcourfe, and reprove us for it, do not betray us
in it. Your Throat's in Queltion ; I tell you for Good-Will,
good Springlove.

Spr. I have founded your Faith, and am glad to find you all

right. ^ And for your Father's Sadnefs, I'll tell you the Caufe
on't; I over-heard it but this Day, in private Difcourfe with his

merry Mate, Hearty; he has been told by fome Wizard, you
both were born to be Beggars.

All. How ! how

!

Spr. For which he is fo tormented in Mind, that he cannot
ileep in Peace, nor look upon you, but with Heart's Grief.

Vine. This is moft ftrange

!

Rach. Let him be griev'd then, 'till we are Beggars, we have
juft Reafon to become fo now; and what we thought on but in

Jeft before, we'll do in Earneft now.
Spr. I applaud this Refolution in you; wou'd have perfwaded

it ; will be your Servant in't. For, lookye, Ladies ; the Sen-
tence of your Fortune does not fay that you (hall Beg for Need,
Hunger, or cold Neceflity. If therefore you expofeyour felves

on Pleafure into it, you fhall abfolve your Deftiny, neverthe-
lefs, and cure your Father's Grief: I am overjoy'd to think
on't! 1 am prepar'd already for the Adventure, and will
with all Conveniences, furnilh, and fet you forth; give you
Rules, and Dire&ions, how I us'd to accoft Paflengers, with a—
Good your good IVorJhip ! the Gift of one fmall Penny to a poor
Cripple. For here I was with 'em [Counterfeits Lamenefs]
and even to blefs, and reftore it toyou in Heaven.

All. A Springlove I a Springlove I

Spr. Follow me, Gallants, then, as chearful as — [Birds
whtfile without.'] We are fummon'd forth.

All. We follow thee.

AIR
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AIR XVI. To you, fair Ladies, now at Land.

4—,
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Each. 7*o you j dear Father, and our Home,

IVe bid aport Adieu:

"The tempting Frolick has overcome.

By Force of being New.
But let not that your Patience vex,

For, dear Papa, you know our Sex.

With a fal, la, jjjjfr,

Mer. Nor hope, good Sir, to [pare your Coft,
1

Jtior think our Fortune''j paid',

No Woman yet was ever loft,

Tho*fometimes Jhe's mis-laid:

For when the Pie afore turns to Pain,

Befure we Jhall come home again.

With a fal, la, &c.

The End of the Firft Afo

C3 '<?A
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ACT II. SCENE I,

SCENE Oldrents' Houfe.

Enter Randal, with a Bag of Money in his Hand.

&**d. U7ELL, go thy Ways! If ever any juj and chari-

VV table Steward was commended, furely thou
ftialt be at the laft Quarter-Day. Here's Five and

twenty Pounds for this Quarter's beggars Charge : And (if he
return not by the End of this Quarter) here's Order toaFriend
to fupply for the next.—— lr I now fliould venture for the
Commendation of an unjuft Steward, and turn this Money to
myownUfe? Ha! dear Devil tempt me not! I'll do thee
Service in a greater Matter; but to rob the Poor (a poor Trick)
every Church-Warden can do't. Now fomething whifpers
me s -that my Mafter, for his Steward's Love, will fupply the
Poor, as 1 may handle the Matter then I rob the Steward,
if I reflore him nos the Money at his Return. —— Away,
Temptation! leave me! I'm frail Flefh, yet I will right with
thee.— But fay the Steward never return O ! but he will
return ! -Perhaps he may not return— Turn from me, Sa-
tan ! Ilrive not to clog my Confcience. 1 wou'd not have
fhis Weight upon me, for all thy Kingdom.

Enter Hearty Singing, and Oldrents.

A I R XVII. Let Burgundy flow.

%fcw%?%^
a^fiffm n rrr

isjggfgpffflffg

feates*3%&t
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Let Pleafure go round,

Let us laugh andfing, let us laugh andfwg, Boys!

Let Humour abound,

And Joy fill the Day.

If Sorrow intrude,

Drive it out again, drive it out again, Boys I

If by Griefs we're purfu'd,

Let us drink
rem away

;

The Pleajures of Wme
Make a Mortal divine.

For get but a Bottle once into your Noddle

No Power, or Art,

Can fuch Virtue impart,

For raijing the Spirits, and cheering the Heart.

Remember, Sir, your Covenant to be merry.

Old. I ftrive, you fee, to be fo. ~ But do you fee yon
Fellow?

Heart. I never noted him fo fad before; he neither lings, nor

whittles.

Old. Why, how now, Randall Where's Springlove 7
.

Rand. Here's his Money, Sir ; I pray that I be charg'd with
it no longer. The Devil and I have ftrainM Courtefie thefe

two Hours about it. — . I would not be corrupted with the

Truft of more than is my own. Mr. Steward gave it me, Sir,

to order it for the Beggars: He has made me Steward of the

Barn, and them; while he is gone, he fays, a Journey to fur*

vey and meafure Lands abroad about the Countries ; fome Pur-

chafe, I think, for your Worfhip.

Old, I know his Meafuring of Land ! He's gone his old Way^
and let him go. Am not I merry, Hearty 2

.

Heart. Yes, but not hearty merry.

Old. The Poor's Charge fhall be mine : Carry you the Money
to one of my Daughters, to keep for Springlove.

Rand. I thank your Worfhip. \_Exit.

Old. He might haveta'en his Leave, tho\

Heart. I hope he's run away with fome large Trufl : I never

lik'd fuch demure, down-look'd Fellows. .

Old. You are deceiv'd in him.

Heart. If you be not, 'tis well.— But this is from the Co-
venant.

Old. Well, Sir, I will be merry : I'm refolv'd to force my
Spirit only unto Mirth. — Shou'd I hear now my Daughters
were mif-led, or run pway, 1 would not fend a Sigh to fetcu
??m baclc, C 4 Heart %
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Heart. T'other old Song for that.

A I R XVIII. Taunton Dean.

^#^*-#

fMffP^i
There was an old Fellow at Waltham-Crofs,
Who merrilyfang when he liifd by the Lofs,

He cheered up his Heart when his Goods went to rack.

With a Hem ! Boys, Hem ! and a Cup of old Sack.

Old, h that the Way on'c ? Well, it fhall be mine then.

Enter Randal.

Rand. My MiftrefTes are both abroad, Sif.

Old- How ! fince when ?

Rand. On Foot, Sir, two Hours fince, with the two Gen-
tlemen their Lovers. Here's a Letter they left with the Butler,
and there's a Mutt'ring in the Houfe.

Old. I will not read, nor open it, but conceive within my
lelf the worft that can befall them; that they are loft, and no
more mine. Grief fhall lofe her Name, where I have Being*
and Sadnefs from my fartheft Foot of Land, whiie I have
I/fe, be baniuVd.

Heart. What's the Whim now

!

Old. My Tenants fhall fit Rent-free for this Twelvemonth,
and all my Servants have their Wages doubled; and fo 'ihal! be
my Charge in

.

Houfe-kecping ; 1 hope my Friends will find
and put me to't.

Heart. For them, I'll be your Undertaker, Sir. But this is

over-done! I don't like it.

Old. And for thy News, the Money that thou haft, is now
jhy own : I'll make it good to Springlove. Be fad with it, and
leave me; for I tell thee I'll purge my Houfe of ftupid Melan-
choly.

Rand. I'll be as merry, as the Charge that's under me.
[A confused Notfe of Singing and Laughing without.^

Sir! d'ye hear them in the Barn?
Old. I'll double their Allowance too; that they may double

their Numbers, and increafe their Noife.

Old.

The Beggars
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Rand. Now you are fo nigh, Sir, if you'll look in, I doubt

not but you'll find 'em at their high Feaft already.

Heart. Pray let's fee 'em, Sir.

Old. With all my Heart.

SCENE drawsj and difcovers the Beggars.

All Beg. Blefs his Worfhip! his good Worfhip.' Blefs his

Worftiip!

1 Beg. M. Gome, Friends, let's give his Worlnip a Tafte

of our Mirth! Hem! Let us fing the Part Song that I

made for you, that, which contains all our Chara&ers, I mean
thofe we had in better Times : There is not fuch a Collection

of Oddities, perhaps, in all Europe. Hem! be iilent there!

A I R XIX. My Name is Old Hewfon the Cooler.

Uj^UOjiy
%ii&ftmm

1 Beg r Man. / once was a Poet, at London,

I keep my Heart Jit11full of Glee;

There'*s no Man can fay that Vm undone,

For Begging'/ no new 'Trade to me.

Tol derol, &c.

2 Beg. Man. / was once an Attorney at Law,
And after, a Knight of the Poft

:

Give me a brisk IVench in clean Straw ,

And I value not who rules the Koafi.

Tol derol, efc.

3 Beg. Man. Make room for a Soldier in Buff,

Who valiantlyfirutted about

:

'Till he fancy
9d the P'eace breaking off,

And then he mofi wifely fold out.

Tol derol, rjr*.

4 Beg. Man . IJIM am a merry Gut-Scraper,

My Heart never yetfelt a Qualm :

Tho9
poor, I can frolick and vapour

,

Andjing any Tune, but a Pfaim.

Tol 4ero], fcsrV.

S Beg,
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f Beg. Man./ was a Fanatical Preacher,

J turned up my Eyes when I pray'd;

But my Hearers had halfJiarv d their Teacher•,

Fir they believ'd not one Word that I[aid.
Tol derol, &rV.

4 Beg. Man, Here comes a Courtier polite, Sir,

Was bred up a Page from his Youth
;

Poor, hungry, and ready to bite, Sir,

And tell any Story but Truth.

Tol derol, csrY.

I Beg. Man. Whoe'er wou'd be merry andfree,
Let him lift, andfrom us he may learn

;

In Palaces whopallyou fee,

Half fo happy as we in a Barn

!

Tol derol, fcrV,

Cho. of all. Whoe'er wou'd, &c.

Old. Good Heaven! how merry they are!
Heart. Be not you fad at that?

Old. Sad, Hearty! no; unlefs it be with Envy at their full

Happinefs What is an Eftate of Wealth and Power, bal-
lanc'd with their Freedom ?

Heart. I have not fo much Wealth to weigh me down, nor
fo little, I thank Chance, as to dance naked.

Enter Patrico.

All Beg. Blefs his Worfhip! his good Worfhip! Blefs his

Worfhip

!

[Exeunt Beggars.

Manet Patrico.

Heart. How think you, Sir ? or what? or why d'ye think at

all, unlefs on Sack, or Supper-time? D'ye fall back? D'ye
not know the Danger of Reiapfes?

0/d. Good Hearty! thou miftak'ft me: I was thinking up-
on this Patrico, and that he has more Soul than a born Beggar
in him.

Heart. Rogue enough, though I warrant him.
Old. Prav forbear that Language.
Heart. Will you then talk of Sack, that can drown Sighing ?

Will you in to Supper, and take me there your Gueft? or mull
I creep into the Barn among your welcome ones?

Old. You have rebuk'd me timely, and moil friendly. [Exit.
Heart. Wou'd all were well with him.'

[Exit, Patrico follows.
'Raxd. It is with me.

A I R
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A I R XX. All in a mifty Morning, &c

.
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[Exit.

What, tho
9
thefe Guineas bright. Sir,

Be heavy in my Bag
;

My Heart is JIM the Lighter,

The more my Pocketsfwag:

Let mufly Fools

Find out by Rules

That Money Sorrow brings ;

Tet none can think

How I \e(ve their Chink ;

Alas, poor Things

!

SCENE the Fields:

Enter Vincent and Hilliard in their Rags,

Hill Is this the Life we admired in others, with Envy of
their Happinefs ?

Vine. Pray let us make a virtuous Ufe of it, and repent us

of that deadly Sin, before a greater Punifhment ihan that of

Famine and Lice fall upon us, by fleering our Courfe Home-
wards.. -Before I'll endure iuch another Night 1

HtlL What wou'dft thou do ? I wifh thy Miftrefs heard thee !

Vine. I hope (he does not ; for I know there's no altering our

Gourfe before they make the firft Motion : But 'tis firange we
|
fhou'd be weary already, and before their fofter Conftitution of
Flefh and Blood.

Hill They are the ftronger in Will, it feems.

A!
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A I R XXL Winchefter Wedding.

c
Tho > Women, 'tis true, are but tender

^

Tet Nature does Strength fupply ;

'Their Will is tooJlrdng tofurrender',

Thefre objiinate flill Hill they dye.

In vain you attack
9em with Reafon^

Tour Sorrows you only prolong
;

Difputing is oilmays High-Treafon,

No Woman was e'er in the Wrong.
Tour only Relief is to bear

;

And when you appear content.

Perhaps, in Compajfion, the Fair

May perfwade herfeif into Confent.

Enter Spring!bve.

Spr. How now, Camrades! repining already at your Fulnefi
of Liberty? Do you complain of Eat'e?
Vmc. Eafe, cali'ii thou it! Dia'ft thou 11 eep to-night?
Spr. Not fo well thefe eighteen Months, I fwear, fince mi

laft Walks.
Hill. Lightning and Tempeft is out of thy Uttany. Cou'c

not the 1 hunder wake thee \ Sj>k
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Spr. Ha, ha, ha!

Vine . Nor the Noife of the Crew in the Quarter by us ?

ell ! never did Knights-Errant in all Adventures, merit more
f their Ladies, than we Beggars-Arrant, or Errant Beggars,

oof Ours.
Spr. The greater will be your Reward think upon that : And
,ew no manner of Diftafte to turn their Hearts from you : You
e undone then.

Vine. Are they ready to appear out of their Privy Lodgings

in the Pigs Palace of Pleafure? Are they coming forth?

Spr. I left 'em almoft ready, fitting on their Pads of Straw,

helping to drefs each other's Head ; the one's Eye, is Mother's

Looking-Glafs; with the prettieft Goyle they keep to fit their

Fancies in the mod graceful Way of wearing their new Dref-

iing, that you wou'd admire.

Vine. I hope we are as gracefully fet out, are we not?

Spr. Indifferent well. But will you fall to Practice? Let
me hear how you can Maun4, when you meet with PalTen-

gers.

Hill We do not look like Men, I hope, too good to learn.

Spr. Suppofe fome Perlbns of Worth, or Wealth, paffing

by now : Note me. Good your good Worjloip, your Cha-
rity to the Poor, that will duly and truly pray for you Day and
Night

!

Vine. Away, you idle Rogue ! You wou'd be fet to work,
and whipt !

——
Spr. 'That is Lame, and Sick, Hungry, and Comfortlefs !

—

*

Vine. If you were well ferv'd —
Spr. And Heatfnto blefs you, and reward you for'*

t

Vine. Pr'ythee hold thy Peace! (Here be doleful Motes in-

deed!) and leave us to our own Genius. If we mult beg, let

us let it go as it comes, by Infpiration.— 1 love not your fee

Form of Begging.

Spr. Let me inftrudt you, tho'.

[ Sprtnglove hJlrucJs them.

Enter Rachel and Meriel in Rags.

Rach. Have a care, good Meriel; what Hearts or Limbs fo-

ever we have, and tho' never fo feeble, let us fet our bell Faces

on't, and laugh our laft Gafp our, before we difcover any Dif-

like, or Wearinefs to them. Lei us bear it out 'till they com-
plain fir ft, and beg to carry us home a-Pick a- Pack.

Mer. I am forely furbated with Hoofing already tho', and fo

Crupper-crampt with our hard Lodging, and fo Bumfiddled

with the Straw, that—
AIR
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A I R XXII. Charming is your Shape and Air

fiiniciDiL'imiii
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Did our Jighing Lovers know,

What a Pain we undergo
;

Sweeter wou'd their Wooing prove,

Shorter were the Way to Love.

Unkind Commands when they obey
%

VVe fuffer more, much more than they :

And to rebel, were kinder ftill,

'Than to obey againft our Will.

Rach. Think not on't. I am numm'd i'th' Bum, and ShoJ
dcrs too, a little; and have found the Difference between a hare
Floor, with a little Straw, and a Down Bed with a Quttt
upon't. But no Words, nor a fower Look, I pr'ythee.

Hill. O ! here they are ! Madam Few cloaths, and my La-
dy Bonny-rag.

Vine. Peace! they fee us.

Mer'.\ Ha
'
ha

>
ha!

Vine. We are glad the Object pleafes yon.
Rach. So does the Subject: Now you appear the Glories

of the Spring, Darlings of Phoebus, and the Summer's Heirs.

AIR
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1

AIR XXIII. Young Philander lov'd me long.

m^m
^m^i
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Woe betide each tender Fair,

Who now beholds you, rmtfi adore ye.

Such a Shape, andfuch an Air,

Muft make each Beauty fall before ye.

NarcifTus' Fate, andyours zvere one,

Cou'dyou but your own Charms difcover
9

You'd die, as many a Fop has done,

Only of himfelf a Lover.

AIR
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A I R XXIV. I love thee, by Heav'n

!

Hill. As naked almofl, and more fairyou appear
,

Than Diana, when fpy'd by A&ason:

Tet that Stag-hunter's Fate, your Votaries here

We hope you're too gentle to lay on.

Vine. For he, like a Fool, took a Peep, and no more,

So fie gave him a large pair of Horns, Sir;

What Goddefs, undrefl, fuch Neglec? ever bore,

Or what Woman e'er pardon *d fuch Scorns, Sir?

Hill. The Man, who with Beauty, feafts only his Eyes,

With the Fair always works his own Ruin
;

Toufiallfind by our Actions, our Looks, and our Sighs
,

We're not barely contented with Viewing.

^f' ^ Ha, ha, ha! We are glad you're fo merry!

Vine. Merry, and lufty too : This Night will we lye toge-

ther, as well as the proudeft Couple in the Barn.

AIR
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A I R XXV. Ye Beaux of Pleafure.

n
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Dear noble ''Squire^

I fear this Fire,

IVou'dfoon expire

E'er Morning come.

So hard a Lodging,

Tou wou'd he grudging^

Andfoon be trudging,

'To look for Home.

^Till we're confenting,

There's no Relenting,

There's no Repenting

Shall fet you free ;

A lazy Rover,

That gives it over,

May be a Lover*—--

But not fir Me,

Spr. What! do we come for this? Laugh and lye down
when your Bellies are full ! Remember, Ladies, you have not.

begg'd yet, to quit your Deftiny: but have liv'd hitherto on my
Endeavours.—-Who got your Supper, pray, laft Night, bat

I ? of dainty Trencher-Fees from a Gentleman's Houfe, fucb

as the Serving-men themfelves, fometimes wou'd have been

glad of: And this Morning now, what comfortable Chippings,

and fweet Butter-milk, had you to Breakfaft

!

Rack. O! 'twas excellent! I feel it good dill, here.

Mer. There was a brown Cruft amongft it, that has made my
Neck fo white, methinks ! Is it not, Rachel*

Rack Yes, yes, you gave me none on't.; you ever covet to

have all the Beauty, /.

D AIR
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A I R XXVI. Peggy of Wandfworth

No IVoman her Envy can [mother,

Tho' neverfo vain of her Charms
;

If a Beauty Jbe fpies in another,

The Pride of her Heart it allarms.

New ConqueftsJhe ftill mufl be

Or Fancies her Power grown lefs

:

Herpoor little Heart is ftill aching,

Atfight of another's Succefs.

But Nature defignd,

In love to Mankind,

'That different BeautiesJbou'dmovei

Still pleased to ordain,

None ever Jhou'd reign,

Sole Monarch in Empire or Love.

Then learn to be wife,

New Triumphs defpife,

And leave to your Neighbours their Due%

If one can't pleafe,

You'llfind by degrees,

You'll not be contented with two.

Vine. They are pleased, and never like to be weary.

Hill. No more mud we, if we'll be theirs.

Spr. Peace ! here comes Paifengers : Forget not your Rules,

quickly difperfe your felves, and fall to your Calling. {Exeunt,

Enter Oliver.

01. Let me fee ! here am I fent by my Father, the worfhip-

ful Juftice Clack, in great Halk to Mr. Oldrents, in fearch of
my
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my Coufin Amie
i
who is run away with Martin, my Father's

C/?n£, and Hearty 's Nephew, juft when (he fhou'd have been
coupled to another : My Bufinefs requires Hafte ; but my Plea-

fure, and all the Search that I intend is, by hovering here, to

take a Review of a Brace of the handfomelt Beggar-Wenches,
that ever grac'd Ditch, or Hedge-fide : I paft by 'em in Hafte,

but fomething fo poiTefTes me, that I mult— What the Devil
muft I? -— A Beggar! why, Beggars are Flefh and Blood, and
Rags are no Difeafes; and there is more wholfomer Flelh, un-
der Country Dirt, than City Painting.

Enter Rachel and Mend.

O ! here they come! they are delicately skin'd arid limb'd ! now
they fpy me.

Rach. Sir, I befeech you look upon us with the Favour of a
Gentleman. We are in a prefent Diftrefs, and utterly unac-
quainted in thefe Parts, and therefore forc'd by the Calamity of
our Misfortunes, to implore the Courtefy, or rather Charity, of
thofe to whom we are Strangers.

01. Very fine, this

!

Mer. Be therefore pleas'd, right noble Sir, not only valuing
us by our outward Habits, which cannot but appear loathfome
or defpicable unto you, but as we are forlorn Chriftians, and in

that Eftimation, be companionate! y mov'd to caft a Handful or
two of your Silver, or a few of your golden Pieces unto us,

to furniih us with Linnen, and fome decent Habiliments.
01. They beg in a high Strain! Sure they are mad, or be-

witch'd into a Language they underftand not.— The Spirits of
fome decay'd Gentry talk in 'em, fure.

Rach. May we expecl: a gracious Anfwer from you, Sir ?

Mer. And that as you can wi(h our Virgin Prayers to be pro*

pitious for you.

t) r AIR
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A I R XXVIL Wale', wale' up yon Bank, &c.
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Rach. ! may your Mijlrefs ne'er deny,

'The Suit, which youJhall humbly move!

Mer. And may the fairejl Virgins vye,

And be ambitious of your hovel

Rach* If Honour lead,

Mer. May you fucceed,

Rach. By Love infpir'd, with Conaueft crown'd.

Mer

.

And when you wed,

Rach. Tour "Bridal Bed

Both. With Wealth, and endlefs Joys abound.

01. This exceeds all that ever I heard, and ftrikes me into

Wonder. Pray tell me how long you have been Beggars ? or

how chanc'd you to be fo.

Rach. By Influence of our Stars, Sir.

Mer. We were born to no better Fortune.

01. How came you to talk, and fing thus ? and fo much a*

bove the Beggars Dialed ?

Rach. Our' Speech came naturally to us ; and we ever lov'd

to learn by Rote, as well as we cou'd.

Mer. And to be ambitious above the Vulgar, to ask more

than common Alms, whate'er Men pleafe to give us.

01. Sure fome well-difpos'd Gentleman, as my felf, got thefe

Wenches. They are too well grown to be my own, and I

cannot be Inceftuous with 'em.

Rach. Pray, Sir, your noble Bounty.

01. What a tempting Lip that lfttle Rogue moves there! and

what an enticing Eye, the other!

AIR
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AIR XXVIII. There was a pretty Lafs, and a Tenant, &V.
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[To/f^.] Co»*e hither pretty Maid, with a black rolling Eye:

[Afide.] What aL ook was there ! does all my Senfes charm.

[To Mer.~\ Come hither, pretty Dear, for Ifwear, I long to try

A little,little Lone,which will do thee Childno Harm,

That Air, that Grace,

That lovely Milk-white Skin !

whichpall I embrace ?

Oh ! wherepall I begin I

For if Iftay

I both of them mufi wooe ;

)l had better run away,

Than deal at once with /we.

[To Rack.]

[To Mer.J

[To both.]

[Afide.]

\0h\

1°'

What's this > a Flea upon thy Bofom ?

Mer. Is it not a Straw-colour'd one, Sir ?

02. O what a provoking Skin is there I That very Touch in*

flames me.
1^ AIR
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AIR XXIX. As down in a Meadow, &t.
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Each. Can nothing, Sir, move you, our Sorrows to mend 7
:

Have you nothing to give ? Have you nothing to lend ?

Mer. You fee the fad Fate we poor Damfels endure,

Can't Charity move you to grant us a Cure 7
.

Rach. My Heart does fo heave, Vm afraid it will break !

Of Victuals we've fearce had a Morfel this Week*

Mer. How hard is your Heart I how unkind is your Eye !

If nothing can move you, good Sir, to comply,

IJoth. How hard is your Heart, &c.

Rach. Are you mov'd in Charity towards us yet?

01. Mov'd ! I am mov'd ; no Flefli and Blood more mov'd.

Mer. Then, pray Sir, your Benevolence.
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0/. Benevolence! which (hall 1 be benevolent to? or which

fin\ ? I am puzzled in the Choice. Wou'd fome fworii Bro-

ther of mine were here to draw a Cat with me.

Rack. Sir, noble Sir.

01 Firft let me tell you, Damfels, I am bound by a ftrong

Vow to kifs all of your Sex I meet this Morning.

Mer. Beggars and ail, Sir!

01. All, all ; let not your Coynefs crofs a Gentleman's Vow,

I befeech you. [&#' 'em hotb -

Mer. You'll tell now.

A I R XXX. One Evening as I lay, fcrV.

g|

Fair Maidens, I beware

Of ufing Men too well I

"Their Pride is all their Care,

They only Kifs, to tell.

How hard the Virgirfs Fate

!

While ev'ry way undone ;

The Coy grow out of Date,

They're ruin'd, if they're won.

01. Tell, quotha! I cou'd tell a thoufand on thofe Lips, and

as many upon thofe. — What Life-reftoring Breaths they

have! Milk from the Cow (teems not fo fweetly. I mult

lay one of 'em aboard; both, if nay Tackling hold.

01. But how to bargain, now, will be the Doubt: Tney that

beg fo high, as by the Handfuls, may expe& for Price above the

Hate of good Men's Wives.
J) q

siac®*
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Rach. Now will you, Sir, be pleas'd ?

01. With all my Heart, Sweet ! and I am glad thou know'ft
my Mind.' Here's Twelve-pence a piece for you.

Mer'. S
^e thank y0U

>
Sir '

01. That's but as Earned; I'll jeft away the reft with you,— |

Look here! all this Gome, you know my Meaning.

A I R XXXI. When the Kine had given a Pailful.

^^nM^im
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Rach. Wou'd you hurt a tender Creature,

Whom your CharityJhoifdjaye ?

Mer. If it in your gentle Nature

Thus to triumph o'er a Slave ?

Rach. Fye, for jhame, Sir

!

Mer. Tou're to blame, Sir
;

Can your IVorjhip Jloop fo low}

Rach. Tho* you're above me,

Mer. 'Twill behove me,

Still to anfwer, No, no, no

!

Both. Still to anfwer, No, no, no.

Mer. All your Gold can never buy me,

Orfrom Virtue fet me free :

Rach. Thou art meaner, thus to try me
;

Poorer, bafer far than we*

Mer. Ladies gay, Sir,

Rach. May /port and play , Sir;

But
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Butfie that's poor, and honejl too y

Mer. May nobler be,

Rach

.

Than the proudejijhe.

While thus jhe anfwers, No, no, no I

While thusJhe anfwers, No, no, no.

Both. Ladies gay, Sir, &C.

01. Mud you be drawn to't ? then I'll pull. Come away J

Enter Springlove, Vincent, and Billiard.

Vine. Let's beat his Brains out.

01. Come, leave your Squeaking.

Spr. O ! do not hurt 'em, Mailer.

ul. Hurt 'em! I meant 'em but too well. Shall I be fa

prevented ?

Spr. They be but young, and fimple ; and if they have offen-

ded, let not your Worfhip's own Hands drag 'em to the Law,
or carry 'em to Punifhment : Corre& 'em not your felf, it is

the Beadle's Office.

01. D'ye talk ! Shag-rag ?

g£ I
Shag-rag!

[Offer to beat him with their Crutches', he rnns off.

Vine. He is prevented, and aiham'd of his Purpofe.

Rach. Look you here, Gentlemen, Twelve pence apiece!

Mer. Bdides fair Offers, and large Promifes. What have

you got to Day, Gentlemen?
Vine. More than (as we are Gentlemen) we wou'd have ta-

ken.

Hill. Yet we put it up in your Service.

^fHHa, ha, ha! Switches and Kicks ! Ha, ha, ha!
,

Mer. S ' ' , J ,

.

'

Spr. Talk not here of your Gettings, we mult quit this

Quarter : The eager Gentleman's Repulfe may Arm, and re-

turn him with Revenge upon us; we muft therefore leap //*<&<%

and Ditch, 'till we efcape out of this Liberty, to our next Ren-

dezvous, where we lhall meet the Crevj, and then. Hay tofsl.

and laugh all Night.

Mer. As we $3id lad Night,

Rach. Hold out, Meriel.

Mer. Lead on, brave General.

Vine. What (hall we do ? they are in Heart ftill: Shall we
go on ?

Hill. There's no flinching back, you fee.

Enter
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Enter Martin, *#^Amie, in poor Habitsl

Spr. Stay, here comes more PaflTengers ; fingle your felves a
gain, and fall to your Calling, difcreetly.

Hill. I'll fingle no more; if you'll beg in full Cry, I am fo
you.

Mer. Ay, that will be fine! let's charm altogether.

Spr. Stay firft, and Men a little.

Mar. Be of good cheer, Sweetheart, we have efcap'd hi

therto, and I believe that all the Search is now retir'd, and w<
may fafely pafs forward.
Am. I fhou'd be fafe with thee. But that's a mod lying Pro-

verb that fays, Where Love is, there's no Lack. I am faiat, anc
cannot travail further without Meat ; and if you lov'd me, you
wou'd get me fome.

Mar. We'll venture at the next Village to call for fome; the

beft is, we want no Money.
Am. We fhail be taken then, I fear ; I'll rather pine to Death.

A I R XXXII. The poor Shepherd.

^M»f#g

The tuneful Lark, who from her Neft,

E'er yet well-fledg'd, isftofn away,

With Care attended and carefs'd,

She fometimes fings the live-long Day,

Yet flill her native Fieldsfoe mourns,

Her Goakr hates, his Kindnefs fcorns,

For Freedomfant

f

% for Freedom burns.

that
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That darling Freedom once obtained,

Unskilled, untaught to fearcb for Prey,

She mourns the Libertype gained,

And hungry, pines her Hours away.

Helpleff, the little Wand:Wer flies,

Then homeward turns her longing Eyes,

And warbling out her Grief pe dies.

Mar. Be not fo fearful ; who can know us in thefe CloWnifh

abits >
.

'

, .

11 Am. Our Cloaths indeed ars poor enough to beg with ;
wou d

)l

[ cou'd beg, fo it were of Strangers that cou'd not know me,

ather than bay of thofe that w;ou'd betray us.

Mar. And yonder be fome that can teach us.

Spr. Thefe are the young Couple of run-away Lovers dif-

euisU that the Country is fo laid for ; obferve, and follow

now. Good loving Meafter and Meeftrefs, your blefled Cha-

rity to the Poor, Lame, and Sick, Weak and Comfortlefs, that

will Night and Day
All. Duly and truly pray for you. Duly and truly pray for

you. ~ .

Spr. Pray hold your Peace, and let me alone - Caood

young Meafter and Meeftrefs, a little Comfort among us all;

and to blefs you where-e'er you go, and—
All. Duly and truly pray for you. Duly and truly—
Spr. Pray do not ufe me thus. — Now fweet young Mea-

lier and Meeftrefs, to look upon your poor, that have no Re-

lief or Succour, no Bread to put in our Heads.

Fine Would'ft thou put Bread in thy Brains? —No Lands

or Livings.

Spr. No Houfe, nor Home, nor Covering from the Cold;

no Health, no Help, but your fweet Chanty.

Men No Bands, or Shirts, but loufy on our Backs.

AIR
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A I R XXXIII. I'll tell you a Story, (fe .

'm^m^mm
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Mer. Oh ! turn your Eyes on me, and view my Diflrefs

!

Didyou know my hard Fate, you wouldpity my Cafe,
Such a kind-hearted Gentleman fare wou'd grant
To a tenderyoung Virgin, whateverJhe didiuant.

Hill No Smocks, or Petticoats to hide our Scratches.

AIR XXXIV. Did you not hear of a Spanijh Lady, £jV.

Hill. Oh, hear my Story, gentle Lady,

1 am a wealthy Farmer's Son;

Who once was gay, and rich as may U^
But now by Love I am mdone.

ge.
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Reduced to Want and Wretchednefs,

Andftarv'd muft be,

Unlefi you grant to my Diftrefs

Tear Charity.

Vine. No SkUi to our Flefh, nor Flefli to our Bones, (hortly.

A I R XXXV. Now ponder well, gtf$

r.lM.I!lcf-fe^=
Vine. J /*& « Gentleman did live,

I ne^er did beg before

;

A little thing youfare might give,

That vjou d not make you poor.

All. Duly and truly pray for you.

AIR XXXVI. My Daddy's a Delver, fcV.

Rach. My Daddy is gone to his Grave
;

My Mother lies under a Sto.ne\

And never a Penny I have,

Alas ! I am quite undone.

My Lodging is in the cold Air,

And Hunger isJharp, and bites
;

A little Sir, good Sir, [pare,

To keep me warm o* Nights, Rack
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Rach. No Shoes to our Legs, or Hofe to our Feet.
Spr. I'll run away from you, if you beg a Stroke more

ft— Good worfhipful Meafter and Meeftrefs .

Mar. Good Friend, forbear, here's no Meafter, nor Meeftrefs
we are poor Folks ; thou feeft no Worfhip upon our Backs
Pm fure; and for within, we want as much as you, and would:
as willingly beg, if we knew how as well.

Spr. Alack for Pity! you may have enough ; and what I have-
is yours, if you'll accept it. 'Tis wholefome Food, from a

good Gentleman's Gate. Alas! good Miftrefs- much
Good do your Heart ! How favourly (he feeds.

Mar. What, do you mean to poffon your felf ?

Am. Do you (liew Love, in grudging me?
Mar. Nay, if you think it hurts you not, fall too. I'll not

beguile you. And here, mine Holt, fomething towards your
Reckoning.
Am. This Beggar is an Angel, fure

!

Spr. Nothing by way of Bargain, gentle Mafter ; 'tis againft;
Order, and will never thrive: But pray, Sir, your Reward in
Charity.

Mar. Here then, in Charity. This Fellow wou'd never
make a good Clerk.

Spr. What! all this, Mafter?
Am. What is it ? Let me fee it.

Spr. 'Tis a whole filver Three-pence, Miftrefs.
Am. For Shame! ungrateful Mifer. Here Friend, a Gol-

den Crown for thee.

Spr. Bountiful Goodnefs! Gold? If I thought a dear Year
were coming, I would take a Farm now.
Am. I have robb'd thy Partners of their Shares too, there's

a Crown more for rhem.
All. Duly and truly pray for you.
Mar. What have you done? lefs wou'd have ferv'd ; and

your Bounty will betray us.

Am. Fye ©n your wretched Policy !

Spr. No, no, good Mafter; I knew you all this while, and
my fweet Miftrefs too. And now I'll tell you, the Search is

every way, the Country all laid for you, 'tis well you ftaid here.
Your Habits, were they but a little nearer our Fafhion, wou'd
fecure you with us. But are you married, Mafter and Miftrefs ?

Are you joyn'd in Matrimony? In Heart, I know you are.
And I will (if it pleafe you) for your great Bounty, bring you
to a Curate that lacks no Licenfe, nor has any Living to lofe,
that (hall put you together.

Mar. Thou art a heavenly Beggar

!

Spr. But he is fo fcrupulous, and feverely precife, that un-
lefs you, Miftrefs, will affirm that you are with Child by the

Gentleman,
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Gentleman, that you have at leaft flept together, he will not

marry you. But if you have lain together, then 'tis a Cafe of

Neceffity, and he holds himfelf bound to do it.

Mar. You may fay you have.

Am. I would not have it fo, nor make that Lye againft my
felf, for all the World.

A I R XXXVII. Come from ihe Groves.

Is there on Earth a Pleafure,

Dearer than Virtue's Fame ?

In wain's the real Treafure,

When we have loft the Name.
Then let each Maid maintain it,

'Twill ask the niceft Care
;

Once loft, JheUl ne'er regain it
%

All, all is then Defpair.

Spr. That I likk well, and her exceedingly. [Afide.

Mar. I'll do that for thee, thou inalt never beg more.
Spr. That cannot be purchas'd fcarce, for the Price of your

Miftrefs, Will you walk, Matter?—— We ufe no Com-
pliments.

All. Duly and truly pray for you. [Exeunt.

AIR
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A I R XXXVIII. Peggy, I muft love thee.

Am. How cruel is that Parent's Care,
Who Riches only prizes

;

Whenfinding outfome Booby Heir,

He thinks he wond'rous wife is.

While the poor Maid, topun her Fate,
And not to prove a Wretch in State,

'To 'fcape the BlockheadJhe mufi hate
9

She weds whereJhe defpifes.

'The harmlefs Dove thus trembling fiies9
The ravenous Hawkpurfuing,

Awhile her tender Pinions tries,

''Till doomed to certain Ruin.
Afraid her worft of Foes to meet,
No Shelter near, no kind Retreat,
She drops beneath the Falkner^s Feet,

For gentler Ufage fuing.

Omn. Duly and rruly pray for yon. —

i

The End of the Second Aft.

[Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT III. SCENE L

SCENE The Fields.

Enter Amie, Rachel, and MericL

Am. TTERE's a Wedding with a Witnefs, and a Holiday

X JL w itn a Hoigh. Let us out of the Noife, as we
love our Ears.

Rach. Yes, and here we may purfue our own Difcourfe,

and hear one another.

Mer. Concerning Springlove and your felf, Mrs. Amie ?

Am. Well, Ladies, my Confidence in you, that you are the

fame that you have protefted your felves to be, hath fo far won
upon me, that I confefs my felf well-affe&ed both to the

Mind and Perfbn of that Springlove ; and if he be (as fairly as

you pretend) a Gentleman, I fhall eafily difpence with For-

tune.

Rach.
^
Hfi js a Gentleman, upon out Honours!

Am. How well that high Engagement fuits your Habits

!

Rach. Our Minds and Blood are (till the fame.

Am. I have paft no Affiance to the other, that ftole me from

my Guardian, and the Match he wou'd have forc'd me to ;

from which I would have fled with any, or without a Guide.

Befides, to offer to marry me Under a Hedge, without a Book

or Ring, by the Chaplain of the Beggars Regiment, your Pa-

trico, only to fave Charges, was a Piece of Gallantry I (hail not

•afily excufe.

AIR
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A I k XXXIX. One Sunday after Mafs,

|fa^^trirfffii|s

hmm^m^I

fefeyfepep
0;;<? Evening on the Grafs,

While no One did pafs,

Lay Strephon, and his Lafs,

All alone, all alone, all alone, all alone*

He kifs^d, and carefs'd;

The fair one heprefs^d,

Hard, hard to his Breaft.

Oh hone! Oh hone! Oh hone!

He looked in her Eyes,

Hefaw her Neck rife ;

Ah who can be wife I

All alone, fe
'J/7/ at Honour's Alarms,

Shefprings from his Arms,

And veils all her Charms a

Oh hone, &c.

It grew paft a Jeft,

She crfd, Fetch the Prieft^

V11 grant you the reft.

All alone, &c.

In doubt to comply,

She bad him, Good-bye,

And left him to cry.

Oh hone, &c.

Rack
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Rath, 1 have not feen the Wretch thefe three Hours; whi-

ther is he gone?
'

Am. He told me, to fetch Horfe, and fit Raiment for us, fo

to Poft me hence ; but 1 think it was to leave me on your

Hands.
*

.

Mer. He has taken fome great Diftafte fure, for he is very

jealous.

Rack. Ay ! didft thou mark what a wild Look he caft, when

Springlove tumbled her, and kifs'd her on the Straw this Morn-
ing ?

AIR XL. Some fay Women, &V.

"*—3E^^^^3

fcbd

S 3—

a

I ^1 *— - i n ". iVa §t3

i ^ r>

Pi
ra

^^^^^^^j=^^^=[|
Jealoufy, like a Canker-worm,

Nips the tender Flower of Love ;

jealoufyr raging like a Storm

Prayers can't mollify , Tears can't move*

Love is the Root of Pleafures and Joys

;

Jealoufy all its Fruit dejlroys
7
Tis Love, Love, Jealoufy, Love,

Our Heatfn or Hellftill prove*

Enter
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jEtf^r Springlove, Vincent, and Hilliard.

But who contes here?

Spr. O I&Sks ! yon»have left as much Mirth as would have
filled up a Week of 3 Holidays.

[Springlove takes Amie afide, and courts her in a genteel

way.

Vine. I am come about again for the Beggar's Life, now.
Rach. You are ! I'm glad on't.

mil. There is no Life, but it.

Rach. I am glad you are To taken with your Calling.

filer. We are no lefs, I allure you; we find the Sweetnefs
of it now.

Rach. The Mirth! the Pleafure! the Delights! No Ladies

live iuch Lives.

AIR XLI. How vile are the fordid, &c*

p^^^0fm

Th() Ladies look gay, when of Beauty they boaft,

And Mifers are envfd when Wealth is increased;

The Vapours oft kill all the Joys of a Toaft ;

And the Mifers a Wretch', vjhen he pays for the Feaft.

The Pride of the Great, of the Rich, of the Fair,

May Pity befpeak, but Envy can't move;

My Thoughts are no farther afpiring,

No more my fond Heart is defiring,

Than Freedom, Content, and the Man that I love.

Vine.
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Vine. They will never be weary.

Hill. Whether we feem to like, or to diflike, all's one to

them.
Vine. We mnft do fomething ?o be taken by, and difcover'd,

we fhall never be our felves, and get home again elfe.

[Springlove and Amie come to the reft.

Spr. I am yours for ever. Well, Ladies, you have mill rare

Sport; thefe Beggars lead iuch merry Lives, as all the World
might envy. But here they come ; their Mirth few partake off,

tho' their Vocation is in fome meafure pra&is'd by all Man-
kind.

Enter all the Beggars.

AIR XLIT. Which no body can deny.

LlAjj .LllMlltM ,

Hill.

Vine.

2 hat all Men are Beggars, you plainly mayfee',

For Beggars there are of ev'ry Degree,

'Tho' none are fo bleft, or fo happy as we.

Which no body can deny.

The Tradefman, he begs that his Wares you wou'd buy

;

Then begs you'd believe the Price is not high

;

Andfwears 'tis his Trade, when he tells you a Lye.

Which no body can deny.

The Lawyer, h begs you wou'dgive him a Fee,

Tho' he reads not your Brief, and regards notyour Plea;

Then advifes your Foe how to get a Decree.

Which no body can deny.

The Courtier, he begs for a Penfion, a Place.

A Ribbon, a Title, a Smilefrom his Grace,
7
Tis due to his Merit, is writ in his Face.

Which no body fliou'd deny.

Rach. But if by mifhap, he Jhou'd chance to get none,

He begs you 1d believe that the Nation's undone;

There's but one honefl Man— and himfelf is that One.

Which no body dares deny. Am,

Hi!

Mer.
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Am. The fair One•, who labours whole Mornings at hem€
t

New Charms to create , andmuch Paint to confume,

Tet begs you'd believe 'tis her natural Bloom.

Which no body fliou'd deny.

Hill. The Lover, he begs the dear Nymph to comply.

She begs he'd be gone \ but her languifhing Eye

Still begs he wou'dflay for a Maidjhe -can't dye.

Which none but a Fool wou'd deny.

Enter Patrico.

Vat. Alack and Welladay ! this is no time to fing, our Quar-
ter is befet, we are all in the Net; leave off your merry Glea.

Spr. Why, what's the Matter?

,

Within. Bing await, bing await ; the Quear Cove, and the

Harman-beck. {Some Beggars run over the Stage.

Spr. We are befet indeed! What (hall we do?
Vine. I hope we ihall be taken

Hill. If the good Hour be come, welcome be the Grace of
good Fortune.

Enter Sentwell, Conftable, Watch. The Crew flip away.

Sent. Befet the Quarter round ; be fure that none efcape.

Spr. BleiTed Mailer, to a many diftreffed

Sent. A many counterfeit Rogues ! fo frolick, and fo lamen-
table all in a Breath? You were dancing and finging but now,
incorrigible Vagabonds ! li you exped any Mercy, own the

Truth ; we come to fearch for a young Lady, an Heirefs, a-

mong yon ; Where is (he? What have you done with her?

Am. Who do you want, Mr. Sentwell 7
,

Sent. Precious! How did my Hafte overfee her! O Mi-
ftrefs Amiel cou'd I, or your Uncle, Juftice Clack, a wifer

Man than I, ever ha' thought to have found you in fuch Com-
pany?
Am. Of me, Sir, and my Company, I have a Story to de-

light you, which on our March towards yourlioufe, 1 will re-

late to you.

Sent. And thither will I lead you, as my Gueft,

But to the Law farrender all she red.

I'll make your Peace.

Am. We muit fare all alike. {Exeunt. Sent, and Amie.
Hill. Pray how are we to fare.

Rach. That's as you behave. —«- {Smiling.

AIR
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A I R XLIII. French Tunc;

Hill.

Rach,

Hill.

Rach.

Hill.

Rach.

Hill.

Rach.

Hill.

Rach,

Both.

fijfjfgig
5^

Sure, by that Smile my Pains are over

!

Don't be too fare.

Wou'dyou then kill a faithful Lover\

Wait for your Cure.

Women, regardlefs of our Fate,

Often prove kind, but kind too late.

Women \ alas! too foon furrenderl

That I deny.

Men oft' betray a Heart too tender,

Take me and try.

Love is a Tyrant, under whofe Sway,

Theyfuffer leaft, who befi obey.

Love is, &c. [Exeunt.

SCENE Jujtice ClackV Houfe.

Enter Juftice Clack, and Martin.

Cla. I have forgiven you, provided that my Neice be fafely

taken, and fo to be brought home fafely, I fay; that is to fay,

unftain'd, unblemiuVd, undifhonour'd ; that is to fay, with

no more Faults, Criminal, or Accufative, than thofe fhe car-

ried with her.

Mar. Sir, I believe —
Cla. Nay, if we both fpeak together, howfhall we hear one

another? You believe her Virtue is Armour of Proof, with-

out your Council or your Guard, and therefore you left her in

the Hands of Rogues and Vagabonds, to make your own Peace

with me: You have it, provided, 1 fay (as I laid before) that

fhe be fafe; that is to fay, uncorrupted, undtfiled ; that is to fay

as I faid before.

Mar. Mine Intent, Sir, and my only way——

—

Cla. Nay, if we both fpeak together, how fhall we hear one

another? E 4 Enter
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Enter Sentwell.

O Matter Sentwell I good News

!

Sent. Of Beggarly News, the beft you have heard.

Cta. That is to fay, you have found my Neice among the

Beggars ; that is to fay

Sent. True, Sir, I found her among them. And they were
contriving to a& a Play among chemfelves, juft as we furpriz'd

'em, and fpoii'd their Sport.

Cla. A Play ! are there Players among 'em. Ptl pay them a-

bove all the reft.

Enter Randal.

Rand. Sir, my Matter , Mr. Oldrents , and his Friend

Mr. Hearty, are come to wait upon you, and are impatient to

behold the Mirrour of Juftices ; and if you come not at once,

twice, thrice! he's gone.

Cla. Good Fn'end, I will fatisfy your Matter, without tel-

ling him — he has a fancy Knave to his Man. [Exit Clack,

Rand. Thank your Worfhip.

Sent. Do you hear, Friend, you ferve Matter Oldrents.

Rand. I cou'd ha' told you that.

Sent. Your Name is Randal.

Rand. Are you fo wife ?

Sent. Ay; and the two young Ladies, your Matter's Daugh-
ters, with their Lovers, are hard by, at my Houfe. They di-

rected me to rind you, Randal, and bring you to 'em.

Rand. Whaw, whaw, whaw, whaw! Why do we net

go then?

Sent. But fecretly, not a Word to any Body, for a Reafon

I'll tell you.

Rand. Mum.' —
A I R XLIV. There was a bonny Blade.

|^^^^^^ <$-#-

fegiCTf^^f
"The greateft Skill in Life,

For avoiding Noife and Strife,

Is to know when a Man jhou'd be Dumb, dumb, dumb.

When a Knave to gain his End, .

Siftsyou to betray your Friend,

Letyour Anfwer be only, Mum, mum, mum. IVou'd
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IVou'dyou try toperfwade

A pretty
,
pretty Maid,

As ripe as a Peach, or a Plumb, Plumb, Plumb\

Tou've nothing more to do,

But to [wear you will be true,

And then you may kifsl but—Mum^ mum, mum. [Exeunt.

Enter Clack, Oldrents, Hearty, Oliver, and Martin.

Cla. A-hay! Bays; A-hay ! this is right; that is to fay, as I

wou'd have it: that is to fay A-ha! Boys! a-hay! they are

as merry without, as we are within. A-hay! Matter Oldrents,

and A-hay! Matter Hearty ! and A-hay! Son Oliver] and A-
hay! Clerk Martini Clerk Martin! the Virtue of your Com-
pany turns all to Mirth and Melody; with a-hay trollolly,

lolly, lolly, is't not fo, Mafter /fc*r*y ?

A I R XLV. There was an Old Woman liv'd, fcrV.

Qfrt » hf, I » 1 4-44-
,«"»«» riHBMMMHMMIiHMIlaMril Mil!

art* m
s^uti di jjte :pfl±:

Heart. There was a Maid, and jbe went to the Mill^

Sing Trolly, lolly, lolly, lolly, lo.

The Mill turned round, but the Maidflood ftilL

Cla. Oh ho ! didjhefo ? didjhe fo ? did Jhe fo ?

Heart. The Miller he kift her, away fije went;

Sing Trolly, &c.

The Maid was wellpleas'd, and the Miller content

;

Cla. Oh hoi was he fo, &c.

Heart. He danced, and he fung, while the Mill went Clack;

Singing Trolly, &c
And he cherijh

yd His Heart with a Cup of old Sack

;

Cla. Oh ho! didhefo,6cc.

Old. Why, thus it ftiou'd be! now I fee you are a good

Fellow.
01. He was never fo before; if it be a Lightning before

Death, the beft is, I am his Heir. Ha, ha, ha!

Cla. Again Boys, again ; that is to fay. A-hay, Boys ! ah-hay I
—

Heart.
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Heart. What h the Motive of your Mirth, Sir, let us laugh
Wiin you ?

Old. Was that fpoke like my Friend Hearty 2
. Lack we Mo-

ri:-- to laugh? Are not all things, any thing, everything, to
be laugh'd at?

Heart. Right, Sir; the laughing Philofopher, old Democri-
tns, for that; we'll laugh at all ihe World, and let the Laugh
go round.

A I R XLVI. My Wife's a Whore and a Drunkard

We'll laugh at the Whore and the Cully

;

We'll laugh at the Coward and Bully ;

To be too much in earneft is Folly,

When all the World's hut in Jeft.

The hufy Man laughs at the Wit, Sir
;

The Courtier, he laughs at the Cit, Sir*
t

And ev'ry poor Bubble that's bit, Sir,

Contentedly laughs at the reft.

Old, But is there a Play to be expected and a£ted by Beggars?

Cla. That is to fay, by Vagabonds ; that is to fay, by ftroling

Players ; they are upon their Purgation ; if they can prefent

any thing to pleafe you, they may efcape the Law ; that is, (A-

hay !) if not, to-morrow, Gentlemen, (hall be a&ed, Abufes

ftript and whipt among 'em; with a-hay, Mafter Hearty, you

are not merry.

Enter Sentwell.

And a-hay! Mafter Sentwell, where are your Drammatis Per-

fon<e 7
. your Prologus ? and your ASius Primus?. Ha' they gi-

vm you the Slip, for fear of the Whip? A-hay!
Sent.
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&#f. A Word afide, an't pleafe you.———
[Sentwell takes Clack afide, andgives him a Paper.

Cla. Send 'em in Mafter Sentwell. [Exit Sent ] Sit, Gen-
tlemen, the Players are ready to enter ; and here's a Bill of
their Plays; you may take your Choice.

Old. Are they ready for them all in the fame Cloaths ? Read
'em, good Hearty.

Heart. Firft, here's 'the Two loft Daughters.

Old. Put me not in mind of the two loft Daughters, I pr'y-

thee. What's the next ?

Heart. The Vagrant Steward,

Old. Nor of a Vagrant Steward ; fure fome Abufe is meant
me!

Heart. The Old Squire, and the Fortune-Teller

.

Old. That comes nearer me ; away with it.

Heart. The Beggar's Prophecy.

Old. All thefe Titles may ferve to one Play of a Story that I

know too well , I'll fee none of them.
Heart. Then here's the Jovial Crew,
Old. Ay, that ; and let 'em begin.

See, a moil folemn Prologue!

Enter a Beggar, for the Prologue.

AIR XLVII. You gallant Ladies all.

$ m mm&m%m#-«-«

W^^m^fef
fij^lJJlJJlU'ig

Beg. To Knight, to Squire, and to the Genteels here

We wife our Play may with Content appear;

We promife you no dainty Wit of Court,

Nor City Pageantry, nor Country Sport',

But a plain Piece of ABion, veryftoort andfweet
:

In Story true, you'll know it when you fee^t. [Exif.

Old.
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Old. True Stories, and true Jefts, do feldom thrive on
Stages.

Cla. They are bed to pleafe you with this tho', or, A-hay!
.with a \yhip for them to-morrow.

Old. Nay, rather than they ihall fuffer, I will be pleas'd/ let

'em play their word.

A Flourifi.

Enter Patrico, with ift Beggar, habited like Oldrents,

See our Patrico among 'em.

Pat. Your Children's Fortunes I have told,

Now hear the Reafon why

;

That they (hall beg, e'er they be old,

Is their juft Befliny.

Your Grandfather, by crafty Wile,
An Heir of half his Lauds,

By ihamelefs Fraud $id much beguile

Then left them to your Hands,

i Beg. That was no Fault of mine, nor of my Children.

Old. Doft note this, Hearty 2
.

Heart. You faid you wou'd be pleas'd, let 'em play their

word.
[id Beggar walks fadly, beats his Breaft, &c-3

Enter 2d Beggar, dreft like Hearty, and feems t» comfort him.

Old. It begins my Story, and by the fame Fortune-teller that

told me my Daughters Fortunes, almoft in the fame Words

;

and he fpeaks in the Play to one that Perfbnates me, as near

as they can fet him forth.

Cla. How like you it, Sir? You feem difpleas'd; ihall they

be whip'd yet ? A-hay ! if you fay the Word
Old. O I by no means, Sir ; I am pleas'd.

2 Beg. Sad, for the Words of a bafe Fortune-teller ? Be-

lieve him! hang him; I'll truft none of 'em. They have all

Whims, and double, double Meanings in all they fay.

Old. Whom do's he talk, or look like, now?
Heart. It h no matter whom ;

you are pleas'd, you fay.

2 Beg. Ha' you no Sack i'th' Houfe? Am not I here?

And never without a merry old Song.

AIR
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AIR XJLVIII. We've cheated the Parfon;

^M^km^^
Old Sack, and old Songs, and a merry old Crew,

Willfright away Cares, when the Ground looks blue.

And can you think on Gypfie Fortune-tellers?

i Beg. I'll think as little of 'em as I can.

2 Be?. Will you abroad then? But here comes your Steward.you

Enter Springlove, as an A3or.

Old. Blefs mc ! is not that Springlove ?

Heart. Is that You, that talks to him; or that Coxcomb, I,

do you think? Pray let 'em play their Play; the Juftice will

not hinder 'em, you fee ; he's aileep.

Spr. Here are the Keys of all my Charge, Sir; and my hum-
ble Suit is, that you will be pleas'd to let me walk upon my
known Occaiions this Summer.

i Beg. Fie ! can'ft not yet leave off thofe Vagrancies ? But I

will ftnve no more to alter Nature. I will not hinder thee,

nor bid thee go.

Old. My own Words at his Departure.

Heart. No Matter; pray attend.

i Beg. Come, Friend, I'll take your Council.

[Exeunt Beggars.

Spr. I've driven with my felf, to alter Nature in me
For my good Mailer's Sake, but all in vain

;

For Beggars (Cuckow-like) fly out again

In their own Notes, and Seafon.

Enter Rachel, Meriel, Vincent, WHilliard.

Rach. Our Father's Sadnefs will not fuffer us

To live in's Houfe.
Mer. And we mud have a Progrefs.

Vine. The AfTurance of your Love hath engaged us.

Hill. We are determin'd to wait on you in any Courfe.

Rach. Suppofe we'll go a Begging!
AIR
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Rach.

Mer.

Rach.

Both.

Ifoe J o v i a l Crew.
A I R XLIX. Room, room for a Rover.

IffiW^p
Still obey your Fancy,

Is all Nature's Voice
;

What-e'er the wifeft canfay

\

Hafpinefs is Choice,

Men, without their PaJJions,

Stupid Figures make

;

Each one's Fnclinations

Keep the World awake,

'folk no more of Reafon,

Or of Joys at Home
;

This delightful Seafon

Calls us out to roam,

Whilft on the Hawthorn Tree

Merrily Jings the Black-bird;

Thofe are the Joys for me.

[Fiddles,

Hill. We are for you.

Spr. And that mult be your Gourfe, and fuddenly,

To cure your Father's Sadnefs, who is told

It is your Deftiny, which you may quit,

By making it a Trick of Youth, and Wit,
I'll fet you in the Way.
AIL But how? but how > [All talk aftde*

Old. My Daughters, and their Lovers too ! I fee the Scope of
their Defign, and the whole Drift of all their Adion now, with
joy and Comfort.

Heart. But take no Notice yet; fee aWhim more of it. But
the mad Rogue that adted Me, I muft make drunk, anon.

Spr. Now are you all refolv'd?
All. Agreed, agreed.

Spr,
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Spr. You beg to abfolve your Fortune, net tor Need.
r ' [Exeunt.

Old. I mud commend their Acl in that; pr'ythee lei's cnli

'em, and end the Matter here. The Purpofe or their Play is

but to work my Friendfhip, or their Peace with me, and they

have it.

Heart. But fee a little more, Sir.

Enter Randal.

Old. My Man Randal too! Has he a Part with 'em?

Ran. They were well fet to Work when they made me a

Player ! What is that I mult fay ? And how muft I a& now ?

Oh ! that I muft be Steward for the Beggars in Matter Steward's

Abfence, and tell my Mailer he's gone to meafure Land for

him to purchafe.

Old. You, Sir, leave the Work you can do no better and

call the A dors back again to me.

Ran. With all my Heart, and glad my Part is fo foon done.

[Exh.

Enter Patrico.

Pat. Since you will then break of our Play,

Something in Earned I muft lay

;

But let aftecled Rhiming go;
I'll be no more a Patrico.

My Name is Wrought-on Grandfon to that unhappy

Wrougkt-on, whom your Grandfather craftily wrought out of

his Eitate, by which all his Pofterity were iince expos'd to Beg-

gary. [Patrico takes Oldrents afide.'] I had a Sifter, who a-

mong the Race of Beggars was the faireft; a Gentleman by

her, in Heat of Youth , did get a Son, who now muft call

you Father.

Old. Me?
Pat. Yet attend me, Sir ;

your Bounty then difpos'd your

Purfe to her, in which, befides

Much Money (I conceive by your Negled)
Was thrown this Jewel : Do you know it ?

Old. The Bracelet that my Mother gave me!
Does the young Man live ?

Enter Springlove, Vincent, Hilliard, Rachel, and Meriel.

Pat. Here, with the reft of your fair Children, Sir.

Old. My Joy begins to be too great within me.
My Blefling, and a Welcome to you all

;

a [another's, and you all are mine.

AIE.
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AIR L. The Impertinent.
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Now then, tell him fairly,

Hearty. [TojTouwill love 'em dearly,

the Men.] jMay each of them be yearly,

Mother of a Boy.

Ladies fair, adieu t*ye,

[To the Wo~^Manage wellyour Beauty, \

men.'] jKeep your Spoufes true t*ye ;

Be their only Joy.

Come, my Lads, be merry,

Bring us Sack and Sherry ;

[To Old- J Call the Pipe and Tabor ;

rents.] lAfcw, Sir, cut a Caper',

Here ends allyour Labour.

This happy Wedding Day.

Come, my Lads, &c

Hdl s
^e are aSreec*

on rnat#

Rack. Longfince; we only ftay'd 'till you fliook off your

Sadnefs.

Mer. For which we were fain to go a Begging, Sir.

Old. Now I can read the Juftfce of my Fate, and yours.-—
Cla. Ha! Juftice? Are they handling of Juftice?

Old. But more applaud great Providence in both.

Cla. Are they jeering of Juftices ? I watch'd for that.

Heart. Ay, fo me thought: no, Sir, the Play is done.

Enter
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Enter Sentwel, Amie, W Oliver^

Sent. See, Sir, your Neice prefcnted to you.

n \xtu * • u c
"''*_

,

[Springlove takes Amie.
Lla. What, with a Speech by one of the Players? Speak

5ir, and be not daunted, I am favourable.
Spr. Then, by your Favour, Sir, this Maiden is my Wife
C/a. Sure you are out o' your Part ! that is to fay, you muft

begin again.

Spr. She's mine by folemn Con trad, Sir.

A I R LL I often for my Jenny ftrove.

P^^^^^
$j0mmmm

Alas! Sir, I have prov''dyour Clcvra,

Ey*d him,

Try*d him,

But muft own,

So wretched a Mortal ne'er was known ;

I had been with him undone.

If I muft in Bondage be,

To chufe my Chains at leaft I'mfree;
Since I am willing

To be Billing,

Here's the Man, the Manfor me.

tCla.
You will not tell me that : Are not you my Neice >

rv ir
n0t> Sir

'
deny't; we are contracted,

other >
Ti lf WC b° th fpe8k t08elhcr»

how ftal1 W8 hcar oae
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Old. Hear me then for all. This Gentleman that fliall marry

your Neice, is my Son, on whom I will fettle a thoufand

Pounds a Year, to make the Match equal.— Do you hear me

Cla. Now I do hear you, and muft hear you ; that is to fay,

It is a Match; that is to iky— as I faid before.

Spr. [To Oldrents.] Now, on my Duty, Sir, 1 11 Beg no

more, but your continual Love, and daily Bleffing.

Rach. You, Sir, are the Gentleman that wou'd have made

Beggar's Sport with us ; Two at once.

Mer. For Twelve-pence a- piece. Sir.

AIR LII. Like gentle Turtles cooing, tsfc.

Mer.

Each.

Mer,

«
What Hafteyou were in to be doing,

When two at a time you were wooing!

Yet quickly you dfind,

If any proved kind,

You'd Work enough meet with one.

What Hafteyou were in to be Billing,

With two at a time, for a Shilling \

You Men wrefo keen,

When once you begin,

You fancy you ne'er fhall have done.

How cou'd the Ladies fiftarve ye,

That raggedpoor Beggars cou'dferveye^

^^

R^



Each; What Virgin's Heart,

Can 'fcape the Bart

!

T'ho' cruel. Wherever you drop your Glove,

Such a Swain muft needs fuccefsful prove.

Both. Such a Swain, by Nature form'd for Love.

01 I hope we are all Friends, tho' fome Miftmderftandingr

happen'd.

Ola. Yes, we are all Friends, and (hall continue fo; to fliew;

we are Friends, let us be merry ; and to Ihew we are merry, let

us havea$ong.

A IR LIII. Under the Greenwood Tree.

*2
^3^ffi^=
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{W\\\i-him
Old. To all a Parent's Doubts and Fears,,

For ever now adieu ;

Heart. Away, at once with anxious Cares,

L et
9
s only Mirth purfite.

Vine. Our Joys at Uft,

Pay all that's p aft,

Nor wotfd we again be free \

Now, now let us whisk it,

Frolick, andfrisk it,

Under the Greenwood 'Tree.

Chorus. Natl/, now, &<k

Rach. Our dancing Days, I doubt
y
are done,

For now we muft obey
;

Hill. Our Joys of Life arejuft begun,

For Each, by Turns, Jhallfvjiy.

Mer. Be you but kind,

Tow Heartpallfind
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A conflant Mate in me.

Then, then we will chaunt it
9

. Relief and rant it,

Under the Greenwood Tree.

Then, then, &c.

No more Jhall Springlove range the Fields,

To rove from Amie'x Charms.

Nor Amkform a Wijh that yields

Not Amie to his Arms.

Be Ton but true,

As I to you,
,

Our Joys no Endpallfee.
how we willfirk it,

Caper, andjerk it,

Under the Greenwood Tree.

Chorus. how, &c.

Chorus.

Heart.

Am.

FINIS.


