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PROLOGUE.
(JVritten by R. T. Fitzgerald, E/q.)

TT 7 HILE jarring difcord flies this happy land,

^ " And Whig and Tor}' fhake each other's hand.

Proud to difplay the flag of Briton's pride,

And hoift The Union on their country's fide

:

That noble banner gf our nation's fame

Unftain'd by cruelty, unknown to fliame

!

Still may it ride triumphant o'er the wave

The fignal both to conquer and to fave I

While England's fons in gallant bands advance.

To hurl juft vengeance on perfidious France ;

And adverfe parties zealoufly unite.

For freedom's caufe, and freedom's King to fight %

Our Author, loyal, though not bred to arms.

Has for his own concerns, fome flight alarms-

He fliakes his head, and owns he fometimes fears

The mufe of fmiles may join the mufe of tears ?

Together read the fweet pathetic page.

And banifli joke and laughter from the ftage

;

'Till comedy, quite fentimental grown

DofFs her light robe, to wear the tragic gown.

Draws from the virgin's breafl hyfteric figbs.

And thinks to weep—is all the ufe of eyes!

Still may each rival mufe her pow'r maintain,

—

With fmiles Thalia heft fupports her reign

:

To fl:art the tear and palpitate the heart

Juftly demands her Sifter's nobler art

!

Each has her charms, and while to nature true.

Each finds impartial advocates in you.

If thefe fair rivals, jealoufy forgot.

Should once embrace, and tie the friendly knot j

3 Mirth
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Mirth muft retire and hide her dimpled face

Convuls'd with laughter, at the ftrange embrace;

Our Bard difcarded, muft his jokes forego.

And Vapid's frolics, yield to Werter's woe

!

The Autlior's profpedls bear a brighter hue.

Should his light fcenes be now approved by you
;

'Twas I'm who taught his earlicft hopes to foar

Be ftill his patrons, as you've been before !

Acquitted often by this gen'rous court

He dares, once more, rely on your fupport.



HOW TO GROW RICH:

A

COMEDY.

ACT I.

SCENE L

—

An Apartment in Smalltrade's
Banking Houfe—Doors open in the Hall, and
ClerksJeen writing.

Enter Warford arid, Plainly.

Plainly.

X% AY, do not think me curious or imperti-
nent, Mr. Warford—I liave lived fo long with
you and your uncle, that I cannot fee you un-
happy without enquiring the caufe.

M^arford. My uncle is himfelf the caufe—his

weaknefs and credulity will undo us all.

Plainly. Excufe me, fir ; but I'm afraid the
young lady now on a vifit at our banking houfe—
the charming Lady Henrietta !—has fhe not
made a very deep impreflion ?

B Warford.



2 HOW TO GROW RICH:

IVarford. To confefs the truth, fhe has ; and
though from my inferior fituation in life, I can
never afpire to the gaining of her afFe<5tions,

fhe may ftill have to thank me for faving her

from ruin.

Plainly. From ruin, fir !

IVarford. Ay j fhe is now on the very brink

of it—When her father. Lord Orville, went
abroad for his health, he gave her a fortune of
eight thoufand pounds, and left her to the care

of her uncle, Sir Thomas Roundhead—At his

country feat, Mr. Smalltrade met with her, and
being banker to her father, he thought it his

duty to invite her to his houfe.

Plainly. And fhe had no fooner enter'd it, than
fhe became acquainted with Sir Charles and
Mifs Dazzle—I fufpe(5t their infamous defigns.

Warford. Yes, Plainly ;—when Mifs Dazzle
has robb'd her of her fortune at the gaming
table, Sir Charles is to attempt to deprive her

of her honor—but if 1 don't fhame and expofe

them ! Oh ! think of the heartfelt fatisfaftion

in faving fuch a woman as Lady Henrietta

!

*Tis true, mofc of her fortune is already loft,

and Sir Thomas is fo offended at her condudl,

that (wanting an heir to his eftaic^ he has

adopted his god-daughter, Rofa.

Plainly. 'Sdeath 1 1 wilh Sir Charles and his

fifter were driven back to London—They are a

difgrace to this, our fafhionable fea-bathing

town.

fFarfo?d, What molt I fear, is left my uncle

fliou'd join their confederacy—^I know it is their

plan to lure him into partnerfhip, and he is fo

anxious to encreafe his fortune, that under the

idea
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idea of growing rich, he may be deluded into

any fcheme.

[Smalltrade appears ai the doorsj reading a

ledger.

Here he is--Be fecret and difcreet, Plainly, and
perhaps the next tin:ie we converfe, I may be

proud to tell you, I have faved an innocent

lady from treachery and ruin ! [Exit,

Smalltrade. {coming forwrd.) ^' Smalltrade
*' debtor to Sir Harry Hockley two thoufand
" pounds in fpecie—Creditor two "hundred in

" paper."—Ah ! that's very well ! I don't

know how it is—My little nice bank is not the

thing it was—People of real property have be-

come country bankers now, and play'd the

devil with us petty, dafliing traders. {Knocking

at door.) Plainly, fee who's there.

Plainly. Give me leave, fir. (Taking ledger, ^c.')

[_Exit»

Smalltrade. There's nothing like a fnug coun-

try bank—ready money received—paper notes

paid—and though I make fifteen per cent, and

pay their drafts in my own bills, what of that ?

A five guinea note is fo convenient for carriage

or polling-^—lays fo clofe in a letter, or flips fo

neatly in the fleeve of a coat—Oh ! its of great

ufe to the country, and a vaft benefit to my-
felf.

Re-enter Plainly, followed hy a Servant.

Serv. Is this your country bank, as you call

it? _

Plainly. It is,

Serv. I want change for this draft of Sir

Harry Hockley's.

B 2 Plainly,
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Plainly. Very well—How much is it for ?

Serv. A hundred pounds,

Smalltrade. What ?

Serv. A hundred pounds.

Smalltrade. Mercy on nne ! You've fet me all

in a tremble ! Draw on a country bank for a

hundred pounds—Why, does your mafter fup-

pofe himfelf drawing on the bank of Amfter^

dam ?

Plainly. True, fir ; and if you recoiled, we
had a large run upon us yefterday.

Smalltrade. So we had—a very large run !

Sir Thomas Roundhead drew in one draft for

the enormous fum of twenty-five pounds; and
here's your mafter draws for a hundred—Talk
of a country bank ! The bank of England
cou'dn't ftand this.

Serv. I can't tell, fir—Sir Harry faid he had
ten times the money in your hands.

Smalltrade. So he has, and what then ?

Doesn't he place money in my hands that it may
be fafe ? and if he is to draw it out in large

fums, that is, if he is to get it when he wants

it, where wou'd be the ufe of a banker ? Plainly,

pay the draft in my own notes ; and d'ye mind,

let them be all at thirty and forty days fight^-r

Young man, go with my clerk.

[Exeunt Plainly ana Servant,

*Tis near the time my accomplifhed coufin, Mifs

Dazzle, is to wait upon me—rShe writes me
word fhe has to communicate a new mode of

growing rich—Dear! how I long to hear it?

It's my way always to catch at every thing—

-

Here fhe is.

Enter
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Enter Mifs Dazzle.

Mijs Daz'zle. Good morning, Mr. Smalltrade

«—I'm forry we hadn't the pleafure of feeing you

at our gala lafl: night.

Smalltrade. Pray be fcated, con fin. (Xheyftt.^

Ah ! I'm told it was the moft grand, expenfive

entertainment.

Mifs Dazzle. Expenfive ! your pardon, fir

—

Jt didn't coft me and my brother a {hilling.

Smalltrade. No

!

Mifs Dazzle. No—and what will furprize you
jnore, it is our fumptuous houfe, our brilliant

rooms, and extravagant entertainments that pay

all our expences—In lliort, Mr. Smalltrade,

we've found out a new mode of growing rich.

Smalltrade. Have you ? {rubbing his hands)

That's what I want to hear about.

MiJs Dazzle. And that's what I came to im-
part to you—In a word, fir, we keep a bank.

Smalltrade. Do you ? Well, that's one way,

MiJs Dazzle. Yes, fuch a bank 1 fo oppofitc

•to yours 1 We know nothing of notes, checks,

clerks, or currency—We don't rife early in the

morning to fettle our accounts, or fhut up be-

fore evening to prevent our cuftomers from fet-

tling theirs—No all our bufinefs is done in the

dark, my dear eoufin.

Smalltrade. In the dark ! fo is mine too, my
dear eoufin.

MiJs Dazzle. Then, while you are fatisfied

with a hundred pounds profit in a week, we are

not content with a thoufand in a night, and if

ever we flop payment, which fortune avert ! we
have nothing to furrender but mahogany tables,

wax-lights, cards, and dice-boxes,

Smalltrade,
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Smalltrade, {rifing) I underftand—you keep
a Faro-table— Oh! take me! — Take me as

Groom-porter and 1']! make rhy fortune, if its

only by picking up the droppings.

Mifs Dazzle. There's the point—-if you would
but confent to become a partner with myfelf
and my brother, our profits wou'd be trebled.

Smalltrade. Wou'd they ? That's nice !

Mifs Dazzle. The cafe is this—Occafionally,

though it feldom happens, we want ready mo^
ney to carry on the campaign.

Smalltrade. Ready money! Ah! there's the

devil—I've nothing but paper.

Mifs Dazzle. Nonfenfe ! Your notes can be
changed into cafh, and Sir Charles and I will

pay the difcount.

Smalltrade. Wliat ! pay the difcount out of
your own pockets, and give me a third of the

profits befides ?

Mifs Dazzle. Certainly.

Smalltrade. Then I'll be a partner, and—Yet,

hold, hold—I'd better not determine too haf-

tily {afide.) Mifs Dazzle, here's my vifitor. Lady
Henrieta, fo, as we're difcurb'd you fee, I'll wait

on you in an hour and talk further.

Mifs Dazzle. By that time Sir Charles will

arrive from London-—Good day.

Smalltrade. Adieu ! Zounds ! I always had a

turn for gaiety, and I don't think I need fear

being impofed upon j for I've fo long managed
a trading bank, that I mud underftand a gam-
bling one !—I fay, coufin, not a word to her

about the new mode of growing rich—Good
day

!

\_Exit,

Mifs Dazzle, So, the old gentleman is caught

in the fnare i and aided by his bank, what will

JlOt
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not ours atchieve ? Lady Henrietta, who has

refufcd my brother's hand and title, will now be

his on other terms, and Warford, who is our

enemy, will be involved in his uncle's ruin.

EnlerWA'kTORD and IjADy Henrietta,

Lady Henrietta. Why fo grave, Mr. Warford ?

You really can be very pleafant if you pleafe

;

but thofe gloomy looks ! I declare you are quite

an alter'd man ; isn't he, Mifs Dazzle ?

Mifs Dazzle, Every thing changes. Lady
Henrietta.

Lady Henrietta. Why, that's very true ;—now
to look at the alterations in this town fince lall

fummer—Friends have become enemies, and
enemies, friends—You fhall hear,—The other

night, I went to Lady Changewell's, where I

ufed to meet all my old acquaintance—To my
aftonifhment, I didn't fee a foul I knew.

Mifs Dazzle. Really !

Lady Henrietta. No—an entire new fet of
faces—So, I aflced her ladyfhip after her friend,

the little Colonel—She faid, '' they didn't fpeak
" now." " Where is your companion and fa-
*' vorite. Lady Brilliant"—faid 1.

—

'' Oh ! the
** creature is in debt, faid fhe, and wants me to
" lend her money."—" And where is your dear,
" darling, loving hufband," faid L—"My dear,
*' darling, loving hufband lives with an Italian
" Countefs," fays fhe—" We're divorced, and I
" am to be married to-morrow, to my old bitter

" enemy. Sir Francis Fickle— I now think him a
" moll delightful, charming fellow, and believe
" he's the only real friend I ever had, ha ! ha,

<^ha!"

Mijs Dazzle. Excellent

!

I Lady
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Lady Henrietta. Yes—its feldontr a friendftiip

lafts above a year—Is ir, Mr. Warford ?

H-^arford. I hope there are inftances, Madam^
Lady Henrietta. So do Ij Sir—but I am afraid

they are fo rare—Heigho ! if I don't mind, I

fhall catch your fpleen, and be as grave and
fentimental as yourfelf.

Warford. And why not, madam ? Why be
afliam'd of fentiment ? 'Tis true it is the mode
to ridicule and laugh at it; but I doubt if fafhion;

and all its fopperies, can find a pleafure to fup-

ply its lofs. - :

Lady Henrietta. Vaftly well ! Didn*t I tell you,
Mifs Dazzle, he could be very pleafant ? You
really have talents, Mr. Warford ; but the worft

of them is, they go more to inftruclion than

amufement.

Warford. Then I am fatisfied. Lady Hen-
rietta, and if I could convince you that happi-

nefs is not to be found, either in the fever of
diffipation, or the delufions of a gaming table.

Lady Henrietta. Fie ! don't abufe gaming,—

•

the thing 1 doat on

—

Warford. Excufe me, madam ;—but if I might
advife, you had better never play again.

Lady Henrietta. Oh ! monftrous ! Why, you

tyrant, would you Ihut me from the world and

cloifter me in an old caftle ? If you did, I'd ftill

game—I would, if I betted on the ivy, and took

odds on the ravens and rooks—Wou'dn't you.

Mils Dazzle \

Mifs Dazzle. Me ! I'd keep a rookery on pur-

pole.

Lady Henrietta. Ay, that you would—but

come—I'm going to meet my uncle, Sir Tho-
mas, at the library—would you believe it ? He,

too.
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too, is fo offended at my turning ganriefterj that

he has forbid me his houfe, and adopted his little;

God-daughter for his heirefs ;—but—-let's walk*

Mijs Dazzle. With pleafure—we fhall fee you
at Faro in the evening.

Lady Henrietta, Oh certainly—Nay, how yoU
frown now, Mr. Warford ? Come, I'll make a

bargain with you—if I lofe a thoufand pounds

to-night, I'll promife never to game again—
never ! becaufe, having nothing left to lofe, I

muft e'en make a virtue of necefTity, and reform

in Ipite of myfelf—ComCi \_Exetmto

SCENE II.

—

Outfide of Sir Charles Dazzle's
houje.—View of the Sea.

KnUr Sir Charles, (followed ly a Servant with

a Portmanteau,^

Sir Charles. So, once more I'm efcaped from
the fever of London and got fafe back to my
favorite fea port—Take the things in.

\Exit Servant into houfi.

I fuppofe my fifter has lb plucked the pigeons

in my abfence, that there's fcarcely a feather

left in the town.

E?iter M'lfs Dazzle.

JWz/> Dazzle. Welcome from London, brother

—1 have juft left the idol of your heart, th^

charming Henrietta !—As ufual, the banker's

hephew was attending her.

Sir Charles. Ay, ay i its all pretty plain—but

1 won't be fcandalous.

c mis
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Mijs Dazzle, Wei), if flie's his to-day, flie'll

be yours to-morrow—^I have feen Mr. Small-

trade—he talks of becoming a partner, and if

you play your cards well, Lady Henrietta will

,be completely in your power.

Sir Charles. Yes j for when I've won all her

money— I can be generous enough to be-

come her protector ! [aftde.'] Well, fifter, we
fliall ruin them all -, and now- a- days you
know you can't do your friend a greater fer-

vice.

Mifs Dazzle. What ! than to ruin him !

<Sir Cb'.rles. To be lure—Where is the ruin'd

man that doesn't fpend twice the income of the

richeft citizen in London ? Don't many of them
have executions in their houfe in the morning,

and give galas at night ? An't the very bailiffs

turned into fervants, and don't they ftill ftake

five thoufand on a card ? Nay, I know a maft

that has done it all his life.

MiJs Dazzle. Do you ? Who ?

Sir Charles. Myfelf!—I never had a fhilling

and I've always lived like a Nabob—And how
Jiave I done all this ? How, but by hofpitality !

By entertaining my friends elegantly at one

table, and genteelly picking their pockets at

another.

Mifs Dazzle. Very true ; and when we've

ruined the banker, his nephew and his vifitor,

^ they'll think themfelves much obliged to us

—

But mind and humour Smalltrade, for, without

ready money, we can't go on—Who's here ?

Sir Charles, {looking out.) Where?—Oh! its a

9, hanger-on of mine—a mere Jackall, who dan-

gles .after me in hopes of preferment—I brought
him
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him from London, thinking he might be ufe-

ful.

Mifs Dazzle. What, is it Pave ?

Sir Charles. The fame—7 he dog has a good
heart;—great good humour, and is defcended

Trom a refpedlable family ; but in running after

people of rank, and high company, he has fo

reduced his fortune, that he now depends on me
to get him promoted.

Mifs Dazzle. Ay ; I've heard of him—intro-

duce him to a lord, or promife him an appoint-

ment, and he'll do any thing to ferve you.

Sir Charts. Aye ; fo great is his furor, that

an interview with a Prince, or an audience of a

Minifter, wou'd turn his brain—but I believe,

were he once provided for, he wou'd neither

betray his benefaftor, nor difgrace his Coun-
try.

Enier Pave, (a long roll of Paper Jlicking out of
his Pocket.')

Pave, {running up to Sir Charles.) Sir Charles

!

•—hark )e. {IVhljpers.')

Sir Charles. Lord Orville coming home ! What
then ?

Pave. Then, Lord Orville is your acquaint-
ance, and I am your friend, and—you under-
ftand—I'm always ready.

Sir Charles. Pray, fitter, have you any inter-

cft ? If you have, this gentleman, Mr. Pave

—

Mijs Daxzle. I fhou'd be very happy ; but I

fancy there is nothing more difficult than to get
a place.

Pave. Yes there is. Ma'am,—to deferve it

!

And that I deferve it, is evident from my long

C 2 lift
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lift of promlfes

—

(takes out roll of paper) here i^

is Ma'am—My four firft promifes depend oi^

Lord Orville^ you fee—my next is from you.
Baronet.

Mifs Dazzle. Pray, Mr. Pave, do you find

that when thefe great people make you promifes^

they always keep their words ?

Pave, Oh ! Sir Charles will anfwer you that

queftion, Ma'am—Heh !—Mum ! Baronet

!

Sir Charles. Nay, Pave, you know the other

day I referr'd you to g, man in power.
Pav}. You did ;—and he referr'd me to an-

other, who kindly fent me to a third, that po-
litely hurried me to a fourth, till at laft I got
kicked down ftairs by a perfon who faid he

knew none of us—You fee the fcheme is this^

Ma'am—-Nobody will fpeak firft in your favor,

but all promife to fecond any body who will,

becaufe, judging by themfelves, they know no-

body'll fpeak at all.

Mifs Dazzle. Well, if I was you, Mr. Pave,

I'd try fome more public mode of getting pre-

ferr'd—For inft;ance now, fuppofe you adver-

pzed.

Pave. Don't mention it-^-T did advertize

once, and what do you think happened.? A
gentleman waited upon me, calling himfelf Lord
Sulwin-r-fuperb equipage—elegant appearance,

'—free in his promifes—fecure in his intereft

—

I bowed, fmiled,—gave his lordftiip a thoufand-

guineas, and he proved to be an attorney ! A
inoney lending rafcai ! And I've never feen Of

heard of him fince !

Sir Charles. An attorney ! Ha, ha, ha ! Should
• ypu know him again ?

1 Pavh
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Pave. Know him ! I fhall never forget him,

becaufe he did the thing fo genteelly as he ex-

prcfled it—Oh ! if I catch him !

Enter Smalltrade.

Smalltrade. How d'ye do, Sir Charles ? Coufm
a word

—

[taking Mi/s Dazzle afide.) Well, I've

made up my mind—I'll enter into your fcheme

•—I'm determined to grow rich.

Mi/s Dazzle. Ay, I thought you'd fee yowr
intereft, Mr. Smalltrade.

Smalltrade. I do—-I fee we fhall make fools of

them all—At night I'll come and be a looker-

on ; and now, if you'll ftep into the houfe, we'll

arrange articles of partnerfliip.

Mifs Dazzle. With all my heart—Come, fir.

Smalltrade, A third of the proiits remember;
^nd hark ye, as your vifitors are fo fafhionable,

I fuppofe 1 muft make an appearance—look like

a gentleman ! I can do ic, I affure you—but
then, how to underftand the technicals ? to talk

-Jike the reft; of you ? Oh I evil communication
will corrupt my good manners—So, come
along.

Mijs Dazzle. Brother, will you follow ? Mr.
Pave, we {hall fee you in the evening.

\_Exit into houfe with Smalltrade.
Pave. {Stopping Sir Charles^ who is following^

Gad ! this muft be fome great man—Baronet,
who is that little fellow.

Sir Charles. A man of very great power—If
you'll remind me, I'll introduce you at night.

Pave. Introduce me! Oh! don't trouble
yourfelf—I can do that myfelf.

SirCharkh 1 believe it—Mind you are ufeful

now
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now—recoiled i brought you down to affift in

all our fchemes—Speak highly of your patron.

Pave. Ay, and of myfelf too. Sir Charles

:

For in this unthinking age, fay you're a clever

fellow, and every body believes it—They re-

menriber they heard you prais'd, and forget

where—I know my duty—Succefs to you, my
ever dear, kind patron ! \_Exit Sir Charles.
Dirty, fliuffling rafcal ! I've been his dangler

thefe five years, and never got any thing but

promifes—Oh ! if Lord Orville, or even that

o-reat little man would befriend me !— I'll get a

new patron,—I will ! Sir Charles's contemptible

tricks are beneath a man of my confequence—

ril about it inftantly ; and though neceffity may
make me dependent, it fhall never make me
mean ; for if I can't be promoted, fo as to be of

fervice to my country, hang me if I'll be pro-

jBOted at ail. [Exii,

End of Act L
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ACT IL

SCENE L

—

An elegant Saloon ci'/6'zV Charles's—
One door leading to Faro-Room—the other to

Supper-Room.

FhiiriJIj of Clarinets.

Enter War ford and Servant.

Warford. Tell Mr. Smalltrade I defire to fpeak

with him.

Sivvant, Mr. Smalltrade is engaged, fir

—

Looking on at the gaming table,

Warford. Tell him his nephew is come accord-

ing to his orders.

[_Exit Servant in Faro-Room,

*Sdeath ! 'tis as I fufpedled—he has fent for me
to bring articles of partnerfhip between himfelf

and thefe impoftors—What is to be done ? He
is convinced he fhall make his fortune by the

undertaking, and fo great is his credulity, that

'till he is com.pleteIy ruined, he will not deteA
the impofition—Can I believe it ? Yonder he
comes. {Stands qfide-^-

Flourijh of Clarinets.

Enterfrom Faro-Room^ Sualltf.ad e fuil-dre/s^d,

handing in Mifs Dazzle.

Mifs Dazzle. Well, Mr. Smalltrade, how do
you like Faro ? Don't you fee it's the way to get
nrjoney ?

Smalltrade,
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Smallirade. I do—I fee my fortune's madc-
(Turns about.) Heh ! What do you think ^

Sha'n't I do ? Don't I look like one of us ?

{Struts about.)

Mijs Dazzle. You do indeed.

Smalltrade. I've learnt all your cant words
too—-I'm not a greenhorn or a flat—I'm an old

rook arid a black legs !—Juil like you and your
brother.

Mi/s Dazzle. Well, but Mr. Smalltrade 1—the

mufic—gaming—the company Altogether;^

isn't it a mofl: enchanting amufement ?

Smalltrade. It is indeed—and Faro's a mon-
ftrous pretty game. Coufinj do you know I'd

a great mind to have had a touch myfelf^

MiJs Dazzle. How ! you play, fir

!

Smalltrade. I don't know how it was—I {t\.i

an odd, ticklifn fenfation—a fort of itching at

the end of my fingers, and prefently I caught

'myfelf putting a guinea on a card.

MiJs Dazzle. Well, but you took it up
again.

Smalltrade. No, 1 didn't—I let it lay^ and

fomebody elfe took it up for me.

MiJs Dazzle. What, you loft it ?

Smalltrade. I did—I loft my guinea \ Oh \

it's a fweet game ! I dont't wonder at the money
rolling in—But where's the fupper ?

Mifs Dazzle. Yonder.

Smalltrade. So it is—What a feaft for the"

fenfes ! Eyes, ears, tafte, feeling, all gratified I

—But hold, hold—By the law of the land don't

we come under the vagrant ad ? Mayn't a

juftice of the peace fend you, I, and all thef

,

noble hoft of Faro to be whipt at the cart's-

tail ?

MiJs
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Mifs Dazzle. You forget—Gold makes ju (lice

blind.

Smalltrade. True—that's another way of grow-

ing rich—But where's Warford ? I wifh Warford
would bring the articles.

Mifs Dazzle. There he is, fir—I'll leave you

to talk to him—^for in the next room, they can

do no more without me, than I can without

them. Adieu ! Call me when you want me.

[Exit.

Warford advances.

Smalltrade. Well, fir, what do you ftare at ?

Docs the fplendor of my drefs furprize you, or

are you angry becaufe I want to grow rich ?

Where are the articles, fir ?

Warford. They are not yet finifbed, fir.

Smalltrade. Look ye, fir 3 you think this bank
isn't fo good as mine; but Td have you know
they have ten times our cuftomers. People will

game, fir.

Warford. Will they, fir ?

Smalltrade. Yes ; there's a curfl:, ticklifh fen-

fation makes a man game whether he will or not

;

then, when I give turtle and venifon at home,
I'm obliged to pay for it myfelf ; but here egad !

they make other people pay for it : and a couple

of lemons fqueez'd into a quart of water, will

fetch twenty guineas a tumbler!—But, George,
now, isn't this a mofl: delicious fcene .? The
fupper ! Look at the fupper, you dog I Doesn't

the very fmell make you happy ?

Warford. Sir, I am forry to fee you fo im-
pofed upon.

Smalltrade. Impofed upon !

Warford. Yes, fir—If you have any feeling

for yourfelf, regard for me^ or afFe(5tion for

D Lady
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Lady Henrietta, who is plac'd under your pro-

te6tion, you will refufe to countenance fuch

infamous defigns—They will draw you into

the partnerfliip, rob you of your fortune, and
laugh at you for your folly,

Smalltrade. Indeed !

IVarford. Yes, fir; and without your aflift-

ance they muft fall to the ground ; for though
they make large fums every night—they con-

trive to fpend 'em every day.

Smalltrade. Oh ! then they do make large

fums, do they ?

JVarford. Certainly—But how is it done ? By
perverting the laws of hofpitality—by annihi-

lating the bonds of fociety, and under the Ipe-

cious mafk of rank and charafter, perpetrating

crimes that common fliarpers are excluded

from.

Smalltrade. What's that to you or me ? If the

money's made, it's quite enough to fatisfy my
confcience ! So, go, fir—finifti the articles of

partnerfliip, and bring them inftantly.

Wcwford. Oh, fir ! confider—Even now per-

haps Lady Henrietta is falling a vidlim to their

artifices, and if you join the confederacy, all-
all will be undone 1

Smalltrade. Go, iir-*-no reply—I muft and
will be obeyed.

\_E^it War FORD.

Senfelefs fiat ! While I can fill my ftomach in

one room, and my pockets in the other, what
do 1 care for him or Henrietta ? But now to.

take a peep, juft to fee who's lofing. {Looks in

Faro-Rocm.)

Enisr
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Enter Pave.

Pave. Really, this is a moft Iliocking bufi-

nefs—I'm told they've drawn in their relation,

a filJy country banker—Sir Charles brought me
down to be ufeful, but no profpefl of advantage

to myfelf, fliall ever induce me to take part in

a bad adminifuration. Ha! yonder's that

little great man—Now, if I can but coax him
into my lift of promifes ! Sir, your moft obe-
dient.

Smalltrade. Sir, your moft devoted.

Pave. I fee, fir, you're a friend of my patron.

Sir Charles—And, next to being a man of r^nk
one's felf, I know nqthing like living amongft
them—Where does your intereft lay, fir ?

Smalltrade. My intereft ! Who the deuce is

this ?

Pave. I wilh I knew his title, {afide.') Pray
be feated, fir. {They fit.) Now, fir. {Taking

out his roll of promijes) Look at that lift of

promifes ! Many of your noble friends, you
fee, fir—but nothing done ! Nothing!

Smalltrade. Many of my noble friends ! Oh 1

what, you want promotion, do you ?—My dear

fir, I've no influence.

Pave. Excufe me, fir—I know better—Do
you think 1 can't tell a great man when I fee

him ? (Smalltrade looks plsas'd.) Befides,

when was it that fuch manners, fuch an appear-

ance, and fuch a ftyle of drefs cou'dn't com-
mand every thing. (Smalltrade looks more

pkas'd.") My dear fir, you remind me of the old

court, you do indeed—Of an old bedchamber
lord,

D 2 Smalltrade,
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Smalltrade. (^greatly pleased) Bedchamber lord!

Av J I'm very upright- {Holds up his head.)

Pave, Perhaps you are diffident, fir—never

applied.

Smalltrade. Why, that's very true—I never

did afk a man in power a favour, never—I've a

great mind to try.

Pave. Do—make the experiment, and by
way of founding, get a fmall fnug appointment

for me, before you afk a grand one for your-

Mf.
Smalltrade. I will—-rU get a little one for you,

and a great one for myfelf—Was there ever fuch

a delicious fcene ? How riches do pour in upon
me !

Pave, Riches ! Why, did the fcheme never

ftrike you before ?

Smalltrade. Never—And I'm amazed I cou'd

be fuch a greenhorn, {rijes.) Oh ! I'll go and
afk Sir Charles direftly.

Pave. Afk Sir Charles ! Pooh ! he's only one

hope himfelf.

Smalltrade. One hope ! What's that ?

Pave. Why, don't you know ? As we're

alone I'll tell you^—There's a country banker—
They've drawn in the old greenhorn to be a

partner !

Smalltrade. What

!

Pave. He'll flop payment of courfe, and as

he's not a man of charafter—only a little fneak-

ing, fhufHing fhopman.—For my part I'm glad

on't, an't you, fir ?

Smalltrade. Indeed I am nor, fir.—So, he's to

be a bankrupt, is he ?

Pave. Certainly—I fhall, perhaps, be one of

% his
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his creditors—But between you and I, I flia'n't

fio;n his certificate.

Smalltrade. You won't fign his certificate !

Pave. No—^what bufinefs has a tradefman to

turn black legs ? To be fure he won't fneak

into the Gazette like a tailor or a tallow-chandler

for a paltry hundred or fo ! No—he'll preferve

his dignity ! Fail like a geatlennan for thirty or

forty thoufand pounds—You take thejoke, don't

you ?

Smnlltrade. No, dam'ine if I do ? And they

mean to ruin him do they ?

Pave. Ruin him I Oh ! it's all fettled ! Sif

Charles told me he fav/ him lofe a guinea jufh

i>ow—" Poor devil," fays' he, " he little thinks
" how near it is his laft," Ha, ha, ha ! (IValk^

up the Jiage.)

Re-enter Warford {with the Articles').

Warford. According to your commands, fir,

I have brought you the articles.

SmalUrade. Have you ? Then thus I tear them.

{'leaking and tearing them.) George, I aflc your
pardon—I'm fo afnam'd, yet fo gratified, that

though that impudent dog has infulted m,e, I

can't help liking him for having open'd my
eyes.

Pave, {coming down fiage) Well !—have you
thought—Oh, mum—applying to a friend !—
That's right—(lick clofe to every body.

SmalUrade. Did you ever hear fuch a fellow ?

But come, let's return home, and inftead of this

new-fangled mode of getting money, we'll

grow rich the old way—By honefty and induftry,

my boy.

Warford,
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Wnrford. Stay, fir—think that Lady Henri-

etta, is flill in danger, and fure you v/ill not leave

the houfe till (lie is releafed.

Smalltitade. What can I do, George ? Neither

you nor I can perfuade her, and unlefs her

rather, Lord Orvilje, were here

Pa-~ot\ Lord Grville ! That's the man ! He
can fettle us all—Oh i I wifn I knew how to

cbilge him.

Warford. Do you, fir ? Then, his daughter.

Lady Henrietta, is now at the gaming table, and

if you will but fave her as you have this gentle-

man, I'll anfwer for it, her father will reward

you.

Pave. Reward ine 1 my dear fir, when a lady's

in diflirefs, do you think I care who or what her

father is? Lord Orville's daughter! Whugh !

Here's an opportunity ! Oh 1 Til go find her

out direfcly.

Warford. Be cautious, fir—for if Sir Charles

difcovers your intentions

Pave. What theni, fir ? Do you fuppofe I'm
infiuenced by any but people of merit and dif-

tindion ? Such as Lord Orville, and your ele-

gant friend, my graceful bedchamber lord, who,
1 know, will not forget the fnug appointment

—

Where fnall 1 conduct the lady I

SnfalUrade. We'll wait below— And, d'ye

hear—Tell Mifs Dazzle not to forget to fleece

the country banker.

Pave. 1 will—And fiiew Sir Charles I'm a man
of real confequence. Adieu ! wait here a mo-
ment, and you'll fee the little tradefman come
out howling! But it won't do—I fiia'n't fign

his certificate ! Ha, ha, ha 1

Snifdltrads^
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SmalUrade. By this time he's loft his lafl: gui-

nea, ha, ha, ha !

[^Exit Pave.

Come, George, let's go vv-aic below, and depend

on't, that ftllow will extricate Henrietta—V^haC

an odd ddg \ Fie feeins lb anxious for prefer-

ment, that I've a great mind to turn away my
under clerk on purpofe to give hii:ii a place.

\_Epceunt,

SCENE II.

—

Another Apartment at Sir Charleses,

Sir Charles and Lady Henrietta, dijcovertd

at Cards,

Sir Charles. Point—Sixty.

Lady Henrietta. Good.
Sir Charles. Si xi erne major.

Lady Henrietta. Good.
Sir Charles. Quatorze.

Lady Henrietta. Good

—

{rijes) I'll play no more
—Never was fuch a feries of ill luck—Well,

Sir Charles, what have I loft ?

Sir Charles. Oh, a trifle ! Never think of it.

Lady Henrietta.

Lady Henrietta. Nay, you may as well feal my
doom at once—Come !

Sir Charles. Well, if you infift—Here are your
notes for money lent at Faro, one thoufand

pounds, and what I have now won is five hun-
dred, making in the whole fifteen hundred
pounds.

Lady
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Lady Henrietta. A very pleafant triflie ! But
don't imagine I can't pay you, fir, don't

Sir Charles. Nay, allow me to relieve you at

once—Take back the notes, forget the debt, and
think me amply paid, if but a fmsle the return.

Lady Henrietta, No, Sir Charles—I cannot
confent to be fo obliged—'Tis true, my impru-
dence has involved me beyond all hope of being

extricated, and my f^ither is abroad, and niy

uncle won't proted me !—Yet, fir !

—

Sir Charles. Lady Henrietta, I know your fitu-

ation, and feel for you—therefore let me intreat

you to accept the notes, and when you v/ant a

protector, you know where to find one.

L^Jy Henrietta. A protector, fir !

Sir Charles, Be not alarm'd—You know my
intentions are honourable, and fince you have

no other friend to prote6l you

—

Lady Henrietta. Sir, I deferve this, amply dtJ-

ferve it—I might have known, when a v/oman

turns gamefter, her fortune is the leaft flie lofes.

The fociety vilifies her feelings—the fatigue

ruins her health and underftanding, and when
fhe has nothing left to flake, her pride is infult-

ed, and even her honor made a fport of

!

Sir Charles. How you miftake me ! Becaufe I

profefs to be your friend, you fuppofe me your

enemy—My filler is in the next room waiting to

receive you—You will not leave my houle ?

Lady Henrietta. Am I made a prifoner then?

Heavens 1 how have I funk rayfelf

!

Sir Charles. Fray be compofed—I will place

you under my filter's care—She fhall decide

whether I deferve your afFedlions—Come, come,

be calm

—

[taking her hand) Confider, where

wou'd you go ?

Lady
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hady Henrietta. Any where, fo I leave your
houle—Don't imagine I have no friends, Sir.

Sir Charles. I am your friend, and fVel your
interefl too much to part with you—Nnv, you

mud—You fhall be perfuaded

—

{Jjolds and detains

her.)

Enter Pave.

Pave. So, heaven be prais'd, I have found

you at lafb, phugh ! {fujfing bimjelf,)

Sir Charles. What brings you here?

Pave. To be ufeful—Ma'am, your moH: obe-

dient—What ! at your old tricks, my boy ?

(^Smacks Sir Charles on the hack and points to cards.)

Sir Charles, Hufh ! don't you fee I'm bufy !

Pave. Mum ! don't expofe yourfelf— .ady

Henrietta, 1 rejoice—Oh ! what a likenels of

her father

!

Sir Charles. 'Sdeath ! What do you mean, fir ?

Pave. Mean ! that we were born to prote6t

women, not infult them, and while I wear a

fword, they fhall never want a champion ! I tell

you what, fir—Your behaviour has been lately

very offenfive, and if the lady will give mc
leave, I'll condu6l her to a little great man who
is waiting to receive her.

Lady Henrietta. As 1 live its Mr. Srnalltrade !

Yonder I fee him.

Sir Charles. Come here, fir—Anfwer me, is

this your gratitude ?

Pave. Gratitude ! Now, obferve, Ma'am-—

I

have been his dangler thefe five years—I've

waited whole hours in the ftreets, only to catch

a fmile from him—dined at his fide-table, and
got nothing to eat but fcraps and offals—talk'd

of his gallantries, confirm'd his gafconades, and

E laygh'd
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laugh'd at his jokes, though he knows he never

cut one in his life—But now,—conne, my fweet

lady.

Sir Charles. Lady Henrietta, will you truft

yourfelf with that reptile ?

Lady Henrietta. With any body rather than Sir

Charles Dazzle.

Pave. You hear, Baronet, you hear ! The
reptile's not fo contemptible—And to fhew my
condefcenfioft—^Hark ye—I'll fpeak to Lord
Orville for you—Make out a lift of promifes-^—

•

put his lordfhip at the head, and in the courfe

of five years, if he don't provide for you, I will

!

I will, if it's only to Ihew you, that one man of

rank can be more ufeful than another, you fee-
Come, Madam.

Sir Charles. Confufion ! Am I outwitted?

Made a laughing ftock of?

Enter Mifs Dazzle.

Mijs Dazzle. So, Sir Charles, have you feen

that blockhead. Pave ?

Sir Charles. Blockhead ! villain !

Mifs Dazzle. He has undone all my fchemes

on the banker.

Sir Charles. And mine on Lady FJenrietta.

MiJs Dazzle. You brought him to be ufeful,

didn't you ?

Sir Charles. I did ; and he has completely

anfwered my expec5lations ! Well^ after, if ruin

is the road to happinefs, we are the merrieft

couple—Lady Henrietta fhail not efcape how-

ever—William

!

Enter



A C O M E D Y. 27

Enter a Servant.

Go to Mr. Latitat's-^Tell him to come to me
diredly.

Mlfs Dazzle. To your attorney's, brother.

Sir Charles. Yes i I'll leave her to the law
now—In the mean time, let's to Mr. Smalltrade

—There's a vacancy in the borough, and if I

can fecure his intereft, and gain the ele6tion, I'll

fell my tables, leave off hofpitality, reform and
live like a gentleman ! [Exeunt*

End of Act H,

E 2 ACT
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ACT III,

SCENE I.

—

Jn Apartment at Smalltrade*s.

Xi2^ Henrietta difcovered fitting at a toilette.

Lady Henrietta. So, the day of reckoning is

at lad arrived j and here I fit forgotten by my
father, neglefted by my uncle Sir Thomas, and
unpitied by every body—Even IVIr. Pave has

avoided me—findinsr Lord Orville was offended

with me, he retired, faying he wou'd give me
no further trouble—Alas ! how, how have I in-

volved myfelf ?

Enter Betty.

Betty. Lord, Ma'am, I'm frighten'd out of

my fenfes—'What do you think Sir Charles has

done ?

Lady Henrietta. What, Betty?

Betty. He has employ'd a gentleman, wha,
he fays, will get the money from you diredlly

—

An attorney, Ma'am.
Lady Henrietta, An attorney \

Betty. Yes, your ladyfhip—Sir Charles infills

he lent you a thoufand pounds.

Lady Henrietta. So he did, Betty—He lent it

firfl: and won it afterwards—Have you ittVi Mr.
Warford ?

Betty, I have. Ma'am, and

—

[hefitating.)

Lady Henrietta. And what, Betty ?

Betty. When I told him your, difirefs, my
lady, and faid you wou'd thank Iiim to lend you

6 a hundred



A COMEDY. 29

a hundred pounds to convey you abroad, he

made no reply.

Lady Henrietta. No !

Betty. No, Ma'am—but left the room in-

(lantly.

Lady Henrietta. This wounds me more than

all ! That Warford fliou'd deferc me ! Yet why
do I upbraid him ! He warn'd me of my danger,

and now, too juftly fliuns me for my folly.

Betty. Lord, don't fret about it, my lady—

-

Who knows but this lawyer may prove a very

gentlemanlike man—Talk of old friends—Give
me a new acquaintance, I fay ! {Loud knocking.')

Here he is, Ma'am ! Here's the attorney

—

{look's

out) Upon my word ! What an elegant equi-

page ! See, Ma'am ! A handfome phaeton and
two Servants on horfeback.

Enter a Servant.

Servant. Ma'am, here's a gentlem.an in a

phaeton, who fays his name is Latitat.

Lady Henrietta. Shew him in.
-

[_Exeu?it Betty, afid Servant.

Really this muft be a ftrange kind of an attor-

ney ^ but in thefedays, nothing furprizes

!

Enter Latitat in an elegant Morning Drefs.

Latitat. Let my carriage wait—Ma'am, your
moft obedient.

Lady Henrietta. Pray be feated, fir

—

(jhey fit)

I'm told, fir, you have fome law-bufinefs.

Latitat. I have, Ma'am—but no hurry a-

bout that—I always do the thing genteelly

—

Pray, Ma'am, were you at the laft grand meet-
ing of archers ?

Lady Henrietta. No, fir, I v/as not.

Latitat,
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Latitat. That's unlucky—I got the verdidl

—

That is, I won the prize—hit the bull's eye

—

carried off the beugle-horn—Here it iS'-^(puls

bis hand in wrong pocket and takes out papers') No
—that's a bill in Chancery—Here, Ma'am-—
{^pulls out beugle-horn') received it from the lady

patronefs—kifs'd her hand—proclaim'd vidor

—

march'd in proceffion— colours flying—mufic

playing—clients huzzaing ! Did the thing gen-
teelly. Ma'am !

Lady Henrietta, Indeed, fir, you were very

fortunate.

Latitat. Oh, I'm a nice fellow. Ma'am!

—

Then at cricket—laft grand match—-got fixty

notches—-the Peer run out—the Baron (lumpr,

and the General knock'd down his own wicket

—

I was long-flop—famous at a long-ftop, ^a'am
—cricket or law ! ball or debtor ! Let neither

flip through my fingers ! heh. Ma'am I do the

thing genteelly.

l^dy Henrietta. So it feems—But, pray, fir,

how can you follow the law amidft fuch a con-

fufion of profefTions ?

Latitat. Law and confufion are the fame
thing. Ma'am—Then I write my own fongs,

draw my own pleadings, ride my own races

—

To be fure I never won one in my life—but then

I alv/iiys rode like a gentleman! Heh, Ma'am!
do the thing genteelly.

Lady Henrietta. Certainly—But now, may we
talk about my bufinel^s ?

Latitat. Don't alarm yourfelf—that's all fettled

'—My friend will be here prefentiy—he'll (hew

you every accummodation.

V Enter
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Enter Servant.

Servant. A gentleman in a curricle, Ma'am.
Latitat, In a curricle ! Oh ! that's my friend

—Shew him in. \_Exit Servant.

Now here! here's another proof of my talents!

When I came to this town, Ma'am, little Nab
hadn't a fhilling! I learnt him the pradice—

•

Now he lives in ftyle, drives his carriage, and
will lend you a thoufand pounds.

Lady Henrietta. Will he, fir? I'm very much
oblig'd to him.

Enter Nab, {Smartly drefs^d*).

Nab. {Speaks as he enters) Put clothes on the

horfes, and raife the top of the curricle that the

lady mayn't catch cold.

Latitat. Mr. Nab, Lady Henrietta— Lady
Henrietta, Mr. Nab—There ! make your bow

—

(Nab lows affetledly') And now lliake hands.

Lady Henrietta. Shake hands, fir !

Latitat. Yes—Let him do the thins; genteelly

—(Nab gently touches her hand) Tnere ! the

bufmefs is fettled ! You're arrefted at the fuit of
Sir Charles Dazzle, and little Nab will drive you
away in his curricle.

Lady Henrietta. Arrefted

!

Latitat. Lord, don't be uneafy—his houfe is

a palace—full of the beft furniture, the beft

wines \ and I give you my honor, the bell com-
pany ! You'll find fome very fafhionable people

there—Some of your intimate friends—heh.

Nab!
Nab. Yes, Ma'am, and I entertain my com-

pany fo fuperbly, that when they leave my houfe,

3ts always in good humour, I aiTure you—Be-

fides
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fides we can make up a Faro bank—every thing

in ftyle.

Lady Henrietta. This it is to be deluded into

the vortex of diffipation—May it be a lefifon to

my fex, and prove how Ihorc the diftance is,

from the gay aflbciates of high life to the low
companions of my prefent hour—But fince it

muft be fo—Since I have no friend to fuccour

or protedt me, I muft, perforce, fubmit—Come,
firs, condu6l me.

Enter Warford.

JVarford. Where are you going, gentlemen ?

Latitat. To take the lady an airing, fir—Will

you join the party ?

Lady Henrietta. Mr. Warford, I little expeded
to fee you here—The gentleman v/ho reproved

me in profperity is at leall confiftent in fhunning

me in adverfity.

JVarford. What is your demand, fir ? (To

Latitat.)
Latitat. Nab, fhew the, writ.

Nab. The debt and cods are one thoufand and

twenty pounds,

JVarford. Here is the money then. {Gives

\uATiTAT bank notes.)

Latitat. The what \

JVarford. There aie bank notes for the fum.

Latitat, {counting them) So there are—^Why,

this is doing die thing genteelly—Nab !

- Nab. Amazing !

JVarford. What do you flare at, fir ?

Latitat. Excufe us, fir, we are a little fur-

prized to be lure; for when my friend and I do
ihake hands with people of Fafhion, we gene-

rally pais lome time v/ith them.

JVarford,
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,
Warford, No matter, fir, the debt Is dif-

charg'd, fo begone.

Latitat. Begone

!

.

Warford. Yes; leave the room inftantly.

Latitat. Leave the room ! Is this language tas

a gentleman ?

Warford. Gentleman ! Away ! 'Tis fuch pet-

tifoggers as you that difgracetheprofeffion—That
live on the miferies of the unfortunate, and, in

a land of freedom, mutilate laws that are the

guardians of liberty—Harkye, fir, were I a bar-

rifter or judge

Latitat. Barrifter or judge ! Pooh 1 they can't

do the thing fo genteelly as we can.

Nah. No ! I'll give a dinner v/ith any judge

in England.

Latitat. I'd rather be an attorney than Chief

Juftice.

Nab, And I a bailiff than High Chancellor.

Warford. Very likely : but I infift

Latitat. Certainly—we're going, fir—Good
day, ma'am—We live in hopes I Here ! where's

my phaeton and fervants ?

Nah. Call up my curricle and followers I

Good day, ma'am !

Latitat. If any future accident fliou'd happen
either to you or that gentleman, we (hall be
always happy to give you an airing. Come
along, Nab— Barrifter or judge! Pooh !^—

-

{looks at notes) Oh what a pleafure it is to do the

thing genteelly ! [^a:// with Nab.
Warford. Now, Lady Henrietta, I hope your

fears are at an end.

Lady Henrietta. No, .Mr. Warford, they are

father iacreas'd j for if I am to be reliev'd at

F a not hers''
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another's expence to whom, fir, am I thus

indebted ?

Watford. You'll know hereafter—At prefent

be fatisfied with being told that the inftant I

heard of your diftrefs, I flew to your uncle. Sir

Thomas Roundhead—He forgave you all that

had pafs'd, found a friend that advanced the

money, and now waits with open arms to re-

ceive you.

Lady Henrietta. Is he my benefactor ? Does
the old lord of the manor for once forget his

game to relieve a gamefter ?

Warford. I found him in clofe converfation

with his god-daughter Rofa, whofe -father is

parfon of the parifh*

Lady Henrietta. Mr. Medium !

Warford. The fame—The late minifter being

dead. Sir Thomas had juft got the living for

Mr. Medium, and was in fuch high joy, that

he begg'd I'd bring you inftantly—He faid he

was juft going to fit as magiftrate, but by the

time we got there, the juftice bufinefs wou'd be

over.

Lady Henrietta. And if he has no poacher to

try for fnaring his game, we (hall find him in

the fame good humour you left him—Come,
Mr. Warford—Oh ! you are indeed a friend j

and had I earlier liftened to your kind advice

—

but it's, all over—The recollection of thofe two
genteel men fo terrifies me, that if I game again,

I hope I Ihall be compell'd to take an airing

with the one, and Ihake hands with the other.

[Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

—

An oldHall^ hung with Stags' HornSy

Family Pi5fureSj &c.

Clerk dtfcoveredfitting at a Table—A Chair above it,

Two Conjlables i

—

a young Woman^ a young Man,
and Hippy di/covered.

Clerk. Stand back—Stand back—his worfhip

the juftice approaches.

Enter Sir Thomas Roundhead.

Sir Thomas. Od, I'm fo happy ! Old Mediuin
has got the living, and I've given Rofa a holi-

day—I know fhe can't kill a bird, fo I've put a

gun in her hand, and fent her out with the

gamekeeper, to beat the outfldrts, and drive

the game in—Well, Formal, (To Clerk) what
complaints ? (afcends his chair) Any thing about

the manor ?

Clerk. Pleafe your worfliip (woman advances)

This poor woman is deferted by her hufband and

left on the parilh—The man is a footman, and

has been detected in open nem. con. with an

old widow.
Sir Thomas. Don't talk to me about Nem.

Con.—Havn't 1 told you not to let my delicacy

be fhocked with any improper charges ? Take
her away—Any body elfe ?

Clerk. Pieafe your worfliip, (man advances)

this poor man is a labourer, and has five children

to maintain—But he has been fo beaten and
bruifed by 'Squire Sturdy, that he can't work
for his family.

F 2 Sir
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Sir Thomas. Serve him right—Why didn't he
gqt out of his way, when he knew the 'Squire

was fo fond of boxing that he mufl have praftice

to keep his hand in—Difmifs him—Any thing

more }

Clerk. Nothing of any confequence, your
wprfhip—Only young Hippy, the miller's Ton,

here—an honeft, induftrious young man, was
found by the gamekeeper with a hare under his

arm.
Sir Thomas. With what ?

Clerk. With a hare on your manor.
Sir Thomas. On my manor ! {^comes from his.

Jeat) Oh you aflafTin ! Nothing of any confe-

q'uehce indeed ! Why, what's nem. con.

—

crim. coH.—or pro. and con. to the fhedding

innocent blood ? You dog ! fpeak— anfwer

me—What have you to fay foryourfelf ?

Clerk, {to Hippy) Speak to the magiftrate.

Hi-pfy. Pleafe your majefty

Sir Thomas. Pleafe my what

!

Hiffy. Pleafe your majefty, Pll tell you all

about it—The other morning, as I was croffing

the whoat ftubble, along with old Nicholas—
You know old Nick, your honour

Sir Thomas. Curfe old Nickr—go on.

Hippy, Na—don't you hurry me—I feed

fomething in the corn going a tittup, a tittup,

a tittup-—So, fays I-
—'* Say nothing, Nicky,

and we'll fee what it is."—And prefently there

came v/ithin rny legs, as fine a large banging

jfiare as ever you clapt your two molt gracious

eyes upon.

Sir Thomas. Well, firrah !

Hippy. So, knowing as how fuch great beafts

only devour'd the corn and barley off your ma-
^•- - ^ ••

• jefty's
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jefty's manor—I kept him tight between my legs,

and fqueezing him in this way—Look'ee ! {puts

his hat between his legs) I pinch'd him by little

and little, 'till at laft a got the daggers, and

then fays I, " Now, old Nick, knock his brains

out."

Sir 'Thomas. You did, did you ?

Hippy. Yes, that I did ; and Nicky kept his

word—-For there a lay as dead and lifelefs—I'cod

it wou'd have done your heart good to fee Nicky
and I laughing, he, he, he !

Sir Thomas. And it will do my heart good to

fee Nicky and you hanging, he, he, he', {mimick-

ing)-—Seize him—take him to jail,

.' [Conftables /c'/sii? him.

Hippy. To jail

!

Sir Thomas. Ayj I'll learn you to poach on
pny manor.

Hippy. Oh Lord ! why, your honour was
juft now pleas'd to pardon 'Squire Sturdy for

almoft killing a man ; and here I'm to be tuck'd

up for only fqueezing a hare 1—Odraten ! this

can't be juftice.

Rosa fmgs without *^ Hark away," ^c.

Sir Thomas. Ah ! here's my little god-daugh-
ter !—She never kill'd any game; and if ihe had
been out that day, ilie'd h^ve fcar'd the hare
away.

Enter Rosa finging^ andfollowed by two Game-
keepers, with quantities of HareSy Pheafants,

and Partridges.

Rofa. Com.e along, William—Shew my god-
pajpa what fport we've had !—There ! (Game-

keepers



38 HOW TO GROW RICH:

keepers throw down game) An't I a nice little

fportfrnan ?

Hippy. Icod, if my neck's to be twilled, what's

to become of hers ?

Rofii. Why, you don't look pleas'd. Sir Tho-
mas—Perhaps you don't think I've kill'd half

enough ?

Sir Thomas. Yes I do—Oh ! h ! h ! (looking at

the game.')

Roja. Nay, confider, Sir Thomas, it's very

well for a young beginner j but I tell you what,

I'll foon make you happy—lee me go out again

to-morrow, and I won't leave a fingle hare,

pheafant, or partridge, on the manor.
Hippy. Doey—doey, your majefty, and let me

go wi' her.

Sir Thomas. Come—I'll foon fettle this bufi-

nefs—Conftable, take that poacher to the

county jail—No words—take him direftly.

Hipfy. Dang it, if ever I fqueeze a hare again

—Good day, Mifs—Odraten ! I fuppofe you
and old Nick will foon come after me.

[Conftables force him off.

Sir Thomas. And, now, William, do you take

the other poacher to the parfonage-houfe.

RoJa. To the parfonage-houfe, fir !

Sir Thomas. Ay, to your father's—You jade,

I'm tir'd of your follies—You know I took you

from the parfon's, that you might get well mar-

ried—but you cou'dn't hit the mark.

RoJa. No: but I hit the birds; ay, and

mark'd 'em too—However, I know why you're

angry with nic—^You've made it up v/ith your

niece. Lady Henrietta, and becaufe I coud'n'c

marry fome great man, who might have got

3 y^^
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you new manors, and all that—You mean to

try what fhe can do.

Sir Thomas. Yes, fhe jfhall be my heirefs now

—

So go home, Mifs.

Ro/a. Well, I don't Care—I know where the

game lies, and while there's a feather on the

manor I won't want a day's fporr, depend on'c.

SONG.
:i4h^ cruel Sir Thomas ! to abandon your pra^

mijcy

And leave Rofa^ poor girly to lament

;

But take honor and gold^ and yourfavour with-

holdy

You cannot take health and content.

While my dogs at the dawn
Brujh the dewfrom the laivn.

Sniff thefcent of the game^

And ourfpirits inflayne^

Through thickets orflubbles

Their courage redoubles ;

Then checking theirfpeed—" Heh^ Bafio^ take

heedr
Oh I Sir Thomas Roundhead I Pop^ your game

it is dead!

1 can hit well my man^ and a lover trepan^

Tet Amazon like I will be^

Asfure as a gun, from each fuitor I'll run^

But the hero who overcomes }?ie.

While my dogs, ^c.

[Exit with Gamekeepers,

Efiter Lady Henrietta.

Jjidy Henrietta, My dear uncle I

Sir
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Sir I'bomas. My dear niece ! I rejoice to i^ee

you—Mr. Warford told you, I fuppofe.

Lady Henrietta. He did indeed. Sir Tho'maSj

and the thoufand pounds you fent me was the

inoft critical, fortunate

Sir 'Thomas. The thoufand pounds

!

Lady Henrietta. Yes—but for that I had been

living in a palace, viewing the beft furniture,

tailing the beft wines, and keeping the beft

company in the world.

Sir Thomas. My dear girl, I fcnt you no thou-

fand pounds.

Lady Henrietta. No I

Sir Thomas. No—^The young gentleman, in-

deed, t©ld me you wanted money, buc I had
none by me—Mine's all in the country bank
—^all lock'd up-—Smalltrade liever pays in

fpecie—And as to his five pound notes, they're

like French afTignats ! DanVme, a ' good old

Engllfii guinea's worth a thoufand of 'em 1 This

I told Mr. Warford, and he faid he himfelf

could find a friend to advance it.

Lady Henrietta. Generous, difintereftcd man

!

But how, how am I to repay him ?

Sir Thomas. I'll tell you—I have quarrell'd

with that hulTey, Rofa, and as I wiih to have a

fenator for my heir, 1 mean to get you well

married—Nay, I have a hufband already in my
eye.

Lady Henrietta. Have you, fir?

Sir Thomas. Yes ; there is a vacancy in the

borough, and, the new member fhali have your

hand and my eftare.

Lady Henrietta. And pray, fir, who is likely

to be my reprcfentacive I

Sir
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Sir Thomas. There is only one candidate at

prefent, and he is an old admirer of your's, and
an old friend of mine,—Sir Charles Dazzle.

Lady Henrietta. Sir Charles Dazzle !

Sir Thomas. Yesj he's a man of rank and
talents; and if we may judge by his ftyle of

living, he's the richeft Baronet in England—But
now, let's in to dinner and talk further—Oh!
when Sir Charles has married you, he fhall do
me three fuch favors—All relating to my own
eftate.

Lady Henrietta. And what are they, fir ?

Sir Thomas. You fhall hear—The firfl: is, to

turn the road, and fend my neighbours half a

mile* round—The fecond is to enclofc the com^
mon, and keep it all to myfelf—The third, is to

cut a canal right through the town, and build

powder-mills on the banks [ This, my dear girl,

will double my rentall, and this is my way of

growing rich

!

[Exeunt,

End of Act III.

Q ACT
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ACT IV.

SCENE I.

—

Sir Thomas's Park.—View of bis

Houfe, Garden, Ponds, ^c,

Enter Sir Charles Dazzle, and two Servants.

Sir Charles. Knock at the gate and announce
my arrival. \_Exit Servant.

So, Lady Henrietta has not efcaped me yet-—
Hearing Sir Thomas meant to provide for her,

linftantly wrote to him and ofFer'd her marriage
=—this he agreed to, fuppofing my fortune will

cnfure the ele6lion.—^As to that wretch Pave—

I

juft now met the mad rafcal running full ipeed

after a nobleman's carriage,

2. Servant, Yonder is Mr. Pave, lir.

Sir Charles, Ay, meditating on the drawing-

rooms of princes, and the levees of minilters.

Re-enter Servant.

Servant. Sir Thomas is waiting to receive

you, fir.

Sir Charles. Shew me the way—Now here,

here's another proof that ruin is the road to

riches; for without having an acre of my own,

I am going to take pofleffion of the largeft eftate

in the county—Poor Sir Thomas ! poor Hen-
rietta ! I'll foon convince them, that now-a-days

people live better without money than with it.

[^Exit.

Enter
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Enter Warford and Lady Henrietta.

Lady Henrietta. How can I thank you, fir ?

Nay, don't deny your generofity—I have learnt

all from Sir Thomas—And tell me honeftly,

Mr. Warford, have you not by extricating m^.

involved yourfelf ?

Warford. No, Lady Henrietta; I gain'd this

money by eafy, honorable means ; out of an annu-

ity of two hundred pounds, allowed me thefe ten

years paft by my uncle, I have by frugality and
prudence annually faved a moiety—faved it to

befriend me in the hour of danger ! And if it

has aflifted you, how great and ample is my re-

compence ! But think not of that—think of Sir

Charles Dazzle—What brings him to Sir Tho-
mas's ?

Lady Henrietta, The worft of purpofes—he
comes to be my hufband ! bir Thomas has ac-

cepted his propofals, and in my father's abfence

1 have no friend to proteft me but you—Oh,
Mr. Warford ! little did I think, when I entered

my uncle's houfe, I fliou'd again be in the power
of fuch an enemy.

Warford. Nor fliall you be—I'll fee Sir Tho-
mas inftantly—expofe Sir Charles's villainies.

Lady Henrietta. That wou'd be ufelefs—Alas !

there is but one way—and that is fo difficult

—

fo uncertain ! You know in confequence of my
imprudence, Sir Thomas had adopted Rofa for

his heirefs.

Warford. He had.

Lady Henrietta. Previous to my arrival, he
quarrel'd with her, and fent her back to the

parfonage-houfe—Now, as I know the old gen-
tleman only wants a man of rank to inherit his

G 2 eftate.



44 HOW TO GROW RICH:

eftate, the way to fave me, wou'd be to reftore

Rofa to his favour.

VVarford. I underftand— But how—-how is

that to be accompli fned ?

Lady Henrietta. By feeing her father, the mi-
nifter of the parifh, hy perfuading him to inter-

fere for his daughter—if he fucceeds

—

Enter a Servant.

Servant. Your uncle and Sir Charles Dazzle

requell your ladyfliip's company.
Lady Henrietta. Is it polfibie ? Am I forced to

meet the man who has fo infulted me ? To be

under the fame roof with him, and at lall be

doom'd to marry him ?

Warford. Talk not of it—I'll endeavour to

rcftore Rofa to your uncle's favor. Tell me,

•fir, {to Servant.) where does the clergyman

live ?

Servant. What, the new minifter, Mr. Me-
dium-, fir ?^

Warford. Yes.

Servant. He lives acrofs the field at the White
Houfe, fir.

Warford. Then I'll wait on him, and return

to you inftantly.

Lady Henrietta. Adieu, Mr. Warford ! Oh,
now more than ever, I feel the efFe6t of my fol-

lies ! Had I like him, grown rich by prudence

and ceconom.y, I might ere this have fixed my
own choice, and inftead of being united to a

man I dettft, 1 might have found one who would
have loved and honored me! But as it is,

—

farev-'cll, fir--—We fhall foon meet again. [Exit.

Warford. Farewell, Lady Henrietta. Dif-

tradion ! Mud that villain triumph over her!

.6 .^
.

No,
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Noy I'll not lofe a moment—I'll fee this mi-

niiter. {Going.)

Enter Pave, (whojiops hini).

Pave. See the minifler ! What, in that drefs ?

Pooh ! you can't get an audience.

IVarford. Excufe me, fir—I've the moft im-

portant bufinefs

—

Pave. Why, he's in town I tell you.

IVarford. He's in the neighbourhood I tell

you, and where I mud and will fee him. So,

Hand back and don't detain me from an inter-

view that makes or mars my peace for ever,;

\PiiJhes Pave afide^ and exit..

Pave. In the neighbourhood! The miniftcr

in the neighbourhood ! Impoffible ! This is not

his county—And yet—he's on a vific perhap?,

or on a fecret expedition ! If he fhould, and I

can catch his eye ! Get a fqueeze, a' nod, or a

fmile, and at lad wheedle him into my lift of
promifes 1 whugh

!

Enter Hippy.

Hippy. Odraten ! I've made my efcape—Mifs

Rofa fpoke to her father, who fpoke to Sir

Thomas, and now if I can find Mr. Medium,
and thank him—Pray, fir, have you feen the

minifter ?

Pave. There ! Have I ittu. the minifter ?

They're all after him.

Hipfy. He has faved me and Nicky—But
here's his daughter, Mifs Rofa.

Pave. His daughter! The minifter's daugh*
ter ! My dear fellow, take this

—

{gives him mo^
ney.) and d'ye hear ? Speak to her in my favor-

Speak
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Speak highly of me—hint I'm of the old Nor-
man blood.

Hippy. What blood ?

Pave. The old Norman blood !—You under-

ftand, mum ! You underftand

EfiJer Rosa. , > ,i v\

Rofa. Its a fhame! to turn me our of the

houfe and adopt Lady Henrietta, and all be-

caufe I cou'dn't marry a great man ! Faith, I've

a great mind to run away with churchwarden—
I have, and—Blels me ! What pretty looking
gentleman's this ?

Hippy. Mifs, he wifhes to fay a word to you—
{whijpers ber.) he's an old Norman blood. [Exif.

Pave, (^afide.) To ufe her father's language

I wifli the budget was open'd. Ma'am ! {bow-

ing.)

Rofa. {curtjying.) Lord what a charming
man

!

Pave. She fmiles upon me—now then for the

ways and means.—Oh you paragon ! 'Till I

throw myfelf at your father's feet, allow me to

fall at yours ! {kneeling.') And thus, and thus

—

(kiffing her hand) to fwear allegiance to you,

your fire and your whole auguft family.

Roja. Was there ever fuch an elegant crea-

ture !

Pave. Here let me fwear to ratify the treaty

of alliance, to cement the family-compa6t, and
preferve the balance of power as long as I

live.

RoJa. Dear, how he muft adore me ! I can't

fland it much longer.

Pave. Never will I rife till you fign prelimi-

nary articles, 'till you fwear you believe me
your
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your faithful ally, your leagued confederate,

and ever loyal valTal.

Rofa. (kneeling hy him.') I do ! I do ! And
moreover I fwear that I honor the Norman race

more than my own ! And fooner than fuch a

fweet looking gentleman fhould break his heart

for me, faith !—I'll run away with him di-

redlly.

Pave. What ! Let me tafle that treafury of
charms ?

Rofa, Yes.

Pave. And carry off that exchequer of exii

cellence ?

Rofa. I would! I would! this very hour I
would

!

Pave, Huzza! huzza! I'm the Prime Mi-
nifler's fon.

Rofa. What ! (rifng.)

Pave. I'm the Minifter's fon ! Now let Lord
OrviJle bow to the ground—Let Sir Charles

Dazzle wipe my fhoes-—Let thofe that kept
me dangling in their halls ftand fhivering in

mine ! And they who fpurn'd me, pitied me,
and call'd me " poor Pave"—Let 'em now puU
off their hats and cry " Room for the Minifter's

fon," dam'me, while its lafts I'll make the moft
of it

!

Rofa. Lord, I knew he was a great man hj
his talking fo unintelligibly. Let's to Sir Tho-
mas Roundhead's diredlly.

PavL To a Baronet's ! pooh !

Rofa. Nay; he's a great friend of my father's^

and will rejoice at our marriage.

Pav^. Well then—But your father, my angel I

How I long to fee him, to help him in his ora-

tions I

Rofa.
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Roja. Oh ! he wants no help in them—His
difcourfes are excellent, only rather too fhort:

for my mother always confines him to twenty

minutes.

Pave. Does fhe ? Then your mother is a true

lover of her country.—Come.

Re-enter Warford.

Warford. Mifs Rofa, a word if you pleafe—

I

want to fee your father.

Pave. I dare fay you do—But excufe us !•—

We have important bufinefs. (^Mimicks^AK^
ford's manner.)

Warford. Nay, I won't detain you a moment.
Pave. Stand back, fir, and don't detain me-—

I've the moft important bufinefs—an interview

that makes or mars my peace for ever. I fay,

my little clerk, he is in the neighbourhood, and
if you want an audience—I have it—Snug—all

under my thumb—mum ! You underftand

—

Come, my fweet angel ! Alk for the minifter's

fonl

RoJa. Aye ; aflc for the minifter's fon !

\Exeunt.,

Warford. Was there ever fuch an extraordi-

nary fellow ! But as I cannot find Mr. Medium,
I muft to Sir Thomas's and fee Lady Henrietta

inftantly* \Exit>

SCENE
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SCENE IL—A modern Apartment at Sir Tho-
mas's.—The Room hung with Pi^iures^^In the

Centre a large Figure with a Curtain before it,

'Enter *$*/> Thomas Roundhead ^»£^ S'i'r Charles
Dazzle.

Sir Charles. Sir Thomas, you have made me
the happieft of men I

Sir Thomas, No thanks—She (hall be yours—*
Read chat agreement. {Gives him a paper,)

Sir Charles, {reads) " On condition that Sir
'* Charles Dazzle marries Lady Henrietta, Sir

" Thomas Roundhead agrees to fettle on her
" one thoufand a year during his life, and the
*' whole of his eftate at his death.'*—Shall we
fign diredlly ?

Sir Ihomas. No, we can't 'till we've got her

confent-—And I aflure you, it will require all

my eloquence to perfuade her—here fhe comes—
leave us together.

Enter Lady Henrietta.

Sir Charles. When you are ready. Sir Tho-
mas, I'll wait upon you^—Lady Henrietta, your
moll obedient. [^BowSt and Exit.

Lady Henrietta. Impudent fycophant ! How
his looks betray his triumph ! Well, uncle, do
you really perfiil m marrying me to that gentle-

man ?

Sir Thomas. Certainly—-! will have a man of

rank for my heir i for the road mufi: be turn'd,

—

the common enclofed,-^—and the canal and pow-
der-mills accomplilbed.

H Ladj



50 HOW TO GROW RICH:

hady Henrietta. And I would rather work on
the road, graze on the common, or be drown'd

in the canal, than marry Sir Charles Dazzle—
Befides, I am inheriting another's right—-Rofa
ought to be your heirefs.

Sir 'Thomas. Ay, that is, if I could have
married her to a great man—But now, read that

agreement.

Lady Henrietta, {reading) ** Sir Charles mar-
*^ ries Lady Henrietta—Sir Thomas fettles one
" thoufand a year—And the whole of his eftate
** at his death."

Sir Thomas. Well ! will you fign it ? Look
ye, no demurring ; for if you refufe, neither I

nor your father will give you a fhilling.

Lady Henrietta. Ungenerous!
Sir Thomas. Confider too—how are you to

repay Mr. Warford ?

Lady Henrietta. How indeed ! And fooner than

he fhou'd fufFer for his liberality—Yet, to be the

wife of my avow'd enemy—I cannot—will not,

be fo wretched

!

Sir Thomas. Won*t you ? We'll fee—Sir

Charles Dazzle ! {calling him in.')

Lady Henrietta. Hold, fir—give me but a
moment—Wait 'till my father arrives.

Sir Thomas, No—You Ihall fign inftantly-*-

Sir Charles

!

^s he is going—Enter Kq?^a hafiilyy a7id runs againft

him.

Rofa. Oh, Sir Thomas !—Oh, my lady !—

.

I'm out of breath.

Sir Thomas. What's the matter, Jezabel ?

I Rofa.
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Rofa, I've done it ! I've hit the mark ! Such
a gentleman has run away with me ! No lefs

than the Prime Minifter's fon !

Sir 'Thomas. The minifter's fon !

Rdja. Yes J he's of the Norman race, the

fecond perfon in the wodd ; I'm the third, and
you fhall be the fourth—Here he is

!

Lady Henrietta, {looking out) As I live it's my
old friend. Pave—If I humour this, I may re-

ftore Rofa to favour, and fave myfelf—Lucky,
lucky thought

!

Sir Thomas. Pooh ! this can't be the minifter's

fon—And yet, by his appearance—He has

certainly a very important, formidable air.

Lady Henrietta. Sir Thomas, I can affirm it as

a fad—This is the very perfon—I know him
intimately.

Sir Thomas. Do you ? 'Sdeath ! what an aw-
ful fight 1 My refped's fo great, I don't know
where to ftand or how to look.

Enter Pave.

Lady Henrietta. How d'ye do ? (nods to him.)

Pave. How d'ye do ? (nods to her.)

Sir Thomas, He knows her—it is him! Lord,

I wifti I had paid my obedience.

Lady Henrietta. Mr. Pave, this is Sir Thomas
Roundhead. (^Sir Thomas draws back.) Nay,
don't be frighten'd, uncle—The gentleman is

very condefcending.

Pave. Condefcending ! Lord ! I'm the mofl:

familiar creature—Your hand, Tommy, give

me your hand.

Sir Thomas, Tommy ! why, he's familiar in-

H 2 deed

!
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deed ! Gad, I feel bold enough to talk to him
Pray, fir—Hem !—is there any news ?

Pave. What ! {Jiaring at him.)

Sir Thomas, (^alarm'4) I only afk'd, fir, if there

was any news.

Pave. Fie, Tonimy, fie ! Never pump a

minifter—Mum ! or any of his family—fie 1

Lady Henrietta, {ajide to Sir Thomas.) Now's
your opportunity—fix him at once—Offer him
Rofa with your eflate.

Sir 'Thomas. I will—For this is indeed a man
of rank ! Sir ! dread fir ! if I don't prefume too

much—I have a fmall eftate—not indeed ade-

quate to your fituation—But if you will accept

it with this young lady

Pave. How much is it ?

Sir Thomas. Scarce worth mentioning—Only
a thoufand a year at prefent, but at my death,

it will be five thoufand—Will you have the

condefcenfion ?—
Pave. Well, I'll indulge you. Tommy, I'll

indulge you—Five thoufand a year, no bad cer-

tainty in cafe of accident, {afide') In return—-

if there are any favours, I or my father

Sir Thomas. Oh, fir ! {hows very low) There
are to be lure, fir, one or two trifles—Firft, you
fee {counts with his finger on his left hand) I want
to turn a road—fecondly, to enclofe a common
—thirdly, to cut a canal'—fourthly, to build

powder-mills—fifthly (beginning to count on

his right hand.)

Pave. Stick to one hand, my dear Tommy!
Stick to one hand, and don't agitate yourfelf—

The trifles fhall be accomplilh'd, fo draw up an

agreement.
Lady^
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Lady Henrietta. I believe this will do, fir—It's

only to fcratch out my name and Sir Charles's,

and infert Mifs Rofa's and Mr. Pave's.—I'll do
it, and you may fign diredly. (Goes to table and
writes. )

Roja. (to Pave) I fay, while they're fettling

the agreement, I'll fhew you my father's pic-

ture.

Pave. Your father's pidure ! Ha ! where is

it ?

RoJa. There—behind the curtain !

his gown.
Pave. Gown!—Robes you mean-

fee.

—

Lady Henrietta. Stop fign the contraft

firft.

Sir 'Thomas. Ay ; fign firft—There—there's

my fignature. (ftgning.)

Pave. And mine ! (^gning.)

Ro/a, And now, there's my dear father in his

gown and caflbck.

[Undraws curtains of piSfures, and dijcovers

a painting of Mr. Medium, the clergy

"

many in his gown and caffQck-o-^ZNG. fees

ity andJlands Jlupified.

Sir Thomas. Yes ; there's old Medium—What
furprizes you, fir ?

Lady Henrietta. Ay; there's another minifter

—

What makes you fo dumb, Mr. Pave ?

Pave. Refpe<ft and reverence at that awful

light—Oh, Sir Thomas ! that parfon's pidurc
has fo deeply afFeded me, that only this con-

trad can confole me. (^taking it) Nothing like a

a certainty
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a certainty m cafe of accidents—Come, Mifs
Medium !

Sir Thomas. Why, where are you going ?

Pdve. To nny father's. Tommy, to my fa-

ther's—To take care of the road,—the common
—the canal—the—In fliort, to fecure your
whole property.

Enfer Sir Charles Dazzle.

Pave, Ah, Sir Charles, have you made out

a lift of promifes ? In the courfe of five years

—

that is, when I come to my eftate, I'll think of
you—Farewell, old What's-his-Name—Tom-
my, adieu ! I retire with a handfome provilion

however. {Looks at confra^j i^c.)

[Exit with Rosa.

Sir Charles. Sir Thomas, what does that im-
pudent fellow do here ?

Sir Thomas, Impadent ! why, do you know
•who he is ?

Sir Charles. Yes; I know him to be an im-
poftor—a rafcal—And if he has got any thing

from you
Sir Thomas. Got any thing ! he's got my whole

eftate—Oh Lord !

Sir Charles. Purfue him diredlly-—I'll go with

you.

Sir Thomas. Oh dear ! Come along—As for

you, madam, depend on't, you ftiail ftill be Sir

Charles's, and for that fellow—Oh the villain !

I believe he's a poacher, and becaufe he cou'dn't

fnare the game, he has ftolc the whole manor !

Come

!

[Exit with Sir Charles.
Lady
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Lady Henrietta. Ha ! ha ! he's a delightful

man, and as he has twice faved me from Sir

Charles, I hope he'll do me the favour a third

time—But no^ to Warford, and make his gene-

xous heart partake my joy.

\Exit,

End of Act IV.

ACT
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ACT V.

SCENE I.—y^ modern Apartment at Sir Tho*
MAs's, a IVindozv open and Balcony behind.

Enter Rosa.

Rofa. How unfortunate ! To be retaken and
fcparated from my dear Mr. Pave.

—

(Goes to win-

dow and looks out.) Surely Hippy can't have for-

got me—I dropt him a letter out of this windov/

to carry to Mr. Pave, in which I told him I was
locked up, that he mightn't get the eftate, but
that I was ready to elope with him this very

night—'Dear ! wherei can Hippy be ?

Enter Hippy at the Window.

Hippy. Hufli ! is nobody here ?

Rofa. Nobody.
Hippy. Odraten 1 this is poaching with a ven-

geance—Well ! I've feen Mr. Pave and he'll

carry you off—he will ! here's his anfwer.

[pives her a letter.!

Rofa. (reads.) " My dear girl-—that the con-
" trad may be fulfilled, I'll be near the ladder
" in an hour, and the fignal fhall be a noife at
" the window—Your's ever—Pave."

Oh charming ! charming ! What, you came in

at the balcony by a ladder ?

Hippy. To be fure I did-^-^Leave old Nick and

I alone for fixing one—But I muft return to the

gentleman—So, do you go and get ready, and

when you hear the noifc at the window, trip

down
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down the ladder a tittup, a tittup, a tittup, as

we faid of the hare you knov/.

Rofa. I will ! I will ! But pray let the noife be

loud enough.

Hippy, Loud ! Odraten 1 I'll frnafh every pane

fooner than you fhan't hear us—Depend on

Nicky and Fs doing our beft—Good bye, Mils,

and remember the noife,

Roja. Ay, I won't forget—Good bye.

[^Exit Hippy at window.

And now I'll go and get mv hat and cloak—Sir

Thomas is- below with Mr. Latitat, and the

electors of the borough-—In the hurry of bufi-

nefs, nobody'll think of our elopement—Oh !

how I long for the noife at the window. [Exit,

Enter Latitat.

Latitat. So—ftole off unobferved—A fine

quarreling below—The old juftice wants Sir

Charles to be the new member—The electors

want a better man, and I, as returning officer,

infift upon the fame—But all depends upon
Smalltrade, he's at the head of the corporation,

and as Sir Thomas has lent for him, I muft over

hear their converfation—The fadl is, the juftice

wants to outilioot the banker—the banker wants

to outrun the juftice—And the attorney wants

to out-bowl them both! Here they come!—

-

That I may be evidence of all that paffes—I'll

e*en let down this curtain

—

(Jets down window-
curtain and gets behind it.) Sol this is doing the

thing genteelly

!

Enter
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Enter Smalltrade and Sir Thomas.

Sir Thomas. Don't—don't talk of that impof-

tor^p-r-I have fecured Rofa as a hoftage, and if he

don't marry her, the contract's void—So, as

we're alone— {faft'ning door.) Sit down—Sit

down, and let's talk about the eledion. (They

ftt.)

Smalltrade. I Ihou'd like to have feen you
counting your fingers, fecuring the common,
the canal, and the powder mills—And then to

have feen the blow up ! Oh ! you've ^ fine round
head ! And what wou'd you do with the canal ?

Sir Thomas. What! I'd fecure the borough
by it : for if the electors didn't do as I vyilh'd,

I'd open the fluices and inundate the whole
town—You can only lay them under contribu-

tion, but, dam'me, I can lay them under water,

!—You fee, old friend, if Sir Charles is the new
member I have promifed to marry him to Lady
Henrietta—Now, the firft thing he wants, is to

get your interefl.

Smalltrade. And the next thing is to take my
principal, I fuppofe—r-Oh, I know him of old—

.

The fellow hasn't a guinea—unlefs indeed, he's

kept the one I loft at Fare-—No, no j I want
fome good citizen, and I told Latitat our re-

turning officer, to find one.

Sir Thomas. Yes j but Sir Charles i$ the only

candidate, and therefore—

\Loud rattling at the window. Latitat pops

his head out from behind curtain, and on

Smalltrade's looking round puts it back.'\

Smalltrade. What's that noife ?

Sir Thomas.
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Sir Themas, Nothing byt the wind fliiking the

^indov/s—Therefore 1 fay, as Sir Charles and
the cle6lors are below, let's go and talk to them*

{ri/ing.)

Smalltrade. Softly^—naind you're not tricked

again—For that Latitat is fuch a dirty fhuffling

tafcal.

[Loud raitling again. Latitat pops his head

out^ on SmalltrAde's losking round, puts

it back again.']

Smalltrade. Now, what the devil's that noife ?

Sir Thomas. 'Tis the wind I tell you—It's al-

ways fo when its eafterly—Do, let's go direftly

to the eleftors.

Smalltrade. Ayj there's no talking bufinefs in

this room-^So, leave me to manage Latitat—-*

I'm a match for a lawyer.

Sir Thomas. Are you ? Then you're a match
for any thing'—I hate 'em all.

Smalltrade. So do I—And I'll tell you what.

Sir Thomas—inftead of giving me a day's IporC

on your manor, only get me a day's fhooting in

Weftminfter-Hall, and if I don't wing and pep-

per the v/hole breed, fay I'm no markfman, and
Latitat's no rafcal. [Exeunt*,

Latitat, (puts his head out.) Upon my foul

I'm very much obliged to you

—

(comes from be^

hind.) A very pleafant fituation ! Abufcd before

my face, and pelted behind my back

!

Enter Rosa in her Hat and Cloak.

Roja. I've jufl: heard the noife at the windowj
and now—ha 1

Latitat. Oho! the myftery's out—an intrigue,

heh 1 This is the beft part of the election, and
I 2 as
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as they can't make the return without me, I may
as well be a party in this caufe—Here I am, my
dear.

Roja. Sir ! Heavens ! who are you ?

Latitat. Me ! the prettied fellow living ! I'm
a member often clubs, and wear twenty differ-

ent uniforms—Initials on one button, arrows

on another—brnflies on a third—feathers on a

fourth—Then I won the beugle-horn, got fixty

notches, rode five races, ow'd ten thoufand
pounds—liv'd within the rules—did the thing
genteelly !

Rofa, And has Mr. Pave fent you, fir ?

Latitat. Pave.

[^Here Pave puts his head out from behind

curtain."]

Rofa. I think its very hard he didn't come
himfelf.

Latitat, Pave ! That's the man I pafs'd on as

Lord Sulwin ! Zounds ! if it fhou'd be him—
However, I won't lofe the girl. — Come, my
angel! (Taking her hand.')

Rofa. Lord, fir, how am I to know Mr.
Pave is your friend ?

Latitat. Flow? I'll tell you— Every body
knows m.y way of growing rich, is by never

paying what I borrow, and notwithftanding this.

Pave lent me a thoufand pounds ! Now, wasn't

that friendly ? So, I'll peep at this door to fee

if any body's watching, and then "{goes to

ftage door.)

Pave comesforward.

Rave, [to Rofa.) My dear girl, defcend the

ladder—Your friends will protect you 'till I

come. \_Exit Rosa at window.

I, Latitat,
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Latitat, {looking rou7jd.) Nobody's near us,

my fweet angel !

—

Pavt. Isn't there, my dear lord ? So, ftill

doing the thing genteelly, my boy.

Latitat. Ah, Mr. Pave, I affure you, I am
moft happy to pay my rcfpefts to you. {bows.)

Pave, (bowing.) And I afTure you I Ihall be

more happy, if you'll pay me my thoufajid

pounds

—

{collaring him.) Give me my money, or

get me preferr'd.

Latitat. Now don't—pray don't expofe me—
here in the country I havn't pafs'd for a lord.

Pave. For what then, fir? {Jhakijig him.)

Latitat. For a gentleman. (Pave Jhakes hifn

more.) I'm Returning Officer of the borough.

Pave. What ! {Letting him go.)

Latitat. I'm Returning Officer I fay, and as

the eledion takes place in a few hours.

Pave. My dear fellow, I afk you a thoufand

pardons—In the firft place, I didn't know there

was an election, and in the next, I little thought
you cou'd fo effentially affift—Excufe me, Mr,
Latitat—LordSulwin I mean.

Latitat. Oh, fir, you are too kind.

Pave. Not at all—How has your health been
fince I faw you ? I recolledt you had a fuperb
equipage—four fine bays—I hope they're all

well—And fo, there's an election, my lord.

Latitat. There is, fir^ and if any friend of
your's is a candidate.

PavL There's the point, my lord—;I do know
a gentleman, a very clever gentleman !—Don't
think of that little debt you owe me ! And as

we're alone—-harkye

—

{wbifpers him.)

Latitat. You a candidate !

Pave,
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Pav^. Why not ? Fm heir to an eftate of fix

thoufand a year, was near being fon to Mr*
What's-his-name, and have a lift of pronaifes as

long as the borough.—So do, pray do the thing

genteelly.

Latitat. I've a great mind'—it would be ferv-

ing thofe two old blockheads as they deferve—

«

Gad I will ! Give nae your hand.

Pave. Will you ?

Latitat. Hufh ! here's Smalltrade^

Pave. What, old certificate ?

Latitats Stand afide—^For as his intereft turns

the fcale, we muft dupe hinfi into our fcheme—*
Mum ! Not a word*

[Pave being in a travelling great coaty muffles

himjelfi and draws his hat over his face^

kejiands afide^ ^W Smalltrade enters,.

Latitat. So, Mr. Smalltrade—Sir Charles is

to be our new member.
Smalltrade. Yes, Lati — , for want of a bet-

ter—Ah ! I wi(h we cou'd have found- another

candidate

!

Latitat. Another candidate, fir

!

\LQoks round at Pave, who hows to hinti

Smalltrade. Ay •, fome good citizen— That
l^ou'd have given us grand corporation dinnerSjs

built a new town-hall—thrown a bridge over

the river, and put all his money in my bank.

Latitat. Come here—Look behind you.

Smalltrade. Look behind me !

Latitat, You fee that gentleman—He's the

fon of ' ^ xAldcrman Double.

Smalltrade. Alderman Double ! Whatj the

great London brewer ?

Latitat.
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Latitat^ The fame-—He wifhes to become a

candidate.

Smalltrade. Does he ? That's the very thing—

^

I'll go and talk to him.

Latitat. Softly—He has be?n travelling all

night, and has got a violent pain in his face—

I

tell you what—I'll fettle terms with him, and if

you've a mind, we'll chouce Sir Thomas.
Smalltrade. Chouce Sir Thomas ! Ay do,

you've my confent.

Latitat. Have I ? Then I'll take him and re-

turn him at once-—Come, Mr. Double—Mr,
Smalltrade will excufe you're not fpeaking.

Smalltrade. You'll fettle it with Mr. Latitat,

Ay, I wifh the pain in your fjace better with all

my foul—(Pave nods and m^kes figns of -paying

handjomely with his hands.") Sfnfible foul ! How
well he underftands the biifinefs—Take him,

Lati, and I'll go and detain the two Baronets

*till the return's over—Good day, Mr. Double.

Latitat. If this isn't doing the thing genteelly,

the devil's in'Wx.> [Exit with Pave,

Smalltrade. There goes the young Alderman
—Poor Sir Charles ! poor old Roundhead ! Oh !

lf I was fuch a ftupid blockhead ! But I don't

Icnow how it is—-we country bankers are never

impofed wpon. \_Exii,

SCENE
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SCENE l\.—Infide of Sir Thomas's Garden.—
Garden Gate in the back Scene,

Enter Lady Henrietta.

Lady Henrietta, (readinp-.)

" The tender pair, whom mutual favours

bind,

"•Love keeps united, though by Alps
disjoin'd

j

** To paffion ill return'd fbort bounds arc

fet,

*' The lover that's forgotten will forget.'*

And what have I to do with that ? As I was
never in love, I can never forget—And yet it's

very odd I lliou'd juft hit on that paffage—-—
Heigho ! I wonder where Mr. Warford is.

Enter Warford.

Blefs me, fir ! you take one fo by furprize—

I

thought I fhou'd never fee you again.

Warford. And now, madam, you fee me for

the lait time.

Lady Henrietta. The laft time !

Warford. Yes; Sir Charles, has crufh'd all my
hopes of happinefs, and I have prevail'd on my
uncle to let me leave England for ever.

Lady Henrietta. Leave England ! Oh, I beg
your pardon, fir—You can't do that.

Warford. No, madam !

Lady Henrietta. No, fir—you recollect you
and I muft fettle accounts firft, for you don't

fuppofe
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fuppofe I'll let you be out of my fight while I

owe you an obligation ! A pretty thing indeed !

To lend a lady a thoufand pounds, and then go
abroad and compel her to come after you to re-

pay you.

Warford. Lady Henrietta, I am miferable—
I have lived under the fame roof with a treafure

I now fee given to another ! But I alone am to

blame—It was prefumption, in my humble
fituation, to afpire to fuch excellence, and I now
meet the reward my arrogance deferves. (going.)

Lady Henrietta. Stay, Mr. Warford—Juftlet

me fet you right about one thing. There are

people, fir, that can diftinguifh merit in obfcu-

rity—Nay, can admire it too—I for inftance

now, can perceive, that while I poflefs nothing

from rank and birth, you gain every thing from
virtue and honour.

IVarford. This language overpowers me—
And if I thought I was even pitied

Lady Henrietta. Pitied ! Oh, Mr. Warford,
doesn't the man who fliunn'd me in the hours of
difiipation, and returned to me in the day of
diftrefs, deferve fomething more than pity ?—
Yes;—and as this is the laft time we fliall ever

meet, let me avow my gratitude—my efteem

!

Let me be proud to tell you, that had I my own
choice, I wou'd give my hand where my heart

has been long difpos'd of.

Warford. Is it pofTible ? Can the humble,
deferted Warford be fo bleft ?

Lady Henrietta. You deferve every thing, fir—
But, go, go, and be happy—Find out fome
fair who may return your love, nor ever think
of one fo lod, fo wretched as myfelf

!

K Warford.
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Warford. I cannot leave you thus \ I'll fee

your uncle, appeal to his humanity ! Nay, you

are not Sir Charles Dazzle's yet.

Enter Mijs Dazzle.

Mijs 'Dazzle. No—but flie will be prefently—

This is your lad tete a tete I alTure you.

Lady Henrietta. Is Sir Charles eleded then ?

Mijs Dazzle. He is—What, you thought if

he loft the eledion, you wou'd lofe him.

Lady Henrietta. Certainly, madam—I knew
Sir Thomas defign'd me for the fuccefsful can-

didate, and you'll pardon me—if I could have

chofen a dearer reprefentative than your brother.

\Huzza without and- Mufic.

Mifs Dazzle. There ! do youhear thofe accla-

mations ? Now, Mr. Warford,
.
you may take

leave, of the charming Henrjetta, and rnake

your bow to my filler, L^dy ,D.azzle.

/F<2r/"or^.. Ungenerous : woman ! Is it not

enough to triumph. ..jjii .j_;, ,

. \jM.ore huzzaing without.

J^nter .Sir Thojvias': Roundhead.

,Sir Thoryias. There! It's all over—-Sir Charles

is eleded, and I've at laft got a fenator for my
Heir ! Mifs Dazzle, I give you joy.

Mijs Dazzle. And I give you joy. Sir Tho-
itias,—^ahd you, Lady Henrietta—and you Mr.
Warford—Come, fhall we go and fee the pro-

ceOlon ? _
Sir Thomas. Certainly

—

\_Exit Mifs Dazzle.]
Niece, do you wait here to receive your hui-

band, Sir Charles Dazzle.

I Warford,



A COMEDY. 67

- Warford. This is beyond bearing—Sir Tho-
mas, hear me.

Sir Thomas. I'll hear nothing—Henrietta,

wait to receive the new member.

Enter Smalltrade.

Smalltrads. Now, where are you going ?

Sir Thomas. To congratulate Sir Charles on
his eledion, to be fure.

Smalltrade. Are you ? then you may as well

flay where you are.

Sir 'Thomas. Why fo, old Smalltrade ?

Smalltrade. I'll tell you, old Roundhead—he
has loft the eleftlon.

Omnes. Loft the eleflion !

Smalltrade. Yes j the young alderman has it-—

Double's the man !

Sir Thomas. Double's the man !

Smalltrade. Yesj it's all my doing—Now how
foolifli you look—I fay, your worfhip, doesn't

this remind you of counting your fingers ? Oh,
you old flat

!

Sir Thomas. Why, what is all this ? And
who the devil's Double ?

Smalltrade, A great brewer and the fon of an

alderman ! Latitat found him out, and has

managed the whole bufinefs himfelf? Now,
an't you prettily outwitted ? And won't you
allow that a banker's head is twice as deep as a

juftice's?

Sir Thomas. Hold your tongue, or

Smalltrade. Curfe me, but if I thought I

fhou'd ever be fuch an old flat as you, if I

wou'dn't build powder mills on purpofe to blow

myfclf up in!

—

{Mufic without.')—Here he is!

K 2 here's
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here's the new member ! I ordered Latitat to

bring him here, that you might fee with your
own eyes, what a ftupid fool we have made of
you.

Sir Thomas. Did you ? I'm very much obliged

to you—But no brewer or alderman enters my
garden—Here, William ! Thomas ! {Going.)

Smalltrade. {holding him) Now do—Stay and fee

how much you've expofed yourfelf.

Sir Thomas. I won't—Let me go.

Smalltrade. You fha'n't—here they come.
\Longfiourijh of Clarinets^ Trumpetsy (^c.

Enter Pave chair'a, with Ele^ors, Rosa, and
Latitat.

Pave, (as he enters) Gentlemen, you have
return'd me as your reprefentative, for which I

return you my moft hearty thanks, and to fhew
my gratitude, I invite all the country,—men,
women, and children, to dine with Sir Thomas
to-day, and to fup with little Certificate in the

evening, [turning round) Huzza ! I've done it at

laft!

Sir Thomas. Smalltrade, who's an old flat now ?

Smalltrade. I am doubledy by all that's ridi-

culous.

Sir Thomas. Doesn't this give you a tickliih

fenfation ? Isn't a banker's head twice as deep

as a juftice's ?—And won't you build powder
mills to blow yourfelf up in ?

Smalltrade. So, Mr. Pain -in -the -face, {to

Latitat) You and the young alderman here

have done it.

Latitat. Yesj we've done the thing genteelly!

But don't be angry—the new member means to

be liberal.

Pave.
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Pave. Certainly—if either of the honourable

gentlemen in my eye want franks.

Sir 'Thomas. Franks !—Sirrah

Fave. Order, Tommy—Order—Harkye, old

Certificate ! {^JVhiJpers Smalltrade.)
Smalltrade. How ! You'll move to abolifli

country banks

!

Sir Thomas. Ay, do:—I'll fecond that mo-
tion.

Pave. Come here. Tommy, (whifpers him.)

Sir Thomas. How ! Move to ftop canal cut-

ting ?

Smalltrade. Ay, do :—I'll fecond that motion!

Latitat. And encourage attornies, for they do
the thing genteelly.

Pave. Now I'm promoted, I can be a better

patron than Sir Charles—I'll prefer you all.

Ro/a. Will you ?—that's charming.

Pave. To you. Latitat, I give up your debt
•—To you, Tommy, I reftore your contrad:, to

you, old Certificate, I give my lift of promifes,

to you Lady Henrietta, I give the man you
love—And laftly, to you, Rofa, I give the beft

prefent of all, for I give you myfelf, my dear

girl, and next to Mr. What's-his-name, dam'me,
if I know a finer fellow.

Lady Henrietta. Nor I—Will you confent, Mr.
Smalltrade.

Roja. Will you. Sir Thomas ?

Lady Henrietta. We'll put all our money in

the country bank.

RoJa. And I'll never poach on the manor as

long as I live.

Sir Thomas. Smalltrade !

Smalltrade. Roundhead !

Sir -Ihomas, Sliall we ?

Smalltrade.
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Smalltrade. Aye, we have fiiewn ourfelves fuch

a couple of old flats, that we can't expofe 6ur-

fclves any further—Here, Warford, take Lady
•Henrietta, and depend on't, my fettlement Ihall

be equal to the juftice's.

Sir Thomas. And you, fir, {to Pave.) fince

vou are become a fenator, take old Medium's
daughter—One half of my eftate goes to Hen-
rietta—the other to you—that is, on condition

you fecure me the road—the common—the

—

{cmnting again.
)

Pave. Softly, fir, foftly— Counting may be

ominous
Lady Henrietta. And now, as mofl: of us have

tried different ways of growing rich, let us ac-

knowledge, that while Sir Charles's plan has

been the worft, Warford's has prov'd the beft

—

for had the time the former wafted in diffipation

and deception been employed like the' latter^

in honefty and induftry. Sir Charles had now,

like Warford, been rich and happy.

Smalltrade. Aye, application and oeconomy

is the fureft road to riches.

Tave. No—I'll Ihew you a better way—by
gaining patronage and promotion here !

Here let our friends around fupport our

caufe.

And we'll grow rich indeed—by their ap-

plaufe.

"THE END.

EPILOGUE,



EPILOGUE,
{Written by MiLEs Peter Andrews, E/q.)

And Spoken by Mr. LEWIS, in the Character of Pave,

EHOLD the hero, who with motives finifter.

Thought he had got the daughter of the minifter.

Thought too of getting from the nuptial feaft.

Twenty young Privy-Counfellors at leaft

;

Now wife muft be content if we can difh up

A little Alderman, or tiny Bifliop

—

Dad is a Minifter, but of a fort

That look for better places than at court

;

Our new relations now will flock by dozens,

I fliall be teiz'd to death by caffock'd coufins

—

Dear coz, accept my pray'r, and my thankfgiving—

You live but to do good—Give me that living— .

A motley groupe we are, of faints and finners

—

No birth-day fuits, nq minifterial dinners

!

Dinners indeed we have, widi claffick gig.

Backgammon—fine Oftober, and a pig;

But where's the levee troop, who fag and drudge it.

The fcrip, the loan, the omnium and the budget ?

All wou'd grow great like me, yet all defpife

The humble path which led them firfl: to rife

—

The purfe-proud tradefman, bred at Norton Falgate,

Grows tir'd of city feafts and clubs at Aldgate j

Madam, his lady too, is fick at heart.

With gaping daily at a Thames-ftreet cart,

—

My fpoufe, file cries, let's move to Grov'nor-fquare,

You'll foon be better duck, in better air.

Then we (hall fee fine folks, and have fine routs.

One can't get nothing tafty hereabouts,

Vittels are coarfe, and company quite coarferer.

And your poor ccugh grows worferer and worferer.

Pert Mifs and Mailer—Scions of the ftock.

With equal rhet'ric urge the parent block.

Father, cries Dicky, let's live near St. James's—
Pall-Mall and Piccadilly ! There the game is

!

We
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We get no monej' herc» there's none to lend.

The city now's as bare as t'other end !

Nothing but paper—that indeed is plenty .'

But not a guinea cafb—I'll hold you twenty—

Suppofe this charming party fix'd and fettled.

Staring at belles high plum'd, and bucks high metthd ;

Mifs undertakes to fchool her boifterous brother.

Aided by hints from her fagacious mother

—

Now, Dicky, fince the guards abroad are gone.

Copy the fmarts, and you may pafs for one

—

•

Have at your knees long firings and little buckles.

With fcarlet waillcoat-fleeves below your knuckles

;

Have a great coat, fcarce half way down your back.

Your chin quite burled in a mufiin fack !

Have—though for Ihirt, there's no great need of anv.

Have—A fig's end, cries Dick, go teach your granny.

Mind youtown drefs, your gaufes, and your gingnms.

Your two-inch waift, and all your bunch of thingums 1

A man may marry now without much fear.

His wife's fliape won't be fpoil'd within the year I

You fail like fmugglers. for illicit trading.

Under falfe colours, with falfe bills of lading

!

What lading, brother ? Why, the Pad, Mifs Sophy !

I've made a fcifure, and fee here's the trophy.

[Taies out a Peid^

One word our Bard—ourlelves to recommend

—

We wl(h to laugh, but never to offend.


