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Asitis Acted at the Theatre Rgﬁral
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MUSICAL INTERLUDE,

: i
Wrritten by-Mr. Mottenx.

LONIJON

o ;Prmtf:d for Fames G{aum’ at the Seneca's Hea:hn Exc'bm;ga-
| a!.’ey in Cbrubs! 1707,






Spoken by Mr Eftconrr.

Farce! ,W_'E- Jhall be mawld—— At leaf?, I fear ir.
A After bigh Comedy who’ll ever bear frJg, 4 . }

*T#s your Oat Ale, or Small Beer, after Claret,
* Comedy's a fine Lady, with Charms in ber.. |
Farce, a Mad, Gigeling, Mobbd-up Gall' ry-Sinner.
And pray who car for fuch a Blouze be realy,’
Having juft pafs'd froe balf-bours with my Lady ?
Not but fome of ye, tir'd with ev'ry Grace, X -
Like a Clean Apron, and a Country Face. ‘
Nay, oft, ‘neglelling Beauty, Senfe, and Wir,
W}{b Usty Mayks you've ftoln out of the Pir.
Thanks to ggod Order, now that Sport s over ,
Theo Hoods o're Nofe bave Charms flill for a Rover.
Fancy's deprav'd, in thefe degcen’rate Days,
And the Whim rules for Women, and for Plays.
When tird with Da nties, wou'd not Trafb go down,
Tc?::'d}ﬁarﬂf balf our poor Ladies of the Towa.
Ter tho we promife but our humblefl Sport,
We bope fome Claret’s mixt among the Porr.
Moft Comedies aw#f::f.wbiﬂg fifkto Farce s
Port, Dafld with ¥rench, may pafs, now good Wine's fearce.
Yoi’d break moft Poets, and Comedians too, ‘
And all the Town's Adulterating Crew, - -
If, ke owr Vimtners, yoi'd not let *em brew.
That you can fwallows, nay, you can’t forbear it,
- And for Red Cyder pay rﬁz gﬂ'ﬂ‘f of Claret,
Maﬁ Nymphs-are /! Jophifticaved too,
Yow/l in a Side-Box fearce find one that's true. veitd Nl
Pure Nature cofls too dear, or feemstoo Chafle "By
Refind our Notions, but debauch'd our Fafte. BNl
Comedy to your Smiles bas juft Pretence ; P
But Furce fhowd make you Laugh, iz fpight of Senfe. v, *
A barder, Lark, while Nature we difclaim, .
The bazard greater, and yet lefs the Bame, = L 7 11 [ |
A whiley ye Fair, thefé harmlefs Scenes permit
To (hare your Prefence with more polifb.d Wir.
X0 make ye merry fure we ought to fTrive ;
Your Charms are brighten'd, as your Smiles revive.

..I_}J";z.
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2 Farewel Fa!{r Or,

Rich. Well, you will not be deny'd, Mr Holdfaf} 5 bu
the World will langh at us for all that,

0. Hold. Why, let it laugh, Mr Richly 5 ‘s a Melan
choly World, and has need enough af Mirth. Ouw
Comfort i3, that "twill laugh without Reafon, and we'l
laugh at the Fools again. All Mankind laugh at en
another,

Rich. RBut what affurance have T that you'll keep in th
fame Mind ? Look you, let him that breaks oft be boun:
to forfeit four thoufand pounds. |

0. Hold. Four thoufand pounds! Tis a great deal o
Money ! But yet I agree to't.

Rich. Then I muft confent 5 the truly your Son’s agu
and my Daughter’s Woud have ‘made a more fﬂltabl'
Match.

O. Hold. What, Youth with Youth ? FI]‘E and Tow
Two Spurs and ne’r a Bridle ? That ever fixty three fhou’
talk at thisratc ! Why, yoong Feople are as prodigal: o
Love as of Money——They fpend all in a trice. Ou
Gravity husbands it better — I've the Vigour of Youtl
without its Fopperics, ~Boy s and yet 1 can love anc
laugh, fing and darice, and [ Sings.) Tholl, lol, iaf Ao,
tho indeed I don’t do it fo very often, - -

Rich. Well, be it fo, at"your Peril. -—She’ll ti
himcff by the Fall of the Leaf. C a{fde) s RN
> 0. Ha!d The good Charadter I had of her made m
defire her for my {elf—— How pleas'd fhall.q be with fi
pretty, fo young, “yet fo' difcreet and hu[‘w:fclyx a Bcd
fellow |

wings.  How fiveet a young Spmﬁ* 5
Whofe Innocencé roufes, '
Il Pleafure o're Meafure we ﬁc”
She Charms ws, She Warss s,
She arwms, rwd difarms 21, bt
With little [be's pleasd, tho fhe gives a greas deal.
When do we Wed? ha? Daddy i Law ? When, when
Ricl
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- The Younger the Wifer. 3
- Rich. As-foon as my Son the Captain of Dragoons
comes. I expet him every hour ——Mr Spinfuit, my
Attorney, is at his Country houfe, next to my Lodgings :
Meet me there in half an hour, and we’ll Sign and Seal 5
and then U'll bring my Daughter to fee your Houfe. I
have prevail'd with her to do whatever I'd have her. :
" 0. Hold. You fhall feein what order [ keep my Family.
Merry and Wife is- the Word 5 no Extravagance, little
Noife; and lefs Expence, and foy to the longe(t Liver !
We that were prodigal in our Spring, may be the mors
frogal in our Autumn. -
Sings. In Youth we're too lavifh
- Of Pleafisres that ravifh ;
We ufe ‘em, and lofe’em as faft.
-~ When older, tha colder,
 We're craving, yei Javing,
- We're Bubbles at firft; bus grow Sharpers at lafi.
~ i Exeunt. -

SCENE 4Garden.

Enter Mariana, with a Book in her hand, and
- C Jenny her Maid.
 Mar, Fenny.
Fer. Madam.
Mur. Prethee take this tedious Romance from me, it
gives me the Spleen. e
Fen. Will you have a Book of Poems to remove it ?
Mar. 1 han't a mind to {leep yet.
“Fen, What think you of your Harpfichord 2
Mar. 1 play too ill to pleafe my felf.
Fen. Then you may amufe your felf at your Needle.
. Muar, Woud(t thou have me rob the Sempfirefs of her
livelyhood ? - ¥y '
Fen. Will nothing divert you 2
Mar, I'm {trangely tir'd ;it_h the Country:
; L a4 ) i Tuly

Ex 31.-11H ]









- P e S ]
6 “Farewel Folly : f.jr’,

‘}'m Aud thofe that have too little, quickly grnw
Mould dy. NG

0. Hold. Hold your tongus, you fawcy Baggage-

thefe Chamber Imy inmcnt* {poyl all our Children 5 our
Daughtr_rs with ill (,uun[‘e; and our Sons w1thWantunneﬁ

Fen. Wou'd you have 2 Young Lady See no body ?

0. Hold. T}l have no unnecefiar y Vifits : Thofe abovc
us defpife us, 'thofe below us we “defpife, Equals feldom
cire for one another 5 and who a plague m:atidvaluc
Company ? |

Mar. Sir, T am to be wholly govern'd by your Will.

O. Hold. Why, that's my good Girll - and my Will is
only to make thee happy! Come, prithee be merry, our
Fairistoday; [ expett foms Friends, and thou fhale
have a Faurmcrl A brisk young Fellow, fome fix foot
high, there’s a Falrmg for a Girl of thy Incms, '

Mar. To day! '

O. Hold. Yes, to day, I tell you: Why thzs Surpnzc ?
-Eel,mk you, Daughtt,r, I force no body, but I will be
obey'd

Mar. afide. 1 muft retire to hide my dlfbrdcr Ex Mar

 and Jen.

O. Hpld. Humh ! I don't like this! But at worft J["'ll
~over-rule it ; and by difpofing of her privately to the
Squire, and of my feif to my Rich Young Ifabella, 1 {hall ~
be too cumiing tor 'em both ——-

Enter Digger, finging a piece of an old Somg. .

O. Hold. Digger prithee leave off Pruning, and have
-an Eye to the Huu{'e. This muft be a day of jollicy,
Boy —— I hope to be Married to day. :

Dig. Then mercy on you, for a deadl y harden’d Sinner.

0. HoM Why, where’s the harm ?

Dig. To your felf — Han't you been flavid e
nough, you've had two Wives already ?————the firlt
plang you, becaufe fhe had too much Virtue; You
plagu'd t'other, becaufﬁ ﬁac had no V:rtue at all — ﬂ.c*&
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10 Farewel Folly s Or,
Town. Here then T.give you this on the fcore of our
old dequaintance. - MR RO ¢rads
Dig.-And I take it on'the {core of that old acquain-
tance, that is (o much older than our felves: |
Towx. You'll like me mightily I dare {ay ; I have but
one fault in the World =~ don’t value Money.
Dig. 1 value it enovgh for us both. But come, don’t
go fo round about the Bufh with me s you come on
fome Love matters about my young Miftrefs.  1'll tell you
a Secret 5 be fure you keep it, as weil as I'll keep your
Money. ' ,
Town, Never fear,
Dzg. Our Daughter is ncither to be let, nor fold.[ Geing.
And {0 farewel, old Acquaintance 3 that's all.

Town. Hark you. Sbows bin a Purfe.
Dig. You've {uch winning Friends to reccommend you
we moft be acquainted ———-T have feen a foolifh Hedge-

bird hopping hereabouts of late, is not that your Mafter ?
Adzocks was [ blind ! Sir, I beg your Worthips pardon
for calling you a Foo!l : You're the very Man,

Town. T am that warm, impatient Lover, honelt Gard-
ner. fis
Dig. Warm! You could not be very warm laft night,
when you f{at cooing in the Tree. I fancy ere you went
you had no neced of a Cooler===sbut huth, here’s one a
coming~—"T'is her Maid Fenry.

Enter ]ermy.

Fen. Mr Townley ! What made you venture 2

Town. Youand T agreed chat I fhou'd engage this honeft
Gardner to let me in at the Back door- _

Dig. Good. :

Fen. My Miltrefs agreed to meet at your Lodge, Digger 5
and that you fhou'd Chain the Great Dog. |

Dig. From her humble Servant: But what did I agree

to all this while ?

Fen. Why fure you'll agree to all this, as well as }vE .
Y ig.

- -
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Dig. Bat 1 agree that I thall not,

1 Jem: 1 Prethee have a little good Nature, my Miftrefs has
fent you this Broad-piece, « 1

' Dig. No," Tl have nothing of hers. I know beter
things. Tis the Gallant’s bufinefs to bear ail expunces,
unlefs the Miftrefs be ugly or old. :

- Town. 1find, my Fricnd Digger is a nice Judge i thefe -
matters. Well, here’s my Purle, there are twenty Guincas
in it, open it, and pleafe your felf. L

- Dig. Oh! Sir. | .

Town. Well.

- Dig. There’s no need to open it : I'm very well pleas'd
as 1t-1s. i

Town. Deferve it and welcome.

Dig, So, now we're all agreed ; ’Sbud you’ve done
wifely to take me in. ~
~ Town. We'll rely on your Good Will and Diferetion.

- Dig, Oh for that never fear, Inever tell tales,  For-
Example, There’s my Mafter a going to take ayoung Wifz,
he told it me juft now fora Secret, and you fee Idon't -
tell ye a2 word on't.

Em. My Mafter Marry again?

Dig. He'll get my Young Miftrefs married too; he ex-
pedts here this very day a Country Put, who'’s to be his
Son-in-Law.

Tﬂﬂlﬂ'. HDW ! i

Fen. Nay, 'tis too true 5 he's the Son of an old Friend

of his fomewhere in the Welt. He has threatned her
with that Match thefe twelvemonths. .
Toww:. What {hall we do to prevent it.
gm Dear Digger, help a little. = | |
Dig. 'Sbud, how canI? but hold——Ay—No:
Adsme that will do—1 have a Coufin livés in this Town
will do't, e | { B -
Town. How pray ?

i L | s N pig




12 Farewe] Folly : Or, ot e onv |

Dig. Shc's a topping Dame,  you muﬂ' know, and Oﬂc;
that gets Moncy by making of Matches ; fhe has made fo
many, and {0 many in her time, i and all without the
trouble of any other joyner: ' She has a clever Knack at :t
¥l fay that for her She has a grcal: Trade. ~

j'e:: He's mad with his Confin. : |

Dig. No, but1ben’ty; do ynu but meet. usat thc:dnnr
and weil go find her out. Mol

Town. Agreed, I'll be'with youin a moment, Ex. Town

Dig. Look you, TFemny, this Young Spirk has drawn
us both i, and when my Mafter comes to know it, he'll
turn us both out.~ Thercfore let’s look before. we: leap
as for the Purfe, ‘tisa good thing, there’s no harny in
that; but I wouwd not lofe my- place forv all that,« Hark
yuu, the may lofe what (he will by the by bu:t I fancy
{he had not beft Marry him.

Fer. Why, we Know he’s of :a good ‘Family. .

Dig: Ay, but is he of a:good:Eftate ¥ 0. (]

Fer. He does not want, and my Maﬁer has emflgh for
both.

Dig. The truth 1s, the Fellow is a pretty Fellow 5 but
whcn the Honey Moon is paft, ~and the nine Mﬂnth& are
come 5 - Wine in his' Head, and " Jealoufie in. hers; .Fond-
nefsin her heart, VHI'lEt}" in lisy lietle Mﬁﬂﬂ}' 1in his
Pockets, and lefs in hers; then they 1l wifh the Intrigue
ended, on the fame Tree where it began—Look you, I
{peak by «Experierce, - T have been ‘Married, and wifh’d
my Wife or my {elf hangid”a hundrcd times <-——=But
come, we'll ftay for him w:thout 1 Ex, D:g. md ]f.'ﬂ.

SC E N E d Cq#utr_y Tbmn.

'..:_

Re-enter Townly on one fi Jz Dlggel‘ ﬂfﬂd jénny on Sbc ﬂtﬁar
Town. Well, fhall we go ?

Dig. Ay, Sit——nNo, Sir. [ Looking on Fother ﬁdc

| Tmﬂ. Why? What now ?  and feemg Mrs Lodgem.

Df‘t






14 Farewel' Folly : Or,
~own. - However, this temper makes him ficter to be
work'd into a diflike of -the Match : Let's try that, and
alfo to work Mr Heldfaft into a diflike of him, and fo
{tnd Lim back like a Foel as‘he came, , yhs
Dig. Well, that’s a rare defign, :
Tvwn. But bow fhall we effect it? Thave unluckily fent
my Man Sharp to Lendon, and 1 fear he'll not be back
time cnough. He’s a canning Rafcal, if I had him here
he wou'd be ufeful. 2 A .
Dig. Some merry Fellows are at the Tavern, if we
could let ‘em loofe upon him, they would make him fly
the Country. [Tl go try what I can do with 'em ; Come
aleng Sir 3 perhaps you may know fome of ‘em.

g Exit Dig.

Town. T1l meet you there prefently. Look you, my
Dear Lodgemn, 1 can hide nothing from you ;5 I'm a Youn-
ger Brother ——1I have little befides Experience, that has
coft me dear, and I wou’d make as much of it asI can.
This Woman T am fure I love, becaufelI venture to marry
ber : My Quality and her Fortune will not do amifs to-
gether 5 the Bufinefs is ferious, Opportunity favours, we.
muft not let it {lip : You fhall be fatisfied. = . |
' * Lod. If we had but fome cunning Fellow to help us,
we might Well, by my truly, You're a lucky man,
here’s the very Perfon we wanted—Mr Mimic the Player.

Enter Mr Mimic, . :

Town. Honelt Mr Miwie, welcome to the Fair. What!
You come to pick up Humour here, 1 fuppofe?

Mim. Yes Sir, here are all Humours to be pick'd up at
a’Fair, and fomething clfc. ;

Town. And how go matters at the Play-hioufe ?
o Mim. After the old Rate, Sir.

Town. How's that, pray ?

Mim. Why they are very grave at onc Houfe, Sir 5 and
not very merry at the ether, now no body comes behind
the Scenes. ‘.

e
L0,




. The Taf{ng&}' the Mﬁf'. 15
. Town. Have you not full Audiences then?
‘ ‘fMI,u. Oh yes, Sir, fometimes, and Empty Pockets very
ORIk’ It Lol
Town. What becomes of all the Money you get at the
Rlay-houfe then ?
- Mim. Why, the Painters, the Printers, the Chandlers,
the Singers, the Fiddlers, the Dancers, the Renters, the
Door-keepers, Poundage and Patentees fhare it among eim.
Town. This is after the old Rate indeed. :

Mim. Ay Sir, a few Old Plays are applauded, and New
ones damn'd in abundance. The Tragedian tears his
Lungs, the Country Client ftares 5 the Comedian is wag-
gifh, the Ladies look grave, the Pitis merry, the Side-
Boxes Ogle, the Middle Gallery Claps, and the Upper
_Gallery Roars~—the Criticks have the Spleen———Rakes
Intrigue, Drankards Snore, Men of Punilio Quarrel,
and Men of Mettle Tilt 5 Young Fops are Noifie, and the
Old ones Touchy, and damnably Powder'd, the Orange
Ladies ftalk and ftraddle over the Benches, and the quon-
dam Masks ply and ftrive to get their Half-Crowns again.
Poor Souls! So good Ag&ing being little minded, our
‘Gains decay, and the Audience now make the moft {port
for one another. :

Town, Have you not many New Plays upon the {tocks?

Mi». More than ever will be launch’d 3 we have {uch
heaps of Tragedies, Comedies, Farces, Mafques, Ope-
ra’s, and what not, in the Houle, that we had twenty
pounds bidden for 'em by a Grocer and a Paftry Cook.

. Town. But why will you take fuch Plays?

Mi». Why Sir, we have hopes the Town will take ’em
off of our hands one time or other 3 for Plays are like Wo-
men and Pictures, there’s nothing {o ordinary but what
fome body will like 3 I have (cen the Galleries fupport a
Play againft the Boxes, and the Noife of the Footmen

impofe on the Underftanding of their Malters.

Town.
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Town. Deat Mr Mimick, 1 always thﬂughf you had
_ﬁ:}mc:hmg more than Affurancey You have Wie I find.
ray let ma fet thofe qualifications at work 4 fifty Gﬂlnﬂas |
(hall wait on your fuccefs.” i 19 2o W

Afim. Blefs me, Sir, what d’ yon ntean? | Inew&‘ ﬂ'aﬂd
vpon that with my Frrends I fcorn to move by mtf:.rqﬁ
bLt I never refus’d any thmg for fifty Guineas. s«

Tews- In thore,l love inthis Town, and the young Lmlj!
likes me 5 but I have her old Covetous' Father .to deal
with, and a Country Squire, to whom he has promlsd
her. LD on

Mim. That is; T muft bubble the one, 1and: fob off the
other 3 Tl do't: Tl do't; T fay.” "Tis but a picce of my
Profeﬁiun, and indeed of every body’s'Profeflion 3 for, as

a friend of ours fays, -in fnme lines which he writ for me,
Su re all Mankind the Play’rs old Motto fhares, | ) '
The Play’rs aé all the World, and all the World the Play IS,
Some have fuch Parts, ! they well may blufh to ﬂwm €m:
Yet totws Mundus agit Hy?rmfzew. ? A AT} esid
We're all Comedians on the Stage of Life. ‘

hat Farce will ‘poor Beaux act, to geradimn'dold W}Iﬂl
And when they've {pentithe frock. of:Love and Guineas,
YWhat {neaking Parts aét the poor thln-]aw’d Ninnies | 01
How' Ny mphs for Lovers drefs, 'and Patch and Paml: 2
One plays the ]Jlt the other pla}*s the Saintsid il €&
But of zll Play’rs, beware of thofe'thatiCantel’ 10 |
Scme fmile, {eme prim, fome leer, to gain your gracess
Some figh, fome heave their Brealts, fome make grfmaﬂeﬁ-:%
Nay, {ome (rﬂur Souls) were forc'd te hide their Faces.
They Mask’d (kind Hearts) with you to fympathize,’,
For Truth itfclf {carce charms butin difguife. © 00 o
The Fair, like Fables, pleale with darknefs beft, !
The naked truth too often ends:.the Jelk,' | 1 o0
To few, 1doubt, that skill kind Nature gave, ;" .0
Wilely to ac between the Fool and Knave, - I3 0 o ey
The World’s a Cheat 3 and tho we keep a pother,
We re all but Play’rs, and fporc for one another,  Exeunt.

The end of the Firft -Ad. |
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ACT I SCENE 4 Conntry Town.

_ | E:_zt#r old Holdfalt, with « Paper in his Hand.

O. Hold. L\O, now old Richly's bound ;3 and whether

' ") his Daughter will have me, or not, I (hall
be too hard for him But then won't fhe be too hard
for me ? She’s very young——all the better. I amnot’
very old and what if I were ? Why mayn’t a rich
Man have a good Difh before him every day, to roufe his
Appetite, tho he has but a peddling Stomach ? But
here’s my Son, I doubt he'll be of another mind.

s ) . Enter Young Holdfaft. _

- Y. Hold. Go to, you're aPack of Slandering Knaves.
'T'is a fign you don't know my Father. He guilty of fuch
a Folly ! :

O. Hold. Why, what’s the matter, Son ? What's the
matter ?
1. Hold. Why, Sir, fome impudent Feflows prefum'd
to be Witty at your Coft, and fpoke {candalous things of
ou. .

; O. Hold. Of me ! and why did you {uffer it ? You(hou'd
kave [topt their Mouths with your Fift, have da(h'd their
Teeth and their Slanders down their Throats You

fhow’'d have drawn upon ’‘em, have {lit their Weefand,
bord them through, and havefhown the Infides of Raf-
cals—-——Villains, you fhou’d have faid, My Father’s a

Gentleman by Birth, an Efquire by Title, and 2 Man of
Honour by Principle. He has Land, Houfcs, Money,

- Stock in the Publick Funds, :it:;]d might have flept in Scar-

' ' | let
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Y. Hold. My Father has livid too difcreetly all along to
at (o {‘trangely in his old age.

0. Hold. Han't I forbid you to talk of my Age, Sirrah?

Y. Hoid. 1 {peak of it but to commend you, Sir.

0. Hold. 1 will not be commended, Sir ; and to put an
end to your Sham- Commendations, know that- whatever
was told you 1s true, |

1. Hold. How, Sir ! You Marr} Ifabella 2 ;

0. Hold. Yes, 51r I Marry Ifabella. 1 have her Father’s
Word for'. .

Y. Hold. Her Father promife her to you ?

O, Hold. Yes marry did he.

Y. Hold. For your felf, Sir?

Q. Hold. Yes, for my fclf, ‘éu‘——iﬁr’hjr not as well as
for you, Sir ?

Y. Hold. With Submiffion, Sir, her Age m.akes her not
{o fit for you as for me.

O. Hold. Without Submiffion, Sirs her Age makes her
fit for any Man ; Dbut yours does not ’make fo_fit to be a
Judge as your Father.

Y. Hold. It may make me ﬁttcr for a Husband than my
Father.

0. Hold. W¢'ll try that, Szr

Y. Hold. And w:ll yuumdeed Marry my Miftrefs, Sir?

0. Hold. 1 will Marry My Miltrefs, in {pight of all
your Wheadles, as foon as her Brother the Captain of
Dragoons comes home.

T. Hold. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot believe it. |

O. Hold. There’s a Rogue, won? believe his own Fa-
ther ! and pray, Friend, what makes you {0 incredulous ?

Y. Hold. The {mall Likelihood of the Matter.  Confi-
der, Sir, Nothing can be worfe for your Health. ’

Q. Hold. What then? I've’a Mind to be fick.

T. Hold. And I have a Ming to citic vou, Sir.

0. Hold. 1 won't be card, Sir——Go, ger cur'd your
felf, you Quack Dn&or——-— s bud, why do I {tand talk-

ing

} i
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flhéhﬂﬁ, when Mr Richly frays for me? ——— Hark you,
r but to look on U‘aﬁaﬂa, and Fll never look on you.—
I will marry her, tho ‘twere but to vex thee, Yl fettle all
I can upon her, tomake her Love me'the more, and I'll
~ gee her 'with Child-every year, to vindicate my ability —
~ Then will I'leavic'thec as’ bald as an Egg, as (plenatick
as 2 meer Critic, and as poor as a meer Poet Forbear*
then 5 if you dﬂh’t, Fll cat you T'll cut you off with
a Shilling, Sirrah——— Exit Old Holdf.

Y. Hold. Oh! Interelt, that, that’s my Enemy
My Father is richer than I, and in all Rivalfhips, for Em-
pll'ﬂ or a Mlﬂrefs, the I’tmnge& Purfe is {ure to i'uccecd

- Enter Sharp.

S[pr Sir, Sir,—He does not mind me Sure he has-
loft his Money, he's fo thoughtful.  [efide.] —Sir,
my Malter defires to know if he ray wait on you.

Y. Hold. 1 am fo diftracted, honelt Sharp, I am not fit:
for Converfation: -

Sharp. -Im: forry for't, Sir. But if you did not hate-
Queftions- (for in your Cafe 1 my fcIf am confoundedly
peewfh)l wou'd beg to know what makes you fo fad ? If
you've loft. your Money, we'll borrow {ome for you s if
you've loft your Health, Tl help you toa Cure 5 if you've
loft your Miftrefs, 1 vl help you to another —If
you've loft your Father, }fau ve got a.good Eltates-and’
if yow've not loft him, why then ‘he'salive {ull 5 and

The Younger the Wifer. e

you'll find in me the atoft Soveraign: Anudm-. aaam{t b

Unreafonablenefs of Fathers.
Y. Ha!d Ah! Sharp, my 1 \fhsfurtune admits of no: Re-
medy.« 25

Sharp:; Come, no mateer.  Speak, S:r N | iuvezi defperate
Bufinefs = L go about it the more boldly: £ we miflov
carry in it, there’s no Credit !Gﬁ, and Jf- wc: {HLLLud it

crowns us with Glory: | &
s Hm'd Hold, here comes Mr Rxcé{p, pru 166 .:.a *{3 me _
and cum& back when he’s gone. : i

; E . M.{“’p.
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Sharp.  Dead,-oralivey S cf! (&5 4 | it Shatp. £

dool v iBnter B..l{?hqu' ¥

T. Hold. Ah! Sir, mutit: I believe what 1 have heard Dy
" Rich. Dear Mr. Holdfaff, T'mforry: for you's but in
(hort ‘twas not: to your that I had given: _my Word, but to *
your Fatht:rg lf he! driappﬂmts }'Du, tis. hls Faulf, ncﬂ::-
mine. :
T. Hold. Oh Slr, }rou d:ﬂra& me, you k:ll e : i can
never outlive ¢his. Misfortune ! |

Rich. What wow'd: you have me du? Here sfth& Cnun-
terpart of a Bond:I'vé given to perform Areicles:

Y. .Hold:; Til pay the Penalty our of the! Eftate’ my "
Hnkle left me Pear Sir, T'beg you, retrieve me from
the Grave~——1 only valu'd Life, while the hopes of paf-
fing my Days with You and your 'tair Daughter {weeten'd
the Thﬂughts of Living; -and if I muft not hope for thae'
happinefs; I am refolvid not' to outlive the fatal Difap-
pointment.

Rich. But——-if Why here’s a poor young
Fellow loves:me ftrangely—Why did not you——a Mur-
rain o' the four thoufand pound: Penalty, and on him'that
occafiond it Hold, I had forgot; he’s your Father—.
Til go try what I can do with him Exit R:chlj".

Enmter Townly and Sharp.

Town. My Dear Friend, you fee here one of the mnft
Unfortunate Men in the World: . i

Y. Hold. Then I {ee two, my Dear: Tamm}, for none '
can be more unhappy than your Friend. - i

Town. T've heard of your Difappointment; b pray
et me tell you pei

Y. Hold. 1 know yourunkind Father will not dofor -
yl?u what he ought 5 but pray hear'how cruclly my Fa-
ther

Lown, He's goi ng to Marr}' my Re]atmn, your 1}&&&,
and I pity you : But tell me if any thing can equal my

Misfortune
Y. Hold.
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| Town: Now, you Rogue, Hive your Wits about 'you.

Sharp. Th}l’t}r Cuineas ! That's thirty two poundsﬁw
fhillings Did you I”r:e your Father, fince you know
his Delign, Sir ? -

1. Hald.: See him; ay, and fpoke 1:0 him teo:

« Sharp. You told him you wnud by all mannero‘f mcans
-hmd:.r his Marriage. _

1. Hold. 1°did 5 butall’ Fgmﬁed nothm 2ran

Sharp. Was th:re ever fuch an ubﬁmate Father, to offer
to Marry thus without his Son’s Confent ! ----Eur was
thetlady’s Fathier as hard-hearted' ?

X-Hold. Had he not unluckily bound hnnf’eif in fuur
- thoufand pounds, I might have prevail'd. - '

Sharp. Let me alone to manage -him—— Pray tell mc,
is your Father {till mighty eovetous 2 o

Y. Hold. Ohl ‘more thanever. =/ ° A4 16948 8
- Sharp. Oh ho! You are ftingy,- old Gent]eman. I'm
glad on’t with all my heart Let me fee—

Y. Hold. But we muﬁ be {peedy 5 tor they ftay: but for
Ifabellz’s Brother, whoisa Captain of Dragoons, and they
expett him every hour.

Skarp. Goed -— this helps our Imagination -—-—I-pm—
~mife you the Captain will be here this very Evening, and
make his appearance like a man of Importance———As
good Luck will have it, there’s a Troop of Dragoﬁns
quarterd about a mile off, and 2 Coufin of mine is one of
‘em Ten ot twelve of his Companions and ~——
Don’t trouble your felf in the lealt, Sir

Town. What doft thou intend to do 2

Sherp. Why, Sir, don’t you conceive 2 We'll have rare
Sport. In the firft Place, to oblige Mr Hold /faft—— But I
won't tell you all, }'ﬂud know as much as I This
onlty I will fay, hope for the beft. '

Y. Hold. Dear Si;urp I (hall be eternally oblig’d——

Sharp. Oh | Sir, your moft humble Scrvaat-v—-—- Com-
plcmtnts in the midlt of Bufincfs are like Similics in the

midft
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. midft of Paffion———Mind the Main=—not forgetting
the thirty Guineas. Exit Shatp.

Town. Now, my Friend, you've easd your Mind a 11t—-
tie, give me leave to do as much———I'm in Love, and
‘twas You gave the Occafion, by fuffering me to fee your
Sifter——1 find there’s no accefs at this Country-houfe for

-a Lover, at lealt not for a younger Brother, and I hear
fhe’s defign'd for a Squire——1 cannot live without her—
I have employ'd fome Engines to. put off the Match
Be ftill what you profefs, a generous Friend, and whllc
‘we work for yeu, do what you can for me. |

Y. Hold. 1 will 5 tho truly my Father will hardly part
with her on eafie _l:_erms--hchver fhe has a Fortune at her

~own Difj pbfal;rgain:her Good Will, and reft affur’d of mine.

Town. Thanks, my kind Friend—Ilet’s walk this way, I
lung to know how my affairsgo an. Exeunt-

~Enter Squire Lubbard and his Man Salathiel.

Lm': Come along, Salathiel; | and keep clofe to me for
fear of the worlt. ‘We are near. London Town fill
I'll e’en try to fteal a fight of this: Miftrefs of mine un-
known, to fee. how T fhall like hér.- Thefe Londoners
are {ly’ }ot:ke)rs They choufe one another in Wives worfe
than ‘'we do in Cattle. The Truthis, in Horfe Flefh and
Woman's Flefli," there’s damnable Cheating ev'ry where— -
But adad fome of us are as fharp as they, and can Cheat
‘em in both Salathiel, walk handfomely behind‘me -
e Youre my Footman now, d’ye hear?

*$ul. Why, zure! Your Vootman,: Cofen Lubbard ! 1
af ‘your Kindred, tho you have here put me in a Vool’s
Coat,

Lub. Look you, you are my! Cofen at hﬂmc s but at
London and at this Father-in-Law's of rmnc, gou (hall
be my: Footman, for the honcuruf.the ~“d ye hear ?

Sa! Yes, Cofen. B

Lubi-Yes Coferv! You mu&:tfay, ch, Su‘, 300byh:
Sal Yes, Sir; Booby. < l Pt o
E q Lub.
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Lxb. Hold, Sot! 'The Booby 1s You, and the Sir is to. :
we This Fellow will always be a Blockhead ——
Hark ye, nota Word of our Wench Sufaz.

Sal. No, no ; nor of the little Boy - at Nurfc, Cnl'ﬂn
Mﬂﬂddﬂ&e _

Lxb. What, at your Cofens again ?

Sal. Whaw | What need you be in fuch a peltmg
Chafe 2 1 have been us'd to Cofen you thefe vive and
twenty Zomers : 1 can’t leave it all of a zudden, zare. = |

Lub. This hard-headed Dunce will certamly difgrace
me-—===] had beft go alone to my Father-in- Laws———.—.
Hark you, Numskull. -

Sal, Yes, Cofen——Yes, Sir. :

Lub, Wait at a Diftance 3 if you offer to go in aft-er:
me, you fhan’t eat thefe three Days. [

S.::f Never fear, Colen Mermaduke. {

Ltzf: Humh ! [Grm.r at hiz’} Cofen Son ﬂf R

Salathiel remouves to a Corner af the Stage ~
Enter Mrs Lodgem. -

Eod. What, Sir, you're angry with your Footman. ;

Lub. "Tis a poor Parith Boy that I've brought with me .
out of Charity, to learn him a little Wit I my felf
cariie formerly:to Lordon on purpofe Before that, I
was the clumfieft awkwardft T hing youn ever faw traly.

“Lod. 'Tis charitably’ done indeed, to take Care thus of

your Relations.:

Lub. Oh, h¢’s rchted to me but a great way uff-———-
he’s but the Grandfan of the: Left fide to the Daughter ‘of
a Baftard Child, whofe Natural Father defcended fmm a

By-blow of our Family. _

"Lod. A fine Pedigree indeed. - -

"Lub. *Tis to keep me from encrear ing in that way, that
my Father f{ends mie hither, 1and Marries me fo young 3
for I am yet but cight and thli‘t}' come next Childermas-day
——-and I'm the only Male Hiue of the Legitimate' Line 01:
the Lnbﬁard.r—-ﬂ Family that has had in it [ don’t ki;;ﬂw

oW
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how many Jufkices of the Peace, Militia Captains, Town
‘Clerks, Affefiors of the Taxes, and Squires that have {rood
for Parliameat Men ——Tho I think non¢ of ‘em were
cholen.

Lod. Mr Holdfuf# muft be proud of fuch a Son in Law.

Lub. But, Miftrefs, 18 his Daughter pretty 2 We Lib.
bards have commonl}r handfome Wives.

Lod. You fhall be Judge of that your felf, Sir.

Lub. 1 hope fhe’s Virtuous at leaft ~—— Some of your
 London Wives are Devilifh gamefome.
 Lod. Why truly they are apt to Multiply on the Left
fide'too as - wc‘l as the Lubbards. They thave their In-
trigues, their Taverns, their Play houfes, their Balls, their
‘Mulic-Meetings, thmr Baffet Tables, their Le&ares, their
Walks, cheir Wells, their Baths, their Hackney Coaches :
and many other pretty Devices.
- Lxb. Why ’tis much at one in the €ountry, truly. Our
Women have Wakes, Fairs, Riding, 'Racing, Woods,
Fields, Medges, Haycocks Husbands fotting ahroad and
‘Husbandmen labouring at home.

Lod. How d’ you intend to pafs yeur Time thcrc then ?

Lub. Why, when I get drunk; my Wife fhall get drunk
with me, and I'll keep no precious Man for her—-~When
’tis fazr, {he fhall Walk, or Ride, or Hunt with me 3 and
when ’tis foul, I'll fit and read B.:ker s Chronicle, the Coms
pleat Farrier and the Seven Champions, while {he Stills,
miakes Salves, and derns Linnen 3 and fomstimes, when T'm
:m the humour, the and [ will haw a Game at AII fours.

Lod. But pray, Sir, why wou'd you come o' far to feck
a Wife that you don’t know ? Hava you not Ladics e-
nough in the Country ? |

Lub, Yes, yes, more than are Fmd 1 had (WO Or
three Miltrefles, but was always croft in Love.  The firt
I lovd mu bt.‘ll}" ; but one day we happen’d “'to ﬁtmbbw
~ about Pdm at Lantrelen, fhe threw the Cards in my Facc.
B ﬁung the Counters in' hers, and (O'F ne‘n faw her fince
E 2 VOl Hi MQ The2
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The next lov'd me as much as I lov d the firft 5 but fome ;

damn’d Strowlers came and aded the, Rival Qymt.r in onr
‘Town,and a plague take ber, fhe ran away with Afeac'dﬂ;idr
the Great. -

Enter Mimic, like a very tall Woman in gandy F;Iéefma_g:

Miw. in a feign'd veice. Well, this Falbelow Mode be-
comes one firangely | What a janty Air it gives! °Tis
a rare Contrivance to hide a great Belly, or a little Pilfer-

: And 1 queftien whether the Shop-keepers havenot

: lni’c more by Falbelow'd Scarfs, than they gf:t by the Fal-
below Fafhion.

Lub. Hey day ! What ha’ we here ! The Knava of
Spades in Petuc:ﬂats. 5]

Lod. That Rogue Mimic 1 protelt. . [afde--

Mim. How d’ye, good Mrs Lodg ent 2 '

Lod. Your Humble Servant, Madam

Mim. 1 was told that my New Fellow, my. Cnuntry
Lover was at your Houfe. ~Why han’t the Brate been to
- pay his Refpe&ts to ms 2

Lod. Come, Mr Lubbard 5 this is your Mifkrefs, Mr
Holdfaft's Daughter Why don’t you {alute her ? |

Lub, Salute . lae;! “$fifh how canI unle[‘s ypu*('ef me

_upon-a_Joynt-ftool S5 515 |
Mim. Pray dear L:: dgem, what Fellow’s that > )
Lod. “Tis Mr Lubbard, your Country Lover, Madam,

Min, What, that great Buob}r | That Buliefaf,d 'E'h;ngl '

That. Scaramonich Look! .
Lub. How prettily the defcribes me I Look you, M:{’trefs,

don’t abufe my Faces; Ihave feen a worle ftuck with -

Patches in the firlk Row of your Playhoufe Gallery.
" Mim. And I never {aw a worle in a full Wig in a Side
Box.

Lod. A very civil greetmg—-—-Dne wou'd fwear they

were Man and” Wife already.

Mim, However he has a good Husbandlike Lauk, and -

if he dares provoke a Perfon of my Figure .to Marriage,
et him take what follows. | Lnb
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Enter Digger limping, and dreft in an odd dﬂhgﬂlﬂd Dﬂ!ﬁ,
with a Patch on bis Eye, “and with a filly [neering Look."
Dig. Well, he, he hé! They fay my Soh-m-Law is

here, he; he, he'!

Lod, This is M Hafdfaﬂ, Sir," why don’ tyau (peak to
him?

Luh. The Devil it is. " A very pretty Famﬂy traly !

- Mim. Father, that great Booby has affronted me :- Pray
teach him more Manners, or Iil fetch fome body that
fhall. - Exit Mimic.

Lub. afide. ~ So; here’s ore dreadfl Thing, if 'not
two, coming upon i, Marriage and Cutting of Throats!
1 like none of ‘em, truly.: Look you, Sir, Idid ﬂot
affroot her : [mﬂy call’d her Mawkin., <

Dig. Plhaw, pthaw, that's nothing, ' good Mr Lnf:&ard
he, Iu, he! As fhe grows up, fhe’ll grow w:ﬁ:x he, he, hel
My D_aughturs a little tart, he, he, he, and you may' ‘be a
little hot, he, he, he! But youii agree the better ;>
hic,vhe; he. ittt '

Lah. Shall we {o, he, he, he! |

Dig. Yes, Vinegar and Pe; pper- will do - well tngether
he, he he | ——But hark you, Son, how does the Old -
Num ps your Father > afad Dog he us'd to be:- You're
mlghtil]ﬂ' like him, he, he, he! Is he the fame Sot, the
fame Raflcal ftill ? he, I*e he foir]

Lub. Rafcal. My F ather a Rafcal !

Dig. No, no, not altogether a Rafcal ; only a llttle
Knaw{h or iu he he, lie | There's no harm in thatef Son
I was 2 fad Rafcal my felf, he, he, he !

Lub. A whole Family 0f Fools -—me-Hark }fou, M:&refs
What-d'ye-call-'em, , Are you fure I am right 2 Was that
{he I came to Marry, and js this Fool her Father?>

Dig. Yes, Sir: My Name's Holdfa ﬁy my Daughtct's
Mdrmrzd, he, he, he 5 and yours is Lubbard, he, he, hel .

Lub. Ay, 'us fo, he, he, he ! | :

Lub.
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" Lub But pray good. Mt fie, he, he, let me (peak to this
Gentlewoman a little Are you f{ure there’s no othir

Famlljr of the Holdfafts hereabouts 2 |

: Ewb: Not ong, uniefs they be nf the Left fide, asin
}*nur ‘Family, !

Luwb. Why then I wih em all hangd drawn and
quarter’d, R:ght fide, and Left fide. Hey day !" What
havewehgre 2, . i " A Noife of P}dd!e.r

Lod. Some of our Friends come to plague him.

Enter feveral People, who have been [et on to banter Lubbard 5
they come up to him one after another, and greet bim after

- avidiculons manner, [urronnding bim, and finging

- wbhat follows, accompanied with Eiddles.
“ Welcome, welcome, Noble [IlI'E" [They all repeat this

% Of your Bride we wﬂh!uu Joy ! line one after ano-

L« And at nine months end a Boy, ther, and them alf
“ Such a Lubbard as his Sire. ~ together.

V}I:;cqmq,( welcome, : noble Squire.
What a Plague means all this ? _

“Lod. OMi Sir, 'tis the way of this Town, when fuch a
one as you comes to wed an extraordinary Perfon.

Onefi j‘ ngs. ¢ How happy is he who takes a Wife

“ Well pradtis'd in the Lozdon Lifc !
 “Dull Country Brides a Sence may,want
"% To hide the Favors which they grant,

“ But London Wives Coquet by Rule,

“ Dilereetly plealc the Men they Fool.

“ How happy’s he who weds a Wife

“ Well practis'd in the London Lifc !

T 1§ Welcume, welcome, noble Squire..

-Dig. Well, thisisa joyful Day ! Here, Scrapers and
Muf iclaners, heres fomewhat for yeto drgnk and mend
}rnur Volcei. - Exeunt - Singers and Dancers, [orse of

ems frf crwdmg abont hin, and rab.-i-mg ﬁ;yg

x Woman, Wil yon go with me, Sir.?

2 Wom. Have a care of her, and cage along, Squire

Lihy;

_-]

ey
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Lub. 1 thank 'you Miftrefs. Til have a care of my Pock-
cts, and go with neither. Avaunt ye Witches you, I’
du;r 3f. all —Sficfh, l ::111111-: tI’lEj" have ﬁcrln my Hanger
Salathiel. . 1]

_Sal. Yes, Sit Cr.:-ul"n, I i"aw a ﬁnc Gent]eman take botﬁ
Khife and Sheath. 1 &xpc&cd he would have put it up
again.

nﬁinb W hy did ymmot give me notice, you Dodd:pole?

Sal. Why, e/ made figas to me to keep Councel 3 ‘and.
he draw'd it out fo' cunuingly, " I was mamly" dwcrtect b
fecing him. g

Lﬂré A Murmn OB thee, and th}' Dn*ﬂrﬁun 5 16t af-
ter ‘em, ' Gowg.;

G Rﬂ-ar:fe‘r Mll.‘!ﬂ{: hﬁ& a B#Zf i

D;g Oh, Mr Lﬂbbﬁrd‘ hf: he, he'l! Heres fﬁy’ G!;mﬁn
the Officer.

Miss. Unkle, T am }rours
l“rard} Fellow | ———idons and ‘Doubloons, he'h‘zﬁ

ce of a Lyon, the ‘Cheft of & Digfeh'Horfe, and”‘fhﬁ‘ﬁaitk &
of.a D?mdar?. He'll Become'a Mufquet greatly e

Dolt thdu want Employment, Friend, ha? Comc, tﬁml‘.
fhalt {crve in-my Company.
Lub, 'Sbud, Sir, T am- for fervmg no bud}', and I don’e
like your C-:}rnpany, traly:
: ,Dlzg. ?Vhy, Couf m, this is'my Son-in- Law that's to be,
1, -he, hel ®
Mim. Say you fn > Why then with ye ]uy ] ———
Coufen, your hand. - . :
Lub. Coufen | A pretéy Kindred truly. &
M. Your Hand, 1 fay, Glove and sll.
~Lub. Glove and all then
whole Generation. ,“ :
Lod. Have a care, Sir, I;I:us is the Bully of the Fﬂ'll’nlj?
Lub. T beg his Pardun, T did not know his Office.
Mim. What not know me ? Notknow Bragadeer Pjo ld-

faft, General of the Piccaroons, Adjutant to the Campers

and Carcafles, and Firlt Curpural of the Guards. Lod.

ha' By tny Swort U a_"

I thake hahds mth thc

v«'&
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Mim. Come on, Cuzj March along. Follow me.
i !:’_n!; If you love Marchmg, Guz, pray march by your
&

Mre. Fire and Granadcnes, Do you Muun}' 7‘ hal

Lub. Blefs the Queen, Sir, 1 fay‘ I only Mutiny againft
Punch 5 for it makes mie Sea-fick. © Bat hark ye, Coufin Bra-
%dﬁ‘{:l‘, if you'll carry mie to a Veflel of true born Englifb

ober, if 1 don’t make you lofe both Legs and Arms, and
your Head too, then carry me where 1'may lule rnme-—-—
Lead on.

Mim. A Match! There fpoke the Splrlt of a true born
Country Squire. -

Lub. afide. Ther€’s fﬂma damnd Def‘ s but mum! A
Pla gue o’'the Bragadeer and all the Flmlly

Dig. He, he, ‘he—bhe, he, he.

Lud So, the Sqmre is in good hands, and fo far all
goes well, - o Exeunt,

E#ﬁer Ofd Mr Holdfaft. ' ¢! A

O. Hold. T fhou'd have been taking a Wife but the
taking of Money , which is not the wnr[k Bufine(s of the
two, has fomewhat detain’'d me. However, 1" have
warm'd my Blood with'good Wine on Free Coﬁ and
now 1'will outlove five and twenty,

- Re-enter Lubbard, follow'd by Digger,

Dig. 'What flinch, Son I;;M-:rd he, lie, he!l

Lub. Help, help, good {cber People, hel b |

Dig. afide. Ha'! M}' Mafh?r b}’l Nay, then I muftflinch
too. Exit Digger,

0. Hold. Whats the matter ? Who are you,. Sir? ~

Lub. Who, 1, Sir?—I1-—1am-—T ain—fo frighted —
1 han’t Power 'to tell you. * 1 was {ent hither on a FDO] s
Errand , to Marry the Daughter of one Hbldfaf,
great a Rﬂgue, as fad a Scoundrel as e're peep'd ont ot a

Pillory.
O. Hold. 1 a Roguc! You'rca B.aﬁ:a] and an mfnlent

Kellow, Sirrah,




e

mjﬁﬂrﬁ?}' m’*1 er. s
! Lub, Hey'day U Wﬁ:t?ihé matter ‘with' bit > ' Is he
‘Mad too ? |

O. Hold. Why do abufc People of Repuration, Sirrali ?
p Lub. Why do you efpoufe People of no Reputatmn
Ol —

0. Hold. No Reputation ! | '

Lwb. No Reputation, I fay Sure I'm able to
deal with this old Fool Look you, Friend, if you
knew the Old Ninny Holdfaf), you'd fay as much as L.

- 0. Hold. 1do knnw-h:m, Sirrah.
- Lub. Well, and is not he a fad Dog > Tl be judg'd by
you now.

O. Hold. Was there ever fuch Impudence?

Lnb. 1 with any Body were by, to judge who's Impu-
denl: you or I. He’s blind of an Eye, and Lame of a

Leg, hes dreft like a  Taffy, fueers like a Ninny, and
looks like an Afs. Don’t I draw him to the Life > =

O. Hold. Sure he can’t mean me. afede.

Lub. Then his Daughter’s a wry-facd, Nutcracker-
Chinnd, Lanthorn-jaw’d, ﬂatbrecchd ﬁraddhng Pair of
Kitchin Ton gues, w Ith a Whey Face as fliarp as the Edge
of a Chﬂpplng Knife. ‘Do you know em now ?

O. Hold. This is fome trick that's put upon you and me.

Lub. Upon me ! I defy em to put any Tricks wpon me.

Sai ¥ o Haffo In thort, I am the only Holdfaft in this Place,
except my Son.

Luﬁ. And T am'the only Marmaduke Lubberd of Tuunton
Dear, except my Father.

. 0. Hold. My Daughtcr’s well fhap'd and handfome.,

" Lub. And 'I am (trait, and not ugly And fo here’s
hcr Match before you, and there’s my Old Man's Letter—
But how fhall I be fure I amright? Grwes Holdf. « Leter.

0. Held. This ismy old Friend’s hand and this 2

good rough-hewn fort of 2 Fellow .Give me thy hand,
Sﬂn ImLaw that’s to be,. thowrt weleome !
Lub. Ho!'l fancy T fhall like thefe Ha!::b“ ﬂ.r better

than t'other. Fia Hald,
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‘To 10ab. So that, Dear Madam, we have no more to dn
but to get all thmgs ready for your Wedding,.

Ifab. “The fooner the better,  Sir.

O. Hold. Ha! you little Rogue ! Does your Pulfe beat
Matrimony ?

He fings. Since Wedlock has Bleflings uncommon,

Let's Marry as faft as we can :
'T'is never too foon for a Woman,
And never too late for a Man,
Hark you, let's do like other young Couples, Marry firft,
and get all things ready afterwards. |

Iféb. No, Sir, we grave Couples fhou'd proceed a lit-
tle more decently.

O. Hold. Then what fball we begin by, [m in hafte,
Child. _

Ifab. By what Men that Marry (hou'd begin, Sir.

O. Hold. And what’s that, my hl:tlc Mammnnmt Coun-
ccllor ? ha |

g:zﬁ By making your felf an agrecable Bndegroom. _

Hold. An agreeable Bridegroom! “humh! Well, if
1 don’t, there’s no goodnefs in Strong Broths, nor no Life
in five and fafty But what muft I do next?

Ifab. Oh! a very eafie thing, Sir.

O. Hold. An eafie Thing! That's well——It muft be
an eafie thing, if Ido't, let me tell her that——— afide.
But what is't, Chicken 2

Ifab. Only to make your felf thirty or forty years
younger, Sir; that’s all, X
¢ 0. Hold. All'—T1l give you thirty or forry years to

o't. '
gzb Oh I'll do’t in a trice, Sir..

Hold. Do, my Dear, and teach me the Secret
* For fuch a Turn,Mifers will tura Prodigals. We'll beggar
half the Old Beaux, Judges, May'rs, and Aldermen, nay,'
and their Wives into the Bargain.

Hzb. Nay, 'tis no fuch Secret, Sir.

O. Hﬂ!d.
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. 0. Hold. Ha! You Wag ! Then I have you 5 and von
can do't, nay, you have don’t in a trice Adad, a
Pretty Woman is a kind of a Conjurer, that will make a
- jumble of Naturcs fhe’ll make an old Fellow young, and a
young Fellow old, and turn Men and Ages topfy turvy.

Ifab. 1 only mean, you'll look younger in a Modith
Drefs Yours looks fomewhat old fathion’d, Sir.

O. Hold. Never the worfe for that, Girl. Commend
me to your old fathion'd Buildings for Strength Hang.
your {light Modilh Paper-ribbd and Paper-fcull’d Te-
nements-——=They are but the fecond-hand Stuff of the
old ones, crazy and rotten, and want Props before they
arc forty.

Ifab. But ftill an old Building looks beft when new
vampt up. - Long fair full Wigs and gay Cloaths make.
moft of our Beaux young adays, whatever the poor Crea-
tures are anights. i,

0. Hold. And you wou'd fee me in 2 Youthful Drefs?.

Ifab- A Woman woud always have her Lover. as.
youthful as pofiible.

0. Hold. Say you fo 2.- Well, I will be a Coxcomb, to:
fhew you how much I love you-——But, Madam, Raillery
apart, let’s-€'en Marry——Do, I am merry and loving s
I have a good Eftate and a handfome Houfe. My
Daughter goes far enough off with a Husband ; my Son
will go and be knock'd o' the head in the Wars, and you
and 1 will make much of one another.

- Ifab. 1told you, Sir, 1 am wholly govern'd by my Fa-
ther ; but fince youve mention’d your Houfe, I'vea
good mind to fee it.

0. Hold. Come along then : You'll find a- goodly-
Fabrick, large profitable ' Gardens, Subftantial old Furni-
ture, clean warm Booms BT v - citniialE

Y. Hold. ofide. And a cold Kitchin.

0, ..Hw'd:'-
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Mar. Why prethee how de I look ? |
Fens Juft like a Young Heir, newly fet up Love and
~ Extravagance. ‘
~ Masr. Am Iany thing like a Man then 2
Fen. Not altogether ~—~——But as much as 2 Woman
can:besl i €ot : '
R Y Enter Townley.
Town, Sure now I may come in.

Mar. What, without Leave?

Town. My Friend Digger affur'd me that you were ready,
and Formalities are not made for fond Impatient Lovers.

Moar. That's a miftake, Sir 3 were there no impatient
Lovers, there wou'd not be half the need of formalities.

Town. Why, there is nothing formal in your appear-
ance 5 the beft Criticks in Drefs might here find that eafic
engaging Air, which they talk of, and fo feldom attain.

Jen. The Trath is, you make fo pretty a fellow, that,
as I'm 2 Woman, 'tis pity You were not a Man.

Tows. Ay, but then You are fo finea Woman, Madam,
that no Man wou'd have You be any thing clfe ; Yet
pray fancy you're a Man, that I may claim the priviledge
of Sex, and kifs a thoufand times the lovely charming —

Mar. Hold, hold, people will miltske us for a Couple
of Beaux 'Ti5 not handfome for Men to kifs one
another

Fen. Chiefly while there are fo many Women lye idle.
Huth. Some body’s coming——Away to our Corners :
If ’tis the Country Squire, you know your Cue.  Exeunt

| Townley end Jenny.
Mariana fits in an arm'd Chacr, and lolls in a carelefs
poflure, bumming a Tune. Enter Lubbard.

Mar. Sure °tis the Booby, and alone, 3s we wifh'd.

&ub. Hither I'm got, and left alone toe: I'm not affraid
of a Woman——but yet I'm vext this Father-in-Law was
call'd away Ha! whom have we got here lolling ?
Sure I've miftaken the Room. -

2 B Ma
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oo dub. Why; then we arc cven' with ye, d’ye fee 5 for,
‘when we've had enough of a good thing there, We fend
our trath to you Londoners, and it goes down with ye for
dainty Fruit. . 00
Mar. Well faid, old Boy s and much good may't do
thee with thy bargam! ‘Women and Fathions hr:n. are
-Jeft off in a fortnight, and a Second hand Suit will ferve
in the Country as well as a new one.
Lub. Humh! Then, Srr, '.‘I:’ou are well acquainted with
the fafhion of the Lady:
_ 1 Mar. ‘Between you andl ‘no body better, Sirw——
I am thoroughly acqualntr:d with her.,
 Laub. Thoroughly !
- Mar. ‘From Head to Foot 5 I knnw her all over, Sir.
* Lub, Apretty intimate kind of an acquamtance trul;,r
And have you known her long, Sir2 |«
11 Mar., Oh! Sir, a great while and if yﬂu ‘cou d keep 2
Sv:cret
Lub. Oh never fear, Sir.
o Mar: I——I——ufe to !ye in hcr Chamber
| 'Lsiln ‘Do you fo truly? | PR
 Mar. Y'd téll you more, but yéu’ll tattlﬂ N odi I 1o
Lub. Do you take me for a Woman ? - 33
- Mar. Lalt mﬁht we lay in the {fame Bed. -
Lub. Humh ! And You like Your BeclfLIlow very well'?
 Mar- So! weil,_thal: this very night I muft lye with her
aga:n |
Zub. Al Rogue!
Mar. To tell you the truth, I cant well gﬂ to Epd withs
cont her, and fhe:can’t go to Bed without me, poor:Soul
Lub. A pretty eafie kind of a ‘Bride I am to expedt; craly.
11,0 Mar. - Sure'you-do not intend to! break'off ‘the Match
.now:yoit have gone on fo far - What I'told you muft not
hinder you. ' A man of Refolution, - or who's in Love to
{fome purpofe, never {tands upon fuch trifles as theﬁc how
Qdays, efpecially about Londoa: ) 1 ioding ¢ oaiall
_ G 3 Lub.

'
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Lxb. Pthaw, all thisis nothing, Sir® A man that loves
in good earnch, will never grudge to-have the/Dear
Creature diverted.

Mar. Efpecially when another bears moft Gf the Ex -
pences, old Boy.

Enter Townley, fiuging a piece of an old Sﬂﬂ J' e

‘Town: Where is this Lady of the Cafile?— Ha! Sir
Fobn here ! Dear Knight, let me Kifs thee. I'm ravifh'd
to have thee in my Arms.

Muar. Hold, Sir, you miftake me for Mariana. :

Tewn. May 1 dyeif I con'd embrace her with more
pleafure.

Lub. How thefe ugly Beanx make love to one another.

Mar. Pray, familiar Sir, forbear, and do not think to
drown my refentment in your impudent Carefizs. Did
not I forbid you all manner of pretenfions to this Woman.

Town. 1 wou'd not quarrel with thee, my Dear 5 but
thou haft had her long enough, prC[hE‘.E Jeave Ler to me
now. I have hopes of her Company to night. .

Lub A preity way of making Court to ones Rival truly.

Mar. Look you, I will lye with her to might in fpight
of all the World, Sir." I am not weary of 'her yet. Stay
but my time, and thou may{t have her yet, Boy.

Lub. So, ficlt come, firlt ferv’d. Then when comes
my turn ?

Town. Prethee be quiet 5 I come hither by her 2ppomt-
mci. th

Mzr. Then you (hall {ball go away by mine, Sir.

down. How, Sir 2

Mar. Look you, Sir, 1 hate Replys 5 there’s a Shorter
way of arguing——Draw.

Town. Lock you Sir, you blufter becaufe you've your
Yeoman of the Guard with the .racens Head to back you,
But come-oneé #« me, and I'll corertain you both.

Lub. What i, Sic! ¥amz petect Stranger to the Gen-
tleman’s perfon. 1 defire none ox }four entertainments truly

€ I wou'd
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I won'd fneak off, but that plaguy little Devil ftands
‘before the Door. | | afide.

Mar. Then [kand by, and fee fair play.

Aub. Hold ! ——I fhall have ye poke me through the
Guts by Chance medley, or you'll Murther one another,
and I fhall be Sufpended for doing nothing——Pray, No
Drawing here, good Gentlemen ! Have a little Confidera-
tion ;5 You may Muarther one another fomewhat more de.
cently in the ftreet. _

Mer. Well then I'll not draw here 5 but let that Block-
head and you leave me to my Pleafures.

Luxb. With all my heart.

Town. Ha Blockhead ! There ! —=Thus Boys fhou'd be
- us'd when they are faucy. [Strikes Lubbard inftead of Mar.
- Mar. Boys ! I fhall be hard enough for you, I warrant
you. There, Sir. [ Strikes Lubbard inffead of Town..

Lub. Hold, hold ; You two quarrel, but tis I bear the
blows.

Mar. You (hall feel what ’tis to provoke me. TI'll ap-
ply fomething to your Head. Takes wp a Chair, and:

offers to bit Townley with it, he does the like.

Town. Come on, Sir, I'll match you at your Weapons.

Lub. 'Slife 1 fhall have my Head comb’d with a Cane
Chair. Hold, Gentlemen : You'll dath my Brains out—
1 fhall be crufh'd to death. Murther. [Lubbard s e’

 this while between the two Chairs, guarding his Head.
Enter Jenny in a Coguettifh Drefs.

Fen. Blefs me! Fighting here ! Hold, ye Devils you.
Lay down your Arms. Hath there not been quarrelling
enough upon my account? Ata time I was dreffing for a-

- Matrimonial Squire, will you ruine me quite..

Town. Well, Sir, I'll take another opportunity, and T'll:
have fatistation too of this Fellow for hindring me.
.~ Mar. He held me, or I had maul'd your Sconce, Sir..
But I'll cut his Throat before 1 leave him.. '

Liebs
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Tub. Good Gentlemen, pray make an' end of your own
Quartel firt,  ‘Slife, 1came out of the Weft to Marry
here, that'sa Venture dreadful enough to a Squires Head
{ure: Muft I hazard my whole Body too ? For ought I
{ce the Lady may entertain s all.

- Jer. What, then you'are the Dear Man chpe&ed
Let me embrace you, Sweet Sir. ¢

Lub. A good eafic way of begl nning acquaintance tn:ll y.

Fen. But are you the Lubbard 1 am to Marry mdﬁed ?

Lub. Yes, Madam, at your fervice.

Fer. A proper man, and not quite fo ‘ugly as 1 e:ﬂ:peﬂ:-
ed. I don't know but I may like him' well enﬂugh for a
Husband in time.

Iub. Heh! The Jade is {initten with me already.

Jer. Boy, fome Wine! Or are you for aDram my
Denr? 1 have the beft cool Nants or Ratafia ‘in any La-

dy’s Clofetin the Kingdom. ' Some :Chairs—~2-Come fit
dow n, you have too much fenfe to mind thefe Fellows.
I can’t get rid of the Rogues : “They are fomewhat rude,
but you'd think ’em' mofk dwertmg Convcrfatmn if you
I{nf,w ‘em as well as T do.

Lub. Ay, if I knew ’em as well 45 yuﬂ da-—-—L- Where
am I got again'! v [afide.

Ferr. We mult difpence witha' hftle Impertinence, Cl_uld
elic twere Melancholic living, here in the Country
Come Spoufe, My Service t'ye. ' You're welcome :

Lub. efide. Wou'd T were as well gorie: The ugljr
and the handfome Holdfafts are all alike, truly.

Mar. Come, the Squire’s Health ! Since Mamage is his
aim, I give way, en gallant homme, and wifh him joy. ¢

Town, 1 do as much. ' Come his Health. “Tig'well
done, "to countenance thuf& that Marry, iur the Encou-
ragement of thofe that don’t, =!° AEAEiIR) .j’"’

Lub. We are much oblig'd to ye, traly, =~ =~

Mar. But you muft not {poy!l the Lady, Sir' 1 Shfm the
belt condition'd thing in the World. Wlth {uch a Wife
you'll never want company. Town.
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Jen. Prethee go home to your Wife, I have an honou-
rable Lover here. : 4

Mim. Pthaw, me no matter your Lover nor my Wife —
Oh begar, here fhe is.

Lub. Y'm glad on’t with all my heart.

Enter Digger, dref? like  Frenchowoman.

Dig. Where be dat Rogue my Ousband 2

Mim. Here, Madame, a votre {ervice.

Dig. Alh! Coquin! You keepe de bad Company.

Mim. Jernic muft be very bad to be vorfe den yours.

Dig. AhIngrat! Where will you find {ufh fine brown
€omplexion ? Sufh fine black Eyes ? Sulh fige Airs?

Mim. Begar de good Taught to drown de Noife-——
Play, de Fiddle. Show your fine Airs, Madamoifelle. A4/-
lons. [ The Fiddles play @ Minuet, Townley takes

 Digger by the hand, and they begin a Dance.
Enter Old Mr Holdfaft, 1abella led by him, and
Kitty afier ber.

Iub. Hey day ! Here’s Cother Father-in-Law.

0. Hold. Hey ! Whom have we here? Fenny ! Why in
this Drefs? Where’s my Daughter, Huzzy 2 ———w
A {hame on her, this muft be fhe 1o Man's Cloaths | —e——=
Blefs me ! What's the meaning of all this ? [ Ex. Jenny,
Mimic, Digger and Fiddles.
Ifab. My Coufin Townley here! = °

She goes and talks privately with Townley.

Mar. Forgive me, Sir—Toavoid an unpleafing Match.

0. Hold. Youunqualific your felf for any Match at all—
I'll hear no more — You muft and fhall Marry this
Gentleman.

Lub. What, me > Two Words to a Bargain
a pretty Rogue 3 but {he’s a damn’d little Bully-heck
No, fhe's too familiar with the Breeches to have any thin
to do with mine So I'll €'en trot back to feck f
kruit in the Country, and do youeen wear out your
Town Fathions, and fecond hand Things among Four

: : clves

She’s
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{elves, with nothing about you but what’s Counterfeit 5
falle Profpects, falfe Lights, falfc Hair, falle Calves, falfc
Faces, falle Maids, falfe Wine, and falle Womeén. [ Exit
Lubbard.
0. Hold. to Ifab. Madam, you find my Family {ome-
what in Diforder : But I'll foon fet all right. My
~ Children’s Difobedience fhall but make way for your ad-
vantage———So let ‘em ¢'en turn ouf, and live on what
their Unkle left ‘em, while you and I'ftay heré; and cn-
joy one another.
Town. Be pleas'd, Sir, to- .
- Q. Hold. Sit, 1 will not be pleas’d ~——at leaft not wich
youn———Pray who are you, Sir? |
Ifzb. He’s a Worthy Gentleman, and my near Relation.
Tewn. Sir, I have Forgivenefs to ask rather than Favor.
I have afpir'd to your Daughter without your Leave——es
Love'is all my Exeufe. My Name is Townley : My Birth
and Family are well known : My Fortune is not great, but
yet not contemptible. I have try'd the Follies of Youth
enough to defpife 'em, and wifh now for nothing buc the
Lovely Mariana, and your Confent, to make me the hap-
pielt Lover, and the moft obfervant Son-in-Law in the
World, -~ . . |
0. Hold. A pretty Fellow this, if Words wou'd do.[ «fie.
To hinm. Sir, I refpect your Family, and don’t miflike your
Perfon. But fair and foftly 5 T'll hear what Mr Richly
fays of you. - 1
“Afab. Go to my Father, and get him to be your Friend.
Town. ¥ will, and mean while take my leave. [ Ex.Town.
Mar. There’s nothing here now can engage my {tay.
Sy 30 Exi# Mariana.
- Jub. Why, Mr Holdfaf, this is all wrong : I love Mu~
fick, Dancing, and Jovial Company. To have mix'd with
'em, had been better than to fright ‘em away.
0. Hold. Oh! We¢'ll be more merry by our felves,

Qaar Madam.

H | - Sings.
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Sings. * Sure no Mufick is fo fweet
“ As when two kind Lovers meet. ¢ 01 _
¢ Both in Tune, in proper Place: . -1l 2u90 ®
¢ Juft the Treble, and the Bafs. '
« None to know but Love and they .
“ How they toy, and how they play, |
“ Witha zing, zon dong, and a Mcrry Song, all along,
Ifab. Well, for my part, I think my felf but half hap- -
py if others don’t fhare, or at lealt know and envy my
happinefs. Give me Mirth, Treats, Balls, Fine Cloaths,
Jewels, a great Equipage, rich Furniture. How yours
Jooks ! Foh! The outcaflts of fome Couatry Inn ! I muft
have all things new and fine, when I fix here..
0. Hold. Blefs me ! I took you for the beft Hufwife in
the World. Sure I dream——Or you're but in Jeft.
Ifzb. Oh1 A Woman’s always in Earneft about thefe
matters———1'11 have all the old Servants, all the old
Lumber turn’d out. ritia : "okl
0. Hold. But what if I won’t; dear Madam?
Ifab. 111 do’t whether you will or no, dear Sir.
 Emter Young Holdfaft, .
Y. Hold. What, at variance already, Sit? ~ -
Ifzb. Only practifing a little Matrimonial Mufic, Sig, '/
2. Hold. Methinks you're fomewhat out of T une, tho.
Ifab. What fhou'd a Woman- facrifice her Youth for,
but to make herfelf amends in fomething elfe. ,
O. Hold. Very pretty cfaith. o daer o
. Hold. Oh Sir, thss is nothing when once you're us'd
to't. Enter Digger in his Gardener's Drefry
Dig. Blefs me, Sir, what fhall we do? Here’s a whole
Houfe and Yard full of hageous grim Souldiers, jult come
in a foot and a horfeback. The Folks think ’tis the whole
Army. There’s a fine Gentleman among ‘em, who they.
{ay is the Brother of my new Lady thatstobe, ¥ & -
Ifab. Sure “tis my Brother the Captain, with his Troop
—Let’s go meet him. Ex. Iabella, Kitty and Digger:
' 0. Hold,

ut |
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0. Held. Well, now we fhall fee this noble £ijitain.
Do you know him? iy -

Y. Hold. Very well, Sir 5 he's a brave defperate Fellow,
fit for the Poft he's in. |

O, Hold. I've no great affeCtion for Souldiers.

T. Hold. As yon love Reace, let him not perceive it, Sir,

Enmter Sharp Iske an Officer of Dragoons, [everal Dragoons
T after bim. . Habella and Kirty.

Sharp. Halt! Fire and Plunder, What d’ you mean,
Gentlemen ! At an Attack, or your Quarters, you Dra-
goons are {till for pufthing beyond your Orders Four
of ye will be enough here So——it feems, Sifter, I
cou'd not have come in a better Time They told mé
at my Father's Lodgings that you were here and expetted
me. -

Ifzb. 'Twas kindly done——=This is the Gentleman
to whom my Father Marries me. .

Sharp. Who, this young one?

Ifab. No, that Gentleman. |

Sharp. Oh! Ay, this looks like a Husband, and a grave

- Fatherly Choice. Our old Gentleman usd indeed to fay,
- he woud havea Man of Years and Difcretion. Moft .
Husbands muft aét the part of Guardians in this Age:

0. Hold. Why, this Captain talks as wilely, as if he

had been Married himfelf. Sy
- Sharp. My Reverend Brother-in-Law, we muft be better
acquainted. .

O. Hold. With all my heart, good Captain. |
- Sharp. Your Looks don’t promife a numerous Broods

Brother——Yon have livid, and I fancy you Marry more
for a Friend than for a Bedfellow But pray who’,
this young Gentleman? I fheu'd know him. Sure ’tis
Sim Holdfaf# ! Honeft Siz, that I fhou’d find thee here !
Thou art {o alter'd I proteft I fcarce knew thee.

Y. Hold. This is my Father’s Houfe, Facks and he’s
going to Marrythis Lady. % f

a L -E--’f'f'e
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Sk} ¥ Mr Holdf: faft I 1 only knew you by Reputation,
burn me, Well, we'li talk of Bufinefs prefently =—Here,"
heigh! Where are my Fellows ?  Bufie with my Horfes, T
{uppofe——Gentlemen with your Leave ~——We Souldiers
are not us’'d -to much Ceremony Brother Dragoon,
prethee help me off with thefe Things. [4 Dragoon

helps bhim to pull off bis Great Coat, &c.

O. Hold. The Captain is a pretty Fellow enough, but
Iie has an ugly Crew at his heels. Lafede.

1 Dragoorr. Where will you have thefe Things laid ?

Sharp. thrf: you will I fancy my Quarters now
are at my Brother-in-Law’s, thcre no Room at my Father’s”
Lodgings. e

Y: Hold. 1 thall be very glad of your Cnmpanjr..-.__. :
Here, fee that the Captain’s Things be laid in the Cham-"
ber ncxt tomine. [ Ex. Servant, with Sharp's Coat, &e. .

“Sharp. Well, now what’s to be done 2 - When is the
Wedding to be 2

Ifab. Why, firft there muft be tiew anilure Coaches
Liverics, Cloaths ——

éﬁnrp Hold, good S1ﬁer Let’s Marry as we are.
Death and Ruin, what need is there of all thefe Thmgs >
a Married Lifc is expenfive enough Wwithont “ém: '
I already look on Mr Ha!dﬁzﬂ as my Brother, and T'won'd
fave him-———None of thefe Expenccs; if )r::u Iuw: your
felf.

O. Hold. A Notable Fellow this fora Souldier'l Wlmd
have thought it of a Man of his havocking Traded

Sharp. But e'te we talk more of thefe matters, I'cou’d
wifh my Equipage were taken Care of ——— We have had
along March, and I have here a good many Men and
Horfes, that have not refref’d fince morning. '

Y. Hold: We'll take Care of ‘efn » My Father has rUumT
for thlrty Horfes in his Stable, - ° ; :

Sharp. Jult what T wanted, At -8

0. H.
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- 0. Hold. Ay, butI have ncither Oats nor Hay—emIf I

- had, it fhow'd be very much at your Service.

Y. Hold. T beg your Pardon, Sir, I faw Hay and Corn
brought in this Afternoon. e .
- O, Hold. Blefs . me, Sit 1 You're very Diligent! Who
bid you troubl®your felf ? | ,
Y. Ho!d. Ben't uneafie, Sir: "Twill be but for a Day o
two 3 and, if youll belicve me, we'll fend ‘em then to
your other Houfe twelve miles off. There theyll find
enough for Men and Horfes. _
0. Hold. Ah, theu mifchievous Son  of a——[ muft be
devour’d at home and abroad, muft 12
- Sharp. Plunder-Quarter.
- 2d Drag. Here, an’t, like your Honour.
Sharp. How many Dragoons have we here ?
ad Drag,; Four; and fourteen more about the Houfe, Sir.
Sharp. How many Horfes >
2d Drag. Eighteen, befides your fix.
Sharp. How many Servants 2
-2d Drag. Five, an’t like your Honor. |
. Sharp, Let all things be ready to morrow, to march
where the Gentleman will tell you,

. ad~Drag. Ay, but to night where dor we Quarter 2

b;rg. ‘Where? Duall, dull, for a Dragoon. : *$life, aré

not we . well . here 2~ My Men don’tknow you yez,

Brother. IEHT * :
" 0. Hold. afide. 1 don’t much care they fhou'd, Brother.

s What a dewfe means all this. }, He who but jult be-
fore was for putting me to no Expence,, now makes no-~
thing of bringing forty or fifty Mouths to eat me eut of

 Houfe and home.

“Sharp. calls a 3d Dragoon te him. :-Tﬁrror---.—-l-lark you, :
We're in good Quarters:: . Live like Princes s - Eat luftily,

: tdpﬂ ahundantly, t'ar;f;{_ dﬂl’lk the Gﬂ;\t[ﬁmm’S Hﬁ_ﬂlth e

For your Horfes, fec em well litter'd;) and " full fed,, ’-1."1“3-'
: your -



5 4 “Farewel Folly," Oi*’ B
your felves = But no Noife : Be as civil
can : There will be no need to beat' any Bady here

ad Drag. We'll keep good Order, ' Sir,

O. Hold. Ay, ye look like orderljr Gentlemen mdsed

Sharp. Scar—~"em; Spare——nong, Rapine, and Havock,
Bully hoft! Where are they ?

ad Drag. Bufie about the Houfe, Sir.

O. Hold. Deliver me! ‘What dreadful Sounds are the[‘e :
Muft all thefe ugly Names edt and drink at my Coft > ——
Sure ’m got among the Frereh Dragoons ! Or they think
they are “in Bavaria, How muft they mawl an Enemy, if
they are o dreadful to their Landlors.  Enter Shab.

Shab. Pray, Mr Captain, order your Gentlemen 0 be
euict, will you? If you don't, we muft be forc'd to leave
the Houfe. -

0. Hold. Ah, Shab | What have they done, $kab!

Enter ngie |

Dig. Why, Sir, here are fuch rude doings ; ﬁlch a ha-
vock made by thefe Souldiers.

0. Hold. How, Digger? Tell me —

Dig. The thorw whule Sacks of Corn down from the
Cﬂckluft gather the Fruit off the Trees, take the Neats'
Tongues off the Kitchin Chimney, the Cheefes off the
Shelves, Flitches of Bacon off the Racks, the Beef out of
the Powdering Tub, and what not ? They've cut our poor
Turkey Cock’s Throat and they fay they’ll Spit Cocks,
Hens, Ma{’rer and all, if we don’t find ’em more Victuals,

0.Hold. Find 'em Ratsbane I fhall be eaten up
indeed ——MNoble Ca tam § :

Sharp. Tl otalk {'ﬂ ‘em [Gﬂ#g :

0. Hold. T'll go with you, to {top the Plund’ring of my
Houfe.

Sharp. Not for the World, Brother. D’ye know what
tis for the Man of the Houft to crofs thefe Gentlemen,
when they are (harp fe. Exit. Sharp

-3 -jbu

O.h Hold.



The ﬁﬂ?ger the Wifer.

]
0. Hold. By the Blood of the Holdfufls; Tl 1?1
_ ﬂay till. he comes back-—But ’tis very well, Madam——

“If T have the Honor to Marry you, I muft at ‘the fame time
Marry a Regiment of Dragoons. Enter Sue.

" Swe. Blefs us, Sir, is it true your Worfhip order’d the
Hogfhead of French Wine to' be piercd, and drawn for
the Gentlemen Dragoons in the Kitchen 2

0. Hold. How ! " Pierce my Hogfheads ! Pierce their

Guts, ‘or mine rather. ' "T'was a Prefent, and will fell for
forty pounds, and make ten Pipes of Eﬂghﬁr Claret.

Sue. D'ye fee now ! Wasn’t [ in the Right to offer to
lay thefefine’ Gentlemen a Wager that. ‘twas a Story ?
§' Lidikins you have charg'd us often enough to give no
Soul the leaft Thing in the Varfal World.

‘0. Hold. And I (till do the fame, Sufan. Be fure you
give nothing to thefe Fellows,

Sxe. No more 1 won’t, an’t like your Wurfh:p [Curtfres]
D‘ye‘ fee now ! If'1 had believ’d thofe Ninnies ! |

'0. Hold. He, he, he! Then you gave'the Rogues none
of the Wine ?

- Swe. Give'em the Wine ! Ads me, I knew better Things!
——¢’ Troth I €’en let ’em take it themf{clves, .
. O.Hbsld. Ha! And who gave 'em the Key of the Cellar 2
Y Swe. The Key, an’t pleafe your Worfhip I' Why, thefe
Gentlemen ufe no Keys, Sir: . They haveno need of any.
Eook you, Ican’t well tell ye how they goesto work ;
whethr—;r they deals with: the Black Art ; but they ncn
fmner fhows their grim F'u:es before a DUDI‘, but, Buunee |
Open flyes Door. %
2t O thd Mercy o’ me, and m}r Hugfhﬂar.l
:  Re-enter Sharpi 110

S}:urp WeH Bruthcr now be eafiels: Your Cocks. and
Hens are all in good-health.:! I've tal-:en care that all fhall
go svell for the Future; - You may be fure 1 wow'd bring
no' body’ h:ther bumwhai: I knaw to- be gcmd Sober Pm
pl‘e. el il pa' ' . .

0. Hold.
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O. Hold. Very Sober People truly ! If thefe be your
Sober Men, pray what are the reft of the Army 2 |
Sharp, Thefe are all clever Fellows, the leaft as tall as
your Worfhip. poR (] 1119955 8 Tl

O. Hold. Wou'd their Necksiwere - ftretch'd as long as
my Arm, to make ‘em {o much the taller ! afde.

Enter Kichly and Townley., « ..

Rich. 86, Sirl I'm glad -to find you here. | \Now my
Son’s came; 'we'll -have a Merry Wedding. - Pve brought
this Gentleman, my Nephew, with me to wifh you Joy.

©. Hoid. 1 with ye all as much with all my heart !

Sharp. Come,. Brother Matrimony, bear up, Man,. - |

Rich. Son, prethee look chearfully; . bl P

Ifab. A little gaiety, Mr Holdfafts - i 11 |

1" Hold. Father, don’t look fo Melancholy. When
will you be Merry, if you are not fo now ?

Sharp. O ho'! Madam Melancholy, ' won't. you then
leave our future Brother > 'We'll try that prefently, Come
Dragoons, you've vext my Brother, you muft try to divert
him. Let him fee your drinking Exercife, _

Enter twelve Dragoons, with Druws beiting, and Hoboys

playing.  Sharp places himfelf at the head of ‘em, and. .

they exercife, each with a Flask 'of Wine and a Glafs,

Sharp. Halt.—~———Silence!———That’s the firft Word of
Command~—-Dragoons, have a Care~~——Wheel to the
Right and Left, and draw up in a Rank——— Halte——
Joyn your Right Hand to your Flask——Poife your Flask
e R et your Flask———Order your Flask Ground
your Flask— —Quit your Flask Take your Glafs in
your Left Hand===Joyn your Right Hand to your Glafs
Advance your Gla{s Mouth-high ~—=~ Proffer your
Glafs to your Mouth—-—Bleaw your Glafs————— Recover

our Flask Poife your Flask ~— Joyn your Glafs to
%ﬂur Flask Charge——Reft your Flask Open
your litcle: Mouth— Open it wider Clear one

Lip with- the other Joyn Glafs and Mouth toge-

; ~ ther
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“ They baffle all Sorrow 5 ne’re lend tho they borrow,.

“ And enju?ing to Day, fcorn to think of to morrow,

“ {n Fields or 1n Quarters they lead merry Lives,

“ And pay their kind Landlords, by Kifling thieir Wives.

« With a duba dub, and a merry Tune, [Drums and

“ Oa the Jolly Dragoﬂn Hmm’)aj.r joyn in Chorus, and
the refl af 154:—' Dragoors repeat the Bﬂrtﬁm

“ How chearful they move, whcn each drawing hlESWOI"d,
“ Charge, Charge is the cry, and then Plunder’s the word !
“ Then bﬂld m a wonder, and dreadfal like Thunder,

“ *Tis vain to oppofe, they're for bringing all under.

‘“ And mounting the Breach, all oppofers run down,

“ Oh then with what Pleafure they enter the Town.

“ With adub a dub,and a mcrry Tune,Oh che }crllyDraguon !

Sharp. Well, old Boy, is not this a rare Way of ma—k'-'
ing' War with Thirlt and Melancholy ? -~——What,- hum
drum 2

Rich. Mr Holdfsft, what fay you ? ,

0. Hold, Say, 1 don’t know what to fay—— T like
none of your Exercife— It puts me in mind that I am too-
Old for a Soldler and, perhaps for a Husband.

Sharp. Heigh ! Arc you thereabouts, Old Dry boots >
Then pay us the 4000 /.

- Rich. Ay Mr-Holdfaf#, or you'll come by the worft on't.

O. Hyld. Heigh! Are you thercaboats, Old Tartap
Catcher ? Then pay me the 4ooo /. or your Daughter
will come by the worft on't.

Sharp. Why, fhe'll pack you off in a fortnight, and
who'll have the worft on’t then ?

O. Hold. 1defy her—It may be a month bzfore I give
her occalion.

Sharp- Look to't, if you don’t give a Woman occafion

to be pleas'd, ten to one bur the’ll take it to difpleale you.
- O: Hold.




























