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Tothe RicaT HoNouRrABLE the

CoUN.TEss of HERTFORD.

MADAM,

29 HAVE now the Honour of pre-
¢ fenting a CoMEDY to Your La-
5% dythip, which has not in it one
* indecent Expreflion, nor one im-

moral Thought, This, perhaps, may give it
no Advantage on the Stage, {ince it happens
to be {o dire&ly contrary to the ufual Re-
prefentations there; but (what is a much
sgreater Glory) it will be the molft powerful
Recommendation to the Favour and Protec-
tion of Your Ladyfhip, and is a Circum-
ftance without which I could never have
prefum’d to offer it to Your Perufal. Your
Ladyfhip has too difcerning and juft a Tafte
A 2 g o
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to approve even of the moft witty Per-
formances, if they have the leat Tendency
to corrupt the Mind; and Your Candor is
{ufficient to excufe a great many Defects in
an Entertainment which employs no Arts to
pleale, but fuch as are honeft and innocent.
Moliere, M AD A M, is, properly, the Au-
thor of this Play : for moft of the Scenes in it
are tran{lated from one or other of his Come-
dies 3 and the only little Merit I pretend to,
is, that of having work’d them up into one
Plot, and made them unite in carrying on
the fame Defign.  But, even this, I hope,
may be of fome Service towards reftoring
Good Senfe and Decency, and help to prove
that Comedy may be entertaining without the
leaft mixture of Ribaldry or Profanenefs.
That amiable Goodnels and Humility, in
the midft of Courts and Grandeur, for
which Your Ladyfhip is fo defervedly re-
. markable, have embolden’d me to make this
humble Offering, and feck for Shelcer under
Your great Name, ------ W hither fhould the
Mufes fly, but toThofe who know them,
and love them becaufe they know them 2---
Few, indeed, have a Tafte {ufhciently deli-
cate to find a Pleafure in their Acquain—
tance, or Greatnefs of Soul enough to give
“ontliem
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them Prote&tion; and, amongft thofe Few,
how juftly do you ftand the foremoft ! -----
Titles, Riches, Dignities, are poflefs'd by
many ; but to wear them gracetully, to en-
joy them truly, unenvy'd, belovid, reverd
by all; is the peculiar Happinefs of Lady
HERTFORD, who, fuperior as fhe is in
Honours and Perfonal Qualities, is ftill more
fuperior in the Embellifhments of the Mind,
and in the Praétice of every eminent and
graceful Virtue.
That Heaven may long blefs Mankind
with {o bright a Pattern of real Worth and
true Greatnefs, is the zealous Wifh of,

MApaw,
Tour Ladyfig's moft obliged and

moft devoted bumble Servant,



PROLOGUE

Spoken by Mr. M 1L L S, Senior.

"IN [vme, fair Garden, where. the vernal Showers

Have blefs'd. the Soily and vais'd the blooming Flowers,
The anxious Lover walks with curious Eye,
And marks and cells *em as be paﬁ: bys
From each gay Border be [tleéts the beft,
And forms a Nofegay for bis Flora’s Breaft.
With equal Pleafure, and with equal, Care,
From the rich Treafurcs of the great Moliere,
The Author of To-night bas bore away
The various Parts which form the following Play 3
No Merit to bimfelf be dares to claim
And bopes you'll think that be deferves no Blame.

But O ! ’tis bold, in this cenforious Age,
To dare to bring pare Nature-on the Stage s
When Tafle and Writing both are funk [o low,
That nought’s produc’d or lik'd but Song and Shew.
In Johnlon’s, Fletcher’s, and great Shakefpear’s Days,
To Senfe and Virtue Pocts tun’d their Lays, }
For Senfe and Virtue then were fure of Praife
Genius was then the Soul of Poefy
Nature the Miflrefs, always in its Eye; -
And Wit the Maid, whom it addre(s’d ber by, }
But inthis [cribling, Monfler-breeding Age,
Nature and Senfe are banifb’d from the Stages
Do charm the Eye or Ear is made the whole,
And none or dares, or aims to touch the Soul :

For
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For Thisy our Bard affumes the Doétor’s Part,
In hopes to reach that Gangrene of the Heart :
A Dofe be brings, where every Drug finds Place,
Thar's judg’d of Service in the de[p'rate Cafe.

In fhorty good Sirs, To-night we att a Play,
That's fary far diff 'rent from the modérn I¥ay s
So wery diffevent, it has not got
One fingle Simile, and but one Plots
No courtly Phrafe to bide the want of Thought,
Nor dubions Feft, with meanle(s Meanings fraughts
Chafle Wit and [olid Senfe alone are. join'd,

Fit for the modeft Ear, and manly Mind.
© Let others pleafe at Modefly’s Expencey
And barter Virtue for the Foys of Senfes
Such mean, pernicious Arts, we [corn, nor dare
Corrupt the Heart to gratify the Ear:
Yo make Infiruction Partner with Delight,
Shall be our Care by Day, our Thoughts by Mrglrr 3
This gladly we purfise — the aﬂ.{'y Wway
Your boundlefs Favours we can 'er repay:
Aeccept then, with & kind indulgent Smile,
This firfl-frust Offering of our grareful Teil,

Dramatis

by



Dramatis Perfonz,

Sir Credulous Hippithy, A
Heartwell, bis Brother, My

Beaumont, 2 Young Gentleman of
Fortune, in Love with Belina, _%M"

Dy. Mummy, Phyfician to Sir Cre-
dulous,

Dr. Dialcordium, another Phyfi-
cian, : , : ’ }Mf
Looby Headpiece, E/7; Nephew
to Dy. Mummy: } g

} M.

. Griffin,
. Mills, Sewior.

. W, Mills.

Johnfon,

. Miller.

. Cibber.

Myr. Galleypot, an Apothecary, Myr, Harper.
Mr. Cranny, an Attorney, Mer. Sheppard,

Jofeph, a Country-Fellow, Servant % My
#o Headpiece, ~

Poet, : : M.
Conftable, Mr,

WOMEN.

.« H, Feneh,

Oates,
Hallam, Senior.

Lady Hippith, fecond Wife ”}Mﬂ. Butler.

Sir Credulous,

Belina, Daughter to Sir Credulous, Mrs. Pritchard.
Agnes, younger Daughter to Sir Crc-g Mis. Robinfon.

dulous,

Primrofe, Belina's Maid, « Ms. Heron.

S CE N E, Grofvenor-Square.

THE
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MOTHER-IN-LAW:
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DocToRr the DisEASE
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SCENE, Sir Credulous Hippifb’s Houfe.

BELINA, PRIMROSE.

BELINA;

2 RIMROSE !
YD  Prim. Madam.

mifes  Belina. Look on me a little.

Prim. Welly 1 do look on you.

Belina. Primrofe !

Prim. Well, what would you have with Primrofe ?

Belina. Can’t you guefs?

Prim. Some Talk, I fuppofe, of our new Acquain-

tance, Mr, Beaumont.

B Belina.
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Belina. Since you knew that, Primrefe, why did
not you begin to talk of him firft, and fpare me the
pains of forcing thee upon it?

Prim, Youdon't give me Time to do it: You are
fo very induftrious in that Point, ’tis a hard Matter to
be beforehand with you.

Belina. 1 own, that I can never be tir’d of fuch an
agrecable Subject ; and, as you are the only Perfon I
dare difcover my Inclinations to

Prim. True: Come then, you fhall have a breath-
ing Bout begin prefently tho’y and be as fhort as
poflible, for your Father, you know, at this time of
Day, is wanting fome Slop or other every Moment ;
and if he were to take but a Bafon of Gruel lefs than
his Do&ors prefcribe him, the very Thoughts of it
would kill him. Come, what would you fay?

Belina. Tell me, Primrofe, doft thou blame me for
the good Opinion I have of him?

Prim. No, no, d’ye think I'm a Fool?

Belina. Would you have me infenfible to all his
Vows and Proteftations of Affection?

Prim. Lack-a-day! No.

Belina. Pr’ythee tell me now, don’t youreally think
there was fomething of Deftiny in the odd Adventure
that brought us acquainted ?

Prim. Certainly.

Belina. W as there not fomething uncommonly gen-
teel and brave in that Aftion of relcuing me, without
knowing any thing of me?

Prim. True.

Belina. And was it poffible for any onc to make a
more generous Ufe of it? |

Prim. Agreed.

Belina. Then you can’t but think him very band-
fom, Primrofe ?

Prim. Moft certainly.

4 Belina. Then he talks, Primrofe, he talks like an
ngel, ' .
Prim. Good.——— But come, have you nothing new

to fay of him? [I’ve had all this fifty times over al-

ready, ~ Belina.
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Belina. But, my dear Primrofe, doft thou believe he
is fo much in love with me as he pretends to be?

Prim. Um! Troth that’s not abfolutely to be de-
pended upon: The Shew of Love is very like the
F(cality ; and I’ve feen Aétors of that Part who have
perform’d it to a Miracle.

Belina. Well, I can’t poflibly fufpeét him of the
leaft Deceit in the Manner he fpeaks. -

Prim. In the Manner you heary I believe not. But
this Queftion will {foon be clear’d up. The Refolu-
tion he hath taken, as he writ you Yefterday, to ask
your Father’s Confent, will foon difcover if his Pro-
:ieﬁatinns be real or not. That will be a Proof in-

ced. -

Belina. My Father can certainly have no Objetion
to the Propofal; he can never be againtt ir,. fure.

Prim. That’s not as he will himfelt. You know
how finely he’s manag’d by his old Doétor, and young
Wife. ——— Oh! that Mother of yours, Madam
. that Mother-in-law, I mean, of yours, is a fad Jade,
with Reverence be it fpoken; her daily Bufinefs, ever
fince fhe came into the Houfe, has been to wheedle
and chear the fond old Gentleman of all that he has;
and her daily Prayers, that, as foon as fhe has got ail,
fhe may tumble him into his Coffin.

Belina. I'm as well convinced of her Prejudice to
me, as of her Power over my Father 3 all my Hopes,
therefore, are placed in you, Primrofe.

Prim. We'll do our beft. Her fawning Lady-
thip tries all ways to gain me over to her Intereft, but
fhe may fpare her Pains; [ don’t care for cheating,
except in Love and at Cards. — But we have f{taid
tactling here too long, I fhall be knock’d o’ the Head.

Belina. But hold, Primrofe, can’t you by fome means
or other found my Father, to find whether Beaumqut
has made any Application to him or not?

Frim. Blefs me! what Hafte you are in! Why,
you had better fend him word to come and ‘do it im-

mcdiately, if you can’t live another Day without him.
B 2 Belina,
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Belina.. Sure, Primrofe, you have never knewn what
*tis to be in Love! '

Prim. Yes, yes, I have; and I know what ’tis to
pity poor Souls that are ——- So come along with me
into fome Room where we may hear your Father’s
Bell, and there we’ll talk a little more about him.
Ha, ha, ha! : [ Exeunt.

SCENE IIL

Sir Credulous difcover'd in an Eafy-Chairy by a Table,
on which are Phials, Galleypots, Bolus’s, &c. and a
large File of Apothecaries Bills. —— Sir Credulous
baving a long Apothecary’s Bill in bis Hand, which be
is cafling up. _

Sir Cred. Three and two’s Five, and five’s Tens
Three and two’s Five. [7Zaking off bis Spectacles, and
Sfighing] O lack! O lack! I profefs it 1s a grievous
Fatigue to examine and caft up one’s Apothecary’s Bills.
It does one almoft as much harm as all the Phyfick in
’em did one good, and yet this is but of a moderate
Length But I've juft got thro’ it. [Patting on
bis Spectacles again.] Item the 29th, an Aperient,
Stomatick, Corroborative, Bolus, compos'd fecun-
dum Artem, to expel, diflipate and evacuate his
Wortfhip’s ill Humours, 6s5. 64. There’s one thing
in my Apothecary which pleafes me much, and that
is, his Bills are always mighty civil: — His Worfhip’s
il Humours, 6s. 6d. ~——Ay, but Mr. Galleypot, it is
not enough to be civil, you {hould be a little reafona-
ble too, and not flea your poor Patients; 65. 6d. for
a Bolus! your Servant for that; you never reckon’d
me more in your other Bills than ys. and gs. in the
Language of an Apothecary, is as much as to fay half
a Crown there it 1s then, half a Crown., — /tem
the faid Day at Night, an Heparick, Soporifick, Som-
niferous Julep, compos’d to make his Worfhip fleep,
25. 6d. I don’t complain of that, for it made me
fleep well. Item the 30th, a good deterfive (:ily-
iter,
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fter, compos’d of double Catholicon, Rhubatb, Mel
Rofarumy &c. according to Dr. Mummy’s Prefcription,
- to wath, fcour, cleanfe, and deterge his Worfhip’s
Abdomeny 45. 6d. — What! 4. 64d.! for a Clyfter!
You jelt, you jeft, Mr. Galleypot ; you fhould ufe your
- Patienrs with fome Humanmty :  If this be your way
of treating People, one would be fick no longer: Put
down, putdown 3s.if you pleafe. Three and
~ twa’s five, and five’s ten, and ten’s twenty; twenty
‘and ten’s thirty, and five thirty-five. —— Sum Total
for the Month of December is Thirty-five Pounds fe-
ven Shillings and fix Pence. -I’'m glad we are fo
moderate, Let me fee then, in this Month I
have taken but one, two, three, four, five, fix, feven,
eight Purgative Medicines ; and one, two, three, four,
five, fix, feven, eight, nine, ten, cleven, twelve Bot-
tles of Cordial Julep; and laft Month I took T welve
of the one, and Twenty of the other. 1 don’t won-
der that I'm not fo well this Month as I was the laft.
Hah! I feel the Effcéts of my Omiffion already ; I'm
feiz’d all over with a thivering Fit. Where’s Primrofe ?
Where are they all? My {peaking’s to no purpofe,
1’m always left alone. [Rings a Bell.] They are deaf:
Primrofe! [ Rings.] My Bell’s not loud enough.
[Rings.] s it poflible they could leave a poor fick
Crearture all alone in this manner? Oh miferable! O
Heavens! they’ll let me die here. [ Rings louder.] W hy,
Primrofe ! 1 fay. -

LEnter Primrofe.

Prem, Here I am,: Sir.

Sir Cred. Ah, you Slut! Ab, you Baggage !

Prim. [ Pretending to bave burt her Head.] The Duce
had your Impatience for me, ringing at fuch a rate —
you have made me break my Head againft the Win-
dow-fhurtter, I’'m fure, hurrying one fo.

Sir Cred. Ah, Traitrefs! '

Prim. Oh! Oh! [ Crying, to prevent his Scolding.

Sir Cred. "Tis a

Prim, Oh! Oh!

B 3 Sir. Cred.
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Sir Cred. *T'is an Hour —m—

Prim. Oh! Oh!

Sir Cred. Hold your faucy Tongue, that I may fcold
at thee, or il

Pﬂm I like that indeed, after what I have done to

y lelf.

Szr Cred. Thou haft made me bawl my Thmm: fore,
Giply

F’ﬂm. And you have made me break my Head; fo
fet one againft ’other, and we are quit.

Sir Cred. How, Confidence!

Prim. 1f you {cold, I'll cry.

8ir Cred. To icave me, you Jade ———

Prim. Oh! QOh!

Sir Cred. Again! I fhall run mad! Why, you perr,
brafen, abominable, provoking Monfter, than’t I have
the Pleafure of Scolding at thee neither ?

Prim. If you have the Plealure of Scolding, ’tis but
fair thac I ﬂlould have the Pleafure of Crying; one’s
as reafonable a Pleafure as t’other,

§ir Cred. Well, well, ha’ done — Take away thefe

- things here, and ii:e you get me my Grucl ready.

Prim. Ay, this Dr. AMemmy and Mr. Galleypot divert
themfelves finely, at the Expence of your Carcafe.
They have a rare Milch-Cow of you; and I'd gladly
know what Diftemper you have, that your Maw muit
be thus perpérually fluff’d with Phyfick.

Sir Cred. Peace, Ignorance.: ’ [‘lsn t for you to
contradit the Prﬁfcriptiuns of . Arc. Go, call

my Daughter Belina here, I've fomething to fay to
her.

Prim. She’s here already, Sir.

Enter Belina.

§ir Cred. Come here, Belina, 1 want to {peak with
FOu . =, '
elina. 1 wait your Pleafure, Sir.

§ir Cred. Why, I've a Piece of News to teil you,
thar perhaps you little expect, Girl. Here’s a Match,
you muft know, propos’d to me fer you You

' {mile

-
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{mile at but naming Matrimony ~—=Ah, Nature, Na-
ture! By what I perceive then, Girl, 1 need not ask
you if you are willing or not.

Belina. I’'m ready, Sir, to fubmit to any thing that
-you fhall command me.——1 find Beauwmont has been
with him. | 4fide to Primrofe.

Sir Cred. I'm glad to find I've fuch a dutiful Daugh-
ter; for I have rcfolved on the thing, and given my
- Word for it.

Prim. Ay, thisis{omethinglike now ; ’tis the wifeft
Action you ever did in your Life,

§ir Cred. 1 have not feen the Gentleman yer, but
I’m told that he’ll be every way to the Satisfattion of
us both. .

Belina. Thaty Sir, I’'m certain of; for I have feen
him already.

Sir Cred. Scen him! why, I did not know he was
come to Town yet.

Belina. Since your Confent, Sir, encourages me to
difcover my Inclinations, you muft know that good
Fortune hath lately brought us acquainted, and that
the Propofal which has been made to you, is the Ef-
fect of that Efteem which at the firft Interview we
conceiv’d for one another.

§ir Cred. That’s more than I knew; but 'm glad
on’t: fo much the better that things go {o fmoothly.
— He’s a ftrapping jolly Youth, 1I’m told.

Belina, He’s well made, Sir. |

Sir Cred. Agreeable in his Perfon.

Belina. Molt agreeable.

Sir Cred. Well accomplifh’d.

Belina. In the higheft Degree.

Sir Cred. Um! Why, that’sf{urprifing in one that
has been born and bred ar the Land’s End.

Belina. Born and bred at the Land’s End, Sir!

Sir Cred. Ay, {o Dr. Mummy rells me. .

Belina. Does Dr. Mummy know him, Sir?

8ir Cred. A pretty Queflion indeed! Hemay well
know him, I think, when he’s his Nephew.

Belina, Beanmont Dr. Mummy's Nephew !

: B 4 Sir Cred.
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_ 8ir Cred. Beaumont! I’m talking of the Perfon you
are to marry.

Belina. Very Well

- 8ir Cred. And that’s the Nephew of Dr. Mummy,
the young Cernzyfb Squires his Name 1s Looby, not
Beaumont.  Dr. Muminy, Mr. Galleypot, and my felfy
made up the Match ; and this Afternoon he’sexp efted
in T'own, when he will be introduced to me by his
Uncle.- Hah! What’s the matter? Why, you
arc {urprisg’d |

Belina. Why, to fay the Truth, Sir, you have all
tlﬁus while hf:Eﬂ taikmg of one Perfan, and I of ano-
ther.

Prim. Sure, Sir, you have no fuch ridiculous Inten-
tion. A Lady of her Education and Fortune, to be
tied to a Cornt/h Numps!

Sir Cred. W hat Bufinefs have you to be meddling,
Impudence?

Prim. Lard, Sir, don’t fall immediately into your
Inveltives; can’t we reafon the Thing together with-
out being ina Paflion? Ler us talk-about it in cool
Blood. What Reafon can you give for this prepofte-
rous Match, pray?

Sir Cred. My Reafon’s thisy; That finding my
felf infirm and fickly, as I am, I would gladly have {o
able a Phyfician as Dr. Maummy, related to me, that I
might have in my own Family fome Affittance againtt
my Maladies, and now and then make one at a Con-
fultation my {clf.

- Prim. Very wcil-ﬂBur, Siry tell me, are you up-
on Honour really fick ?

Sir Cred. Hc:w Hufly! am I fick! am I really fick,

Impudence!
- Prim. Well, well, Sir, vou are fick then; we
won’c quarrel about that.  Yes, you are very fick; and -
more fo than you think for, that’s granted. But your
Daugliter is to marry for her felf, and fhe not being
11!21{.; wants no Dr. Mummy for her Relation. )

Sir Cred. Butldo, Miftrefs; are you anfwer’d now ?
Befides, This Mr. Locky is Dr Mummy’s only Heir,

who'll
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who'll fettle his whole Eftate on-him, in confideration
of this Marriage, and Dr. Mummy has a good Five
Thoufand a Year.

Prim. Mercyonus! what a world of People muft he
have kill’d to get fuch an Eftate!

Sir Cred. W hy you horrible, impudent— hold your
Peace. I'm refnlv‘d on this- Match, and ——

Belina. But, Siry, you won’t furel}' —_—

Prim. O! don’t mind it, Madam; your Father is
but in jeft.

Sir Gred I am not in jeft, Minx; Iam refolv’dup-
on it.

- Prim. O fy! don’t talk fo.

Sir Cred. Nort talk {o!

Prim. No.

Sir Cred. Why fo, Hufly?

Prim. They’ll fay you don’t know what you talk.

8ir Cred. They may fay what they pleafe, but I’ll
make her obey.

SPrin Yuu won’t indeed.

Sir Cred.” Hey-day! this is pleafant ennugh ! I {han’c
difpofe of my -:an Daughter as I pleale!

Prim. No, 1 tell you.

Sir Cred. Who fhall hinder me, Huﬁ'y

Prim. Your felfy Sir; you won’t have the Heart to
do it, your ﬂlthtrly Tendernefs won’t let you.

§ir Cred, Don’t let her depend upon thar.

Prim. Ah! dear Sir; ’Tis but her fhedding a
few mollifying Tears, throwing her pretty Arms a-
bour your Neck, a dear Papa, witha Sigh, a Sob, and
a Kifs and the Bufinefs is done.

Sir Cred. 1 tell you I’'m not to be mov'd.

Prim. Lack-a-day! don’t I know you; you are na-
turally good humour'd?

§ir Cred. I'm not good-humour’d, ’m ill-humour’d
when I have a mind to’t, and

Prim. Sottly, foftly, Sit; you are fick, and thould
not be in a Paffion.

§ir Cred. 1 command her abfolutely to prepare to
take the Husband I defign for her.

Prim.
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Prim. And 1 abfolutely forbid her to do any fuch
thing. :

§ir Cred. Why you infolent Baggage, I’ll cane you

heartily. [ Rumning after ber.
Prim. *Tis my Duty to oppole a thing that would
make you ridiculous. [ Running from bim.

Sir Cred. Come hither, come hither; I'll teach you
to pratc.
[ Running vound the Chair with bis Cane in his Hand.
Prim. No, fhe fhan’t marry this Squire Looby;
fhe was never made for a Cornifb Hug.
Sir Cred. Belina, hold that Jade for me.
Belina. Dear Sir, don’t diforder your felf, you’ll in-
creafe your Illnefs.
Sir Cred. 1f you don’t hold her, I’ll not give you
my Bleffing.
Prim And I'll difinherit her, if the does.
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! 1 can hold no longer m———— 1
fhall faint, I fhall die.
(Zhrowing himfelf into his Ea[y-Chair,

Enter Lady Hippifh.

Ah! my Dear; come hither, come hither.

Lady Hip. What ails my poor Dear ?

Sir Cred. Ah! my Love, come hither and help me,

Lady Hip. Whart’s the matter, my dear Child?

Sir Cred. Love.

Lady Hip. Well, my Love.

Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! they have been teizing a poor
infirm and weakly Creature here, out of the {mall
matter of Life and Spirits he has left,

Lady Hip. Alas! my poor dear Chucky; and how
pray, my Dove?

Sir Cred. Your Jade, Primrofe, is grown more ims
pudent than ever,

Lady Hip. Don’t put your felf into a Paflion, my
Life. '
Sir Cred. She has made me mad, my Dear.
Lady Hip. Softly, my Child.

Sir Cred.,
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Sir Cred. She has been contraditting me this Hour
about things that ———-

Lady Hip. So, fo, foftly, foftly. \

Sir Cred. And has had the Impudence to tell me that
I’m not fick, when you know, my Heart, how it is
with me.

Lady Hip. Yes, my Heart, I know that you areve-
1y feeble and weak.

Sir Cred. 'That Jade will kill me; fhe’s the Caufe of
all the Choler 1 breed; and 1 have defired, I know
not how often, that fhe might be turn’d away.

Lady Hip. Alas! Child, there are no Servangs but
have their Faults 3 we muft endure their bad Qualities
that we may have the Ufe of their good ones.
Primyofe, come here; What’s the Reafon that you
put your Mafter in fuch a Paffion?

Prim. 1 Madam! alas! [ don’t know what you
mean; LU'm fure I think of nothing but to pleafe
him.

Sir Cred. Ay, my Dear, doft thou believe her?
She’s a diffembling Devil,y fhe has faid a thoufand in-
{folent things to me.

Lady Hip. 1 believe you, my Soul; but compofe
your felf a little. Hark’e, Primrofe, it you ever pro-
voke your Mafter thus again, I’ll turn you our of
Doors. " Here, give me his Fur Gown and his Pil-
lows, that I may fet him eafy in his Chair. You fit [
don’t know how. Pull your Nightcap well over your
Ears. There’s nothing gives People cold fo much as
letting the Wind in at their Ears.

Sir Cred. Ay, my Love; I'm greatly oblig’d to you
for the Care you take of me.

Lady Hip. Raile your felf a little, that I may put
this under you.—— [ ddjufling the Pillows.] Let
me put one to {upport you on this Side, and one on

t’other — This behind your Back, and this
to fupport your Head.

Prim. And this to comfort your Brains a little,
[Clapping a Pillow bard on his Head.

Sir Gred.
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- 8ir Cred. Thou Fury! would’ft thou ftifle me?
[Getting up in a Paffion, throwing the Pillows af
hery and drives ber out of the Room,
Lady Hip. Hold, hold, what’s the Matter now ?

Sir Cred. Ay, my Love, you don’t know the Ma-
lice of that Wretch, fhe has quite put me befide my
felf ; and ’tis more than a Dozen Juleps can do to re-
cover me. —— Oh! Oh! I'm faint! I die!

[ Sinking in his Chair.

Lady Hip. There, there, my Jewel, compofe your
felf a little. '

Sir Cred. My Sweeting, you are the only Comfort
¥ have; and that I may make fome Requital forall this
Goodnefs, I'm determin’d, my Heart, as I told you
before, to make my Will.

Lady Hip. O my Precious! let’s not talk on’t I in-
treat yous; I can’t fupport the Thoughts of it: the
very Name of /7ill makes me leap for —— Grief.

Sir. Cred. 1 defired you would fpeak to your Attor-
ney about 1t.

Lady Hip. Why — why — I can’t {peak to him a-
bout it, ’twould cut me to the Heart to mention any
fuch thing. But— but you might have been difpleas’d
perbaps, and difcompos’d, if I had not in fome way
complied with your Requelt; fo fo 1 have fenc
for him; and then you may fpeak to him your felf,
my Joy O! here he comes,

Enter Cranny.

Sir Cred. Come in, Mr. Cramny, come in. Take
a Chair, if you pleafe: My Wite has told me, Sir,
that you are a very honeft Man, and one of her parti-
cular Friends; and I have order’d her to fpeak to you
about making my Will.

Lady Hip. Alas! my Love, when one’s {o fond of a
Husband, as I am of my Jewel, one’s but in a poor
Condition to think of fuch things. _

Sir Cred. Be pleafed, Sir, to inform me by ‘what
Method I may cut off my Children, and leave all to
my Wife. —~—1 have been to Counlel abour ir, but
they Cranny.
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Cranny. The worft Perfons you could have gone to:
They are generally mighty rigid in thefe Points, and are
for lieeping'clnfe to the Letter of the Law. Your At-
torneys are the only People to have recourfe to in fuch
Cafes. We are always provided with Expedients to
pafs gently over the Law, and make that legal which
1s not juft; we know how to fmooth the Difficulties
of an Affair; and ftudy the Law for no other purpofe,
but to elude it. Without this, alas! where thould
we be? If we were not to make ufe of a little Dex-
terity now and then, our Profeflion would not be worth
a Groat.

Sir Cred. Why truly, my Wife told me, Sir, that
you was a very ingenious honeft Man.

Cranny. Ay, ay, Sir, I am acquainted with the Back-
Door of the Law; I know the By-ways there are of
leading a Confcience; leave it to me, and I’ll difpofe
Matters for you, any way you’d have ’em.

Lady Hip. Alas! my Dear, don’t torment your felf
any more about it. If you fhould be taken away, my
Child, I’ll no longer ftay in the World.

Sir Cred. My poor Dear !

Lady Hip. Lifte will be nothing worth to me then.

Sir Cred. My Soul!

Lady Hip. I'll follow thee to let thee fee the Ten-
dernefs [ have for thee. [#iping ber Eyes:

§ir Cred. My Dove, thou breakeit my Heart.
Pr’ythee be comforted.

Cranny. Thefe Tears are unfeafonable, Madams
things are not yer come to thar,

§ir Cred. All that grieves me if | die, my Joy, is that
I never had a Child by thee Dr. Mummy promis’d
me that I thould have one. '

Lady Hip. Oh!

§7r Cred. Come, Mr. Cranny, let us proceed to Bu-
finefs. But by way of Precaution, my Love, Pl
put into your Hands Five Thoufand Guineas, and as

much more in Notes, which I have hid bchind -the
Wainfcot, |

Lady Hip.
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Lady Hip. Oh! Oh! T’ll have nothing to do with
them. All the Goods in the World are nothing to
me in comparifon of thee, my Love. How
much didft thou fay there was hid behind the Wain-
fcor. :

Sir Cred. Five Thoufand Guineas, my Life.

Lady Hip. Oh! don’t rtalk to me about Money, I
befeech you. How much in Notes didft thou fay,
my Soul ?

Sir Cred. As much more, my Precious. But
come, let us go into my little Clofer, and there we’ll
fettle every thing. Come, my Love, pr'ythee fup-
port me.

Lady Hip. Come then, my poor little dear Child.

[ Exeunt.

Re-enter Belina, follow'd by Primrofe.

Prim. 1 tell you, I’ll have nothing more to fay to
you.— W hat, ftand as if you had loft your Tongue!
and hear fuch a foolifh Propofal, without making any
Anﬁ:cr! Muft I be obliged to play your Part for

ou!
2 Belina. Wehat could 1 have faid, Primrofe; when I
found him fo abfolute?

Prim. Said! That you was to marry for yourfelf,
and not for him; that you being principally concerned,,
your Inclinations ought to be principally confulted ;
and that if he was fo fond of his Looby, he might
marry him himfelf. -

Belina. A Father has fo much Powerover one, that
I could not fay a Word.

Prim. Nay, you was in-the right of iv; I fee you
have a mind to be Mr. Looby's, and why fhould I op-
pofe your Inclinations. I was much in the wrong,
now I think better of it; the Matcii will be very ad-
vantageous to be' fure. Madam Looky is a genteel
Name, and the Lawnd’s End a fine Place to live aty
that’s cerrain.

Beling. Pray, Primrofe, give over this Talk, and I'll
do whatever you’ll have me.

Prim.
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Pyim. No, a Daughter muft obey her Father; and
indeed I know nothing you have to complainof ; you’ll
be but too happy with fuch a Husband.

Belina. You kill me, Primrofe; you ought rather to
give me your Advice.

Prim. I'm your Servant for that— No, no, the Af~
fair muft go on.

Belina. Dear Girl!

Prim. No. Looby’s your Man, and have him you
{hall.

Belina. Pray, Primrofe — You know I always con-
fided in you.

Prim. No, Faith, you fhall be Belooby’d.

Belina. Well, fince I can’t move you, henceforth
leave me to my Defpair; I thall find a Remedy againft
this Match.

Prim. Why, what’s your Defign then ?

Belina. To kill my felf, if I am forc’'d to it.

Prim. 'The Remedy’s certainly wonderful — Blefs
me! how I hate to hear People talk at fuch a rate!

Belina. 'Take Pity on me then, Primrofe, and lend
me your helping Hand in the Affair.

Prim. Well, I am a compaffionate Fool, and can’t
forbear affifting you, I find that. But let me-tell
you, I fear there’s another fcurvy Bufinefs on the Car-
pet; they are got together yonder, with a Rogue of
an Attorney, and I heard ’em talk {fomething about a
Will: Your Mother-in-Law is not idle, fhe’s cer-
tainly putting your Father upon fomething againft
your Inrereft. |

Belina. Let him difpofe of my Fortune, ashe thinks
proper, provided he’ll leave my Heart at command.
Thou feclt, Primrofe, the violent Defigns they have
againft me, and if thou fhould’ft abandon me in this
Extremity

Prim. Abandon you! T'll diec firft. However, that
I may be able to ferve you the more effetually, I in-
tend to change my Battery, difguife my Affection for
you, and counterfeit a Compliance with their Opi-
nions,

sy

Belina,
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Belina. But be fure you fome way or other give
Beaumont Advice of this Match that’s on foot.

Prim. 1 muft employ your Uncle, Mr. Heartly, in
that Affair; he’s agreat Crony of your Galant’s, and
loves you as much as he hates my Lady. —— Our next
Bufinefs muit be to make your Father fall out with his
Doctor, fo as to break off this Treaty with his Ne-

hew.
% Belina. Thar, I doubt, Primrofe, will be too great
a Difficulty for all thy Wit and Cunning to matfter.

Prim. And what’s as difficult as that, we mufl put
him out of conceit with his Wife too, that fhe mayn’t
be able to break off our Treaty with Beaumont; and
then -

Belina. And what then?

Prim. Why then it {hall have its nown dear Love
to it felf, Ha, ba, ha! — Well, fure if People knew
beforehand the Plague of being in Love, they would
be choked before they’d have any thing to do with it.
Pray, Madam, is there moft of the Sweet or the Bit=
ter in that fame Paflion ?

Belina. Don’t you remember, Primrofe, what our
laft new Song fays on that Subjeét?

Prim. True — Come let’s have it then to chear up
our Spirits, and fit us for the crabbed Bufinefs we have
to go thro’.

Belina. With all my Heart.

4 DIALOGUE, S5 ORGI

Belina. Zell me, Chloe, is Love Foy or Pain in the Breaft?

Prim. Nay, do you tell me, Phillis, for you can tell beft.

Belina. I bave heard Cupid’s Arrows dire Venom impart.

Prim. Adwd I, a fweet Tranfport that thrills thre® the Heart.

Belina. WWhat way flall we take this Difpute to decide?

Prim. What Clue in this Labyrinth choofe for onr Guide?

Both. % Why, let’s both love, my D‘f:::r, and we quickly _j}:aH ﬁ#af?
If the God gives moft Anguifb or Joy to the Mird,

Belina.
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Belina. ‘Gay Florimel loudly proclaims that Love's fweet

Prim. Buz Celia’s fd Silence betrays the Deceit,

Belina. If the God to his Followers gives fo much Pain,
Wby are any fuch Fools as to fuffer his Chain?

Prim. Buz if the foft Congueft yields nothing but Foy,
Pr'ythee whe wonld refift she dear amorons B 9y 2
Then let us no longer unwifely decline

Both. 22 gentle a Yoke, and a Flame fo divine: .
But let Sighs and foft Ardor< sur Moments employ,
For if Love bas fome Torture, sz [ill has more Foy.

k G- U0 ALSORVICT BONGE R
S CE N E, Beaumont's Houfe,

BeavmonT folus.

M AN, I find, can’t lie under a greater Misfor-

tune, than having the Reputation of being a
Wit or a'Favourite; it makes him always furrounded
with Fools and Scoundrels; and his Intereft at Court
gives him an Opportunity of doing every Body’s Bu-
finels but his own. This whole Morning, my dear
Belina, have 1been forc’d to throw away upon a Par-
cel of impertinent Puppies; which fhould have been
employ’d in foliciting your Father’s Confent. But
— my Hatand Sword there.

Entér a Servant.

Serv. Sir, here’s a Gentleman
Beau. S’death, Sir, I’'m not at home—1I’]l fee no
body ——

Enter Poet.

Poet. 1 beg pardon, Sir, for this Intrufion; this is
not a proper Hour to wait on you I muft contefs, the
Morning 1s the ficteft Time to perfarm that Duty; bur,

C I find,
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1 find, Sir, ’tis not eafy to come at you, unlefs by Sur-
prife; fot youare alwayseither afleep orabroad—at leaft
vour People are pleas’d to tell me fo.

Bﬁmu. Sir, have you any thing particular to fay to
me: :

Poet. T came, Sir, to pay my Refpe&s to you s«
Excufe, Sir, the Boldnefs that infpires me — if —

Bean. Dear Siry without any Ceremony be pleas’d to
inform me what you would have with me.

Poet. As the Rank, Wit, and Generofity, which
you ar¢ every where famous for
Beau. Yes, 1am very famous— (o let thatpafs. -
< Poet, ’Tis an extreme Pain, Sir, to a Man of Mo-
defty, to be obliged to put himfelf forward, and ac-
quaint People what he is. One. ought always to be
introduc’d to the Great by thofe who could give fome
Account of one’s Charalter and Talents, and make
one’s little Merit ferioufly confider’d: For my part,
Sir, I fhould have been glad if fome Perfon of Tafte

and Underftanding had rold you what I am.

Bear. O Sir! that’s vifible in your Drefs and Beha-
viour; you are a Poet I prefume, Sir.

Poet. Yes, Siry I am a Poet; but not a common
Poet, let me tell you, Sir; I’m none of your Opera-
tical, Farcical, Sing fong Scriblers; none of your lit-
tle pitiful Rhymemongers, that pefter the Town with
occafional Poems, and live themfelves by writing
Eicgies on the Dead. No, Sir; I am, in the ge-
nuine and fublime Senfe of the Term, a Dramatick
Poet. _
Bean, Um ——you are a Writer of Tragedy then.

Puet. True, Sir.>—— Yes, [ wear the Buskin, and
to fome purpofe, as you’ll find, if you’ll permit me
to read you a Portion of my Piece. Here’s a Scene,
Sir, I'gad will make you melancholy for a Fort-
night; my Grandmother has cry’d at'it many a time.

Bean. | don’t queftion, Siry but ’tis extremely tra-
pical; however, you'll excufe me at prefenty I'm a
littie i haftey and ——— i

Poet,
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Poet. But, Siry as [ was faying before, Sir ——you
i:n:ing a Perfon of Rank, Generofity, and Intereft in
the Drawing-Room, a few Tickets, Sir~—a very few,
Sir—lie in your Pocket, Sir.

Beau. Enough, enough, Sir; my Pockets won’t
hold fo many. —— Very well, I fhall take care — to
return them clean as they came. [ Afide.

Poet. [70 Beaumont’s Servant. ] Sir, be pleas’d to ac-
cept of a Ticker to fee my Piece.--- [Z70 Beaumont.] In
thort, Sir, there’s fo much Trath daily brought upon
the Stage, that a good Thing is {tifled, if not properly
fupported; I hope therefore, dear Sir, you'll prevail
on your Friends to do my Piece Jultice, Sir — and
fo, Siry I’'m your very humble oblequious Slave, ——
I fhall do you Juitice, Sir, in my Dedication.

' [ Going.

Beau. No; noy *Slife! hold, Siry, no Dedication to
me, I charge you. _
~ Poet. O dear, Siry that’s your abundant Modefty,
Sir, but

Beau. No, faith, ’tis my Pride, Sir; and therefore
at the Peril of your Play don’t think on’t.

Poet. No, Sir! Why then let me fee why
then, fuppofe 1 was to write a Copy of Commenda-
tory Verles in your Name, and prefix to my Tra-

edy.

: Beau, *Sdeath! that would be more Scandal than
t'other. Look you, Sir, you fhall make ufe of my
Intereft only on condition that you make no ufe of my
Name.

Poet. Lack-a-day! Sir; you’d have no reafon to re-
ent of permitting your Name to be prefix’d to my
iece, it will be follow’d by the whole World, I al-

fure you, Sir; and I fhall make at leaft a Thoufand
Pounds of ir.

Beau. So much, the bettery Sir.. But ——

Poet. But Sir —— if you could lend me a couple of
Picces for the prefent — you may repay yourfelf, you
know, Sir, out of my Tickets.

C 2 Beas,
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Beau. With all my Heart, Sir and glad to
get rid of thee at fo cheap a rate. [ 4fide.
Poet, Sir, I'm your moft obedient, molt fubmifiive,
and moft devoted humble Servant. [ Exit.

Bean. How {upple this buskin’d Thunder-monger

is3 at another Time I fhould have diverted myfelf
with the Fool, but now

Enter Heartly.

Dear Heartly! 1 am as glad to fee thee, as to get rid
of the Coxcomb that’s juft gone our..

Heart. 'To find you at home at this time o> Day, is
no {mall Miracle, Ned; as ’tis no {mall Happinefs to
find you alone at any time. |

Beau. Faith, Sir, I’'m very forry you do find me at
home, ’tis much againft either Inclination or Inten-
tion3 but | have been hemm’d in with fuch Shoals of
impertinent Rafcals :

Heart. Heark ye, Sir, don’t you pretend to have
fome Affe&tion for my Niece? |

Beau. Yes, Siry and hadn’t I been malicioufly de-

tain’d, I fhould have prov’d it fomething more than a
pretended Affection, by applying to your Brother for
his Approbation.

FHeart. Why then, Sir, Idefire that from this Mos
ment you will look upon thofe impertinent Rafcals, as

you call ’em, to have been the beft Friends you ever
met with.

Beau. Why fo, pr'ythee?

Heart, Becaufe if you had gone to make the Pros
pofal you talk ofy or I had fail’d finding yon here,
Belina had been irrecoverably loft. —— But there’s no
Time to be fpent in talking: In fhort, Sir Credalons
has fix’d on a Husband for his Daughter, and is deter-
min’d to marry her this very Evening,

Beau. Confufion! to whom?
impoflible ! | _

fHeart. 'To a Corniflh Squire, one Leoby, a very great
Fooly with a very great Eftate, Nephew to Dokor
Mumny his Pbyfician, who has made up this March,
| it

T his Eveningi
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it feems, and brought his Squire from the Lawnd’s End
to confummate. KEriTs Aok

Beau. *Slife, Heartly! what’s to bedone? Can’t you
prevent,-at leaft defer this prepofterous Bufinefs? Your
Interelt with your Brother - '

Heart. Will do nothing at all, I fear. A Man that’s
rode by his Doétor, muft go as he fpurs. Befides,
he’s naturally pofitive, and is fo bent on this Project,
that his Daughter oppofing it in favour of you, was
the Caufe of his refulving to have it executed this
Evening.

Beaun. This Squire Looby is'in Town then ? _

Hearz. Juft arrived. 1 luckily faw him as he enter’d
the Inn, and guefling at him by his Equipage, had
the Curiofity to follow, and make a few Obfervations
on him as he was eating his Afternoon’s Luncheon
in the Kitchen. As for his Figure, you may have an
Opportunity of fecing him in paris Naturalibuss and
the Fancy of his Drefs you'll find every way anfwer-
able. © Tken for his Wit, I could fee nothing at all
of it; ’us fo clofe thut up in his incommunicable
Skully that his Tongue is never a Jot the wiler for’r.
So that if your Brains can invent any Stratagem to
fnare him with, his won’t be able to find the way of
oppefing it. '

Bean. Say’{t thou So, Feartly?

Hears. 1f 1 have any Skill in Men, .

Beau. Why, that's fome Comfort. Dll warrant
thee we find fome Trick or other to trap the Wood-
cock. R

Heart. But you muft be fpeedy then, and fer about
him before ’tis known that he’s in Town.

Bean. Come, thew me quickly where he’s housd,
and I'll tell you as we go what way I've hit on to dif-
pofe of him at prefent; while 'm engag’d there, I
mult depend on you, dear Heartly, to do what you
can for me with your Brother, and to contrive fome
way of letting me fee Beling, that we may confult to-
gether on this Exigency.

C3 Heart.
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Heart. That Particular I muft leave to her Maid
Primvofe; ’tis a crafty Gipfy, and will be a ufeful In-
{trument in this Bufinefs.

Beau. She fhall not want Encuuragement.-—-—- But
now to Aélion. [Exmm!.

S CE N E 1II. Zbe Square.
Enter Looby, and bis Man Jofeph.

Looby. [Turning bimfelf back, as to [ome PE@IH whp
Jeem to follow him and laugh at bzm .] Hey-day! what’s
here to do? Whar would they be at? A Murram
take the foalith Town, and all th-:: Fools that live in’t,
Can’t 2 Man walk the Street without having a Pack
of Simpletons ftaring and gigling at him ?

Yo/ Why, what the Deauce can thefe Volk vind
to laugh at now in my Maifter ?

Looby. T'ruey, Fo.

j‘ﬂf There’s noathing ridiculous zure i his Wor-
thip!

Leoby. Right—am I crooked? am I hump-back’d?

Fof. I'facks! you ha’ need of better Monners here;
his Worthip is hugely refpected in the Weﬁ

Locky. W hy true, Fo; S’bud, we do ’em too much
Honour to come into their City.
~ %o. My Maifter is not a Mun to be jok'd upon.
Looky. No indeed.

Fo. Ouznnhs? the next that (hews his Tceth I'll
fairly knock ’em down his Throat.
' Lﬂaé_}’ Well faid, Fo.

Enter Beaumont #rd Heartly, bebind,

Beau. This is our Chap then?
Heart. The fame.
Beau. And a pretry Stick of Lngwoud it looks
ke.
h Heart. Go to work upon it then, whilft I prepare
Matters a lictie at home, [Emr Heartly.

: - Beay,
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Beau. [ Making up to Looby, and pretending to know
bim.} Hah! who do 1 fee? Squire Looty/ Sir, I'm
your very humble Servant; I’'m forry to fee a Perlon
of your Appearance, Sir, fo fcurvily receiv’d; and I
ask your Pardon in behalf of the Town.

Looby. Siry, I'm your Servant, ~——— Mayhap then,
Sir, you may be of Kin to my Lord-Mayor. -

Beau. Blefs me, Sir! is’t poflible that you fhould
not know me? Can five or fix Years Ablence make
you forget the beft Friend to the Family of the
Loobies ? -

Leoky. I beg Pardon, Sir.—— S'bud! I don’t know
him. : s [ Afide.
Bean. There’s not a Looby in Cornwal but I know
’em, from the highcft to the lowelt; [ vifited no bo-
dy elfe a!l the time I was at the Land’s End, and had

the Honour of feeing you, Sir, almoft every Day.

Looby. The Honour was mine, Sir.

Beau. Can’t you recolleét my Face ?

Looby. Oh! Oh! I don’t know him, Fo.

[ Afide.

Beau. Don’t you remember I had the Pleature of
arinking with you at our jolly Landlady’s at Pen/anze ?

What was her Name? ;

Looby. Dame Blouze.

Beau. Ay, ay, the fame. Ah! we bum’d it off,
half Seas over, I’faith.——— Don’t you recmember me

cr?

}f Looby. Yes, yes, I remember you now. The

Duce take me if I do tho’. [ dfide.

Beau. My dear Friend, let us embrace then, and re-
new the Ties of our former Friendfhip.

Fof Odd, Maitter, this Gentleman loves your Wor-
thip mightily.

Beau. Come, let us have fome News of our Friends.
How does the good Gentleman your —— he that
the honefteft Man in the World?

- Looby. My Brother the Counfellor you mean.

Beaun. Ay, the fame.

Looby. Well and lufty, as jolly and jocund as ever.

C4 li'rs;m;
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Beau. I'm ﬁncmc}y glad of it.——— And your Uncle,
how does he do?

Lochy. Siry 1 have no Uncle; I have only an Aunt:

Beau. Your Aunt, I mean —a good Woman as
ever liv’d; fo pious and devour !

Looby. ‘Ah! fhe has been dead this long while; and
my Coufin the Vicar has been nigh his Departure too,
with a Brandy-Fever, as we call 1t.

Bean. That's a Pity; be was a brave, jolly

Laoky. No, no, not jolly. '

f:-’m.u ~ﬁ.33'1[:]1 made, I would fay. S’life I have fmok’d

many a Score good Pipcs with hlm He was V:car of
s What d’ye call its: A —a =

Zooby. St. Srapfwm

Bead. Righr, right, St. Stephens.

Looby. He names all the whnle Family, }'nh find, :}"ﬂ.

Fof. He knows your W oithip better than you think
for.

Beau. Well, Srr, as ’'tis plain we’re old Acquain-

rance, I hﬂpc you’ll make my Houic your Home,
while you continue in Town.

Looby. Siry, I’m your Servant— but I ~———

Beaz. Not a Word, I befeech you; 1 infift up-
on it.

Fof. Why, zince the Gentleman zeems fo zet upon’t,
¢’en vrankly accept of his Kindnefs, Maifter. -

Beau. Where’s your Baggage? I'll fend my S:r-
vants. Here Fobn! Richard! Thomas!

Looby. Noy no, I forewarn’d the Inn-keeper not to
let them go Gll 1 call'd for "em my felf, for fear of
fome Roguery in this waundy Town, you know,

Bean. "T was prudently caution’d. Well, Sir,
1 fhall only give a few neceffary Orders, and then ex-
pufl ou at that corner Houfe yonder.

f" We'll be wi'ye out o’ I—Iond Sir.
-FI .ooby. This is an Acquaintaince I did not dream
of, Fo.

Fof. Why fecks, Maifter, no more did not I, but
a tulks Lke a mtgh .y honeft Gentlemon.

| &..eunt Looby and Joleph.

Beau,
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Beau. T’faith, Squire Looby, we fhall thew you fpm.::'i
thing of the Town very quickly ——we fhall not be
wanting in our Civilitics to you. % o

Enter Gilleypot.

Oh, Sir! I believe you are the Doétor I fent to fpeak
with. Don’t you live at yon corner Houfe?

Gall. No, Sir, I have not the Honour to be a Doc-
tor, I'm only his Apothecary; an unworthy Apothe-
eary, at your Service, Sir.

Beau. 1sn’t the Doltor at home then?

Gall. Yes, Sir, he’s a little bufy at prefent, difpatch-
ing a few Patients, but will be ready ro wait on you
inftantaneoufdly. |

Bean. 1 want to put a certain Relation of mine in-
to his Hands, who. labours under a melancholy Indif-

ofition, which we would willingly have him cur’d of
efore he were married.

Gall.' O’ my Word, Sir, you could not have apply’d
to a more able Phyficiany he’s a Man that underftands
the Fundamentals of his Art, the whole Chriftcrofs~
Row of Phyfick —— then he does every thing by
Form and Method; he’d fooner let a Patient die than
cure him with any other Medicine than the College
prefcribes.

Beau. That’s very right; a Patient thould not de-
fire to be cur’d, if ’tis nos agreeable to the College.

Gall. O Sir! there’s a Pleafure in being his Pa-
tient, and 1'd rather die of his Phyfick, than be cur’d
of another’s; for come what will, on=’s fure that
things have gone on methodically; and thatif you die
under his Directions, your Heirs could not poflibly
have any thing to find fault with. ,

Beau. Why, that's a great Comfort to a dead Man.

Gail. Then~he’s not a Man like fome, who makes
the moft of Difeales; he’s expediticus, very expedi-
tious; and if his Patients are to die, ’tis over with
them in a Trice. But, Sir, I hope you don’t think
that I fay this out of any Principle of Intereft; or that
1 recommend him for a Dotor, becaufe he rr:coné-

mends
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mends me for an Apothecary; not in the leaft, upon
my Credit, Sir; but if you pleafe to ftep to hlm, Sir,
you'll be better convinc’d.
Beaw. Siry your Servant, I'll wait on you.
[ Exeant,

S CE N E IIl. 4 Room in the Dostor’s Houfe,

Enter DoGlor Mummy, follow'd by a Countryman, and
Countrywoman.

Countrymar. 'Zir, my Father can hold it no longer,
his Head rages at the moft grievous rate!

Mummy. The Patient’s a Fool; the Diftemper, ac-
cording to Galeny does not lie in his Head, but in his
Spleen.

Countryman. Howf{omever that may be, Zir, I'm
zure a has a violent Purging

Mummy. Good, that’s a inn his ﬁndy s open,
Well, I'll vifit him in two or three Days time,
but if he thould die before, be fure you fend me word
of ir, for ’tis not proper that a Phyfician fhould vific
the Dead. ([ Exit Countryman.

Countrywoman. W hat fhall I do, Maifter? my poor
Husband grows worfe and worfe.

Muminy. That’s not my Faul!:,r good Woman, I give
him Medicines, why won’t he be cur’d? why won’t
he be cur’'d? How often has he been blooded{

Countrywoman. Fifteen times, Zir, within this Fort«
night.

%‘lff#mmy. Fifteen times blooded within this Fort-
nlght !

Countrywoman. Y-es.

Mummy. And doesn’t he mend ?

Countrywoman. No, Sir.

Mummy. Um — that’s a fign his Dlﬂemper is not in
his Blnnd we’ll purge him as many times, to fec if

*tis not in his Humours; and at laft, if nothmg will
do why, we’ll fend him to the Bath.
[ Exit Countrywoman.
Enter
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Enter Beaumont aud Galleypot.

Mummy. Mr. Galleypot, your Servant. Your
Pleafure, Sir? ' [ 70 Beaumont,
" Beau. 1 have a Relation, Siry a little diforder'd in
Mind, whom I would be glad to lodge in your Houfe,
that he might be the more conveniently cur’d, and
with the greater Secrecy.

Mummy. 1 {hall take all the Care imaginable, Sir.

Beau. 1 defire aboveall that you'll not let him efcaps,
for he’ll often be endeavouring at 1t, '
 Galley. Oh! you may trult Dr. AMummy for that,
Sir ; ’tisn’t an ealy matter to get out of his Hands.

Beau. [ Afide.] Dr. Mummy! I'm thunderftruck ! why
thisis his Uncle; here’s a fine Trick of Fortune, truly
— We are all blown up 1’faith ! — Pray, Sir, is your
Name Mummy ?

- Muymmy. Dr. Mwmnmy, at your Service, Sir.

Beau. Andis not one Squire Looky of Penfanze, inthe
County of Cornwal, your Nephew ? |

Mummy. He isy Sir, and I expect him in Townthis
very Evening, to confummate a Match which I have
concluded for him? |

Beaun. So! Pray, Sir, what fort of a Gentle-
man is he, for if I’m not deceiv’d, I had once fome
Acquaintance with him.

Mummy. In bona fide, Sir, 1 can’t tell yous; I have
not feen him this Fifteen Year, and then he was bur a
mere Stripling. 1 don’t in the leaft expeét to know
him when 1 {ee him. T

" Beau. So much the better, troth; it may do yet
then, for a little while, [ Afide.]——O! here comes
the Gentleman I fpoke to you of. But take care your
Name is not menrion’d before him, for if he knows
you are a Phyfician, we fhan’t get him to ftay.
And another Caution 1 muft give you, never to ask
his Name ncither, for it throws him into fuch vio-
lent Diforders, that he may do you fome Mifchicf.

Mummy. 1 fhall regulariy obferve all Precautions,
Sir 3 and it fortunately falls our, that I have an ancient

Friend
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Friend of the Faculty within, with whom I fhall be
glad to confult on this Diflemper.

Enter Looby.

Beau. My dear Friend, I'm glad you’re come ; here’s
a little Bufinels fallen out, which obliges me to leave
“you for to-night; but I have appointed this Perfon to
attend you, who has Orders to treat you in the beft
manner poflible. el

Leoby. This is his Steward, to be fure; he’s certain-
ly fome Lord or other. ‘
~ Mummy. You may be aflur’d, Sir, I fhall treat the
Gentleman methodically, and with all the Nicety and
Regularity of Art.

Looby. S’nigs, Sir! there’s no Occafion for {omuch
Ceremony. 1 hope, Sir, you’ll ufe me with all Free-
dom.
Beaun. 1 intend it, upon my Honour, Sir, ~ T beg
-you’ll pardon my Incivility in leaving yous but Bufi-
nefs, Sir———and {o your moft obedient. b

- [ £x7t Beaumont,
-~ Leoky. You do me too much Honour, Sir.
Well, Mr. Steward, we’'ll take a Cruft and a Bottle
together, and then P'll e’en go look out my Uncle,
and hear when this fame Match is to be made up.

Mummy. 1 am very much honour’d, Sir, in being
made choice of to ferve you. 1y

Looky. Your Servant, Sir. |

Mummy. Brother Diafcordium, will you walk this

way ? A

Enter Diafcordium.

Here’s a learn’d Brother of the Faculty, with whom -
] {hall confult in what maoner to treat you, Sir.
Looby. No Ceremony, Gentlemen, pray now. I'm
one that am eafily fatishied, :
Mummy. Chairs here.
Lochy. Thele are forrowful kind of Domefticks for
s young Gentleman, tho’,

Mﬂmrﬁy :
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- Mummy. Come, Sir, take your Place, Sir. .
[Tke two Phyficians fit down on each fide of Looby,
and take bold of bis Hands to feel bis Pulfe,

Looby. Your very humble Servant. [Giving bis Hands. )
What does this mean now? I fuppofe ’tis the Fathion
here. ‘ [ 4jide.

Mummy. Do you eat well, Sir?

Loeby. Yes, and drink better.

Diaf. So much the worfe; that great Appetitionof
Frigid and Humid, is an Indication of Heat and Ari-
dity within. Do you fleep much? |

Looby. Yes, when I have made a good Supper.

Muwmmy. Do you dream ?

Looby. Sometimes.

Diaf. Of what Nature are thofe Dreams ?

Looby. Of the Nature of all Dreams, I think ——
S’bud! I’'m in a Drcam now, by what T can find,

oo : { Afide.
[ 41l thro® this Scene Looby looks with Amiazerment
and Terrory firft on one Dolory then on £ other.

Mummy. Is your Body open, Sir?

Looty. Hoop, hoop! the Men are mad, T think —
my Body’s empty, Sir, and I want alittle ViGtuals and
'Drink, with your Leave,

Diaf. Alittle Patience, Sir, we arc going to reafon
'upon your Cafe, and then

Looby. Hoity, toity! there does not want much
Reafoning to eat a Bir.
Mummy. As it fois, that no Malady can be cur’d,
nlefs we are acquainted with it; and as we cannot be
acquainted with it without eftablithing an Idea of ir,
y Symptoms Diagnoftick and Prognoftick s permit
¢, my ancient Friend and Brother, to obferve, that
our Patient here prefent is unfortunately affeéted, pof-
Efcﬂi’d, and opprefs’d with that fort of Madnefs which
we juitly term Hypochondriack Melancholy 5 fo call’d
not only by the Latins, but alfo by the Grecks, which
15 very neceffary to be taken notice of in this Cafe,
Losb. Sir! What! How! | -

Mumy,
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Mummy. No Interruption, Sir, Icrave.————Now
the Caufe of this Diftemper lies chiefly in the Spleen,
the Heat and Inflammation of which conveys to the
Brain abundance of crafs and fuliginous Effuvia, whofe
black and malignant Vapours obfcurify, mudify, and
infeft the Animal Spirits, and caufe a Depravation of
the Funtions of the cogitant Faculty. And for an
inconteftable Symprom that our Patient here is tainted
with that Diltemper, you may only obferve that Sad-
nels of Countenance with which he beheolds us; that:
Sorrowfulne(s of IFace, accompanied with Fear and
Diftruft; that hagged Phyfiognomy, and thofe rolling
Eycballs: All thisbeing premis'd, and taken for grant-
ed, let us proceed to the Remedies neceflary to Cu-
ration.

Loohy. Where the marrain am I! and what the
Plague are they going to do to me ! 2 :

Mummy. Good Sir, be filent. Firft of all
then, I’m of opinion that he fhould be copioufly Phle-
botomis'd, elpecially in the Fugular, where the Ori-
fice eught to be fufficiently large; in the next Place,
fome potent Catharticks may fafcly be adminifter’d;
and laftly, an Emetick or two of the rougheft kind
may rationally take place — dixi — Brother.

Diaf. Heaven forbid, Brother, that I thould add any
thing to what you have faid. The Arguments you
have us’d are fo weighty and learned, that ’tis impoffi-
ble but his Diftemper muft be what you have pro<
nounced ; or if it were not, it muft neceffarily become
fo for the Beauty and Juftnefs of your Rariocination.
Nothing therefore remains to be done by me, but to
compliment the Gentleman upon being fo bappy as to
be out of his Wits, that he may experience the Effi«
cacy and Gentlenefs of your Medicines. ‘

Looby. Gentlemen, ’us an Hour fince you begany
and {o long I bave hearken’d to you; «be pleas’d to (a-
usfy me it you ben't alting a Comedy here?

Mummy. Heaven forbid, Sir. =~— No, no, we are
not in jeft. No body ever found us fo yer, nor isi

Phyfick a thing to be jefted with.
| Logg.
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“  Looby. What the murrain d’ye meanby all this then ?
And what the Devil would you be at with your fog-
noflicks and Dognoflicks ? i

Mummy. Good. Injurious I.anguage; this isa Symp-
tom we wanted for a Confirmation of his Malady.
This may turn to Phrenfy.

Looty. Who the Duce have they put me among
here?

Diaf. Another Diagnoftick, frequent Seliloquy.

Looby. No more of this— but let’s be gone.
 Mummy. Another — Inquietude to change Place.

Looby. In one Word, Friend, what’s she Meaning
of this Affair? W hat would you have of me?

Mummy. W e would make a Cure of you, as we were
defired to do.

Looby. Cure me!

Diaf. Yes.

- Loob. S’blood! I an’t fick.

Mummy. A bad Symprom === A Patient not to be
fenfible of his Illnefs. Look ye, Sir, we know how
ye are, better than you do your felf; we are Phyfi-
cians that can fee clearly into your Conftitution.

Looby. 1f you are Phyficians, avant! I abominaté
all Doétors and Apothecaries.

- Mummy.-Um ! =—the Man’s more mad than we ima«~
in’d. -

-g Looby. 1 never took fo much as a fingle Pill in my
Life. My Father and Mother were o’ the fame
Mind, and died both o’em without the Help of a
Doctor. '

Mummy. 1 don’t wonder then they got fuch a Fool

of a Son.

Loody. No, no, the Family of the Loobies had al-
ways more Senfe than to deal in Drugs.

Mummy. What do 1 hear!

Diaf. Brothez Mummy, you have the Symptoms of

Amazement upon you!

Looby. Who! Brother Mummy! this is not my Un-
cle, fure! '

Adummy.
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Mummy. Mercy o’ me! is it my Coufin Lesby that
I have been treating as a Madman all this while?

Looby. Yes, yes, ’tis your Coufin Looky indeed.

Mummy. Nephew, I beg your Pardon fincerely, «-=
How did this come? How did this happen?

" Looky. Why, it happen’d that that pretended Friend
of mine, who would needs fcrape an Acquaintance
with me, is a little, nafty, rafcally Dog, and brought
me here on purpofe to abufe me. - But with your
Leave, Uncle, I’d rather tell you the Story over a
Bottle, for I'm plaguy thirfty with being fo devilithly
frightned.

Mumimy. This is aftonifhing, Brother Diafcordium.
It muft certainly have been fome Contrivance to balk
the. Match I have concluded for the Squire, with my
Patient Sir Credulous Hippifhi’s Daughter; but we’ll
probe it to the bottom. However, Nephew, for the
prefent, be pleas’d to walk in and take fome Repaft;
you fhall repofe in my Houfe to-night, and early in
the Morning I'll introduce you to your Miftrefs, and
have the Nuptials folemniz’d at once. _

Looky. Ay, ay, Uncle, no Nuptials to-night, I beg
of ye. I have more Stomach for Repaft and Repofe,
as you call ’em. |

Mummy. *Tis prudently faid, Nephew. I’ll wait
on you, Brother Diafcordium. .

_ [ Exennt Mummy and Looby.

Diaf. In Verity, 1 don’t underftand this Proceed-
ing. It is by no means agreeable to Practice and
Form, to let aPatient {lip thro’ one’s Fingers at this
rate. When once we gét any one under our Regi-
men, we never fail either to kill him or cure him, |

W hen Skill we want to eonquer the Difeafe,
We're fure by Death to give the Patient Fafe;
For Save, or Slay, this Privilege we claim,
Tho’ Credit fuffers, ftill the Fee’s the {fame,

The End of the Second A3. :
ACT
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8 CEN E, Part of the Square before
§zr Credulous Hippith’s Houfe. |

BeEaAumMoNT and HEARTL Y.

Bsaﬂ.w AS ever fo fair a Project {o foolifhly baf-
fled? Had there been any Counterplot
in the Cafe, or any Oppofition on his Parr, it would
not have vex'd one fo much; but when the Booby
perfeétly prevented us in our Defign, and jump’d into
the Net before ’twas well {pread for him, then to
have all blafted by a fcurvy Accident, to be ourwitted
by mere Chance, was infupportable. -

- Heart. *T'was provoking enough. ——— However, it
did not prove altogether in vain, we have gain’d ano-
ther Day by ir, which we muit take care to make
1ufe of. | :

Beau. T'rue; but did not you give me Hopes,
Heartly, that I thould fee the dear Girl?

** Heart. Yes, and there wants only a little of yourown
Dexterity_to bring it about immediately,

- Bean. How? which way? tell me quickly, dear
Heartly, .

Heart. Why, my Brothery; you muft know, {uffers
no Male Creature to come nigh her, but her Mufick-
Mafter who teaches her to fing, whom Primrofe has
prevail’d on ro fend you as hus Deputy, under Pretence
of being ill himfelf. She’s now waiting for you in
the Hall; in order to give you your proper Creden-
tials 3 and then you have nothing more to do than to
be cautious how you play your Part, and to take care
:‘hat your Paffion docs not run away with your Rea-

on.
# D Beag,
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Beau. Dear Heartly, thou beft of Friends, let me
embrace thee for this Goodnefs. ' :

Heart. Nay, pr'ythee keep thy Raptures for thy

Miftrefs. Have your Wits about you a little at pre-
fent, and let’s go in and (et to Bufinefs.

Beau. With all my Heart ——lead the way then.
.2 [ Exeunt,

SCENE II. Sir Credulous’s Chamber.

Sir Cyed. Dr. Mumiy order’d me every Morning to
take twelve Turns in my Chamber; buc I profefs I
forgot if T was to take ’em the long way, or the broad
way of the Room; that was forgetting a material
Point. ——~—Um — Um — What fhall I do in this
doubtful Cafe? —~—1 believe I had beft ev’n keep to
my Chair ’till farther Orders, for the Doétor is mighty
rigid in thefe things; and if 1 fhould take but one
Turn more or lefs than he prefcrib’d, I fhould be fe-
verely reprov’d —— A very punétual able honeft Man
in truth. I am mighty happy in a Phyfician, 1 muft
needs fay, and have one that knows how to manage me.
to a Harr.

Enter Primrofe,

Prim. Sir, there is —— _ t

Sir Cred. Speak foftly, you Slut, thou ftun’(t my
very Brains; doftn’t confider that fick Peeple are nat
to be bawl’d to ar fuch a rate?

Prim. 1 came to tell you, Sir.

Sir Cred. Spealk foftly, I tell thee.

Prim. Sir. [ hifpering very low.
Sir Cred. Hey !
Prim. 1 came to tell you, Sir. (W hifpering.

Sir Cred. Hey! Speak a little louder, Hufly.
Prim. Here’s one wants to fpeak with you.
Sir Cred. Let him come in.

Enter Beaumont.

- Beau. Sir

Prim,
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.'B Prim. Don’t fpeak fo loud, you'll ftun my Mafter’s
rain. ,

Bean. I'm glad, Sir, to find you out of Bed, and
to fee that you're fo much better than you was.

Prim. Better! ’tis falfe, my Mafter’s always ill.

Beau. 1 beg Pardon, I only judg’d from the Gentle-
man’s Looks He looks very well.

Prims. What do you mean with your Looks well?
He looks very ill ; he never was worfe in his Life I
tell you.

Sir Cred. 8he’s in the right.

Prim. He walks; fleeps, eats, and drinks indeed,
like other Folks; but that does not hinder him from
‘being very ill.

Sir Cred. She fays true.

Beau. T’m very forry for’t, ——= 1 come, Sir, from
the young Lady your Daughter’s Mufick-Mafter; he
was fuddenly taken very ill, and has fent me to prac-
tile over fome Leflons with the Lady in his Ab-
fence. |

Sir Cred. Very well. —— Call Bclina.

Prim. 1 believe, Sir, ’twill be better to thew the
Gentleman into her Chamber.

Sir Cred. No; no, bid her come hither.

Prim. He can’t teach her as he ought to do unlefs
they are alone.

- 8ir Cred. Go call her hither, I tell thee.

Prim. Why, Sir, you are not in a Condition to be
difturb’d at prefent. They’ll only ftun your Brains.

Sir Cred. No, no, 1 love Mufick, and I {hall be
%ﬂd to hear my Daughter fing. — O, here {he comes!
Go you and fee if my Lady’s dreft. [ Exit Prim.

Enter Belina,

Sir Cred. Come here, Child. Your Mufick-
Mafter, it feems, is taken ill, and has fent this Gentle-
man to teach you in his ftead.

Belina. *Tis he indeed. [ 4fide.]—— It the Gentle-
man, Siry will be fo kind as to thew me what he’d
have me doy I’ll comply with his Inftruétions as well
I\ as I can. D 3 Beau,
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* - Beau. Charming Creature! [4fide.] =—— My good
Fortune would be extraordinary, Madam, if I could
inform you of any thing that might be of the leaft
Advantages and P’ll fpare no pains ——

Sir Cred. Very well, Sir, but will you be pleas’d
to let me hear my Daughter fing ?

Beau. I waited your Commandsy Sir.— I have juft
recolleted the Scene of a little Opera, lately com-

os’d, which the Lady and | will fing together. ——
ere Madam’s vour Part.

Belina. My Parry Sir? =,

Beau. Pray make no Difficulty, Madam, but permit
me to inftrut you in the Nature of the Scene we
are going to fing. I have a very indifferent Voice,
but “twill be fufficient if 1 can make my {elf under-
ftood; Sir Credulous will have the Goodnefs to pardon
me '

Sir Cred. Ay, ay; are the Verfes fine?

Bean. *Tis a little Extempore Operas fo that what
you hear fung will be a kind of numerous Profe, fuch
as the Paffion and Exigency the two Perfons were in,
infpir'd ’em with off-hand. !

Sir Cred. Very well, begin then.

Beau. 'The Subjet of the Scene is this. A
young Shepherd being debar’d the Sight of the Fair
he ador’d, by the Confinement the was under from
the Morofenefs of a Father, the Violence of his Paf-
fion made him fpeedily refolve to apply for Confent,
which he obrtain’d her Permiflion to do; but at the
fame time is inform’d that another Match was con-
cluded on for his Charmer, and all things prepar’d to
celcbrate the Ceremony ; thus ftung -with Anguith
and Defpair, he re(olves on a Stratagem to introduce
himfelf into the Houfe of his Shepherdefs, that he
might learn from her own Mouth, her Sentiments,
ano his Deftiny. There he meets with Preparations
for all that he fears.  Judge you, Sir, judge you,
Madam, what a cruel Stroke this muft be to the Heart
of our Shepherd. He cafts the moft languithing

Lovoks on the Beauty he adores, till the Traniport of
. his
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his Paffion makes him break thro’ all Conftraint, and
~addrefs her in this manner. - [Sings.

4 DIALOGUE SONG.

Beau. Ok Silvia, *tis too much to bear
oF Break crucl Silence, and reply s
Your Love, or your Difdain declare 3
Sayy muft 1 livey or mufi Idie?

Belina.  1n this Extremity of Pain, _
| Hhen Looks and Sighs my Palflion prove,
To firive to bide it is but vain,
Al Thyrfis! need 1 fay 1 love ?

Beau.  Ob! what tranfporting Words I hear !
Opnge more, and all my Doubts vemave
Ah Silvia; [ but dreamt I fear.
Belina, Yes, Thyrfis, £ muft own I lpve.

Beau. - A thoufand times thofe Words repeat,
Belina, Yes, Thyrfis, thee alone I love. ;
Beau.  Did cver Mufick found [o fweet! 550
Again~ -
| Belina, — 25, Thyrfis, thee I love. 3
|

Belina.  Baur, Shepherd, (ay, may I believe

' That you will n’er my Heart deceive?

Beau.  No, let Experience be the Tefl, .
W hich loves the longeft and the beff.

Both % "Tis done — and may the Powers above
=" € Blaft thofe awho firft prove falfe to Love.

- 8ir Cred. And what fays the Father to all this?
" Beau. Nothing atall.

§ir Cred. Why then, let me tell you, Sir, the Fa-
ther was a Fool to bear with fuch Impertinence, and
 {ay nothing. In fhort, your Play is of very ill Exam-
{ple. The Shepherd Zhyrfis is an impertinent Cox-

;i ¥ |8 5 comb,
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comb, and the Shepherdefs Silvia a faucy Minx, to
talk at that rate before her Father: «———— Let me fee
that Paper there? Heyday! where are the Words
you have been finging all this time? Here’s nothing
but Notes!

Beau. Oh Sir! —~—as for that — they —they have
lately invented a way of writing down the Words in
the Nntcs themfelves.

Sir Cred. O! havethey{o? Your Servant for that,

SI m—
Enter Primrofe.

Prim. I'faith, Sir, I'm o’ your Side now, and re-
nounce all that L faid Yefterday. Here’s Squlre Looby
come with his Uncle to make you a Vific. You’ll
have a charming Son-in-Law ! ’tis one of the gen-
tecleft wittieft Mortals that ever was feen. He {poke
but two Words, and they quite tranfported me. Oh!
Madam, you’ll be in love with him at once.

Sir Cred. (70 Beaumont, wbho is going.] Won’t you
ftay and fee the Gentleman that is to marry my Daugh-
Jtery, Sir? He’s the Nephew of my Phyfician, and a
very wealthy Gentleman of Cornwal.

Beaw. My Company, Sir, mayn’t be fo propcr at
prefent; fo I'll wait in the Hall to give the young
Lady another Leffon when the Interview is over.

[ £xit Beaumont.

Sir Cred. Ynur Servant, Sir ——— O! here they
are. Come, put your felves in Order.

Enter Dr. Mummy and Looby.

Sir Cred. You'll excufe me, Gentlemen, from un-
:aw:ung my Head; you know the Confequence, Sir,
"tis by your own Ordcrs.

Muam. We are inall our Vifits to confulc the Wel-
fare of our Patients. — My Nephew and I, Sir, are
come here to exprefs the Ecﬂ:aly we are in for the

Favour you defign us, of admitting us into your Al-
hance.

Sir Cred.
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Sir Cred. 1 receive the Honour you do me, Sir,
with a great deal of Satisfattion; and nothing which
a poor fick Man can do to return the Obligation,
fhall be ever omitted.

Mum. Come, Nephew, advance, and make your
Compliments.

Loob. Muft not I begin with the Father?

Mum. Yes.

Loob. 1 with I may rememberall my Speeches. [ 4/ide.]
—— Sir, I falute, acknowledge, cherifh, and revere

ou as a fecond Father ; but a Second Father to whom
i'may juitly fay, that I’'m more indebted than to the
firft: 1 was his Son by Neceffity, but am yours by
your own Free-will. And as much fuperior as the
Faculties of the Mind are to thofe of the Body, fo
much more valuable do I efteem this future Iilia-
tion.

Mum. My Nephew, Sir Credulous, has been at Ox-
ford.

b Prim. Ay, Heavens blefs him! he talks as if he
ad.
- Looby. 1 think that was pretty well done, now.

Mum. Optime! vo the Lady, to the Lady.

Looby. Madam,  ’tis with much Juftice that Hea-
E‘:n has beftow’d on you the Name of Mother-in-

AW —— - :

Sir Cred. Hold, hold, Sir, that’s not my Wife; ’tis
my Daughter you are talking to.

Looby. Say you fo? Where’s my Lady then?

Sir Cred. She’ll wait on you prefently,

Looby. Shall I ftay ’till fhe come, Uncle?
-~ Mum. No, no, make your Compliments to the young
Lady fitft.
. Léoby. Madam, I feel my felf animated and enli-
ven’d by the Sunfhine of your Beauty. Permit me
therefere, Madam, at the Altar of your Charms, to
make an Offering of my Hearty which afpires to no
other Glory than that of being your moft humble,
moft obedient, and moft faithful Servant, Slave and
Husband,

D 4 Sir Cred.
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Sir. Cred. Well, Madam, and what {fay youto this
poHwe |

Belina. 1 fay, Sir, that the Gentleman does Mira-
cles.

Prim. Ay, if he proves but as good a Lover as he
is an Ofator, and makes as handfom Prefents to me as
he does Specches to my Lady. —— He’s a wonderful
Galant, that’s all.

Sir Cred.- My Ealy-Chair here, quickly and
Chairs for the Company. Sit you there, Davgh-
ter. You hear, Sir, how every body admires
your Nephew.

- Mum. Siry ’tis not becaufe he’s my Nephew, but I
think I may fay that I've Reafon to be fatisfied with
him ; and all that fee him fpeik of him as a Perfon
that has no Unluckinefs in him. He never indeed had
fuch a Livelinefs of Imagination, or Readinefs of
Wirt, as may be obferv’d in fome People; for which
Reafon | would have had his Father made him o’ the
Faculty., When he was little, he never was what
they call Roguith or Waggifth, but was always clofe,
quiety and taciturn. ’Twas with the utmoft Difh-
culty they taught him to read, for he was nine Years
old before he knew his Alphaber.  Good, faid I to
my {elf, your Trees that grow the floweft, bear the
belt Fruit; that Backwardnels to comprehend, thac
Heavinef: of Imagination, are {ure Prefages of a fu-
ture good Judgment. He was then fent to the Col-
lege, fince which I have never feen him rill laft Nighe;
but I find, to my Comforr, that he’s turn’d out ac-
cording to what he promis’d.

Looby. Yes, Madam, for you muft know I'm a Ju-
flice of Peace in my own Country. '
“ Prim. That’s charmirg indeed, Madam. Why,
you have met with a Benefit-Ticker here, truly ——-
W hat, to be the Juftice’s Lady, and be coach’d down
to his Worfhip’s Borough Town, which you’ll find
moft froicful in Aunts and Coufins. Then to be in-
troduc’d into the Bean Monde, and vifit the Bailiff is
Lady and the Excifeman’s Wife, who will do you

: the

|
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the Honour of the Elbow-Chair, and Upper-end of
the Table.——"T'hen at Chriftmas-time you’ll have a
Ball in his Worthip’s great frec-ftone Hall, accom=
pany’d with a fine Concert of a Dulcimer, a Bafs-Viol,
and two Pair of Bagpipes.

Looby. Ay, ay, ay, ay, fthe’ll want for no kind of
Recreation for that matter, for we have the Players
there too in the Summer-time, and the Merry-Adu-
drews, and your Leatherdeman Folk. And — Whu!
let us alone for jovial Doings, I warrant ye.

Prim. That's pure, I'll fwear. ‘Therc’s no with=-
ftanding {uch a Match, Madam.

8ir Cred. But {ee, here comes my Wife.

Enter Lady Hippifh.

My Love, thisis Dr, Mummys Nephew.

Loohy. Madam, ’tis with great Juftice that Heaven
has beftow’d on you the IName of Mother-in-Law,
for by all Laws, both Divine and Human, you are—

Lady Hip. Youn are welcome to Town, Sir, and
I'm glad we bave the Honour of {ecing you here.

Looby. Becaufe by all Law:, both Divine and Hu-
man —— both Divine and Human, you are — Madam,
you interiupted me in the middle of my Speech, and
made me quite forget what I had ro fay.

Mummy. Relerve ity Nephew, foranother Opportu-
nity.. _
gf?' Cred. 1 withy, my Life, you had been here juft
now, -
Prim. Ahy, Madam! you don’t know what you have
loft by not being here at the Second Fatber, the future
Filiatien, and the Offering up of the Heart.

Sir Cred. Come,. Belina, give the Gentleman your
Hand, aad plighs your Troth to him.

Belina. Sirl,

Sir Cred. Sir!l— W hat d’ye mean by that?

Belina. 1 beg, Sir, you won’t think of hurrying
things at this rate; give us time at leaft 1o know one
another, and fee it our Inclinations are mutual or
nor,

Laody,
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Looby. Look’e, Madam, for my Part, I've no Oc-
cafion for waiting any longer, I’m ready, if you are—
and fo let’s fee your 'Hand.

Belina. But 1 am not, Sir; your Merity; tho® ’tis
very extraordinary, has not made fufficient Impreffion
on me yet.

Looby. S’nigs! why fo waundy coy now ! — [ Afide. ]
Thefe Londoners have 3 power of Modefty, 1 find
that.

Prim. Lack-a-day ! Madamy why thould you make fo
much Refiftance? Sure, ’tis a moft defirable Alliance—
Law and Phyfick — Phyfick and Law —they are both
fuch honourable honeft Profeflions, that I don’t know
which ought to ftand firft. |

Lady Hip. Why, Mifs has fix’d her Inclination per-
haps fomewhere elfe, and modeftly made a Choice for
herfelf.

Belina. 1f 1 hady, Madam, it fhould be fuch a one
as might be warranted both by Reafon and Honour.

Sir; Cred. Hey-day! I make a very plealant Figure
here!

Lady Hip. If 1 were in your Place, Child, I thould
be apt to difpute the Eleftion with hér tho’y and ei-
ther make her take the Perfon 1 thought proper, or—
I know what I’d do.

Belina, Ohy, Madam ! I'm fenfible of your Affection
for me; but perhaps your kind Endeavours may not be
fortunate enough to fucceed. -

Lady Hip. Perbaps not, for fuch prudent well-bred
Daughters as you, Madam, whofe Actions are all war-
ranted by Reafon and Honoury make a Jeft of the O-
bedience theéy owe to a Father, and fcorn to take
Counfel from any but their own Heart.

Belina. 'The Duty of ‘a Daughter is not unlimited,
Madam, and neither Law nor Reafon makes it extend
to fome Cafes.

Lady Hip. That’s to {ay, you are very willing to be
married, but vou are not willing your Father fhould
have any hand in the Match. — The young Lady,
you findy my Dear, has a mind to choofe for her felf,

{o
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fo you muft not prefume to interpofe; to fay the
Truth, you have no Occafion, Mifs is certainly come
to Years of Difcretion.

Belina: 1f my Father can’t approve of the Perfon I
like, I conjure him at leaft not to force me to take one
that I never can like.

Sir Cred. Gentlemen, I beg your Pardon for all
this. i ;

Belina. Every one, Madam, has their End in mar-
rying. As mine is to give my Heart where I give
my Hand, I think there’s great Precaution requir'd in
the Choice. There are fome who marry only to be
free from their Parents Reftraint; then there are o<
‘thers, you know, Madam, who make Wedlock a
Trade, who marry only to get good Jointures, and
pals without Scruple froh Husband to Husband, with
no other View but to bury them all, and make up a
Fortune out of the Ruin of their Families; fuch in-
deed ftand little on Ceremony, the Perfon of the Man
is the leaft thing they confider.

Lady Hip. Good lack! Mifs, why, you harangue
finely to-day 5 but I would willingly know, methinks,
what you mean by all this? |

- Belina. 1y Madam! I mean what T fay.

Lady Hip. You are fuch a Fooly Child, that pofi-
tively there’s no enduring of you. —— You have a
lovely forward Girly here, my Dear; nay, her Mo-
defty is remarkable every where; for when we were
at the Play laft, there was fome beaftly Speéches
which made all the reft of us cover our Faces, and ftop
our Ears; but Mifs fat as calm and barefac’d all the
while, as if the had been at a Sermon, and did not fo
much as blufh at the abominable Leudnefs.

- Belina. You perhaps, Madam, are better skill’d in
Leudnefs than 1 am; for my Part, I faw none atallin
it. I always confider things on the Side they are thewn
gm} and never turn ’em to look for what’s not fit to

e feen.

Lady Hip. But a Woman’s Modefty and Virtue —

Belinda
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Beling. A Woman’s Modefty and Virtue don’c lie
in Grimace, Madam; that affeted Nicenefs which is
fo much fhock’d at the Shadow of things, will often
bear with the Reality. Don’t you remember, Ma-
dam, that the very Footmen cry’d out, That your
Ears were more chafte than all the reft of your Per-.
fon? 3
Lady Hip. Your Infolence is not te be equall’d, .
Child —

Belina. 1 know, Madam, you want to provoke me -
to make you fome impertinent Anfwer; but I tell you
beforehand' you fhall not have that Advantage over:
me. ' ~

Lady Hip. You don’t know, my Dear, how filly
you are,

Belina. No, no, Madam, ’tis to no purpofe.

Lady Hip. You have a ridiculous Pride, an imper-
tinent Prefumption, which make you odious to every
Creature.

Belina. That won’t do; I’ll be difcreet in {pite of
you ; and to deprive you of the Hopes of {ucceeding
in your Defign, I'll inftantly remove my felf out of
your Sight — and fo, Madam, your mofit obedient.

[ Exit Belina,

Sir Cred. Hark’e, Belina, there’'s no Medium in
this; either refolve within thefe fix Hours to marry
this Gentleman, or go feek your Fortune, which yo
pleafe. ;

Mum. Well, Sir, my Nephew and I will take leave
of you for the prefent.

Sir Cred. But ftay, Sir, and tell me a little how I
am firfk.

Mum. [ Feeling bis Pulfe.] Um all 1s not right
here, we are a little too much upon the Hurry ftill.
This capricious Pulfation fhews the Machine to be
much out of order, and indicates a Defect in the Pg-
renchyma Splenicem, that’s to fay, the Spleen.

Sir Cred. Ha! Dr. Opium was with me this Morn-=
ing, and told me my Diftemper lay in my Liver.

Mum. Ay, ay, when you fay the Parenchyma, you

mean
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mean both ene and the other, becaufe of the ftrict
Sympathy there is between ’ém, by means of the Pazs
Brewe; he ordered you no doubt to eat all your Meat
raafted; L& 8 Wi i

Sir Cred. No! all boil'd.

Mum. Ays ay, roafted, boil'd =~ ’tis the fame
thing — he order’d right.

- 8ir-Gred. But Siry be pleas’d to tell me how many
.Grains of Salt I may put into an Egg.

Mum. Six, eight, ten, by equal Numbers, as we
prefcribe in Medicines by unequal Numbers.

- Sir Cred.-Siry your Servant. Well, Gentle-
‘men, I thall expe&t you again in the Evening, when
every thing fhall be ready to folemnize the Nup-
tials.

Mum. Your Servant, Sir.

Looby. Your Servant till then, Sir; your Servant
till then. [ Exeunt Mummy and Looby.

Sir Cred. My Life, what ails thee? Why doft theu
look fo concern’d, my Dear? I pr'ythee give thyfelf
no Uneafinefs for the Behaviour of that Minx. I'll
Jhumble her, 1 warrant thee.

Lady Hip. Oh! my Dear, you little know what
Anguifh I feel.

Sir Cred. Lack! lack!

Lady Hip. To be accus’d of Ingratitude and want
of Love for thee, my Soul =———— Oh! — the bare
Thought of it is Horror inconceivable. My Heart is
{o fwol’n that-I cannot {peak, and I believe twill kill
‘me. . [Cries aloud.
. Sir Cred. [ Running towards the Door bis Daughter
awent out at.] Oh! Baggage, I would I had thee here,
I’m forry I kept my Hands off the Gipfy, and did not
break her Bones on the Spot. Come, my Chuck,
dry thy Eyes, dry thy Eyes.. Ods heart! I'm ready to
weep my {elf to fee thee take on fo. I have a good
-mind to turn the Slut out of my Doors.

Lady Hip. No, no, Sir Credulous, ’tis I that mauft
put an End to thefe unhappy Diffestions. I fee what

Uneafine(s

|
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Uneafinefs I occafion here, and find there’s a Necefs
fity for my leaving the Houfe. =~

Sir Cred. How, my Life! what’s that thou fay’ft ?

Lady Hip. ’'m envy’d and hated, and all Endeavours
us’d, I fee, to make you fufpeét me. -

Sir-Cred. But you find; my Love, what heed I give
to ’em. -'

Lady Hip. They’ll not ftop here, you may be fure ;
and thole very Staries which you now rejeét, may ong
Day poflibly meet with Credit; and then— Oh! |

Sir Cred. Never, my Soul, never.

Lady Hip. Ah! my Dear, a Daughter may eafily
miflead her Father. We had better therefore part at
once, my Soul, which will remove the Caufe of thefe
Family Difcords, and prevent any farther Aflaults on
my Reputation and yet ’tis Death to me to think
of parting from thee too. [ Cries.

Sir Cred. Oh dear! Oh dear! if thou talk’ft at this
rate any longer, thou wilt break my Heart. Part from
thee! Noj but I'll part from the Hufly that’s the
Occafion of this 3 and if fhe makes the leaft Difficulty to
marry the Gentleman to-nighty P’ll fend her into the
Country to-morrow, and confine her there for Life,

Lady Hip. Alas! my Hearr, not on my Account ; 1
forgive her every thing, bear her no Ill-will, nor lay
any thing to her Charge ; T wifh I could do her any
Service, with all my Soul. _ -

Sir Cred. Generous Creature!

Lady Hip. But to live with her after this, is what
I can’t Heaven knows what the malicious World
would immediately think on’t; they’d fay that I did it
out of nothing bur Policy; and, becaufe I knew
my felf guilty, pretended a charitable Zeal for my
Accufer.

Sir Cred. No, no, my Life, the fhall be kepr at a
diftance, I promife thee. '

Lady Hip. Well, my Dear, T muft leave thee for
the prefenr, I have a little Bufinefs in the City which
muft not be negleéted; and I thall go by Mr. Cramny’s,
if you have any thing to fay to him.

Sir Cred.




The Dottor the Difeafe. 47

Sir Cred. Yes, my Heart, call on him then be fare,
and bid him make hafte with you know what, for I'll
fign and feal this very Night.

Lady Hip. Alas! my Soul, all the Riches in the
World have no Charms for me, unlels I enjoy them
‘with my Jewel; and if 1 do receive of you the Gift
you defign me, ’tis only becaufe I'm afraid the E-
ftate will fall into Hands that will make an ill Uie
of it. .

Sir Cred. 1 know it, my Dear, I know it very well,

| LGoing out.
Lady Hip. Stay, my Love, you forget you can’c
walk without your Cane. [Going for his Cane;

Sir Cred. That’s true indeed, my Life. — This Wo-
man loves me itrangely ! ’tis incredible how much the
loves _m,e! | W : [ Excunt,

SCEN E III. Belina’s Chamber.

Beaumont, Belina, and ﬁgﬁcs.

Belina. For Heaven’s fake, let us take care we are
not furpris’d; if we thould be feen together now, all
‘would be ruin’d. — Dear Naggy, have an Eye, andtell
us if you fee any body. _

Agnes. Yes, Sifter, I have look’d in every Corner,
there’s not a Moufe ftirring.

Beau. Dear Belina, how great is my Pleafure! and
what a Lofs am I at to exprefs my Affeétion! Whilft
1 bad nothing but the Language of Looksin my Pow-
er, [ thought I had a thoufand things to fay 3 but now
Fve obtain’d the wifh’d-for Liberty, Joy ftifles my
Words, and I’m filent. | .

Belina. Buttell me, Beaumont, have you thoughtof
any thing to favour our Defigns? Shall we be able to
fet afide this hateful Match?

Agnes. Sifter, Sifter, here’s my Mama! :

Belina. Undone! you that way, and I this, quick,
quick.

Agnes. No, no, ftay, fhe’s gone down another way.

Belina,
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Belinz. 1 with fhe has not feen or overheard us:

Bean. Yes, Belina, we have feveral Stratagems in
hand, all ready to produce upon occafion, which your
Uncle and Primrofe have engag’d to execute: But, as
in Comedies ’tis good to defer the Pleafure of a
Surprife, and not anticipate what will be afterwards
feen, fo yours be the Diverfion, without inquiring in-
to the Springs we {hall caufe to play.

Enter Primrofe.

Prim. Come, han’t you done yet?

Beas. But, dear Belina, fuppofe all our Endeavours
{hould fail? which Heaven forbid! —

Belina. What fhall I fay to you?

Beau, What {hall you fay to me!

- Belina. Ay.

Beau. What any one would fay who really loves —
That in.fpite of all your Father’s Power you’ll refolve
to be mine. '

Belina. Oh'! Beaumonty, tempt not my Duty with
the Propofals of a terrible Extremity, which 1 hope
~we never fhall come to; but this be aflur’d of, T'hat as
T’ll never be forc’d to give my Hand againft my In-
clinations, fo I will never give it againft the Obedience
which is due to a Father.

Bean. How Belinal _ _

Belina. No, fo well as I love Beaumont, 1 would not
‘even for him throw off my Scx’s Modelty, and a
Daughter’s Duty. _

Beau. Very well, Madam, I perceive what your
Affeétion is by your Refolution.

Belina. Why, what would you have me to do, |

Beaumont ?
Beas. Do, Madam! why accept of this Husband

by all means.
Belina. You advife me to 1t? |
Beau. Yes, the Choice is glorious, I think.
Belina. Very well, Sir, P'll follow your Advice.
Bean. Very readily, I don’t queftion, Madam. :
Belina. As readily as you gave it, Sir, .
Bean,
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Beau. 1 gave it to pleafe you, Madam.

Belina. And to pleafe you I take ir, Sir.

Prim. So! what will this come to?

Bean. Is this your Love then, Belina?

Belina. Pray lct us talk no more of thaty you rold
me freely, that I ought to accept of the Man my. Fa-
ther propos’d, and 1 declare I intend to follow your
wholfom Advice.

Beau. Don’t excufe your fclf, Madam, upon my In-
tentions; that’s only catching at a frivolous Pretence to
authorize your Infidelity.

Belina. Y ou may think fo, if you pleafe.

Bean. Yes, yes, I know I may. .

Belina. 'The Lofs is not great, you’ll foon make your
felf eafy under ir.

Beau. If I can, I will, you may be fure of ir, Ma-
idam if I can’t effect it, I'll at leaft feign it; for “cis
:an unpardonable Bafenefs to teftify Love for one that
rabandons us. :

Belina. 'The Sentiment is certainly noble and fublime,
iand I would have you follow it by all means.

‘Beau. 1 am f{ufficiently infulted, Madam, and will
immediately content you. . [ Going.

Belina. Very well. '

Beau. [Returning.] Remember, however, that I
ronly follow your own Example.

Belina. My Example! Be it {o.
Beau. Enough; you fhall be punétually obey’d.

| [ Going to the Door.
Belina. So much the better.

Beau. [ Returring.] Hey?

Belina. W hat?

Beau. Did not you call me?

Belina. 1! you dream fure!

] Beau. Well, I'll be gone then. —— Farewel, Ma-

| dam.

Belina. Farewel, Sir.

Prim. O’ my Confcience, you are both of you ra-

iving .mad! I had only a mind to fee how far it would

igo.—— Hark’e, Sir. [Zaking Beaumont by the Hand.
% i E Beau.




so  The Mother-in-Law; or,

Bean. W hat would you have, Primrofe?

Prim. Come hither,

Beau. No, I'm refoly’d ———

Prim. How !

Belina. My Prefence drives him away, I’ll leave the
Place. [ Going.

Prim. W here are you running ?

[ Leaving Beaumont, and running fo Belina,
Belina. Let me go.
Prim. You muft come back, 1 tell you.

[ Bringing ber back.
Beau. The Sight of me, I find, difturbs her; I had
better make her eafy. [ Going.

Prim. [ Leaving Belina, and ranning again to Beau-
mont,] Again! give over this Folly, and come here
both of you. Are you mad to have this Quarrel,
when you ought to be confulting your mutual Safety?

Bear. Did not you hear how fhe talk'd to me ?

Prim. Are you turn’d Fool?

Belina. Did not you {ee how he us’d me?

Prim. Fools alike! She has no other Defire than
to keep herfelf for you. He loves you alone, and
wifhes only to be yours.— Come, give me both your
Hands. Yours.

Beay. What does this fignify? [ Giving bis Hand.

Prim. Oh! Come, yours.

Belina. 'To what End is all this? [Giving ber Hand.

Prim. Come, come, quickly. You both of you
love more than you imagine. |

Beau. Don’t do things with Uneafinefs. Look
on me without Hatred, Madam. [Belina turns ber |
Ejyes on Beaumont, and [miles.] That Look has |
ftung me to the Soul! Oh, Belina, forgive the Rath-
nels of my Paflion; twas nothing but Excefs of jea-
lous Fondnels.

Prim. Come, none of your filly Excufes to wafte
more time ; "twould be mighty proper you thould be
feen together now. Go you immediately and in-
form Mr. Heartly of the Part he’s to play. Get
you into your Clefet, and be ready to fall fick at a

Moment's’
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Moment’s Warning if it thould be neceffary, whilft I
play the Duce and all below Stairs.

Bean. Whatever may be the Confequence, Belina,
my greateft Hope is in your Conftancy.

Prim. Lud! what filly Creatures Lovers are ! 1
fhall now have more Difficulty to part ’em, than I
had juft now to bring ’em together. — Go, 1 fay.

Belina. You may depend, Sir

Prim. What a Clack yours is! Be gone, 1
fay ; this way, this way. - [Pufbes off Belina.

Bean. Well, Primrofe, I don’t know how we fhall
reward thee for this Induftry.

Prim. Oh, Sir! 1 defire no other Return but the
Pleafure I take in doing it; Virtue, you know, is its
own Reward. :

Bean. Yes, a Chambermaid’s Virtue is moft literal-
ly fo; for if fhe can get nothing by keeping it, the’ll
be fure to part with it for fomething.

Prim. Ay, Mr. Beaymont, but the World’s to blame
in placing all Virtue in one foolith Thing. — Why,
there's my Lady Hippifh, now, is aperfect She-Devil
in every thing elfe, but ftill the’s a Woman of Virtue.

' She robs her Husband; and ruins his Children; buc
 fhe’s a Woman of Virtue. — Defames her Friends, and
| pays her Servants no Wages ; but becaufe the has not
| Good-nature enough to give any Satisfaction to ano-
ther, {fhe’sa Woman of meoft {iri€t Virtue, forfooth.
When fuch an honeft Gipfy as I; muft be vilify’d and
| defpis’d, omly for having too much Humanity to let a
young Fellow die at one’s Feet5 well, ’tis not right,
I fay 5 ’tis my Opinionj;

Who fpares no Pains to fuccour the Diftreit,

That the’s with moft heroick Virtue bleft, %
Nor fpares no Coft to heal the Love-fick Brealt.

The End of the Third Ad.

E 2 XAl
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SC E N E, 8ir Credulous Hippith’s Houfe.

Sir Credulous in his Eﬂf}'*bﬁﬂfﬁ

ERCY onus! why does not this Mr. Galley-

pot come? [ Looking on bis Watch.] Oh fhame-
ful! Here’s a whole Morning has been thrown away,
without {fo much as taking one f{ingle Medicine.
Thefe Apothecaries are bewitch’d fure! ’Tis a horri-
ble thing a poor Creature muft be left to die for want
of a Bolus. Oh here. —— No, ’tis my Wife,
I thoughr, my Love, you had been gone into the

Ciry.

Enter Lady Hippifh.

Lady Hip. 1 was prevented, my Life, by an Acci-
dent, I thought it my Duty to inform you of be-
fore I went.  As I pals’d by Belina’s Chamber, juft
now, I faw a young Fcllow in earnclt Conference
with her. :

S:‘r Cred. How! a young Fellow with my Daugh-
ter . 1 -

Lady Ilip. Yes. 'The Regard I have for you and
your Family, my Dear, made me endeavour to learn
what they were talking of; but I could hear nothing
to the purpofe only a few lufcious Expreffions,
and a Contrivance how to cheat the old Gentleman,
as they call’d him. _

Sir Cred. Lufcious Expreflions, d’ye fay ? —— The |
old Gentleman! Whar cld Gentleman? Who? |

Lady Hip. 1 can’c guels, Child: Not you, to be
fure, my Dear——one thould think not. ~ But your

‘ little
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little Daughter, Agnes, was with ’em, "and can tell
you all. ' |

8ir Cred. Send her to me here, my Love; fend her
to me here.

Lady Hip. 1 will. -Good by t’ye, my Love, for
a lictle while ; I’ll fee thee again as foon as pofiible.

8ir Cred. Goodby to thee, my Life. [£xit Lady
Hippith.] Ah, that impudent Minx, Belina’ 1 don’t
wonder now at her Obftinacy.

Enter Agnes.

Agnes. What would you have, Papa? My Mama
told me thar you wanted to {peak with me.
. 8ir Cred. Yes, come here nearer — turn this
way — look up — look upon me.

Agnes. Well, Papa.

Sir Cred. So!

Agnes. W hat So, Papa?

Sir Cted. Have you nothing to tell me?
. Agnes. Yes. Ill tell you the Story of the .7/'s
Skin, or the Fable of the Crow and the Fox.

Sir Cred.- That’s not what I ask you.

Agnes. W hat then?

Sir Cred. Ah! you cunning Gipfy
fwell enough what I mean.
Agnes. Indeed, Papa, but I don’t,
§ir Cred. Is this the way of doing what you was bid?
{Did not I order you to come and tell me immediately
every thing that you faw?
Agnes. Yes, Papa.
§ir Cred. And have you done fo, pray?
Agnes. Yes, 1 am come to tell you every thing I
thave {een. '
8ir Cred. Very wells and what have you feen to-
day then?
Agnes. Nothing, Papa,
Sir Cred. Nothing!
Agnes. Nothing at all.

you know

E 3 - Sir Cred.




5 4 The Mother-mi- Law; or,

Si¢ Cred. O! I fhall make you fee fomething pre-
fently. . [ Shaking bis Cane.

Agnes. O dear, Papa!

Sir Cred. You little Counterfeit, you did not tell
me you {aw a Man in your Sifter’s Chamber. :

Agnes. Why, my Sifter forbad me; Papa; but I'll
tell you every thing.

Sir Cred. Take care you tell me the Truth then;
for here’s my little Finger that knows all, will tellme
if you lye.

Agnes. Bur, pray, Papa, don't let my Sifter know
that I told you,

Sir Cred. No, no.

Agnes. Why then, Papa, there came a Man into
my Sifter’s Chamber as I was there; I ask’d him
what he wanted; and he told me that he was her
Mufick-Mafter.

Sir Cred. Oho! the Matter’s out now. This isthe
Opera-monger, with his Shepherd and Shepherdefs !
e Well, and what then?

Agnes. Mfy Sifter came in after, and cry’d, Be gone,
be gone; for Heaven’s fake, be gone; I'm in Pain
for you; and we fhall certainly be carch’d.

Sir Cred. What then?

Agnes. Why, he would not be gone.

Sir Cred. W hat did he fay to her?

1 Agnes. He faid I don’t know how many things to
er.

Sir Cred. Ay, but what?

Agnes. He faid This, -and That, and T other; that

he lov’d her mig&;ﬂy; and that the was the pretticit
Creature in the World.

Sir Cred. And then? !

: Agnes. Why, and then he fell upon his Knees to
er.
Sir Cred. And then?

Agnes. Why, and then he kifs’d her Hands.
Sir Cred. And then?

Agnes. Why, and then he {wore to be true to her,,
and the {fwore to be true to him. |

Sir Cred..
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Sir Cred. And then?

Agnes. W hy, and then they quarrell’d a little.

Sir Cred. Quarell’d, did you fay?

Agnes. Yes, Papa. '

Sir Cred. Very well, T like that. And what then?

Agnes. W hy then they grew more loving than ever.

Sir Cred. How ! and what then, Hufly ¢ and what
then?

Agnes. Why, and then — they parted.

Sir Cred. And this is all ?

Agnes. Yes, indeed, and indeed, Papa.

Sir Cred. Ay, but my little Finger mutters as if
there was fomething clfe. Hold, ay, ay, fo, fo;
ay, my little Finger tells me that you've feen fome-
thing you’ve not yet told me of.

' [Putting bis Finger to his Ear.

Agnes. Ah, Papa, your littie Finger is a Story-
teller.

Sir Cred. Have a care what you fay.

Agnes. Pray don’t believe ity Papa, for it tells Fibs,
upon my Word.

§ir Cred. Very well, very well, we fhall find that.
Ger you gone, and be fure you take notice of
every thing you fee.

Agnes. Yes, yes, Papa, I'll be furc to mind what
you fay. [ Exit Agnes.

Sir Cred. Lack-a-day! how do thefe Bufinefles dil=
tralt me! I have not fo much as Leilure to mind my
Indifpofition. In truth, this is infupportable.

[ Sitting down in bis Chair.

Enter Heartly.

Heart. Brother, how is it? How d’ye do?
Sir Cred. Very ill, Brother, very ill.
FHeart. Very ill!

Sir Cred. Yes, I'm fo very faint, you’d hardly
think it; I have not Strength fo much as to fpeak. .
Heart. Good lack! that’s hard indeed. ———— I am
come hither, Brother, to propofe a Match for my

Niece Belina.

E 4 | Sir Cred.
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Sir Cred. [ Rifing out of his Chair in a Paffion.] Bro-
ther, don’t {peak to me of that Baggage; fhe’s a bafe
impertinent, faucy Quean, and I’ll make her know
that Tam her Father.

Heart. So, fo, this ismighty well; I’'m glad to find
your Strength return a little, and that my Vifit has
done you fo much good. But now, Brother, I de-
fire you'd inform me, for what Reafon you would
force your Daughter upon this Match, which fhe’s fo
averfe to?

Sir Cred. For what Reafon, Brother, am I Ma-
fter of my own Family, but to do what I pleafe
in’c? .

Heart. My Lady, I fuppofe, does not fail advifing
you to get rid of your Children at any rate.

Tidadh

Sir Cred.. Ah, there’s the Thing. — My Lady, poor |
Weman, is fure to be brought on the Stage; ’tis fhe |

that does all the Mifchief, for certain; and all the
World will have it fo, I fuppofe.

FHeart. No, no, Brother, we'll leave her out of the
Queftion then. She’s a good Woman, that has the
beit Intentions in the World for your Family; is free

from all manner of Self-Intereft; has a marvellous |

Tendernels for you; and thews an inconceivable Af-
feCtion to your Children, that’s certain. We'll fay
no more therefore of her, but return to your Daugh-
ter. With what View would you marry her to this
Nephew of Dr. Mammy’s ?

Sir Cred. With a View of having fo skilful a Phy-
fician as Dr. Muminy, related to me.

Heart. Is it poffible you fhould always be fo be-
witch’d with vour Doétors and Apothecaries, and

refolve to be fick, in {pite of the World, and Nature |

it felf? £
Sir Cred. What d’ye mean by that, Brother? Ihave
been under the Doltor’s Hands bere, and taking Phy-
fick, for thefe Twenty Years, and yet I'm not fick,
I warrant,
Heart. 1 mean, Brother, that ’tis a plain Sign
you bave a ftrong Conftitution, when, with all the
: Phyfick
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Phyfick you have taken, you’ve not been able to de-
ftroy it. - |

Sir Cred. But do you know, Brother, ’tis that
keeps me alive? Dr. Mammy has aflor’d me that [
fhould abfolutely go off, if I were but three Days from
under his Hands ; but this Dr. Mummy knows nothing,
I fuppofe, in your Opinion. |

Heart. Oh! yes, he can talk good Latin; call all
Diftempers by their Names, in Greek; knows how to
define "em and diftinguith ’em. —— But how to cure
’em, is what he doesn’t know.

Sir Cred. But, Sir, with Submiffion; there are
People as wife and clear-fighted as your Worthip,
gmt in cafe of Sicknefs have Recnur)[ic to him for

ure.

" Heart. There are a great many Trades, you know,
that take Advantage of the Frailty of Mankind, and
get their Bread from the lucky Prepofieflion of Er-
ror. And as the greateft Weaknefs Men have, is the
Fear of Death, upon That the Quack builds his For-
tune and Reputation.

Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, but Dr. Mummy’s no Quack;
he’s a regular Phyfician, and one that has not the leaft
Artifice or Craft, but deals fincerely and confcientiouf-
ly by his Patients.

Heart. Right; fo far from meaning 1ll in what he
prefcribes, that he difpatches you out of pure Princi-
ple; and does no more in killing you, than what he
has done by his Wife and Children, and what upon
occafion he would do by himfelf.

Sir Cred. ' Hold, Brother, fay no more againft
Dr. Mummy, 1 intreat you, for it raifes my Choler,
and will bring my Diftemper upon me.

Heart. I've done, Brother; and to change the Dif-
courfe, I muft tell you; that vou ought noet ro take
fuch a barbarous Refolution with regard to your
Daughter. '

Enter
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Enter Galleypot, with a Bolus and Draught in
bis Hand. '

Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, a little, with your Leave,

Heart. What are you going to do? -

Sir Cred. To take this Bolus and Draught from
Mr. Galleypet, 1 fhall have done it prefently,

Heart. You jeft, fure! Can’t you be one Moment
without {wallowing fome Drug or other? Put it off
till another time, and let Nature have a little Refpite
now. -

Sir Cred. Well then, to-night, Mr. Galleypot, or to-
morrow Morning.

Galley. W hat Bufinefs have you, Sir, to oppofe the
Prefcriptions of the Faculty? The Phyfick is pre-
par’d, and won’t keep, Sir. —— And fince you hinder
“his Worthip from taking my Bolus, I’ll come upon
you, and you fhall take it for him.

Heart. Be gone, Sir. —— You are not us’d, I fee,
to talk to People’s Faces.

Galley. Medicines are not to be jefted with, Sir,
nor my Time to be loft. I came here by Dr. Mum-
my’s Order, and fhall acquaint him how I have been
hinder’d in the Performance of my Function.

: | Exit Galleypot,

Sir Cred. Brother, you’il be the Caufe here of fome
Mifchief.

Heart. A great Milchief indeed! {poiling a Bolus of
Dr. Mummy’s Prefcription. ———— Once more, Bro-
ther, Is it impoflible to cure you of the Doétor, for
that’s your Difeale, and nothing elfe ?
~ Sir Cred. Brother, you’ll make me mad.—— I wifh
you had my Diftemper, and then we fhould fee if you
would rartle at this rate. Hah! here comes
Dr. Mummwy, and Fury in his Face too ; Heaven pre-
ferve us !

Enter Mummy and Primrofe.

Mummy. Very fine! this. —— I have heard a very
' pleafant
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pleafant Story from Mrs., Primrofe here; my Prefcrip-
tions contemn’d, and my Medicines rejected.
Sir Cred. Indeed, Sir, it was not

Mummy. Sir, ’tis a very great Infolence, a rank Re-
bellion in a Patient again{t his Phyfician.
Prim, Horrible!

Mummy. A Bolus that I took the pains to make up
my felf!

Sir Cred. *Twas not me.

Mummy. Invented and compos’d according to the
niceft Rules of Art!

Prim. Monftrous!

Mummy. And which was to have wrought Miracles
upon the Animal Spirits!

Sir Cred. T was my Brother ——

Mummy. To fend it back contumacioufly.

Sir Cred. >Twas he

Mummy. *Tis an enormous Infult on the Faculty.
Sir Cred. He was the Caufe

Mummy. Sucha Crime againft the Profeffion as can
never be enough punifhed.

Prim. Right, Doctor.

Mummy. 1 therefore declare, that from this time
forth I break off all Correfpondence with you.

Sir Cred. *Twas my Brother

Mummy. Tl have no Alliance with you.

Prim. You’ll ferve him right, there, Doétor.

Mummy. And to prevent any Relation between us,
I thus defiroy the Deed of Gift I made to my Ne-
phew in:favour of the Marriage.

Prim. I’'m glad o’that; let him take it for his
pains. .
Sir Cred. *T'is my Brother has been the Occafion of
all this Mifchicf; let it be brought again, and, to make
you amends, I'll take double the Quantity.

Mummy. 1 {hould have fet you to rights in a very
little time.

Prim. He does not deferve it. 5
Mummy. 1 wanted but a Score or two of Medicines
more, to have done your Bufinels effetaally.

Prim,
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~ Prim. He’s unworthy of your Care.

~'Mummy. But, fince you refufe to be cur’d b}r my
Hands

_ 8ir Cred. Ah! Brother, Brother!

- Mummy. Since you have withdrawn from me the
Obedience a Patient owes his Phyfician ——
~ Prim. That cries for Vengeance.

Mummy. And have declar’d your felf rebellious to
my Regimen and Prefcriptions '

Sir Cred. Not at all, not at all.

Mummy. 1 abandon. you to your evil Conftitution,
to the Acidity of your Stomach, the Alkalefcency of
your Blood, the Acrimony of your Bile, and the Fe-
culency of your I’ll-humours.

Prim. Well faid !

Mummy. And my Will is, That within thefe four
Days you énter on an ablolutely incurable State.

§ir Cred. Ah, Mercy! Mercy!

Mummy. That you fall immediately into a Difpep-
fia, |
Sir Cred. Good Doctor!

Mummy. From a Difpepfia into an Apepfia.

Sir Cred. Dottor!

Mummy. From an Apepfia, into a Licnteria.

Sir Cred. Dr. Muminy !

Mummy. From a Lienteria, into a Dyfenteria.

Sir Cred. Spare me, good Doctor!

Mummy. And ﬂem a Dyfenteria, into a Privation of
Life, the Condition your Folly has bmught you in=
to.— And fo, Good by t’ye, Good by t’ye.

| Exit Mummy.

Sir Cred. O Heavens! I’m dead. — Brother, you
have been the Ruin of me; I feel the Faculty taking
Vengeance of me already.

Heart. In good troth, Brother, you are out of your
Senfes, and I would not for any thing you fhould be
fcen in thele Fits. Pr’ythee feel your own Pulfe a lic-
tle, and don’t give up your felf to fuch wild Chime-
ras. Here’s a lucky Opportunity now, of getting rid

of your Doctors; or, if you are born to be a Slave
to
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to ’em, you may eafily procure another, with whom
you’ll run lefs Hazard than with this.

Enter Primrofe.

Prim. Joy, Joy, Sir.

Sir Cred. What now?

Prim. Rejoice, Sir.

Sir Cred. For what ?

Prim. Rejoice, I fay.

Sir Cred. Why, you impertinent Hufly, won’t you
tell me for whar, firft?

Prim. Noj Ull have you rejoice beforehand; fing
and dance.

Sir Cred. Was there ever fuch a Slut?

Prim. You are cur’d, Sir.

Sir Cred. Cur'd!

Prim. Ay, there’s a Dotor come to fee you, that
will cure you of all your Diftempers at once.

Sir Cred. Heaven forbid ! — Pr’ythee who is it?

Prim. 1 don’t know him; but He and I are as like
one another, as two Drops of Warer, all but his
Beard; and if I were not fure that my Mother was an
honeft Woman, I fhould {fwear fhe had play’d the
Wag before the married my Father.

Sir Cred. Defire bim to walk up. [ £xi Primrofe.

IHeart. This happens to your Wifh —— one Deé&or
leaves you, and another immediately comes in his
room. . !

Sir Cred. Ay, but Dottor Mummy was perfeltly
well acquainted with my Conflitution, and knew the
way to deal with me exaétly. — Oh! Ob! 1 fecl at
Heart all thofe — I den’t know what to call ’em —
thofe ftrange Diftempers he threaten’d me with.

Heart. One would think Dr. Maummy held in his
Hands the Thread of your Life, and by a fupreme
Authority, could fhorten or prolong it as he thought
proper: Reflect a little, that the Principles of your
Life are in your {elf, and that Dr. Mummy’s Anger 1s
as incapable of killing you, as his Mcdicines are of
. keeping you alive.

Sir Cred.
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Sir Cred. Oh lack! Oh lack! And pray, wife Sir,
what would you, out of your profound Knowledge
and Skill, advife one to do when one happens to be
fick, then? '

Heart. Nothing.

8ir Cred. Nothing!

Heart. No, nothing, but keep your felf quiet. Na-
ture herfelf, if we'd let her alone, would gradually
throw off the Load fhe labours with. 'Tis our own
Impatience fpoils all; for when we have but juft
Strength enough to ftruggle with our Diftemper, we
muft take Loads of Drugs to burden us the more. Be-
lieve me, Brother, it muft be a wonderful robuft Con-
ftitution that is able to bear both the Phyfick and the
Difeafe. |

Sir Cred. Mighty well, Sir, with your Nature and
you. —- But is not this Nature to be affifted by Art,
Pray? Vo

Heart. Lud! Lud! Brother, how you are impos'd
on! When a Phyfician talks to you of affitting, re-
lieving, and fupporting Nature; when he talks of
fweetning the Blood, ftrengthning the Nerves, and
reftoring the Lungs, ’tis nothing but a fpecious way
of prating, which gives you Words inftead of Rea-
fons, and Promifes inftead of Effeéts: For when you
come to make Trial, you find it a mere Dream, which
leaves nothing but the Regret of having ever thought
it real.

Enter Primrofe, drefs’d as a Phyjician.

Prim. Sir, your Servant.

Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir.
Primrofe herfelt!

Heart. They are very like one another, indeed; but
*tis n’t the firlt time we’ve feen fuch fort of things.

Prim. I hope, Sir, you’ll pardon my Cauriofity in
vifiting a Perfon of {o famous an Indifpofition as your
fclf, and offering you my {mall Services in relation to
what Bleedings and Purgations you may have occa-
fion for.

By my Troth,

Sir Cred,
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Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant. '

Prim. 1 obferve, Sir, that you look very earneftly
at me, pray how old d’ye think I may be?

Sir Cred. Old! why Thirty, belike.

S_Pﬂ'm. Ha, ha, ha! why, I’'m above Fourfcore,
ir.

Sir Cred. Four{core!

Prim. Yes; you fee an Effe& of the Secrets of
my Art, that preferve me thus lively and vigorous.

Sir Cred. 1 profefs, a jolly Youth, for one o’Fouyr-
{core, if he could but have hinder’d the Growth of
his Beard, Brother.

Heart. O! by no means; a Phyfician’s Skill lies
chiefly in his Chin.

Prim. 1 am, Sir, an Itinerant Phyfician, who tra-
vel from Town to Town, from Kingdom to King-
dom, ‘to find out Patients worthy of my Prafice, and
fit to exercife the great and noble Secrets of my Arc
upon. I{corn to amufe my felf with the little Fry of
common Diftempers, the Trifles of:] Rheumatiims,
Scurvies, Vapours, and Megrims. Give me your
Difeafes of Importance, good Purple-Fevers, good
- Plagues, good confirm’d Dropfies, good Pleurifies,
with Inflammation of the Lungs. Thefe are what
pleafe me; thefe are what I triumph over; and I with
with all my Heart, Sir, that you had a Complication
of ’em all upon you at once; that you were given o-
ver by all the Phyficians, and at the very Point of
Death, that I might demonftrate to you the Excel-
lency of my Medicines, and the Defire I have to do
you Service.

Sir Cred. T am very much obliged to you, Sir, for
your kind W ifhes.

Prim. Let me feel your Pulfe. Come, beat
as you fhould do. =——Hey! this Pulfe plays the Fool.
~—Yedon't know me yer, I find. — Who is your Phy-
fician?

Sir-Cred. Dr. Mummy. o
Prim. Dr. Mummy! Who is he? I have not bis
Name
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Name in my Lift of eminent Phyficians. Where does
he fay your Diftemper lies?

Sir Cred. He fays in the Spleen; others in the
Liver. |

Prim. They are all of ’em Jginoramus’s; 1 fay, that
it lies in your Lungs. ;

Sir Cred. In my Lungs !

Prim. Y¢sy where’s your Pain?

Sir Cred. 1 have every now and then a Pain in my
Head. _

Prim. The Lungs exattly.

Sir Cred. Sometimes a Miit before my Eyes.

Prim. The Lungs.

Sir Cred. Sometimes a violent Palpitation of the
Heart.

Prim. The Lungs.

Sir Cred. At other times I am taken with a violent
Pain in my Belly, as if it was the Colick.

Prim. The Lungs again. You have a good Appe-
* tite to what you eat ?

Sir Cred. Yes, Sir.

Prim. The Lungs. You love to drink a Glafs of
Wine ?

Sir Cred. Yes.

Prim. That’s the Lungs. You take a comfortable
Nap after Dinner.

Sir Cred. True, Sir,

Prim. The Lungs, the Lungs, I tell ye. What
does your Phyfician order you to eat?

Sir Cred. He orders me Broth.

Prim. Ignorant!

Sir Cred. Chicken.

Prim. Ignorant!

Sir Cred. New-laid Eggs.

Prim. lgnorant!

Sir Cred. And above all, to drink a good deal of
Water in my Wine.

Prim. lgnovantus, Ignoranta, Ignorantum! —w— You
muft drink good, unmix’d, Spanifa Wine, to thicken

your
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your Blood, which is too thin. — You muft eac
good fat Beef, good fat Bacon, good Durch Cheefe,
Rice-Gruel, and Craw-fith Soup, to corroborate and
conglutinate. Your Dr. Mummy is dn Afs, and
knows nothing of his Bufine(s; I'll fend you a Phy-
fician of my own bringing up, and will vifit you
fometimes my felf, whilft I ftay in the Town.

Sir Cred. Sir, you’ll oblige me extremely.

Prim. What the Duce d'ye do with this Arm?

Sir Cred. Do with 1t?

Prim. Cut me off this Arm immediatcly.

Sir Cred. Why fo, pray?

Prim. Don’t you {ee that it draws all the Nourifh-
mez';t to it felf, and hinders the other from thriy=
ing?

%’fr Cred. Ay, but ’ve occafion for my Arm.

Prim. Here’s an Eye too, which I'd have inftantly
pluck’d out, were Iin your Place.

Sir Cred. Pluck out my Eye!

Prim. Don’t you perceive it injures the other, and
occafions thofe Mifts you complain’d of but now?
Be guided by me, and have it taken away direétly;
you’ll fee the better with your Left.

Sir Cred. There’s no halte for that, Sir; ’tis as well
let alone.

Prim. But hark’e, Sir, is there not a certain Gen=
tleman, one Squire Looby, that is to marry your
Daughter?

Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, he is juft arriv’d from Cornwal
for that Purpofe.

Prim. The fame, —— *Twas there he was confti-
tuted and induted my Patient, but felonioufly with-
grcw himfelf from the Remedies I had prepar’d for

im.

Heart. Why, ay, Doltor, your Phyfick is Money
at any time; fo that he has aétually ftole your Cath,

Prim. Pardon me; 1 don’t intend to lofe him fo
neither; he’s tied and bound my Patienr, and I’ll bave
him feiz’d wherever I find him, and etther cure himy
or be the Death of him.

F Sir Cred.
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Sir Cred. Has he any Diftemper on him, then?

Prim. Yes.

Sir Cred. What Diftemper, pray?

Prim. No matter: Phyficians are oblig’d to Secre-
cy. ’'Tis enough that I injoin you not to celebrate
the Nuptials, without my Confent, under pain of in-
curring the Refentment of the Facu!t(, and bringing
the worft of Maladies into your Family.

Sir Cred. Nay, if it be fo with him, I fhall be in
no Hurry for the Match.

Prim. Be {ure you don’t. He may run away
as much as he pleafes; but I’ll get a Decree againft
him, and force him to be cur’d; yes, tho’ there were
a Complication of Diltempers, thirteen to the Do-
zen: His Body is mortgag’d to my Conduét; and it
fhall never be faid, that a Patient got the better of
his Doétor.

Sir Cred. You have my Confent, Sir, to phyfick
him your Belly-full.

Prim. Farewel, Sir. T am forry I muft leave you
{o foon, but I’m oblig’d to be at a great Confultation
to-day, upon a Perfon that dy’d Yefterday.

Sir Cred. A Perfon that dy’d Yefterday!

Pyim. Yes; to confider what ought to have been
done to have kept him alive and fo your Servant,
oir.

§#r-Cred. Sir, your Servant. —— Sick People, you
know, are excus’d from Ceremony. [ Exéi¢ Primrofe.

Heart, 'This is a thorough Dofor now, and talks
like himfelf.

Sir Cred. Yes, but he goes a little too faft, tho’.

fegrt. Oh!l that’s the way of all your eminent Phy-
{icians.

Sir Cred. 'To cut off an Arm, and pluck out an
Eye, in order to make the other bettér! 1'd rather
’twas not quite fo well. A pleafant Operation truly,
to maks me at once both blind and lame, But
you'll excufe me, Brother, if I go to my Couch and
take a Nap, for I'm {o fatign’d with thefe Affairs.

1 you have a mind to fit by me aQuarter of an Hour,

3 you'll
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yowll meet with fome very goad Books in my Study :
There’s a Treatife upon the Virtues of Water-Gruel ;
another againft eating Fith or Flefth; and another to
prove, that we ought to cat both. |
Heart. Very well, I'll attend you, Brother,
' [ Exeant Sir Cred. and Hearr.

Enter Primrofe, as élqwiﬂg Juft thrown off ber Doélor’s
Drefs, and pulling off ber Beard.

Prim. So far, {o good: I bave look’d out fharp to
all things yer; the Do&or’s Bufinefs is done, Ibelieves
and now I’ll fo fatigue our Country Squire, that he
{hall malg more hafte back again than ever he did to
come. ! here’s my Chap, drefs’'d Bridegroom-like,

Enter Looby.

Looby. Mrs. Primrofe, your Servant.

Prim. Sir, Your Servant. !
~ Looby. You feemy, Mrs. Primrofe, to look at my
Clothes. 1 was defirous to put my felf into the Court
Fathion; for the Credit o’ my Country.
 Prim. O’ my Word, Sir, you make another-guife
Figure than any of our Courtiers.

Looby. Ay, why fo my Tailor told me. The Suit
is rich, and proper for him that wears it, and will
make no fmall Show and Noile here; Hey ? —— Buar,
pray, can you bring one to the Speech of your Las
dy ? : |
?Pﬂ'w. No, Sir: i

Looby. 1s fhe gone out, then?

Prim. No.

Looky. Bufy, belike?

Prim. No.

Looby. In Company, may be?

Prim. No. :

Losby. Um, um, that’s ftrange indeed! &

Prim. W hy, look ye, Siry, my Lady is often abroad
and at home, at the {ame time; engag’d, and yet do-
ing nothing; in Company, and yet no Body x;irh

2 er s




63 The Mother-in- Law; or,

her: Ina Word, my Lady’s an Oracle, and I am her
Prieft.

Leoby. Then you muft be brib’d, I fuppofe. [ 4fide.’]
Give me your Hand, Mrs. Primrofe; let you
and I fhake Hands a little, and then, belike, we fhall
be better acquainted.

E?‘a&:'ﬂg ber Hand, and putting a Purfe in if.

Prim. Ptha! be quiet. Why, what a Fool ’tis!
[ dfide s [eeing the Money. ) Um, no, Troth, the
Man has more Wit than I thought he had.

Looky. WhenI’m marry’d to your Lady, Mrs. Prim-
7ofey you fhall have an excellent Place on’t.

Prim. You marry my Lady, Sir?

Looby. Why ay, I’'m come on purpofe tofmarry her,
now.

Prim. To

Looky. Yes.

Prim. In Marriage, fay ye?

Looby. Yes, to be {ure; how elfe can it be?

Prim. Um I’m forry for it.

Looby. Sorry for it!

Prim. Ay, I was thinking
I beg your Pardon.

Losby. W hat d’ye mean by that?

Prim, Nothing, nothing.

Losby. But, pray now

Prim. Nothing, Itell you; I fpoke too haftily.

Looby. Nay, but I muft know what’s at the bottom
of all chis.

Prim. No, no, ’tisn’t at all neceffary you fhould.

Looby. Ods my Heart! bur it is tho’.

Prim. Well, 1if it is, you muft excufe me there.

Locby. By what you faid o’ me, this Morning,
Mrs. Primyofe, 1 took you for my Friend.

Prim. Ay, marry, no body can be more fo; from
the Moment I l'awrynu, I felt an Inclination for you;
I faw fomething of Ingenuity

L.ooby. Your Servant.

Prim, Something lovely -——

Looby. Ohy Mirs. Primrofe !

to marry her?

but ’tis no matter,

Piim.
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Prim. So majeftick ——

Looby. Ay, {omething manly, as one may fay.

Prim. So cordial —

Looby. Ah, fweet Mrs. Primrofe /

Prim. This is all true.— But here is a Thing that
one’s Neighbour’s Intereft is concern’d in.

Looby. Hark ye, Mrs. Primrofe, here’s this Ring you
muft wear for my fake. Nay, 'tis in vain to fay,
No; for wear it you muft. — And this, I hope, will
oblige you to open your Heart to me.

Prim. Let me fee, I'll confult my Confcience a lit-
tle on the Cafe. —In the firlt Place, here’s my Mafter
puiiuing his own Intereft, and endeavouring to pro-
vide for his Daughter as advantageoufly as poflible, and
we ought to do no Man an Injury in {fuch an Affair.
~——— Not that the thing is any manner of Secret; but
fhall I go difcover it to one who’s ignorant of it?
No, we are forbid to fpeak Evil of our Neighbour,
that’s true; but then on the other fide

Looby. Ay, now for t’other fide!

Prim. Here’s a worthy Gentleman, who’s a Stran-
ger to the Town

Looby. And has been ftrangely us’d in it

Prim. Who comes thro’ Thick and Thin, with an
honeft Intention to marry a Woman he knows nothing
of ——an open-hearted Gentleman

Looby. And a Man of Parts, too.

Prim. W ho places a Confidence in me as his Friend,
has prefented me with a Purfle moft curioufly wrought.

Looky. Of Twenty Guineas,

Prim. And a Ring to wear for his Sake.

Looky. W hich coft Twenty more.

Prim. And fhall I fee this courteous generous Gen-
tleman abus’d and impos’d on, without {o much as tcl-
ling him of it?

Looky. No, to be {ure.

Prim. Well, 1 find T may let you into Matters,
without wounding my Confcience; but let us endea-
vour to tell ’em in the gentleft way poflible, and fpare
People as much as we can ——To fay that this young

F 3 Lady
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Lady o’ mine leads a difhonourable Life; would be
little too harfh; let us therefore feek fome milder
Terms to exprefs our Meaning by. The Word,
Gay, perhapsmay do it no, that dosn’t quite comeup
to’t —— that of compleat Cogquette {feems o hit our Par-
pofe the beft. |

Looby. Cocket! Cocket! What are your Cockets?

Prim. Oh! your Coquets, Sir, are your prancing,
prattling, gaming, galloping, witty, wanton, fine
f.adies; who rail at ctheir Friends, jilc their Lovers,
and cuckold their Husbands 3 and are true to nothing
but Scandal and Strong- waters. ' |

Looby. Oho! are they fo? are they fo? 1 am not
fuch a Coxcomb then, as to have any Bufinefs with a
Cocket.

Prim. Why f{o? there’s not fo much Harm in’t as -

People imagine, perhaps.

Looky. O! isn’t there fo? I’m your Servant for
that; I'll put no fuch Cap on my Crown, I affure
yc 5 the Brows of the Loobies are not made to bear
Branches.

Prim. Pooh, Pooh! ’tis what Husbands now-a-days
fit down fatisfy’d under. If you can’t fo well bear to
fee it done under your very Nofe, why, you have no-
thing to do but, when the Galant comes, ro take your
Cane and Gloves, and very civilly walk off.

Looby. Good, good! Ha, ha, ha! I am a very
proper Perfon to be made a Stalking-Horfe of, no
doubt. They fanly’d, I warrant ye, that Leonard
Looby, Efg; had no Guts in his Brains, to inform him-
felf how the World went, and to fee his Honour well
fecur’d in a Wife. But I'll go and ferret out old
Night-Cap, and let bim fee, 1’cod! that a Cornifh Man
1s not {o eafily to be bubbled. [ Exit Looby.

Prine. Ha, ha, ha! arare Gudgeon, truly!

Enter Servant, who whifpers Primrofe,

Prim. Very well; bid ’em go up one after another,
the Scorch Woman ﬁrﬂ;.

Enter
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Enter Beaumont.

Beau. Hift! Primrofe, is the Coalft clear?

Prim. Yes, yes, old Argus is employ’d above.

Beau. Well, and how are we? how came you off
with your Scene of Quackery ?

Prim. As Quacks of all forts do, Siry with flying
Colours. I foon routed the Dottor, ard run away
with his Bufinefs.

Bean. Bravely faid! But where’s our Squire? what’s
doing with him?

Prim. Oh! we are doing very Handfomly by him
above Stairs.

Beau. Is the Farce we contriv’d, in Aétion now,
then? |

_Prim. Yes; Ha, ha, ha! He’ll have enough of
Wives, I’ll warrant him. |

Beau. Well, but what have you for me to do
now ?

Prim. Let it be your Bufinefs to contrive the Wind-
ing-up of the Play, while I play my Scenes with him,
—— You underftand. -

Beau. Ay, ay.

Prim. And asfoon as I have planted him as [ would---

[ hifpers Beaumont,

Beaun. Very well; that will do the beft of any thing
in the World.

Prim. But here he comes.——Get you gone quick,
for we muftn’t be {een together. [ Exit Beaumont.

Enter Looby. "

Looby. What the Murrain can all this mean? Are
the People in this Town all ftark mad?

Prim. W hat’s the matter, Squire?

Looby. 1 fhall certainly be murder’d here in this
curfed Place! jabbering Jades! brazen Whores!

Prim. How ! What’s that?

Looby. Why, a couple of foul-mouth’d Carrions
have been abufing meat fuch a ratey within; and pre-
tend that I am marry’d to ’em both.

F 4 Prim.
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Prim. Marry’d to ’em both!

Looby. Ay, and threaten me with Juftice, and fwear
they’ll have me hang’d.

Prim, Mercy on us! an ugly Bufine(s! a yery ugly
Bufinefs, and Juftice here is as rigorous 4s Vengeance

againft that fort of Crime.

Looby. Ay but I am as innocent o’ the Matter as
you be, Mrs Pﬂﬂrﬂ[é

Prim. No matter for that; if you are accus’d of it,
’tis enough. You have nothing for’t, but to make your
Efcapeas foon as you can; there’s an Army of Confta-
bles after you already, I warrant ’em,

Looky. O Lud! O Lud! O Lud! for Guodncﬁ;
fake, what fhall I do, Mrs. Primrofe? Have you nc’er
a dark Room you could hide me in ? ne’er a Cupboard
that you could ram me into?

Prim. Um! I have hit on’t. Come along with me

quickly ; I’ll tell you the beft way to get off, without
being known.

Loghy. Dear Mrs. Primrofe, let us be gone then, di-
retly, for this Town rains nothing bur Plagues.
What the Murrain had I to do, to come o London ?.

[Exﬂzm:‘
S CE N E changes to Sir Credulous’s Chamber.

8ir Credulous and .Heartly.

§ir Cred. Was ever the like feen? I hope they’ll
kave him hang’d.

Heart. You had like to have been ﬁnel}r fitted with
a Son-in-law.

- 'Sir Cred. *Tis very true, that I had fo. What fhau
I do in this pcrp!cxmw 1&“1“: I am fo confounded,
l can fix on nothing. AP 1Rk -

Enter Primrole laughing, and rubbing ber Hands.

Prim. Well, Sir, I have been making Preparatmns
for the Wed: imn' that’s to be to- mght.

'~ Sir Cred. What Wedding, Hufly?
i L XSS Ak - Prim.
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Prim. Why, Madam Belina and Squire Looby’s, Sir.
And, as my Lady is out of the way, I have taken up-
on me to order a handfom Supper, a Concert of Mu-

Sir Cred. Why, you meddling Baggage, there’s to be
no Wedding, nor no Supper, nor no

Prim. No Wedding! ay, but thereis, tho’.

Sir Cred. 1 tell you, there is not.

Prim. Lack-a-day! Sir, you forget your felf; didn't
you fay that it was to be to-night ?

Sir Cred. If 1 did fay it, I unfay it again. .

Prim. You may do as you will; but marry’d they
fhall be, now things are gone fo far, that’s pofitive. -

Sir Cred. Heyday ! whereabout are we ? —— Why
——— wh

Prim. ?I have more Loove for you than to fuffer you
to make your felf laugh’d at, for faying and unfaying
in this manner.

Sir Cred. 1 want none of your Love.

Prim. But I will Love you, in {pite of your Teeth.

Sir Cred. Will you hold your Tongue, Serpent?
I’ll make you be filenr, or I’ll

Prim. Be it fo. But if I don’t {peak, T’ll think.

Sir Cred. Think as much as you will; but takecare
you don’t fpeak. [TZwrning to bis Brother.] Brother, I
am almoft mad. What muft be done?
 Prim. 1 wifh I might fpeak.

' [She’s filent when be turns bis Head,

Sir Cred. W hat muft be done, Brother?

Prim. W hy, they muft be marry’d.

Sir Cred. Then what I fay, fignifies nothing? Hey!
Baggage, Hey!

" Prim. W hat ails you, Sir? I don’t fpeak to you.

Sir Cred. What then?

Prim. 1 talk to my Sclf.

Sir Cred. Very well. [Putting himfeif in a Pofiure
to firike bers and Primrole, at every Caff of bis Eye,
ftanding filent.] *1 have thought {erioufly of ir, Bro-
tker[ ToHe artly] Why don’t you fpeak ?

Prim,
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Prim. 1 have thought ferioufly of it, and it muft
be fo. [Half afide.

Sir Gred. Why, you tormenting Beaft!

| (Gues 10 firike ber.

Prim. [ Running oxt.] And therefore I'll go fend for
the Parfon this very Moment. [ Exit Primrofe.

Sir Cred. Her Infolence has put me mad! How am
1 tormented on every band !——Ah! Brother, let me
advife you never to marry.

Heart. Never a fecond time, Brother; anda young
ravenous Widow, too.

Sir Cred. That’s not the Thing; I don’t fpeak of
my Lady; fhe’s all the' Comfort I have — but, Chil-
dren, Children, Brother, they are the Bane of Ma-
trimony 3 they are fo many Serpents, which a Man
hatches and breeds up only to fting him to Death for
his pains.

Heart. We only think ’em fo, by not confidering
’em as what they are. The lirtle Gaieries and Excefles
of Youth, arc as much the Beauty and Perfeétion’ of
that State; as Care and Policy are of Age; and yet
becaufe they an’t immediately grave and gray-headed,
we are diffatisfy’d and offended. |
 8r Cred. Ah! Brother, no body knows the Cares,
the Anxieties, the Pangs of a Parent, but thofe who
fecl ’em; I profefs, I am quite opprefs’d and bore
down by ’em. Ah! Belina, Belina! [ Wiping bis Eyes.

Heart. Come, come, Brother, thisis all Diftemper;
we’ll talk more of thefe things by and by: In'the
mean time I have order’d an Entertainment below,
which will diflipate your Concern, and difpofe you to
judge the better of what’s proper to be done. Things
won't appear fo difmal, after a2 Seng and a Dance;
*twill do you more good than all the Drugs in Mr. Ga/-
leypor’s Shop.

In focial Mirth, and gay Delights, we find
The truelk Care for a diftemper’d Mind.

The End of the Fourth A,
ACT
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S C E N E, 7be Sé’ﬂd?’ﬁ

Beaumont a#d Primrofe meet.

.Bm#.‘ H 7 EL L, Primrofe, how go we on?
- Prim. WithfWind aﬁd Tide, and For~
tune herfelf fits {miling at the Helm.

Beau. Bleflings on her for it !

Prim. 1 have put our Chap into fuch a terrible
Fright, about the Severity of the Law here againft
baving two Wives, that he’s refolv’d to fly for’t; and
that he may efcape more eifily from the Conftables,
which I’ve told him are plac’d in every Corner to ap-
prehend him, he’s gone to difguifc himfelf in Wo-
man’s Habit.

Bean. Ha, ha, ha! T fhould be glad to fee him in
that Equipage. — But now, Primrofe, what have we
to go upon next?

Prim. Why, we have nothing now to do, but to
fow the Seeds of Difcord betwixt Husband and Wife,
and the Day’s our own.

Bear. That will be a difficult Task, I fear; fhe’s a
fly Beaft, and won’t eafily be trap’d.

Prim. Courage, Man; I have Snares for Foxes, as
well as for Woodcocks.

Beau. Thouart adear, charming, courageous Wench,
and fhalt be rewarded accordingly.

Prim. But fee, here comesour Lafs — away, quick,
that he mayn’c fee us together; as foon as I've got
him fairly pack’d off; I {hall go to work upon the old
Gentleman within; and be you ready to appear upon
proper INotice.

Bean. Succefs attend you. [ Exit Beaumont.

5 Enter
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Enter Looby, in /Voman’s Clothes.

Prim. 8o, Squire, why you make a very graceful
Figure! You've the perfe& Air of a Woman o’ Qua-
lity. I defy them to know you in this Equipment.

Looky. ’Tis ftrange, tho’y, Mrs. Primrofe, that the
Forms of Law fhould not be obferv’d in this Town!

Prim. But ’tis as I told you; they hang a Man here,
firft, and try him afterwards. |

Looky. But when a Body’s innocent

Prim. They never trouble themfelves about that.—
Then they have an intolerable Hatred for People of
your Country, and nothing can pleale ’em more than
to fee a Corns/b Man hang'd.

Looby. W hy, what have the Cornifh Mendoneto ’em?

Prim. Oh! your Londoners are mere Brutes, and
Enemies to the Gentility and Merit of other Places:.
For my part, I proteft [ am in a terrible Fright for
you, and fhould never have any Comfort if you fhould
come to be hang’d.

Looby. *Tisn’t fo much the Fear of Death, as that
“twould be fuch a Blot in one’s Scutcheon.

Prim. Right, 1 don’t know if you wou’dn’t lofe
your Title of Squire by it. — But come, give me your
Hand now, and walk like a Woman; and talk, and
give yourfelt all the Airs of Quality.

Looby. Let me alone, I have {cen People of Fafhion;
all the Mifchief is, 1 have (omewhat of a Beard.

Prim. Pho! your Beard’s nothing; I have known
many Women of Quality have a great deal more ——
Come, let us fee a little how you behave yourfelf, —
Good.

Looby. [ Mimicking a 7Woman in bis Walking and the Tone
of bis Voice.] Why, my Cauch, there! Where is my
Cauch? Lard! what a miferable thing it is to have
fuch Servants as thefe! Muft I waic all Day on the
Pavement, and will no body call my Cauch for me?

Prim. So.

Looby. What, no Cauchman to be found, no Page? .
I'll break the Neck of thefe Doings. —— W hy Eﬂgr_i '

ittle
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Little Ratcal! Isn’t the little Fool to be found?
— Is there no Page there ? ——Have I no Page in the

Warld?
Prim. Admirable!

Enter Conflable and Attendants.

Conft. Who have we here that makes this Outcry ?
Hah ! here’s a Face that much refembles what was de«
{crib’d to us. 3

Looky. >Tis not me, I affure you.

Conff. How ! how! What’s that?

Looby, 1 can’t tell.

Coeff. There’s fome Meaning in what you faid, and
I take you Prifoner.

Looby. Nay, nay, good Gentlemen!

Conft. No, no, by your Manner and Difguife, you
muit needs be Squire Looky, whom we are in queft of
let’s away with him to Newgate.

Looby. Oh fad! Oh fad! I'm doom’d to be hang’d
then, at laft.

Prim. Mr. Conflable, for my fake, I conjure you not
to carry him to Prifon.

Conft. *T'is impofiible

Prim. Come, | know you’re a Man that will harken
to Reafon. Is thereno wa;r of adjufting this Matter
with a few Guineas, or {o:

Conft. Stand off a little. [ To his Attendants.
Prim. You muft give him fome Money —— quick,
quick. (70 Looby.

Looby, O curfed Town!
[ Pulling up his Pectticoats to get at his Breeches.

Prim. Hold your Hand, Sir.

Conft. How much is there?

Prim. One, two, three, four, five, fix, feven, eight,
nine, ten.

Conft. No, I can’t do’t; my Orders are pofitive.

Prim. Lard! ftay. [Zo Looby.] Quick, quick, give
him as much more.

Looby. But ————r

Prim.



Prim. Lnl‘e no time, Itcll you. -—-Su;-r:, you haye
a mind to be hang’d! Hcrc, Sir, here.

Conft. 1 muft run away with him, and live with him,
then; for I durft not fhew my Head again here.

Prim. Then, pray, take great care of him; I beg
you will.

Conft. T promife you that.

Prim. Be gone then, quickly, Squire. ——— I
ln&.;e you fo much, that I with you a hundred Miles
0

Leoby. Good by t’ye, dear Mrs. Primrofe. — That’s
the only honeft Body I have met with in this Town.

[ Exeunt Looby and Conflable.

Prim. By t’ye, Bubble, and Fortune blefs thee, for
thou art one of her own Dotard Brood. —— But I’m
wanted by this time fomewhere elfe. [ Exit Prim.

SCENE II. Sir Credulous’s Chamber:

Enter Sir Credulous and Heartly.

Heart. So, Brother, what think you of my En-
tertainment? Isn’t it as good as a Dofe of 4/fa-
feetida?

Sir Cred. Ho! geod Affa-fetida is a good thing.

Heart. Well, Brother, fince this Match is now at
an End, and you and your Doétor are at Variance
with one another, I hope I may have the Liberty to
propofe the Perfon I was fpeaking of for my Niece.

Sir Cred. No, Brother, I’m refolv’d to fend her in-
to the Country, and there confine her, for offering
to oppofe my Will and Pleafure. 1 find there’s a
Love-Affair under the Rofe, and have difcovered a
certain private loterview, which they don’t think I |
have.

Heart. Very good, Brother; and fuppofe there
{hould be fome little Inclination in the Cale, where
would be the Harm of it ? You have no reafon to be
difpleas’d, fince nothing’s intended but what’s honour-

able.
Sir Cred.
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8ir Cred. Be that as it will, fhe fhall go into the
Country, that I'm refolv’d on.

Enter Primrofe.

Heart. 1 can guefs, Brother, who put you on that
Refolution. There’s one Perfon in the World you’ll
pleale by it, I’'m cerrain. .

Sir Crm? I underftand you, Sir; you are always’
touching on that String. My Wife is a great Heart-
burn to you.

Heart. Yes, Brother, fince ’tis neceffary to be plain
with you, ’tis your Wife that I mean; and I can no
more bear your ridiculous Fondnefs for her, than that
you have for Phyfick ; nor endure to fee you run hand-
over-head into all the Snares the lays for you.

Prim. Ah! dear Sir, don’t fpeak fo of my Ladys
fhe’s a Woman that no body can fay any thing againft;
a Woman without the leatt Grain of Artifice or De-
* fign, and loves my Mafter — ghere’s no faying how
much fhe loves him.

Sir Cred. Ay, ask but her now, how excefiive fond
the is of me.

Prim. Moft exceflive!

Sir Cred. How much Concern my Tllnefs gives
her.

Prim. True——{h¢’s always praying that fhe might
fee an End of ir.

Sir Cred. And the Care and Pains fhe takes about
me.

Prim. Right. ——— Shall we convince you now,
Mr. Heartly, and fhew you direétly what a furpri-
fing Affection my Lady has for my Mafter? Per-

mit me, Sir, to undeceive him, and let him fee his
Miftake.

Sir Cred. As how, Primrofe?

Prim. Hark, my Lady is juft return’d. Do you,
Sir, but firetch your felf out in your Chair, and feign

our felf dead, ycu’ll then fec the violent Griefy fhe'lt
¢ in, whcnl tr:il her the News.

Sir Cred,
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Sir Cred. Hey! ——Um ! —— [ profefs I've 2 mind
to take her Advice.—— No, no, I can never bear to
hear the Shrieks and Lamenrtations fhe’ll make over
me; and yet ’twill be a Comfort to me to hear them,
too; to feel her virtuous Tears bedew my Face, and
her {weet Lips kifling my Cheeks a thoufand, thou-
fand times, to bring me back again to Life and her.—
Ah! Ah! verily, I’ll do ic; verily, I'll do it. And
then, Sir, what will become of your fine Surmifecs ?
— Bur, Primrofe, ar’t thee not afraid that her very
thinking me dead, will break her Heart? |

Prim. To be fure, Sir, if you fhould keep- her in
her Fright too long.

Sir Cred. Oh! let me alone for that; I’Jl make the
Experiment this very Minute, this very Minute. —
Reach my Chair, here: [Settling himfelf.] So, fo.

Prim. Do you hide your felf in that Clofer, Sir.

[Zo Heartly.

Sir Cred. But is there no danger in feigning one’s

felf dead?
. Prim. No, no; what Danger thould there be?
*T'is only fhutting your Eyes, and ftretching your felf
out. [70 Heartly.] Now, now, Sir, we {hall
thew you your Error, with a Witnefs, and convince
you how much you have injur’d the beft of Wives.
[ 70 Sir Cred.] ’Twill be pleafant enough after-
wards, Sir, to fee how blank your Brother will look.
~——— Here’s my Lady! Clofe, clofe; you’ve no Bu-
finefs with your Cane; hang your Arms a little more
dangling; and look more difmal, than ordinary, if
poflible.

Eunter Lady Hippifh.

Prim. Oh Heavens! Oh fatal Misfortune! Whata |
ftrange Accident is this!

Lady Hip. What’s the Matter, Primrofe?

Prim. Ah! Madam. Ah! Ah! [Crying.

Lady Hip. What is it? 'What doft thee mean by
this Blubbering, prythee? - _ |

Prim. My Malter’s dead, Madam. Oh! Oh!

Lady ITp.
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Lady Hip. Dead! :

Prim. Ay, alas! quite defun&.

Lady Hip. Art thou fure of that?

Prim. Too f{ure, alas! No body yet knows any
thing of this Accident; there was not a Soul but my
felf to help him; he funk down in my Arms, and
went off like a Child.—— See there, Madam, how
he lies ftretch’d out in his Chair!

Lady Hip. Now, Heaven be prais’d for the Sight.

' Primiofe ! what a Simpleron art thou, to
cry ?

}}-’ﬂ'mi Cry, Madam? Why, I thought we was to
cry. .
}:Lady' Hip. A great Lofs indeed, to cry for! What
good did he do above Ground? A grunting,

rumbling, ill-thap’d, filthy Fellow; never without
ome poifonous Slop in his Maw; always coughing,
hauking, and fpitting; for ever dying, and yet too
much alive to get him under Ground. — Thou
poor, pitiful, credulous Fool, farewel. -
Sweet, charming, wanton Widowhood, thou only
Recompence for Marriage Slavery! thou only End
and Aim of prudentWives! once more, thou’rt wel-
come.

Prim. A very excellent Funeral Oration. [ Afide.

Lady Hip. Oh! how my Heart exults at Thought
of Liberty, and long negleted Joys! Alas! poor
Dear, thou hatft loft, then, the {mall matter of Breath
thou wer’t Mafter of. O’ my Confcience; he looks
better than when he was alive. This is the only time,
Primrofe, 1ever beheld him with Pleafure. ~—— Bur,
come, thou muft aflit me in executing my Defign;
and, depend on’t, that in ferving me, thou wilt moft
effeCtually ferve thy felf. Since then, by good Fors
tune, no body’s yet acquainted with the Thing, let
us carry him to his Beds and keep his Death conceal’d
’till we have thoroughly fettled our Affairs; and then,
Primrofe, I’ll enjoy the Pleafure of Revenge too, in
its turn, and make Mifs Belina pay {wingingly for her

G Infolence.,
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Infolence. Hah! here fhe comes, and her  Fellow
with her; this is a little unlucky.

Prim. [ dfide.] Confufion! W hat brings them here
now? W hat can be the Meaning of this? or, what
will be the Confequence of this critical Scene?
I wifh I could give them Notice, that they mighe
know how to behave — but ’tis impoflible; we muft
ftand it, now.

. Enter Beaumont and Belina.

Beau. [As be enters.] Yes, Belina, your Uncle has,
by this time, made my Propofal to your Father; I’ll
therefore no longer truft my Paffion to precarious
Artifice, but make my Claim with Opennefs and Ho-
nour. .

Belina. W hat ails thee, Primrofe? Why thofe Tears?
How does my Father do?

Prim. Ah! Madam.

Belina. W hat’s. the matter?

Prim. Alas! he’s dead, Madam.

Belina. My Father dead! Primrefe?

Prim. Yes, you fee him there; he expir’d this Mo-
ment in a Fit.

Belina. Oh'! [ Faints.

Beau. Hah! help her, Primrofe, the faints.

Prim. Tender Creature! But {ce, {he reco-
Vers.

Belina. This is a cruel Stroke, indeed! to lofe my
Father, who was every thing in the World to me;
and to lofe him at a Time too, when he had conceiv’d
a Difpleafure againft me! the Thought of this adds
Stings to my Afllition.

Beau. Be comforted, Madam, nor {trive to aggra-
vate your Grief by fuch Reflexions; Beaumont will
fupply the Lofs of a Father.

Belina. No, Beaumont, let’s talk no more of any
fuch thing; I'm determin’d to retire into the Country,
and be no longer converfant in this World, —— Yes, -

my
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my dear Father, if I have formerly oppos’d your In-
clinations, I'll now execute one of your Intcntions at
leaft, and atone by that for the Difquiet I have given

ou.

> Lady Hip. You have Liberty to go, Child, as foon
as you pleafe. —— 1 have a Will in my Pocker, here,
which takes all manner of Trouble off your Handsj;
and you may foon pack up, I believe, all that belongs
to you. ‘

Prim. Yes indeed, Madam, your Father has left the
fole Difpofal of every thing to her Ladyfhip.

- Belina. 'Then my Calamity’s compleat, indeed. ——
My Father! No, he did not, could not do it; ’twas
that arrful, wicked Wife, who feduc’d him into ad
Aétion {o contrary both to his Reafon and Nature.

Beau. Let not that Particular, Madam, add any
thing to your Diftre(s ; you have ftill an afluent For-
tune at command, and I rejoice at this Opportunity
of adding fome little Merit to my Paflion.
~ Lady Hip. Why, you both aét your Parts miracu-
loufly well! |

Belina. A&, do you fay? No, Madam; I'm no
more a Countefeit in Grief, than you are in Joy.

Lady Hip. Why, really, Child, we have both rea-
fon enough to be in earneft. _ _

Beau. Barbarous Monfter! te infult a Poverty; her
own Treachery was the Caufe of. _

Belina. Burt I fhall not refign my Right fo tamely as
you may think ; the World fhall be made acquainted
with the Story, Madam. —— Yes, Madam, it fhall
know by what {candalous Methods you praétis’d on
my Father’s ealy Temper, to ruin, moft unnatural-
ly ruin his own Children, to glut your Appetite for
Wealth —— and then, how ungratefully, how fa-
vagely you revell’d at the Death ot this good deluded
Husband, whole only Crime was being fond of fuch a
Wifea 6.0 .. fﬂ*’fpfﬂg ber Lyes.
. Lady Hip. Whilft you entertain yourfelf wich
thefe fine Reflexions, Child, I’ll beg leave to go and
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fettle a little neceffary Bufinefs. [ Going out, returns.’]
But hold, in the firft Place, let me fearch for his Keys,
for there’s Money and Papers I ought to fecure. -~/

- . Going to bis Pockets.

Sir Cred. [Starting up.] Softly, foftly, Madam.

Ommnes. Hah! *

Sir Cred. So, Mrs. Wife, is this your Extreme Love
and Fondnefs for me?

Prim. Blelsus! the dead Man alive again!

Sir Cred. [ Looking for fome time [cornfully on his Wife,
and then running to Belina.] Ah! my dear Girl, come
‘to my Arms, let me embrace thee, my Child. Thou
art my own Daughter, my own Flefh and Blood, and
I’m overjoy’d to difcover fo much Good-nature in
thee. . -

Belina. How welcome and agreeable is this Sur-

rize !

Sir Cred. [To Lady Hip.] I'm very glad, Ma-
dam, I’ve dilcover’d your Affeétion, too, and heard
the fine Panegyrick you made upon me. — A grunt-
ing, grumbling, filthy Fellow; always hauking,
coughing, and {pitting.—— Hey! Miftrefs. Ah! this
is fuch a Leflfon as will make me wifer for the future,
-1 believe.

Lady Hip. *Tis fuch a Leflon, Fool, as I {hall make
thee repent having ever got from me. Thou fhalt pay
fo dear for thy Wifdom, as fhall make thee with thy
felf in eafy Delufion again.

Sir Cred. Mercy o’ me! What a Woman ’tis! —-
Hark ye, Madam, don’ct threaten, for I fhall now
make you go feck your Fortune, inftead of my Daugh-
ter.

Lady Hip. Wilt thou fo, Man?

§ir Cred. 1 fhall procure 2 Will to take all manner
of Trouble off your Hands; fo you may foon pack
up, I believe, all that belongs to you.

Ompes. Ha, ha, ha! ‘

Lady Hip. Say’ft thou {o, my Soul? Haft thou
forgot, then, the Five Thoufand Guineas, and as

much
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much more in Notes, that were hid behind the
Wainfcot ? '

Sir Cred. Ods my Heart! what a Fool have I
been!

Lady Hip. And now, thou fhalt be altogether as
great a Wretch; for TI'll fo chaftife thee for this Cu-
riofity! I’ll fo trample on thee, Worm !

Sir Cred. Out o’ my Houfe, I fay. |

Lady Hip. Ha, ha, ha! You talk wildly, my Dear;
you are light-headed, and don’t know ir. To bed,
to bed, Child, and {end for a Doétor and Nurle, in an
Inftant.

Belina. How, Madam! I can no longer bear to
fee my Father abus’d in this manner; and muft tell
YOUL e

Lady Hip. Peace, Peace, Child, and fhut your
Mouth again; you’ll fay fome foolifh thing elfe, that
will make one blufh for you.

Belina. Bluth! Fy on you! you are an audacious
wicked Woman.

Beau. Hold, Madam, ’tis in vain to make any Op-
pofition; where all Senfe of Shame and Decency is
loft, Reproof is but thrown away.

Lady Hip. Oh! your Servant, Sir! by your fage
Looks and profound Silence, I really miftook you for
a rational Creature ; but an Afs is foon known when
he offers to bray.

Prim. Igad, fhe’ll prove too many for them all.

Sir Cred. Was there ever fuch Impudence! I fhall
go mad indeed! I—I—1'm all on Fire!

Lady Hip. Then fet open the Windows, and cool
your felf, my Love, whilft I go abroad in purfuit of
Pleafure. I have been coop’d in an Hofpital long e-
nough ; ’tis but juft I thould now enjoy the Fruit of
my Labour. Oh! 1 fhall fo barafs you, my Dear,
that you fhall wifh your felf as dead as you pretended
to be. [ £xit LadyHip.,

Sir Cred. [ Following ber to the Door.] WIill you fg,
Miftrefs? Will you {fo, Miftrefs? I'll take. carc how

G 3 you
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you make ufe of your infolent Tongue in this Houfe
any more, tho’.——— 1 I Returning.] W hy,
wf;y, what a fthamelefs, terrible Tigrefs, am I yok’d
tor

; Heart. [From the Clofer.] So, Brother, now you
ee — '

Sir Cred. Yes, yes; and hear too with a Ven-
geance. |

hPrﬁm. I fwear folemnly, I could never have imagin’d
this. |

Heart. However, Brother, the Stratagem bhas not
been amifs, fince by this means you have difcover’d the
real Sentiments of your Family, and Jearnt where to
place your Affeétion and Favours.

- §ir Cred. My dear Girl, how fhall I requite thee for
all thy Goodnels?

Belina. By fuffering me, Sir, to ask one Bleffing of
you—— That if you can’t approve the Inclination of
my Heart, if you rejeét the honourable, generous
Beaumont, 1 may at leaft live fingle with my Father;
that Favour’s all I beg.

Prim. Nay, Sir, can you hold out againft all this?

Heart. Brother, can you be unmov’d by fo much
Duty and Love!
 Sir Cred. Well, let the Gentleman turn Phyfcian,
and I'll confent to the Match; turn but Phyfician,
Sir, and I'll give you my Daughter.

~ Beau. I’dundertake much greater Difficultics on that
foadition, ... |

Heart. But, Brother, T have a Thought come inte
my Head- ev’n turn Phyfician your felf; the Con-
veniency will be ftill greater, to have within your felf
every thing i'nu want, |
8w C7ed. | fanfy, Brotber, you only jeft with me.
Am I of an Age fit to apply my felf to Study?

Heart. Pooh! Study ! you are learn’d enough in Con-
fcience. 'Tis but putting on the Doétor’s Gown and
Cap, and you’ll have more Knowledge in an Inftant,
than yow’ll know what to do withal. .

Pﬂ'm.
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Prim. Befides, Sir, if you had no other Qualifica-
tion than this Muff of yours, ’twould go a great way.
A Muff is more than Half in Half in the making of
a Doctor. | o

Heart. True. .

Prim. And when once you are a Doétor, yow’ll be
well in a Trice; for there’s no Diftemper fo faucy as
to meddle with the Perfon of a Phyfician.

Heart. Nay, he has fo much Skill already, that he
has car’d himfelf of the worft Diftemper he had.

Sir Cred. W bat Diftemper, Brother?

Heart. Your Wife, Brother. You have nothing
more to do, but to purge off the Doffor, and you are

a found Man again.
Sir Cred. 1 hear you, Sir.
Heart. But now, Brother, give your Blefling here.
Sir Cred. 1 do, and my Fortune along with ir, as a
Recompence for fo much Duty and AffeCtion in my
Child. :
Heart. *Tis generoufly done. —— Thus you have
made the Story of To-night, a moft inftructive Leflon
to the World. This juft Reward of Duty in a Daugh-

ter, and Difappointment of a wicked Wife, will teach
Mankind,

That tho’ awhile, with Grief and Cares o’ercaft,
Virtue ftill fhines triumphant at the Jaft: |
Whilft Vice, like Meteors, with a fickly Flame,
Glares for an Hour, then finks in endlefs Shame,

G4 EPI':



Spoken by Mr. CIBBER, Mr. GRI FFIN,
and Mrs. HE RO N, in the Charalters of
Heaprizck, Hippisu, and PRIMROSE.

Mrs.Her." [ HE Epilogue —
Mr. Cib. — There's none.
Mrs. Her. — Phal
Mr. Cib. - : Nay's no JFoke,
The Author won’t perimit one to be [poke. |
Mrs. Her. No Epilogue! the Man's a Fool, I'll [wear
Mz, Cib. Right, elfe be bad not been @ Wity my Dear,

[ Addrefing himfIf to the.Audience. ]

Howe’er, be begs this Bufinefs I'd excufe ;

And gives thefe Reafons why be did refufe:
Firfty to the Modeft and the Fairy be [ays, y

The Epilogues in vogue to modern Plays,

Are fuch flat, xauf;am, witlefs, meanlefs Cant,

He's fure they'll gladly overlook the IWVant

And to that Sex fuch Reverence he does bear,

He [corns to write what they muft blufh to bear.
As for the Criticks — be can une’er think fit,

Tho’ they fbould damn bis Play, to damn the Pit ;

But, fhouid they condefcend to finile — why then,

To foew bis Gratitude, be’'ll write again.

Mrs. Heron advancing, and taking Mr. Cibber by
the Sleeve.

Mrs. Her. But bold, Sir, fince the Peet's [fuch an Elf,
Ll venture to [ay fomething for my felf. '
This Moment I was whifper’d by 4 Smart,
Gad’s Life! my Dear, you’ve play’d an Under-part.
But Le's miftaken — mine's the nobleft Poft,
I each great Houfe in Town we rule the Roaf? :
| For
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For tho’ my Lady-Wife may bounce and heétor,
And for a mifplac’d Pin, or Patchy corrett her s
Zet flilly to make amends for this Difafter,

The Maid is always Mifire[s of ber Mafer :

This the great Dames with [o much Envy view,
They drefs like us, to rob us of our Due;

In round-ear’d Coif, white dpron, and fuff Gown,
Your Lady Betties trip about the Town

W hilft nice Sir Fopling, and his Brother Beaux,
Tranfported, flep into their Footmen's Clothes
Proud of the Oaken Club, and tuck’d-up Hair,
They then, firfiy veally are what they appear :

- Thus noney, I'm fure, who are true Friends to Love,
- But mufi my modifh Charatier approve.

Mzr. Griffin advancing.

-~ Mr. Grif. 4nd fure, Sir Hip can never fail to pleafe,
The Dottor now is the polite Difcafe ;

That Beau, or Belle, is judg’d unread, who doth not

At ev’'ry Meal quote Cheney and Arbuthnot ;

Applaud fair Water, with Champaign replete 5

Andy after fix full Courfes, vail at Meat.

Therefore we bumbly hope, tho’ now-a-days

A fudden Deatl’s the Fate of moff new Plays,

Since from the Doétor’s fatal Clutches got,

A longer Life will be our fick Man’s Lot.

Mr. Cibber advancing again.

Mr. Cib. Poor 1, an Effex-Calf, and Headpiece, play ;
That’s no new Charaéter for mey you'll [ay, %
7 a8 the Calf and Headpiece every Day.

I own the Charge with Pride, fince by that means
I better could divert you in thefe Scenes:
For all the Fame we aim at, is to raife

Smiles from [uch Beauty, from fuck Judgment Praife.
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A very ewrious Edition in Q U ARTO, of

The BEG G A R's OPER A. As it is Afted at the Theatre-Royal i
Lincoln’s Inn Fields. Written by Mr. GAY. ----- Nos hac novimus effe nibil,
Mart. With the OUVERTURE in SCORE, the SONGS and the
BASSES, (the OUVERTURE and BASSES Composd by Dr. PE-
PUSH) Curioully Engrav’d on COPPER PLATES.

CHIRONtw ACHILLES, A POEM. By Hildebrand Jacob, Bfg;
Res ¢ff fevera Volupras,

VI YT AT G
Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verfe, (Invented for the Amufement of
His Highnefs WILLL1AM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. G A Y: With
Fifty One Cutts, Defign’d by Mr. Kent and Mr. Wotton, and Engraved by
Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergucht, and Mr. Fourdrinier. The Third Edition,

Fuft Pubifl’d,

MEMOIRS of the LIFE of BARTON BOOTH, Efq; With his
CHARACTER. To which are added feveral POETICAL PIECES,
written by Himfeif, viz. Tranflations from Herace, Songs, Odes, &c. To
which is likewife annex’d, The CASE of Mr. BOOTH’s laft Illnefs, and
what was obferv’d (particularly with regard ro the Quick-Silver found in his
Inteftines) upon Opening of his Body, in the Prefence of Sir Hans Sloan, by
Mr. Alexander Small, Surgeon. Publifk'd by sn Iatimate Acquaintance of
Mr. Booth. By Confent of his Widow, ------ Due doftus Rofcius egit. Hor,

Lately Publifi’d, Curioufly Printed in SIX POCKET VOLUMES,

The MUSICAL MISCELL AN Y : Being a Colle&ion of CHOICE
SONGS and LYRICK FOEMS. Set to MUSICK by the moft emi-
nent MASTERS, (With the BASSES to each Tune, and Tranfpos’d fox
the FLUTE) viz.

Mr. Attilio. Mr.Geminiani. Mr. D. Purcell,
Mr. Barret, Mr. Gough. M. H. Purcell,
Mr. Betts. Mr. Grano. Mr, Ramondon,
Mr. Bononcini. Mr. Graves, My, Ravenferaft.
Mr. Bradley. Dr. Green. Mr. David Rizzie.
Mr. Brailsford. Mr. Handel. Mr. Seedo,
Mr. Burgels. Mr. Haym, Mr. J. Sheeles,
Mr, Carey. M:. Holmes, Mr. Trevers,
Mr. Charke. Mr, Holcomb. Mr, Vincent,
Mr. Cole. Mr. Leveridge. Mr. Webber,

. Dr. Croft. Mr. Monro. Mr. Weldon.
Mr. Dieupatt, Dr. Pepufch. Mr. Whichelle.
Mr. Flemming, Mr. Fetter Mr. Anth, Young.

Mr. Galliard,
- TRAGEDIES.

CELIA, or The Perju’d LOVER, A True Tragical Story tn Commen
Life, and the Incidents very Natural and Moving.

PERIANDER, King of Corinth: A Tragedy. As it is Adted at the
Theatre Royal in Lincola’s-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. JORN TRAGY.
To which is prefix’d, The HISTORY of FERIANDER: Extrafted
from the moft Amshentick Greek and Latin Hiftorians, and the Chevalies
Ramfay’s CYRUS. Addrefs’d to the Readers and Speéators of the Trage-
dy of PERIANDER. - :

TIMOBEON. A Tragedy. As it is A&ted ar the Theatre Royal, by Hig
Majefty’s Servants. Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn. The Second Edition,

The FATAL EXTRAVAGANCE. A Tragedy. As it is Afted at
the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln’s-lan Fields, Wiitten by Mz, Mitchell, The
Fourth Edition Correéed, : :



DOUVBLE FALSHOOD; er, The DISTREST LOVERS. A
Play, as it is Afted at the Theatre-Royal in Driry-Lane. Written Originally
by Mr. W. Shakefpeare; and now Revifed and Adapted to the Stage by Mre
Theobald, the Author of Shake/peare Reffor’ds

The VIRGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is Afted at the Theatre-
Royal in Lincoln’s-Inn Fields, Written by Mr. Richard Barford.

The FATE of VILLANY. A Play.’ 'Asitis Atted by the Company
of Comedians at the Theatre in Goodman’s-Fields,

SCANDERBEG. A Tragedy. Asitis Afted at the Theatre in Good-
man’s-Fields. By Mr. Havard. Va mon Enfan, prend ta Fortune.

The TRAGEDY of TRAGEDIES; or The Life and Death of TOM
THUMB the GREAT. As it is Afted at the Theatre in the Hay-Maiket,
With the Annotations of H. Scriblerus Secundus,

The COVENT GARDEN TRAGEDY. As itis Afted at the The-
atre-Royal im Drury-Lane. By His Majelty’s Servants.

COMEDIES.

The MOTHER-IN-LAW; or, The DOCTOR the DISEASE. A Co-

medy. .
TIMON in LOVE; or, The Innocent Theft. A Comedy. Taken

from THIMON MISANTHRQPE of the SIEVR DE LISLE,

‘The CORNISH SQUIRE., A Comedy. Done from the French of
MOLIEBRE by the late Sir, Joha Vanbrugh, Mr. Walh, and Mr.
Congreve.

The PROVOK’'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY to LONDON,
A Comedy. As it is Afted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majefty’s Servants.
Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh, and M:. Cibber. The Second Edition.

The MISER., A Comedy. Taken from Plautus and Moliere. As it is
Aéted 4t the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His Majefty’s Sexvants. By
Henyy Fielding, Efq;

The MODERN HUSBAND. A Comedy. Asit is Afed at the
Theatte Royal in Drury-Lane, by his Majefty’s Servants, Written by Henry
Fielding, Elq;

The LOTTERY. AFARCE, As it is Afted at the Theatﬂ:—ﬂ.uyal,
by his Majefty’s Servants, With the Mufick prefix’d ro each Song.

" The MODISH COUPLE. A Comedy. Asitis A&ed at the Theatre-
Royal, by His Majefty’s Servants. Written by CHARLES BODEN S, Efq;

The LOVER. A COMEDY. As itis Afted at the Theatre-Royal
in Drury-Lane; By His Majefty”s Servants, Written by Mr. THEOPHI-
LUS CIBBER, Comedian,

The COFFEE-HOUSE POLITICIAN ; or, the JUSTICE canght in his
own TRAP. Asitis Aed at the Theatre in Lincoln’s-Inn Fields. Writ-
ten by Mr, Fielding.

The¢e HUMOURS of 0 XFORD. A Comedy. As it is Afted at the
Theatre-Royal, by Mis Majefty’s Sexrvants, Wiitten by a Gentleman of Wad-
him-College.

The TEMPLE BEAV. A Comedy. Asit is Afted at the Theatre in
Goodman’s-Fields, Written by Mr. Fielding,

The DISSEMBLED WANTON; or, My SON get MONEY. A
Comedy. As it is Afted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln’s-Inn-Fields. Writ-
ten by Mr. Welfted.

LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy. Asitis Aled a
the Theatre-Royal, by His Majefty’s Servants, Wrirten by Mr, Fielding,

The AUTHOR’s FARCE; and The PLEASURES of the TOWN-
As i is Atted at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. :



The WIDOW BEWITCH’'D., A Comedy. As itis Alted at the
Theatre in Goodman’s-Fields, :

"The LETTER-WRITERS; or, A New Way to keep a Wife at Home.
A Farce, As it is Ated at the Thearre in the Hay-Market. Written by Scrib-
lerus Secundus,

The OLD DEBAUCHEES. A Comedy. As it is Afed at the Theatre-
Royal in Drury-Lane,

OPERAS after the ITALIAN manuer.

DEBORAH. An ORATORIO: Or, Sacred Drama. As it is Perform’d
at the King’s Theatre inthe Hay-Marker. The Mufick Compos’d by Mr, HAN-
DEL. The Wordsby Mr. HUMPRHEYS. "

ATHALIA, An ORATORIO: or SACRED DRAMA. As Per-
form’d at she Theatre in Oxford. At the Time of the Publick A&. The
Mufick Compos’d by Mr. HANDEL, The Dramaby Mr. HUMPHREYS.

ACIS and GALATEA: An Englith Paftoral OPER A in Three A&s.
fet ro Mufick by Mr. HANDEL,
" VLYSSES. An OPERA. Asitis Perform’d at the Theatre-Roval in
Lincoln’s-Inn Fields. The Mufick Compos’d by Mr. FOHN CHRISTOPHER
&MITH, Juniot, The Words by Mr. HUMPHRE TS,

AMELIA. A New Englilh OPERA. As it is Perform’d at the New
Theatre in the Hay-Market. Ser to Mufick by Mr. John Frederick Lampe,

OPERAS wih the MUSICEK.

The BEGG AR’s OPER A. As it is Aled 2t the Theatre-Royal in
Lincoln’s-Inn Ficlds, Written by Mr. Gay. The Second Edition: To which
is Added the Ouverture in Score; With the Mufick prefix’d to each Song.

The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGGAR’s OPERA Tranfpos’d for
the FLUTE. Containing Sixty Nine Airs.

The INTRIGUING CHAMBERMAID. A Comedy. By Henry
Fielding, Efg; With the Mufick prefix’d to each Song. To which is prefix’d
an Epiftle from the Author to Mrs, Clive,

ACHILLES. An OBER A: Written by the late Mr. GAY. The Second
Edition. To which is added the LIFE of ACHILLES, Extraited from
warious Authors.

The LIVERY R AKFT, and COUNTRY LASS. An OPERA. As
it is Perform’d at the Thearres in Drury-Lane and the Hay-Marker, With the
Mufick prefix’d to each Song.

The BOARDING-SCHOOL; or, The SHAM CAPTAIN. An®’
OPER A. As it is Perform’d at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His
Maijefty’s Servants. Written by the Author of The Beggar’s Wedding, and
The Devil to Pay. With the Mufick prefix’d to each Song,

The DEVILtoPAY; or, The WIVES METAMORPHOS'D. An
OPER A. As it is Perform’d at the Thearre-Royal in Drury-Lane, By His
Maijefty’s Servants. Written by the Author of the Beggar's Wedding, With
the Mufick prefix’d to each Song, :

The MOCK DOCTOR; or, The DUMBE LADY Cur'd. A Comedy.
Dene from MOLIERE. As it is A&ed at the Theat re-Royal in Drury-Laae,
By His Majefty’s Servants, With the Mufick prefix’d 10 each Song.



TheHIGHLAND-FAIR; orUNION of the CLANS. An OPERA;
As it is Afted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His Majefty’s Servants.
Written by Mr. M1 T C H EL L. With the MUSICK, (which wholly confifts of
Scots TUNES) Prefix'd to each Song.

The JOVIAL CREW. A Comic Opera. Asitis Afted at the Theatses
Royal, by his Majefty’s Sexrvants.

SILVIA; or,the COUNTRY BURIAL. An Opera. As it is Alted
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln’s-Inn Fields,With the Mufick prefix’d to-

each Song. Written by Mr. LILL O, Author of the Tragedy of GEORGE
BARNWELL.

LOVE inaRIDDLE. APASTORAL, As it is A&ked at the Thea-
tre-Royal by His Majefty’s Servants, Wiitten by Mr, Cibber., With the Mu-
fick prefix’d to each Song.

¥ The VILLAGE OPERA. Asitis A&ed arthe Theatre-Royal, by His

Majefty’s Servants. Written by Mr. Johnfon, With the Mufick prefix’d to
each Song.

The LOVER’s OPERA. As itis Aéted at the Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane.
Written by Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, with Alterations: And the
Mufick prefix’d to each Song.

MOMUS turn’d FABULIST: Or, VULCAN’s WEDDING. An Ope-
ra: After the Manner of the Beggar’s Opera. As it is perform’d at the Thea-
tre-Royal in Lincoln’s-Inn Fields. With the Mufick prefix’d to each Song.

The FASHIONABLE LADY; or HARLEQVIN's OPERA. In
the Mann#r of a REHEARSAL. As it is Perform’d at the Theatre in
Goodman’s - Fields. Written by Mr. Ralph, With the Mufick prefix’d to each
Song. ]

PATIE and PEGGT: Or, the FAIR FOUNDLING. A Scorch Ballad
Qpera. As it is Afted at the Theatre-Royal in Diury-Lane, With the Mu-
fick prefix’d to each Song.

DAMONand PHILLID.A ¢ A Ballad Opera of One A&, As it is Per-
formed at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lame. With the Mufick prefix’d to
each Song.

The CHAMBER-MAID., A BALLAD OPERA of One A&. As

itis Perform’d at the Thearre-Royal, by His Majefty’s Servants. With the
Mufick prefix’d to each Song.

| ]
The QUAKER’s OPER A, As perform’d at Lee’s and Harper’s Great
Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Fair, With the Mufick prefix’d to each
Song.

ROBIN HOOD. An OPER A. Withthe Mufick prefix’dto each Song.

The GENEROUS FREE-MASON : or, The CONSTANT LADY. With the
Humours of Squire Noodle, and his Man Doedle. A Tragi-Comi-Farcical
&xallad Opera, In Three Adts. With the Mufick prefie’d to each Song,
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W TWELVES,
Lately Publifbed,

{Being & wery #» PRESENT #o young Gentlemen and Ladies at
BOARDI -SCHOOLS, &e. not only as a great Inducement
to their learning the French Language, but likewife the mofi Chalte,
Moral, and Diverting Amufement #o employ their Leifure Hours)

#* ASELECT COLLECTION of MOLIERE's COMEDIES,
French and Englifh, in EIGHT POCKET VOLUMES, neatly Printed
on a Fine Paper, with 2 Curious Frontifpiece to each Comedy. To which is

fix’d a Curious PRINT of the AUTHOR, and his LIFE in French
and Englib ; Extraéted from Monfieur Bayle, Rapin, &c.

N. B. The Tranflation is eatirely New, and was undertaken by feveral Geny,
tlemen, who all join’d and confilted rogether about every Part of it; in
which particular Care has been had to keep as clofe as poffible to the Origi-
nal, and obferve the very Words of the Author as well as the Senfe, fo far as
was confiftent with the Freedom and Spirit of the Dialogue, in order to make
jt more ferviceable to thofe of our own Nation, who defire an Acquaintance
with the Language or Genius of their Neighbours; and likewife to Foreigness
who may have the fame Inclination with refpeét to Vs,

Lately Publifi'd.

The TRAVELS and ADVENTVRES of the Sieur JACQUES MASSE:
Being a very entertaining Account of his Amival in an unknown Country in
Terra Aufiralis, after having fuffer'd two Shipwrecks: Of the firange Manned
and Cuftoms of the People: Of his curious Converfations with the Prieftse
Judges, and with the KING himfelf, on the Subjects of Religion, Trade, ans; |
almoft all the Arts and Sciences: Of his Paflage from the Southein Counn- ”
tries to Goa, where he was imprifon’d in the Inquilition: Of his being taken
by Pirates in his Voyage from thence to Lisbon; and of his Ranfom from
Slavery, and Artival at Lenden: Befides many other moft diverting Incis
dents, which are very agreeably interfpers’d in the Narrartive, .

LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE. Tq which is prefix’d a parti-
enlar Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extratted chiefly
from Monfieur BAYLE. Tranflated faiom the Freach, by the late JOH N

HUGHES, Elg;

The Works of Mr. Henry Needler; confiftingof ORIGINAL POEMS,
TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LETTERS., Nemo parum diu
vixit, qui Vireutis perfe@tx perfetto funftus eft munere. Cicero de contem-
nenda Morte, The Second Edition, Publif’d by Mr. Duncombe,

)

In OCTAVO,

The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of CAPTAIN ROBERT BOTLE;
In feveral Parts of the World., Intermix’d with the Story of Mrs. Villars, an
Englip Lady with whom he made his furprizing Efcape from Barbary; The
Hiftory of an Iralian Captive; and the Life of Den Pedro .Agquilis, &e. -Full
of various and amazing Turns of Fortune. To which is added, The Voyage,
Shipwreck, and Miraculous Prefervation of Richard Caffelman, Gent. With a
Delcription of the City of Philadelpia, and the Country of Penfylvania, The
Second Edition.



& TWELVES

Lavely Publif*d, with the Addition of Nine P1E CES (mark'd :53*

~ in this Advertifemen:) and Adorn’d with curious CUTTS, De-
fign’d by Mr.John Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and Engrav'd
&y Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, the Second Edition of-

** A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HIST O-
R.IES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moft Celebrated Authors in feveral

Languages. Many of which never appear’d in Englih before. All New
Tranflated and Compiled from the moft Authentick Originals.

VOL. 1. Containing 1 VOL. 1V, Containing
Kh Extra& of Monfieur Huet’s Dil- | The Happy Slave.
. coutfe conceming the Original of | The Rival Ladies.
¥ Romances, ¥ The Loves of King Henry II, and
" ZATIDE. Fair Rolameond,
The Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery,
¥ The Adventures of Melefihon. | The Hiftory of the Confpiracy of the
The Jealous Eftremaduran. Spaniards againft the Republick of
* The Hiftory and Fall of the Lady | Venice.
Jane Grey. VOL. V. Containing
* The Adventures on the Black Moun- | The Little Gypfy.
tains, Ethelinda,
V OL. II. Containing The Amour of Count Palviano and
The Princefls of Cleves. Eleonora.
‘The Fair Maid of the Inn, ¥ The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the
The Force of Friendhip, Fall of Robert Earl of Effex.
* Charon : or, The Ferry Boat, Scanderbeg the Grear,
The Hiftory of the Captive. VOL. VI. Containing,
V OL. 1il, Containing, The Life of Caftruccio Caftracani of
Don Carlos. Lucca.
The Hiftory of Count Belflor and | The Loves of Ofmin and Daraxa,
Leonora de Celpedes, The Spanifh Lady of England.
The Curious Impertinent, The Lady Cornelia.
* The Hiftory of Jane Shore, * The Hiftory of Maflanielo.
The Prevalence of Bloed. The Falfe Dutchefs,
The Liberal Lover. ¥ Memoirs of the Imprifonment and
The Beautiful Tuzk, ) Death of Mary Queen of Scots,

The Third Edition of

Dr. CROXALL’s FABLES of KEfop and Others. Newly done inte
Englih. With an Application to each Fable, Iluftrated with Cutts.

------ garrit aniles
Ex re Fabellas---- —- Hor.

¥

The FAIR CIRCASSIAN, a Dramatick Parformanee. Done from
she Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are added
feveral Occafional Poems, by the fame Author.

Les AVANTURESde TELEMAQUE Fils d'Ulyffe. Par feu Mel"
fire Frangois de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, Precepreur de MoficiE Iili';t'
les Enfans de France, & depuis Archevégue Duc de Cambrai, Princ® ,::c Lot
" Empire, &c. Nouvelle Edition conforme au M:nuﬁ:;ift wij:i-“d'

"Remarques pour I'cclaisciffement de cer Ouveage.



Lately P#Eﬁﬂa'af mr.tanﬁy Pr‘rﬂud in One Vﬂfm in 0CTA VO,

DIONYSIIL ON GIN1 de SUBLIMITATE GﬂMMEHTﬂWE, q’ﬂlﬂ‘*
WNovi Verfione donavit, Notis illuftravit, & partim Manuﬁ:npmtum ope, par=
tim conje@urd emendavit (additis etiam omnibus ejufdem Augtoris Fragmentis)
ZACHARIAS PEARCE, S T.P. Regiz Majeftati 2 Sdcris Dometticis, &c.
Editio {ecunda, Notis & Emeadationibus auftior, Ex Officina Jacobi Tonfon,
& Johannis Watts, , wie o b & g

BUCKJII NOVUM TESTAMENTUM Greet.
© C.JULII CESARIS quz extant, accuratiffimé cum Libris Editis

& MSsS. optimis Collata, Recognita & Correéta, Accefferunt Annota-
tiones Samuelis Clarke, S. T. P. Item Indices Locorum, Reérumque & Ver-
borum, Vtiliffimi. Ex Officind Jacobi Tonfon, & ]uhannu Watts.

Lately Publifi*d, by Mr. MAIT TA IR E, *wry Convenient for
SCHOOLS, C’ﬂrm#ﬂy and Correitly Prmtid in Duodecimo,
the ﬂsHawmg Books, to be had of the Bookfellers both oy

Town and Country. : _

NOVUM TE STAMENTUM. Gract.

SOPHOCLIS Trageediz feptem. Cum Verfione Latina & fele@is qui-
bufdam variis Leétionibus.

HOMERI llias. - Adjicitur in Calcem Interpretatio Latina. Schaolis im
Anglii Celeberrimis ; Etonenfi, Weftmonafterienfi Regiis 3 ‘Wﬁnmnmﬁ, Car-
thgifianz, Paulinz & Mercatorum fcifforum, hac Homeri Editio, in Earum
pracipué Ufum Coneinnata, humillirné Offercur Dﬂlﬂm :

P. VIRGILIT MARONIS Opera.

Q. HORATII FLACCI Opera. !

CATULLI, TIBULLL & PROPERTII ﬂgem.

P. OVIDII NASONIS Opeta, tribus tomis mmpmh,nf,_, -

PUBLII TEREN TII Carthaginienfis Afri Comoediz fex. =

"TITI EVCRETII CART de Rerum Natord {ibri fex. ~

M. ANNZEI LUCANIL: Pharfalia : ﬁvc de B‘c.[lu Civili :nm: Czraf-
rem & Pompeium . libri decem.

PH A DRI Aug. Liberti Fabularum .ﬁi‘np‘tﬂmm hbﬁ qmnqne m Fa-
bulz quadam ex MS. veteri 3 Marquirdo Gudio deferiptz 5 cum Ind:r:cf Vo-
cum &.Lp:mmnum. Appenditis loco adjiciuntur Fabule Gthz u;pdam &
Latin® €x.vatiis Authﬁnbu.-. Wll:&z quas claudit Avieni .."Eﬁ:p‘imtm falm.'
Tarnm liber unicus. ©

D. JUNII ]uvr.u.tms & AULI PERSII FLA.EﬁEI su,-u_._ p

M. VALERII MARTIALIS Epigrammara.

CHRISTUS PATIENS, Rapini carmen Heroicum, =

MUSARUM ANGLICANARUM ANALECTA:
ta quzdam melioris Notz, feu hafteous Inedita, fea. f‘ ufint Edi
Volumina congefta, Editio Quarta, Prioribus autior. :

T. LIVII PATAVINI Hiftoriarum ab Uibe condita Lxlh{ﬁm fhpag{‘m;
In 6 Vol

C. PLINII CECILII Secundi Epiftele & 'qucgym_ng.

:,

CORNELII NEPO TIS excelleatium Imperatorum Viez, {

LUCIUS LNNJEUS FLORUS, Cmfwh}ﬂnﬁ'ﬂ-tlaﬁﬁlmnbeﬁ

m:munahs
CAIl SALLUSTII CRISPI quz extant.

VELLEI] PATERCULIL Hiftoriz Rﬁ.ﬂ;m:‘-wﬂ: ﬂﬁ-‘lﬂfj ¥ '--Jj:;J.\

JUSTINI Hifteriacum ex Trogo anpnm libri XLIV. A

Q.CURTIVS RUFUS de rebus geftis Alexandri Magni.’ '~ °

C. JULIL CESARIS & A.- 'HIRTH ‘de rebus 3 C.’ ]‘:ﬂm ﬂﬂﬂ
geftis Commentarii : Com C, Jul, Cafaris Fragmentis. :

CONCIONES & ORATIONES ex Hjﬁnn:u I.ms l;ﬂﬂ'ﬁ!-'&.

i Rk



