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32 The Alchemift,
- No, h'is a rare Phyfician, do him right,

An excellent Paracelfian, and has done

Strange Cures with Mineral Phyfick. He deals all

‘With Spirits, he, He will not hear a word

Of Galen, or his tedious Recipe’s.

How now, Lungs! [Face agaim
Fac. Softly, Sir, fpeak foftly. I meant

To ha’ told your VVorthip all. This muft not hear.
Mam. No, he will pot begull’d: let him alone.
Fac, Y'areveryright, Sir, fhe isa moft rare Scholar;,

And 1s gone mad with ftudying Braughton’s V Vorks.

If you but name a word touching the Hebrew,

She falls into her Fit, and will difcourfe

So learnedly of Genealogics,

As you would run mad too, to hear her, Sir. (Lungs:
Ham, How might onedo t’ have conference with herr
Fac, O, divers have run mad upon the conference,

I do not know, Sir: I am fent in hafte, |

To fetch a Viol, Sur. Be not gull’d, Sir Mammon, °
Mam. Wherein? ’Pray ye, be patient. ;
Sur. Yes, as you are,

And trult confederate Knaves,and Bawds, and Whoress,
Mam. You are too foul, believe it. Come here, Tilems,

Oae word. Fac. 1 dare not, in good faith. ,

_#lam. Stay, knave. _ |
Fac. H’ is extream angry that you faw her, Sir. |
Mam:Drink that. What is the when the’s out of her fiti?
Fac. O, the moft affableft creature, fir! fo merry!

So pleafant! fhe’ll mount you up, like Quick-filver,

Quer the Helm 5 and circulate, like Oyl,

A very Vegetal: Dilcourfe of State,

Of Mathematicks, Bawdry, any thing ————

Mau. s the no way acceflible ¢ no means,

No tiick, togive a mana tafte of her —— wit — )

Or fo? —Tlen,  Fac I’ll come to you again, Sir,
HMam. Surly, I did not think, one o’ your breeding

Would traduce Perfonages of worth. Sur. Sir Epicure,

Your friend to ufe: yet, flill, loth to be gull’d.

I do not like your Philofophical Bawds, =

Their Stone is Letchery enough to pay for

“Without this Bait. Mam, *Heart, you abufe your {elf.
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- The Aichem:i. 73
 Mam. Good Father, |

It was.my fin. Forgive it. Swi. Hangs my-Roof
%ill, and will not'fall, O juftice,

ou grieve him now with'ftaying in his fight :
Good Sir, the noble Man will come too, and take you,
And that may breed a Tragedy.  Mam. 11l .go.
Fac. 1, and repent at home, Sir. It may be,
For fome-good Penance you may ha’t yet; )
A hundred pound to the Box at Beslem— Mam, Yes.
Fge. For the refloring {uch as ha’ their wits.
- Mam. Tl do't.
_ Fac. I'll fend one tp you to receive it. -Mam, Da,
s no prejeltion left 2 Fae. Allflown, or flinks, Sir.
- Mam.- Will nought be fav’d, that’s good for Medcine,
shink'fbahou s, o008 ‘ .
_ Fac. I cannortell, Sir.  There will be, perhaps,
Something, about the {craping of the Shardes,
‘Will -cure-the ltch, though not your itch of mind, Sir,
1t fhall be {av’d for you, and fent home. Good Sir,
This way, forfearthe Lord fhould meet you. Sud. Eace.
, Fac. 1. Sub. Is he gone? Fac, Yes, and as heavily
As all the Gold he hop'd for, were in his Blood.
et us be light though. Swb. I, as Balls, and bousd
And hir our Heads againit-the Roof for joy:
There’s fo much of our care now caft AWaY.
Fac. Now to our Don, :
®ub. Yes, your young widow, by this time
s made a Countefs, Face: Sh’ has been in-travail -
Of a young Heir for you. | |
Fac. Good, Sire Sub, Off with your cafe,
And greet her kindly, as a Bridegroom thould,
After thele common hazards, Fac, Very well, Sir.
"Will you go fetch Don Diggo off, the while?
.. Sub. And fetch him-over too, if you'll be pleas'd,dir
“Would Dol were in her place, to pick his Pockets now.
. Frce Why, you can do it as well, if you would fzt to’t.
4 pray you prove your vertue,. Sub. For your'fake, Sir.

- EE ACT

er us ,
?;cm- us, forthis wickéd Man! Fac. Nay, look, Sir,



74 The Alchemist.

ACT 1V. S CENE VI
Surly, Da. Pliant, Subtle, Face.

Ady, you lee into what hands you are faln ;
’Mongit what a neft of Villains! and how neaxr
Ycur honour was t’have catch’d a certain clap |
:(Thm_u.%h your credulity) had I but been
So punctually forward, as place, time, |
And other circumftances would ha’ made a Man :
Foryo'are a hand{ome woman: wpuld yo'were wife toeg
I ama Gentleman come here difguis’d, |
Only to find the knaveries of this Cizadel, (noot
And where I might have wrong’d your honour,and haw
I claim fome .intereft in your love. = You are, |
They f{ay,a widow, rich: and I am a Batchellor,
Worth nought: your furtunes may make me a Man,
Asmine ha’ preferv’d you a woman. Think upon ity
And whether I have deferv’d you, or no.
Pii, 1 will, Sir. |
Sur. And for thele houfhold-rogues, let me alone,
To treat with them.
Sub How doth my noble Di.go?
And my dear Madam Countefs? Hath the Couus
Been courteous, Lady? liberal? and open?
Donzel,  methinks you look melancholick,
A fter your coitum, and fcurvy ! True-ly,
I do not like the dulnefs of your Eye:
It hath a heavy caft, s upfee Duech,
And fays you are 2 lumpifth whore-mafler,
Be lighter, 1 will make your Packets {o.
(He falls to picking of then
Sur. Will you,Drou Bawd,and pick-purie 2 How noww
Reel you?
Srand up Sir, you fhall find fince I'am fo heavy,
il gi’ you equak weighte  Sub. Help; murder!
Sur. No, Sir.
¥ There's no tuch thing intended. A good Cart, i
SR il
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And a clean Whip thall eale you of that fear.
1 am the Spanifh Don, that fhould be cozened,
Do you fee? coxened? where’s your Captain Face ?
That parcel-broker, and whole-bawd, all Raskal.

Fac. How, Surly!

Sur. O, make your approach, goud Captain.
I’ have found from whence your Copper Rangs, aud

Spoons _ | _
Come, now, wherewith you cheat abroad in Taverus.
*Twas here you learn‘d to anoint your Boagt with Brim=
itone,

Then rub Mens Gold on’t, for a kind of touch,
And {ay *twas naught,when {fﬂ had chang’d the colour,
That you might ha‘t for nothing. And this Dottor,
Your {ooty, Euukyubearded compeer, -he
Will clofe you fo much‘Gold, in a Bolts-head,
And, en a turn, convey (1’ the {tead ) another
With fublim’d Mercury, that thall burit i the heat,
And fly out all 4n fumo? Then weeps Mammon :
Then {woouns his worthip. Or, he is the Fauffus,
That cafteth Figures, and can Conjure, cures
Plague, Piles, and Pox, by the Ephemerides,
And holds intelligence with all the Bawds, _
And Midwives of three Shires? while you fend in—
Captain, (what is hegone?) Dam’fels with Child,
‘Wives that are barren, or the waiting maid
With the Green-ficknels 2 Nay Sir, you muft tarry
Though he be {cap’ty and anfwes, by the Ears, Sire

ACT W. SCENE VI

Face, Kaftrily Surly, Swbtle, Drugoery Ananias,
- Dame Pliant, Dol.

] WH}’, now’s the time, if ever yeu will quarrel
Well (as they fay) and be a true-bern Child.

The Doctor, and your Siiter both are abus’d.

" Kaf. Where is he ¢ which is he? he is a {lave

Wihat ere he is, and the Son of a Whore,  Are you

The MangSir, 1 would know 2
By D2 SE!":
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Sur. 1 fhould be loth, Sir,
To confels fo much. :
Kaf. Then you lye i’ your Throat. Sur. How?
Fac. A very errant Rogue, 3ir, and a cheater,
“Employ’d here by another Conjurer,
That does not love the Dotor, and would crofs him,
41f he knew how =~ Sur. Sir, you are abus’d.
. Kaf. You lye: |

And ’tis no matter. Fac. 'Well faid, Sir. He is

The impudentit Raskal
Sur. You are indeed... Will you hear me, Sir?¢
Fac. By no means: Bid him be gone.

&Kaf. Be gone, Sir, quickly. -
.Sur. This’s firange | Lady, do you inform your-Brotherz.
Fac. There is not fuch a foift in all the Town,

The Doftor had him prefently.:” and.finds yer,

The Spanifh Count will come here. Bearup Subrle.
Sﬂbjj Yes, Sir, he muit appear within this hour,

Fac. And yet thisRogue would come ina difguife,

By the temptation of anather Spirir,

T'o trouble our Art, though he could not hurt it. Ka/\ Il

1 know— Away, you talk like a foolifh Mauther.
Sur. Sir, all is truth, fhe fays.

Fac. Do not believe him, Sir: 3,

He.is the lying’ft Swabber ! Come your ways, Sir.
Sur. You are valiant out of company. .
Kaf, Yes, how then,.Sir? |
¥ac. Nay, here’san honeft fellow too,that knows hin

And all his tricks. (Make good what I {ay, Abel.)

This cheater would ha’ cozen’d thee o* the widow.

He owes this honelt Drugger, here, feven pound,

He has had on him, in two-pen ny‘orths of Tabacco.
Diu. Yes Sir.  And ‘h’ has damn’d himfelf thre

Terms to pay me.
Fac. And what does he owe for Lotium?
Dru. Thirty Shillings, Sir:

And for fix Syringes. Sur. Hydra of villany!

Fac. Nay, Sir, you muit quarrel himout o’ the Houl!
Kaf. 1 will. .

&, if you get not out of Doors, you lye:

~Aad you arca Pimp. Sur. Why, this is madnels, Si;'i::'
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Not valor in you: I muft laugh at this.
Kaf. It is my humour: you are a Pimp, and a Trig, .
And an Amadis de Ganle, or a Don Quiwot.
Dru. Or a Knight of the curiow Cox-comb. Doyou fee &
Ana, Peace to the Houthold.
Kaf. 1611 keep Peace for no Man,
Ana Cafting of Dollers is concluded lawful.
Kaf. Is he the Conitable?
Sub. Peace dAnanias. Fac. No, Sir.
Kaf. Then you are an O¢rer, and a Shad, a Whit,
A very Tim. Sur. You‘ll hear me, Sir? Kaf. 1 will not.
Aia. What is the motive ?
Sub. Zeal in the young Gentleman,
Againit his Spanify lops— Aua. They are prophane,
Lewd. fuperititious, and idolatrous Breeches.
Sur. New Raskals! Xa/. Will you be gone, Sir?
- Ana. Avoid Satan, .
Thou art not of the light. That Ruff of pride,
About thy Neck, betrays thee: and is the {ame |
With that which the unclean Birds, in feventy-feven;
Were {een to prank it with, on divers Coails.
Thou look*ft like Antichriff, in that lewd Har,
Sur. I muft give way. Kaf. Be gone, Sir
Sur. But I‘ll take '
A courfe with you ————
Ana. Depart, proud Spanifh Fiend.
Swr, Caprain, and Doctor -~ dia. Child of percitions
Kaf. Hence, Sir. :
Did I notyuanel bravely 7 Tie Yes, indeed, Sir.
Kaf. Nay, an* I give iny mind toft, 1 fhall dot.
Fac. O, you-muil follow, Sir, ai:d threaten him tame.
Hetll turn again elfe. A/, I'll rerurn him then
. Fac, Dru, gerpthis Rogue prevenred us, for thee:-
- We.had determin‘d that thou fhould*it ha¢ come,.
In a Spanyl)Sute, and ha' carried her fo3 and he -
A brokeily flave, goes, puts it on himielf.
Hafi* brought the Damask? Dru, Yes, Sir.
Fac. Thou muit borrow
A Spanifh Sute. Haft thou no credit with the Players?
-Dyu. Yes, Sir: did you never {ee me play the fool ¢
Fac. 1know not, Nab: thou thalt, if [ can help ir.«
D3 Hieronymo®s
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Hicronyms's old Cloak, Ruff, and Hat will ferve,
\ | [Subtle bath wﬂrifﬁer‘d with bim this whila;,
14l tell thee more when thou bringit ‘em. _#ua. Siry,
I know : '
The Spaniard hates the Brethren, and hath fpies
Upon their ations: and that this was one
I make no fcruple, But the holy Synod
Have been in Prayer, and Meditation for it.
And ‘tis reveal‘d no lefs to them than me,
That cafting of money is moft lawful, Sub, True:
But here I cannot do it; if the Houfe
Shou‘d chance to be fufpelted. all would out,
And we be lock‘d up in the Tower for ever,
Jo make Gold there (for th® State) never come out:
And then are you defeated. Ana. I will tell
This to the Elders, and the weaker Breilren,
Thar the whole company of the Separatign
May join in humble Prayer again, (Sub. And Fafting.))
Ana. Yea, for fome fitrer place, The peace of mindd
Reft with thefe Walls. Bub. Thanks, courteous Ananiass,
Fac, What did he come for?
Sue. Abour cafting Dollers,
“Prefently out of hand. And fo I told him,
A Spanifp Minifter came here to Ipie, |
Againit the faithtul — Fac I conceive. Come Sultle,
Fhou art {o down upon the leaft difaster! S
How wouldii tho ha* done,if I had not helpt thee out #
Suf, 1 thank thee Face, for the angry Boy, i raich.
¥ac. Who would ha* lookt it frould ba® been thatt
Raskal DL, ‘
Surly? He had dyd his Beard and all. Well, Sir,
Here*s Datnask ce e to make you a Sute.
Sur. Where's Diuggen
Faz, He is gone o borrow me a Sganifp habit ¢/ _
P’ll be the €ount, now. Swk. But where's the widow ¥
Fac. within, with my Lord*s Sifter : Madam Dol
Is entertaining her. Sub. By your favour, Fage,
Now fhe is honeft I will ftand again. i
Fac. You will not offer it? Swre Why
Fac, Stand to your word,
- Or == here comes Dol She knows—=

S
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Sub. Yo’are tyrannous flill - "
Fac.Surict for my right. How now,Dol? Hait’ told her,
The Spanifh Count will come?
Doi. Yes, but another is come,
You little look’d for! Fre., Who's that?
Dol. Your Mafter: .
The Mafter of the Houle. $ub. How, Bol!
Fac. She lyes.
This is fome trick. Come, leave your quiblins, Doroifes.
Dol. Look out, and fee, Sub. Art thou in earneil 2
| . Del. ’Slight,
- Forty o’ the Neighbours are about him, talking.
Fac. ’Tis he, by this good day.
Dol. "Twill prove ill day
Forfomeon us. Fac. We are undone, and takens
Dol. Loft, I’ am afraid.
Sub. You {aid he would not come,
‘While there died one a Week, within the Liberties.
- Fae. No: ’twas within the Walls, :
Sub, Was't-fo? Cry* yon mercy . :
1 thought the Liberties. What fhall we do now, Fare?
Fac., Be filent: not a word, if he call or kneck.
I’ll into mine old fhape again and meet him,
Of Feremy, the Butler., 1¢ the mean time,
Do you two pack up all the Goods, and purchale,.
That we can carry i* the two Trunks.  1‘l} keep him
Off for to day, if I cannot longer : and then
At nighty 1¢l fhipyou both away to Kateliff,
Wheie wefll meét to morniow, and there wetll fhare.
Let Mammonis Brafs and Pewter kecp the Cellag ¢
Wetll have another time for that, But, Dol
tPr¢y thee go heata littie Water quickly;
Subcle muft thave me. All my Caprains Beard-
Muit ofi; to make me appear {mooth Feremy,
Yousll do*t? Sub. Yes, I’ll thave youyas well as I camic
Fac And not cut my Thioat, butarim me?-
Sué. You fhall fee, Sir.

D4, ACT
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ACT V. SCENE L
Love-Wit, N :—{gf:f;aﬂr.r,

As there been fuch refort, fay you?
Nei, 1. Daily, Sir. |
HNeiw, 2. And nightly, too.
2ei. 3. 1, fome as brave as Lords.
Nei. 4. Ladies, and Gentlewomen.
Nei. 5. Citizens Wives. - {14 '3
Ner. 1. And Knights. Nei. 6. In Coaches.
Nei. 2. Yes, and Oyfter-women.
Nei, ¥ Beflide other Gallants. Nei. 3. Sallors wivesa
Nei. 4. Tabacco-men.
Nei. 5. Another Pimlico!
Eov, What fthould my Knave advance,
To draw this company? He hung out no Banners
Of a ftrange Calf, with five Legs, to be feen?
Or a huge Lobfter, with fix Claws? Nei. 6. No, Sir..
~ Net. 3. We had gone in then, Sir. Lov. He has no gift:
Of teaching i‘ the Nofe, that ere I knew of.
You faw no Bills fet up that promis-d cure |
Of Agues,or the Tooth-ach? X:i 2, No {uch thing, Sir..
Fovi . Nor heard a Drum ftrook, for Baboons, ort
Puppets? - - H
Nei. 5. Neither, Sir.
Lov. What device thould he biing forth now ?
I love a tegming Wit ag 1 love my nourithment,
‘Pray God he ha® not kept fuch open Houfe,
‘That he hath fold my Hangings, and my Bedding :
1 lefr him nothing elfe. It he have eat ‘em,
A Plague ofthe Moath, fay I. Sure he hasgot
Some bawdy Pitures, to call all this ging ool
The Frier, and the Iuny or the new Motion
©F the Knights Courfer, covering the Parfons Mare;
The Boy of {ix year old, with the great Thing:
Or‘t may be, he has the Fleas that run ax Tilr,
Upon-a Table, or fome Dog to dance 2
i \E"hfﬂ.}
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'When faw you him? Nei, 1. Who Sir, Feremys -
Nei. 2. Feremy Butler?
We faw him not this Month. Lov. How!
Nei. 4. Not thele five weeks, Sir,
Nei. 6. Thefe fix weeks, at the leaft,
- Lov, Yo’ amaze me, Neighbours!

Nei. 5. Sure, if ynur worfhip know not where he is; .
He’s {lipt away. Nez. 6. Pra}' God, he be not madeaway.

He knocks. .
Lov. Ha? It’s no time to queftion, then. Nez, 6.About ..

Some three weeks fince, I heard a doleful ery, .
As I fate up, 2 mending my Wives Stockingse -
Lov. Thas’s ftrange! that none will anfwer!

Indit thou hear

A cry,faift thou? Nei. 6. Yes, Sir,like.unto a Man

That had been ﬂrangled an hﬂur and could. not [peak. -
Nei. 2. T heard it too,jult this day three weeks, attwa: -

a Clock

Next murmng Lav. Thefe be Miracles; or you make
" ‘em fo!

A Man an hdur ﬁranﬂls.d and ¢culd not {p eak

And both you heard him cry ¢ Nei. 3.Ves ciuw erard Sir.e

Lov. Thou artia wile fellow: Give e thy Hand ¥

What Trade art thiou on ¢, l pray thee..

Nei. 3. A Smith, an’t pleafe your worfhip,. -

Lov. A Smith ?@ Then lend me thy help 1o get thig:-

Door upen. »
Nei.3. ThatI will prefently, Sir, but ferch my Tools--

Ne, 1. Sir, beﬁ to knock again, afore ycu brf:ak ity cs

ACT . V. . SCENE 1}
Love-wit, Face, Neighbours

AVill. © Fae. 'What mean you, Sir?

. Nei, 1, 2, 4. O, here’s Ferbmy! .

Fac. Good Sir, come from the Doar.
Lov. Why ! .what’s the matter?
Fac, Yet farther; you arc too near yet, .
Lav. .1’ the name of Waonder !

Ll 5 WHat

-
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What means the fellow?
Fac, The Houlfe, Sir, has been vifited.
Eov. What ? with the Plague? fland thou then farthess,
Fag. No, Sir,
¥ bad it not- Lov. Who had it then? I left,
None elfe, but thee, i’thee Houfle!
Eac. Yes, Siy, my fellow,
‘Llie Cat, that kept the Buttry, had it on her
A week before I {pied it, but I got her
Convey’d away, i the might. And fo I fhut .
The Houfe up of 2 month —— ]
Lov. How! Fac, Purpofing then, Sir,
V'hrave burnt Role-vinegar, Treacle, and Tar,
And ha’ made it [weet,that you thould ne’er ha’known it
Becaule I knew the news would but affliét you, Sir.
Lov. Breathe lefs,and tarther off. Why,this is {tranger !
‘Fhe Neighbours tell me all, here, that the Doors
Have {iill been open——— Fac. How, Sir!
Lov. Gallants, Men, and Women,
And of all foits, tag-rag, been feen to flock here
In threaves, thefle ten weeks, asto a {econd Hpgs-den,,
-In days of Pimlico, and Eye-bright! Fac. Sir,
Their wildoms will notfay fo! Lov. To day, they fpegkk
Of Coachies, and Gallants ; one in a French-hood, =
Went in, they tell me: and another was leen
in a Velvet Gown at the window !#divers more
Pafs in and outt ¢
~ Fac. They did pafls through the Doors then, _
Or Walls, [ affure their Eye-fights,and their Spectacles:;
For here, Sir, are the Keys: and here have been,
En this my Pocker, now above twenty days;
And for before, I kept the Fort alone there.
Bur that ’tis yet not deep 1’ the afternoon,
L fhould believe my Neighbours had feen double
Through the black-pot, and inade thefe apparitions !
¥or, on my faith te your worfhip, tor thefe three weeks,,
And upwards, the Door has not been open’d.
Lov. Strange ! -
Nei. 1. Good faith, I think I faw a Coach }
Nei. 2. And 1 too, 3 v
T'lld ba’ been fworn! Low, Do you but think it now :I“

Ang
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Atid butoneCoach 7 Nei. 4. We cannat tell, Sir: Feremy .
Is a very honeft fellow. Fae. Did you {ee me at 4117~ -
Nei. 1. Noj that we are fure on. .
Nei. 2. 111 be fworn-o’that. .
Lov, Fine Rogues to have your Teitimoniss built on & -
Nei.. 2. Is Feremy come ?
Neio 1. O, yes, you may leave your Tools,
We were deceiv’d, he fays. Nei. 2. He hashad the Kays:
| And the Door has been faut thele.three weeks. .
| Nei. 3. Like enough. .
Lov. Peace, and get hence, youw Changelings.-
Fac. Surly comel -
And Mammon made acquainted? TRey'll tell all.
{ How fhall I beat themoff2 What thall T do?)
Nothing’s more wretched than a guilty Confcieuces

ACT V. SCENE-IIL

Shrly, Mammon, Liove-wity Face, . Neighpours., .
Kaftrily Ananiasy Tribulation, Dappery Subtiss.

NO, Sir, he was a great Phyfician. This;

N~ It was no Bawdy-houfe: but a meer Chaugel,
ou knew the Lord, and his Sifter. .
Mam. Nay, good Surly .
Sur. The happy word, Be1ich- -
Mam Play not the Tyran ~———
Sur. Should be to day prenounc’d toall yourFriends.:
- And where be your Andironsnow? and your Beals-pots,
That fhould ha’. been. golden Flaggons, and great.
Wedges ? |
Mani. Let me. but. breathe. *What! - they ha’ fhut s
- their Doars,
Methinks.! Sur I, now 'tis-holy-day withthem. .
Mam.. Rogues,
Cozeners, Impoftors, Bawds. Fac:. WHiat mean you, Siz 2
' Mammon and.Surly kuock. -
Mam. To epter, if we can. Fac: Another Mans Houte 2 -
Here is the owner, Sit. . Turn you .to him,
Aud {peak your bulinels. Mam. Are you, Sir, the owner ¢

Lﬂiér_r... 3
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Lov. Yes, Sir.

Man. And are thofe Kmnres within your Cheaters 2 'r‘

Lov. What Knaves? what Cheaters?

Mam, Subtle, and his Lungs.

Fac. The Gentlemin is dittracted, Sir! No Lungs,~
Nor Lights ha’ been feen here th&f& three weess, Sir,
Within thele Doors, upon my word! Swr. Your-word,,
t:room arrogant ¢ Fac. l;es Sir, Lam the Huu[e-keeper,
And know the Keys ha’ not been out o’ my Hands.

Sur. This’s a new Face, .

Fac. You do miftake the Houle, Sir!

‘What Sign was’t at? Sur. You Raskal! This is one.
O’ the confederacy. Come, let’s get Officers, _
And force the Deor. Lov. "Pray you ftay, Gentlemen..

Sur. No, Sir, we’ll come with Warrant.

Mam, 1, and then
We fhall ba’ your Doors open. Laz.r. What means thi>?

Fac. T cannot tell, Sir.

Nei, 1. Thele are two o’ the Gallants,

That we do think we faw. - Fae. Two o® the Fools 2
You talk as.idly as they. Good faith, Sir,

1 think the Moon has cras‘d ’em all ! (O e,

The angry Boy come too ? He’ll make a noife,

And ne’er away till he have betray’d us all.) |

Kaf. What Rogues, Bawds, Slaves, you'll open the

Door anon, [Kaﬂnl kuo::k.r
Punck, Cocatrice, my Sufter. By this light
Pl fetch the Marfhal to you. Xou are a. Whore,
To keep your Callle —

Fac. Who would you fpeak with, Sir?

Kaf. The bawdy Doctor,.and the ccrz.f*nmg Captain, .
And Pus my Sufler. Lov, This is fomething, fure!

Fac, U on; my tiufl, the Doors were never open, Sir.

Kaf. 1 have heard all their tricks told me twice over, |
By tie fat Knight, and thelean Gentleman.,

Lov. Here cames another. FYac, dngmastoo?. |
And his Paflor ? Ii.. The 1oors are thur againft us.

| They beat too at the Dﬁ'ﬂh
Auai. Come forth, you-Seed of Sulphur, ‘Sonsiof Fire,
* ur {tench it is broke farth: abamination =
Jsdo the Houfe Aol L, my Sufler’s these. 4ua. Ihﬂglaﬂf,
1r
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It is become a Cage of unclean Birds. |
Kaf, Yes,I will fetch the Scavenger,and the Conflable.
Ti:. You fhall do well. '
Ana. We'll joyn to weed them out.
Kaf. You will not come then 2 Punck, device, my
Suiier ! ' 4
Ana. Call ber not Siiler.  She’s a Harlot, verily.
Kaf. Tl raife the flreet,
Lov. Good Gentlemen, a word.
Ana. Saran avoid, and hinder not our Zeal.
Lov. The world’s turn’d Bet'lem.
Fac. Thefe are all broke loofe,
Out of S. Kather*nes, where they ufe to keep
The better fort of mad-folks. Nei. 1. All thele Perfons

We faw gorin and out here. Nei. 2, Yes, indeed, Sir.
Neio 3. Thefe were the Parties, .

Fuae. Peace, you Drunkards, Sir,
1 wondes at it! Pleafe youto give me leave
To touch the Door, I'll tryan®the Lock be chang*d.
Lov. It mazes me! Fac. Good faith, Sir, I believe::
There's no fuch thing. “Tis all deceptio vifus..
‘Would I could get lnmaway. [Dapper cries out within.
Dap. Maiter Captain, Mailer Doltor,.
Lov. Who's that

Fac. (Our Clerk within, thatI forgot!) I know
not, SiL.. &

Dap. ¥or God¢s {ake,when will her Gyace be at leifure 2
¥ac. Ha!

Ilufions, fome Spirit of the Air: (his Gag is melted,:
And now he fets out the Throat.)
Dap. I am almoft flifled -

Fac. (Would youswere altogether.)
Lov.. #Tis 1¢ the Houfe.,

Ha! Lift. Fac. Believe it, Sir, i* the Air!
Lov, Peace, you ;

Dap. Mine Aunts Grace does not ufe me well.
_ Sub. You Faol,

Reace, you‘ll mar all, ,
Fag. Or you will elfe, you R;Dgu'g, ¢ :

- Lou, O, isitfo? Then you converfe with Spirits!

Came Sit... Do more 0% your tricks, good Feremy, =

-

The
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The truth, the fhorteit way.

Fac. Difmils this Rabble, Sir.
What fhall I do: I am catch’d.

Lov. Good Neighbours,

1 thank you ail. You may depart; Come Sir,

You know that I am an indulgent Matter :

And therefore conceal nothing. What’s your Med‘ciney:
To draw fo many feveral forts of wild fowl?

Fac. Sir, you were wont to affect mirth and wit:
(But here’s no place to talk on‘t i’ the Street.)
Give me but leave to make the beft of my Fortune,
And only pardon me th’ abufe of your Houle:
It’s all I beg. I'll help you to a widow,
In recompence, that you fball gi¢ me thanks for,
Will make you {even years younger, and a rich one. .
¢Tis but your putting on a Spanifb Cloak.
I have her within. You need not fear the Houle, |
It was not vifited. Lov. But by me, who came
Sooner than you expeéted. Fac. It is true, Sir..
‘Pray you torgive me. |

Lov. Well, let's fee your widow.

ACT v. SCENE IW
Subtle, Dapper, Face, Dol

Ow! ha‘ you eaten your Gag?
Dap. Yes faith, it.crumbled
Away i* my Mouth.

Sub. You ha¢ fpoil‘d all then. Dap. No,
1 hope my Aunt of Faiiy will forgive me.

Sub. Your Aunts a gracious Lady: but in troth.
You were to blame. Dap. The fume did overcome me, .
And I did dot to ilay my Stomach. ‘Pray you
So fatisfie her Grace. Here comes the Captain.

¥ae. How now! Is his Mouth down ¢

Sub. 1! he has fpoken! |

Fac. (A Pox, 1 heard him, and you to0.) He®s un-

done then.

(1 have heen fain tofay, the Houfe is haunted.
: ‘ With,
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With Spirits, to keep Churle back.
Sub, And haft thou done ic?
Fac. Sure, for this night.
Sub. Why, then triumph and fing
Of Face fo tamous, the precious King
Of prefent wits. Fac. Did you not hear the coil,
About the Door? Sub. Yes, and Idwindled with it. }
Fac. Shew him his Aunt, and. let him be difpatch*d :
141 fend her to you. Sub. Well Sir, your Aunt her Grace,
Will give you Audience prelently, on my fute,
And the Captains word, that you did not eat your Gag
In any contempt of her Highnefs,
Dap. Not 1. in troth, Sir.
(Dol like the Queen of Fairy.
Sub. Here fhe is come. Down of your Knees and
wriggle : - Relicry;
She has a ftately prefence. Good. Yet nearer,
And bid, God.fave you. Dap. Madam.
Sub. And your Aunt. i
Dap. And my meft gracious Aunt,God fave you Grace..
Dol. Nephew, we thought to have been angry with
ou:
But.ghat {weet Face-of yours hath turn‘d the Tide,
And made it flow with. Joy, thar ebb*d of Love.
Arile, and touch our Velvet Gown. Sub. The Skirts,,
And kils ‘em. So. Do/, Let me now itioke that Head..
Much, Nepbew, fhalt thow winy much fbalt thou dﬁaend;
Much fhalt thou give away: much fhalt thou lend.
.S‘ué';. (I, much, indeed.): Why do you not thank her.
race. :
Dap. 1 cannot [peak for joy.
Sub. See, the kind wrerch !
Your Graces Kinfman right, Dol. Give me the Bixd.
Here is your ¥ly in a Purle, about your Neck,Ceufin,’
‘Wear.it, and feed it about this day lev¢night,
On your right Wrift— Su4. Open a Vein with a Pin,
And let it fuck but once a week : till then,.
You muft not look on‘t. llol. No. And, Kin{man,
Bear your lelf worthy of the Blood you come on.
. Sub. Her grace would ha‘you eat no more Waoolfack Pies,
- Nor Dagger Frumety.  Dol, Ner break his fait, |
- In
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In Heaven and Hell. Sub. She's with you every where !
Nor play with Coftar-mongers, at mum-chance, tray-trip.
God make you rich, (when as your Aunt has done it:)
but keep . ¢ L
The gallant‘it Company, and the beft Games—
Dap. Yes, Sir,
Sub. Gleck and Primero: and what you get, be true.
to us. /
Dap. By this Hand, I will.
Sub, You may bring‘s.a thoufand Pound
Before to morrow night, (it but three thoufand
Be ftirring ) an® you will. Dap. I fwear, 1 will then.. .
Sub. Your Fly will learn you all Games. |
Fac. Ha® you done there?
Sub, Your Grace will command him no more duties? -
Dol, No:
But come, and fee me often. I may.chance
To leave him three or four hundred Chefts of Trealure, .
And fome twelve thoufand Acres of Fairy Land,
If he game well, and comely, with good Gamefters. .
Sub. There's a kind Aunt! kifls her departing part.-
Bur you muit {ell your forty Mark a year, now.
Dap. 1, Sir, I mean. Sub. Or, gi‘t away : fox on‘t. |
Dap Jell gi‘t mine Aunt.I‘ll go and fetch the Writings.. |
Sub “Tis well, away. ¥ac: Where's Subtle ?
Sat, Here. What news? ;
Fac: Drugger Is at the Door, go take his-Sute,
And bid him fetch a Parfon, prefently . '
Say, he fhall marry the widow. Thou fhalt {pend .
A hundred pound by the fervice! Now Queen Dol,
Ha‘youpack‘dupall? Dol, Yes. And how do you like:-
The Lady Pizant? Dol. A good dull innocent.
Swb. Herets your Hieronymo’s Cloke, and Hat. .
Fac. Give me ‘em. | :
Sub. and the Rufl toe?
Fac. Yes, 11l come to you prefently.
Sub. Now he is gone about his project Dol,
I'tcld you of, for the widow. D-.:IE *Tis direct
Againit our Articles. Sub. Well, we‘ll fit him, wench..
Hatt thou guil*d herof her Jewels, or her Bracelers ®
" Dol. No;-buelawilkdetv, +-& iworel gl oA
* Suk..
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Sub, Scon at night, my Dolly,

When we are fhipt, and all cur Goods aboard

Eait-ward for Rateliff ; we will turn our courfe

To Brainford, weftward, if thou faift the word,

And take our leaves of tlus urbweenmg Raskal

This peremptory Face. -
f Content, I’ am weary of him, :

Sué Thou’hait caufe, when the flave will run a Wi-

ving, Dol, .

Againit the Inﬂrumcnt that was drawn between UsSe

Do! I’ll pluck his Bird as bare as I can.

Sub. Yes, tell her, Fi
She muft by any means addrefs fome prefent =
To th’ cunning Man; make him amends for wronging’
His Art with her fuf iciony fend a Ring,

Or Chain of Pearl ; fhe will be tortur'd el['e:
Extremely in her ﬂeep fay: and ha’ firange things
Come to her. 'Wilt thou? Dol. Yes.

Swb. My fine flicter- moufe, - '
My Bird o’ the night; we’ll tickle it at the cham, :
When we have all, and may unlock the Trunks,"

And fay, this’s mme and thine; and thine and mine. .
[They kifs.

Fac. What now, a billing? Sub. Yes, a little f:xaitt:d.
In the good paflage of our ftock- affairs.

Fac Drygger has brought his Parfonstake him in Sﬂbﬂﬂ,
And [end Nab back again to wath his Face.

Sub. 1 will: and thave himfelf?
 Fac. 1§ you can get him,

Dol. Youare hot upon it, Face, what ere it is! -

Fac. A trick, that Dol fhall fpend ten pound a

Mouth by.
Is he gone? Suif The Chaplain waijts youi’ the Hall,Sir.

Fac. I'll go beltow him. Dol. He’ll now marry hﬂr,

inftantly. :

Sub. He cannot; yet, he is not ready. Dear Do/,
Cozen her ot all thcm canft. To deceive him
Is no deceir, but fuiftice, that would break
Such an inextricable tye as ours was,

Dol. Let me alone ta fit him.

“ Fac. Come, my ventures,

You
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You ?;’ ﬁackt up all? Where be the Trunks? Bring;
forth. :

- Sub, Here. Fae. Let’s fee ’em. Where’s the mony 2!
Sub. Here,

In this. Fac. Mammon’s ten pound: eight fcore befores,

- The Brethrens money, this. Druggers, and Dagpens.
‘What Paper’s that ?

- Dol. The, Jewel of the watting Maids,

That ftole it from her Lady, to know certain —————e:
Fae. If he fhould have precedence of her Miflris ?
Dol, Yes. |
Fac. What Box is that ?

Sub. The Fifh-wives Rings, [ think:

And th’ Ale-wives fingle money. Is’t not Dol ? -

Dol. Yes: and the whiftle, that the Sailors Wife
Brought you to know an’ her Husband were with Pard.,

Fac, We'll wet it to morrew ¢ and our Silver-beakers,,
And Tavern Cups. Where be the French Peti-coats,
And Girdles, and Hangers? Sub, Here, 1’ the Trunk,
And the Bolts of Lawn. S

Fac. Is Druggers Damask there?

And the Tabacco? Sub, Yes. Fac. Give me the Keys.
Dol. Why you the Keys!

Sub. No matter, Dol : becaufe
We fhall not open ’em before he comes.

_ Fag. Tis true, you fhall not open them, indeed.: |

Nor have ’em forth, Do you fee? Not forth, Dol.

Dol. No!

Fac. No, my fmock-rampant. The right is, my Mafters
Knows all, has pardon’d me,.and he will keep’em
Doctor, ’tis true (you look) for all your Figures:.

1 fent for him, indeed. Wherefore, good Partners,.

Both he, and fhe, be fatisfied : for here

Determines the Indenture tripartire,

’Twixt Subtle, Dol, and Face. AllIcan do

Is to help you over the Wall, o’ the back-fide s

Or lend you a Sheet to {ave your Velvet Gown, Dol

Here will be Officers prefently : bethink you,

Of fome courfe {uddainly. to [cape the Dock:

For thither you’ll come elfg. Hark you, Thunder.

| ' | ( Some knock..
Sﬂb_lll
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Sub, You are a precious Fiend!

Oﬁ: OPEH thﬁ | '

Fac. Dol, 1 am forry for thee i-faith. But hearit thou?
It fhall go hard, but I will place thee fome-where
Thou fhalt ha’ my Letter to Miflris 4mo.

Dol. Hang you

Fac. Or Madam Cefarean.

« Dol, Pox upon you, Rogue, |
‘Would I had but time to beat theé. Fae. Smbile,
Let’s know where you fet up next; I’ll fend you

A cuftomer, now and then, for old acquaintance:
What new courfe ha’ you ? Sub. Rogue, 1’1l hang my felf:
That I may walk a greater Devil than thou,

And haunt thee i’ the Flock-bed, and the Buttery.

ACT V. SCENE V.

Love-mit, ()ﬁic.;r:, Mammon, Surly, Free, Ka-
ftril, Ananias, Tribulation, Drugger, Da.
Pliant.

Hat do you mean, my Mafters?
Aam. Open your Door,
Cheaters, Bawds, Conjurers,
Off. Or we'll break it open.
Lov. What Warrant have you?
Of. Warrant enough, Sir, doubt not:
If you'll not open it. Lov. Is there an Officer, there?
Off. Yes, two or three for failing.
Lov Have but patience,
And I will open it ftraight, Fae, Sir, ha’ you done?
Iy it a marriage? perfect? Lov. Yes, my Brain.
Fac. Off with your Ruff, and Cloke then j be your felf,
Sur. Down with the Door, . ( Sit.
Kaf. *Slight, ding it open. Lov. Hold:
Hold Gentlemeny; what means this violence ?
Mam, W here 1s this Colliar ¢
Sur. And my Captain Face?
Mam. Thefe day-Owls,

Sur.
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Sur. That are birding in Mens Purf(es.
Mam. Madam Suppofitosy. :
Kaf. Doxey, my Sifter. Ana. Locuils
Of the foul Pit. Tvi. Profane as Be/ and the Dyagom,
Ana. Worle than the Grafhoppers,or the Lice of Egyper,
Lov. Good Gentlemen, hear me. Are you Officers,
And cannot tay this violence? Of. Keep the Peace.

Lov. Gentlemen, what is the matter 2 Whom do yow
Mawm. The Chimical cozener. (leek??

Sur. And the Caprain Pander.

Kaf. The Nun my Sufter.

Mam. Madam Rabbi  Ana. Scorpions,

And Caterpillers. Lov. Fewer at once, I pray you.

~ Off. One after another, Gentlemen, I charge you,
By vertue of my ftaff — Ana. They are the veliels

Of Pride, Luft, and the Cart. Lov. Good Zeal, lie flill;,
A little while.” Tri. Peace, Deacon Ananias.

Lov. The Houfe is mine here, and the Doors are open ::
If there be any fuch Perfons as you feek for, '
Utfe your authority, {earch on o’ Gods Name.

1 am but newly come to Town, and finding’
This tumult *bout my Door (to tell you true)
It fomewhat maz’d me ; till my Man here, {fearing
My more difpleafure) told me he had done
Somewhat an infolent part, let out my Houle |
(Belike, prefuming on my known averfion /|
Fromany Air o’ the Town, while there was Sicknels))
To a Doftor, and a Captain: who, what they are, |
Or where they be, he knows not. Mam. Are they gone?’
(They entera.

- Lov. You may go in and fearch, Sir. Here, I ind

The empty Walls worfe than I left ’em, {mok‘d,
A few crack'd Pots, and Glafles, and a Fornace
The Ceiling fill‘d with Poefies of the Candle :
And Madam; with a Dildo, writ o the Walls.
Onely one Gentlewoman, I met here,
That is within, that faid fhe was a widow ——

Kaf. 1, that's my Sufter. I‘ll go thump her. "Wheres

1s fhe? .

Lov. And fhould ha* married a Spanifhy Count, but hey,

When he came to‘t, neglected her fo grofly, .
G 1atl
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Fhat 1, a-widower, am gone through with her,

- Sur, How! Have I loft her then?
Lov. Were you the Don, Sir?

Good faith, now, the do‘s blame yot extremely, and {ays

You fwore, and told her, you had tane the pains

To dye your Beard, and umbre oter your Face,

Borrowed a Sute, and Rufi, all for her love ;

And then did nothing. What an over-fight,

:And want of putting forward, Sir, was this!

XWell fare an old Harquebuzier, yet,

Could prime his Powder, and give fire, and hit,

All in a twinckling. Mam. The whole neit are fled /
Lov. Whart fort of Birds were they ?

[Mammon comes forth,
Mam. A kind of Choughs,

Or thievith Daws, Sir, that have pickt my Purfe

Of eight-fcore and ten pounds, within thele five weeks,

Befide my firft Materials 3 and my Goods, -~

That lie 1¢ the Cellar: which I am glad they ha‘ left.

J may have home yet. Lov. Think you fo Sir? Mam. I,
Lov. By order of Law, Sir, but not otherwife.
Mam, Not mine own ftuff?

Lov. Sir, 1 can take no knowledg,

“That they are yours, but by publick means.

If you can bring Certificate, that you were gull‘dof ‘em,

Or any formal Writ out of a Court,

“That you did cozen your felf, I will not hold them.
Mam, 111 rather lofe*em. Lov. That you fhail not, Sir,

By me, in troth. Upon thefe terms they are yours.

‘What thould they ha*been, Sir, turn*d into Gold all 2
Mam. No.

X cannot tell. It may be they fhiould. What then?
Lov. What a great lofs in hope have you fuflain®d?
Mam, Not 1, the Commonwealth has,

Fac. I, he would ha‘built

The City new; and made a Ditch abour it

Of Silver, fhould have run with Cream from Hogfden ;

That every Sunday in Moor-flelds, the youngkers,

.And tits, and tom boys thould have fed on, gratis,
Mam, I will go mount a Turnip-cart, and preach

“The end of the world, within thefe -twumomhs%.‘r}fur{y;

' hat!

]
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What! inadream? Swr.” Muft T needs cheat my felf],
With that fame foolifh vice of honefty !

Come let us go, and hearken out the Rogues.

That Face I’ll mark for mine, if e’er I meet him,

Fac. 1f I can hear of him, Sir, Pl bring you word,
Unto your Lodging : for in troth, they were firangers
To me, I thought ’em honeft, as my felf, Sir.

They come forth..

Tri. 'Tis well, the Saints fhall not lofe all yet. Go,
And get fome Carts= Lov. For what, my zealouss

Friends?

Ana. To bear away the portion of the righteous
Out of this Denof Thieves. Lov. What is that portion #?

Ana. The Goods, fometimes the Orphans, that thes

Brethren

Bought with their Silver Pence.

Lov. What, thofe i’ the Cellar,
The Knight Sir Mammon claims ? Ana, 1 do defie
The wicked Mammon, {o do all the Brethren,
Thou prophane Man, I ask thee, with what confcience:
- Thou canft advance that Idol againft us,
That have the Seal? Were not the Shillings numbred,,
That made the Pounds? Were not the Pounds teld out,,
Upon the fecond day of the fourth week,
In the eighth month, upon the Fable dormant,

« The year of the laft patience of-the Saints, £
- 8ix hundred and teny? ' |
Lov. Mine earneft vehement Botcher, '

And Deacon alfo, 1 cannot difpute with you,
Bur if you get you not away the fooner,
I fhall eonfute you with a Cudgel. Ana. Sir.
Trvi. Be patient Ananias. Ana 1 am ftrong,
And will ttand up, well girt, againit an Holt,
Thar threaten Gad in exile. Lov. 1 {hall fend you
To Amfterdam to your Cellar. dna. 1will pray shere,
Againit thy Houfe: may Pogs defile thy Walls,
And Walps, and Hornets breed beneath thy Roof,
This feat of falthood, and this cave of coz’nage.
Lov. Another too? Diw. Not1 Sir, 1 am no Brotherr,
[Drugger enters, and he beats him away..

Lov. Away you Harry Nicholas, do you talk ?

Fae:
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Fac. No, this was dkel Drugger. Gocd Sir, Go,

v ' | Zo ¢he Parfon.
And fatisfie him; tell him, all is done:
He ftaid teo long a wafthing of his Face.
The Dotor, he thall hear of him at #eflchefler ;
And of the Captain, tell him, at Yarmoutdh, or
Some good Port-town elfe, lying for a wind.
If you get off the angry Child, now, Sir——
~ Kaf. Come on, you yew, you have march’d moft
{weetly, ha’ younot? [To bis Sifter.
Did not I fay, I would never ha’ you tupt
But by a dubb’d Boy, to make you a Lady-Tom ?
’Slight, youare a Mammet! O, 1 could toufe you, now.
Death,mun’you marry with a Pox? Lov. You lye, Boy;
As found as you: and I am afore-hand with you.
Kaf. Anon?
Lov. Come, will youquarrel ? I will feize you,Sirrah,
W hy do you not buckle te your Tools?
Kaf. Gods light! _
This is a fine old Boy, as ere ] faw!
Lo, dWhat, do you change your Copy, now ? Pro-
ceed,
Here ftands my Dove: ftoop at her if you dare.
Kaf. ’Slight, I muft leve him! I cannot chufe, i-

faith'!
And I fhould be hang'd for’t. Sufter, T protetft,
I honour thee for this match, Lov. O, doyoufo, Sir?
Kaf. Yes, an’ thou canft take Zabacco, and drink,
old Boy, _
1’1l give her five hundred Pound more to her marriage,
Than her own State. Low. Fill a Pipe-full, Fremy.
Fac. Yes, but go in, and take 1t, Sir. Lov, We will,
I will be rul’d by thee in any.thing, Feemy. \
Kaf. "Sllisgh,t.i, thou art not hide-bound ! thou ait a
Fovy-Boy !
LCome l.e{’s i, I prly thee, and take our whiffs.

Lov. Whiff in with your Sifter, brother Eoy. That
Mafier

That had receiv’d fuch happinefs by a Servant,
In fuch a Widow, and with {o much Wealth,

Were
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