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Mrs. HARRIOT JANSSEN.

MADAM

O be well defcended, happy in your

fortune, nobly allied, to be agree-
able in your perfon, to have ah un-
derftanding folid and extenfive, and a
wit-at once the moft poignant, and yet
the moft innoffenfive and agreeable, may
juttly raife admiration and efteem in others,
as they diftinguifh you in fo eminent. a
manner, and conftitute your perfonal

happinefs.

But as itis that eafy, graceful manner in
which you enjoy them, that freedom from
vanity, affeftation or pride, which form

5 your
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your real charaéter ; fo the ufe you make
of your fortune, intereft, and good fenfe,
renders them a general blefling to all who
have the hdppihiels of being within thé
reach of their influence.

MADAM,

Your generofity and condefcenfion in
permitting this addrefs, is an inftarce of
both, fo much to my advantage, that I
find it impoflible to fupprefs either my
ptide, or gratitude, on this occafion;
efpecially when I confider that it is an
honour, that many before have folicited
in vain, :

That the converfation and friendfhip
of a lady of your accomplifhments,
fhould be highly efteemed by perfons of
the firft rank both for dignity and virtue
(not to mention the Noble l.ord to whom
you are {o Rhappily allied) is no more a
wonder, than that there fhould be among
the nobility, thofe who are as eminent for

2 their
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their good fenfe and fine tafte, as their
high ftations.

That you may {till continue the orna-
ment of your own f{ex and the admira-
of ours, muft be the fincere wifth of all
who are any ways acquainted with your
merit, but of none more than of,

MADAM,

Your grateful and obliged

Humble fervant,

GEORGE LILLO,
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A CT LS CH-NET
A Roomr in WELFORDS Houfe.

WELFORD,
N OW, now’s the very crifis of our fate —

On this important hour depends the hap-

pinefs; or rain, of my dear and only child,
-and all my future peace.—Why am I thus alarm’d !
Theevent muft fure be happy ! Thave long, with
pleafiire, “beheld their mutual love. —'T'he end of
all my hopes and fears is near—This happy may-
riage will reftore my long-loft peaceof mind = Afrer
mnrriﬂgc, thou’d he prove falfe, or unkind —syhat
means. are left—what power on earth can do her
juttice then |—Now my pains réturn | thus joy and
anguifh alternately poflefs my breaft, a5 hope or
fear prevails,

R AIR




SILAVET-A S0 -Ry

A TR 1. (Sinceall the World’s in Strife.)

The man, by foes furrounded,
Whilft avith himfelf at peace,

Dauntlefs, andunconfounded,
Beholds their rage increafe.

But oh ! thetorturing pain,

That racks bis beart and brain,

Who, hourly aith bimfelf at war,

The foe does in bis bofom bear !

Shall this tempeft in my breaft

Eer ceafes and I havereft ?

Eer ceafe, andl havereff 2

S CENE-IL
WELFORD axp JONATHAN.

W.ELFOR D.

Jonathan, Sir John tarries long.

JONATHAN.

That is not to be wonder’d at, when he is in {uch
good company. I kmow my mafter never thinks
himfelf fo happy as when he is with your far
danghter.

WELFORD.

Jonathan, Ihave obferv’d, of all Sir John’s fer-
vants, thatyou, who, indeed, feem beft to deferve
it, have the greateft fhare in his confidence andf;z-
vour : now you are not ignorant of my friendfhip
for your mafter, nor of his pretenfions of love t0
my Silvia ; -both which muft intereft me nearly n
every thing that relates tohim. I have lately heard

fomec refleétions on his condué, that much alami
me.
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me. You, if you will, can fatisfy my doubts,
without prejudice to your own fidelity, or your
mafter’s honour.

JONATHAN.
Ay, dear Sir, I know thatany difcoveries which
I might make to you, wou’d be as fafe as in my
own bofom, and all the ufe you wou’d make of
’em, wou’d be to imprm’c ‘em, if poflible, to my
malfter’s advantage, and not at all to my preju-
dice. what a wicked cenforious world do we live
in | My mafter is certainly themott virtuous, fober;
modeflt gentleman in the country ; and, to fay
truth, we are a mighty regular family. For my
part, Lam daily edify’d by his good example.
WEE TR O RESD
'This fellow mocks me. [4fde] The bufinefs
of my farm, and the care of my flocks call me
hence. TFarewel, My beft refpeéts and fervice to
Sir John.
S CE'NE'“TII,

] ONATHAN.

Ha, ha, ha! apretty jeft truly ! difcover my
maiter’s fecrets fornothing ! —when I’'m fo well paid
for keeping ‘em,

AT R-T, (Gami’orum.)
The ferwant that betrays his truf?,
Wha's imploy’d in fearch of beauty,
To bis mafler and bimfelf unjuft,
Has neither fonfe nor duty.
Priefls and lawyers, by the throng,
Are avellpaid for their pratling ;
Whar fool then awon’d ufe his tongue,
Who lofes by bis i‘.{;fif:?t‘g‘.-—-
Gami—orum, &c. [Exit finging.
B 2 SCENE




SILVIA; OR,
SICHE: NiBE+ FV
Another Room in WeLForD’s Houfe.

SIR JOHN FREEMAN a~xp SILVIA,

SILVIA.
Urge me no further—I have faid too much. How
: { have you drawn from me the fond confeffion ?
R SIR JOHN.

Merely to fay you wou’d obey your father! is
that too much to pay whole years {pent in adora-
tion of your charms!

SILVIA.
What can you afl, or what cand fay more?
SIR JOHN.

Can ardent love be fatisfied with duty? You
might have faid as much to any other man, who
fhon’d have gain’d your father’s approbation. You

! have not yet, my charming fair, confefs’d you love,
' SILVIA,

Why will you prefs me to pafs the bounds of
modefty and prudence? you know my father does
not force my will.

SIR JOHN.
~ Why then this needlefs caution and referve?
your cruel coldnefs chills ‘me to. the heart. You
never felt love’s animating fire ; fame other mo-
tive, in which Jove has no part, muft influence
you to admit of my addreffes.
SILLVIA,

Your fufpicions are as groundlefs as unkind.

‘There may be men falfe, defigning, cruel and v n}:
4 juft
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juft, who court and flatter only to deceive : wou’d
it be therefore juft to charge the crimes of fome on
all ? ‘and, for your conftant love, truth and fince-
rity, return you- doubts, fufpicions and unjuft re-
proaches ¢ There may be women too, who, for
wealth or power, won’d give their hands where
they refufe their hearts. 1fyouthink me fuch a one,
for my fake, and your own, defift at once: forlove,.
thatis notfounded on efteem, can never yield true
fatisfaction, or continue long.
SIR JOHN.

Pardon,. my deareft Silvia, a fault, caus’d only
by excefs of love—Thou art fo great a blefling,
’twere prefumption to be too fecure. Long we fuf-
peét, and hardly are convinc’d that the treafure,.
omwhith our happinefs depends,. fhall ever be at.
tain’d. But now my fears are hutht, and all my
doubts are fled. :

A LR L (Blithe Jockey young and gay.)

‘ j'.:a_v_r r_'f' /9—1‘&’.
s and fears are pajt:

Sil. Firtve doeslove improwe 5
- Truth makes it ever Jaft,
Sir John. A wirtues in thee fhine.
Sil, Whate'er I am is thine.

Both. Hearts, thus uns.

edy prove

Earth bas o Joplike love.

SIR JOHN.

When love’s fincere and conftant, how does it
blefs and how improve mankind ? yet, ambitions
ftatefmen,*and foolifh meddling p iefts, wou’d bind
m- fetters the noble: free-born pafiion. Vain at-

3 tempt !
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tempt ! —Marriage ne’er yet kindled a mutual
flame, where it was not, but often has extinguill’d
it where it was; love is itfelfits own fecurity, and
needsno other bonds.

SILV1A.

This idle talk, this common-place raillery on
marriage, I think, atany time isbeft omitted ; but
fare, Sir John, ’tis moft improper now. You can’t
exped that a maid, who is not weary of her con-
dition, will take upon her the defence of a caufe
in which fhe isnot concern’d: yet, to pleafure you,
who, I prefume, delight to hear me talk, tho’ [
thereby difcover my own fimplicity, this I will
fay, the world owes its order, kingdoms their
peaceful regular fucceffion, and private families
their domeftick happinefs to marriage.

SIR JOHN.

The prejudice of education only makes you rea-

fon thus. I muftinfiruét you better.
(i CA LR 15

Sir John, I underftand you not————
§ iy SIR JOHN.

You fhall join with me, by our example to con-
vince the world, that love can fubfift without the
marriage tye.

SILVIA.

Sir John Freeman, T have known you long, bred
up under one roof from infancy together. I don't
remember when I knew you not. The innecent
friendfhip, contrafted in our childhood, 1in you
improv’d to love, or you have been a thoufand
times forfworn. If I have been deceiv’d, when
may
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may avirgin fafely believe a man ? I wou’d not
wrong your honour by unjuft fufpicions but if
you have abus’d me —
SIR JOHN,
If Ilove thee not, orif Iever ceafeto love thee;
may I become the moft wretched and moft accurft of
men—may [ ——

S EEVALIA,

Imprecate no more, wave this difcourfe, and I
am fatisfy’d.

SR JOHN.

'Tis time, ‘my Silvia, ;to compleat our JOY5.
[Takes ber by the hand.] You muft now quit your
father’s humble roof, and fhine with me, My
wealth, great as it is, fhall be exhaufted to {up-
port thy pleafures. Love, only Love, fhall be the
prieft to join us. Enjoyment fh4ll be our marriage :
[%be fruggles.] Bach day I thall a happy bride-
groom be, and you a bride. Mahomet’s Paradife
fhall be verify’d in us; and all our long lives fhall
be but one continned tran{port.

SILVIA.

Letgo my hand.

SIR JOHN,

And left you fthou’d think I mean to deceive and
to forfake you, no proud heirefs, that brings a pro-
vince for her portion, fhall be jointur’d as you fhall
be, Half my eftate thall be fettled on thee,

SERL Vg

With brutal force to compel me to hear thy hated
propofals, is fuch im'olencc.ﬁ-Thy breath is blaft-
g, and thy touch infe@ious. Oh that my ftrength

B4 was
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was equal to my indignation! I'd give my hand a :
ranfom for my body. - [ Breaks from bim.
SIR JOHN.
Stay, my charming angry fair, and hear me
Tpeik. i
SILVTIaA,
Wouw’d 1 had never heard you. Oh that *twere
4 pofiible to fly where I might never hearthe voice of
nankind more — What, fet a price on my immor-
tal foul and fpotlefs fame ? Know, thon unge
rousman, I ne’er was influenced by thy wealth to
hearken to thy-vows ; for notwith ftanding my hum-

ble birth, and fortune, Ieverfcorn’d riches, when
compar’d to love, asnowI do love and thee, com-
var'd to virtue.  She, who capitulates on te
like thefe, confefles an equivalent may be had for
innocence and fame, and thereby forfeits both,

| : ATIR IV. (Tweed Side.) I

| By our weeaknefs ave belp the decest, i

If cur wirtne ave balance «with 26ld

When difbonouri propos’d, i /
Were to ruinand in y

The bind, that bebolds th

1

et prefumptuonfly plays with 1]
its rafbre/s and folly betray’d,
Repents, and groavs avifer too late.
[ O E N B
SIR JOHN FREE MAN,
Jonathan,

SCENE
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5.CE N E:VI.
SIR JOHN FREEMAN axb JONATHAN.
JON ATH AN.
Sir. :
SIR JOHN,
Order the groom to bring the horfesto the gate.
S CE.N.E. VII.
SIR JOHN FREEMAN.

Thave made a bold, but unfuccefsful attempt,
and by it, perhaps, have loft her for.ever—perhaps
not.—I wou’d fain {ee her once more, methinks.—
And yet there is butlittle likelihood of our coming:-
to an agreement. I am refolv’d neverto marry 3.
and fhe feems as much refolv’d never to comply
without it. Whatever.is the meaning of it, I find
myfelf more atham’d than angry at the difappoint-
ment; tho’ ’tis certain that I never did, nor ever
can; love any other woman half fo well. I feel a
firange palpitation. here [Sighing.] I am not fure
that I don’t lile her the better for refafing me—F.
am fure of nothing—but that I won’t marry —I'muft.
¢'en have recourfe to-the general remedy in thefe
cafes, a lefs ferupulous female. Foi-tho” that won’t
remove the caufe, yet it 1s an admirable opiate,.
and relieves the fymptoms to a miracle.

A IR V. (Charming is your Face.)

Founded by the ﬁm‘;yﬁzltﬂz:';',

Since fhe dooms me to defpair,

Let me fly 1o feek for-reft
On_fome fofter gentler breaft,

Whafe free foul no forms enflave,

But kindly heals the awounds fbe gave.

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

A Country Village.

uneral attended by Timoruy STiTcu as
chief I 27, LETTICE, PLouGHSsHARE, GAr-
FER GanBLE, Goopy Busy, Goony Gannpt
Goopy CosTivE, 2. croffes the Stage: The
Sexton remains,

SLEX T O-N.

A very pretty fancy this of being buried in her
cloaths. If it were once a fafhion, a fexton might
get as much as an overfeer of the poor. Every man
is for making the moft of his place. But then there
1s no comparifon between ftarving the living and
robbing the dead, for what fhoud d follks do
with cloaths ? But the truth of it in thefe
healthy countries the poor live fo fhamefully long
that parifh officers get little now, befides good eat-
ing and drinking. — But I have heard that formerly
fuch as were pait their labour ufed to be provided
for at the expence of the theriffi— For then, if
perfons were likely to become char 1

| le to the
parifh, the whole neighbourhood wou'd fivear that
they were witches or wizards ; and fo they were
decently hang'd up to fave charges. Buc in Lon-
don, and other your great towns, an induilrious
man of my bufinefs may make a good penny of it
fHll—far there they fteal bodies and all, but here
we’re forc’d to let them rot in their graves, becaufe
we can’t tell what elfe to do with them.
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A IR VI. (Therewas ajovial Beggar-man.)
Strange tales fome lying travellers zell,
Howw men on men bhave fed ;
Of pz!fr[;'r Jfhambles, avbere they fell
Fa)‘foa:r’.f;fw'i'frz'f.w/: avhen dead.
The moral of the fable thus
Men, thar are wife, unfold ;
No matter fo }mu_jf[[_}"m!r purfe,
Tho’ living and dead be Jold.

SCENE IX

A Church-Yard.

Dorotuy Stitou in the Grave; TiMOTHY
StiTcH, ProucHSHARE, GaFFER GABBLE,
Lerrice, Goopy Busy, Goopy (GADBLE,
Goopy CosTive, SEXTON, &c.

A TR VII (Bell chimes)
Tim. Neighbours all, behold with forroav,
1¥ hereunto we all muft come ;
As [be to-day, fo we to-niorrow
May arrive at our long haome.

G. BUSY.

Ab, poor Dorothy Stitch! Reft her foul! She
was the handfomeft woman in all our parith. But
beauty is but fkin deep, asthe faying’is; and you
fee, neighbours, what we muft all come to.

TIMOTHY.
Oh, my dear wife! my dear wife !
L ETTICE:
Oh, my dear mother! my dear mother !
PLOUGH=
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PLOUGHSHARE.
Don’t cry fo, Lettice; you’ll {poil your pretty
face.
ELENT TV CEL
‘What’s that to you ?
PLOUGHSHARE.,
*Tis very well, Mrs. Lettice Stitch!
PR T CE:

So itis, Mr. Ned Ploughthare. Iben’t afraid of
your telling my mether now. [ Goes from: hine.
G: BUS Y

Good Timothy Stitch, don’t take on fo. We
did not all come together, nor muift we all go toge-
ther; and our lofs is her gain, as we all know,
neighbours.

OMN.E S.
Ay, ay, to be fure.
GLa B S5V

Since we muft live by the living, and not by the-

dead, you ought to thank heaven, and be contented.

AIR VII. (Oh, ho, Ivelof my love.)

Tim. Whom crucl death does fover, Hum, hum.
Dreadfulthought! rlv.z:v;am"!jbrf-vgr. Hum,hum,

G. Bufy. 2ot herein f2ill fortune bind is, Fara-1all.
When one’s gone, more left behind ic, Tara-1all,

A poor woman, who has loft one hufband, and
1s unprovided of another, has, indeed, canfe enough
of grief. For tho’ fhe be ever fo much afraid to
Lic alone, fhe can’t, for very thame, afk a man to
be her bed-fellow. e
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G G A BrBIEIES

Ay, ay, ’tisvery true, Goody Bufy ;  tho’ *tis,
-indeed, a very hard cafe.  But neig shbour Stitch,
here, need butafk and have,

GBS s

Sheisin the right of it. Timothy Stitch, wedll
know wl‘ 1t a good hufband you was to your laft
wife.  Tlere’s Ln.nd‘ Coftive herfelf 15 a widow.
But I fay no more; fpare to {peak, and {pare to

{peed, 211 the world over.

AIR IX. (John of 'Eow.)

I 'ou_ghﬂmrc. Vhile you neglec? the Eving,
For the dead this oTie
Your foxrows are encreas’ds
Foy to flight for anguifh,
Foudly thusto languijt,
i:J‘(z/f ng-atafeaf.
Yon avell deferve
To pine and [tarve,
JFho eat not awben you may:
Each woman right,
Or dull, or 5.“5g!’)?,
Can give delight 3
For, ‘in the night,
Sure ew'ry cat s greys

o
ir’_} 3

TIMOTHY.

‘How cou’d }ou name another wife to me ? where
ihall I find another like my firft? Twenty winters
did we live in love together, and never quarrell’d
-once in all our lives,

G, BU-
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/hat he fays is very true, neighbours; but he
may thank himfelf for that. For let her fay or do
whatever fhe wou’d, he wou’d never quarrel with
her. Not but that the woman was a very good
woman in the main.

OMNES.
Yes, yes; a very good woman in the main.
G. GABBLE.

Tho’ T can’t but fay fhe had an ugly way with
her, of abufing every body.

Gt CIOSATNIVAE,

Ay, ay; we all know that the was the greateft
fcold in the parifh. :

GG A B-B'L E,
And that fhe {wore likea trooper.
G COSTIVE.

And then fhe wou’d run in every body’s debt,
and pay nobody, by her good-will; —asif fhe had
been a gentlewoman.

G. BUSY.,
. Yet, forall that, thewoman was a good woman:
in the main.
OMNES.
Oyes! avery good woman in the main.
G. BUSY.
Tho' fhe was proud.
G GUAE BT R
And lazy.
G. COSTIVE,
And thievifh.

FIRST
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FIRST WOMAN:

And impudent.

SECOND WOMAN.

And whorifh.

THIRD WOMAN.

But, above all, a {ad drunkard.

G, CABBLE.

Ah, poor creature! that was her death, for we
all knew fhe died in her drink.

G =GOS Y-,

Ah, poor foul! we all lov'd her, to be fure ; and
woun’d not {fpeak any harm of her for the world.

Y G TR U5 Y.

Oh, no! to be fure; for it wou’d be a wicked
thing of us to {fpeak ill of the dead, that cannot
anfwer for themf{elves.

GAFFER GABBLE,

O yes; a very wicked thing, to be fure. Tho’
they do fay it is all the fathion in London; the
more thame for ’em, I think.

A TR X. (Huntthe Squirrel.)

G. Bufy. The gentlefolks of London,
' f?g‘“am‘yﬁtzfim'ivg,

Neighbours befpattering,
Care not avho are undane,

But ZJ[aﬁ both living and dead.
Gaff. Gab. Oxn high and low
They feandal throw : :
Wou'd

5




SILLEVI

3

Wodyou the v m/fﬂf)
s, canfe t )f]_/ua
gum.jjff"m fappear

The avorft of human kind.

The moon isrifing, ’tis timeto be going home.
Let the Sexton fill up thegrave.
TA MO THY.
E ! Let the grave remain uncover’d ; I’ll take care
of that: for here I mean to tarry 7411 the morning.
Neighbours, I thank yop all: Adien.—I wifh yon
well to your feveral homes.—Good night.
GAFFER (_;\BBLE.
Stay here in the cold church-yard all night, with
thy dead wife!|—Why, you aré L‘.il‘ir.mux, furely.
G, GABBLE.,
If he ben’t, that were enough to make him fo.
T LM-OTHY.
Nay, never goabout: to perfuade me, for here I
willftay, come life, comedeacth. Therefore, neigh-
bours, all go home andlcaveme to myfelf.

A IR XL ‘(Heyhe! who'sabove.)

Gaff. Gab. . Heybo!l theman ismad!

G. Bufy. Troth, if heisnot, he's as bad.
Gaff. Gab. Thow'lt die, eremorning, tool fear.
G. Bufy. Leawve off f/;foo/ iug, and don’ rj aybere
Tim. Ao, 0.

Gaff. Gab. .

G. Bufy. Wby, ‘awhy?

Tim. iE) drather flay berewwitbmy Dolly,and die.

G, BUSY.
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G. BUSY.

This is the ftrangeft vagary, to pretend to flay
here with his wife, when fhe’s dead ; when there
are fo few meén who care for their wives company,
while they arealive !

TIMOTHY.

My refolution may feem ftranger than it is; 1
‘will therefore tell you the reafon of it. Some time
ago, my wife wasvery fick (thatcurfed geneva often
made her {o) then I fell fick with grief, but the
foon recovering, I recover’d too. On this occafion,
the told me, if I dy’d firlt, that fhe fhould break
her heart. Yet, fheis dead, and I, hard hearted
and ungrateful wretch, am here alive to fpeakit.

G. BUSY.

Poor heart! he weeps like any rainy day. Bat,

good Timothy, go on with your tale.
TIMOTHY.

Let me but.dry my eyes, and then I will. She
faid that fhe had heard of people that had been bu-
ried alive, and being troubled with fits, thought,
perhaps, that might be her cafe.

G. COSTIVE.

Ay, ay; weall know what fort of fits fhe was
troubled withal—But, mum for that. [Afide.
TIMOTHY.

And defir’d me, if Iout-liv’d her, to let her be
buried in her beft cloaths, and to, watch the grave
thefirft nightall alone, norto let the body be cover’d
till the morning. I promis’d to grant her requett,
and now will keep my word. Nay, tho’ the

ghofts of all thofe whofe bodies have been buried
Vot. Lk C here
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here, fhould rife to drive me hence, I won’d not
leave the place till morning.

(e s B DI

O terrible! T fhake like an old barn in & windy
day, to hear him talk of it. .

A IR XII (OhthatIwas, and I wifh that Iere.)
Tim. Darknefs and death no fear alarms,
In them awho light and life defpife.
Will life veftore ber to my arms,
Or light reweal her to my eyes?
Then, Ob that I avere, and I wifb that Iweré
I the cold grave avhere my true love liese

G. GABBLE.

This is downright madnefs.

\ GAFFER GABELE.

And we fhall be as mad as he, to let him have
his will. ‘Therefore, fince perfuafion won’t do,
force muft.

OMNES.
Ay, ay; let us carry him home by force.
GAFFER GABBLE.

Here, fome of youhelp toholdhim, while others
fill up the grave.

TIMOTHY.

Hold, hold, neighbours, and hearme fpeak; if
you fill up the grave, and force me hence before 1
have perform’d my promife, I will never eat, drink,
or {leep more.

L:E-T T-I.CiEs . .

Oh dear! why that will be the death of him.

G, COS=
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: G, COST EVE,S

To be fure.

GAFFER GABBLE.

Nay, then I’ll have no hand it.

G. GABBLE.

NorI.

G. COSTIV E,
Nor I,
G. BUSY.

Perhaps we may bring ourfelves into trouble
about it,

G. GABBLE,

I think we arein a worfe quandary now than we
were before.,

G. COS.TIVE:
‘What muft we do in this cafe?
G.s. BUSY.
Pray you now hear me fpeak.
OMN ES.
Ay, ay, letus hear Goody Bufy fpeak,
G- C0 8TV R,

Ay, ay, fhe’s anotable woman, and a midwife,
and knows what’s fit, as well as any woman in the
parifh.

G. BUSY. :

I fay it is dangerous playing with edg’d tools—
and we ought to do as we wonld be done by—and
itisill meddling between a man and his wife—and

cvery honeft man is as good as his WOrd =——and
Cz2 : the
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the will of the dead ought to be perform’d.—There-
fore let us leave him to keep his promifeto hiswife.
- +G..GOSTLVE:
Ah, dear heart! there are not many like him,
More is the pity. :
; OMNES.
Good night, Timothy. Heaven prefeive “you!
good night. 2 : ‘
LETTICE. -
O my dear father! my dear father! let me ftay
with you.
TIMOTHY.
~ No body fhall ftay with me, Lettice, be a good
girl, and go home. [Kiffes ber-
PLOUGHSHARE,
Come, you will let me lead you home, fure,
i o 1 8 4 ol Y
No fure, but I won’t. D1l have nothing to fay
to you, nor fhall you have any thing to do with
me. My father won’t makeme marry you, for he
always ug’d to fay that it was pity a good-natur’d
girl fhould be forc’d.

A TR XII (The Bells fhall ring.)

Gaff. Gab. The fair and young awho figh alone,
Yet are fiill denying,
Were bufbands all fo'conflant grown,
W' d be niore complying.
G. Bufy, Prifs, Cis, Sue, Marg'ry and Nans
I the morning earlys
With us fball cometa chéar theman,
Who lov'd bis wife fincerely.
Chorus.
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Chorus, The bells muff ring,
And the clerk mufl fing,
And the good old-awives maﬁ awind s
You and I,
And all muft die,
And leave this aorld bebind us.

SCENE X,

TIMOTHY,

Now from the fields the labourers homeward
go; each one to kifs his wife, with {fweet content.
A good warm fupper, and a loving {poufe, make
~ his houfe bleft as mine, while Dolly liv’d. My
houfe is now like the forfaken barn, where the blind
howlet perches all the day.—The open air, cold
ground, on which I fit, with none to talk to but the
{peechlefs dead, is all my comfortnow. Ihatemy
own warm thatch, flock-bed and neighbour’s chat,
fince Dolly, the flower of all my joys, is gone.—
Oh, how wretched is the ftate of man!

A I R XIV. *(The State of Man.)
A feeble life avith pain began,

Expos’d to great and numerous awoes =
Such is the infant fiate of man,

And avith bis firength bis forrow growus.
Tillbis fbort yet tedious. glafs be run;
Then be ends avith griefs who with pain begun

DOROTHY.

Oh! [Groans in the graves
TIMOTHY.

Mercy on me!—what noife was that? —Sure I

heard fomething. — I thié.l; I did—perhaps I may

3 hear
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hear it again—No, no—nothing at all.—All is fll
—It was only my fancy. - Tll return to my poft.
-—-[Daf{y upright in the grawe] O dear, O dear!
whit can be the meaning of this! why do you
frighten a body fo ?—Was I not a good hufband to
youwhile living, and am I not performing my pro-
mife to you now you are dead > Why don’t you
lie ftill in your grave—What is’tyou’d have?
DOROTH Y.
Hickup—Not adrop more if you love me,
TIMOTHY.
It moves—and talks—What will become of me ?
DOROTHY.
I’m very cold.—Where am I?—Sure this is a
church-yard.—This is a grave too.. How came I
here ?

TIMOTHY.
O dear, O dear!
. DOROTHY.
Who's that!—Timothy !—Come, help me out.
TIMOTHY.
No, I thank you, you are dead, and a grave is
the fitteft place for you.
DOROTHY.
I don’t believe that.—How came I dead !
TIMOTHY.
Why you dy’d with drinking, and was buried
to-night.
DOROTHY.
I don’t know any-thing of the matter ; but, if
Iwasdead, I am alive again.,

TIMOTHY,
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TIMOTHY,.

I wifh you were.

DOROTHY.

I tell youI am. Come hitherand feel me. If
you wow’d but feel me once, you wou’d be fa-
tisfy’d.

TIMOTHY.

She was always given to lying—I darenot truft
her.—VYet if fhe fhou’d be alive again-—I have a
good mind to venture. [Afide, going towwards the
grave;]—Oh, fhe has me, fhe has me !

DOROTHY.

The devil have you for a cowardly, cabbaging
zogue as you are.—What, are you afraid of your
own wife, firrah ?

TIMOTHY.

Nay, now I am fure ’tis my Dolly herfelf, and
alive. My dear, dear jewel, don’t beangry. It
was only my fear.

DOROTHY.

Yes, yes, you wou’d have had me dead. You

were only afraidI fhou’d be alive again.

ATR XV. (The 23d of April.)

So ugkind, and fo unwilling to receive me again.
Tim.To my heart the blood sthrilling, to hear thee com-

plain.
Dol. Will you lowe me ?
Tim. For ever,
Can you doubt me 2
Dol. No newver.
Amb, 04 the pleafire and pain !

C 4 DOROA
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DOROTHY.

T've had a ftrange efcape! If you hadn’t ftay’ d
here, where fhou’d Thave been by this time!I can’t
tell indeed ; but I believe ’tis better as it is.

T IMOQT HY.

O my dear, how can yon fufpe my love? T had
rather have thee again than be lord of the manor.
DOROTHY.

I wou'd not forfake my Timothy, tobe made'a
lady.

TITIMOTHY.
Will you go home with me, and love, and live
-in pLau., and drink no more drams, to fright
me {o?
DOROTHY

Are you as glad as you feem to be? are you

willing to take me again?

A I'R XVI. (Iliveinthe Town of Lynn.)
‘Tim. The bark in tempefts toff,
Fill the defpairing creaw
Land on_fome unexpeited coaft 2
Dol, Ay marry, andthank you too.
The maid who dreamt ('3_}) night
SK had left ber lowe fo true,
Will be azvake to him and light 2

Tim, Ay marry, andthank you foo.
O thou art my bappy coaft ;

Dol. And thou art my leve fo true !

Tim. Returnmy joy s

Dol. Take melate loft

Amb, Ay marry, and thank you too.

S CENE
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SCENE XE

LETTICE.

Mercy on me! I'm frighten’d out of my wits !
1 dropt the company going home, and came back
again to fee how my father did, and, as fure as
any thing, I faw my mother’s gholt goover the
ftyle ; and but that I know that my father’s alive
and here, I cou’d have f{worn that I had feen his
to0.— What fhall I do ? My father will be very an-
gry if he thou’d know that I am here; and yetl
mauit {fpeak to him. father; father ! —Blefs me, he
is not here.. I’m frighten’d worfe now than Iwas
before, Sure he is not fallen into my mother’s
grave. The moon fhines fo diretly into it, that -
I can fec him if he be [looksinto the grave, and
Jbrieks.] Dear, dear! there’s neither father nor
mother !—Butlet me think alittle.—If my mother
fhou’d bealive, after all.— Ay marry, that wou’d
fright me worfe than fecing twenty ghofts, for fhe’ll
force me to marry Ned Ploughtfhare. 1 hate work,
poverty and confinement ; and if I marry him, I
fhall have all three,

AIR XVI. (AsI {atatmy {pinning Wheel.)

How bappy is that wwoman’s life, .

Whe, fair and free, has wealth in flove !
But ab, how avretched is the awife,

That’s doom’d 1o wark, aud fFll be poor :
To wafb, tobrew, ta card orreel,

Or 21l to turn the [pinning wheel 2

SCENE
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SCENE XII
SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, axb LETTICE,

JONATHAN.

Sir, you may be as merry as you pleafe with my
cowardice, but I think ftill we had better have
kept on our horfes backs, and have ventur'd our
necks thro? the floughs, than to have come thro’
this plaguy church-yard at this time o’th’ night,

SIR JOHN.
Ha, ha, ha!—What, you’re afraid of the dead ?
' JONATHAN.
I don’t like their company.—Ah, laud, a ghoft,
aghoft!
SIR JOHN,
Getup, you cowardly rafcal, or—
JONATHAN.,
O dear Sir,I can’t,I can’t, 'm frighten’d to death.
SIR JOHN.

Nay, if that be the cafe—you, and the ghoft, if
there be one, may be better acquainted prefently.
Pllnot {poil good company. - Farewel,

JONATHAN.

O lud, that’s'worfe than t’other. Pray don’t

leave me, and I will getup.
SIR JOHN.

Sure this fellow’s folly has infefted me too; for :
I think I fee fome body yonder in white. —Take
your hands from before your eyes, yon dog, or It
cut ’em off,

JON A-
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JONATHAN.
I will, I will.—O dear, dear fir, there ’tis again.
SIR JOHN.

Ceafe your impertinence, you puppy, and let us
obferve it. It feems to me to be a woman; if {o,
fhe muft bein diftrefs. T’ll go and fpeak to her.

: JONATHAN,
. O dear fir, don’t offer it. *Tis certainly the
devil, who knowing your conflitution, has turn’d
himfelf into this fhape, on purpofe to draw you
into his clutches.
SIR' JOHN.
Away, fool. [Goes to ber.
JONATHAN.,

Poor Sir John !—Poor Jonathan! When the de-
vil has run away with the whore-mafter, whatwill
become of the pimp! Thave follow’d this mafter
of mine to the devil, and there will leave him té
go the reft of his journey with his new acquaint-
ance, and try to repent and fave one.

A IR XVIIL. (The Oxfordfhire Tragedy.)

My mafler’s pimp and favourite too,
Inliv’ry drf/i of warious bue,
In wwanton pride my days Pwe fpent,
But now, alas! I muft repent.

Methinks T do it very feurvily. If T was fure I
was out of the devil’s reach now, I am afraid the
remembrance of my paft fins wou’d give me more
pleafure than pain. And now I look again, it
does not appear {o frightful as it did. They are
very clofe. — My mafter has it by the hand. If it

fhou’d
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fhon’d be a woman after all—as it certainly 1s—I
have made a’ fine piece of work on’t truly. Now
will they flrike up a bargain without me, and I
fhall lofe my fee for extraordinary fervices,” my
place as pimp in ordinary, and my reputation for
ever. Ay, ay, ’tis fo—thus it goes.

A IR XIX. (Youloveand I love.)

Inaman’s voice. Chaiming lovely woman, Taminlove
avith thee s

Ina woman’s.  Nayfir, pifbfir, fefir, fure that ne’er
can e,

In a man’s. ?‘a.z’;.vfafaz': and charming,

Inawoeman’s. You're fo kind and free,

Alternatively.  You love, and I love, and you o Ve,

And I am in love with thee.

They are at it ftill. He palms her, fhe fuffers
it; he fivears, fhe lies; he ftorms, fhe yields;
Vittoria, Viétoria, huzza! ;

SIR JOHN.

I fee and pity your diftrefs; but, unlefs you
canfent to go along with me, how can I relieve
you?

LE.ETTYCES

O dear fir, you are the kindeft gentleman, I {hall

never have it in my power to make you amends.
SIR JOHN.

To ferve any perfon in diftrefs, much morea
woman, rewards itfelf. And if you are but 'half
{o kind as you are fair, you’ll always have it in
your power to lay me under the greateft obligations
in the world,

LET=
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LETTFERCE,

T don’t know what you mean by that, but I fhall
be very willing to be inftruéed, for I hate ingrati=
tude.

SIR JOHN,

I hope you are fingle, for itis a principle with
me, never to afk any favour of a married woman.
For he who pays his liberty for a woman, deferves
to have her to himfelf.

EE TTILCE.

Nay, for that matter, I think the fools that are
married are fit for nobody but one another. For
my part; I do, andalways did, hate the thoughts
of a hufband.

SIR JOHN.

The moft beautiful woman, with the beft natur’d
principles, that everlmet within the whole courfe
of my life.

LETTICE.

How he fqueezes my hand! I underftand him.
— He is a fine gentleman.—But I muft not {eem too
forward neither. [ Afide.

AIR XX. (Younglam, and yet unikill’d.)

Young I am, and fore afraid:

Will you burt a barmlefs maid?

In this place I fear to fiay,

Fear awith you to go away.

Tell me; kindfirs tell me true,

What you will, and Imuft do:

Hoav [ball I fay, Yes or no?

Can I flay, can Lfiay; or dare I go?
AIR
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AIR XXI (Flocksare {porting.)

Sir John. Fainr denying

2p balf complying ;

Whilf the rife *twixt love and [Bame
Fans z'f'.'lejfrﬂ
OF defire,
Fans the fire
Cf (!L:,'f"?‘;’,

*Till it crowwns the Jover’s Hame,

*Lill it crowns the lover’s flame.

© JONATHAN.

What fhon’d you be afraid' of, madam? If you
and my mafter thou'd break a commandment toge-
ther, there’s no mannerofharm done; for Sir John
has a rizght to fin fcot free himfelf, and make his
neighbours pay forit, as he’s ajuftice of peace.

JET T I C Bl

A juftice 0’ peace! O dear, I’'m fo afraid now

that my father fhould come and {poil my fortune.
[ Afide
JONATHAN.

Bear up, fir, and I warrant we carry her off be-
twixt us.

SIR JOHN.

But what fhall we do with her? let us get off as
aft as we can, for it is certainly the devil, who,
knowing my conftitution, affumes this thape; ag
the moft likely way to draw me into his clutches.

JONATHAN.
Pox on his memory, [Afides

SIR
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SIR JOHN.

Give me leave to lead you to the ftyle at the end

of the church-yard, where my horfes wait, and
then—

wy
-

JONATHAN.,
Mount, whip, {pur and away. Ha, fir!
LyEST T 1-CHe
O dear fir! =What am I doing? whither am I
going ? well, well, carry me where you will, and
do with me what you pleafe, for fure youarea civil
gentleman.

ATIR XXII. (Once Ilov’d acharming Creature.)

O fbow’ d avanton fancies move you,
Should you prove a naughty man,
I fball think you never low’d me;
I fhall bate you if Ican.
But for my down, dewn, derry dowva,
But for my down, down, derry daava.

8ir John. Show’dyour charming beauty move me,
*Tavow’d but prove that P'm a man.
You fhow’d beliewe I better lov’d you :
D1y, then bate me if you can.
Jon. Then for ber down, down, derry doavn,
Hey for ber down, down, derry dowwa.

ACT
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o ] @ R ) feds IS O N O

A Growe.
SLLVIA.

A I R XXII. (Othecharming Month of May.)
LLENT night yields no repofe,

Stlent night my anguifl knows :
And the gay morning,
Noavreturning,
Ouly lights me to neww awoes.
Fim. within. Only lights me to new awoes.
Sil. Silent night yields no vepofes
‘Tim. within. Sileut night yields no vepofe.

STLVIA:

Sure echo’s grown eénamour’d with my forrows,
that thus fhe dwells upon the plaintive found.
Tim. within. Silent night yields norepofe.

SILVIA,

Ha, this is fomething more! perhaps foma
wretched maid, like me by love undone, has chofe
yon gloomy thicket to. complain in; and kindly
joins her fympathizing notes with mine. IlLtry
again,
: Long muft I this toriure bear,
Long muft I love and defpair 3
What life denies us.

Death fupplies us ;

Eriendly death, comeend my care.
Tim. within. Friendly death, come end my care.
Sil, Long muft I this torture bear.

Tim. Loug muft I, &c.
2 It

- m——
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It feems indeed the voice of one complaining ;
but one of that falfe, deceitful fex, which only
feems unhappy, when itwoun’d make ours{o indeed.
Perhaps fome bufy prying wretch has ftole, un-
heeded, on my forrows, and with fcornful repeti-
tions moeks my real woes..

SECEE NWELSTH
TIMOTHY anp SILVIA,
TIMOT HY.

Forgive, fair maid, an unhappy man, who has
wandered all the long night, not knowing where
he went, nor where to go. Tird with my mi-
fery and fruitlefs labour, unable to go farther, I
laid me down in yonderthicket to complain. Bat,
hearing your voice, I have with much difficulty
crept hither to enquire of you after my loft daugh-
ter 5 as I muft of all I meet, *till I have found
her.

S LV AL
Is it a child you have loft ?
TIMOTHY,
A dearly beloved and a loving child.
SILVIA.
That s a lofs indeed.
TIMOTHY.

My wife was buried laft night, and came to Iife
again, and while T went home with her, my daugh-
ter was carried away.

SeE V. 1 Az

Your flory’s very frange.

Vor. I, D TiMor uy.
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TIMOTHY.

But very true.

SILVIA.

I only faid that it was ftrange, not that it was
not true. I have heard of people, who, {eeming
to be dead, have yet reviv’d. Thatmay have been
her cafe.

TIMOTHY.

I cant’t tell—It may be fo—My daughter is
about your age, but not fo tall— have you heard
of any fuch perfon ?

SILVIA.

No, indeed.

TIMOTHY.

She’s loft for ever, and I am the moft miferable
fman in the world.

A I R XXIV. (Parfon upon Dorothy.)

To love my awife, to lofe my awife,
?bﬁnd my awife again,
Was peace and firife,
Was death and fff’,
Was pleafure and avas pain.
In hopes, and fears,
In fmiles, and tears,
Our daysinconflant flow ;
But no end I fee
Of my mifery,
Si;zr.e_for:mze proves my foe-
STV AL AT
You apprehend your mifery much greater than it
is; for, if fhe be virtuous and prudent, fhe will
find the means to return.
z TiMOTHY.

e
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TIMOTH Y.

She may be keptby force. She’s very handfome —
What may fhe not beforc’d to ?

SELVITA.

Fear it not. Innocence is the care of heaven.
Virtue will give her refolution to refift temptation,
and ftrength to oppofe violence fhould it be of-
fer'd :- duty will teach her fuch artifices as will be
{ufficient to break thro’ all difficulties and dangers,
that fraud or force can raife to obftruét her in her
return. How fare you, friend? Your colour
changes, and you look not well.

TIMOTHY.

Indeed I’'m very fick and faint.

SILVIA.

Alas, poor man! lend me your arm, and let
me lead you to yonder bank; there you may re-
pofe yourfelf a while : my father, who lives at a
farm hard by, will foon be here, who will, I’m
fure, affift you with any thing that his poor houfe
affords, or power commands.

TIMOTHY.

This kindnefs to a ftranger, heaven will re-
ward.

SILVTA,
Adls of humanity reward themf{elves.
TIMOTHY.

I give you too much trouble,

SILV.TA.
They thew themfelves unworthy of their kind,
who, fecing their fellow-creatures in diftrefs, take
19 .+ mot
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not a pleafure in relieving them. Are not all ex-
pos’d to time and- chance ¥ there’s oft not the di-
ftance of an hour betwixt the height of happinefs
and depth of mifery.

A IR XXV. (Polwarton the Green.)
Sil. The fweet and blufbing rofe

Soon wwithers and decays.
Tim. Short are the joys life knows,
And feaw our happy days.
Sil. g?)e‘faireﬂ day muft fet in night 3
Tim. Summer in winter ends ;
Ambo, So anguift fill fucceeds delight,
And grief on joy attends.

§ CENE IH.

To themy, WELFORD and Servant.

SILVIA,
Here is my father. A good morning to you,
Sir.— Your blefling.
WELFORD.
Heaven blefs my child.
SILVTIA.

Sir, here is an objet that claims your pity and
afliftance. An honeft man diftreft ; {fo fick and
weak he is, that it would be too much trouble to
him now to repeat the tale of his misfortunes.

WELTFOR D.

>Tis enongh that you, my Silvia, think he needs
my pity, to command all that’s in my power.
Come, friend, accept of this lad to guide and affift

you
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you—Ill follow prefently —you fhall find a hearty
welcome, and all the affiffance I, or my fumily can
lend you.

TIMOTHY.
With many thanks I accept your kindnefs,

SCENTE IV.
WELFORD. axp SILVIA,

WELFORD,

Silvia, your lover tarried late laft night—1I have
not feen you fince till now. Nay, never blufh,
and turn away - he propofed marriage, didhe not ?

S LV I 4,

O father, why did you ever fuffer him to talk of

love, or me to hear him ?
WELFOR D,

"There is no fhame in virtuous love, The moft
modeft virgin may hear, and may return it too,
without a blafh.

SILVIA,

Oh'!

WELFOR D.

Why weeps my child? What mean thefe fighs,
and all thefe agonies of grief, as if thy heart would
burit ?

SILVIA,

O, Thave caufe to weep, defpair, and die; forl
Nhave heard from the man, who fwore a thoufand
times he lov’d me, the man I lov’d, the man you
bid me love, fuchvile propofals, —

D3 WeLrorp,
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WELFORD.
O! I am all on fire—fay, Silvia, what did he
propofe ¢ s
ST LVaIAL
Whatis not fit for you to hear, nor me to {peak.,
WELFORD.

Then the villain has dared to attempt thy inno-
cenceand virtue ?

ATR XXVI. (Now, now comes on the glorious Year.)
When tempting beanty is the prize,
I)I/C.’PIP[?‘[HC_}'Di‘lff’,", rafb and unawife,

Laws human and divine defpife,
Not thinking awhat they're doing 5

But did they make the cafe their own,

A child, or fifier thus undone,

With borror flruck, -they [fure awould fHun,
Nor tempt fuch dreadful ruiz.

STLVIA,

Vain of his wealth, and his fuperior birth, with
bold, licentious freedom he ra1l’d on marriage ;
then talk’d to me of love, enjoyment, and eter-
nal trath ; endeavouring, by impofing on my
fimplicity, to render me vile as his own ends.
More he talk’d of eftates and fettlements, and L
know not what ; and more he would have talk’d ;
but I, with juft indignation fired, flew from his
hated prefence.

A TR XXVIL (OneEveningasTlay.)
Abme ! unhappy maid,
Howw avretched is my fate!
Deceiv'd thus, and betray’d,
9o fowe where I fhould hate.

When
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When hope has flea our breaft,
Why fhould defire vemain 2
T o rob us of our reft,
And giveincelfant pain.

WELFORD. :

Twillrevenge thee, thou excellent maid ; I will
revenge theg on him, myfelf, and all that ever
wrong’d thee,

SILVIA.

Alas! Sir, I wantno revenge; or if I did, what
could you do againft a man fo powerful ? — the at-
tempt would prove your ruin.—Let me not fee him
—let him not infult me with his prefence—by that
means to be fecur’d from new injuries, is all the
vengange I defire.

WELFORD. .

He never fhall, unlefs he comes with deep re-
morfe and humble penitence to afk your parden,

- and make you reparation.

SILVIA. _

Let him not come at all. The man, who takes
advantage from a maid’s mean condition to attempt
her virtue, can never make her reparation,

WELFORD,

I fear you hate him then.

ST lsET A

Why fhould you fear it? You methinks fhould
wifh it rather. "I'was long before my heart was
taught to love him, and by the pain his cruelty
gives me I fear ’twill he much longer ere it will
learn to hate him.

D4 WELFORD.
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W.E.LFORD,

P’ll go and give orders that care be taken of the
ftra nﬂm, and then I’ll fee this mighty man, who,
by a vile abufe of his power, s dared to wrong
me thus. Thow’ft reafon indeed for thy anger ;
b}:lt grieve not, my Silvia. I can and will defend
thee.

ATR XXVIIL. (At Rome thereis a terrible Rout.)

F{J" _[pw/fn' and flocks au k
To defend rr_w;.!_/“f‘.ﬂ fs xes m-::’ kites - knos .wrﬁ,‘ £
We our childven muft guard fromworfe wernin {/uw
f/.’l-’jj:,,

s0dy can deny, &c.

SrCoE-NEE SV
SITLVIA.,

My father bid me not tn grieve —~ happy for me
could I in that obey him. In Lall the ‘“mhr of his
patlion he never commanded me to hate the injuri-
ous author tf my woes. Indulgent p..unt' He
knows that ’tis not in my power, and wou’dn’t im-
pofe on me a tafk n..uumt lev © Anfwer his kind-
nefs then with (q‘.!:l I fortitade, and bear, without
reproach, thofe ills thou canft not cure. 1o aflert
the dignity of injur’d virtue, tho’ in an humble
ftate, lu. then my care, and leave the reft to heaven,

Ad R XXIX., (FondEcho.)
7 m

H’JL‘:‘]

¢

Comty
e defpife

1,1
ealth,

virtue, may rife,
‘tue alone makes us great.
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cky the’ gaudy and gay,
N S e e Ly ,
: the earthavith bis train, tho fo bright ;
While the lart, in bis bumble array,
Soars awarbling to regions of light
o3 5 S Of. 182k

S B -N2E VL
A Room in Sir. Joun’s Houfe.
Enter BETTY.

297 AT RAA Do s
Sir John lies beyond his ufual hour —he likes his
new bed-fellow. O the impudence of fome people !
Here, in his own houfe—under my nofe, as ’twere,
to bring his trollops. Nay, to oblige me to wait
upon her too — warm the bed for’em! — What,
make a bawd of mei—O, 1 could fire the houfe,
to be made a bawd of at thefe years. The impu-
dent creature too— to lie witha man the firlt time
he afk’d her.—I wonder Sir John isn’t atham’d
of himfelf l—to take up with {uch a forward drab
——At firft, Pmfure he did notfind mefo eafy.——
Well, I’ve been a fool ;—but if it was to do
again-

AIR XXX, (YoungPhilander woo’dme long )
Harmlefs maids, of men beavare,

When they’re tempting you toevil
Tho’ their flatt’ries charm the ear,
To be forfaken is the devil. .
; o4 2 :
Un-aved, néer confent todo it
,.TF."ﬁ o falfe defigning fellow :
irgins pluckt, like other fruit,
Lofe their relifh, and grow mellsw.
SCENE
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SCENE VIL

To her, JonATHAN.
BYESEYE Y

Q Jonathan ! Sir fohn is a barbarous man tome;
but you remember, I hope, before you know what
paifed, you bid'me fear nothing, for you were rea-
dy to marry me atany time.

_]'O N ATHAN.

Ay, ay, very likely, child, but did Sir John
promile nothing before you know what pafs’d, but
what he has {ince perform’d ?

3o Lot e 1t

Yes, he did, to be fure.—He promis’d to love
me always. But, what o’that? if he be a gen-
tleman, and a‘[_)ove keeping his word, I hope that
it is no fhame for poor people to be honeft ?

jON A THAN.

"The greateft in the world, child. Why, it would
be downright impudence in us to pretend to be wi-
fer than our betters. Befides you are mine o’courfe,
and mufk not pretend to talk of terms now.—I
have an equal right to my mafter’s caft cloaths and
miftrefles.—You are part of my perquifites.

AIR XXXI. (Great Lord Frog, and Lady Moufe.)
At table thus my mafler feeds;
*T:l be bas done, I book oo ;
When the fecond courfe fucceeds,
The firft is left, likeyou,
As Iin love my mafter ferwve,
Sure, I don’t foill deferve,
Tho' enough remains, to flarve 2
I feizeyou as my.due.

BETTY,
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BETTY.

O Jonathan, fure you won’t ufe me as my mafter
has done !

JONATHAN.

I can’t tell; T’ll ufe you as well as I can; per-
haps you may have no reafon torepent of the ex-
change.

BETTY.
Becaufe I’ve been my mafter’s fool, do you think
I’ll be your’s ¢
JONATHAN,
Yes.
BETTY.
You’re impudent, and ——
JONATHAN.
You like me the better for’t.
BrESR LY
Now I’m down-right angry with you.

A IR XXXII. (DearPickaninny.)
Betty. Be gone, Sir, and fly me.

Jon. How can you denyme

Be kind, and once try me.
Betty. Ne'er talk of it more.
Jon. Come, grant ny defire.
Betty. Tyou + rudenefs admire.
Jon. To your chamber retire.
Betty. Sir, there is the door.

[They fing the following ftanza together.]

Jon. Come, grant my defire.
Betty, D} aot grant your defire.
Jon.
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Jon. Tyour !rmm admire.
Bctt)’. .l.{ lG;{J ri
Jon. Toyour cl
Betty. By your fe

s pray, retire.

Jon. re is the door.
Bl‘tt}'. S;, there is the door.

[Exit BerTy, on one fide, thutting the door upon

JowaTuax who goes off ontheother. ]
SCENE VI

L BB v S Ea

I. (Mrs. Le Gard’s Dance 1n Per{eus
and Andromeda.)

Let. Whenyouth

‘FP"rr‘(:r/f: :

And the lo

T he grou

fc arce yieldio ,“qm :

b wernal mufick ring,
Beneath our feet fweet odours [prin

Al nature rewvels in delight :

In life yﬁnf!ﬂ is the bloom of May ;

We lax que

2 ;u 7y r‘l'(J!Jr.«‘f

And

R4

all the wai

How fine Tam! all over lace, and hol
and filk and filver ! - How pretty I look, te
Nay, I always thought myfelf too good for a tay-
lor’s daughter.  And fince I find what my favours
are worth, I’Il be conning, and get as much for
’em as I can, thatI may never work, nor be poor
again.,
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SCENE IX.
To kery, Sir Jouw,

SIR JOHN.

Don’t you wonder at your own beauty ? drefs’d,
or undrefs’d, night, or day, you’realwayscharm-
ing.

L E. R TCE,

Let me alone: Why do you ftare upon a body

fo ? I can’t bear to fee you, I am{oafham’d.
SIR JOHN.

Kind innocent, yet charming creature, that has
the art to pleafe beyond all her fex, that I ever
knew, yet feems to know nothing of it. . Laft
night—ye wanton rogue —

L ETTI]ICE.

Oh! you’rea fad man.

‘ATR XXXIV. (Alas! what mean I, foolith Maid. }

O fye ! hoaw conld you ferve me fo 2
You naughty man, pray, let me go,
That SfFom you I may ran ;
But fhould I go, I fear ’twere wain,
For foon I fbould return again,
Lo be by you undone.

SIR JOHN.

Never were tempers better fuited. Thisgirlisas
much a libertine 1n the affairs of love, as myfelf;
only the don’t feem fo well acquainted with her
own conflitution, -as to be able to give any account
of the matter.—It’s pure nature in her ; like fome

lucky
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lucky quacks, who, tho’ they know nothing of the
theory, yetpractice with furprizing fuccefs.

AIR XXXV. (Mufing, I late on Windfor Ter-

race fat)
The lovely, blooming creature,
Ch!r;ﬂiﬂg' in fq,":;rﬁ'mm‘c =
Loving, moving,
Foysimproving,
When fbe yields to nature @
But Q! the pleafing finart,
That thrills thrve’ ev’ry parts
When poffefling,
Kiffing, prefing,

Paffion’s improv’d by art,
SCENE X.

To them, JONATHAN.
JONATHAN.

Sir, your honour’s tenant, farmer Welford, is
come to wait upon you.

SIR JOHN.

Ha! I might well expe@® him, indeed - T am
ftrangely fhock’d — Yet I muft {fee him.— Tell him,
I am coming down.

SHEEHE NGRS
SIR JOHN anxp LETTICE.
SIR JOHN.

My dear, my affairs force. me to leave you for
the prefent ; in the mean time my fervants fhall
attend you—Your fervants they are now, and as
fuch command them,

LETTICE.
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L. ET T It E,
But, will they obey me 2
SIR J OH N.
Ay, or you fhall change them for fuch as wiil.
3 bl il 05 ) b 65 U
Then I fhall be a miftrefs indeed.
SIR JOHN,
Thou art the miftrefs of my life and fortone s
for 2 moment, dear creature, farewel,
L E T ACEY
Dear Sir, good by t’ye.

SCENE XIL

e 5 s L) ] 0] 10
I’m now a lady indeed. A fine houfe, fine
cloaths, and fervants to command. And this Sir
John is the fineft, handfomeft gentleman.—Not
that I care for him, any more than I fhould for
any body elfe, thatwould but make a gentlewo-
man of me. ButI muft take care neverto let him
know that, for it is for my intereft that he thonld
love me. Befides, now I am a gentlewoman, I
find, .[ﬂmuh“iktmightil}f to be admir’d byevery
body, and care for nobody.
ATR XXXVI. (When Cloe we ply.)
We avomen appear
Noaw kind, now fevere,
As intereft for either doth call 3
If wwe flay, and comply,
If awefly, and deny,
diis all artifice, all; ’tis arpifice, artifice afl.

SCENE
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S CENE XIII.
LETTICE anp BETTY.
S
Madam, breakfaft is ready for you.
ARSI T e CuE,

Is it fo, Mrs. Minks? but how do you know

whether I am ready for that ?
BE TTY.

I fuppofe Sir John knows, Madam. He order’d

me to get it ready as foon as I could.
L E TR GRES

Where is it ? How did you know but that I

would have had it here in my own chamber ?
B ETTY.

Nay, if that be all, Madam, I can foon fetch it,
for that matter,

LETTICE,

Comeback; whereis the wench going ? You’re
mighty ready to obey without orders, and to run
without being fent.

SCENE XIV.
PSR

My chamber !—and Minks !—How the ankward
trapes takes upon her already! Sir John aéts like
a gentleman, truly.— To fuffer me to be huffd,
and abus’d by this—I don’t know what to call her
bad enough. T’ll not bear it, that’s poz. I have
let farmer Welford know what a life my malfter
leads.—That’ll make pure mifchief; for he loves
the daughter fo well, that he dares not dif'oblilgc
5 the
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the father. Ay, there’s a girl, who, tho’ but the
aughter of a poor i’;u':‘.wr, by her prudence in
keeping the fellows ata d { 5 a5 many ?_.d~
mirers as there are gentlemen in the county. ‘L‘p-
on that fingle point turns the happinefs or mifery
of a woman’s life. But how few of us have the
wit to find this out till it is too lage !

tance, ha

A TR XXXVIL (Room,room fora Rover.)
Frail’s the bl fs of awoman,
F/v(rr.‘z}.’g as a fhade;
While awe ity no man,
Goddefles wve’re made:
.ﬁ' our favours wanting,
To their wants we're Find;
Ruin'd by our graniing,
We 0 favour find.
Birds, Jor '_éz';'zd cuf)ﬁ/yi;:g,
Love their females
Wéve o d for deryin,
Seorn’d 7

4

Py iy
V> fing the finall birds;

‘) 7 7 .
Terry, terry, Sfing the black-birds ;
Happier far thay ave,

SCENE XV.
SIR JOHN awxp WELFORD,

WELFORD,
SirJohn, tho from your late behaviour I’m con.
ymc’d that you look upon meas a wrerch, whom,
n the wantonnefs of your wealth and power, youn
may injure withont danger, yet, I muft tel] you,
Br L E “that
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hat ’tis bafe to wrong a poor man, merely becaufe
d ; (o f

t
heisfo; and not always fola

fe as you may imaging.

you; whatever
faults 1 elty; I thank
av’n, are rs to my nature. 1f you are
uneafy that your leafe is unrenew’d, the faultis in
yourfelf ; you might have had it done at any time,
upon your :tppl;.'ing to me.

WELFORD.

It is not that whichI complain of ; tho’ your re-
fufing it be the ruining me and my whole family,
yet,  as itis a matter of courtefy, not right, you
are at your liberty,—But that is not what I now
come to {peak of.

SIR JOHN.

My love of pleafure has not fo far wafted my
eftate, or debauched my principles, asto tempt me
to wrong any man, much lefs the poor. ‘The lefs
they have a right to, the greater neceflity there 1s
of preferving them in the quiet poffefiion of that
right.

WELFORD.

Are not our children the beft and deareft part of
our properties ! Is therea monarch in the univerfe
that does not efteem an” heir to his crown deare
than the crown he wears? Nature is alike in all.
The meanelt wretch, who daily labours for the
bread with which he feeds his poor oftspring, loves
them as much as the greatelt king can his.

AIR
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AIR XXXVII (On yonder high Mountain.)

Sir John, I have a.d aughter.,
SIR JOHN.

You have, a fair one.
WELFORD.
T'rue, fhe is fair, but her bc‘uty 1s her leaft per-~
fettion.

JO H N.
the n wifdom, pru-
1 I have obferv’d

And to crown all, an
heras much above temy
Or power, as they

e virtue, that fets
m Hattery
1eath her true value. .

] OH N,
hicenix of her fex,
WELFORD.
’Tis no boa ﬂmn, butmc‘ahll truthin a father to
fay the is. - Then where 1- your judgment, or gra-
titude ? have Inot preferr’d you to many gentlemen

E 2 of

She is, indeed,
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g2

of fuperior merit and fortune, in your addrefles to
my Silvia?
STR JOHN.

I own the obligation, and, but that I am re-

folv’d never to marry-—
WELFORD.

Not marry, fir! why ’tis a debt due to your an-
ceftors —you are the medium ’twixt them and pof-
terity, whichin you maft fail unlefs prevented by a

rudent and timely choice; and an ample eftate,
obtain’d by their induftry, be poflefs’d by ftrangers
to their blood.
SIR JOHN.

As to my anceftors, they have had their time,
as I now have mine; they liv’d to pleafe them-
felves, and fo will I. As to pofterity, T fhall not
trouble mylelf about what I know nothing of, and
which may, or may not be, notwithftanding all the
carewe can take about it.

WELFORD.

Since I find, what I hop’d had been only the
warmth of youth, to be principles with you, you
are juftly accountable for their confequences.

SIR JOHN.

Notwithftanding your prefent circumitances, I
look upon you as a gentleman. In your youth, as
a {oldier of fortune, you had opportunities of
knowing the world beyond moft men ; which join’d
to your good fenfe and jult obfervation, qualifies
you to give advice the beft of any manl know.
And I appeal to your own experience, whether
marriage be not a ftate of life, attended with innu-
merable cares, difappointments, and inquictudes?

WELFORD,
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WELFOR D,

’Tis true I have found it fo: and you, by your
diving fo many years in my houfe in your youth,
was frequently an eye-witnefs of this fad truth:
And I further confefs that my fecret troubles (which
were the greater for being {o) far exceeded all thag
ever were vifible ; but thofe are not effential to a
married ftate, but might havebeen prevented by a
more prudent choice.  But as it was, one darling
child not only made them eafy, but far o’erpaid
them all. . {Tho’ heaven knows that child is now
my areateft trouble. ] [Afide.

SIR JOHN.

Tt is not the lot of every man to be father to a
Silvia. The ill conveniences of marriage are cer-
tain, the advantages precarious, thereforeI deter-
ming to per{evere in my freedom.,

ATR ZXXIX. (A Country Life is {weet.)

Freefrom confinement and frife,

L1l ploaw thro’ the ocean of I;
Y a feck new delights,
Where beauty invites,

But né’er be confin’d to a wife,
Theman that is_free,

Like a weflel at fea,

Afier conqueft and plunder may roam ;
But awben either’s Lonfin’d,

By avife, or by wind,
Tho’ for glory defign’d,
No advantage they find,
Bt rot in the barbour at home.

) WeLrornp,
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WELFORD.

How fallly do you reafon? lewdnefs 1s a gulf
which fwallows np the lives and mmm- s of allwho
venture intoit. And fach will if you
purfue the courfe youare now eng

SIR JOHN.

I fhall ran the hazard, fpite of your wifle admo-

nitions.

LFO
At your own | i: then.
my juft refentment thus long, to
14
i

{upprefs’d

ftulate '.l.-i'.‘l

thee for this? vou would

I.aé.ﬂ‘[‘

be thought a man of hu
not your late \]H‘.!';!I('\l‘i

a notorious

and hon

i
{tart,

and what you are, fup-
:'nnid have become

'u,s l A1~

xf.l‘iu \.t.\,n ac-

c 1 r, o | '
nfound thy  pr tongue for fuch a fup-
n,

S IR
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SEICR: J O HN.

Your infolence and ontrage would tire the pati-
ence of an angel. Is not your daughter virtuous
and chafteas ever?

WELFORD,

The excellency of her virtue, whom you would

have ruin’d, but aggravates thy gl:i'lr.
SRy JOHN.

The mighty ruin you talk of was butto have de-
voted my life and fortune to her pleafure, which
fure was fuflicient to have kept her from contempt,
and herbeauty would ftill have been as much ad-
mir’d as ever.

WELFORD.

After the lofs of’virtue, beauty and fortune,
like a fair and fumptuous monument ereéted upon
a bad man’s grave, ferve only to perpetnate infam;
and make it more extenfive,

SIR JOHN.
Whatis it that you’d wifh your daughter?
WELFORD.

I wifh her innocence, peace, fortune, with fame
on earth, and everlafling happinefs hereafter; but
you'd make them all impoffible to her.

SIR JOHN,

She may ftill be happy.

WAEL FO-R>D.

And fhall, in fpite of thee, Fond fool that I
was ! I thought to have made you the happy in-
firument to have advanced her to that luftre and
rank in life her mcrit_‘rlaims; but you have ren-

E 4 der’d
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der’d yourfelf unworthy of that happinels and ho-
nour; and notwithftanding all my dotage on thee,
you now force me to curfe the parent that bzgot
thee, the womb that bore thee, and the hour that
gave thee to the light ; for thou haft added to the
wrongs of Silvia, haft pierc’d her heart with new
unthought of forrows - I have feen her flowing
tears, heard her fad fighs and fofc complaints for
thy ingratitude, unworthy as thou art.

SIR JOHN.

O Welford! father! did fhe weep and figh for
me? Olet me fly to throw me at her feet! T cannot
bear to hear her forrows told. But oh! to {fee her
—{urely I thall die with tendernefs before her! ]
could not have thought I had been fo happy, or {o
wretched.

A IR XL. (Draw, Cupid, draw.)
Reign, Silvia, reign.
The rebel

Your pov
And I

aii,

nt hearts unite,
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But O, I fear,

T oo fierce to bear
The :}:?g:f}f p 7oy wwill be,
A?i:([hfc-?:'."’.f keen dart,
Fixt in my beart,
Prowe that of death tome.

W-ELF OR D,

Whither would you go?

SIR JOHN.

Whither but to Silvia? to Silvia much wrong’d,
but more belov’d ; to the loving, mourning Silvia.
WELFORD.

To what end?

SIR JOHN.

To implore her pardon, to expel her griefs, to

vow eternal love, eternal truth.
WELFORD. J

And if fhe confents to ratify thofe vows by mar-
rying—Ha! hefiarts ; a crimfon bluth o’erfpreads
his guilty face. Wouldft thou again zbufe my fond
credulity? Ihere renounce all friendihip with thee,
and forbid all future converfe with my Silvia. If
by my confent you ever fee her face again, may
heaven renounce me; if to revenge her wrongs and
punith you, I {pare myfelf, may—

SIR JOHN.

O flop thy imprecations, thourafh old man; for
know, I cannot, will not live without my Silvia’s
fight. Unfay what thou haft fiworn — I never will
again abufe my truft —never again will Irepeat my
offence,

WEL-
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WELFORD.
With me you’ve paft all forgivenefs.

] 1
¥

I ever lov’d thy charming daughter, yet
till this hour I never knew how much. Make
lefperate, for if youn do, by all the ‘pain
feel, there’s no revenge fo cqul, but I’ll puriue,
tc make thy mifery, if poflible, to equal mine;
€ject thee from thy farm ; expofe thee to want, and
vretchednefs, and —

W ELFOR D,

Ha, ha, ha!
2 2

=

SIR _ro:n

Fury and madnefs ! my {fubmi 3
pains infulted! and my juft refentment laugh'd at!

A IR XLI. (Gillian of Croydon.)

]
' 1" curfe the fatal bour,
urg’d my rage.

tend,

i
/1 rong con.

17 2 :
ad be plucks the ruin;
enge purjuing,

re I end.

a J‘fn rr"tur bigh

When aveyour Lun".-:'. power
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Ly )
betray’d,

» ArOTIE
’-.‘.,iJ..r. 5

There's 1o defen
Like innocence,
! ey .

Nor curfe like lawlefs love.

S-CF-NoE Xz
SILVIA-axp BETTY,
BEES T A
Nay, for that matter, I've told your father al-
ready, and he feem’d fo little concern’d at it, that
it put me out of all patience. So thoughtI, per-
haps hewon’t tell Mys. Silvia, and, |u|r as Lt} ught,

{o it happen’d ; fo thought I, I’ll e’en go and tell
Mrs. Silvia myfelf.

S LaVe1 AL

Oh! [ dfide.
BEESD-TY: Y5

Madam.
SITEVIA.

Alas!

BeEADu PN,
What did you fay ?
Sl VT
Did I fay any-thing?
BETTY.
I thonght you did.
oS G A T
Not that I knowof. Oh, how fhall I conceal my
tortures from this bufy, prying creature ! [ fede.
BEE ki Y
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B E T
But Mrs. Silvia, don t you think this Sir John a
horrible fort of man ?
STILVIA,
All appear fuch to me, who fall from virtue.
B B PATEY: .
Virtue! why he minds me no more than we do
an old fweetheart, when we have ZOt a new one,
o L4 g T UV
The tirefome impertinent! when fhall I have
freedom to complain?
BETTY.
And then he’s fo fond of her—Madam muft
have this, and madam muft have that, and madam
muft have t’other ; (mr.'llhiaian’wo')dcnnufh, and
that isn’t fine enough, and t’otherisn’trich anwh
for her. O it would make one diftrated to fee it!
the impudent ftrumpet —I could tear her eyes out.

[4fide.

A TR XLII (Young Corydon and Phillis.)

My rage is paff conceiving;
J_/:cuil an Lz’..f?/a my fe i,

To think 7 T
Such avealth mm’]':f. afures greaf,

J‘fﬂﬁ"ﬁv;ﬁ),.zr..-wg elfe, but what 1 dare not,
What I dare not, awhat Idare not name.

But our Jonathan, by the way, is as bad as his
mafier ;- O there’s a precious coup,e of ’em!—
but as I was faying, our ]ona[hm, whois Sir John’s

cabinet-counfellor, fays my mafter loves no body

from



THE COUNTRY BURIAL., 61

from his heart but you; and therefore the beft of
it is, her reign is like to be bat {hort.
SALLV LA

When women do thofe things, for which upon
refletion they ought to hate themfeives, they can’t
expett that men will Tove them long.

BETTY.

Why as you fay, Mrs. Silvia, thatwoman that
a, a—(I don’t very well underftand her tho’, but
I fuppofe that means that Sir John fhould love no
body but herfelf) [ Afide.]—But whatwere youfay-
ing, Mus. Silvia?

SILVIA.

That fhe who parts with ler virtue, parts with
the only charm that makes a woman truly lovely 5
and fhe may well expe&, for fhe deferves, to be
defpis’d.

RETTY.

She fpeaks plain enough now truly. [Afide]—
Yes, asyou fay, onecan’t hate that impudent crea-
ture too much.

SILVIA.

If the be fuch, as you have deferib’d her, flieis
miferable, and, whatever fhe may deferve, ds fuch
1 fincerely pity her.

AIR XLIV. (Strephon, when you feeme fly.)
Where can gentle pity meet
So fir ﬂ_/:u‘!)jt,’ﬂﬁl‘ her grief?
Sure that mifery’s compleat,
When time and death yields no relief.
Death from leffer-ills may fave ;
Shame extends beyond the grawe.
BE T-
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BB Ty

Well, I'll ftay no longer; fhe’s enough to put
one out of conceit with ones felf, 4, Mrs.
Silvia, Thope you believe that what I have told you
is nothing'but the truth,

SILVIA.

Wou’dI cou’d not. [ Afide.
BET T Y,

But I beg you to take no mannerof notice.
Sid e V[ A,

You may be affured I neverwill. May itever re-
main unknown; if they are guilty, they may yet
repent ; which if they do, heaven innocent and
gracious will forgive; the equally guilty world
neverwill; if they are innocent, what mjury (hall
I do, whatguilt contra&, by propagating falthood ?

BIBLTE T

Yes, yes, asyou fay befides I fhould be turn’d
out of doors; and you know *twoun’d vex a body to
lofe one’s place forfuch a, a, am—=butI’ve told you
what fhe is, and fo Mrs. Silvi your {ervant.——
Whata way the has of talkir g? fhe gives one fuch
rubs, and yet does not feem to know it neither. ]
don’t like her; butif fhe does but hold her tongue
I'm fafe enough. I’ve made a pure deal of mif.
chief, I don’t doubt, for ’m fure fhe’s nettled, for
all her gravity.

AIR XLV. (A wealthy Merchant's Son.)
J 1)

Ske avho, q:‘.{wz'/,@d’cf;;/.::y‘[‘,

Finds fhe’s m

Others pain giv
4

Tk o’ fhe’s forfaken.

Since
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Since be

difda:

eauties cour

Ihr J'wu"rw r {r/nzm I 1‘[1 rovs,
]1/./1‘:&13 bis [porting.

§=C E-N<E X VAL
SILVIA

She’s gone, the huf) impertinent is gone, w hofe
painful pn_ionc\. check’d my humn.mrrr riefs; and
now my fwoln heart, and ready eyes, may bulﬁ
with ﬁghi;‘,g, and’ oerflow with tears! O Free-
man, Freeman! I thought fhy former bafenefs,
1"‘, \11\_ ..tiempt upon my injur’d honour, had
giv’n me all-the pains you could infli&, or lendure;
I but jealoufy, Iintbmnmn cauftic toa mind wound-
ed by love and injuries ndou, to torture adding
torture, pain to pain, gives agonies never to be
conceiv’d till they arefelt.

AIR XLVI. (Whillk I gazeon Chloe.)

Still o figh, to pine, and languifh,
Still to aveep and wifh in vain,
Still to bear increafing anguifb,
Ever bopelefs to complain !
Thus to forrow newer ceafing,
1 a hopelefs widlim prove;
Ewver full, (.’;'I.{’{j?!fl .:'zzfi‘:'rg’.:.-.’g,
Are the pains of jealous love.

ACCEL:

TES s e

et et




SELV T Ass ONR,
A CET IR Ss ES TR Nl T
A Growe.

SILVIA axp WELFORD.
ATIR XLVIO (Midfummer Wifh.)
Sil. ;”fz EN flatt’ring lowe, and flern defpair,

At ance inwade 1he ul"| 1’s ﬁunfz,
Trfc neet 1::7 tides mr;jn ie? ""' IJ’ there 75
T he rm‘[wrrﬂa,m mjd r1u her reff,
B muiumm./.a, unel ,u.‘gg uide,
Lead me avher
If gloowty death her 1
L1 feek

nely reigns 3
1fions /’azm,
ber M*"n, to lofe my pains,

VELFOR D,

Still fighing ! —Still in tears I-~=In foft and gen-
tle murmurs il complaining ! yet fhe, innocent
even in thought of any guilt, that might deferve’a
punifhment {o fevere, accufes not the heavers, nor
me, nor him, the cruel author of Her woes. No
ftorm of rage rufiies her lovely fage; no thought of
vengeance {wells her beating breaft ; virtue, love,
and grief, fo amply fill her mind, theré is no room
for any ruder gueft: Never did paflion in a female
breaft run with fo deep, {fo flrong, fo {mooth a
ftream.

SILVIA
My father here !
WELFORD.
Weeping, my Silvia! counld’ft thou think how
deep thy forrows wound me, I know thou would’f
endeavour to {ubdue them.

SILVIA.
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SILVIA,

1did not know you was fo nigh. - T'had not elfe
indulg’d this burft of grief: it adds to my unhap-
pinefs, to afli& fo tender and fo good a father.

WELFORD.

Thy more than child like daty and affe@ion,
thy yielding fweetnefs, and determin’d virtue, of
which each hour you give me frefh examples, do
fo affe@ me, that [ am torn ’twixt joy and wonder,
forrowand remorfe, whene’er I look tpon thee, T,
1, wretched as am, have ‘contributéd to all the
wrongs you fuffer.

60 PR T i

My deareft father, do not thuas aggravate our
eommon erief; let mot your affection for me
caule you to wrong yourfelf. If you have per-
mitted me to love, and I have been deceiv’d, were
not you deceiv’d too ?

WELFORD.

Indeed T was ; butall fhall yet bewell : fhare-
ly you thall be convinced, that he’s fo far unwor-
thy of your love, that gentle peace and joy fhall
fill your breat, and he be fcorn’d ar firt and foon
forgot.

AIR XLVIIL (How happy are young Lovers.)
On fome rock, by feas Surronnded,

D:_}’F(fzu Jar from fizit of fhore ;
Fohen rhe Sbipavreckd wratch, confounded,
Hears the t’m"/owfug termpefts roar ;
Hapes gf Jifeds then forfatebim,
Whendn this deplor’deextream,
Thenbisomlond fBrichs -anvake by
And be finds it al] a dream,

Vor. I, E Such
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Such are your afili€tions ; -and they, from their
exceflive’ greatnefs, fhall, like fome dreadful vi-
fion, find their end.

ST LV A.

Good man ! he knows notthat all has been dif-
cover’d to me already. [4fide.] Shall I deceive the
beft of fathers, and by hypocrify make that my
crime, which is but my misfortune ? No. What-
ever difcovery you make of his faults, forgive me,
if Ifay, that I muft love him ftill. True, virtue
forbids all converfe with him, and I—obey ; his
crimes I hate ; his fall from virtue I lament ; his
perfon, tho’ I never fee, nor with to feeagain, ’tis
#ill certain I muft ever, ever love.

A I R XLIX. (OneNight, when all theVillage
{lept).
You happy maids, aubo newer knetw
T he pains of conflant love,
Beavarn’d by me, and never do
The ling’ring torture prove.
Wifdom, bere, bringsno relzef,
And refolution’s vain 3
Oppofing, we increafe our griefs
And fafter bind the chain.

SCENE-IL
GOODY BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE, &c.

G. BUSY.
A good dayto you, Mr. Welford ; I have brought
with me all my neighbours, as you requefted 5
and hearing you were here, with your daughter, I

left them at your houfe, and chofe with Goody
Coftive
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Coftive and Goody Gabble, to come to you, that
we might have the pleafure of feeing Mrs. Silvia.

W ¥ E FrORID;
*Tis kindly done of you; thereis my daugh-
ter ; I’ll leave you with her, and go and bid your
friends welcome.—You may follow at your leifure.

SCENE IIL

SILVIA, GOODY BUSY, GOODY
COSTIVE, &c.

G B U §Y-.

Do fo, do fo ; T muft have a little talk with her.
It is fome vears ago fince I faw her,—never fince
fhe was chriftened, as I remember. It isa great
way, and I (heaven help me) grow old, T don’t
ufe to be fo fparing of my vifits elfe. Doft not
know me, pretty one !

SILVTIA.

I don’t remember to have feen you before ; but

as my father’s friend, I am pleafed to have the op-
portunity to know you now.
G, BUSY,.

Pretty fweetnefs ! thow’rt grown out of my know-
ledge too, to be fure; but we havebeen better ac-
quainted ; I was thy mother’s midwife. —Let me
fee—you will be eighteen come the time, and not
married yet! now out upon thy father, for a
naughty man ! it muft have been his fault, for you
are fo pretty, that you muit have had offers enow.

SILVIA.
It is foon enough to know care and trouble.
F 2 G, Busy.
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G, BUSY.

Now out upon it! we have never had any good
times fince people talk’d fo.—Wasnot I young my-
felf ? and don’tI know tnt the moft troublefome
and careful part of a woman’s life, isfrom thetime
that the 1s fit for a hufband, till fhe has got one ?
QOur greateft care and trouble is over th”n for the
men, who feldom take any before, are bound to do
it.then.

AIR L. (ADameof Honour.)

Amaid, the' beautiful and chafte,
Like acypher fands alone;
Man, like afigure by her plac’d,

Makes ber aworth and value kuowwn.
The f;:mﬂ‘, man, faft bound for life,

To rule fbe takes upon ber ;
Whene'er a maid is made a wife,
She becomes a dame of honour.

G, - COSTIVEI

Goody Bufy, you are always talking to people in
praife of marriage; now I fufpect you, being 2
midwife, do it for your own ends.—

G BUSY,

Suppofe I did Goody Coftive, where is the harm
of that # I am {ire, times are {o bad, that what
with one thinv, and what with another, an honéft
woman; in my way of bufihefs, can hardly get
bread ; and I never exped to feeit 0Lherw1ﬁ,, while
matrimoeny 1s o much defpifed as it 1s; why, the
men are grown fo horrible edhning, thut few of
them will marry at all ; and the women are grown

{o
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fo forward, that they won’t flay till they are mar-
ried — But you are melancholy, Mrs, Silvia,
SILVIA.
A Iittle thoughtful ; I hope you’ll excufe me,
G. GABBLE.

Whytruly, neighbour Bufy, thefe muft needs
be great hardfhipsupon you; for no marriages, no
lyings-in,

G. BUSY.

Itis not that which I complain of ; forto fay the
truth, I don’t find bat that fingle people have as
many children as thofe that are married ; but then
they are fuch infidels, as to let their children die
without chriftening, and what fignifies to the mid-
wife, a lying-in, without achriffening ?—Thad once
fome thoughts of goingtoLonden, but Tam inform-
ed that it 1s worfe there than here ; for there are,
1t feems, a numberof women who get their liveli-
haod by being nanght with any man that will pay
them forit, and yet neverjhave any children at all,

SILVIA.
I can’t guefs what my father defigns by fending
far thefe people, [4fde.

G. COSTI¥VE,
Good lack-a-day ! then they have no need of a2
midwife, for certain.

G, BUSY,
No, no ; the furgeons do all their bufinefs.

Fj SCENE
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ENE IV.
BUSY, GOODY COSTIVE,
BBLE, anp JONATHAN,
S ILVIA.
Jonathan ! what comes he for?
JONATHAN,

S
SILVIA, GOOD?
GOODY GA

5 0

e =<

Madam !
S ITLVIA:
Tome?
JON A T HAN,
Yes, Madam ; Sir John Freeman, by me, begs
your perufal of this Letter,
SILVIA,
I am forry Sir ]rﬂm has given himfelf the trou-
ble, fince I am under the nu.Lﬂlty of refufing it.
J.O N.A T H AN.
My maiter commanded me to tell you, that it
concern’d the happinefs of your father,
STIEVEICA,
Since fuch is the cafe, I'll this inftant to my fa-
ther, and acquaint him of this important letter—
wait you here my return,

SCENE V.

JONATHAN, GOODY BUSY, GOODY
COSTIVE, &c.

]O‘J'\T}I:tN
Well, fhe’s an agreeablelady, faith, I wonder
what Sir ]r:hx meais, by melm ing m(. in this
affair; if his defign be honourable, he knows I

5 can
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can be of no manner of ufe to him, ’tis quite ont
of my way; and if he has any other thoughts of
her, he has lefs fenfe than I imagin’d he had—But
who have we here! my old acquaintance, and for-
mer neighbour Goody Bufy !

G. BUSY.

Blefs me, Mr. Jonathan! isityou! why you are
firangely grown; almoft” out of my knowledge.
Bucl am glad to fee thee, with all my heart.

JONATH AN.
I beg your pardon, but Imuftfalate you.
G, BUSY.
*Tis what we are us’d to at chriftenings.—Pray
let it go round.
JONATHA N.
With all my heart. [Kiffes the reft.
GG 0S8 T TV Es

A pretty civil young ‘man traly.” I have known
{fome {queamifh ill-bred fellows refufe to do their
duty by a woman, becaufe fhe wasin years.

G. BUSY.
But where haft been all this while; and what
bufinefs doft follow ?
JONATHAN,
As you {ee, I ferve a gentleman.
G. BUSY.

Are you married ?

JONATH AN,

My mafter is a fingle man, and won’t keep any
body that is married in his family.

F 4 G, Busy.
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G. BUSY.

Ay, fhame take thefe gentlefolks; they would
have every body as bad as themfelves. That muft
be a fad houfe, that has never an honeft woman
in it,

JONATHAN,

We live as they do in moft batchelors families,
very lovingly. While my mafter is entertaining
the houfe-keeper in his chamber, I am as civil to
the cook-maid in the garret

GBS Y

O fad, O fad! what pity it is that young mgn
fhould {pend their time unfraicfally with nanghry
women ; when, were they honeflly married, they
might in a lawful way do'much zood in their gene-
ration. If you have any thoughts of marriage,
I have a widow in my eye, that would do very
‘well for you. She has fomething to bring you to,
and is under thirty I affure you. While her huof-
band was in health, fhe brought him a child every
year ; but T don’t know how it fell out, he grew
weary of her, and, as it is fuppos’d, thought to
have kill’d her with Kindnefs : but as it always hap-
pens in thofe cafes, he did his own bnfinefs inftead
of hers, he fell into a confumption—and dy’d
about a month ago.

JONATHAN.

No, Goody Bufy, that will never do for me; a
wanton young widow for a wife, and a fkittith horfe
for a long journey, are two the moft troublefome
thing sa.man can meet withal.

. BUS Y.
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G. BUS.Y.
LA

Perhaps you would rather have a maid. Truly
they are ticklifh things, and I don’t much care to
meddle or make with ’em. But Ido know of a
farmer’s daughter, that will fit you toa hair, Her
fatheris afufficient man, and will ftock a farm for
you. ’Tis true, indeed, fhe has had one child;
forI am a woman of integrity, and would not de-
ceive any body in thefe matrers for the world.
They did not marry her foon enough. But fhe’ll
makean excellent ftirring wife, I’ll warrant her.

JONATHAN,

A maid that has had a child, is worfe than a wi-
dow that’s paft it. Idon’t like any body that yon
have propos’d half {o well as yourfelf.

G. BUSY.

Now out upon you, for an idle pack. Why thou
naughty, wanten, young knave, what would’ft
thou do with me? heaven help me, Iam old, and
fit for nothing.

JONATHAN.

Let me afk you a few queftions, and you'll find

you are fit for every thing.

GherBis S =Y
Well, come on then.

A IR LI (Canft thou notweave Bonelace.

Jon. Thou canft do boufeavife’s work !
G. Buly. - Y%ea, &y’r lady, that I can.
Jon. Whip and flitch with a jerk?

G. Bufy.  Yea, as well as any one.

? Jon.
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Jon. Canf? thou not bake and breay ?

G. Bufy.. Yea, by’r ladythat I can.

Jon. And do the other thingtoo ?

G. Bufy.  Out, you're naughty: get you gong.
Jon Thon canft break jefts, and fing 2
G.Bufy. Zea, by'r lady that I can.

Jon. Caper and dance with a fpring ?

G. Bufy.  2ea, as awellas any one.

S:CE N'E VI

WELFORD, SILVIA, JONATHAN,
G. BUSY, G.COSTIVE, ..

G. BUSY,

Come neighbours, our friends at farmer Wel=
ford’s expett us.—There is fomething of confe-
quence to be done; he woud’n’t fend for us for no-
thing.— A wedding, I hope; old folks drop - off
apace, butif the young ones would marry, and be
induftrious, the world might ftill be increafing.

By honeft love alone the world’s upheld,
Death can’t deftroy fo faft as love can build.
SLCLE-NSE VI,
WELFORD, SILVIA, anpo JONATHAN.
- i R S
I have obtained my father’s leave to receive the
letter you have brought. Whether the contents

may require ordeferve an anfwer, I fhall take time
to confider. - I have no more to fay.

SCENE
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SCENE VI

WELFORD anp JONATH AN.
[Silvia gives the: Letter to Welford wwha reads it.]
WELFORD.

See, my Silvia, the pitture of a2 mind ftruggling
betwen a fenfe of virtue, and the love of vice.
Yet he entreats to fee thee in fuch terms, as might
move weak mindstopity him. [Gives ber the Letter.

ST LVIA.

If pity be a weaknefs, 1 am, fure, the weakeft

of my fex ; butyetl fear to {fce him.
WELFORD,

His bafe attempt on thee, his avow’d averfion to
marriage, and the ruin of the daughter of that ho-
neft firanger. whom we entertain’d, all fhew the
jultice of thy fear.

STLVIA,

That men {hould know vice to be an evil, by
the pain it gives, and yet cherifh the monfter that
deftroys their peace.

W ELFOR D.

I have fworn never to expofe thee to be again in-

| fulted by that licentious man. Yet I cannot but

with he had not render’d him{elf untterly unworthy

of thee. But [ bave given him up. You thall

have ample fatisfaltion for all the wrongs you have
fufter’d.

STL-VIA,
If you can entertain a the
how are you chang’d, atl

ht of vengeance,

WELFORD.
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WELFORD.
Hereafter thou wilt know me better.

SILVIA.

Whither have you fent the ftranger and his wife ?
whither are you going with the people that you fent
for? O, fir, forgive my fears. Urg’d by yourlove
for me, you rufh on to certain ruin.

WELFOR D,

Whatever becomes of me, you are the care of
heaven. [Exit,
SV I A,

I never knew him tranfported thys before. He’s
going to Sir John, and will certainly provoke him

tohis undoing. Inftruct me, heaven, what I fhall
do tofave him.

ATIR LH. (When Flora fhe had deck’d.)
O gracious beaven, lend a  friendly ray,
To guide my fleps, in darknefs loff 5
From virtuds precept, never et me fray,
But guide me fafely thro® this dreary coaff.
My lowe betray'd,
My duty paid,
A fpotlefs maid,
Let me refign
My ufelefs breath into the Bands of deaths
For avhile I live there is no grief like mine.

SECTE- NEES I
A Room in S1r Joun’s Houfe.
at a Ta&f:’.
°Tis hard a rooted love to difpoffefs;
“T'is hard, but you may doit ne’erthelefs.

SirR JouN reading

In
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In this your fafety does confift alone:
If poflible, or not, it muft be done:

A poem on a dwarf! what ftrange ftuff is here!
hey ho!

5:C EEN-E & X.
SIR JOHN axp BETTY.
BETTY:
There he {its, poring o’er a book; which he ne
more minds, than he does me.—Sir, did you call?
[Sir Fobu throwws the Book atiiy.
SIR JOHN.
Who's there ; Betty ¢ come hither. Why you
look very amiable to-day, Berty.
3 Lo W G
O laud, fir, you make me bluth,
SIR JOHN.
Betty, fill me fome wine. The large glafs; and
fillit up.
B ETSReye
Yes, fir.
SIR JOHN.
My love to you, Betty.
B.E T T Y,
Thank you, fir.
SIR JOHN.
Fill yourfelf, and pledge me.
B BTV
He’s coming about again, I{ee. Your health,.
fir,—If he would but drink a few more bumper{sz 3
or
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for when he had drank moft, he always took moft
notice of me. [Afide.
SIE JOHN.
Leave me; and fend the lady that came home
with me laft night,
BYESTER W
Sir, cow’dn’tI-I[—[—
SIR JOHN.
Whatisit youwould fay !
BB TS
Why, fir, that, that,—I don’t know where to
find her.
SIR JOHN.
Muft I be plagw’d with your impertinence too!
go, fend her to me, or leave the houfe yourfelf.
BETTY.
O fathers! T can’t bear it! I would I could fend
the devil to fetch you boths [ Afrde.

SEC BN B X
SIR JOHN.
AIR LII (In Kent, {fo fam’d of old.)

In wain, in wdin I rowe,
Wine, wit, and avomen prove,
My anguifpp toremove,
Lo flill @ lover.
And if; to eafe my pains,
1 put on marriage chains,
Lowe, that conffraint difdains,
Will foon be over,
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S CENE XII

SIR JOHN anp JONATHAN.
JON ATHAN.,

Sir, Idelivered your letter to Mrs. Silvia,

SIR JOHN,
’Tis well.

SIC EN B XIH:
SIR JOHN, JONATHAN, axo BETTY.
SIR JOHN.

Youneed give yourfelf no further trouble tolook
for the lady. T’ll goand find her myfelf.

S CEFENEE SN
JONATHAN axo BETTY,

BETTY,.

How, Jonathan here! this fool loves me how-
ever. DIll divert myfelf, by teazing him.—So
Sir.

JONATHAN.

So Madam.

BAE TN

Captain, methinks you look very feurvily after
your laft defeat.

JONATHAN.

Now I think you look likea dealer in fecond
hand goods, who having outftood your market, re-
pents, and would fain beturning the penny at any
Tate.

B:EFTETaYA
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BETTY.

Ha, ha, how vex’d he is! but it would fret any
man, who going with flying colours to take poi-
{eflion of a fort, thould find the gates fhut againft
him.

JONATHAN.

Now you want to be attack’d, only for anexcufe
to furrender. But you may keep your tottering
tenement till it tambles about your ears, for Jona-
than.

BETTY.

Poor fellow! I fee he’s horrible uneafy. But
whatwoman can deny herfelf the pleafure of tyran.
nizing, when fhe hasitin her power ¢ To be fure,
Jonathan, you can never forget your laft difappoint-
ment.

AIR LIV. (There wasa Knight was droak
with Wine.)

He fei’d the lafs, trembling all oer,
Uizj}mwziizg bent, no doubt, Sir ;
But fbe flipt }J('tjE‘{)" azthin the door,
Aud the fool awas fhur quithout, Sir.;
Jon.  But foon repents fhecler Jaid nay,
And finds bérfelf the fool, Sir,
For_fhethat «wvon’d #ot awben e may,
She foall not wwhen fhe woid, Sir. [Going-
Betty. But Jonathan, Jonathan.
Jon.  Bat fhe that won’d nor awbei fbe may,
She fball not awhen fie wai’d, Sir.
Berty. Sure you be’nt in earnelt.
But fbe that won’d not awhen fhe may,
Sie fhall not avhen Jbe wor’d, &ir,

SCENE
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S5CoExNwbiem XV
BE T TiY.

O the impudent, pert, conceited puppy ! to
leave me before he has had me! why he’s worfe
than Sir John. I am like to havea fine time on’t
truly, between ’em both !

A IR LV. (The Sun was juft fetting.)
How kind avas I us’d, ere this Letiice came here !
But to be 7'1_?ﬁz.r’rf, /:’H‘L’ no woman can bear.

By the mafier forfaken, Dm feorn’d by the man ;
Howw wvas I mifiakenin trufting Siy Fobn !
For be kifs’d me, I grumbled,
He prefs’d me, I fumbled,
He prf’d me, 1 tymbled,
But flill be pufbed on.
But fince that flu’s coming Pmleft andundone.
But fince, 8c.
But if I .dow’t plague bim for ferving me fo,
May 1 be worfe tumbled, “aworfe pufl’d, and wworfe
Jumbled,
Where-ewer, avhere-cver T 20

SCENE XVI.
dnother Room in Sir Fobn’s Houfe.
SIR JOHN, TIMOTHY, PLOUGH-
SHARE, axp DOROTHY.
SIR JOHN,
Perhaps it mayn’t be agreeable to the lady, to be
expos’d to gratify your curiofity.
TIMOTHY.

.. Sir, the happirefs of oyr lives depends on find-
ingour child, ~ And,as we are inform?’d, fhe’s here.

Vor. I, G 2 SCENE
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SSC-ESNVE - XV
SIR JOHN, TIMOTHY; PLOUGHSHARE,
DOROTHY, and LETTICE finging.
LE T T I.CE,

My father, mother, and Ploughthare here!
what will become of me !

SIR JOHN.

Stay, child ; whither are you going?

LETTICE.

O dear, dearfir!—

TIMOTHY.

Ay, here fheis; and nodoubt butall the reft we
have been told is as true.

PLOUGHSHARE.

Ah Lettice, Lettice, what have yon beendoing?
youw’ve fpun a fine thread truly, We fhall have the
whole parifh ring of you fhortly.

TIMOTHY.

O child, yow’llbreak my heart.
DOROTHY.

Will the? butI’ll break her neck firft.
L-ET. T ICE:

O dear Sir Johm, fave me, {ave me, or I fhall be
torn to pieces.

PLOUGHSHARE.

How fine the flut is! and how familiar with the
juftice !

DOROTHY.

Ay, ay, ’tis certainly fo. Oh youimpudent car-
rion, I’ll be the death of you,

TIMOTHY.
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TIMOTHY.
To find my girl ruin’d, is worfe than never to
have found her at all.

A TR LVI. (Hear me weep and wail.)
Welcome endlefs grief, :

Fareavell my goofe and [heers for ever, evers
Can Lfind relief 2 no never, never.
For grief, from[bame arifing,
New pains is flill devifing :
Allars muft fail,
. Diftraction prewvail,
My brain’tis noww Surpriging ~——prizing.

SIR JOHN.

Friends have patience, What’s paft can’t be
recalled, but ’m ready to make you any fatisfaction
that’s in my power.

DOROTHY.

Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin’d the wench.
The blame and thame muft now fall all upon her
own head ; whereas, had fhe been married, you
know *twould have fall’a upon her hufband’s.

PLOUGHSHARE,
But who do you think will have her now ?

AIR LVII (Send home my long-ftray’d Eyes.

Cow’dyon return ber true and chafte,
Ld meet ber avith a bridegroom’s haffe ;
But fince, from you, fhe’s learn’d fuch il
T bate ber [poufe,
Or arm his brows,

Keep ber, for me, Sir, keep ber ffill.

G 2 LeTTIGER,
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O dear! what muftT do? My father will breal
his heart; my mother will beat my brains out;
and that monfter, Ned Ploughfhare, will make me
the May-game of the whole parifh.

PLOUGHSHARE,

Don’t call me monfter: I’m none of your huf-

band : fo keep your tongue to yourfelf.
LB T PALCIES

T won’t ; ’tis all along of you that this has hap-
pen’d. You always knew that I hated you, and
yet yon would have had me whetherI would or
no.

DOROTHY.

Yes; hufly, he would have made an honeft wo-
man of you ; but you muft be a gentlewoman;
muft you #

A IR LVII (A Nymph of the Plain.)

So true, and fo kind,

To whate’er you inclin’d,

To wwhate’er you inclin’d,

H¢ had never deny’d s

But avith joy bad comply’d,

Do hawe made you his wift,

And obey’d all his life;
T o manner fo_fofts foengaging, and [weety
As well might perfuade you bis paffion to meets

TIMOTHY.

‘Wife, I never approved of your forcing the

girl’s inclinations, and now you fee what it’s come
10,

SIR
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SIR JOHN,

Friend, you feem an honeft inoffenfive man,
which aggravates my remorfe for having wrong’d
you.

A I R LIX. (Young Philoretand Celia met.)

Let. . Regard my tears, difpelmy fears,
Ll ne’er offend you more.

Tim. Tﬁ:ﬁ_/fn.'p."y groom, the ffeed t%z'ug Z0nEy
So fbuts t[!f’ﬁﬂlu'u door.

Let.  Pity my pain.

Tim. ﬂf} j):'f_r’.r vain.

Let. My folly I deplore.

Tim. Famethat’s loft, andtime that's paft,

Let. What power can reftore 2

Ambo. Fame that'sloft, and time that’s pajt,
W hat power can refore €

SIR 'JOHN.

What good-natur’d man, that was but a fpecta-
tor in this fcene, but muft be mov’d? I thought,
till now, the general love of women confiltent
with generofity, honour, and humanity. —Falfe
and deftruétive principle! By this fingle aft of
mine, howmany innocent perfons have I injur’d!
the woman, too—the eafinefs with which fhe gave
up her honour, makes her, tho’ pitied, yet de-
fpis’d, even by me the authorof her ruin.

SCENE XVIL p
Fo them, JONATHAN ; awhifpers Sir Jomw.

SIR JOHN.
Ha ! Silvia, faid you? fure you miftake !

G 3 JonaTHAN.
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JONATHAN,
. No, Sir; fhe’sin the nextroom, and defires to
fee you.
SIR JOHN.
Fly then, and condu& her in.—Good people,
an affair of confequence obliges me to beg you
would leave me for the prefent. If you pleafe to

wait in the next room, when that’s difpatch’d, I’ll
fend for you again,

S CEINCE - XTK:
SIR JOHN anp SILVIA.
SIR JOHN.

She’s here, whom moft I wifh to fee; and yet,
fuch is the power of guilt, I dare not look upon
her. Could I have thought her fight wou’d ever
give me pain?—But, like a wretch remov’d at
once from impenetrable darknefs into the mid-
day blaze, I ficken at the cheerful light, and fain
would fhun a brightnefs that glads all eyes but
mine.

SIL-VIA.

O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy maid; had
heaven required me to have dy’d, to have fhewn
my duty to the beft of parents, the pain had been
far lefs; but filial piety commands me to live, and
mterpofe between your power, and the weaknefs
of my good, but incens’d father,

A TR LX. (I'm Ormond the brave.)

Your beavieft vefentment, ab ! let me, let me bear.

In pity 1o bis age, my reverend father [pare.:

Toil, want, and all you can inflidd, I awill not foun s
But avhen Ithink that be may be, for avretched me,
“ndone,

Pl urd

SCENE
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SCENE XX.
SIR JOHN, SILVIA, axp WELFORD.
WELFORD.

O Silvia! "never, till now, hadI caufe to blufh
for any a& of thine.—Rife, nor offer that incenfe
to an idol, which heaven alone is worthy of, and
which, were he not loft to fhame, as well as ha-
nour, he might blufh to receive.

SILVIA. !

Condemn me not; can any {fubmiflion be too
low to fave from ruin fuch a parent? flill let me
kneel.

WELFOR D.
Heaven, andall that’s juft on earth, forbid it.
S§IR JOHN.

Confounded and amaz’d, T had not power to
raife her from the earth, — O Silvia | —Welford !
cow’d you fee my heart ! how deep my contrition!
how fincere my forrow ! you would no longer fear,
[To Silvia.] nor you be angry, [To Welford.] Vice
in all its genuine deformities, I've juft beheld.
Virtue, in all its charms, [fee in you - Receive
a returning prodigal to your arms; forgive, and
make me happy.—Let the prieft, by honourable,
holy marriage, give me a juft poffeffion of thy
charms, and join me to virtue, and to'thee, for
ever,

ST VEEIEAT
I came to- beg your favour for my father, nota
hufband for myfelf. You once thought, me mean
enough to barter my innocence and virtue, - for
your wealth ; fheuld I now confent to marry you,
might it not be juftly {ufpected that my former re-
G 4 {fentmeng

-
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fentment was not. from the love of virtue and con-
tempt of riches, but artifice; to make-the better
te ! Virtue is heaven’s beft gift: nor have they
more than the appearance of it, who fubmit to the
leaft imputation on their fame, for wealth, or
power’, or love, more tempting to a generousmind,
Think it not pride in me, to refufe an obligation
to the man who would have robb’d me, of all that
diftinguifh’d me from the vileft of her fex.

SIR JOHN.
To have my love and admiration increas’d, by

what gives me defpair, is a punifhment (tho’ juft)
that is infupportable.

A LR _LXI (Minuet. )

With pity gracious f:g.'@v’;z]&oj%/;’a’,

Tanght mortals bow ’twould be addrefS'd ;
Celeftial fair,
O footh my care!

And, as my beaven on earth Tview thees
Lowely creature,
Prideof nature,

Teach me (like heaven) bow ta woo thee,

STLVIA,
I pardon, pity, and [ love thee
SIR J O H N,
O charming founds ! —So heaven chears a de-
fpairing finner, with the fweet voice of MErCcy.
SEICIRVaTAY
But heaven, when it pardons, appears above re-
ward, by conferring obligations. ~ That is not in
my power.—To refufe them is, and in that I am
determined. Farewell for ever.—Tis hard---but
virtie, prudence and my fame requireit. ‘There-

5 fore,
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fore, farewel for ever. If your return to virtue
be fincere, you have a miftrefs who will ne’er for-
{ake you ; but, ever blooming, crown your days and
nights with joy—when I am duft.

Sip Joux [Falling on Welford’s neck.]

O Welford, Welford ! muft Ilofe her?: You
lov’d me once. - Is there no remains of pity left?
Canyou behold mefinking, and yet refufe a friend-
ly hand to {fave me?

WELFORD. | [Embracing him.]

Heaven forbids me not to pity, love, andin the
anguifh of my foul, weep o’er thee, my now dear-
er than ever, tho’ too unhappy {on.

SIR JOHN.

Didnot you call me fon? O thatIwere! tobe

your fon, is all the happinefs my foul afpires to.
WELFORD.

Too foon you'll find that name includes the
worlt of miferies, certain defpair.—But, to the
bufinefs of my coming,.

S:C E N-E + XXI.

SIR JOHN, SILVIA, WELFORD, G. BUSY,
G. COSTIVE, JONATHAN, BETTY, &e.
WELFORD.

Goody Bufy, and the reft of my friends who
camewith me, pray, walk in. Now let all here
attend and witnefs to the truths T am about to utter;
and you, unhappy youth, prepare to bear the moft
furprizing change of fortune, like a man.— You
are not whom you feem, and whom you think
yourfelf, Sir John Freeman, Baronet, and rightful
pofleffor of a fair eftate, butan innocentimpoftor,

g and
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and ufurper of another’s right, and my unhappy
on indeed,
SILVIA.
What can my father mean ?
G. BUSY,
This is the ftrangeft ftory that ever I heard of,
SIR JOHN.

Welford, to invent a tale fo vile, and fo abfurd,
to make me defpair of Silvia, as being her brother,
1s unworthy of your good fenfe and former probity,

WELFOR D,

I will not thank you for your affent to the truth
of what I affirm. This excellent lady is not my
daughter, but the much wrong’d Angelica Free-
man, the fole furviving child of the late Sir John
Freeman, and heirefs to his large eftate.— I read
wonder and furprize in every face.— You look for
proofs.—Goody Bufy, you ferv’d Sir John Frees
man’s lady, and my wife, as midwife,

G BUSY.

That I did, to be fure.

WELFORD.

How many children had each ?

G. BUSY, _

Two, a fon and a daughter, I fhall never forget
it : they lay-in both times together, and your wife
nurfed both Sir John’s children ?

WELFORD,.

All this is true ; butwas there any thing remark-

able upon the body of Sir John’s fon when born ?
G L SEE S

No, but yours was mark’d under the left breaft
with a bunch of grapes, the fruit, leaves, alnd
ftalks,
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fialls, all in their proper thape and colour, as if
they had been growing on the vine.
Sir Jouw. [Opening kbisbreaft.]

Here is the indelible mark, vifible and fair, ag
when the feal of heaven impreftit firft, to diftin-
guifh the impoftor from the rightful heir.

WELFORD,.

Too well I knowit.

SV T A)

If this gentleman be your fon, how could his
birth have beenconceal’d {o long ¢

WELFORD.

That—with my own fhame I am now todifcover.
—My wife, while unmarry’d, attended on the
mother of thislady, then a virgin, and{o far was
fhe honour’d with her confidence, that fhe liv’d
with her rather as a fifter or companion than a fer-
vant; after her marriage to Sir John, and my wife’s
to me, the honour of their friendfhip was continu’d;
for I was happy in Sir John’s, as my wife was in
his lady’s. —That we had the fame number of chil-
dren and of the fame age and fex, and that my
wife was entrufted with the care of theirs, you have
heard zlready.—Soon after the birth of this lady,
awar breaking out, Sir John, who had an honour-
able poft in the army, went for Flanders: Iat-
tended him thither, and (as I had formerly done)
ferv’d under him as a volunteer.—In this our. ab-
fence, a fever madedreadfulravage in this partof the
country.—OF it dy’d SirJohn’s lady, and quickly
after hisfon, (who was then at my houfe) and my
daughter.—My wife taking the advantage of the la-
dy’s death, and our abfence, reported that the fon
who dy’d was ours ; and the f{urviving one (troly

; ours)
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ours) was Sir John’s--Our daughter who dy’d was bu.
ried as his ; and his, this lady, was reputed and edu-
cated as our own—The fraud was never {o much
as {ufpected by Sir John, nor any other perfon, my-
felf excepted — I indeed, by obfervations, which
none elfe had opportunity to make, foon found it
out, and clmrg’d my wife with it ; fhe confefs’d
it, and to my fhame prevail’d upon me to conceal
what I could never approve.— She dy’d before Sit
John, and never liv’d to fee her fon poffefs’d of
the honour and wealth, which fhe by fuch wicked
means had endeavour’d to procure for him.— Thyo'
heav’n’s mercy I hope fhe refts in peace. But
what have been my tortures ever fince I confented
to conceal the guilty fecret | —Stung hourly” with
remorfe, I attempted to do her juftice and conceal
my fhame, by effeCting a marriage between her
and my fon ; but heaven, that refus’d the imper-
fett fatisfaction, and condemn’d the fradd, ‘has,
you fee, made vain the fond attempt, nor would
fuffer her to receive that as another’s gift, which is
her own proper right.
SIR JOHN,

And long may fhe enjoy it.—I have not foill
profited by her bright example, as to repine at a
change of fortune, fo juft, and fo much to the
advantage of this wondrous pattern of all that's
excellentin womankind.

SILVIA.
Your juftice, and the moderation of your fon,
ects me more than thefe unthought of, undefired
yiches: can I ever forget your more than paternal
Lindnefs and affeétion? X

WELFORD,

|
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WELFORD,

Spare me the confufion, that your goodnefs gives
me; look not fo tenderly, nor {peak fo kindly,
but treat me as your injuries and my crimes deferve.

SILVIA.

The crime was another’s.—Your former tender-
nefs and prefent juftice, tho’ to the difadvantage of
your fon, is all your own.—If you forfake me now,
f am indeed an orphan = Riches have {ndres, and
youth without a guide is expos’d to many dangers
— be ftill my father.

WELFORD.

Thy own worthy father, were he living, could
aever love thee more.—But to be thy father is im-
pofiible.

SILVIA,

This is your fon.—Let me be his, and you are
#ill my father.

S§IR JOHN.

Do I indeed behold her heavenly face, all clad
in fmiles, and kindly bent on me? do I indeed
hear her harmonious voice pronounce me happy ?

, —Or does my flat’ring fancy, to footh defpair,
forin images that have no real exiftence ?
WELFOR D.

Blefs her, blefs her, heaven! and as you have
made her the beft, make her the happieft of her
fex.—Never did T tafte joys fincere till now,

SILVIA.

This {urprizing difcovery unmade—had I con-~
fented to have been yours the difintereftednefs
of my loveand virtue could never have been known.
——Tleaven has made our duty and our interefts

one.
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one. I may now without reproach give my hand,
where before I had given my heart. ~ [Betsy aweeps.
JONATHAN.
What, in tears, Betty !
BAEST T
What have I loft for want of refle@ing fooner?
T'd rather have that lady’s virtue, than her beauty
and eftate.
JONATH A N: : ;
Poor girl!—Why this is to have it.—I remembef
on acertain occafion [ made you a promife of mar-
riage ; if you.think if woith claiming, give me
your hand,
]33] 5 R N
There it is; if you can forget what’s paft, you
thall have no reafon to complain of my condutt for
the future.

AIR LXII. (Ahhowfiveet’sthe cooling Breeze.)

Sir John. Ok bow fuvee?,
‘ Al ower chartns;
To blefs my arms,
Thy generous virtue all wice defeating.
Sil. Al compleat and pure’s m / 7675
Without allsy ;
With tranfport unufual my bofom is beating.
Sir John, Deareft treafure !
Sil. O joy beyond meafure f
Sir John. This truly is pleafure.
Ye follies adieu.
Both. O deareft!
All compleat and 2ure’s my joy,
Without alloy ;
With tranjport unufual my bofoms is beating.
Sil.
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sil. Lowe gently firing,
A?;d_/b_ﬂ{)# infpiring,
Sir John. Panting, defirings LIl wirtue purfuts
Both. Oh deareft!
All compleat and pure’s my joys
Without alloy 3
White bours approach, andthe black areretreating.
G. . BUSY.
Ay, thisis as it fhould be —I could even cry for
joy; to fee that there is fo much honeft love left in
the world.

SIR JOHN.

Reclaim’d by your virtue, and reftored to for=
tune by your generofity, I hope you’ll take itasa
proof of my fincerity, that I confefs myfelf con-
cern’d for the diftrefs brouglit upon an honeft man
and his family by my folly.

SILVIA.

Your concern is juft and generous, like the man
T hope ever to find you—DBut have I given myfelf
toyou, and not my fortune? allis yours; difpofe
of it as you pleafe.

$SIR JOHN.

Jonathan, fend Lettice and her friends hither.—
O madam, the longeft life won’d be too fhort te
pay iy obligation.

§ CEN E XXIL

§IR JOHN, SILVIA, WELFORD, G. BUSY,
G. COSTIVE, &5c. TIMOTHY, LETTICE,
DOROTHY, 3.

SIR JOHN.
Unhappy gitl, I with it was in my power to make
you ample fatisfaction for the injury I've done yc;)u;
ut




96 SulLaVe F A= OR,

butfince that is impoflible, I will fettle fomething
on your father, in truft for you, that, managed
with pradence, may fecure you from the fears of
poverty, the rockon which you fplit before.— You,
Sir, I hope will continue with us.—T'he farm late-
Iy tenanted by my facher, with yeur confent, ma-
dam, I beftow on this honeft man, for the purpofes
before mentioned.

STV ITA.

And may it anfiver your intentions, which ifit
does, we may hereafter give em further proofsof
our regard for their welfare.

T I M. DGRy LET.

Heaven blefs you both.

SIR JOHN.

Lettice, as I fhall never fee you more, take this
advice with you.—Keep this lady’s example in
view, and you mdy yet excel in virtue many of
your fex; who having never err’d in.the manner
you have done, look on your fault as unpardonable.
~Nor fhall you, Betty,” or Jonathan, be forgot.

JONATHAN.

Sir, if you approve of it, Betty and I have re-

{olved to take one another for better for worfe,
SIR JOHN.

That I do approveit, you fhall find by the hand-

fome provifion I’Il make for you.
WELFORD.,

Son, not forefeeing this happy event, I fent for
the tenants to attend, that upon making the difco-
very they might beready to pay their duties to this
lady, upon her taking pofleflion of her eftate.

SIR
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SIR JOHN.
Madam; what think you of inviting ’em in, to
partake of the general joy
STLVIA.
By all means.
A DANCE.
AIR LXII (Dutch Skipper.)
Gaff. Gabb. Such wirtue pr/?"fl'mg,

Includes ex’ry bleffing,
Ev’ ry ble /J"'f
Ozu-;.v:m-mlﬂa.f.:‘ cankrous,
Wel, Such bright examples firing,
Each gen'r wsﬁml‘ fnfpiring,
Tafpiring,
We feorn the avorld below.
With pleafure s avhile we gaze,
Transform’d, our fouls ave raife,
For wirtue bebeld the mind veneaws,
Tim, So the fun, for ever bright,
Communicates bis light,
Andadornsevery af'jrz?t/mt beviewse.

CiH O RJ:Ss
Since truth to the mind her oavn likenefs refleds,
Matkes knowun our defects, makes kiowon our defediss
Since truth to the mind ber owon likene/s vefledts,
Let none the juft mirror defpife.
What wirtue fo bright but reflection improves,
Or folly fo flubborn, but what it removes ?
Refleit, be bappy, and wife.

THE END.
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5 This opera appearing in rebearfal too lorg for one
night’s entertainment, fome feones hawe been Joorten’d
and air; omitted,

Ny B A&, Page 61. for Scene IX, X, X
XII, XIII, read as follows :

A Room in Sir Joun’s Houfe, Sir JouxN dijio-

wer’d at a table, reading.

"Tis hard a rooted love to difpofiefs ;

*Tis hard, but you may do it ne’erthelefs,

In this your fafety does confift alone :

If pofiible, ornot, it muft be done.

A poem on a dwarf! what firange ffuff is here !
Hey ho |~—This Welford’s daunghter has taken fo
ftrong hold of my mind, that books are ufelefs to
me. [Lays afide the book.] O Silvia, Silvia! thou
hafi too ftrongly pofiefs’d my heart, ever to be dif-
lodg’d.—The poffeflion of other beauties only fires
my imagination with thofe joys thon alone art ca-
pable to impart.—I have made thee an ungrateful
retarn to a difinterefted paflion, and made thee {uf-
fer for what I ought to adore thee. That virtue,
which Iendeavour’d to fubdue, has made me cap-
tive ; and [ know not if the grace of beauty, or

“the molt fhining ornament of thy fex, influences
moft.—1 have wronged thee and — am unjuft, Bot
T'll ackrowledge and'repair my fault.

Enter JonaTHAN,

Jow. Sir, I have delivered your letter.

S1r Jouw. And what anfwer ?

Jon. Her eyes deliver’d the greater part ; but her
tongue faid it requir’d none.

Sir Joun. Ha?—Whither am I going P— whi-
ther but to Silvia; the lovely, mournful Silvia;
to implore her pardon, to expel her griefs, tovow
eternal love, eternal truth.

AIR XL. Draw, Cupid, draw, &c.

Reign, Silvia, reign, &c. as in page 46, [Exit,
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