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THE

WHAT DYE CALL IT:

A

Taaci-ComIi-PASTORAL

F- A Rinn G L

SCENE, 4 Country Fuftice's Hall, adorn'd with
: 'Scutcheons and Stags Horns.

Enter Steward, Squire, Kitty, Dock, and others
in Gountry Habits,
STEWARD.

A O» you are ready in your parts, and in
i~ =\ 3 :
¥l your drefs too, I fee; your own beft

%?1 clothes do the bufinefs. Sure never was
7} Play and A&ors fo fuited. Come range
&4

i 5
ke :2% your felves before me, women on the
- L3 fight, and men on the left. Squire Fhomas,
you make a good figure. _ [The Aéors range themfelves.:
L4 QUIRE,
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SQUIRE.

Ay, thanks to Barnaby’s Sunday clothes ; but call me
Thomas Filbers, as I am in the Play.
STE W 4RD.
Chear up, daughter, and make Kitty Carror the fhi-
ning part : Squire Zhomas is to be in love with you to

night, girl.

KT T T2

Ay, I have felt Squire Thomas’s love to my coft. I
have little ftomach to play, in the condition he hath

put me into.

[ Afide.

STEW 4 R D.

Fonas Dock, doft thou remember thy name ?

DI0OC-K;

My name? Fo-- Jo-- Fonas. No--- that was the
name my Godfathers gave me. My play name is Timothy
Pea-- Pea-- Peaftod ; ay, Peafiod -— and am to be fhot

for a deferter----

STE W 4 R D.

And you, Dolly 2

DO L-L-Y.

An’t pleafe ye, I am Dorcas, “Peafcod’s fifter, and am
10 be with child; as it were.

COUNTRY MAN.

And I am to take her up, as it were—-~- I am the

Conflable.
2 COUNTRYMAN.
And I am to {ee Tim fhot, as it were ------ I am the
Corporal.

STEW 4R.D,.

But what is become of our fergeant ?

DORCAS,

Why Peter Nettle, Peter, Peter. [Enter Netile,

NETTLE,
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NETTLE.
Thee ftockings of Sufan’s cofta woundy deal of pains
the pulling on: But what's 2 fergeant without red

ftockings ¢
DoCK -

D1l drefs thee, Peter, I'll drefs thee. Here, ftand fll,
T muft twilt thy neckeloth'; I would make thee hold up
thy head, and have a ruddy complexion ; but pr'ythee
don’t look black in the face, man. [Rolling his Neck-
cloth.] Thou muft look fierce and dreadful. [Making
aubishers awith a burnt cork.] But what fhall we do for
a grenadier’s cap?

STEWARD.

Fetch the leathern bucket that hangs in the belfry ;
that is curioufly painted before, and-will make a figure.
NETTLE.

No, no, I have what’s worth twenty on’t: the Pope's
mitre, that my mafter Sir Roger {eiz’d, when they would
have burnt him at our market-town. ;

STEWARD.

So, now let ev’ry body withdraw, and prepare to be-
gin the play. [ Exeunt Aiaors.] My daughter debauch’d !
and by that booby Squire ! well, perhaps the condutt of
this play may retrieve her folly, and preferve her repu-
tation, Poor girl! I cannot forget thy tears.

Enter Sir R O GE R.

SirR0O G E R :

Look ye, Steward,, don’t tell me you can’t bring them

sn. I will have a ghoft; nay, I will have a competence

of ghofts. What, thall our neighbours think we are nof

able to make a ghoft# A play without a ghoft is like,
is like----- i’gad it is like nothing.

STEW ARD.
Sir, be fatisfied ; you fv!aall have ghofis.
Ls
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Sir R O G E R.
And is the play as I order’d it, both a Tragedy and
a Comedy ? I would have it a Paftoral too: and if you
could make it a Farce, {fo much the better ---- and what
if you crown’d all with a fpice of your Opera ? You know
my neighbours never faw a Play before; and d’ye fee, I
would thew them all forts of Plays under one.
STEWAR D.
Sir Roger, itis contrived for that very purpofe.
; [ Enter two Juftices,
SirR O G E R,
Neighbours, you are welcome. Is not this Steward
of mine a pure ingenious fellow now, to make fuch a
Play for us thefe Chriftmas holydays ? [Exit Steward
bowing,] ----- Aare headpiece | he has it here i'faith,
[Pointing to bis own head,] But indeed, I gave him the
hint ---- To fee now what contrivance fomé  folks have !
We have (o fitted the parts to my tenants, that every
Man talks in his own way ! ---- and then we have made
juft three juftices in the play, to be play’d by us three
Juftices of the Quorum.
EERT S T Ge s i
Zooks! --- fo it 15 ; --- main ingenious --- and can we
fit and fmoke at the fame time we act?
Sir R O G E R.
4y, ay, --- we have but three or four words to fay -—
and may drink and be good company in peace and
filence all the while after.
v A L B £ 9 O,
But how fhall we know when we are to fay thefe
fame Words ?
Sir RO G E R.

This fhall be the fignal---- when I fet down the tan-
kard, then fpeak you, Sir Humphry----~-- and whg_n
, -Sir
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Sir Humphry fets down the Tankard, {peak you, Squire
Stature.
1 FUSTICE.
Ah, Sir Roger, You arean old dog at thefe things.
2 FUSTICE.
To be fure.*
Sir RO G E R :

Why neighbours, you know, experience; experience
- I remember your Harts and your Bestertons -~ But
to fee your Otbello, neighbours -——-- how he would rave
and roar, abouta foolith fower’d handkerchief ! ---------
and then he would groul fo manfully------ and he would
put out the light, and put thelight out fo cleverly ! but
hufh----- the Prologue, the Prologue.

[They feat themfelves avith much ceremony at the table, on
awhich ave pipes and tobacco, anda large filver tankard.

THE




‘T H:E

PROLOGUE,

Spoken by Mr. Pinkethman.

HE entertainment of this night - or day,
il This fomething, or this nothing of a Play,
; . Which firiwves to pleafe all palates at a time,

With ghofts and men, Jongs, dances, profe and rhime,

This comic flory, or this tragic jeft,

May make you laugh, or ety as you dike beft;

May exercife your good, or your ill-nature

Mowve awith difirefs, or tickle you avith fatyr.

All muft be pleas’d too with their Parts, we think :

Our maids have fuveethearts, and their Warfbips drink
= Criticks, e knowo, by ancient rules may maul it ;

But fure Gallants muf! like---- the What I'ye call it,

.

i e e Sy
§i "}%I@‘g\ :
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A@T [ S.CEINET

Sir ROGER, Sir HUMPHRY, fuflice STATUTE,
CONSTABLE, FILBERT, SERGEANT, KiT-
7Y, Dorcas GRANDMOTHER, AUNT,

Sir RO G E R
ER E, Thomas Filbert, anfwer to your name,
H Doreas hath fworn to you fhe owes her fhamez
Or wed her firaight, or elfe you're fent afar,
To ferve his gracious Majefty in war.

FILRERT

*Tis falfe ; *tis falfe---- I fcorn thy odious touch,

[Pufbing Dorcas from him.

DORCAS.

When their turn’s ferv’d,-all men will do as much.

KITTY

Ah, good your Worfhips, eafe a wretched maid,

To the right father let the child be laid.

Art thou not perjur’d ? mark his harmlefs look.

How can’ft thou, Dorcas, kifs the Bible book ?

Haft
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*Haft thou no confSience, doft not fear O Nick »
Sure fure the ground will ope, and take thee quick,

SERGEAINT.
Zooks? never wed, ’tis fafer much to roam ; -
For what is war abroad to war at home ?
Who would not fooner bravely rifque his life ;
For what's a cannon to' a {colding wife ?

FILBERHT.

Well, if Imuﬁ,, I muft, ---- T hate the wench,
I’ll bear a mufquet then againft the French.
From door to door I'd fooner whine and beg;,
Both arms fhot off, and on a wooden leg,
Than marry fuch a trapes ---- No, no, I'll not:
-~==-Thou wilt too late repent when I am fhot.
But, Kisty, why doft cry ¢ -

GRANDMOT HER.
Stay, Juftice, fay;

AR, little did I think to fee this day!

Muft Grandfon Filbers to the wars be preft ?
Alack! I knew him when he fuck’d the breaft,
Taught him his catechifm, the fefcue held,

And join'd his letters, when the bantling fpell’d.

His loving mother left him to my care,
Fine child, as like his Dad as he could ftare!?
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Come Candlemas, nine yeats ago'The dy’d,
And now lies buried by the yew-tree’s fide.

AUNT.
O tyrant Juftices! have you forgot
How my poor brother was in Flanders thot ?
You prefs’d my brother----he fhall walk in white,
He fhall----and fhake your curtains ev’ry night.
What though a paltry hare he rafhly kill’d,
That crofe'd the furrows while he plough’d the Field?
You fent him o’er the hills and far away ;
Left his old mother to the parifh pay, '
With whom he fhar’d his ten pence ev’ry day.
War kill'd a bird, was from his farm turn’d out 3
You took the law of Thomas for a trout:
You ruin’d my poor uncle at the fizes,
And made him pay nine pound for Nifiprifes.
Now will you prefs my harmlefs nephew too 2
Ah ? what has confcience with the rich todo!
[Sir Roger takes up the Tankard.

Though in my hand no filver tankard fhine,
Nor my dry lip be dy’d with claret wine,
Vet I can fleep in peace----

Sir RO G E R [dfter bawing drank.
Woman, forbear.
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Si HUM P HR Y. [Drinking,
The man’s within the a&
Fuflice S T AT U T E. [ Drinking alfa.

The law is clear.

SERGEANT.
Hafte, let their Worfhips orders be obey'd.

K g el [Kneeling.
Behold how low you have reduc’d a maid.

Thus to your Worfhips on my knees I fue,

(A pofture never known but in the pew)

If we can money for our taxes find,

Take that---but ah I' our fiveethearts leave behind.
To trade fo barb’rous he was never bred,

The blood of vermin all the blood he fhed :

How fhould he, harmlefs youth, how thould he then
‘Who kill'd but poulcats, learn to murder men 2

DORC 458
O Thomas, Thomas, hazard not thy life ;
By all that’s good, I'll make a loving wife ;
I'll prove a true pains-take;' day and night,
T’li{pin and card, and keep our-children tight.
I can knit ftockings, you can thatch a barn ;
If you earn ten-pence, I'my groat can earn,
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How fhall T weep to hear this infant cry ?

[her hand on ber belly.
He'll have no father ---- and no husband I.

G B Y
Hold, Thomas, hold, nor hear that fhamelefs witch:
I can fow plain-work, I candarnand fitch;
I can bear fultry days and frofty weather ;
Yes, yes, my Thomas, we will go together 3
Beyond the feas together will we go,
In camps together, as at harveft, glow.
This arm fhall be a bolfter for thy head,
T’ll fetch clean ftraw to make my foldier’s bed :
There, while thou fleep’ft; my‘apron o'er thee hold,
Or with it patch thy tent againit the cold.
Pigs in hard rains I'vewatch’d, and fhall Ido
That for the pigs, I would not bear for you ?

FILBERT.
©Oh, Kirty, Kirty, canft thou quit the rake,
And leave thefe meadows for thy fiweetheart’s fake?
Canft thou fo many gallant foldiers fee,
And captains and Lieutenants flight for me ?
Say, canit thou hear the guns, and never fhake,
Nor ftart at oaths that make a chriftian quake?

Canft




224 The WHATD'YE CALL T,

Canft thou beér hunger, canft thou march and toil

A long long way, a thoufand thoufand mile ?

And when thy 7o7’s blown up, or fhot away,

Then. canft thou fiarve ? ---theyll cheat thee of my pay,

Sir RO G E R. [Drinking,
Take out that wench ——
Sr HUMPHR Y. [ Drinking,

P ]

But give her penance meet.
Fufice S T 4T U T E. [ Drinking alfs,
I'lt fee her ftand ---next funday----in 2 fheet,
DORCAS,

Ah! why does nature give us fo much caufe

To make kind hearted lafles break the laws

Why fhould hard laws kind-hearted laffes bind,

When too {oft nature draws us after kind, ?

SCENE
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SCENE 1L

Sir RoGEr, Sir Humpury, Juftice STATUTE,
F1LBERT, SERGEANT, KiTTy, GRANDMOTHER:
AUNT, SOLDIER.

SOLDIER.

Sergeant, the captain to your qUATters fent ;

To ev'ry ale-houfe in the town 1 went.

Our Corp’ral now has the deferter found ;

The men are all drawn out, the pris'ner bound.

SERGEANT. [7o Filbest:
Come, foldier, come == v -
KL &
e = ——Ab | takeme, take me t00.

: GRATNDMOTHER.
Stay, forward wench; ———=——

AU NT.
ot W hat, woitld the ereature do?
'I‘his week thy mother means to wath and brew.

KilREE N
Brew then fhe may heérfelf, or wafh or bake;
.I’d leave ten mothers for one fweetheart’s fake.
O jultice moft unjuft ? —— :
FILBERT
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Eel Lo REE RT:
Otyranny."
LT T-F.

How can I part ?

FolL-B-EsRTS
Alas! and how can I? i
Kl T T

O rueful day !

EILBERT.
Rueful indeed, I trow.
R ED e

R Y

O woeful day ?
FIL BE-RT
A 'day indeed of woe !

KT Ty
When gentlefolks their fiveethearts leave behind,
They can write letters, and fay fomething kind ;
But how fhall Fi/bers unto me endite,
‘When neither T can read, nor he can write ?

e C————

Yet Juflices, permit us ere we part
To break this nine-pence, as you’ve broke our heart,

FILBERT,
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FILBERT.

[ Breaking the Nine-pence.
As this divides, thus are we torn in twain.

3, T L i
[Foining the Pieces.
And as this meets, thus may we meet again,

[She is draawn awayon one fide of the Stage by
Aunt @nd Grandmother.

Yet one look more

BLE B ER.T;
[Hauld off on the other fide by the Sergeant,

e One more ere yet we go,
ETT-T8
To patt is death.
EILBERT,
e ————"T'is death to part.
K LT Tu L
et et Ah! !
FILBERT. e
—— Oh!

St
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SCENE IIL

Sir ROGER, Sir HuMmpERY, Fuffice STATUTE,
* agnd CONSTABLE.

Sir RO G E R. [ Drinking.
See, conftable, that ev'ry one withdraw.
Sir HUMP HRYT. [ Drinking.

Wve bufinefs s
Fufiice $ T AT U T E.. [Drinking alfe.
To difcufs a point of Law.

mmmmm—

SCE-NH IV
Sir Rocer, Sir HuMmPHRY, Fufficc STATUTE.

They feer in earneft difcourfe.
SirrR O.G E R, :
I fay the prefs-a& plainly makes it out.
Sir HUM P HRY.
Doubtlefs, Sir Roger.
Fuftice § 5 i, e e b
e e Brother, without doubt.
A Ghaft rifes.
1 GHOST.
T'm Feffry Cackle, ==Y ou my death fhalirue;

For
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For I was prefs’d by you, by you, by you.
[Pointing to the Fufices.
Another Ghafl.rifes.
2 GrHE O T3
I’'m Smut the farrier.---- You my death fhall rue ;
For I was prefs'd by you, by you, by you.
A Woman's Ghoft rifes.
3 GHOS T
I’'m Befs that hang’d my felf for Saus fo true ;
So owe my death to you, to you, to you.
A Ghoft of an Embryo rifes.
4 G H 08 7.
I was begot before my mother married,
Who whipt by you, of me poor child mifcarried.
Another Woman's Ghoft rifes.
5 GHOST.
Its mother I, whom you whipt ‘black and blue ;
Both owe our deaths to you, to you, to you.
[ AJ] Ghofis foake their beads.
Sir R OGER
‘Why do you fhake your mealy heads.at me?
You cannot fay I did it.
BOTH FUSTICES.
No— nor we.

o

: GHOST
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: i GHOST.

All three ————

2 GHOST.
s All three

3 GHOST.
s e Al three -

4 GHOGST,
e — All three

§ GHOS T

All three.

A SONG fung difmally bya GuosT.

E goblins, and fairies,

With frisks and wagaries,

Ye fairies and goblins,

With hoppings and hobblings,
Come all, come all

To Sir Roger’s great ball,

All fairies and goblins,

Al goblins and fairies,
Hith boppings and hobblings,
With frisks and wagariei.

CHORUS.

s
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CHORUS.
Sing, goblins and fairies,
Sing, fairies and goblins,
With frisks and wagaries,
And hoppings and bobblings.

[ The ghofts dance round the Fuftices, who go off in a
Jright, and the ghofls vanifb.

TR S VSR
A-€E T 1 SCENE L
A Field.

TiMoTHY PEAscoDp bound; CorPORAL, SOLDIERS
and COUNTRYMEN.

CORPORAL
Tand off there, countrymen ; and you, the guard,
Keep clofe your prifoner--- {ee that all's prepar’d.
Prime all your firelocks --- faften well the ftake,
PEASCOD,

"Tis too much, too much trouble for my fake,
O fellow-foldiers, countrymen and friends,
Be warn’d by me to fhun untimely ends:

Nig ok M For
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For evil courfes am I brought to fhame,

And from my foul I do repent the fame.

Oft my kind Grannan told me --- Tim, take warning,
Be good---and fay thy pray’rs---and mind thy learning.
ButI, fad wretch, went on from crime to crime 3 '
I play’d at nine-pins firft in fermon time :

I robb'd the parfon’s orchard next; and then
(For which T pray forgivenefs) flole---a hen.
When I was prefs'd, I told them the firft day
I wanted heart to fipht, o ran away ;
[ Artemprsto run off, but is previnted.
For which behold I die. ’Tis a plain cafe,
*T'was all a judgment for my want of grace.

[ The foldicis prime, quith their muskets towards bin.
Hold, hold, my friends; nay hold, hold, hold, I pray ;
They may go off-—-and 1 have more to fay.

1 COUNTRY M4 N:
Come, ’tis no time to talke----

2 COUNTRYMAN.
——Repent thine ill,

R
And pray in this good book--- [Gives bim & Book,
pPEASCOD.
e I will, I will.
Lend me thy handkercher—--The Pilgrim’s pro-----
[ Reads and aweeps.) {1 can-
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(I cannot fee for tears) Pro---Progrefi--- Oh!
The Pilgrim’s Progrefs---eighth--—ed:-ti-on
Lon-don--prin-ted-- . for---Ni-cho-las Bod-ding-ton :
With new ad-di-tions never made before.

Oh 1"tis fo moving, I can read no more. [Draps the Book.

SCENE IIL

Peascop, CorroraL, SoLpiErs, COUNTRYMEN,
SERGEANT, FILBERT. .

SERGEANT.
What whining’s this ?---boys, fee your guns well ramm’d.
You dog, die like a foldier---and be damn'd.
FEELBERT
My friend in ropes!
P EASCOD.
I fhould not thus be bound,
1If I had means, and could but raife five pound.
The cruel Corp’ral whifper’d in my ear,

e

Five pounds, if rightly tipt, would fet me clear,
FILBERT.
Here---Peaftod, take my pouch---"tis all I own.
{For what is means and life when Kity's gone!)
>Tis my prefs-money --- can this filver fai ?
*Tis all, except one fixpence fpent in ale.
ot Mz - This
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"This had a ring for Kitty's finger bought,
Kitty on me had by that token thought.
But for thy life, poor Tim, if this can do’t;
rTake it with all my foul --- thou'rt welcome to't.
[Offers bim bis purfer |
: COUNTRYMAN.
And take my fourteen pence ----
s COUNTRYMAN.
S e And my cramp ring.
Wo;ﬂd, for thy fake, it werea better thing.
3 COUNTR Y M 4 N.
And mafter Sergeant, take my box of copper.
4 COUNTRY M 4N
And my wife’s thimble
5 COUNTRYMAN.
e e And this *bacco-ftopper.
SERGEANT
No bribes. Take back your things---I'll have them not.
PEASCOD.

e

Oh‘.muﬁIdie?
CHORUSquOUN‘TRTMEN,

o Oh'! muft poor Tim be fhot !
- P E AS C 0 D.

Eut let me kifs thee firit [ Embracing Filbert.
- SCENE
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s°C E.N E_ 11I.

PEascop, CorPORAL, SOLDIERS, COUNTRYMEN;

SerGEANT, FILBERT, DoRCAS.

DORCA4S.
e s S A brather Jam,
Why thefe clofe hugs? I owe my fhame to him.
He fcorns me now, he leaves'me in the lurch ;
In 2 white fheet poor I muft ftand at church.
O marryme--[To Filbert. ] Thy fifter is with child.[ 7o Tim.
And he, *twas he my tender heart beguil'd.
P A S COD.
Couldt thou do this? couldft thou--- ~ [/ anger # Filb.
SERGE 4NT.

- Draw out the men :
Quick to the ftake ; he muft be dead by ten.
D=O-RCoAdSE
Be dead! muflt Tim be dead ! ——
PEASCOD.
He muft —he muft.
DORCA4S.
Ah! I fhall fink downright; my heart will burft.
---Hold, Sergeant, hold,--- yet ere you fing the Pfalms,
Ah let me eafe my conlcience of its qualms.
Mg (6]

e )
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O brother, brother! Filbers ftill is true.

I foully wrong’d him---do, forgive me, do. [72 Filb.

The Squire betray’d me ; nay,---and what is worfe,

Brib’d me with two gaold guineas in this purfe, :

To fivear the child to Filbert ;

P-B 4.5 G0 D. )

What a Few

Do, Tom, forgive her, do. [7o Filb.
FILBERT, [4iffes Dorcas,

But fee thy bafe-born child, thy babe of fhame,

Who, left by thee, mpon our parifh came,

My fifter is!

Comes for thy blefling ~—

SCENE 1IV.

Prascop, CorroraL, SoLpiErs, COUNTRYMEN,
SERGEANT, FiLBErRT, DoRCAS, JOo¥CE,

PEA4SCOD.
2o ~— Oh! my fins of youth!

- Why on the haycock didft thou tempt me, Ruzh
O fave me, Sergeant : --- how fhall I comply ?
I love my daughter {o --- I cannot die,
FOYCE.
Muft father die! and I be left forlorn 2
A lack a day | that ever Joyce was born ! :
No
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No gr:mdﬁrc in his arms e’er dandled me,
And no fond mother danc'd me on her knee.
They faid, if ever father got his pay,
1 thould have two pence ev’ry market-day.
PEASCOD.
Poor child; hang forrow, and caft care behind thee,
The parifh by this badge is bound to find thee.
[ Pointing to the badge on ber arai.
¥0YC E
The parifh finds indeed----but our church-wardens
Fealt on the filver, and give us the farthings.
Then my {chool-miftrefs, like a vixen Turk,
Maintains her lazy husband by our work
Many long tedious days T've worited fpun ;
She grudg’d me victuals when my task was done.
Heav'n fend me a good fervice! for I now

" Am big enough to walh or milk a cow.

; PEASCOD.
O that T had by charity been bred!
¥ then had been much better --- taught than fed.
Inftead of keeping nets againft the law,
1 might have learnt accounts, and fung Sol-fa.
Farewel, my child ; fpin on, and mind thy book,
And fend thee ftore of grace therein to look.
M 1 Take
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Take warning by thy fhamelefs Aunt ; left thou
Shouldft o'er thy baflard weep --- as I do now.

Mark my laft words---an honeft living get ;
Beware of Papithes and learn to knit.
: [Dorcas leads out Joyce fabbing avd crying.

S CiEEN"E- V.
Peascop, CorroraL, Sorpiers, CoUNTRYMEN,
SERGEANT, FILBERT,

E I LB ERT.

for forrow’s dry.

To Tim’s fafe paflage
[Takes out a brandy-bottle, and drinks.

1 COUNTRYMAN,.,

Ill drink too.

2z COUNTRYMA4N.

——And L.
PEASCOD.

Stay, let me pledge---tis my laft earthly liquor. [Drinks,,

=——When I am dead you'll bind my grave with wicker,

[They lead bim to the ffake.

1 COUNTRYMAN.
He was a fpecial ploughman
2 COUNTRYMAN.

~— Harrow'd well ! ;
3 COUN-

[Sighing.
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3 COUNTRYMAN.

And at our may-pole ever bore the bell !

PE A8 CO D,
Say, is it fitting in this very field,
Where I {o oft have reap’d, fo oft have till'd;
This field, where from my youth I've been a carter,
I, in this field, fhould die for a deferter?

‘FILBERT
*Tis hard, ’tis wondrous hard I----

SERGEANT

Zooks here’s a pother.

Strip him 3 I'd ftay no longer for my brother.

PR ASaG-03D:
[ Diftributing bis things anong kis friendss

Take you my 'bacco-box---- my neckcloth, you.
To our kind Vicar fend this bottle-skrew.
But wear thefe breeches, Tom; they’re quite bran-new.
FILBERT.
Farewel =———m—
1 COUNTRYMAN.
— R — B'ye, T,
z COUNTRYMAN,
B'ye, Tim.
3 COUNTRYMAN.
Adieu.

4 COUN-
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4 COUNTRYMAN.

—— Adieu.

[They all take leave of Peafcod Iy
Sbaking bands awith bim.

SCENE VL

Peascop, Corrorarn, Sorpiers, COUNTRYMEN,
SerGeaNT, FILBERT, t0 them @ SOLDIER. i
great hafle,

SOLDIER,
Hold ---why fo furious, Sergeant ? by your leave,
Untye the pri’ner - fee, here’s a reprieve.
5 : [Sheavs a paper.
CHORUS of COUNTRYMEN. * [Huzzaing,
A reprieve, a reprieve, a reprieve !

[Peaicod #sunty'd, and embraces bis friendss

SCENE VIL

Peascop, Corrorar, Sorpiers; COUNTRYMEN,
SerceaNT, FroBErT, CONSTABLE,
CONSTAB.LAE.

Friends, reprehend him, reprehend him there,
SERGEALNT,

For what } e

¢ O N-
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CONSTABLE.
For ftealing gaffer Gap’s gray mare.
[ They feize the Sergeant.

P'E A5 COD.
Why, hark ye, hark ye, friend ; youw’ll go to pot.

Would yoube rather hang'd---hah! --- hang'd or fhot !

SERGEANT.
Nay, hold, hold, hold

PE A48COD.
Not if you were my brather.

B i atmaa

Why, friend, fhould you not hang as well’s another?
CONSTABLE.

Thus faid Sir Fobn - the law muft take its courfe;

*Tis law that he may '{cape who fleals 2 horfe. ‘

But (faid Sir Fohn) the Ratutes all declare,

"The man fhall fure be hang’d ---- that fteals a mare.

PEAS§SGOD.
[To the Sergeant.

Ay---right---he fhall be hang’d that fteals a mare.
He fhall be hang’d----that’s certain ; and good caufe.
A rare good fentence this---how is't ?---the laws,
No---not the laws---the ftatutes all declare,

"The man that fteals a mare fhall fure ---be --- hang'd,
No, no---he fhall be hang’d that fteals a mare.

[ Exit Sergeant guarded, coUntrymen, &c.
buzzaing after him
SCENE
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SCENE VIIIL

Kitry, quith ber bair lofe, Gr ANDMOTHE R,
Aunr, HaymaxkeRrs, CHorus of SiGHS
and GROANS:

Kol T Tl ;

Dear happy fields, farewel ; ye flocks, and you

Sweet meadows, glitt’ring with the pearly dew:

And thou, my rake, companion of my cares,

Giv'n by my mother in my younger years ;

With thee the toils of full eight Springs I've known,

"Tis to thy help I owe this hat and gown ;

On thee I lean’d, forgetful of my work,

While Tom gaz’d on me, propt upon his fork :

Farewel, farewel ; for all thy ta:k is o’er,

Kirty fhall want thy fervice now no more. :

[Flings away the rake.
CHORUS of SIGHS and G KO ANS.
Ah———O! — Sure never was the like before ! =

I I
Happy the maid, whofe fiveetheart never hears
The foldier’s drum, nor writ of Juftice fears,
Our bans thrice bid! and for our wedding-day
My kerchief bought! then prefs'd, then forc’d away !
CHORUS of STGHS and GROANS.

10! foul ! alack! and well a day!
e Yki77T
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Tk
You, Befs, fill reap with Harry by your fide;
You, Fenny, fhall next Sunday be a bride ;
But I forlorn ! --- This ballad fhews my care ;

[Giwes Sufan a ballad.
‘Take this {ad ballad, which I bought at fair :

Sufan can fing----do you the burthen bear.

A BALLAD.
I

s W A S avken the feas wuere roaring
With ballow blafis of wind ;

A damfel lay deploring,
All on a rock reclin’d.

Wide o'er the roaring billoavs
She caft @ awififul look ;

Her head was crown'd awith ailleavs
That tremble o'er the brook.

II.

Tavelve months are gone and.ever,.

And nine long tedious days.
Why didff theu, went'rous lwver,
Why didft thou truft the feas ?
Ceafz, ceafe, thow cruel ocean,
And let my loger rep :
Ab1 awhat's thy troubled motion
To that within my breafl

III, The
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I1I.
The merchant rob’d of pleafure,

Sees tempefis in difpair;
But avhat's the Iofs of treafure
To lofing of my dear ?
Should you fome coaft be laid on
Where gold and di' monds grow,
You'd find a richer maiden;
But none that loves you fo.

IV.
How can they fay that nature

Has nothing made in wain 3
Why then beneath the water
Should hideous rocks vemain 2
No eyes the rocks difcover,
That lurk beneath the decp,
To avreck the wandring lover,
And leave the maid to wweeps

Vi
Al melancholy king,

Thus wail'd fbe for her dear s
Repay'd each blaft awith fighing,
Each billbw aith a tear s
When, Jer the avhite awave [flosping,
His floating corps Jbe Jprd;
Then like a lily drooping,
She bow'd ber bead and &y'd. KITTY.
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S B U

Why in this werld fhould wretched Kitsy ftay ?

What if thefe hands fhould make my felf away ?

I could not fure do otherways than well.

A maid fo true’s too innocent for hell,

But harkye, Cism——— [Whifpers and gives ber a penknifz,
AUNT.
—————. I'll do’t

’tis but to try
If the poor foul can have the heart to die,

[4fde to the Haymakers,
Thus then I ftrike——but turn thy head afide,
Rl T T
"Tis. fhamelefs fure to fall as pigs have dy'd.

No— take this cord— [Gives ber a cord,

AUNT.
st s With this thou fhalt be fped.

[Putting the noofe round ber neck,
KT,
But curs are hang’d.

AU N 7.
s Chriftians thould die in bed.
Kol T-T =X
Then lead me thither ; there I'll moan and weep,
And clofe thefe weary eyes in death.

AUNT,
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AUNT.
Or {leep. [Afide.
KL T-T 1

When I am cold, and ftretch’d upon my bier,
My reftlefs fprite fhall walk at midnight here !

Here thall T walk for "twas beneath yon tree
Filbers firft faid he lov’d-—-lov’d only me. [Kitty faints.
GRANDMOUTHER.

She {woons, paor Soul --- help, Dodlly.
: AUNT.

i o Shelsin fits.

Bring water, water, water [Sereaming.
GRANDMOTHER,

e S— Fetch her wits.

= (They throus water o bar.

J G W 75

Hah!---1 am turn’d a ftream--- look all below;

It flows, and flows, and will for ever flow.

The meads are all afloat-—- the haycocks fwim.

Hah! who comes here ! ——-my Filbert ! drown not him.

Bagpipes in butter, flocks in fleecy fountains,

Churns, fheep-hooks, feas of milk, and honey mountains,
o S
seitRe

SCENE
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SCENE IX

KiTry, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT, HAYMAKERS,
FILBERT.

Kor T T Y.
Tt is his ghoft— or is it he indeed ?
Wert thou not fent to war ¢ hah, doft thou bleed 2
No —— ’tis my Filbert. :
FILBERT [ Embracing ber.
Yes, 'tis he, ’tis he,
Dorcas confefs’d; the Juftice fet me free.

I'm thine again.

iR T Y

I thine ———
FALL B ERT:
Qur fears are fled.

Come, let’s to Church, to Church, ———

I BRI &
e To wed.
Rl B E R:T.
o e T To bed.

CHORUS of HAYMAKERS.
A wedding; a bedding; a wedding, a bedding.
[Excunt all the Aétors.
Sir ROG E R,
Ay now for the Wedding. Where’s he that plays the
Parlon? Now, neighbours, you fhall fee what was never
Vor. L N fhewn
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fhewn upon the London fage.---Why, heighday? what's
our Play at a fland?

Enter a C ountryman.
COUNTRY MAN.

So pleafe your worthip, I fhould have plaid the Parfon,
but our Curate would. not lend his gown, for he fays it
isa profanation. :

Sir R O G E R.
What a ferupulous whim is this? an innocent thing !
believe me, an innocent thmg
[The Fuftices affent by nods and figns.
Enter Sta:'e the Parifb-clerk.
ST AV-E.

Mafter Doétor faith he hath two and twenty good rea-
{ons aglmil it from the Fathers, and he is come himfelf
to utter them to your Worfhip.

Sir RO G E R,
What, fhall our Play be fpoil'd ¢ Ik haw none of his
reafons — call in Mr. Jnference.
Stave gw.r out and re-enters.
S T-4V E.
-Sn' he faith he never greatly affe@ted: ftage Plays,
[WITHIN]
Stawve, Stave, Stave.

Sir RO G E R.
Tell him that I fay
BRI TEL T NG

Sir R0O.G ER

What, fhall the Curate controulme ? ‘have not Lthe pre=

fentation ? tell him that I will not have my play fpoil’d ;
nay, that he thall marry the couple himfelf- Inv he fhall,

Stave goes cut and re-enters,
ST AV F:

The fleward hath perfivaded him to join their hands in
the

Stawe, Stawe.
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the parlour within---- but he faith he will not, and cannot
in confcience confent to expofe his charalter before neigh-
bouring gentlemen ; neither will he enter into your wor=
fhip’s hall ; for he calleth it a flage pwo tempore.
Sir HUMP HRY.
Very likely: The good man may have reafon,
Fuftice S T 4 TUT E.
In troth, we mult in fome fort comply with the feru-
pulous tender confcienc’d dottor.
Sir RO G E R.
Why, what'sa Play without a marriage? and what js
a marriage if one fees nothing ofit? Let him have- his
humour--- but fet the doors wide open, that we may fee
how all goes on. [Exit Stave.
[Sir Roger af the door pointing.
So natural | d’ye fee now, neighbours ? the ring Pfaith.
To have and to hold | rightagain---well play’d; doétor ;
well play’d, Son Thomas. Come, come, I'm fadsfy’d
----now for the fiddles and: dances.
Enter Steward, Squire I'’homas, Kitty, Stave, &%,
STEW AR D.
Sir Rf—‘gi‘}‘. you are Very merry.
So comes a reckning when tbe banquet’s o’er,
The dreadful reck' ming, and men fmile no nove.
I with you joy of your Play, and of your daughter, I
had no way but this to repair the injury your fon had
done my child - fhe fhall ftudy to deferve your favour.
[Prefenting Kitty to Sir Roger.
Sir R G E R.
Married ! how married | can the marriage of Filbers
and: Carrot have any thing to do with my {on?
ST ok WA R
But the marriage of Thomas and Katharinemzy, Sir Roger,
Sir RO G E R
Whata plague, am I trick’d;then # Lmuft Lave a flage
Play, with a pox! Sir-
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: ; Si- HUMP HRY.

If this fpeech be in the play, remember the tankard
Sir Roger. ’

= Squire T H O M 4 8.

ooks thefe flage plays are plaguy dangerous things---
but T am no fuch fool r)(eitherlj bﬁt}i knogw thist\;zgsall
your’ contrivance.
Fuftice 8 T AT U T E.
Ay, Sir Roger, youtold usit wasyou that gave him the hint.
Sir R O G E R.

Why blockhead ! puppy! had you no more wit than
to fay the ceremony ? he fhould only have married you
in rhime, fool.

Squire T H O M 4 8.

Why, whatdid I know, ha? but {o it is---and fince mur-
derwill out, as the faying is; lookye, father, I was under
fome fort of a promife too, d’ye fee-——-fo much for that---
Tf I be a husband, I be a husband, there’s an end on’t---
fure I muft have been married fome time or other.

[SirRoger avalks up and down fretiing, and
; goes out in & pafion.
Sir HU MP HRY.

n troth; it was in fome fort my opinion before ; it is
good in law. :
Fuftice ST 4T (G5

Good in law, good in lay ----but hold, we muft not
lofe the dance.

‘ D ANCE.
E P 1 LOGLUE
§T AV E.

Our flage Play bas a moral—--and no doubt,
You all have fenfe enough 1o Jfind it out.

End of the Firft Volumes
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