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Plsland. An’t be he, Il bafte him a little,
Pm refolv’d — What a murrain could make
the Lad chufe to look fo like a Monkey—
[ beats bim ] |
Simplex. Sir, 1 muft interpofe—The young Gen-
tleman only keeps his Neighbours in counte-
nance— |
Plywland. Countenance!—What! do you ferve
a Farthing’s~worth of Pins in this Trim ?
Simplex. You confound him, Sir—His Drefs does
honour to his Employment, and alfo to you.
Plyland. Not to my Pocket, Sir—Come, get
up George, and let’s fee thee a httle—What.
doft keep thy Face in wet Cloths, it is fo white?
Mr. Gesrge. My Duty, Sir, will not permit me

to oppofe you; ufe me as you pleafe; but I
expected other Treatment—

Plswland. Other Treatment thou fhalt have!
What do you imagine I toil and fatigue myfelf -
with keeping my Grounds in my own Hands,
and let you lavith away more i half a Year,

than my Induftry produces in a whole one!l—
thou Butterfly Jack ?

Mr. George, Would you not have me drefs an-
{werable to the Bufirels you have plac’d mein?
Plowwland. Yes: But you are now drefs’d fo as
to anfwer no Bufinefsat all—What ufe are thefe
of in Bufinefs, thou Fly-catcher ?— [ Pulls the
Ribhon round bis Neck] 1 know, indeed, the
Quality and Gentry ufe fuch Things ; but in
them they are no way blameable, and indeed

of {ervice, fince they furnifth fome little Em-
ployment for their Valets—

Mr. George. Pleafe, Sir, to look at the other
young Gentlemen 1n the Neighbourhood, and
if ’m drefs’d beyond them, then blame me.

Tom.
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Toin. Hufh, George! thow’rt 2 powet finer than.
Father, or Ned 1’th’ Country, who, you know,
“muft have the Eftate.
Mr. George. Hold your Tongue; Pm not fpeak~
ing to you, Clod! |
Plowland. Ay, ay, he fhall be a Clod-hopperall
his Days, before "he comes to be metamorphos’d
as you are—But tell me, George, fince you in-
finuate that all the neighbouring young Fel-
lows are,as foolith as yourfelf, if thofe of their
Mafters, who are getting Money, ever did
drefs {o?

My, George. Perhaps they did not—but Trade
has lately taken a genteeler Turn.

Plowland. A Turn, indeed, George! A few Years
ago, while a Man continued in Bufinefs, he was
{uppofed to be at leaft endeavouring to gef
Money ; but-now we {ee handfome Fortunes
Jpent in Bufinefs ; and, which is yet newer,
I find you are introducing‘ an Improvement, to
{pend one even before you get into it,

Enters an INNKEEPER,

Innkeeper. Sir, your humble Servant { {0 George]
hearing the good *Squire, your Father, was in
‘Town, I brought your Bill—

Plowland. Billl for what, Mafter? Are you his
Shoemaker?

Innkeeper. No, Sir, I am an Innkeeper ?

Plowland, 'What, didn’t he pay the laft Time he
came up In the Stage-Coach ?

Innkeeper. My Bill, Sir, is only for a Year and
half’s keeping his Horfe.

Plowland. Horfe!

Tom. To be fure, Father, this is a” London Bite—
there’s no riding about thefe Streets, I'm fure!-
Plowland. —
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Plowland. — But prithee, George, doft own this
Demand ¢

Mr. George. Yes, Sir.

Plywland.—Dolt keep a Horfe to fide to the
Binding-Weavers in Spittlefields?—1 know not
what elfe thou can’ft lack him for—you can
never mount him behind the Counter, I think.

Stinplex. It 1s the Cuftom, Sir, with many young
Gentlemen of his Station to keep a Horfe the
Year round, to have an Opportunity of mount-
ing him now and then on a Suuday—It gives
him a Licence to appear at Church in Boots,
to travel to the next Door with a Whip in
his Hand—and to. fpeak in the Jockey-Lan-

. guage, without which, {ince Horfe-racing has
fo generally prevail’d, there is no fuch thing as
appearing a Gentleman |

Plowland. Give me your Bill, Mafter; call on
me to-morrow, and we’ll feeif my Son’s Horfe
han’t eat’s Head off.

Luitkeeper. Sir, your Servant. [ Exif Innkeepet.

Plywwland.  As for you, Gesrge, Ill {ettle Marters
with your Mafter, and take you down wi’me —
you may have Riding enough about Field
now 1ts Harveft-time—I£’ll be cheaper to main-
tain you at home as 2 Gentleman, I find, than
‘here as' a Haberdafher of Small-Wares—Ton
bought a Balilad, Jaft Fair-Day, calld, 7%
City ruz ?fz;zd —1didn’t mind 1t much then, but
find it not {ar from being true—Sing 1t, Tom,
as well as’c can ; may-be thu._ Gentleman ha’n’t
heard 1t

Tom. Ay, Father: But they fing {o fine here mn
Lon df“ﬁ, that an Englifb Voice will fearce g0
down at 2ll—and mine is piteous hoarfe, o

vimplex, Pray, Mr, Thomas, oblige us,

Tom.
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Tom, Well, then; but I muft ha’th’ Ballad in my
Hahd — chance 1 forget any on’. [Zom

Jimgs i a Coyntry Accent. ]

C_Oﬁge, Neighbonrs, attend,

Your Ears you muft lend ;
Lm from London City this Inflant come dawn,

‘Where Porters drink mm‘,
And all go fo fine,
That the def? Mcm amaﬂgﬂ us mﬂ pﬂﬁ for a p!ozun

2.

Tba Cits never fﬂ:l .
At Courtiers to rail

For Dreffing, and Gaming, and twenty ﬂﬁfgs e
FZhen looking at Home -
Woi'd alter their Tone,

" And Jhew them grofs Follies lie at their awnDaar

3.
Steﬁ into thetr Snops, |
Yoi'll ﬁ?zd nothing " but Fops
T/mr Looks and Profeffions fo fadly agree ;
When Jyou cheapen their Ware,
They bring you a Chair,
And tell you the Price, . with an bumble Congée.

A.
Till Ten they're in Bed,
‘ To cure a pain’d Head, ‘
And almoft the NMinute that Breakfaf? is done,
By Eleven, or fo,
To the Tavern they go,
And whet, 13l z‘bgy re call’d to t/mr Dinners, at Ones

5+
JWVhen Dinner is o'er,
A Horfe at the Door
| A’Hend: to refrefb the Fatigues of the Day ;
" Then be mounts with an Air,

Turns his Back upon Gare,
- And, fine as our *Squive, cries hey’t, and away.

hile
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6.

I7hile Bus’'nefs affords

Lo keep Tradqum like Lords,
I vain of the Badrefs of Times they complain ;

Since with balf an Eye,
T1s ealy o [py,

The Bent they groan under lies moff in the Brain.

Enters Tosy, in fad Hafle.

%b Gentlemen, our Company is now compleat,
and the Captain defires you to attend him in
the Dining-Room to view us as we ftand. If

. you don’c come this Minute, you’ll lofe the
fineft Sight ever Man beheld !—

| Dium beats to-Arims.

Plowland. We'll follow’ your Soldierfhip—I've
{feen that Man before, I think, and have a
firong Notion it’s the fame our #7/] took in the
Henrooft the laft Soldiers march’d our way.

Siinpless. *Tis Toby, the Captain’s Servant—

Plywland. How Courage alters a Man’s Fea-
tures—Come, won’t you go, Sir—

{ Exeunt all but Slmplex

Enters Lippy FROGNEL.

L:ddy. Sir, your Servant, I thought Mr. Smaich
had been here ¢

| Simplex. 1 expect him every Moment.
Liddy. My future Spoufe, Mr. Gesrge, is not
cone out, I hope, Sir?—

Szrzplf:s. Surely you would not inveigle the young
bellow to marry you'!

Liddy. If1don’, Ihave humour’d and flatter'd
him thefe two Years to little purpofe—To be

plain, Sir, my Lady is on the point of being
marry’d herfelf and I having protefted agamﬂ:
ferving
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ferving 2 marry’d Lady, am refolvd to pro-
vide myfelf at the fame time—

Simplex. But his Father has refolv’d to take him
into the Country,

Liddy. 'Then I muft make the furer Work on’t,
that he may have me to take with kim : T have
been fick of the T'own fome time,

Simplex. - But- don’t you think 1t would be very
blameable 11 you to take Advantaﬂ'e elther of
+his Pride or Folly?

ded -No, Sir; I'think it rather an honourable
A&IOH——-HOW few Gentlemen wou’d obtain the
Wives they.do, were they not to take Advan-
tage- of their Weaknefs ; though: Nature, we

- are often told, hath appomted you our Guar-
dlﬂﬂS‘ : _ ¢-

Enter SMATCE at one Door, ORINDA mzd
Mifs Frasu at 1he other.

Mifs FZﬂﬂ.’) Mr. Szmplm’ I -have been pleadmg
i your Favour this Half-hour—you thought I
did. not {ee through your making me a Pretence
- for vifiting Orindd s s however, as ’twas on her
account, 1 freely excafe you—

Smatch. Let me fee! I know not whether you-

~can.or no, before I have challenﬁ’d hlm for
makmg you his Dupe.

QOrindg.. 'Thefe Points of Honour, Mr Sm.:n‘cb,-
may at prefent be well enough difpenfed with—
1 have juft now deviated {o far from my own
Charatter, as to folicit, to my utmoft, 2 Caufe
you have long had depending with Mifs Flﬂﬂ:

Smaich. M'ldam you have ferv’d ‘'me 1 ‘the

kindeft’ Manneg : _fo much Beauty can never
plead n Yam | : :

G Stmpl £
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Simplex. "You_fee; Mr. Smatch, how apt -you
ﬁﬂhLlnD Gentlemen are to fly to - your Swords
when there s no Occalion for them. '

Mifs Flafh. The Pretence of leeing the Parade
hapn‘..ns well—I know not whether the Captain’

. would: have fpared you out of his fight-on any
other account : Follow us foon to my Apart-
ment, Gentlemen, and we will {ettle Particu~
]31'5‘.

Simplex. Madam, we will punGually attend you.,
[ Exeunt Orinda, Mifs Flath, and Liddy.] Pri-
thee, Smatch, doft know Whal."s in the Women’s
Heads P

Smatch. Only a Voyage to the Iﬂand of Matri-
mony: I have been providing a Pilot—1I, for
my part, am under a Neceflity of recruiting
my Fortune fome way or other, and Mifs Fla/b
15 the beft Mark I have at prefent in my Eye!

Simplex. Has your mutual Defign of Marriage
been refoly’d on for any time?

Smatch. Yes, Sir, by me for fome Months and
by her for sbout Half-an-hour—And if I wait
}I:lany Half-hours, 1 fhall defpair Obtaining

er—

Simplex. A marry’d Srate is commonly of fo long,
Duration, that fome Thought feems neceflary
before we enter 11—

Smatch. Norne atall, I think, is beft ; it.is pre-
carious enough to refemble a Lottery, and 1t

avails nothing to ftand picking and chuﬁnfr
- your Number.

Ak

Enter Captain Truck, Colonel COUNTERSCA RP,
’ngre PiowrLanp, and TomM, "7

- % W W g

Truck. 1 hope, Colonel, the Sight of mf Men
has convinc’d you that our Clty Forces are not

{o
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fo defpleable s you have h1therto thought

themn.-

Counterfearp. 1 can’t fay much for the Credit
thf:y do you; though they all appear capable

- of ftanding - now- their Picces are: grounded,
however they may be when they come to bear
the Weight of them—

Truck. Sn:, their Leader’s Prefence will animate

~ 'them with fufficient Strength' to. bean their

- Arms:

Plowldnd, What, do-you cloath your Company

- yourfelf; Captain?

Tom. No, Father, you mwht have feen, 1 thlnk

- that they are neither cloathed by the Captam,

. _norany body elfe, . -

Truck. As to that, we regard ot much what
ad0rns the. OQutfide ‘of our Soldiers, provided
the are poffeffed of Valour wzthm—-You {el-
damw hear. of new-cloath’d TLOOPS gaining
“Victories—

Counterfearp. But f’cﬂl I could m{h Captam,

your. Company were a little better cloathed at
leaft fomewhat more uniform —"Tis {o odd to

- - fee one- Man with Coat and Waiftcoat, another
on his Right-liand with a Waiftcoat only, and
- he on the left with, perhaps, fcarce one or
. t’other——Agreement of Drefs would add much
to their Appearance, and atone, in fome mea-
fure, for a Man fix Foot high walking next
. one not more than three and a “half,
Truck. We march but one Day ina Year, Co-
- lonel—I"hope, Gentlemen, yowll let me.fec
you In the Parade — yow’ll eafily know my
Company from the reft—Mifs Flafb has got my
Confent for my Daughter’s going with her to

view us 3 1 fuppofe yow're to *fquire them—
G 2 Simplex.
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Simplex. Yes, Sir, we defign to' fet out a hittle
after you, fmd be there time enough to fee You
enter the (zround. .

Couniterfcar “D. T’ hat’s rlﬁhtly_]lldﬂ"d SH‘ There S
more Nicety in turning a Corner, than in the
whole March,

Enteirs Tonvy.

Toby. Captain, we wait your Honours commg
to hiead us.

Truck. D1l come in an Inftant—But han’t you got
the Veteran Cobler in the Company; who has
march’d in all our Regiments for thefe forty
Years?—

Toby. Yes, Siry and he is fo brifk that I can’t
keep him from finging in his Rank. When 1

interpofe my Authority, he tells me Iam a
young Officer, and ought to have known bet-
ter how to obey, before I undertook to com-
mand ; for which, I muoft tell you, Captam,
he lies under fome lepleafure

Truzck. Bring him up—his Song in Praife of our
March méy, perhaps, divert thefe Gentlemen ;
let hrm have a Comrade or two to attend him
for the Chorus. [Exit Toby.] This Soldier
whom 7oby is gone to bring us, is of more Ser-
vice than any ten Men we have; for by his
Head being full of nothing but Marches,
Mufters, ard other martial Exercifes, , he keeps
up a fort of Difcipline among his Companions
the whole Year; and ‘never drinks a Pint of
Beer in an Evening, without ‘teaching fuch
voung Fellows as are near him; fome Part of

ine Exercife, tho’ with a Kitchen Poker.

Counierjeary. Han’t you advanc’d him?  His
Merit thouw’d be rew arded —

Truck,
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Truck. No, Colonel ; fhou’d we raife him, we
know not what fort of an Officer he’d make

whereas now we are fure of an excellent private
Man—Every one is not fit for Preferment—

Enters Tosy, as Corporal, at the Head of a
File of Mufqueteers, and a Drum s they pay
the military Compliments of Raﬂzﬂg, &ec. to
their Captain, and ground their Piecess

Tosy verybufy all the w/az[a i mzzrﬂ.wllmg
his Men, &ec.,

Counterfearp. Very well, mdeed my La,ds ; yﬁu
look brave and fierce.

Truck. Mr, Fairftitch, 1 beg youd favour my
Friends and me with your March Song—

“T'will {pirit us at fetting out, as Well as 2 Point
of War—

Cobler. Ay, good Sir—Come Boys, mind the
Chorus —Hem—

J77 Hile we ]J.eczr of diftant Brazl.f,

And are Sunn’d with foreign Tatls,
Let Moroceo’s Contefls bring,

Drenct’d in Blood, cach Year a King;

Stword and S!az:gbrar they endure,

London Parriers march [ecure.
“While the martial Drum beats hln'h
Sends our Fame above the Sky,

With a rub a dub a dub.
2.
(Vnile the I'i&taors boaft in vain,
Leaving Thoufands on the Plain,
Triumph is but empty Sound,
[Vhile their Brethren [pread the Graund

Fewefl Tears attend the Fight
U "hen we all return at N:gb

While the martlal, .
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Sez s as-we march alomg, .0 T T U00w
Through the captivated Thiang,

“Hrw th: Hindows erowded are

By theyoungeft, fweeteft Fair!

I7ho with Smiles appland the Sight,

And, by Glances, [peak Delight.

While the martial, ¢,

4.
See us turn a Corner juff,

Though balf blinded with the Duff

See us, with a fearlefs Air,

Fall again juft as we were ;

Nought to.flop can make us yield,

911l we come to Bunhill-Field. | -

While the martial, &%,
| 5.

See eur IV1ves and Neighbours all,

And our Children, great and [mall,

(#7Ps can fearcely know their Dad,

W ben with Warlike Trophies clad)

Hear them boaft our martial Look,

And band a Dram, by Hok or Creok.

While the martial, &,
* 6.
IVben in Ranks we bravely fland,
Nun'reus as the Ocean’s Sand !
Hzar the Werd To Fire giv'n,
Soon we fend 1t up ts Heaven !
While beneath, the frighten’d Groynd
Sbakes and e¢cchs’s with the Seund !

. While the martial, &,
7.
See us, when our Duty’s oer,
dnd eur Fellics ceafe to roar,
Filld soith “foy which Victors feel,
Turn about upon our Heel ;
Sewing cur Guns and walk away,
Avd wito Huzzas crown the Day !
While the martial Drum beats high,
dends our Fame above the Sky,
With a rub a dub a dub,

£ I N [ &.



EPILOGUE

fodz‘es I' our duthor’s fuch a thoughtlefs Dog,
He'd never nam’d you in the Epilogue: —om-

{ cry’d, Why, Man! you know not what you're doiiig {

- Omit the Ladies 1-—-"tqvill prove your utter F nl

Their angry Eyes will burn you up to Tinder,

For nought fucceeds in which they ba'n't @ Fingerme-

He gravely yawn’d, and fetch’d a throbbing Sigh,

And faid, I wifb th Omiffion you'd Jupply----

Tell the fair Circle, that my Infant Mufe

Dar’d not, at firft, [o fweet a Subjelt chufe ;

Since all the Bards who bave afpir’'d the Bays,

Have prov’d unequal to Love's piercing Rays :

- Beauty’s refifllefs when it's join’d with Wit,

And one fmall Box aut-votes a crowded P17,

&3
2"
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