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PROLO G U E.

Spoke by Mr. # RIG HT.

IN Short — good Folk —a (.z’{/}naf Truth to tell
I come to toll our Author’s paffing Bell.

His Farce won’t do — the Kmﬁn, wou’d you
now 1t ¢

( For fure the Spark bas [fomething of the Poet)
The Mufe cries cuty fuch fad Examples taught ber,
No Bard can thrive —= unlefs he crofs the IVaicr.
Severe Decree | —rio homeborn Mufe deligits,
Nothing fball pleafc — but what a Stranger writes {
Let us exert ourfelves ——affume a Spirit,

And think our Title —— go0d as theirs —to Merit,

IPhat Heaven-low’d Chme — but our thiice haply
Coa/?

Of fuch fuccefs ful Patricls can Zram?
IVith one collected [orce the Arts to nowrifh,
Make Trade furvive, and facved Guiture flonriih
And yet — to futurc Times twill feem [urprizing,
IFhile cach deferiving Artifl’s fure of rifing ;
WWhile @ Mechanick Merit’s well rewarded,
The tatter’d Mufe repines — not once regarded,

To this Auguft Affemnbly e fubmit;
To you —= we recommend the Canfe of IT:t :
Arife —nor [ee a native Genius braved,
Too long bhave fuch been banith’d — or enflaved ;
And tho’ our Author makes a weak Endeaviur,

He'll Mend upon tine Sun-fbine of your I avour,
A 2
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Sir William Willmore, Mr. Myn:tt.
Young Willmore, M. Wright.
Jerry, Mr. Mafon.
W O M E N.
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Kitty, a kept Miftrefs, = Mrs, Farrel,
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S C E N E 1the Street.

Enter WILLMORE and JERRY.

JERRY.

N my Soul, Sir, I can’t but Ad-
mire this extreme Vivacity of
-l your Inclinations : Scarce fix
ATIRR Days fince you were dying for a
Baby—fac‘d ‘Thing at Oxferd, and fcarce fix

Hours in London, till you are over-head and
Ears in Love with a ——

A 3 P_Vill.




6 LOVE in a Mis.

HVill. S’Death, Ferry, ’'m all on Fire ~—
well— the dear Minute of Appointment is
juft at hand; this Letter in Anfwer to the
One you deliver’d her, informs me, that
fhe’s kept by an old Jealous Knight in the
City —1fhe’s a fine Woman by Heaven —and
if it be in the Power of her Sex to drive
that intollerable Coquet Charlott out of my
Fead, I think ’tis the can do it.

‘j‘f:r Heaven {end there comes a crood End
on’t —well, if I thou’d have my BOI]ES ‘fhat-
ter’d in this Rencounter, ’twill not be the
firft Time 1 have been pald for my Inge-
'mnty

F7ill. Peace, Scoundrel, and learn to bear
I\.'lisfortunes with a Pimplike Patience.

Fer. Patience! yes you may talk of Pa-
tience truly, while all the Pleafure of the Sin
bolongs to yourfelf, and all the Funifhment
to your humble Servant— how oft have thefe
unfortunate Bones of mine bcen beaten to a
Jelly in your Service !

il. Why, Sirrah, if your Ill-Stars con-
demn you to Difappointments, can I prevent
them ? If ever you fuffer’d in your Vocation,
- {fome unfortunate Blunder of ycur own oc-
cafion’d it;. you remember the Letter you
gave to Charlot’s Jealous Guardian ¢ Whﬁ';:

1

\s



LOVE tn a Misr, 7

in the overflowing of your Wifdom you
miftook him for her Footman.

Fer. Remember it! I do, by all that’s un-
fortunate : confound the old Dog — he laid
on me like an Hercuwles. He had put on
her Footman’s Livery on purpofe to lay wait
“for me; yet all this T cou’d have borne with
the Paticnce of an Alderman, but the infup-
portable Weight of your Honour’s Oaken
Cudgel !

Ivdll. My Refentment was reafonable, Sir-
rah, fuch a prepofterous Miftake! but tell
me jar, don’t you think Charloit will be
confcundedly piqu’d at my fo fudden De-
parture fron Oxford, without fending her one
fingle Line, or whining out the leaft tender
Adieu at Parting 7

Jer. Piqw’d, Sir! Lord, Sir, I thought
~you underftood the infide of a Coquet better,
tho” it might puzzle one of a longer ftanding
at Oxford,  to tell what to make of her —
why, Sir, a Coquet is always fo well pleas’d
with herfelf that nothing in Nature is capable
of difcompofing her.

/i, And yet, Ferry, tho’ fhe ufed me
with fuch a ftudied ill Nature, I fometimes
thought fhe did not hate me.

Jer. Hate you! no, no, Sir, in my humble
A 4 Opinion
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Opinion fhe was extremely well pleas’d with
you ; at leaft fhe has Reafon to be very well
pleas’d with herfelf fince fthe had it in her
. Power to make fo fine a Gentleman a down-
right :
Will. Come, out with it Sirrah, I fhan’t
be angry.

- Jer. A downright Afs —— begging your
Honour’s Pardon.

- Will. Why, really Sir, you do make
fomething Free with me, but will your
Worfhip be pleas’d to explain what you

mean by honouring me with that extraordi-
nary Title?

Fer. Nay, Sir, I beg you won’t take it
1ll that I faid fo, for on my Honour, Sir, 1
affure you I have feen Perfons of great Rank
and Diftinction act over all the pretty Follies
of that {agacious Animal, and value them-
felves extremely upen it.

Will. Pray then, moft Philofophical Sir,
will you pleafe to inform me, what one Action
of mine happens to fall under the Lafh of
your Satire ¢

Fer. Why, really Sir, as you have been fo
long notorious in the Clafs of Lovers, 1
think your Queftion is eafily refolv’d : Lovers
fince the Creation have been generally efteem’d

little
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little better than but fince the Title of the
fore-mention’d Animal feems to affet you
fo nearly, I’ll forbear repeating it, and leave
it to yourfelf to confider, what are the Mo-
tives which hurried you {o fuddenly to Lozn-
don, with {carce a fingle Guinea in  your
Pocket, unknown to your Father, or Friends,
and I may even venture to fay almoft un-
known to yourfelf.

Will. Why Ferry, I think my coming to
London a Maﬂ:erp:tece of Refolution, and I
applaud myfelf for it extremely. I doated
even to Folly on that Chbarlost, the greateft
Tyrant of her Sex. You are fenfible how
the ufed me — in fhort I was become ridicu-
lous even to myfelf, and judging with a great
deal of Juftice that in dear London alone I
might hope to recover my Reafon, I refolv’d
to break my Chains at once, and let the
Coquet fee that Beauty without Merit had loft
all Power to make a Fool of me.

Fer. So we take Horfe in a+Pet,—Wh1p,
Spur, and away ; leave being filly at Oxford
to come and play the downright Fool at
London ;3 for Curfe me, Sir, ftill begging
your Honours Pardon, if I can at prefent
fee that your Intentions are conduéted with
the leaft Appearance of common Senfe.

A ;5 will.
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~ Will. Since I muft explain my Intentions,
Sir, to make a Man of your vaft Judgment
approve them, you muit know that by a Va-
riety of Pleafures here in London, 1 defign to
lofe even the Remembrance of my Owxford
Miftrefs ; and leaft the Prefence of an old
peevifh Father mightInterrupt thofe Pleafures,
T am pofitively refolv’d to avoid all Places
where *twere probablel might meet with him.

Fer. And lo, Sir, you begin this fine Va-
riety ‘of Pleafures by an Intrigue with Miftrefs
what’s her Name here, this fine kept Miftrefs
——and that too with a Pair of Pockets
Damnably badly lin’d —a likely Profpect of
fucceeding, truly!

Will. If you exert youtfelf ¥erry, our Plot
upon my Father can’t mifcarry; then, if fthe be
a mercenary Whore ? Damn Money, “twas
made to purchafe Pleafure—’tis now juft Six.

Locks at bis Watch.

“fer. And pray, Sir, what is to be your
Humble Servant’s Duty while you amufe your-
{elf with the L.ady ? You’ll pleafe to give Or-
«lers that the Waiting-Maid may entertain me
I hope.

Will. You have Bufinefs enough upon
you Hands, Sirrah ; now you fee me lodg’d,
find out my Father, and if Fortune fmiles

on
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‘on you, you’ll find me here, ready to recetve
-her Favours.

[Going out, Charlott entcrsin Boys
Cloaths, and joftles bim.

Char. Zouns, Sir, en’t the Street wide e-
nough ¢ or did you defign to affront me ¢

I7ill. 1 have other Bufinefs in hand, Sir,
than either to affront you, or ftay to make
an Apology.

Char. Bufinels 7 what Bufinefs can he have,
into that Houle too? Oh, here’s his IHang-
dog of a Man, his Pimp and Prime Minifter ;
’tis certainly {ome Intrigue has brought him
there: If I don’t miftake that down-look,
that Fellow is a Pimp and a Coward, fo may
I cither Bully or Bribe him out of his Mafter’s
Secrets. Harkee me, you Sir, Prythee what
Bufinefs have you lurking about this Houle
here ¢

Yer. Lurking about, Sir! I'd have you to
know I'm a Man of Honour, Sir, and not
ufed to anfwer fuch Queftions — Lurking
about ! Tum, tum, tum, I walk here, Sir,
for the Recreation of my lL.egs, and the Pro-
creation of my Appetite.
~ Chgr. I miftake Friend, or your walking
here tends to the Procreation of fomething

| " - elfe
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elfe — come, Sir, no equivocating, anfwer -
me direCtly, upon what Defign are you fta-
tioned at this Corner, and what Bufinefs your
commanding Officer has in yonder Citadel ?

Fer.. Who the Devil have we here? {ome
young Don Quixote enamour’d with the fair and
virtuous Lady of the Caftle, I’ll warrant you.

Char. Zouns, Sir, no trifling, confefs, or
by this Sword I’ll pin you to the Wall : come,
there’s a Lady in the Cafe ?

Yer. Why truly Sir, as you fay, there is a
Lady in the Cafe, a Woman of great Ho-
nour and Reputation, 1 affure you; and my
Mafter whom you faw juft now enter, is a
very honourable Man, and by this Time I
fuppofe them engag’d in a very honourable
Affair. Now, Sir, I have fatisty’d your Cu-
riofity, you’ll pleale to withdraw and leave
me to my Meditations.

Char. So, you are to defend the out

Works, while the General beats up the
Quarters within.

Fer. A Man of fhrew’d Penetration truly !

Char. A few Words more with you, good
‘Mr. Pimp, and we fhall come to a Conclu-
fion. In fhort who isthis L.ady ? her Name?
her Fortune ? is fhe Young, -Handfome, a
Maid, or marry’d, is fhe

. Fer.
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“er. Hold : hold, Sir, not fo faft, I've a
devilith fhort Memory, and fhall never be
able to anfwer fo many Queftions in Order
— it muft be the Devil himfelf, or a Lawyer,
for he wou’d fain puzzle me with crofs
Queftions.

Char. Dammee, Scoundrel, {peak at once
to the Purpofe or—here’s the moft perfwalfive
little Blade in Chriftendom.

Fer. *Tis {trange now, Sir, what a won-
derful Antipathy, I’ve ever had even to the
Sight of Cold Iron ; ’tis a treacherous Sort
of a Crocodile Companion, that’s the Truth
on’t, while 1t fmiles in a Man’s Face,
whip it has him through the Lungs in a
twinkling,. Bantering.

Char. S’Death—do youPlay on me Rafcal?

Fer. Play on you! ah Lord, Sir, you
miftake me intirely, Play on you! no, no,
Sir, but ’tis my way, Sir, to moralize a hittle
on every Subjeft that offers : You muft
know, Sir, I have had Part of my Education
at Oxford, that Seat of the Mufes! That
Theatre of Learning ! That Fountain of Eru-
‘dition! now, Sir, in my Opinion as I have
an undoubted Right to make Ufe of the great
Share of Knowledge and Wifdom I therein
acquir’d, I thou’d think it quite oppofite to

Prudence
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Prudence. and common Senfe to triflé "any

longer with fo worthy a little Gentleman, fo
by your Leave, Sir.

[Comes nearer and nearer, till be wrefts
the Sword from ber.

- Char. The Devil! the Villain has almoft
broke my Arm.
Fer. And now, Sir, will you pleafe to let
~me know what Bufinefs you have lurking
about this Houfe here ?
Char. Come, come, Feremn, you’ll. find
I know you and your Mafter too ; be affur’d
my Care for his Safety is my chief Motive
for enquiring after him ; perhaps there may
be Danger in his venturing into yonder Houfe.
Come, Ferry, depend upon my Honour, I’ll
not betray you ; let this perfuade you of my
Sincerity. ‘There’s a Wench in Chace —Ha!
what fays my little Mercury ¢
LGzves bim Money.
Fer. Arguments drawn from the Mint are
certainly the moft prevailing in Logick, an
excellent Sentence by all that’s Eloquent—Sir
you have rivetted Feremy Ply, Gentleman, eter-
nally to your Service ; and tho’I have not the
Honour of knowing you, I’'m fowell convinc’d
~of your Frlendfhlp for me and my Mafter,
“that
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that without more Preamnble, I plead Guilty:

Char. Is fhe a Woman of Fortune, or Fa-
mily ¢ a Widow perhaps, or ——

Fer. No, no, Sir, neither Maid, Wife,
nor Widow, I’ll aflure you, but a true
Daughter of the Game : A kept Miftrels, Sir,
and as free of her Favours as any young Rake
of ye all cou’d wifh for.

Char. So much the better, Ferry, forl
can’t poflibly refift the T'emptation of paylng
my Refpects to her.

Fer. Oh Lord, Sir, by no means, Sir;
my Mafter will certainly murder me: Con-
fider, Sir, he fix’d me here on purpofe to
hinder every thing in Breeches from difturb-
ing him, befides, Sir, your Honour, your
Honour is pledg’d. '

Char. And my Pocket alone can releafe it.

(Throws bim Money and Exit.

Fer. Well little London, I’'ll fay that for thee,
there’s no Place under the Sun where Pimps
have a better Profpect of thriving.

Enter Sir WiLLiaM WILLMORE.

Sir Wil. An cxpenfive Affair, by the Lord

Harry—but ’tis the Misfortune of old Age
the Purfe muft {till make Amends for

the Inability of the Perfon~ how the Gypfie

‘will
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Prudence and common Senfe to trifie any

longer with fo worthy a little Gentleman, {o
by your Leave, Sir.

[Comes nearer and nearer, till he wrefts
the Sword from ber.

Char. The Devil! the Villain has almoft
broke my Arm.

Fer. And now, Sir, will you pleale to let
‘me know what Bufinefs you have lurking
about this Houfe here ?

Char. Come, come, Ferem:, youll find
I know you ana your Mafter too; be affur’d
my Care for his Safety is my chief Motive
for enquiring after him ; perhaps there may
be Danger in his venturing into yonder Houlfe.
Come, Ferry, depend upon my Honour, I’'ll
not betray you; let this perfuade you of my
Sincerity. There’s a Wench in Chace—Ha!
what fays my little Mercury ?

' |\ Gives bim Money.

Fer. Arguments drawn from the Mint are
certainly the moft prevailing in Logick, an
excellent Sentence by all that’s Eloquent—Sir
you have rivetted Feremy Ply, Gentleman, eter-
nally to your Service ; and tho’] have not the
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that without more Preamble, I plead Guilty:

Char. Is the a Woman of Fortune, or Fa-
mily 7 a Widow perhaps, or ——

Fer. No, no, Sir, neither Maid, Wife,
nor Widow, TI’ll affure you, but a true
Daughter of the Game : A kept Miftreis, Sir,
and as free of her Favours as any young Rake
of ye all cov’d wifh for.

Char. So much the better, Fervy, forl
can’t poflibly refilt the Temptation of paymcr
my Refpects to her.

Fer. Oh Lord, Sir, by no means, Sir;
my Mafter will certainly murder me: Con-
fider, Sir, he fix’d me here on purpofe to
hinder every thing in Breeches from difturb-
ing him, befides, Sir, your Honour, your
Honour is pledg’d. |

Char. And my Pocket alone can releafe it.

(T hrotws bim Money and Exit.

Fer. Well little London, I’ll fay that for thee,
there’s no Place under the Sun where Pimps
have a better Profpe¢t of thriving.

Enter Sir WirLrLiam WILLMORE.

Sir Wil. An cxpenfive Affair, by the Lord

Harry—but ’tis the Misfortune of old Age
the Purfe muft ftill make Amends for

the Inability of the Perfon~— how the Gypfie

will
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will leer at thefe little Pictures, and how fond,
and how wanton fhe’ll be, till the nibbles
them out of the old Fool’s Clutches.

Fer. The old Knight by all that’s omi-
nous. Damnation! whatDevil led him to this
Ind of the Town? . \A/ftde

Str Wil. Hah — is not that Bobd’s Ferry —
fure the young Dog is not come up to London
without acquainting me—

Fer. Yes, the Kite has difcover’d me ; if
my Mafter fhould come Bolt cut of his Bo-
rough, what a fweet picce of Work have we
made on’t ¢ well I muft on now in my own
Defence [ As if not feeing bim) alas a Day,
my poor old Mafter, ’tis for him my very
Heart and Bowels ake — the melancholly

News will certainly be the Death of the poor
old Gentleman.

Sir Wil. What does he Mutter — what
melancholly News is the Blockhead dreaming
about ¢

“fer. His very Soul was in that Son of his,
and an hopeful, dutiful Youth he was as one
might meet in a Summer Day’s riding.

Siv Wil. Ad, {o Ferry—why Ferry-—are
you diftraéted or drunk, or what Devil’s the
~matter with you.

Fer. Ads heart my old Mafter! the very

Gentle-



LOVE in a Mist, 17

Gentleman I’d look for—ah, Sir, the moft
pitiful News ! poor Mr. Robert !

Sir Wil. What, is he Dead *

Fer. No, Sir, not abfolutely Dead neither,
but

Sir Wil. But! but what Blockhead ? he
has play’d the Fool I fuppofe and marry’d his
Bed-maker, or his Millener.

Fer. Would to Heaven it was no worfe,
Sir : tho’ Matrimony be a Noofe, and a De-
vil of a one, poor Mr. Robert is in a fair
Way of being tied up in a quite different
Manner I affure you.

Sir Wil. What do you fay, Sirrah, my Son
Bob in a fair Way to be hang’d ?

Fer. In fhort, Sir, he has kill’d his Man,
fairly kill’d him, a Difpute happened, a
Challenge was fent, the Gentlemen met, and
it was my young Mafter’s very good Fortune,
Sir, to pink the very Soul of his Antagonift:
for to befure, Sir, Mr. Robert, as he has the
Honour of being your Son, muft be a Man
of Courage.

Sir Wil. Courage! what the Devil -had he
to do with Courage ¢ A fine talk about Cou-
rage, truly: {o good Robert Willmore, Efq ;
Son of Sir William Willmore of Willmore Hall,
in Comitatu Bucks, muft be hang’d forfooth,

becaufe
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becaufe he is a Man of Courage!
Fer. His Duty, Sir, and this L.etter.
Sir Wil. Hum, Hum — Adccording to the

Principles of Honoury Sir, I corld not avoid

calling an Infolent young Officer to a clofe «c-

count for publickly affromting me: It was bis
Misfortune to fall by my Swerd, (fine Princi-

ples of Honour truly) I am now wunder an
Arreft s yet, if awny Thing binders the Affair
being imimediately made up, ’tis a Dcficiency of
ready Money, (10) which I’m pofriive cu’ll pre-

vent with your eccufiomed Indulgcuce.

A mighty pretty Requeft! a very realenable
Demand truly ! Idearkee, my good Mr.
Squire, you’ll let your Man of Courage know

from me, that I don’t at all approve of his
Principles of Honour ; and that I'm relolv’d
not to part with a {ingle Farthing, and if he

has no other Way to Lfcape, but by the help
of my broad Pieces, he may e’en fay his
Prayers, and prepare for another World, {or
I’ll not part with a Soufe, tell him {o, and
fo tarewell, good Mr. Man of Courage!

- Fer. For Heaven’sSake, Sir, confider, ths
poor young Gentleman will break his Heart,

if you treat him with fo much Inhumanity.
Sir Wil. Break his Heart, Sir, Quns, let

him 3 better he fhou’d break his Heart, than

be
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be hang’d : Courage, quotha: {o if he thinks
fit toKill half the Town 1n his Courage, I have
Nothing to do but open my Bags and {catter
my old Gold to fave him from the Gallows,

a good Jeft! a very good Jeft ! by the Lord
I]drw

j‘er Befides, Sir, as his Annmty becomes
due you may repay yourfclt, what you are
pleafed to advance upon this Occafion, you
were always indulgent, Sir, confider he is
young;

Sir W7il. He’s young, and I'm old, Sir,
he’s a Fcol and I’m a wife Man,- Sir, he’s a
Man of Courage, and I'm a Man that muft
pay for it, it feems; here Scoundrel, here
are two Ten Pound Bags, ready {feal’d, and
yet I've a wonderful Temptation to let the
young Rafcal Hang for it: here are twenty
Picces, Sirrah, and let me hear that he makes
a proper Ufe of th:m, and not one Word
more of his Courage-—or—

Fer. Oh Lord, Sir, not a Tittle, we fhall
take a quite different IMcthod, Sir, when
thede are expired.  And {o Sir, with all Sub-
miffion, and Refpect, I return to my Mafter,
who’ll be overjoy’d at the agreeable News of
your good Health and the Succefs of his Cou-
rage, and my Parts. - | Exit 76‘?‘79'




— —egepfeg—

o "
*v“ﬁ‘-fm
“'\ '

20 LOVE in a MisT.

Sir Wil. S’Death, a young Dog, 1 wonder
what Devil pofieffes thefe young Fellows! !’ 3}
Nothing but cutting of Throats, Blood-fhed !
and Battery upon every fiddle faddle Occa-
fion: But let me fee, I muft away to myp
Banker for a frefth Supply, no Reception from |

my Danaé, but when I defcend in a golden ! |
Shower. [ Exit.

SCENE Kirty’s Lodgings.
Kirry and WiLLMORE,

Kitty. °Tis all in vain I affure you, Sir,
notwithftanding your good Opinion of your-
felt, you’ll find 1 fhall make no Difference as
to Perfons between you and my old Keeper,,
every Lover that can purchafe a Favour, hasi
a right to demand it; ’tis my Trade, Sir,’ 1
and llke the Lawyer or Phyfician, nothlngi
but a Fee can foften me.

I7il. Come, come, S’Death, what means:
this fooling ? QOuns, I took you for one of]|

the Kmdeﬂ: of your Sex, and I won’t be
difappointed.

Kitty. In fhort I’m not to be charm’d Wlth
the outfide of aScarlet Breeches, if the Pockets
are properly lin’d, why, ' perhaps we m1ght(
come to an Agreement, but while you fue

in

C an Lt o e
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in Pauper, my good unfurnifh’d Captain,
there’s but fmall Hopes of {ucceeding in thefe
Quarters.

Wil. What! have I nothing about me to
Tempt you? Come, I know by thefe Eyes,
thefe fmiling, fpeaking Eyes, that you can’t
be Cruel : S’Death, my Dear, which is your
Bed-chamber.

Enter CHARLOTT.

Char. Damme, Madam, If I f{poil any
Sport; I beg a Million of Pardons, but
upon the flighteft of your Commands I retire
to whatever Corner of your Lodgings your
Ladyfhip thinks proper to affign me.

Kitty. How now, my good familiar Spark,
who are you? Whence came you? who let
you in, or what’s your Bufinefs here ?

Char. Heyday! anlnundation of Queftions !
on my Soul, Madam, you muft excufe me,
you fee there’s Company, but in private I’ll
give you all the SatisfaCtion you can Defire,

att me.

Kitty. An agreeable Fellow, on my Con-
{cience,

Chaer. Come, Madam, Alons, no doubt
the Pictures in your Ruelle, are the moft
A-la-mode De Pltalian, Monfieur Permitte
70Y, [Jeading ber off ]

Wil
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CWil. S’Death this is otfe’of the moft Tm-"
pertinent little Fops! Sir, as the Lady don’t
feem to allow you for an old Acquaintance,
give me Leave to tell you, Freedoms, if - car-
ried too far may difoblige her. _
Char. Ha, ha, hal that Speech is fo Anglei,
fo full -of Spleen, and the ill Naturé of the
Climate, that Curfe me, I muft laugh in
his Face: be it known unto you then,
moit ferious Sir, that I have a Violent zendre
for the Lady, in Confequence of which, what-
ever Freedoms I ‘'may happen to make Ufe
of, the Lady is bound in Honour to excufe
them. Adieu, adicu, #wwon chere, Madame ou
et votre Chambre 2 Alons. |
- Kitty. The Devil is in the Fellow, I be-
lieve he hds certainly bewitched me.
- Wil. QCuns, Sir, what Privilege have you
to tmake free in thefe L.odgings ?

Char. Privilege! oh L.ord, Sir, I have
been at Paris; I can dance, drefs, talk
Fresnch, and take Snuff with an Air: I know
all the News of the Town, Sir; all the In-
ti‘igues- and all the Scandal ; can tell which

Lord is great with his Lady s Woman, and
which Lady with hker Hufband’s Valet DL

Chambre: In fhort, Sir, I’'m Mafter of a
thoufand Qualifications that always gives a
M? n fome Privilege amoncrft the Ladies.

?;[
b e



Wil. The excellent Privilege of a fuperior;
mpudence, and a Fremch Education.
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:i

Enter JERRY.

* Fer. Sir, Sir, I've fucceeded even beyond
our Hopes ; here, Sir, here are the finging
Birds. The good old Gentleman had not'
the leaft Sufpicion ; but one Word, Sir, be-
Ware of Sharpers, I don’t much like that little
Mercury at your Elbow.

. Wl. A troublefome Coxcomb; but this
was I.uck Ferry; for without this Ammuni-
tion the Siege had been certainly rais’d. Be
ggonc, and wait for me at my L.odgings, T’ll
thank thee there. '

- Fer. Now, 1s my wile Mafter going to
prove himielf an errant Blockhead, and throw
:Way all the Fruits of our honeft Induftry on
yonder Jezabell. [Eazf
,. Wi, Well, Madam, now you fee I'm in
proper Condition to addrefs you, and fince
d could not prevail by myfelf, let thofe little
#loquent Gentlemen plead for me ; [ gives ber
¥ Purfe] come, come, my Dear, we’ll finifh
ghis Bargain wu:hm s for curfe me, if I can
hold out any longer. | -
3 Kirty. Hold, Sir, perhaps this Gentleman
has an equal Pretenfion, at leaft we fhould

ive him fair Play: What do you fay, Sir,

you
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you fee I'm for the beft Bidder.

Cher. Damme, Madam, I’'m but ayounger
Brother, and forced to live by my Parts, and
the Favour of the Ladies; but if you’ll ac-
cept of my Devotions, fout jour Pret, by
the Lord, what fay you Monflieur L’ Argent,
pouvez vous Dancer. 'Will you dance for the
Lady?

will. Sir, T'll fight for the Lady —fo
without further Impertinence, defire you to
withdraw.

. Char. Damme, Sir, do you think to frighten
me.

Kitty. Hold, Gentlemen, let me decide this
Affair ; I’ll fend him a packing I’ll warrant
ye, an impudent Fop ! [4fide to Charlott] Sir,
tho’ I had not the Pleafure of an earlier Ac-
quaintance with you, I don’t know how it is,
I muft confefs I like you, your Manner has
fomething fo engaging, that I find I fhall be
Fool enough to grow fond of you. 1 cou’d
not take it ill, thould you doubt my Sincerity,
but if this Purfe, juft given me by your Rival,
can convince you I’m in earneft, I beg you
to make Ufe on’t, and an Hour hence I’ll
expect yous we’ll laugh at all fuch Coxcombs
as this is, and facrifice an Hour or two to

our mutual Satisfa&tion.

Char. Curfe me, my Dear, but you have
the
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‘the moft adroit Way of making a Prefent!
Sir, Monfieur, you had as good march off,
for on my Soul, ’tis only Time loft, the Lady
bids me tell you fo; I have done her Bufinefs,
Sir, the doats on me, dies for me, &5 vous etes
un Malbereaux, as a Proof of the poor Crea-
ture’s Fondnefs, this Bagatelle, thisTTrifle, you -
fee, Sir, the did me the Honour to prefent nme
with it from her own fair Hand, Sir.

Wil. The Jilt— Damnation! S’Death, you
young Dog, do you make a Jeft of me?
Quns, to lofe my Money, and my Miitrefs
too! Draw, Sir. |

Char. With all my Heart, Sir, yet, upon
fecond Thought, what if we divide Stakes in
a more peaceable Manner ; do you keep the

Woman, Sir, and I’m {atisfied to walk off
with my Bargain.

Enter JERRY.

Fer. Ah, Lord, Sir, we are ruin’d, we are
uncone, fome Devil or other has directed your
Father here, I met him juft at the Threfhold,
and ran back in fuch Confufion, I don’t know
whether I’m difcover’d or not. This comes
of intriguing, with a Pox to it! Unfortunate
jeremy Ply, what the Devil will become of
thee ¢ thou wer’t certainly born to be hanged
without Benefit of Clergy. -

B Wil
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Wil. S’Death, my Father ? you amaze me
~—hew, how fhall I efcape ?

Fer. Efcape, Sir, ’tis impoflible, he’s here,
Sir, I hear him on the Stairs, in the Name of
all that’s impudent, Sir, face him cdowrnright
that he miftakes you; perfuade hin: out of his
Senfes, and let us make a Retreat as Jdecently
as we can; he bas not feen you this long "L iime,
Sir, and may be eafily impof=d on; I’ll hide
behind this Screen; for if he fees me, all’s

over.
- Enter Sir W_ILLIAM.

Kitty. My Keeper !

Wil. >Tis he, by Heaven! my own natural
Father.

Sir Wil. Hey day! we have got Company
here, fine Doings, rare Doings, by the Lord
Harry! ah — ah - thou Crocodile, thou Meffa-
lina, have 1 found thee out, is it thus you
employ yourfelf in my Abfence, thou Toad,
thou Serpent, that I’'ve nourifh’d fo long in
my Bofom.

Kitty. Indeed, and indeed now, you muift
not be jealous, Dear, thefe are only fome
Coufins from the Country, Dear, no-body elfe
indeed! come bufs thy own Kirzy.

Sir #il. Coufins, ah Coufins, with a Ven-
geance! you have coufin’d me to fome Pur-

pofe, truly. Pray, little Gentleman, may I
make
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make bold to afk, who, or what you are ¢
Char. A Rake, rat me.
Sir #7l. And your Bufinefs here?

Char. 'To lye with that Lady. Nothing elfe
on my Soul, Sir.

Sir #7il. Very concife truly. And you Sir ?
ah — may I believe my Eyes, roguery upon
rogucry! I fhall yun diftradted! ah thou Re-
probate ; lock me full in the Face, Sir, and
tell me what Bufinefs you have in London, and
what is become of the Money I {fent you by
your Rogue of a Servant, this Evening. Why
don’t you {peak, Sirrah, how his Guilt con-
founds him!

#il. S’Death, what do you mean old Gen-

tleman? for Damn me i1f I can underftand
one Syilable of all this.

Sir 277l. What’s this? what’s this ? your
Worfhip won’t vouchfafe to know me then ;
oh Impudence unparallel’d! with Submiflion,
Sir, is not your Name Robert W illmore, edu-
cated thefc three Years at Oxford, who fought
a Duel the other Day, kill’d your Man, and
fent an honeft Valet de Chambre you keep, in
Poft-hafte to London, to cozen a good old
foolith Knight, who has the Honour to be your
Father, to cheat him, and bambouzle him out
of twenty good Pieces of Gold, which he

B 2 foolifhly
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toolithiy, very foolithly fent by the aforefaid

honeft Valet not an Hour ago: Pray, Sir, are

you this worthy Gentleman or not ?
Wil. Ha, ha, ha! diftratted by all that’s

Lunatick, quite befide himfelf! however, to
humour your Frenzy, my queer old Fellow,
Curfe me if I’ve the leaft Knowledge of the
‘Gentleman you talk of, or his honeft Valet,
or the foolith old Knight his Father, if I have,
Damn me.

Sir 1. How, how, do I doat, am I afleep,

~or aiftra¢ted, or have you loft your Senfes Bos,
and don’t know your own natural Father ?
- W, And for a College Education, I'm a
Beau, Sir; and of Confequence a profefs’d
Enemy to all kind of Learning, unlefs it be
the Mamge of the Snuff Box, or the je ne fcay
guoi of the Rigadoon.

Char. This is an extraordmary Piece of
Humour, o’my Con{cience. K

Wil. My Name is Carelefs, Sir, commeonly
call’d Beau Carelefs, by all the Tavern and
Coffee-Waiters in and about Lowdon ! ha, ha,
“ha, kill’d his Man, you don’t know me, Sir,
I find you don’t know me 3 ha, ha, ha.

Sir #7%l. Can I be miftaken — I muft - and
yet I could have fworn ’twas Bob ; his very
Shdpe ahd Phyfiognomy, his very outﬁde In-

ceed,
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deed, but for the infide, thank Heaven, ’tis
quite different.

Char. Come, Sir, I can fee you no longer
impofed on: Be fatisfied this Gentleman is
no other than your Son, educated as you faid
at Oxford, and now come up incog to
London 3 becaufe ’tis here he expeéts to find
a larger Variety of Pleafures. 1 know not
what you mean by his Duel, and killing his
Man, but am aflured, Sir, ’tis all a Fable,
and I believe I can produce the Author, at
leaft the Manager of this, and all his other
Extravagance, do you know this Face, Sir?

| Difcovers Ferry.

Will. You are to be met I {uppofe, Sir, X
fhall ind a Time.

Char. Damn your Time, Sir ; or will you
let this honeft Gentleman impofe on you as
your dutiful Son has done ? if you’ll believe
him, Sir, I’ll engage he’ll tell you he is not the
Rogue you take him for, but a Perfon of
fome Confequence, and Honefty. Pray, Sir,
are you a Beau too, and by what Name is
your Honour diftinguifh’d amongft the Tavern
and Coffeec Waiters, 1n and about London 2
ha, ha, ha.

Fer. Really, Sir, I do feem Guilty, I con-
fefs I do, but if I am not as innocent, and
as much impofed on as yourfelf, may I be

B 3 con-
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condemned to the Service of fome half fa-
mifh’d Lawyer, never more to know the
dear Pleafures of Board-wages, but keep an

eternal Lent upon four fmall Beer and Parch-
ment.

- Char. Why, Sir! are you fo Mad to be-
lieve this ? |

- Sir Wil. Rafcal, what can you fay for
yourfelf? he fhall fwing, by the Lord Harry.

Fer. 1 {py’d this Gentleman here, this
wonderful Likenefs of my young Matfter,
juft turning a Corner of the Street, Sir, as
I parted from your Worfhip, you may very
well think I was {urprifed, Sir; yes, Sir, my
very Hair ftood an End, I’ll affure you.

Char. Sirrah, thou art an Original of Im-
pudence.

Fer. However, Sir, I pluck’d up my Spi-
rits, and follow’d him' (as I thought, unper-
ceived) into this very Chamber, where I was
foonr convinced of my Miftake, for upon a
nearer Examination, they are not like one
another at all, the Voice, Sir, immediately
undeceives one, and {fo I was fneaking away
when yeur Hoenour came in, quite athamed,
Sir, for making fo ridiculous a Blunder.

Wil >Tis in vain, Sir, to. make Apolo-
gies ; 1 throw myfelf at your Feet. . Can you

forgive a Son whom Youth, and a Vivacity
B | of
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of Sentiments have led aftray? my future
Conduct fhall never give you Occafion to
repent your Indulgence.

Sir Wil. Diftratted by all that’s Lunatick,
quite befide himf{elf.

Wil. Will you, Sir? can you be Deaf to
my Repentance ?

Sir Wil. My Name 1s Carelefs, Sir, com-
monly call’d Beau Carelef/s ! you don’t know
me, Sir, I find you don’t know me, ha, ha, ha.

| Mimicking young Willmore.

Char. Rile, Mr. Willmore, Folly in you may
be excufable ; but how monftrous does it ap-
pear on the venerable Shoulders of threefcore!
‘Thefe are pretty Lodgings, Sir ZZ77lliam, and
your Choice in a Play-Fellow no Difgrace to
your Judgment, had you been one forty Years
younger. Come, come, Sir, take your Son
immediately into Favour, or your fcandalous
Intrigue here fhall be made the Sport of the
whole Town. Nay, Sir, I’ll poft up your
Character in all the publick Coffee-Houfes ;
I’ll. make you ridiculous to fuch a Degree,
that all the World thall point at you —1 will,
Sir, Damn me.

Kirty. This 1s a wonderful Spark truly, he
certainly deals with the Devil, for he knows
every Body, and has a Finger 1n every Body’s
Bufinefs.

Char.
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Char. For you, Madam, I’ll take upon me
in Sir William’s Name to difcharge you; you
{ee he has found you out; here is a Purfe yau
vouchiafed to honour me with, take it, Ma-
dam, ’'m not for your Purpofe; and, but
that I’m certain you’d laugh at my Advice,
I’d defire you to be honeft. Your Lodging
fhall be difcharged, look out for. frefh ones
as foon as poflfible. And now Mr. Willmore,
what do you think of me?

Wil. That you are the moft extraordinary
Perfon T ever met in my L.ife.

Char. L.ook me full in the Face ; do you
fee nothing there to make you tremble ?

7l. Hah — by all my Hopes ’tis fhe! ’tis
Charlott — dull Coxcomb that I was, I’m con-
founded.

Char. Courage, Mr. ¥ illmore, you {ee what
unaccountable Creatures we Women are ;
while I had you in my Power, I ufed you as
i1l as I could, and for no other Realon that
I can tell; but becaufe you were in my Power,
and fince I have gone fo far, it muft all out:
When 1 heard you had left Oxferd, .1 muft
own I was quite defperate; and after mak-
ing and unmaking a thoufand Refolutions,
I contrived to fteal away the Writings of my
Fortune, which my Guardian refufed to give

up to me, and thus accoutred, purfued you to
London.
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London. Now, if my Frolick has not made |
you think light of me, and if my Hand that
gives thofe Papers to your Proteltion can
cgive you any farther Pleafure, my Heart is
yours.

Wil. Dear, dear Creature! Excefs of Joy

traniports me, ’tis you, Sir, muit confirm
my Happinefs.

Stv Wil. By the Liord Harry, I believe I’m
diftra¢ted in earneft.

Char. My Name, Sir, is Charlott Lovely,
Daughter and Heirefs of Sir W illiam Lovely
deceafed : I’m now of Age, and of conie-
quence my own Miftrefs, which Title with
Pleafure I give up in Favour of your Son;
if you approve of our Union, Sir, confirm
it by taking us to your Arms. |

- Szr Wil. Egad thou’rt a mettled Girl, and
I with I were young for thy Sake: Well Bos,
we mult forgive one another, I’ve been an
old Fool, and you, a young one. Your Fa-
ther, Madam, was my intimate Friend, and
had he lived, Nothing could have pleafed
him better than uniting our Families, {o,
Heaven blefs ye together.

Fer. Huzza! a Jubilee, a Jubilee!

Str Wil. “eremy here has been a fad Dog,
but as Things have happened, I can’t be

angry ;
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angry ; well Feremy, what do you think of
a Wite, fhall I make your Fortune you Dog; ?
Mrs. Kitty here, with a little looking after,
may make an excellent Houfe-Wife ; and I’l]
throw you a Rrace of Hundreds into the
‘Bargain. Nay Sirrah, you need not look fo
Arch, for ’twill be your own Fault if you
don’t keep her all to yourfelf..

wil. With your Leave, Sir, we’ll all ad-
journ to your Houfe, where every Thing may
be compleated with Satisfaction; and now
my Charmer

Did each, like thee, with fo much Eafe inherit

A swondrousStock of Beauty, Wit, and Spirit ;

No more fhou’d fickle Man be fond of Ranging,

But évery Youth be fix’d;, beyond the Power
of changing.,

Cow’d thy uncertain Sex attain thy Merit }

E P I



E PI L O G U E,
Spoke by Mrs. MY N I T 7,

In the Character of CHARLOT TE.

"B LL me, ye gentle Sparks—and tcll me truly,
Is #°t Charlott, 2n her Frolicks—rtoo Unruly @
Well, if this Manly Outfide fhot’d amaze ye,
LIl be in Petticoats again — to Pleafe ye,

Yo:’ll fuy, no Doubt, fome rampant Fiend bewitches
IVhen Ladics >gin to woe, and woe in Breeches.
Tis flrange tndecd — a wondrous Revolution,
And quite deflroys our Ancient Conflitution.
In former Times — her fecret Wifh Diffembling,
The curt(y’ing Dame [carce anfwer’d yes-~for trembling ;
Tho’ all on [Iire — ber Spark’s Addrefs difdaining
She look’d demure — nor underflood his Meaning.
"Twas Farce, *twas Folly all — for let me perifh,
[Ve Girls have Blood—warm Flefb and Bloed to che=

- [rifh;
And fince that either Sex was made to tally, '
She’s half a Fool that fiands, with fhilly fhally.

Why fho’d a Girl of Senfe her Paffion flifle,
And lofe the Mlan fre likes — for juft a Trifle 2
Were fo experienc’d now, fo deep in Knowledge,
Gad I don’t fear the Ripeft in your College :
But I'd forgot — our Author’s quite Unealfy,

At leafl, be bid me fay — he ftrove to Pleafe ye ;
If you’ll accept the IVill — for real Merit,
With one Confent Atplaud bis Lafs of Spirit,

Y e
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Sir William Willmore, Mr. Myuitt,
Young Willmore, Mz, Wroghe,
Jerry, * - Mr. Mafon.
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‘Charlotte Lov?ly, o Mrs_,Mmi?f,_
Kitty, a; ];ept M1Itrbfs, . Mrs ;Fzzriré'jl,
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ARG R
LOVE in a MIST.

SCENE the Srar.
Euter Willmore and Jerry.

= N my Soul, Sir, I can’t but admire this
f cxtreme Vivacity of your Inclinations:
Scarce fix Days fince you were dying fdr a
. A Baby-fac’d Thing at Oxford, and fcarce {ix
HQ{J}?}I} Louaon, till you are over-head and Ears m
" Ovewith 2 . - ‘
wil. §Death, Terry, I'mall on Fire—well—the
dear Minute of Appointment is juft at Hand ; this Let-
ter in anfwer to one you delivered her, informs e,
- thar the’s kept byan old jealous Knightin the City—
‘fbe’s a fine Woman by Heaven—-and if it be 1n the
g@qr_ of her fex to drive that intollerable Coquet
Gharlofte out of my Head, I think *tis The can do it.
Fer. Heaven fend there comes 2 good End on’t——
- Well, it I thon’d have my Bones thatter’d in thiis Ren-
counter, ‘twill not be the firft Time I have been paid
‘"fcxj*:rt_iy,.;lﬁg'enuity._ . .
Wil Peace, Scoundrel, and learn to bear Misfortunes
with a pimplike Pauence. -
- . Fer. Patience! yes you may talk of Pattence truly,
while al] the Pleafures of the Sin belougs to yourfelf,

anl

". -
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¥t all the Puniftiment €6 yonrhumble SErvangss—
Wuiw oft have chefe uuforcunate Boses of inine béén
beaten to 2 Jelly 1n your Service! -

Wwill. Why, Sirrah, if your ill Stars condeinn you
to Difappointments, can 1 prevent them? 1f ever you
fuffer’d in your Vocation, fome unfortuuate iiunder of
out otten occafion’d it ; you rememicer the Let-er you
gave to Charlotre’s jealous Guardian? whf:’n 1 the
bverflowing of ‘your Wilddm you miftock hum for her
Footman. | o

Fer. Remember it! I'doy by all that’s unfortunate,
confound the old Dog——he laid'me on like ar: Hép-
cules. He had puton her Footman’s Livery on pur-
‘pofe to lay waitfor ‘me; yet all-tais 1could have born
wich the Pacience of an Aiderman, butthe infupportable
Weight of your Honour’s Oaken Cudgel | _

Will. My Refentment was reafonable, Sirrah, for
fuch a prepofterous Miftake ! bue tell me Jerry, den’e
- You think Charlotte will ‘be ‘confoundedly picqu'd at
my 'fudtden Departure tromOxfoid, without fending her
one fmgle Line, or whining oucche leaft tender Adieu
at parting ? | o

Fer, Piqud, Sir! Lord, Sir, T theught you under-
ftodd ihe infide of a Coguet better, tho’ it might ‘puzzle
onie of a longer fanding ar Oxford, to tell what to make
of Her——=why, Sir, a'Coquer ' is always fo well pleasd
- with herfelf that nothing i Nature is capable of :dif~
:*cdmpbﬁngﬁher. . o

Will. And yet, Jerry, tho’ {he ufed me with'fuch -2
Tradred il Nature, T {ometimes thought fhe did not
hateme.  * - SRR -

7er. Hate you! no, noe, Sir, in my humble Opinion

"L

“the was cxtierhely well-pleied with yous atleaft the

has
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has Reafon to be very well pleafed with herfelr, fince

the had it in her Power to make {o finc 2 Gentleman a
downright

Will. Come out withit, Sirrah, I fhan’t be angry.
Fer. A downright Afs~——Dbegging your Honour’s
Pardon. -'

- Will. Why, really Sir,y you do make fomething free
with me, but will your worthip be pleas’d to explain
what you mean by honouring me with that extraordi-
nary Ticle?

Fer. Nay, Sir, I beg you won’t take it i1l that I faid
{o, for on my Honour, Sir. Iaflure you, I have feen
Perfons of great Rank and Diftinction at over all the
pretry Follies of thar iagacious Animal, and value
themfelves exwemely upon it. |

Fill. Pray then, moft Philofophical Sir, will you
pleafe to intorm me, what one Action of mine happens
to fall under the Lath of your Satire.

Fer. \WVhy really, Sir, as you have been fo long no-
torions in the Clafs of Lovers, I think your Queftion 1s
eafily refolved : .Lovers fince the Creation have been
generally eftemeed little becter than——but fince the
Title of the fore-mention’d Animal {eems to affect you
{0 nearly, P’ll forbear repeating it, and leave it toyour=
falf to confider, what are the Morives which hurried |
vou fo faddenly to London, with fcarce a fingle Gui-
nez in your Pocket, unknown to your Father or Friends,
and, I may even veature to fay, almoft unknownr to
- yourdfelt. . |
Wil Why Jerry, I think my coming to Londona -
Maftzrpiece of Refolution, and applaud myfelf for it -
extrerelv. I doated even to Folly on that Charloce,
the greateft T'yranc of her Sex.  You are ferfible hit]w .

fhe

.t
|
-
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. thé ufed me——in fhort I was become ridiculous even
; 1o myfelf, and judging, with a great deal of Juftice,that
> in dear London alone 1 might hope to recover my R ea-
{on, I refolv’d to break my Chains at once, and let the
Coquet {ee, thar Beaury withoutMerit had loft all Pow-
. er to make a Fool ot me.
" Yer. So we take Horfe in 4 Per, whip, fpur, and
away ; leave being filly at Oxford to come and play
-~ the downright Fool at London; for curfe me Sir, full
- begging your Honour’s Pardon, I can at prefent fee
that your Intentions are conducted with the leaft Ap-
pearance of common Senfe,
will. Sincel muft explainmy Intentions, Sir, to make
a Man of your vaft Judgment approve them, you muit
know that by a Vartety of Pleafures here in London,
I defign to lofe even the Remembrance of my Oxford
Mirefs , and left the Pretence of an old peevith Fa-
ther might interrup: thofe Pleafures, T am pofitively

refolv’d to avoid all Places were *tis poffible 1 might

meet with him.

Fer. And fo Sir, you begin this variety of Pleafures -

by an Intrigue witha Miftrefs, what’s her Name—, this-
fine miftrefs——and that tco with a pair of Pockets

dan[m?bly bad lin’d~——2 likely Profpeétof fucceeding,
truly!

Will. If you exert yourfelf Jerry, cur Plot upon my
Father, can’t mifcarry; then, if fhe be a mercenary
Whore, damn Money, ’twas made to purchafe Plea-
{ure=———"tis now juft Six. ( Tuoks at bis Woteh.

Fer. And pray, Sir, what its to be your humble, Ser-
vant’sDuty, whiie you amufe yourfelt with the Lady ?
you’ll pleafe to give Orders thit the waiting maid may
entertain me, I hope?

il
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774l You have Bufinels enough-upen your Hands,
Sir-.h? now. “ou iee me lodg’d ﬁnd out my Father
2.5 if Forzune fmileson you, you'll find e here, rea-
dy toreceive her Favours, . [Going oaf, (,hm lotte

enteirs i3 Boys Cloaths, and joffk:s hir.

Caa. Zoun:, Sir, ea’t the Street wide enough? or
did you defign to affron: me?

Will. 1huwe other Bufinefs in Hand, Sir, than cither
toattront you, cr if‘?‘: tC make an APOIOE}

Crar. Batineis! + xat Bufinels can he have? into that
Houfe too! oh, hiere’s Lis baigdsg of 2 Man, his Pimp
and prime Minifter? *tis certainly fome Intrigue has
brouchr t.im here; 1f I don’t miftake that dow n-—look
that Fellow is a Pimp and 2 Coward, o may 1 ether
bully or bride him out of his Mafter’s Secrers, Harkee
me, y0u Sir, prychee wiiat Bufinefs have you lirking
about this Houfe nere?
 Jer. Lurking a*ouz Sir! I'd have you to know I
- am a Maa of Honcur, Siry and. not ufed -to anfwer
. fuca Quefiions Lurking about! Tum, tum, tum,
I waik tere, Slr, for the. Recreation of my Legs, and
.-th> Procreation of my Appstite,

. Char. Imittake Friend, or your walkmg here tends
- to tae Procreation of fomethmg elfe-—--come, Sir, no
. equi.ocating, anfwer me direétly, upon what Def Ign .
 are vou ftztioned at this Corner, and what Bufinefs your
. command mu Officer hasin }onder Citadel ?
o Jer. M Tho he Deu! hzve we here? {ome young Don
Quixore esamour’d with the fair and virtuous Lady of
the Cail! tte, 'l wa'rant you. |
Char. Zouns, Sir, no trifling, confefs, or by this

Sword I’LL pin you to the Wall: Come, there’s 2 Lady
0 the Cale? |
Fere
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Fer. Why truly, Sir, as you fay, there’ é."L"adjri_i}n.
the Cafe, 2 Woman of great Honour and Repuration,
I affure vou ; and my Matter, whom you faw juft now
enter, 18 a very honourable Man, and by this Time I
fuppole them engaged in a very honourable Affair. Now
Sir, Ihave fatsty’d your Curtofity, you’ll pleafe to
withdraw; and leave me to my Meditations. .

Char. So you are to defend the out Works, while
the General beats up the Quarters within,

Fer. A Man of threwd Penerraciontruly !

Char. A tew Words more with vou, good Mr. Pimp.,
and we fhall come toa Conclufion. I thort whois this
Lady? her Name? her Fortune ? is the young, hand-
fome, a Maid, or married, is the————— o

Zer. Hold, hold, Sir, not {o faft, I've a devilith Thore
Memory, and {hall never be able to anfwer fo many
Queftions in order——=—it muft be the Devil himfelt]
or 2 Lawyer, far he would fain puzzle me with ao s
Queftions. .

Char. Dam me, Scoundrel, {peak at once to the Pur-

pofe or~———here’s the moft perfuafive lictle Blade in
Chriftendom. | '

jer. *Tis firange now, Sir, what a wonderf{ul antipa-
thy I've ever had, cven to the fight of cold Iron; *tis
a treacherous fort of a CrocodtleCompanion, that’s the
Truth on’t, while it fmiles in aMan’ Face, whipit has
him throngh the Lungs in 2 twinkling,  * Baatering.

Chiar.~8’death——do you play on me Rafegl? ..

Jer. Play on you! ah! Lord, Sir, you miftake me
miirely ; play on you, so, no, Sir,but ’tis mi Way,
Sir, to moralize a lictleon ev’rySubjeét that offers, you
muft know, Sir, I have had part of my Education at
Oxford, the Seatof che Mufes ! thag Theatre of Learn.

& -~ Ings
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ing! that Fountain of Erudition! Now, Sir, in my
Opinion, s I have an undoubted Righr to tmake Ufe
of the greatShare of Knowledge and Wiidom I sherein
sequird, I fhould think it quite oppofite to Prudence
and eommon Senfe, to trifle any longer with fo wor-
ghiya lirtle Gentleman, fo by your Leave, Sir.
[ Goines nearer and nearer, till bewrefls theSxord from her.
Char. The Devil! the Villain has almoft broke my

Jer. And now, Sir, will you pleafe to let me know
what Bufinele have you lurking about this Houfe here?
Ghei. Come, come, Jeremy, you'll find I know you
and your Mafter to0; beaflur’d my Care for his Safety
is my chief Motive fcr enquimnng atrer him; perhaps
theremay beDanger 1n his venturing into yonder houfe.
Come, Jerry, depend upon myHonour, Ill not betray
you ; let this perfuade you of my Sincerity. There’sa
. Wench in Chace—ha ! what fays my little Mercury?
(Gives bim Money.
Jer. Arguments drawn from the Mint are cereainly
the moit prevailing in Logick, an excellent Sentence
by all that’s Eloquent Sir, you have rivitted Je-
remy Ply, Gentlemen, eternally to your Service ; and
tho’ I have not the Honour of knowing you, I'm {o
well convinc’d of your Friendfhip for me and my” Maf-
ter, that without more Preamble, I plead Guilty.
Chbar. Is the 2 Woman of Fortune, or Family? a
Widow perhaps, or—— .+ -
~ Jer. No, no, Sir, neicher Maid, Wife, nor Widow,
{11 affure you, but a wrue Daughter of the Game: A
kept Miftrefs, Sir, and as free of her Favours as.any

vouhg Rake of you all could with for:

Cher.

Y W
r
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‘Cher. So much the better, Jerry, for I can’t poffibly
r¢fit the Temptation of paying my Refpeét to her,

Jer. Oh Lord, Sir, by no Means, Sir; my Mafar
will cereainiy murder me:  Confider, Sir, he fix’d me
here on purpofe to hinder any Thing in Breeches from
difturbing. him, befides,Sir, your Honour, yourHongur
ispledg’d. | |

Char. And my Pocker alone canreleafe it. . -

| | (Throws bim Money azd Exit.

Jer. Well, lietle Lopdon, Tl} fay that for thee,
there’s no Place under the Sun where Pimps have a bete
téy profpeét of thriving: S

: | P Enter &i‘g\'VUliam Willmore.,

St Wil An expenﬁveif’sﬂ‘air, by the Lord Harryas
~—but “tis the Misforuing of old Age—=ghe Purfe
muft fill make Amends for the Inability of the Perfon
——how the Gypfie will lear at thefe lirtle PiStures,
and how fund, and how: wanton the’ll'be, till {he nih-
bles them out of the old Fool’s Clutches, = -

Jer. The old Knight by all that’s omineus, -Dam-
nation! what Devil led him tothts end of the Town}

Sir Will. Hah ts not this Bah’s Jerry———e

- fure the young Dog isnot come up to London withoug

acquainting me

LY

Jer. Yes, the Kitehas difcover’d me; if my Maker
fhould coms bolt out of his Borough, what a fweet
Piece of Work we hive made on’t? Well, I muit on
now in my own Defenc: (A5 if wot facing bim] alas 2
Day my poerold Maf r, ’tis. for himmy very Heart

and ‘Bowels ake——the melancholy news will certaine

ly be the Death of the poor old.Genrléman.
- &r Will. What does he mutter what melsne
choly Neivs is the Blockhead dreaming about 3

B g J_@tn
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_Jer. His very Soul was in that Son of his, and a,,
hopefu!, dutiful Youth he was as one might meetin ,
Summet Day’s riding. | |

Sir Will And, {o Jerry who Jerry———are
you diftrafted or drunk, or what the Devil’s the Matter
‘withyou.

" Jer. Ads heart, my old Mafter! the very Gentle-
man I'd look for——ah, Sir, the motft piciful News!
poor Mr. Robert! |

Sir Wi, YWhat, 1she d=ad ?

Jer. No, Sir, not abfolutely dead neither, but—-

- Sir 7/ But! but what Blockhead'! he has play’d
‘the Fool I fuppofe, and married his Bed-maker, or his

Milliner. |

Jer. Would to Heaven it was no worfe, Sir, tho’
Matrimony be a Noofe, aad a Devil of a one, poor
“Robert is in 4 fair way of being tyed up ina very dif-
‘fsrent Manner, I affure you.

. Sir w7, YWhatdo you fay, Sirrah, my Son Bob ina
“fair way of being hang’d, .

_ Jer. In fhort, Sir, he has kill’d 2 Mas, fairly kill’d
Tim, 2 Difpure happened, a Challenge was fent, the
Gentlemen met, and it was my young Matfter’s very
zood Fortune, Sir, to pink the very Soul of his Antago-
nift: For to befure, Sir, Mr. Robert, as he has the
Honour of being your Son, muft be a Man of Courage.
-~ Sir Will. Courage! what the Devil had he to do
with Courage? a fine talk about Courage, truly: fo

500d ¢ Robert Willmore;Efq ; Son of Sir William
< Wi Imore, of Willmore-hall, in Commitatu Bucks,’
muft blehang’d forfooth, becaufehe is 2 Man of Courage.
" Jer. His Duty, Sir, and this Letter,

-. . Str.
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Sir Wil. hum, hum — dccording 2o the Principles, of
Honoisry Siry T cowld not arvsrd cazllmg an infolent. young
.O[ﬁm' to a clofe Accouit for publickly affronting e - &
was 2is Misfortune to fall Ly sy Sword, (fine Prmc:lples
of Honour truly) I am icw 4 der ain Arrefts yes.
any Thing iinders the Affair, beiny immediately mage, ﬁp,
tis a Deficiency of ready Mozey, (fO_} which Pae poﬁtmc
gt ll- accomplifh with your T:dulgence. .

A mighty pricty Requeft! a- very reafomble De-
mand oruly ! Hﬂrkee, my good Mr. Squu'e, youw'll let
your Mar. of Courage know from me, that I don’tat

“all approve of his Principles of Honour ; ; and that
Pm refolved not to pa:t with ' Farthing ; and .if he
has no other Way to ‘efcape butby my bwad Pieces,

he  may. e'er fay his Prayers, aad prepare for another

Vorld, for Pl inot part with aSoufe, tell hxmib
g,nd o farewell good Mr. Man of Courage. . -

Jer. For Heav'n fake, Sir. confider the- poor young
Gentleman willbreak his Hearr, if you treat himwith
{o much Inhumanity.

Sir Will. break his Heart, Siry Ouns, let hlm, bester
he fhould break his Heart, than be hang’d : Courage,
quoath he, fo if he thinks fit 1o kill half the Town
in his Courage, 1 have nothing ro do bur open my
Bags and fCater my old Gold to fave him from tme
Gallom, a - good Jeft! a very good Jeit! by the
Lord Harry, |

Jer. Befides, Siry as his Ans iy becomes due, you
may fepay yourfelf what vou are pleafed ro advance
upon this Occafion, you were always indulgent, Sir,
confider he s younﬂ—-—---

Sir
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‘Sir Wil. He 1s young, and [ am old, Sir, he’s a
Fool and I'm 3 wife Man, Sir, he’s 2 Man of Courage,
and Pm 2 Man muft pay for it, it {feems; here Scoyn-
drel, here are two Ten Pound Bags, ready feal’d, and
yet | have a wonderful Tempration to let the young,
Rafcal hang for it; here are twenry Pieces, Sirrah,
and ler me hear that he makes 3 proper Ufe of them,
and not one *Vord more of his Courage — or =

er. O Lord, Siry not a Tittle, we fhall takea quite
different Mechod, when thefe are expired. And {o,
Sir, with all Submiffion and Refpe®, I return to my
Mafter, who’ll be ever overjoy'd at the agreeable
News of your good Health, and the Suecels of his
Courage, and my Parts. (Exit Jerry.

Sir Wil. $’Death, a young Dog, I wonder what
Devil pfloefles thefe young Fellows! Nothing bus
cuting Throats, Blood fhed and Battéry upon every
fiddle faddle Occafion :* But let me fee, I muft away
to my Banker fora freth Supply, no Reception frem
my Danae, but when I defcend in a Golden Shore.

(Exit.
S CEN E Kinys Lodgings.

Kirrvy and WiLLMORE.

Kityy. *Tis all in vain, T aflure you, Sir, notwith-
ftanding your good Opinton of yourfelf, yow'll find I
fhall make no Difference asto Perfons between you
and my old Keeper, every Lover that can purchafe a

.. Favour, has a Right to demand it ; ’tis my Trade,
*Sir, and like the Lawyer or Phyfician, nothing but a
“Fee can {often me.

VVih
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V¥il. Come, come, S’Death what means this Fool
ing, Ouns1 took you for one of the kindeft of you
Sex, agd T won’t be difappointed. .

Kitty. In thort Pm not to be charim’d with the eut-
fide of Scarlet Breeches, 1f the Pockets are properly
lin'd; why perhaps we might' come to Agreement ;
while you fue in Pauper my good wnfurnife’d Cap-
tain, there’s but finall Hopes of fucceeding in thefe

Quartuers.

PV¥ill. What bave 1 nothing about me to tempt yon?
 Come, I knoew by thefe Eyes, that you cannet be
cruel ; $’Death, my Dear, which is your Bedchamber.

| Euter CHARLOTT. |
Char. Damne, Madam, if I {poil any Sport, I beg 2
Million of Pardons; but upon the flighteft of your
Commmands I retire to whatever Corner of your
Ledgings your Ladyihip chinks proper to aflign me.
Ritty. Howmowmy good familiar ‘Spark, who are
you? Whence came you? who let you in,y orwhat’s
your Bufinefs here ? |
Cbar. Hey day! an Inundation of Quftions on my
Soul, Madarn, you muft excufe me, you fee there’s
Company, but in private I'll give you all the Satif-
fattion you can defire, Rat me.
Kirty., Anagreeable Fellow, on my Confcience.
~ Char. Come Madam along, no doubt the Pitures
m your Ruelle, are in the beft A-la~nede De I'Ita-
hian Monkieur Permis femmioy. (leading ber off.]
VVill. SDeath, this is one of the moft impernent::
little Fops Sir, as the Lady don’t feems to allow
you fot an Acquaimrance, give me Leave to tell -you,
Freedom, if carried too far, may difoblige her G‘b )
| AN
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bzr. Ha, i, ha, thae Speech is {o Angloi, o fult
of Spleen, aad the ill' Nature of the Climate, that
curfe me, I'muit laugh in his Face ; be it knowsn un-
0 you tien, moft {erious - Sir, that I have a violent
"Fendre for the Lady, in Confequence of which what-
ever Kreedom I may happen to make Ufe of, the Lady
1s bound In Honour to excufe them. Adieu, adieu,
ot tozre Madame oueft wotre Chambre 2 Alois.

Kitgy. TheDevil is in the Fellow, T believe he has
ceriaimly bewitched me.

Will. Ouns, Sir, what Privileges have you to make
m thefe Lodgings ? |

Guar. Privilege ! oh Liord. Siry I havebeen at Paris s

I can dance, drefs, talk Fieig, and take. Snuff with
an Air : koow all che News of the Town, Sir, all
the. Inuigues and all the Scandal ; can tell which
Lord isgreac with his Lady’s Woman, and which La-
dy wita her Husband’s Valet De Chambre: In fhort,
Str, P'm Matter of a thoufand Qualificarions that always
gives 2 Man fome Privilege amongft the Ladies.

VVill. 'The excellent Privilege of a fuperior Impu-~
dence, and 2 Fre:ch Education,

A

Enter JERRY. -

Fer. Str, Sir, I gave fucceeded even beyond hopes ;
here, Sir, here are che Sirging Birds. The good old
Geatleman had ner che leaft Sufpicion ;5 but one Word
Sir, beware of Sharpers, I don’t much like that little
Mercury at your Elhow.,

Y7ill. A troublefome Coxcomb ; but this was Luck
Jerry 5 for without this Ammunition the Siege had been

eerrainly rais’d, Be gone, and wait for me at my
Lodgiogs, I'll thank thee'there, |
- ' ’(é"*“
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“Jer. Nowis my wife Mafter going to provefumfelf
4n"errand Blockhead, and throw away all the Eriies
of our honeft Induftry on.yender Jezabel. -+ (Buxiz.

vVl Well, Madam, now you fee I'm :n a proger
Cotdition to addrefs you ; and {ince I could not. pre-
vail on myfelf, lec thofe little cloquent “Gentlemen
plead for me, (gives ber a Puife) come, come,-my
Dear, we'll fintth tha Bargain ; for curfe meiif
I-can hold out any lomger. = .

‘Kitry. Hold, Sir, perhaps this Gentleman “has an
equal Pretenfion at leat we fhould give him.fair
Play: 'What do you fay, Sir, you fee I'm for chebeft
Bidder. | '

Cher. Damn me, Madam, I'm but a younger Brother,
and forced ro live by my Parsy and the Favous -of'the

Ladies 5 buc if you’ll-accept of my Devotions,” rouz
jour Piefy by the Lord, what fay, you, MchfieuriL’Ar-
1\ g&fiﬁ,— p?a%fz YOUS Dancer. Will you dance for ‘:thg Lua-

7. S S S

YCh%r Damn me, Sir, do you think to fdghren me.

‘Kitty. Hold, Gentlemen, let me decide this ‘Affair-;
- Tll fend him a packing Tl warrant ye, an -impudent
. Fop ! .( Apde toCharlery) Sir, tho’ T had not the Pleaftre
- of an_earlier Acquaintance with "you, Tidon’t kdowy

. how 1t 1s, T muft contefs I like you, your Manndras
- {omething o engaging, thar T find I fhall be Fosl

eniough to grow fond of you, I could not take ig:ill;

thould you doubt my Stacerity; buc if chis Purfe jusft
given meby your Rival, can convince yon T'min'Fur- -

neft, I beg you to makeufe on’t; an Honr hence 13,

expet you ;' we'll laugh at all fach Coxcombs as g

8, and facrifice an Hour or two! to ouf mutusl-§,.

I!Sf:g&ion., e "’}

-.Ga?'zz?. Curle me, my Dear, but you have the }110:1%

adtdit Way of making a Prefenc?” Siy NMonfieti, oy

-
Y
C - ’
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had as good march ofl tor on my Soul it is ouly Time
lot, the Lady bids me tell_yfm {0 5 T have done her
Bufinefs, the doats came, dies for me £S5 Vous ctes i
ﬂiﬂ,b&'&'z%, as 4 PI‘COf Of the po2or CI eature’s Fond-—
uefs, this Bagatre, this Trifle, you fze, flic did me the
Flonour to greﬂ:m me with it from h{?I'On n fair Hand
SII'

VUi The Jilt e Damumon s Death, you
- young Dog do oy make a Jeftof me? Ouns to'lofe
-my. Money and my AMiteefs too?  Draw Sir.

Chze. Wrih all my. Heart, Sir, vet upon fecond
Thought, well amda, Stakes in a more peaceable
\dannj, do. you k xezp the Woman, Sir, and I’m facif-
fied co walk off wich my Bargain:

. }'u}fﬂr J‘:‘IT}
. O Lord we are ruin’d, Sir, we are undonej,
fome D vil or other has direted vour Father here, -1
met him - jut at the Threfhold, and ran back in fuch
Confufion, I don’tknow whethﬂr ’m difcover’d or not,
This comes of Intriguing, witha Pox to it. Unfortu-
tunate Jercins Ply, what the Devil will become of thee?

thou wert cermmly bom to be hang’d w1thour. Benefit
of Clergy.
yvil. 8 Death, iy Father 2. youamazeme-—-—how
thall T efcape 7
Jerr. Efcape, Sir, “tis lmpoﬁble he’s here, Siry I
hear him on' the Stairs 5 1n- the Name of all that’s im-
pudenr, Sir, fice him downright that he miftakes
yon ; per{uade hins our of his Senfes, and. let us make
as decent 2 ReFeat as we can; he has not feen you
@ his'long Time, and may be eaﬁh impofed on 5 L1
| .lf!e b.hlnd this Screen ; for ifhe fees me; all’s over,
- Fater Sir William. o
}_{ﬁy Mv }Ceepnﬂ R
yﬁ[,, "”"*13 by Hem/en‘ my Owil mtural Father

j— e Vi
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Sir ¥Vl Hey day ! we have got Company here,
fine Doings, by the Lord Harry ! ah— ah— thou
Crocadile, thou Adeffalina, have 1 found thee out, Is it
thus you employ yourfelf in my Abfence, thou Toad, .
thou Serpent thar I have nourifhed {o lohg in my Bo-
{om. N .
Ketty. Tndeed, and indeed now, you muft ndt be
icalous, thefe are only fome Coulirs from the Caunry,
[rear, no body elfe indeed ! come bufs thy own Kitzy.
 Sir VVill. Coufins; ah Coufins with a Yengeance !
~ you have cufin’d me to fome Purpofe, truly. Pray’

lirle Gentlernan, mas I make bold o ask, who, or.
- what you are? , . e
. Char. A Rake, rat me. - RS
Sir Viill. And your Bufinefs? :

Char. 'To lie wich that Lady, nothing elfe on my
Soul, Str. ~ T
S8 PV, Very concife, traly,  And you, Sir,ah—
may I believe my Eyes, Roguery upon Roguery ! 1
fhull run ditracied! ah thou Reprebare’; look mie

full in the Face, Sir, and tell- me what Bufinefs-you
have in Loudon, and what is become of the Money k
fent by .your Rogue of a Servant, this Evening ? why
don’t you fpeak, Sirrah, how his Guile confounds him!
VVill. s’Death what do you mean old Gentleman?
for Damn me i I can underftand one Syllable of all
Sir VVill, YWhat's this, what’s this ? your Woriﬁip’s
won’t vouchfafe to know me then ? oh Impudence un~
paralleled t with Submutfion, Siry is not your Name
Robert VVillore, educated thefe three Years ac Ox=
fordy who foaght a Duel the’ ocheér Day, kill'd your
Man, and feat an honeft Valet de Chambre you keep,
in Poft hatt: to Loidos, to couzen a good old fboith
Knight who has the Honour tohe your Fathz p,# cheat

uiﬁlﬂ k%
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him, and bambouzle him out of ewenty, good Pleges
of Gold, which he foolifhly, very foolifhly fent by
e aforefaid. honedt Valer not an Hour ago, pray Sir
ar= you that worthy Gentleman or not ? R
Jr7d. Ha, ha, ha | 'diftratted by all that’s lunarick,
quire befide himfelf ; however ro humour yourFrénzy,
my queer old Fellow ; curfe me if 'T have the leaft
Wnowledge of the Gentleman you talk of, or. his
“honeft Valer or the foolifh old Knight his Father,, 1£ ]
nave, LAmm rme. -
& 7.3 Hows how do I doat, am T afleep, or
cifivatted, or have you loftyour Senfes, Bed, and do'nt
Lnow vour ovwn narural Father 2 |
71, And for a College Education, Pm a Beau, Six,
and of Coafequenc: profz3'd Enemy to all Kind of
Iearning, vnles it be the Manage of the Snuft’ Box,
the je we [ca quici of the Rigadoon. .
Chzr. This is an extraordinary Piece-of Humour
ch my Conicience. |
770, My Nams 18 Carelefs, Siry commonly called
Reau Larel [5, by all Tavern and Coffeeswaiters in-and
ehout Lezdsn ! ha,ha, kill°d his Man, you don’t know
sme, Sir, I find youdontknow me, ha, ha,ha.
sir ¥ ill. Can 1 be miftaken—I muft—yet I could
yave-frarn’twas Bob; his very Shape and Phifiogomy,
‘his very Outfide indeed, but for the Infide thank Hea-
vea tis quitedulerent. : B
Ciar. Comae, Sir,T can fee you no longer impofed
ori 3 ba fatisfied this Gentleman is no other than your
S, 2ducated as you faid at Oxferd, and now come
up 1neog.. 1o, London ; becaufe ’tis here he expefls t0
#ad a larger Variety of Pleafure. } know not what
w1 meambv this Duel, and killing his Man, but'am
sfTured, Sir, ’tis all a Fable, and T believe I cant ptoe
duce the: Auther, at leaft the Manager of this, a_i;d';ll
- his
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s (Bifedvers Yerry:
VVill. You are 1o Le mx,t, ! mppoie, Sir; Iiha 11 fiyret

his other Emavacrwcesﬁ., do you know this Face, Sir?

2 ‘Time.

Char. Daimn your T*nna,j Siry ‘ot will you let this
honeft Gentleman impofe on. you as your dutiful Son
Mas done ? if you 'l believe him, Sir, Il encage. he’ll
tell youheisnot the Rogue you. take him for, but a
Perfon.of fome Con(uquﬂwe and Honefty: |

:?e; . Really, Siry Ido {e.m guilry, Lcoafeﬁ-, I do,
butif I'm ner as innocent, .and as much impofed on as

yourfelf, may;f be.condemned to-the Service of fome.
‘half famifhd Lawyer never more toknow the dear
Pleafure of Board-wages, but keep an eternal-Lent
upon four Small Beer and Parchment.

" Char. Why sre you fomad tobelieve this ?

Sir VIl Rafeal, what can you fay for yourfelf?
he thall Swing by th*'-'-‘ Lord Harry

Jerry. 1 ipv 'd this Gentleman here, this wonderful
Likenets of my young Mafter, juft turnicg thé Corner
“of a Screcr, Sir, a3 I parted from your ‘Wml’hip, you

may vers well think I'was furprized, Sir, yes, Sir, my‘
Very Hoy ftood an End, 1l affiye you.

Char. Sirrah, thou art An Original of Tmpudmce -

Jer. However, Siry I pluck’d up my Spirits, and
followed him asd {houghc ungerceived tato this very
Chamber, where I was foon convinced of my Miftzke;,
tor upon 2 near Examination, they are not like one

an other at ‘all, the Voice, Str, Immedz ately undeceives.
one, and’ {0 was fneaklnﬂ‘ away when your Honour

came.in,quite athamed, Sir, for makmg fo ridiculous
a Blunder. f

W4ll. *Tis in vain, Sir, to make Apologes ; T throw -
myfqf at your Feet. Can you forgive a Son, whom |

Youth ‘md n Vi m,ity of Sentiments-have led a Stray; |
N | SR my i

f!"
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my future Condu'i: fhall never gne 'you Occafion to
repent your-Indulgence.

Sir Wziz Diftracted- by all that 3 Lunauck quite
befide himfelf.

" 7l Will you, Sir, can you be Deaf to my Re—-
pmt?.nce /-

" Sir 7Vil. My Name is Carelsfs, Sir, commonly call-
ed Beay Garelefs, you don’t know me, ha, ha, ha;
- (Mumicking yourg Willmore.
C:ﬁ...r Rife Mr. Willigre, Folly inyou miy be ex-
cuizisle ; bur how monftrous does it appear_on the veé-
nerzble Shoulders- of Threefcore ; ~'thefe are pret
Lcdeings Sir Williain, and your Chdice ina Play Fel-
- 1ow no Diferace in-your Judgment, had you been one
forcy Years youdger. Come, come, Sir, take yous
Son munedlately nto Favour, of you‘ll be made the
Scoff of the Town.
-+ - Kitry. This is 2 wonderful Spark truly, he certainly
- deals with th2 Desil, for he knows every Body, and
hasq ringer 1 every Bod s Bafinefs.
" . For you, Madam, in Sir V¥illiam’s WName to
: di churge you, you fee he has found you @ut, here
s a Purl vou vouchfafed to honour me with, take | it,

’\*'....ym it i3 nor for my Purpofe. Your Lodgmg
Thall bn., difcharged, . look out for frefli Commons as

fooe as polhibie. And now Mr. PVilore what do you
_i:m-;: ¢t me ?

¥Fi. Thar voucre the mo”c extraﬂrdmary Perfon 1 -
ﬁesz mier with | in my Life,

¢ 577 Look me fullin the Fice; do youfes norhmg
-""...1'.";“*.,1., to mike you tremble

- FUiE Ho—ly allmy Hopes, tis the, ’ris Gbﬂrioﬁ, |
---—--dm Coxcomb tha.t [ was, ’'m quite confound“ed
Ol Courage, MrlF¥ilmore, fee what unaccount-

2:.* > Créatures we Women are; ‘while Ihad you inmy

Lr

_‘ | - Power

T
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Power, I ufed you as ill as T could; and for nc other
Reafon that T can telly-but becaufe you were 1nmy
Poxer ; and finca Thave gone {o far, it ‘muft all out.
atonce. YWhen I hexfd you left Oxford, I was quite
defperate ; and afrer making a thoufand Refolutions,
[ coatrived to fteal away the Writings of my: Fortune
which my Guardian tefufed to give up torme., Now
- if my Frolick has not made you think Light of me,
my Heart 1s your’s. Tl
VVill. My dear Creature, Excefs of Joy traniports
me, ’iis you, 3r, muft confirm my Happinefs. .
Sir VVill.- By the Lord Hairy, 1 believe Pm diftracs
ted in Earnett. | ey
Char. My Name is Charlot; Ljvely, Daughter am’%t ‘-
Heirefs of Sir VVilliam -Lovely; deceafed, ’'m now of’
Age, and of Confequence my ‘own Miftrefs, which
“with Pleafure I give up €0 your Sofi’; and if “you ap~
prove of our Union, confirm_icby.taking us to your’
Sir Will. Egad thou art-a mettled Girl, and'T wifh:
I were young for yonr Sake ; wall Bob, wé muft For=
give one another, I've been an. old-Fool, and you &
young one. Your Father, Madam, was my intimate’
Friend, and mothing. could have - pleafed - him begs,
ter than uniring our Families together, fo Heaven
blefs you. R e
-~ Jerry. Huzza, hazza, a:Jubilee. EIRRT LA

1 - L

. . , . : }ZF::EW 'i:.ﬁ;
Sir Will. Jerremy here has been a fad Dog,j but -as s

L] -3 T
E

Things have happened, I can’t be angry ; well: Jerve- -
my what do you think of a2 Wife, fhall I make your -

Fortune you Dog? Mrs. Kisty here with “a little -

looking after, may make an excellent Houféwife s andt:

I’ll throw you 2 Brace of Hundreds into the Bargain. .

Way, Sirrah, you need not look™{o arch, for twill be
your swa Faule if you don’c decp her all-to yourfelf. _

Wik
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YVl “flth our Leave., Sit, we’ll all adjourn o
your Houfea Wherﬁ E‘HL}( Thmﬂ' may bﬁ CompleatEd

with Saristaéhon; and now my Charmel

Counld thy unceriain Sex attain thy Merit,

Dic Bachiike Thee with fo mach Eale inherit
A wondrous Shoch of Beauty, Wit, and prru
No more fhow'd fickle Man be fond of ranging,

$

Eui every Youth be fix’d beyord the Power of thanging,

2 EPILOGUE {poke by Mrs. Myntt | in the

Chara&er of CHARLOTT.

‘r E L L me, ye gentleSparks——and tell me truly
Is ix*r Charlotr ip her Froiicks—Ttoo unruly 2

| Wcll it thy Manly Odtﬁue fhouid amaze ye

I°1l be in Petticoars agatn—to-pleafe ye T
Yow lfag'., no deubt, fome rampant Fiend bcmtcbe:: ~

When Lagies bu..ﬂ'n 0 wog, and woe n Brecches |

"Tis frange frdeed——~a wondrous Re: wolution,

And quite deftroys our anciznt Couftirurlon :

I former Times ——her fecret With Diflembling, o
The eurtfiing Dame fcarce aifwer’d Yes—for Trﬂmbhng |

"Bho' ait oo Fire

her Sparks addrefs Difdaining,

* She lock’d demure—nor underftood his Meauing.
© *T'was Parce, “twas Follyall——“or let me perifh, -

We Girls have Blood —warm Flefli-and Biosd te cherlﬂa.’i |

“And fizce that either Sex was mads to rally,

- She's haif a Fool that ﬁaﬂds for fhilly {haliy.

Why fhould 2 Girl of Sente i:er Paffion fific,

~ And lofethe Man fhe likes for fuch a Trifle ;
| Wﬁ rc ﬁJ ex@en“nc: d now, 1o deeﬂ in Knowlcdgc,

*GadJ don't know the rweP in yous Cohcge
Bu: I'd tofgor, — cur Author's culie uneafy,
Atleaft, e bld me lay—he firove to pleate ye ;
If-you ol dccept the Will—for real Meri,
With oneConfenr apy. Md his Lafs of Spirit
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