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. O V E
S A C K.

As it is now Acted at the

NEW-THEATRE

IN

Lincolns- Inn Ficlds.

If there were no nonfenfical Flights,
The Women would want what to [ay,
Zise Poets want fomething to write,
And the Allors want Farces to play.

Since Nonfesfe is grown [uch a Charm,
With the Ladies the Beau's and the Poet ;
Le: each one his Reafon Alarm,
And le that bhas Wi, let ban fhew it.
Savage. Charms of Nonfenfe

By BENF¥AMINE GRIFFIN. ,

S
’1}"

L O N D O N:

Printed for W.: Mears at the Lamb and F. Brown at the
Black Swan, both without Temple-Bar; and T. Wood-

ward near the Inner-Temple Gate, Fleetfirees, 1715,



PROLOGUE

ALL ANTS, to gan yisyr Favour I am come,
And beg our Farce a favourable Doons
A5 & young By that fain wow'd learn to fwims,
Stands hov'ring long upon the Water’s Brim ;
Crowded with Fear dares fcarcely venture in:
At laft be tryes bis utmoft Strength and Speed,
Plunges at once. and hopes be [hall fucceed,

Yet's cantious leaft bis Fear (hould make him fink indeed :

Thus is §¢ with our Author bere to Night, =

He has ventur'd both at once to play and write:

"Twas bold but Conrage's th' Cardinal Virtue now,
And Bays but flonriflr on the darmg Brow;
Let him go on, and merit by Dagrees,
" If now he fails, grows older. be may pleafe,

For .dclors feldom rife but by Degrees;

Even Nokes and Underhill, with dull atting teas'd ye,
And play'd fome Years, e'er they advanc'd to pleafe ye,
Let Veteran AQors their jufl Praifes wear,
In him it is an Honour even to dare.

The hardy Boy who once durft drive 1be Sun;
At leagl this fmall yecorded Homour won.

105" Atiempt was brave, tho' fure to be undone -

This


Administrator
Note
Griffin--both a playwright and an actor. "He has ventur'd both at once to play and write"


PROLOGUE.

T%is faid, ke to the Generous bids me fay.
He begs for once you'd favour bis Effay.
Ladies, to you, bis trembling Mufe does bend,
Yois ever were to Innocence a Friend
$how'd you ¢/ponfe bis Caufe Criticks won't daye
o cenfure whas's approv'd of by the Fair,
But 10 4l in general. I'm bid ¢s bow
Since more than e'or he wants Proteldion now.
Let not one fatal Blow. (#his is bis Pray’r.)
Crafl all at once the Poer, and the Player :
But let your Smiles their wonted Charms difplay,
And drive his Fears and Fealoufies away.

EPI-



EPILOGUE

REAT Jove. they fay, Defcending from above,
G To enjoy the Pleafures of Almighty Love,
Did sondefcend to lay afide bis Rod,
Forget his Glory, and Eclipfe the God,
Thought no Difaunife too fafe no Toil too greas
To plea'e the Fair, and favour bis Ritreat;
Sometimes appear'd to ber, ltke Bull, or Swan,
But ofiner in the lordly Shape of Man ;
| Findisg that Sex to Manaood mnore inelin’d,
The Pleafure donbled, and the Senfe refin'd.
Since then, the mighty Th.cderer was feen,
To appear below in Shapes fo bafe and mean;
We can't [uppsfe any will think it Strange,
From plodding Gravity old Cit (hou’d change,
To fool, in dark Difguife, and shro’ the City range.
The Ewent we hope bas pleas’d ; the Plot mifcarry'd,
The Knight was fool’d and the young Lovers marry'd.
Our Author, so avoid Offence, tosk Care
Thire Feft [row'd not be carvied on too far,
Befides, he doubts a Precedent as yer,
Of Captain Cuckold. and of Cully Cit;
Unlefs fome Bunhi!l Officer or fo,
At City MuTer or a Lord Mayor's Show,
Whofe Iife a trading Brother thinks a Beanty,
Dubs bim, kind Neighbonr like, while he's on Duty.

Dra-~



Dramatis Perfonz.

M E N.

IR Arthur Aidle- '
Pc?lf’, dil O;ll.f{ - I]U ng' Gf}:ﬁﬂ.

mourous Citizer.,

Father to Olivia.
Mr. Crurily, 12 lovc -
with O/izvia, } Mr. Corey.

Captain ‘Ddebouair hi .
Friend_ _ }\11*- SP’/ZL‘"-
Phillip, Six Aritar’:

Foounan.

}Mr.‘H. Bﬂ/!ﬂf&

W OMEN.
Oigéz;ﬂlyn Love witl }qu Vincent.
Aureliay, the Captamc}w Finch.

Lady.
Fewry, her Woman. Mrs. Hunz.

. Servants, Footmen, &c.

SCENE Covent-Garden.

LLovE


Administrator
Note
Griffin and Spiller--both players/writers.

Note that scene set in Covent Garden


SCEN E Sir Arthur’s houfe.
Enter Sir Arthur and Philip.

PurrLir.
& =|EALLY Sir, I think you
4£1 had better purfue this Ad-
venture no further.
Sir Arth. What an Im-
Yo pudent Rafcal art thou, to
hmk that aMan of myAge andExpeuence
ould want the Advice of his Imperti-
nent




1 Liove in a Sack.

nent Servant; be quiet, Saucebox, Si-
lence will become you much better than
prating. Though I condefcend to ac-
cept your honeft Intention to ferve me,
and truft you with the Secret of my
Loves yet I’ll not pzrmit you to advife,
nor will 1 hear a Word fhall contradict
my Will.

Phil. I have done, Sir, I have done.

Sir Arzbh, It 1s meet you fhould, Sir,
efpecially when you talk not to the Pur-
pofes but pray where are thofe huge De-
fets you wou'd pretend to find? they
are not in my Perfon, I am hail! wvige-
rous! fprightly! young! asfound as a
Roach, and as nimble as a Cock-Spar-
row. 1 can dance a Minuit, or cut a
Caper with the beft Fremch Dancing-
Malter of ‘em ally, Lal /lay ra, [dings.]
Look ye thereyam 1 old you W help you?
Cha-hem.

Phil. Yety Sirs, you muft confefs,
Age has changed both your Complexi-
on, and your Hair; you have been grey
fome time.

Sir Arth. You lye, you lye, Ifay! I

have


Administrator
Note
how old was Griffin at the time (1715)?"[B]ut pray where are those huge Defects you wou'd pretend to find? they are not in my Person, I am hail! vigorous! sprightly! young! as sound as a Roach, and as nimble as a Cock-Sparrow. I can dance a Minuit, or cut a Caper with the best French Dancing Master of 'em all, Lal, la, ra, [Sings.]" (10). 


Love in a Sack. 1T

have nots ‘tis true, Cares of Life have
a little wrinkled my Brow; but what
of that, 1 am as ftrong as Hercules, my
Blood boils and circulates as warm as e-
ver it did: In fhort I am in Love, and
will 1indulge my felf moft immoderate-
ly in amorous Delights: Have I not an
Eftate able to fupport me I1n 'em?

Phil. | don’t difpute that, Sir; but
you

Sir Arth., But you do dilpute that,
though to no Purpofe; what a Pox take
you, I See, Hear, Smell, Tafle as well
as ever 1 did, and E'gad 1 can find no
Caufe to believe | have loft any Part of
my Senfe of Fecling.

Phil. Well, Siry you know I am al-
ways ready to ferve you to the utmoft
of my Power; but were my young L.a-
dy to know I was employ'd in an Affair
of this Nature, fhe would lead me an
uneafie Life, and perhaps difcard me
your Family and Service.

Sir Arth. Hark'ye, Pnilip.

Phil, Sir. .

Sir Arth, Come hither, I fay; come
- - nearer



Administrator
Note
"I See, Hear, Smell, Taste as well as ever I did, and E'gad I can find no Cause to believe I have lost any Part of my Sense of Feeling" (11)--sense perception and knowledge... His judgment questionable--Sir Courtly may be a fop, a man about town, but play gives him more positives than negatives. 


T2 Love in a Sack.

nearer me, Sirrah! Here’'s my Hand, and
with 1t my Promife, that fhe fhan’t ufe
thee 1ll, uor difcard thee neither, if
thouart true to my Intereft, and fecret in
this Afairlhave intrufted thee with. Dif-
card thee, quotha!fiddle, faddle, fum—a
young Jackanapefly Jade; 1'll difcard her
tell her,fhould the pretend to command me!
But I know the Secret of all thisy For-
footh is in Love, yes truly, has got the
Itch of Matrimony, and muft be cur'd
by a Husband. A Husband muft claw
the Baggage, and who fhou’d that be
but one Courtly, a curfed Rakehelly
Rogue, not worth a Groat; that has
liv'd by his Wits, and deferved hanging
this feven Years, has nothing to recom-
mend him but hisdamn’d heathenifh Af-
furance, and his lcofe Town Educations
but becaufe fing, dance, drink, game,
whore and rake, 1s Madam in Love with
him Lord —— What an Age it 1s
we live in, that Debaucheries and Ex-
travagances fhou’d pafs for fine Quali-
fications and genteel Breeding.

Phil, Has he no Eftate, Sir?

Sir



|
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Sir Arth. No, no, ’tis all mortga-
gedy, made over, fold, and gone; he lives
upon: tick ; gets into every Body’s Debt,
(that ‘will truft him) pays no Body;in-
treagues with his Creditors Wives, in-
ftead of difcharging their Bills; his Bar-
ber, Taylor, Hofiers Semitrefs, Milli«
ner, Mercer, Draper, are all paid in
the {fame Coin of Cuckoldom.

Phil. And does my young Lady love
this Man, fay you, Sir?

Sir Arth. Ay, 1 tell you, moft dam-
rably, a perver{e Baggage, but I'll difin-
herit her, or cudgel her to Deftruétion,
if fhe {hould marry him without my
Comfent.. .

Phil. 1thygk, Sir, that’s a hard Cafe.
. Sir A;:tbi.e Gy ~—- Ihthgnk not

ut comicy let’g galk to the Purpofe — ha,
how——Who's thartherc? y
{ Phid. There’s no Body, Sir, that 1
ce.
Sir Areh. 1 wou'd not be over-heard,
~——hark’ye— you have often faid Mrs.
Jenny, Captain Debonair's Lady’s-Wo-
man, loves you.

B Phil
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- Pbhil. 1 have own’d it, Sir, and do
again.

Sir Arth. Good—be it fo-—-and LhoL
Iov'ft ker too, ha.

Phil. Yes, Sir.

Sir Arth. Better—DBe(t of '111--—-now
this 1s the cafe Boy, if thou canft by
her Means gain me an Adimittance into
the Captain’s Houfe, {o as in Lis Abfence
to talk an Hour with his dey

Plil. With his Wife, Si?

Sir Arth. Wife, Su? ay, why not>
‘what a mouthful thou makeft of a \Wife!
fince fhe’s the Objc@ of my. Adoration

hil. Confider what you do, the Cip
tainis a Manof Honour,and his L.ady be.
“ing a youngWoman perhapg he’s jealouso
“her ; but what is worfe,as-furious asa Ly
-onif put into a Pafliomand gever to b
reconicil’d for an Injury or Affront bu
by the Death of the Aggrefior; the ver
Sight of his Sword, when he 1s 1n a Pa
: ﬁon would fnght me -out of . my Wit
Were I oice to come into his Houlc i

the Office of a lep, l Ihould fine

THIS VOLUME 1S 1
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worfe than a Fox or a Polecat, and be
difcovered by the Scent I left behind me.

Sir Arth. Ah, Puppy, the older you
grow, f{till the more Fool you. Louk
you here, Sirrah, here’s Mony. [ Pulls
out a Purfe ] Gold it 1s, 1s not this a
Tewptation now, aded 1t 15, and agreat
one too. IHad the Disbanded Officers
about Towon, and the Lawyers Clerks
in the Temple and Inns of Courts, as
much Gold to command as I could fur-
nith 'em with, they’d make Monfters of
half the Shop-Keepers in Loiiden ; there
would not be a Male Child born within
the City aud Liberries, bur would iy
for Pery, Ink and Paper, before he got
out of his Cradle, call upon Cook aiid
Littleton,as naturally as other Children
do for Dadda or Mam or clfe throw 3-
way his Play-Thingsbefore Le’s in Bree-
ches for Piftols, Muskets, Buff-Belts and
Blunderbufies.

T4il. § mull clof: with him, I find;
nay there may be fumething mude of
this Freizy of his for onght 1 know,
that may help my yeung Lidy, do Mr.,

B2 Lourtly

")

'TGHTLY BOUND


Administrator
Note
on writing/art: if people didn't have to work for gold, they'd write
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Courtly a Service, and my{elf a Bere-
fit, at leaft no Injury. [ Afide.

Sir Arth. Well, what art thou con-
fidering on, ha?

Phil.Only the dangerous Confcquen-
ces of a Difcovery.

Sir Arth. Poh, pox o’the Danger,
Confequence or Difcovery either; 1 am
ravifh’'d with the Perfon of my Love,
and the Pofleflion alone can make me hap-
py. What an Eye fthe has! A Brow! A
Lip! A Cheek fo like the Lilly and the
Rofe! A Skin fo {foft! fo {fmooth! fo
fair! and then her heaving Dreafts {o
plump! {o round! So, fo, {fo— Lord
in what an Extafie of Love I'm

loft.
Phil. Did ever Mortal {ee {uch an

extravagant old Man?
Sir Arth. Hark’ye, Sirrah, thisPurfe
of Gold will I give to Mrs. Fenny and

thee.
Ph:l. With all my Heart, Sir.
Sir Arth. Upon thefe Conditions.
Ph:l. Pray name 'em, SIr.
Sir Arth. That the will upon all Oc-
cafions


Administrator
Note
Sir Arthur's "extravagance"--he's "lost" in "an Extasie of Love." So outside himself, he doesn't notice what's happening around him, much less hear Philip's remark.
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cafions commend me to her Lady, and
be faithful 1n the Conveyance of a Let-
ters together with a Prefent of this Dia-
mond=-Ring, which was my Wife’s; for
my Daughter fhall never be deck’d with
the leaft Spark of her Mother’s Jewels,
for her Difobedience to me.

‘Phil. Difobedience, Sir?

Sir Arth. Ay, the young Flirt has
thrown away her Baby, and won't reft
‘till the has a Husband, the’s bewitch’d,
and right or wrong will be married.

Thil. But the other Conditions, Sir.

Sir Arth. That {he willy 11 the Cap-
tain’s Abfence, convey me privately in-
to the Houfe.

Phil. 1f this be ally, you may con-
clude it done.

Sir Arth. Ha! How ! What! and ha!
Shall I,fhall I conclude it done, {ay you ?
Take my Mony ; take it all,you curfed
Dog you! and I’l)y I'li! Odd, I’'m
out of my Wits for Joy! I'll {fend thee
with a Letter this Moment; come, go,
run, ftay 1 fay, follow me, you Son of
a ——Cone [ Exeunt.

B 3 SCENE
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Note
?? "thrown away her Baby"??

"bewitch'd"

he's "out of [his] Wits for Joy"--continually contradicts himself, cannot discover his own desire--"come, go, run, stay I say, follow me, you Son of a---Come"
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SCEN-E IL
The Street.

Courtly alone.

Court. Curfe o'the Folly and Avari e
of Age, elpecially the Avarice of Pa-
rents; who wou'd to Laws confine our
Inclinations, placing the fole and only
Joy of Life, 1n the dull Pleafure of un-
counted Wealth, not having generous
Souls enough to tafte it. But foft, leaft a
Diicovery fhould prevent my Hopes of
meeting here the Obj=& of my Love.

Enter Philip.

Pril. Mr.Courtly!
Court. Philip.
Phil. Oy Sir! Happy News!
Court. What 1s 1t, prithee ?
PLhil. The only thing you could with
to make you happy.
Court. Out with it then.

Pl
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Fhil. My old Mafter is over Head

and Ears 1n Love.
Courz. In Love! old Dotard! who

is this Beauty that has fir'd his Tinder?

#4il. Your old Friend, Capiain ‘De-
bomair’s Lady ; and nothing bar making
the Caprain a Cuckold can farisfie him

Court. Monftrous! But what Service
can this be to me?

Phil. Pll tell you,Sir: He hasgiven me
Mont, a Letter and this Ring, for Mors.
Fenny, inorder, when Occafion {erves, to
deliver .into the Hands of her Lady,with
Commendations of the Perfon and Eftate
of Sir Arthur Addlepate; now, Siry as
the Captain’s Lady is a Perfon of known
Reputation and Virtue, my old Maltee
i1s not very likely to fucceed in his Al-
drefs; therefore I would have you del1-
ver the Letter to her your feif, and to-
gether with the Cuptain, lay a Plot to
Pring the old Man difguis’d into the
Houfe, there furprize him in the Height
of his Expe&ation, and threaten him
with Blood, Death and Deftruction, for

B 4 the

I
E


Administrator
Note
trick upon trick--cuckolding attempt rerouted, employed as an opportunity to chastise Sir Arthur and enable the "appropriate" match between Courtly and Arthur's daughter. All facilitated by the footman.

"I would have you deliver the Letter to her your self, and together with the Captain, lay a Plot to bring the old Man disguis'd into the House, there surprize him in the Height of his Expectation, and threaten him with Blood, Death and Destruction..." *exposition*
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the Injury intended, unlefs he prefeatly
complies, and gives his Confent to your
Marriage with my young Lady.

Court. 1 like the Defign wells nay
faith ! 1 can’t fee how i1t will fail us, if
my Friend the Captain confents to the
putting it in Execution, and I could
hope he will, 1 know fo much of his fa-
cetious Temper, that I.am fure “twilladd
to his Diverfion. 1 am to Night to fup
with him, ’tis now about the. time;
come, you fhall go along! with me.

Phil. With all my Heart, Sir.

Coure, But firfty here’s fomething for
thee to drink to our Succels; come, ’tis
no new thing to take Fees on both Sides.

Phil. O Lord, Sir, you know Il am
no Lawyer, I am a Footman.

Court.Nay ’tis come to that pafs now,
the one does it as well as the others but
come, let’s lofe no time. [Excunt.

t’ SCENE



Administrator
Note
Captain (Spiller) a man of "facetious Temper"
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¢« SCENE Il
¢ The Captain's Houfe.

S

‘ Enter Debonair, Aureliay and Jenny.

‘ Aur. My Dear, thall we fit and hear
¢ the Boy fing? you us’d to like him.

¢ Debt With all my Heart.

“ Aur. Jenny, go fend him here 1m-
¢ mediately.

¢ Fen. I (hall, Madam.
“ Deb. And d’hear, if Mr. Courtly
¢ comes condud him up.

¢ Jen. Yes, Sir. [ Exit Jen.

A Song by the Boy.
Enter Jenny and Courtly.

¢ Fen. Sir, Mr. Courtly.
¢ Court. Ever pleafant Captain, I ad- =
‘ mireyour way of living; Mufick, Sing-
¢ ing, Mirth;and good Hurhout have their
‘ Center here. I%ut I muft beg of you
5 a


Administrator
Note
"Musick, Singing, Mirth, and good Humour have their Center here"--i.e. at Spiller's house...

Administrator
Note
QUOTATION MARKS--where was this before? 
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¢ a Moment's [nterruptions I have a
" Bufinefsto impart, that may perhaps
¢ add to your Diverfion;and though ’tis
¢ pleafant in it felf,yet *as of greater
¢ Confequence to me, then you may at
® firft 1magine.
¢ Deb. Well, Sir, proceed.
¢ Court. The Injury fhould not with me
¢ meet an eafie Pardon; in brief, your
¢ old Neighbour, Sir Arthur Addlepate--
- & Aur.Your Miftrefs Olivia’s Father.
¢ Court. The fame, Madam, has {ent
¢ this Letter with a Ring to be deliverd
¢ 1nto your Hands, by your Woman.
LAur, Pray, Sir, let’s read it.
Court. There it is Madam, -
[Gives ber the Letter,
Aur. Moft dear Madam,
[ Reads.
The abounding Charms of your moft
beantiful Perfon has catifed——\Y hat,
Is it Love?
Conrt, It feems {o, Madam.
Aur. Pray my Dear do you read the
weft of ity I have enough of .it already.

Deb;

h—-.rl“
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Deb. Moft dear Malam,

The abounding Charms of your moff 6&2%-
tifulPerfonybave canfed fuch an irrcfi-
flabl: Motionin my adoring Soul, that "
unlefs you look upon me with the
condefcending Eves of Pity and Com->
paffion, 1 mui inevitably Peyif.

Lour moft Palfionate Lover, . 1 3
Arthur Addlépate.
¢ Om. Ha, ha, ha. L

¢ Aur. Monftrous! what an old:
¢ Wrerch it 1s. -

¢ O” l"l?, hﬁ, h"l, ha;

¢ tur. Pray Mr. Courtly, give us fur-
¢ ther lnfo.marlon 1t you can.

¢ Court.He has bribed his Man ‘Philip
¢ and your Woman to be of his Partys .
¢ but the Fellow having more Houelty -
¢ than thc_l&;nght has Difcretion, dif-
¢ cover’d it to me with all the Circuni-
¢ flances artending, and would you con-
¢ fent to our Defign, ‘twouid ampiy res

:. vc,uge tius Aftront to you both, and
¢ gve


Administrator
Note
Debonair/Spiller reads: "The abounding Charms of your most beautiful Person..." 
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¢« give me an Opportunity to force from
¢ him his Confent to my Marriage with
¢ Olivia,
¢ Deb. With all my Heart, 1 {wear
¢ we fhall have Sport enough.
¢ Aur. You fhall have my Confent,
¢ upon my Word.
¢ Coxurt. 1f you would write an An-
¢ fwer to his Letter, not abfolutely a
¢ Denial, but to leave him {ome hopes
¢ of fucceeding s his Servant 1s below
¢ and fhall carry it ; where we'll fix on
¢ aDifguife and time tobring him hither,
¢ when my felf, you, and the Servants
¢ {hall difcover him, and in the height
¢ of his Fear force him to a Comphance
¢ with our Demands.
¢ Deb. Agreed, agreed.
¢ Aur. Upon my Word'll write, if it
¢ 1s but to Ee revenged of hims but 1t
* puzzles me to know what.
¢ Cours. Something likean Invitation,
* Madam.
« Deb. Ay, and forget not the Dif-
¢ guife.
¢« Axr. I'll dait. [Sits 1o wrse.
| ¢ Deb.

¢
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¢ Des. What a ridiculous Humour
¢ this is in Sir Arzbur; 1 could not have
¢ believed it, had I not feen fo undenia-
¢ ble a Proof as his own Hand.

« Court. Upon my Word 1 amof your
¢ Opinion, I blefs my felf withthe hopes
¢ of Succefs. We fhall be doubly obliged
¢ to you Captain, and lhope 'twill put
¢ us into a Condition to return theOb-
¢ ligation.

¢ Deb. You may depend on whatever
¢ I can ferve you ins befides ’tis really
¢ {o pleafant, 1{hould be loath to lofe
¢ my fhare int he Mirth,

¢ Court. And I my Hopes of {ucceed-
¢ Ing.

¢ PDeb. Nay, there’s no Profpe@t of
¢ the contrary.

¢ Aur, There 1t is, read it if you
¢ pleafe, and then I'll Dire&t it ha, ha,
¢ ha.

¢ ‘De_é. No matter, we won’t lofe
¢ that time.

¢ Court. No, {end it immediately.
¢« Aur. 1 will. .

"¢ Court. His Manis below Stairswith
¢ Jenny,
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¢« Yenny, I'll refolve with him on the
¢ Difguife, the Time, and.what elfe 1s
¢ materialy acd then infarmo you. .. o
¢ Aur. There it is, To .the Horfhip-
¢ ful S2r Arthur Addlepate thefe. -
¢ Db, Make hafte, Supper will be.
¢ ready in a Moment,where we fhall ex-.

¢ pect you. . o >
¢ Cogre. 1lhall attend you there.
[_Exit‘.;
¢ D.6. Come my Dear. | Lxe,
SCENE IV "

Sir Arthur's Houfe,

' %

Enter S7r Arthur and Olivia. }

Sir Arth. S’bud don’t follow me you
curfed Jade you, [ hate thefight of you,.
the Devil hasbewitch’d you Ibelieve, and.
tis not in iny Power. to drive him, eut of
you; but you fhall be Obedieut to my:.
Will or yeu fhall die a-Beggar. What a
Murrain, is there no dealing with youl
Mcrcy ;00 ne, whata plagléé it i;s‘td $23ve

A



Love tn a Sack, 27

Daughters fit for Marriage, they are al-
ways Whimpering,  Whintag, Withing,
Sighing, Crying, ot quiet when aflecp,
but muft be dreaming aud prating of
Husband there in Bed; get you out of
my Sight I fay, Lli! Il PlI} Odd I
don’t know what to do with her; would
(he were dead, would fhe were cold i’
her Grave, fo I were rid of her. -

Cliv. Wou’d ] were any where fo1
were Happy; but you’il not hear me,
Sirs if ‘tis the fight of me that troubles
you, banifh me from your Houfe, and
in fome lonely Country Cottage let La-
bour be iny Daily Exercife, and low
Conterit my Portion, fo you but blefs -
me with the Man 1 love.

Sir Arth. The untoward Slut brings
Tearsintomy Eyes. She makestne weep,
tho’ 1 know her ‘Grief is nothing but
Perverfenefs. I cannot refrain.
Lord, 1 beligve the whole Sex is made
up of nothing elfe. Getout of my Sight
you {nivelling. Baggage you, g troop;
and if you are fo much in Love with
Contempt, ShameandPoverty, ¢'en pof-

' fels
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"8 Lovs in a Sack.

fefs it, Live aWretch, die a Beggar, and
be buried ina Ditch; Icare not; ‘tisa =
juft Reward for your Difobedience; go,
be gone. |

Oliv. I fhall, Sir. But confider, I'm
your Child y and when I'm dead, as thort-
ly I fhall be, if you continue your bar-
barcus and cruel Ufage to me, think I
was once your Child, the Joy and Pleafure
of your virtuous Leve, and Comfort of
your Age; think you are Childlefs by
your own Severity, and I am in the
cold Arms of Death no more to {ee or
know you. [ Ex:z.

Sir Arth. What fhall I do with her!
I love her dearly, fhe’s my only Child,
and fhould fhe come to Shame, or die
through Grief, I certainly thould follow
her. Shall the marry this Coxre/y then!
no, he’s fuch a Dog I hate hims but
then fhe pines to Death with Difcontent.
So either way I lofe her; befides, [
cannot bear to fee her miferable, and
that fhe furely 1s if Cemrzly has her
in a Twelvemonth home again fhe comes,

her Portion fpent, her Husband in G?lsl,
cr
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her Eyes full of Tears, her Tongue full
of Lamentation and Complaint, and her
Belly up to her Chin: I thall run out of
my Wits with the thoughts of 1t. |

Erter Philip.

Pk:l, Sir! Sir!

Sir Arth. Ha.

Phil. 1 have News for you.

Sir Arth. Good 2

Phed, Extream good. - If you
krnew all. [Jihﬁ".

Sir Arth. It comes {eafonably, 1 was
very Melancholy indeeds

. Phid. Here’s a Letter for you, Sir
. Sir Arvb, From whom is it?
. fhll. From Awrelia, Sir, the Captain’c

ady.
Sir Arth, Od’s {o,that's good indeed s
come, give it me. |
Phil, Here, here, 1, 1, I, here.
[ Feels in bis Pockets.

Sir Arth, What a while you are a
fumbling, quickly, you damnable De-
mon of Tedworth, or 1 ————

Phil
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Phil. 1 have it here. I am f{ure I put
1t 1n this Pocket though.

Sir Arth. You thould have put 1t 1n
your Mouth, your Nofe,your Ears, your
Ar—any wherc but your Pocket you carc-
lefs Whelp vou Odd 1 love thee thio’ for
this Honefty of thine. How didyougo to
work to get it of her {o foon?Why do you
bambooz'e me fo, with horfe-poxto ye? =

FhilHere it 1s. Lord, you are befides
your Senfes, I believe. [Gives it him.

Sir Arth. So I am, foIam, and fo
I muft be, and fo I will be, if I pleafe,

[ Reads.]
To the Worfbipful Sir Arthur Addle-

pate, thefe.  This Joy is.as ill as Griefs
it makcs me weep, ['m fure. - -

[ Reads. ]

§.r Arthur, | _

I receiv’d from my Weman not only a
Lettcry but other Affurances of your
great Refrelt for me ~ 1 would not
for the World
Stand further off, Saucebox.

Phil,
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Puoi. 1 don’t hear a word, Sir, notl.

[ Reads.] N
Siv Arth. L would not for the Worid
bave pyou expelt any Favour beyond
whnat Honour and Virtue permits, yet
fhould be willing 1o fee yow at our
Houfe. Ceuld youthink of a Difguife
that would introduce you unexpelied 2
My Woman and vour Servant are ho-
wefly and both of a Party, they will
geve you furtbher Information of
your ———— Aurelia.

Well; and fhall 1 go? ShallI? here,
I have alicdle Mony lcft, take it, you
honeft dear Dog, Roguc you, [ am fo
overjoy’d, I maft :bsat you, I cannot

forbear ir.. SRR
- [Beats bim.
Phil Pray Sir, forbear ; you bave but
till the, Morning to prepare yourf{ilf,
[And you old Men are not al)ways {o
well providid for a Love Encounteryas

to enter upon it on tie fudden,
[ Afide.

S.r
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Sir Arth. How ! the Morning, fay
you ? I'll rife before the Sun 3 nay, Il
not go to Bed, for certain, if I do, I
fhall never fleep one wink for thinking
of it. But tell me how, and what, and
where, and when, and why, and which
way: Tell me every thing you know.

Phil. Did you ever follicit your,
Love befare ?

Sir Arth. Notruly ; only by an Ogle
at Church, a Squeeze by the Hand as
I have led her ro her Coach, and per-
haps a Sigh or {o, at her going away ;
no otherways, upon my Worfhip.

Phel. Upon my Life ’tis a firange
thing ; 1 durft have {worn the had béen
a Heddem, and no lefs than a ten Years
Siege could have reduced the Fortrefs
of her Chatftity,

Sir Arth. Ay, but an experienced Sol.
dier knows the weakeft partof the Place
he attacks, and when, and how, and
where to come, to fee, and overcome.

Phil. But tho’ the do’s comply, ’tis
upon terms of Honour; fhe tenders her

Reputation beyond her Life; has aljea-
ous
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lous Husband, watchful Servants, en-
vious Neighbours, and will dye a thou-
fands Deaths rather than any Friend’s
open Accefs to herfhould blaft her Re-
putation, and expofe her to the malici-
ous Scandal of her Neighbours.

Sir Arth. There’s Beauty even inher
Imperfeétions ! but go on,

Phil Therefore, to avoid Sufpicion,
the has thought of a Difguife ; befides,
twill be a Security to your own Per-
fon as wcll as hers ; you know the Cha-
rater you have about Town of a grave,
fober,difcreet Magiftrate, an unweary’d
Oppofer of Lewdnefs and Debauchery s
and then you, Sir, that have {o often
{coured the whole Parith of Covent-
Larden to clear it of Whores,and whipt
all from the Velvet.Scarf to the threer
penny Flat-Cap,tobe catch’d ac laft in
a Petticoat-Plot yourfelf, would ruin
your Crcdit for cver.
~ Sir Arth. Buta Difguifeisa— 1 don’t
know what to think of a Difguife.
Phil. She fays, if there’s the leaft res
{femblance of your Pcrfon {een to enﬁcr

er
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her Houfe, your whole {ub{tantial Sel
will be call’d in Queftion ; and anotlie
Man might fafer venture wich the leafl
Thing chang’d about him, than you
with every ‘T hing. - o

Sir Areh. Welll Lord forgive thefe
Frailties of my youthfu] Blood ! What
Difguife do’s the think will do, will
ferve the turn ?

Phil. She talks of a Midwife, a Do-
&or of Phyficky Porter, or Chairman,
or a ( himney-fweceper ; the laft moft =
propery, becaule his' Work lics to be
done gencrally at that time of the
Morning.

Sir 4rth.Out upon’t ! would fhe have
me undergo the Shame and Penance of
fuch a rafcally Shape ? yet for her fake
I would do much Now, I fhould hike bet-
ter to be a ay, that fame Midwife, |
or Do&or of Phyliek. |

Phil, O, by no means Sir! If
you (how your Face in its -natural Ce-
lour, it's known by every one: ‘Would
you wear the Ragsof & Chimney-{wce-
‘ { X b S pCry
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"If you show your Face in its natural Colour, it's known by every one: Would you wear the Rags of a Chimney Sweeper, 
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pery your Face dawb’d accordingly,
the Dzwvil himfclf would not know
you from O/d Smut that fweeps your
Worfhip’s Chimney. |

- Sir Arth. W hat, the lictle thin-gutted
old I cllow that flammcresin hisSpeech ?

7 hil. The fame, “ir. |

Sir Arth. HJs.of my Age and Sta-
ture €00. . . |

Phil, Soexaltly hke you, that thould
he fece you himfelf, he’d take you for
his Gloft, or Goblin, . .

Sir Arth. But-—ah—-Philip! that is
not a Drefs fit for a L.over to/mcet his
Miftrefs in her Chamber.,

Phal,- OS1r, for that fhe's provided
you fhall no feoner enter, fsJaut off gocs
your rulty Scabbard, p«rfum’d Water
¥or your Face, a Bath for your Body,
a Night-cap, Gown, and Shirt of her
Husband’s,a Dowr.-bed, and a——ah,
how you will revel in Delight !

Sir Areh. Hold your 'T'ongue,; you
wanton Rogue you. Adod, I love you

for this Carc of me, tho’~ Hcre,
here's
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magical thought
Old Smut stammers in his speech

"He's of my Age and Stature too," and "So exactly like you, that should he see you himself, he'd take you for his Ghost, or Goblin"
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here’s one Guinea I found in my Fohb,
and | fobb’d 1t up to fome purpofe i
you fhall run with it for a Difguife to
that fame old Fellow 3 your fruitful
Invention will frame an Excufe.

Phil. Ay, ay, Sir, I'll warrant yow
for Invention.

- Sir Arth.Well, thou'rt a rare Fdllow,
faith and troth thou art. Zom: Fones,
the famous Footman at t’othcr end
o’'the Town, was an Afs to.thce; here,
take it, and run for the Difguile as. if
the Devil were s thee,

Phil.But can you cry Sweep, Swecpy
as old Smut dous,Sir? ’
Sic Arth. Sweepy Sweep, Sweep.
Phil. Ay, that willde : And can
you ftammer asihe do’s, if by the way,
or by any unlucky Accident, youthoud
be interrupted ?
© Sir Arth. 'l wa, a, wa, wa, wa war-
rant you, -
- Phil. Moft exa&ly, I'll fwear s I'll
run for the Difguife, and then e

Sir

=
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performs the role of a chimney sweeper; stutters like Old Smut
imitation

Phil. And can you stammer as he do's, if by the way, or by any unlucky Accident, you should be interrupted?
Sir Arth. I'll wa, a, wa, wa, wa warrant you.
Phil. Most exactly, I'll swear...
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Sir Arth. Ay then, lec me alone for
Chimn.y-fwecping, lll {cour it I'll war-
rant ‘cm.

[ Exeunt.

The End of the Firft AF.



38 Love in a Sack.

e

ACT II. SCENE L

S CE N E  Contenues.

Erter Courtly, &nd Olivia.

HAT has paft in this
comical Adventure you
have heard already, the Event of it
thall be as faithfully rclated 3 mean
time prepare your felf for the worlt;
if we can’t oblige him to give us his
Confent, we’ll marry without 1t. Time
and Entreaty, I'll warrant you, will re-

concile him.
O/’iv. If it fhou’d not?

Court.

Court.



Love in a Sack, 39

Cowrt. That we will not fuppofe:
He may be Obftinate, and for a time
hold off, but muft at laft relent. Come,
don’t raife imaginary Mifchicefs to per-
plex us, there are {o many real ones to
encounter, that Life it felf would be
a burthen, did not the Sweets of
L.ove moderate their Effeéts. Bani(h
your Fears, and to Morrow’s Sun (hall
end all our Defpair, and blefs us in
cach others Arms for ever.

O/:v. Then let us part *till that kind
Hour arrives, for fhould my Father
fufpeét we were together and fo near
him, he would not reft thus calmly—
Hark {fomebody comes this way,
pray Heav'n it 1s not he.

Enter Philipy, with the Difguife.

Phil. Mr. Courtly! 1 have done the
Bufinefs, Faith ; ° here’s the Difguife,

and I am now going to drefs my old
C2 Mafter



40 Love in a Sack.

Malfter for his Love- Adventure, he’s
mad to be gonc; you and the Captain
may mcet him in the Streer, and bait
him a little to perplex him, pretending
to take him for old Smws the Chim-
ncy-Swceeper.

Court. So I will, ’twill make wus

S POt

O/:v. How like a Knave you trecat
your old Maiter,

20:., No matter, Madam, ’tis to
{fcrve you; and but reafonable, when
my Malfter turns Dotard, I (hould turn
Knave: Butl hear hlm acomng: a

way to your Poft, and call the Cap-
tain.

Conrt. This Kils, and then Fare-
wel.

Oliv. Adicu, L Ex. feverally.
Philip alone.

Phil. Now for my old Maflcr. Sir,‘
Sir, Sir.
Eunter
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Enter Sir Arthur, a Candle and Look-
ing-glafs in bis Hand.

Sir Arth. Philip.

Pbil. Come, Sir.

Sir Arth. Have you the Difguile ?

Phil. Yes, yes, Sir, yes.

Sir Arth. Docs no Body hear ‘us, 1s °
my Dau_hccr afleep?

Pbil. Three Hours ago, Sir.

Sir Arth. Come then, you Dog you,
make hafte.

Phil. Pull off your Gown; have
you your Drawers on, Sir ?

Sir Arth Ay, ay, my Boy, ay.

Phif, Come, {it down, that 1 may
pull oft your Shoes.

Sir Arth. Shouoes !

Phil. Ay. you muft wear thefc.

[Drcffes bhim all 1his while,
Sir Arth. There, {o, fo.
Phil. Now your Brecches, get up

your Fect. _
C 3 Sir
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Sir Arth. So, fo, fo, fo.
Phil. The Jacket, quick, quick.
Sir Arth. So, fo, fo, fO.
Phil. The Cap, the Cap.
Sir Arth. So, {o, {o, {o, there, there.
‘Phil. The Sack.
Sir drth. Ay, the Sack.
) Fhil. Now the Poles on your Shoul-
cr.
Sir ArthH. Thou art a wonderful Fel-
low; now for my Face.
Phil. Here's the Daub, look to-

wards me, Sir.
Sir Arth. Phoh, you choak me, Sir-

tah.
[Blacks bis Face.
Phil. Look inthe Glals, what think

you?
. Sir Arth. A little more here, good
Philip.

Phil. You (hall have enough every

where.
Sir Arth. Ic will be the moft perfeét
Difguife that ever wds invented.

Phil,
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*under the aegis of mimicry, footman turns arch*

imitative logic of farce, like the mask,  enables licentiousness and upsets the expected hierarchy of class.  
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Phil. So it will, Sir, how isit now 7

Sir Arth. Ha, ay, oh, a little ftreak
of Black crofs my Nofe, here, and un-
der my left Eye there, fo, fo, enough!

Phil. Be fure you Stammer, Sir.

Sir Arth. Ay, ay, let me alone.

Phil. And cry Sweep, Sweep.

Sir Arth. Well, ay, Sweep—Sweep,
har how. *

Phil. Wonderful:

Sir Arth. Away, and fee if the Coaft -
15 clear.,

Phil, Yes, Sir. |

Sir Arth. Take good heed, look at
the Doors and Windows.

Pbhil. So I will,- Sir, {Exit,

4

Re-enter Philip.

Sir Areh, Well.
Pbi/. Not a Dog to be feen.

Sir Arth. Sweep, Swecp; will it do,
Sirrah?

Phil, Exallly.
C 4 Sie
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Sir Arth. Odd, I kope my Heart

won’t faill me, fure 1 fhall come tono -
11l, 1 heard the Ravens laft Night cry
Pork, Pork, Pork.

Phi/, Never fear, Sir.

Sir Arth. Docs the Drefs become
me ¢ |

Phil, 1 would, Madam would in-
jJoin you to wear it always.

Sir Ar:k. I'll forth then, Faith, wifth
me good Luck, Philipy wou’d thou
hadft an oldShoe to throw after me for
Luck fake: Farewel, Boy. Sweep,
Sweep, Sweep, [ Exie.

Phils p _cz/am;.

Phil. Go your wayb you old Put,
and now for my Lady, and her Bufi-
ncfs. | [ Exiz.

SCENE
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SCENE IL

SCE NE the Street.

Within.
Sir Arth. Sweep, Sweep.

Enter Courtly and Dcboniar, §ir Ar-
thur meeting *em.

Sir Arth. Ads-zookers, yonder's the
Captain, now or never help me my
Difguife.. Sweep, Sweep. |

Court, How now Smut, how doft
do old Boy? - |

Sic Arth, Theeth—th Thank
your Worfhip. Sweep, Sweep.

Deb,Smut,your Voice grows (treng-
cr than 1t us’d to be, you grow young
again.

Sir Artn. A merry Heart, prolongs
Life, Mafters; Sweep. [ Going.

Csg Deb,




46 Liove in a Sack.

Deb. Nay, good Smut ftay and let’s
talk a little.

Cour. Ay, they fay you love a Wench
you old Dog you.

Sir Arth. N---n---10 not I, Iam old,
I hate Whoring.

Cour. You lov'd it once tho':

Sir Arth. Once indeed I was a Waa-
Wa---Wag, but now—Sweep, fweep.

[ Going.

Cour. But fome talk of you tor fol-
lowing Sir Arthur Addlepate’s Maid
Rofe,

Sir Arzh. No, not 1.

Cour. No, tho’ the World reports it
of you, I rather think the fumbling old
Prig keeps her for himfelf.

Deb, Whar, old Sie Arthur 2

Cour. Ay, he’s a curfed old Toad for
-2 Wench.

- Deb. One would have thought twere
over with him.

Cowr. Hang him an old Thief, over
with him ? ne. Would he were Dead.

Sic Artio: Yesy you fhall Marry my

Daughter
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Daughter witha Poxte'e.
[ Afide.
D=6, What's that you fay, dmus?
Sir Arth. You are merry Mafters.

Sweep, {weep. By your lcave..
[ Going.
Deb. No, we are going to the Ram-
mer, you fhall take one Bottle with us,
Srut. | -
Sir Arth. No, no, I am fomewhat in
hafte now, and muft Cry you mercy.
Sweep, fweep.
| [Going.
- Cour.Onlyone Bottleto Rofe¢’s Health,
old Addiepate’'s Maid Rofe, he’s a
damn’d old Rafcal, is n't he Smur, and
as errant 2 Knave as ever ftock-jobb'd at
Fonathan's. , 1
. Sir Arth. Here’s a Rogue. Sweep,
iwecp. Pray you Malters.
- [Going.
Court. Tll be hang’d, if St han't a
Wench to meet fomewhere, he's in {fuch
hafte to be gone.
Sit A"‘b- NO, 1o Mﬂﬁef.!. |
Deb.
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Deb. Ah, you Cunning old Fox
you, you are for a Wench now.
Coxn:r. Gad I'll watch you, Smut.
Sir Arth. Pox take you for your
pains. [ A/ide.
Court., Look me full in the Face. Ah
you old Whoring Dog, will you never
leave off ?
Deb. He looks very fmug to Night
faith. '
Coure. Shall we Jet himgo?
Cap. Ay, come lel’s to the Rummer.
Court, Give me your hand firft Smuz,
I love dearly to fhake hands with a
Whoremafter.
Sir Arth. Ah Mafler you are a Wag,
once 1 was fo. | -
Court. Farewel Boy. . | Exue,

Sir Arthur @lone.

Six Arth. Ay, gd, and the Devil go
with ye, for me; you are a fine Rogue

to be my Son-in-Law. Odd, my Heart
ached
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ached confumedly, I am glad they are
gone.

1Let me fee, this 1s the Houfe.
Now for my Sigual. Swecp, {weep.

Lnter Jenny.

Fen. Sir Arthur.
Sir Arth. Here! here!

Fen. How does your Worthip? you
walk as if Invifible. Come, lofe no

time, give me your hand, and follow
me

Sir Arth. Ay,come, come. [ Exit.

Re-cnter Courtly and Debonair.

Deb. The Old Fox s cdught, now
for the Sport. |

Conr. Now or never, faith we (hall
be with him, before we arc welcome.

[Lxit.

SCENE
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SCENE Il
The Captarn’s Houfe.
Enter Jenny, Leading Sir Arthur.

Jern. Come, Sir, this is the Chamber.

Sir Arth, Thanks! my propitiovs
Stars! |

Fen. No Poetick Raptures now 1 be-
fecch you. Undrefs, quick, quick; hold
up your Head, and let me wafh your
Face with this wet Towel.

A [(Undrefs him.
Sir Arth. There, Pho, Pho, enough.
Jen. Now I'll fetch you m yMafter’s
Gown, Cap, and Slippers.

| [Exity and

Re-enter
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Re-enter with *em.

There, put ’em on, there, fo.

Sir Arth. Thou art a kind Rogue
adod, and I’ll rewardtheetoo ; one Bufs,
one Bufs Huzzy; ah that pretty Eyeof
thine, ah ’tis a pretty Rogue.

Fen. Enoughyenough, how he ftinksg
where is your Sack, and the reft of your
dark Difguife? I'll drag ’em into this
Room, my Lady will be with you in
a Moment.

[ Exit.

Sir Arth. Very good, I'll {fwear I
think long to ftorm this Chimney,~——
Oh! here comes the Lady, now for my
Court and Complements.

=

Enter Aurelia.

Aur. Sir Aribur, the World would
talk very oddly of this Vifit of yours,
fhould
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fhould it once come to the Eirs of the
Publick.

Sir Arth. It never can, nor ever fhall
be publick,
No Madam,
I vow, and fwear, promife, and protefl,
1 Love you even to Defpair and Death,
And fhall be fecret as thegloomof Night.
Ab, Malam! the Superabundant, and =
Abounding Beauty, and OEconomy of
your Face, have tranfported my Soul
to an excefs of Paflion, and to a paflio-
nate Excefs of Liove!

Aur. Monftrous!
[ Afide.
Sir Arth. And Madam! as I hope to
be enfolded 1n thofe tender Arms!
preft to that prctty heaving Snowy
Breaft ; I'muftdefcend, and dye beneath
your Feet, unlels your Pity refcue me
from Death. -
Aur. Was ever {een fuch an old doa-

ting Ideot! Your intolerable Folly
[Afde.

I do pity indeed, Sic Arthar.
Sir
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excess of passion
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"monstrous!"

"A Madam! the Superabundant, and Abounding Beauty, and Oeconomy of your Face, have transported my Soul to an excess of Passion, and to a passionate Excess of Love"
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Sir Arth. And do you pity me?
O all ye Demons, Spirits, Appariti-
) Ons,
Hero's, and Gods, and Demy Gods,
and Men, -
How thall my Heart
Exprefs the Joy that labours for a vent ?
Pity was always held the T'win to
Love,
And [am happy now ! I-—-I-—-I-—-odd,
[Coughs.
I have almoft choaked my felf with He-
roick Complements,
;‘j Aur, l:.naugh Slr Art.bm, 1 am (atif-
eder vzl
- SIr irtb lee me, ye In]ur d-—-—

Enter Jenny.

Fen. O Lord, Madam !
Sir Arth. Ha'!
Jen. My Mafter’s commg up Stairs.

O Lord!
Sir
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Sir Arth. O Lord! nay ’tisI have
moft reafon to cry O Lord! What
fhall 1 do, which way fhall f run?

Aur. What will become of me?

Sir Arth. 1{hall be cut to pieces,
made minced Meat of.

Fen. Some envious Devil has bf-tray 'd
you to the Captain, up Stairs he comes
yonder with a Thoufand Followers on
Horfe-back, | think. Guns, Swords,
Muskets, Piftols, Blunderbuffes and
Carbmes. He ftorms like a Mad-man,
and cries, Revenge! Revenge'

Sir Ar¢th. Ah Lord help me! now
would | willingly part w1t|F1’ my Nofe,
or my Ears, nay, a Leg oran Arm he
fhould freely Have,.fo he would fpare
my Life.

[ Noife within.
Deb. Blood' Blood! PIl have his

Blood!

Sir Arth. I told you {o!

Deb. His Blood!

Sir Arth. My Blood, nothing but my

Blood !
Fen.
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the body in pieces

"Some envious Devil has betray'd you to the Captain; up Stairs he comes yonder with a Thousand Followers on Horse-back, I think. Guns, Swords, Muskets, Pistols, Blunderbusses and Carbines. He storms like a Mad-man and cries, Revenge! Revenge!" (54)

"I shall be cut to pieces, made minced Meat of... now would I willingly part with  my Nose, or my Ears, nay, a Leg or an Arm he should freely have, so he would spare my Life" (54)


Lovein a Sack. 5%.

Jen. Come into this Room, I'll hide
you if I can,
Sir Arth. Thou art too kind!
| Exit..

Enter Debonair, Courtly, Henry and
Servants with Swords and Mus-
kets.

Deb. His Bload! histraiterous Blood!

Cosre. Where is he!

Deb, Ay, that curfed Dog that dares
attempt my Honour, I'll find him if he
livesuponthe Earthy F1} have his Heart!
his Blood! his very Soul!

Enter Jenny.

Jen. Who do you look for, Sir?
Deb. The Traytor that would rob
me of my Honour.

Awur. How dare you fufpe@ my Vir-

tue?
Deb..
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"His Blood! his traterous Blood! / Where is he! / Ay, that cursed Dog that dares attmept my Honour, I'll find him if he lives upon the Earth; I'll have his Heart! his Blood! his very Soul!" (55)


§6 Love in a Sack.

Deb. Have 1 not Reafon! but Il
know the Villain. O Blood and Death!
you will afl:ft me, Friend?

Court, Sir, we dare ftrikey 1f it were
a Hercules had 1njured you.

Deb. T know you darey, comethis way
then and fearch for hims not all his
Strengthy nor Prayers, nor Tears fhall
fave him, till he weeps Tears of Blood.

Coure. Go on, we'll follow you.
| [ Exeunt.

SCENE 1V.
SCENE cbanges to another Room.

Enter Sir Arthur Naked,

Sir Arth. Wherefhalllhide, or which

way fhall I rup? -
[Puts on the Swoot-Sack.

=
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naked old man (lear)
hides inside the soot-sack
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They all Re-enter.

Deb. Search every where! pull down
the Wain{cot H. giflgs, dany thing; _Sir-
rah be ready to difchirge your Musket.

Har. Yes, Sir, I’ll thoot him through
the Head at once.

Sir Arth. The Head! OF, ho, ho!

Deb. What Sack 1s that ftands there?

Har. TI'll thoot the Sack, Sir. |

Sir Arth. O Lord! Ob, oh, oh!

Deb. 1{ay, what 1s in that Sack?

Fen. Swoot, Sir, only Swoots old
Smut has been fweeping your Chimney,
and left the Sack for his Man to carry
away.

Deb. The Chimney ! Sirrah open the
Chimney-Board y I'll unkennel him, I’ll
warrant ye; give me the Musket.

Sir Arth. Forgive me my Sins
and

Deb. Have at you.

[Difcharges the Musket, Sir Anthony

Sfalls down in the Sack. '

Sir
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shoots him ?

"I'll shoot him through the HEad at once. What Sack is that stands there? I'll shoot the Sack, Sir" (57)

"Discharges the Musket, Sir Anthony falls down in the Sack"


‘$8 Love n a Sack.

Sir Arth. 1 am a dead Man!
Wom. Ah, ah, ah!
“Deb. What, 1s the Swoot alive ? Open
the Sack.
Serv. Yes, Sir.
[Pulls him out of the Sack.
Deb. Who are you, Ifay?
Sir Arth. I am, I a dead Man!
Deb. Who are you!
Sir Arth. 1! 1! 1! O Lord! Oht
Deb. Knock him down.
Sir Arth. Oh! All I have for my
Life!
Deb. Bring him before me.
Sic Arzh. On! fave my Life!
Des, Who are you?
Siv Arth. 1 am—Sir Arthur Addle-
'Pate !
Deb. And dare you thus attempt to
wound my Honour ?
"Sir Arth. 1 do repent me.
Deb, My Wife! My Reputation!
Siv Arth. Indeed I was to blame.
Deb. Your Life wou'd be a Recom-

pence too fmall, but I defpife it in fo
bafe

=
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"a dead man"
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bafe a Way as Murder. Stand up and
bravely mect me as a Mans give him a
Sword.

Sir Arth. No,no,any thing but fight,
I can’t fight. |

Deb. This one Thing then; but if
you dare deny me!

Sir Arth. No, no, no, I dare not.

Deb. 1 have a Friend, whom Iwou'd
ferve to Death, you have a Daughter
- 100.

Sir Arth.1 have indeed.

Deb. He long has loved her.

Sir 4rth. With all my Heart.

Deb, Why ? let him wed her then,
by your Confent.

Sir Arth. Ay, let him, let him.

Deb. Go and condudt her hicher.

EExir Courtly.

On this Condition you have your Life.
Sign firft this Obligation, which puts
your Daughter and Mr.Courtly joynt-
ly into Poffeflion of half your Eftate
at their Day of Marriage,and the other

half at your Deccafe,

Sir

E
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possibliity of them sword fighting is so bad!


606 Love in a Sack.
Sir Arth. T'll Sign it in a Moment,
with all my Soul.
‘Det. Do then, to the ufe aforefaid.
Sir Arth. Ay, ay, the Pen and Ink,
[ /Frites.
‘D-b. Come, witnefs it,and then let’s

all bc Friends. '
Sir Arth. Ay, the fooner the better,

Courtly Enters, and Olivia, Philip
with the old Man’s Cloaths.

Phil, Sir, I bhave brought your
Cloaths, 1 heard you were difcoverd,
and would not have you go homenaked.

Sir Arth. Ah, Boy, put’em on, help
me on with ‘'em, and a plague .of Dif-
guifes for me. |

Des. Come, my Friend, the firft
Prefent is your Eftate, the next,
~ your Wife you will have from Sir Ar-
thur. And now let’s celebrate in Mirth
the happy Day that gives to conflant
Lovers all they can wifh to make ’cm

happy.
by Phil.



Phil. Now, Sir, 1 hopg. yowasit
_forget how much’ I haye.-been “your
/ humble Servanr. e
~ Court. No, Philip, take Mrs. Fenny
for better for worfe, fince ycu have

both bcen inftrumental alike, and Il
-make her Fortune able, with Induftry,
to make you as happy as my felf.

Phil, and Fenny. We both beg leave

to thank you, Sir.

Court. and O/iv. And we your Blei-

ling, Sir.
[ Rneel on each fide Sir Arthur.

SirArth, Ay, you fhall have 1t ; but
this I mwjt defire you, for-your own
fakes as well as mine, to forget and

conceal this Night’s Extravagaace in
me; for I fee by fad Experience,

IWhen Age and Avarice is to Love in-
A zjﬂ’l{,

Tu all féye; artempt stiey Difappointment s
7nd :

D.. Unable



ﬁ“ - Law m @ J'a'ck

| Umﬁf } Zo e_'/.'f, tbej z‘azl m 'Uam, | x
Lofing th¥ ¢ffential Pleafures in tbq

Pain ;

But 20 the Extream of Blifs they mﬂd

are,

When thus united in the Toung a 3
Fair.

[ Joyning their Hands,

[ Exeunt amnés,é
' ‘)

A

‘w
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the end is very deus ex machina (or deus ex genera)...a happy ending is needed, so a happy ending we will provide! everyone "has learned their lessons, been rewarded with marriage, and lives happily ever after." 
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