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TO THE

"RIGHT HONOURABLE
George Doddington, Efg;

One' of the Lords Commi[ﬁohcrs of

His Majefty’s Trealury.,

Am truly fenfible that to
dedicate a Performance of
(o mean a Charaéer, as
PR TFarce, to a Perfon of Yout
Rank, elegant Tafte, and even of fuch
admir'd Skill in the fublimer Species
of Poetry, Is a Liberty too liable to
Cenfure: However, when I refle@t thac
it was meant for Publick Benefit, and
that under Your Patronage it may
indeed have its intended Ulefulnefs, I
am encouraged to hope that a Gen-
| Az tleman




DEDICATION

tleman of Your known Candour will
pardon me this Freedom.

The unhappy Occafions there have
been to charge with high Duties the
feveral Articles of Trade, would have
been lefs burthenfome, had thofe Du-
ties been equally paid; but whilft the
fair Trader has the Mortification to
fee himfelf underfold in all Markets,
Trade muft confequently Decay, and
the Revenue be diminifhed.

The Hamp/bire Smugglers deteted
about two Years ago, gave me the
occafton of writing the following Farce,
in order to expole, as far as ' was able,
Praétices fo very pernicious to the
Publick. |

Thofe Smugglers had contracted to.
pay to the Cuftom-Houfe Officers in
acertain Port, inthat County, a certain
Rate per Cent. tor the Liberty of run- |
ing their Goods; they had Juries al-
ways at their Devotion on certain Cons
ditions, and an Attorney likewife, who

undertook to conceal their Eftates un-
- der



DEDICATION.

der {ham Conveyances from the In-
quiﬁtion of the Law: But the Re-
moval of thofe .corrupt Officers, an
Extent fecretly fent down, and an In-
quifition held fuddenly upon it, un-
ravelled the whole Myftery of Iniquity,
and brought thofe Offenders to Juftice.

§ir, The good Ends propofed in
writing this Farce, (being 1 fear all the
Merit it has to plead) will yer I hope
infure me your Honour’s Forgivenels,
at a Time when {uch ftri@ Mealures
are t;lken by the Commuflioners of the
Cuftoms, dire¢ted by your Lordfhips
of the Treafury, to prevent thofe very
Evils I have endeavoured to expole. I
beg leave with greateft Devotion to

profefs my {elf,

S I R,

Your Honour's
moft ‘Dutiful,
and moft Qbedient,
Humble Servant,

Tromas QDELL.



T HE

" PROLOGUE

Spoken by Mr. G IL L O}

etk el FT bas the Mufe exerted all ber Rage,

=X-| 70 raife to Greatnifs each degencrate
Are s

= = Dmfm Virtue fairy with each ate

=21 tra&ing Grace,

And Vice expos’d, with its forbidding Face,

And whilfs by various Ways [ecur'd of Fame,

Some perfett Moral was ber conftant Aim.

Who fees a tragick Sceney the Wrongs difclofe

Of real Worth, bur [wells with real W oes,

Or joins not comick Wit at their Expence,

o laugh the vicious Coxcombs into Senfe.

Our dutioor bids me [ay the Scenes to Night

Contain Infirutlion, and be hopes Delight 5

That Farce with Opera Ingredients join'd,

Compofe a Med'cine for the Sickly Mind,

0 throw off wicious Humours, and reflore

A confeious Habit 10 relapfe no more.

Fair



PROLOGUE

Faiv Traders beve may laugh, thotimes are bard,
To [ee the Smugglers meet their juf Rewsrd s
And bence the guilty Smuggler may reform,
And from Examples feck to fhun the Storm.

Heve may Attendants who to Levee's vunm,
And wait Preferment, fee the Bufinefs done

By Crafty or Ghancey for Pleafure, or Expence,
And not for Merity or [uperior Senfe.

Couw'd State[men too be falfe or play the fool,
You [ee they'd bear thelafh of Ridicule :

But they, good Men, all Honeft are by Place,
Priefts all are pious, ev’ry Duke has Grace, }1
And ev'ry Lady wears a mofi bewitching Face.

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfonz.
M E N.

Vulean, once a Blackimith, now a Smug- 2
gler, a notfy illiterate Fellow, Partner &by Mr. Hulrt,
with Bung and Crabb. f

Bung, once a Brewer's Servant, now a
Smuggler, a {ly cunning Fellow, Part- Mr. Giffard
ner with Pulcan and Crabb.

Crabb, once a Crab-Catcher, now 2 Smug-
gler, a noify impudent Fellow, Part-}- Mr. Pearce.
ner with Vulean and Bung.

Confeience, 2 Lawyer. Mr. Gillnwy.

Oa:s, Book-Keeper to the Smugglers. Mr. Williams.

Pigg, Couch and Alfpike, Mafters of thrce} Mr. Wathen.
Smugaling Veflels, turned Informers, Mr. Hill.
not being paid. Mr. Dosyns.

Snack, a Cuftom—Houfc Officer, in League
with the Smugglers, a Pretender to Mrs. }

TSHIM honeft Cuftom-H fOfﬁ

r4/ly, an honeft Cuftom-Houfe cer, :
11/1 Love with Mrs. Sufam Vulean. Mr. Smith.

Rapp and "Medr/fay, Servants to the Smug—} Mr. Machen.

Mr. Reynolds.

glers. Mr. Hicks.
Bluet, A Farmer. Mr. Doge.
Verdift, Foreman of the Jury. Mz, Taylor.
WOMEN.

Mrs. Vulean, a Virago Wife to Fulcan. by Mrs. Thomas.,
Mrs. Sufan, Daughter to Pulcan, in Love
with Trufy. Mrs. Purden.

Peg Ambler, Miftrels to Vulean. Mrs. Carter.
Bff: Blsufe, Miftrefe to Bung. Mrs. Palmer.
Mol Titup, Mtitrefs to Crab. Mrs. Fones.

With Jury-Men, Conftable, Drawer, and other Attendants.
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THE

SMUGGLERS, &

ACT 1 SCENE I

SCENE, Stokes-bay,

‘Difcovers aveffel lying off at Sea, ana Rap and
Hearf{ay rolling fome Casks over the Stage.

Enter Qats and Alfpike, with each ¢ Gun.

w0l R E thefe ally Mafter Al/pike ?
L = Dt Alfpike. Aaly aal, Zur, except
f:?ﬁxgll vaur ha’f Anchors in the Boat ;
AT Mefs, we ha’ made haft, Maefter
Qats.

Oats. Yes, faith, I wifh they were as hafty to
pay us; but they’ll be flow enough there, I muft

tell you. |
B Alfpike,




(2)
Alfpike. Slow, zay’ ee? aye, pox rat’m, I ha’
vound it zooa, I’m thoure; not that 'l bc put off

zooa any longer : for tho’ ff théy cheat the Km%(
nooa matter, he can avord it; they fhan’t thin

to defraud me o' my Wages. "
Oats. No, faith, no reafon they thou'd.
lf tke. Mefs, I'with I had n't let ’m runzooa
var 1’ my Debt; vor vair Words an’ voine Pro-
mifes are aal I've got thefe zix Vaiages.

Oats. I'm worle off yet, but we muft worry
‘em, Mafter Al/pike ; fm they ne’er think o’ pay-
ing Folks: they call us their Slaves, and expect
to find us fuch, but that fhan’t {erve their turns;
{hall they gct “their Hundreds every Week, an’
not pay their Servants ¢ Here’s Pulcan, vother
day a Blackfmith, an’ now a Merchant with a
pox, builds a fine Houfe, an’ keeps a Wench ;
the won’t trufty let him {ee if Peg Ambler wﬂl
truft him, B:mg too, lately 2 Brewer’s Servant,
a {ly cunmn%’ lllam, now thinks to cheat all the

-

World, he keeps Bis, Wench too ; afd fo does
Crabb, the guondam Crab catcher, that's gone to
Pool to f’mnd for P'lrhamcnt-man, with a pox.

Alfpike. Mefs, he zhies, an’ he gets it too, he’l
maak a ncew Laa to burn aal the old ones.

Octs. Faith, he need not trouble himfelf ;
there’s C'on[aeme the Lawyer can find ways to

creep thro’ em falt enough. Hark! (4 Gun fires

off at a diffance) thcrcs a Warning-picce gone
cff.

Enter Vul@m and Mr.f Vulcan, fwitb eacb a8 Gun.

- Vulean. So, Lads, how cheer ! 1 Is all loaded
an’ fent off.

Oats. All, all; Sir.
Mrs. ¥ ulcan Come, Boys, {tand to your Arms

then; an’ they mifs the Goods, I don’t matter 'm,
.we'l pepper the Rogues. Vulcan.
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Vaulcan. Ayé, Wench, we'l maul ’em ; this 1s
that Dag Zrufly, 1 warrant : Alfpike, get you o’
Board, that’the Ship be not condemn’d; an’ they
fee nod‘%ﬁthc y can fcize nothmg [E,x:t Al-

[piked] Y (another Gun fives neares) They're
at hand ; come Back to Back, (tbey frand trian-
gular)  So, now we're prepar’d for “em. |

Mrs PFih. Aye, Dear, fo we are, (as they
fland, #d Mrs. Vulcan kif5.)

Vuledn. Wife, be fure you don't flinch now ;
I'l anf{wer for the reft,

Mrs. Pulcan. Oh, ne’er fear me, (%ifing) only
take care, Husband to look out fharp, that we

be not {urpriz’d, (bﬁ yng Oats again) 1 thought I
heard fomcthmg then, (kifing.)

Pulean. So 1 thought too, Wife. -What’s that
ruftles now ? (Mf mrmag, ‘wbﬂﬂ OaES and fhe

continue %ﬂg
Mirs, Vdlcan. Oh. nothing o’ this fide, Huf
band ; lo6k' ftrait afore ye, thats your Pott,

Dear, (kiffng)

Enter Snack.

Snack. So! have I catch’d you atit? You're
{muggling, I'm fure.

Mrs. Pulcan. Advance your Firelocks! ftand,
who be ye ?

Snack. One you did n’t look for, I'll be fworn.
but who arc you, pray ?

Murs. Vulean. This {hall fatisty ye, (prefenting.)

Snack. Oh, Friends.I {ee ; hold, Madam, you
won't thoot a Friend, I hope

Mrs. Pulcan. No, but "twas well ye fpoke, (/fet-
ting down ber Gun) I had thot ye elfe. - Yes, Snack,

we're your beft Friends, I believe ; for we ha
been hard at work for ye.

B 2 - Snack.
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- Snack. 1 dop’t queftion’r, Madam ; I'm be-
holden ¢ ye.

Vulian. Aye, Snacky {01 thmk ; but what’s the
reafon you can't Lccp your Bed o’ Nights? . So
well as you’re paid for {leeping, I fhou'd think
you've no occafion tocrawl about at fuch an Hour
as this, I mutft fell ye. ,

Mus. Pulean, No, Snack, your Bufinefs is to
fleep in a whole SLln, an’ not overlook your
Friends thus, an” make ’em fufpect ye 3 you fhall
ha’ four Pounds o’ Hogfhead tomtcnupt one, an’
be hang'd t'ye, (winking at Snack.)
| Sﬂark I beg pardon, Madam, I had no defign
to interrupt, you, I'm fure, (to Mrs. Vulcan) and
for the Merchant an’ his Partners, they're coms

prisd i’ the Treaty 5 but I might look out for In-
terlopers, 1 hope ? |

Pulcan. Aye {ure ; Had ye any Information,
Mr. Snack ?

Snack. Trufly had, Sir, an' was coming hither
but I pretending to an Information of Goods to
be run at H:llead, lent him thlthel, where I'm
fatisfied he'll mect nothmg, an’ came hithcer my-

fclty left he fhould; that had been a Surprize,
Aadam.

Mrs. Zulean. Ao’ fo was this too, T muft tell
ve, (275de 10 Snack) but I'm glad its no worle.

sz/m . Aye, Wench, fo 'un I too : Rot that
Son of a Devil; is there no way o’ bringing him
inio Contracty Mr. Swack ?

Snack. No Slr, you’ll ne'er corrupt him; 1f he
does 1ot ibmc time or other dete¢t us, 'twill be
vc‘l

'-"-'

i
.-

2z, Dam’ him, he {hall die firft ; 5 there ne-
Ve Wia3 2 Sc;t of fuch honeft Officers in this Port
asnow ; an’ rather thanany of ’em fhall fufter by
tuch a ‘Toad as he 1s, I'll butcher him myfelf, tho’

J’m hang’d tfor him. tht' he is n’t the firft "Offi-
cer we ha’ remov'd, Snacks
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 Snack. Sir, we’re much oblig’d t'ye, but ho
therc will not be occafion to give us fuch a bloody
Proof-o’ your Friendthip. o

Vulcan. Noy Siry, 1 hope not ; but hark ye,
(whifpering) if things {fhou’d grow dd;Perate, why
——(whilpering again) we have a delperate Cure
for’em. Mind that—e .

Snack, 1 do, Sir; but fhould regret his Des
ftruCtion, notwithftanding he’s my Rival. . .

Vulean, Heyour Rivaly Snack ! no, no, I know
better things than to marry my Daughter to him;
a Scoundrel, who makes it his whole Study to in~
terrupt our Trade, and has no other Views of ri-
fing than by the Ruin of the Merchants in this
Port. No, I'd {ooner follow my Wench to the
Gallows than wed her to him. She’s thine, Snack,
I aflure thee, or none o’ mine, fhe fhall find.

Snack. She’s your’s, Sir, By all the Ties of Na-
ture an’ Obedience, but by Inclination my Rival’s;
for fhe certainly loves Trufly. | g

Vulean. She loves! Ha! hal ha! we fhan’t
mind that ; one good W hipping-bout will {et
her right there ; her Mother thall chaftife her.

Mrs. Pulcan. Aye, aye, let me alone; I'll take
her down, I will {o; not but my young Miftrefs
begins to take upon her, I muft tell ye: Why,
t'other day, fhe was fo faucy to fay, that poor
Peoples Children, honeftly educated, were better
provided for than thofe that inherited large Fore
tunes difhoneftly gotten ; for fuch wou'd never prof-
per: Gad, I lent her fucha Spat, the’ll remember
it one while, I warrant her.

Snack. *Twas pity you ftruck her, Madam;
Mrs. Sufan is now too big to be corrected in fuch
A manner.

Pulcan. Not at ally Sir, an’ the’s {o childifh;
fhew me any great Eftate that was honeftly gotten:
She knows nothing o’ the World, poor foolifh

Wench.
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¥ ench. Will ye dine wi’ me to-day, Mr,
\Y .?

Sizack. Noy Siry I thank ’ee, perhaps I may
jult 1*6:.1 to lee Mus. Sufan, elle my Attendance
on Trzf+ will be neceflary to keep him from ma-
king you a Vifit.

il Oh, no matter ; we have tlie Permits
ready to cover the Goodse We fhall be merry,
iy

Siack., T had rather be cxeus'd, bemg your
Cuef’r Sirs may make Zr#fy {ulpect me, an’ then
I than't be sble to ferve you with him. Your

ervant. [ Exit Snack. |

Vulcan, An honeft confiderate Fellow this, I
{hall be happv m {uch a Sent’ Law. Oats, get
vou away, an’ {ee the Goods put 1’ the Storchoufe,
(Oats gorsg,}  An’ hark ye! Tell Brother Bung
we come, | Exeunt. ]

SCE 4." E changes to Vu/can’s Houle.

E;;;-‘e*r Pi‘gﬂ and Couch.

Pizr. Bad Weatter, fay ee?  Aye, Mefs, we
had bad Weather: " I thought laft Sunday ’twou’d
ha' blew’d the Devii's Head oft; an’ we’d been
o the Leethore, we'd ne'er {’wung in a Hammock

- When c've fail i, Brother?

C.;..,u.. To-day an’ they give me the Cokets,
an’ pay me; but, Mefs, I'll not budge without
MNon®y.

Pz 1 '\"o, you're to blame if vou doj; Mefs,
I'li not truit "emany more I can tell ye; they pay
1D h:ﬂ [ find.

Cranzo INOyrOU’em, tiey think damning a Man

'n’t enougH except they ftarve him too ; there S
Back tarnd off an’ abus’d, only becaufe he ask’d
for his own.,

Pigg.
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Pirg. Mefs, but they pay ’d him ﬁlijc { hope ¢

Couch. Yes, with a good Stick an’ ye Wlll
hut the Devil a Penny theyﬁ gave him, But raum,

) Eﬁ»ter Bung,

Both. Malter Bzmg, your Servant.

Bung, How 18°t, Lads.

Both. Hmrwwkalea thank’ee, S,

Bung. Ts Brotheg#alcan come home yet ?

Pigg. No, Siry bit they expet him {oon, they
fay.

y Bung. That's well 3 Couchy we ha’ gn‘rem the
Hovermg -bonds forye to the Cuf’com houfe ; Oas
will give you your Cokets: {o get out to Sea wi’
this T'yde, and be fure to reach Browu-down this
Evening 5 we fhall expect ye there by nine.

Conch. Mafter, ne’er fear but 'l meet ye 5 but
I muit defire you to let a body have a little Mo-
ney wi' ye, for I can’t fail elfey I fhall be "refted
to-day for fixteen Pounds an’ I don’t pay it.

Bung. Ha! ha! ha! arrcfted, Man! what in
icar of the Law thar live by bleakmg it. No, no,

Slave, get out to Sea; you're fafe enough there.

Couch. I know thatj Merchant ; but the thing
s how to get out ? for I tell ye again, 1 {hall be
refted an’ 1 don’t pay the Money.

Bung. And 1 tell ye again, 'l not pay you this
time 3 an’ if you’re at a lofs how to get out, I'll
teach ye ; I'll drive ye outy Slave, (fhaking bis
Cane) Dog, d’yemutter ? [ Exit Couch muttering |
Saucy Scoundrel.  (Turning 10 Pigo) Well, Pigg,

I'm glad you're come in fafe, however: You had
bad W eather?

Pigg. Aye, Mafter Bung, bad enough of all
Confcience 3 had fome Fo’ks been wi’ us, they’d
ha’ been fadly frighted, the Sea yun Mountains
hzgh as the faying i1s, and the Wind {ung an’

whiltled
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whiftled mainly i’ the Shrouds; but what then.
we drunk an’ roar’d betrween Decks. werid it out;
and gotin fafe, you fee.

_B:;;;_g_ I'm gIAd on’t. Well did 5’6 land the
Gentlemen faie at Gherburg in Normandy, Brother
Crash put o’ Board ye?

Pigg. Yes, Siry that I did.

Bunz That's well : Here’s a Prefent of ten
Guineas, which Lord Frightful left for ye. Bro-
ther Craby order’d me to give it ye (giving hin
Aoney) being gone to Pool.

Pigg.. I thank his Lordfhip, they’re orave merry
Fo’ks; we were main jolly o’ Board.

Bung. They’re going on a good Defign; they’re
tor our (whifpers) King; they’ll bring him in
too, I hope. '

Pigg. Aye, Mefs, I hope {03 wedrank’s Health
o’ Board, till we {carce knew Stem from Stern
they’ll ftick at nothing to bring him iny T find,

Buig. No, theCaunfe requires it ; an’ thofe that
are undone will ftick at nothing to make ’em{elves
whoie again : But we Smugglers are his beft
Friends, we don’t ruin ourfelves by running a’ter
one that can hardly maintain himfelf ; but ftay at
home and defraud the Publick of that Revenue
which wou’d otherwife be employ’d to his difad-
vantage ; and as by {fuch means we get Eftates
that ina lucky moment may be ufetul to him 5 {o,
however thar may happen, they’ll in time put us
above the Fear o’ the Law, the Trouble of keep-
ing our Words, and paying our Debts, an’ yet
fecure us a good Chance o’ dying 1n our Beds
£00. | |

Pigg. Mefs, Sivy you fay all mn three Words;
but prav, before you climb {o high, let one have
a little Noney wi’ yey for I can’'t truft any
longer. | I

Bung.
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‘Bung. Faith but you muft, Pigg; P’'m plaguely
out o’ Cafh at prefent:' We ha’ juft.paid the Offi-
cers their Contralt Money. They won't truft.

Pigg. Mefs, then they go Snacks, dothey? |

Bung. Four Pounds ina Hogfhead they have on
Claret, and the fame in proportion for other Com-
modities ; a great Load on us fair Traders! But
we mufl {acrifice to Mammon, the Dogs wou'd
bé troublefomeelfe. - I

Pigg. 1Uswell I think, Sir, that ye can muzzle
’em-at any rate. -

bung. 1 think {o too, Pigg; but there’s that
Dog Zrrfly won't come to Collar’; the Hound
hunts clofe too: but his Brethten, to do ’em juf-
tice, always give him a wrong Scent. Leét Ogfs
make up your Account, an’ once in a Fortnight
we'll help you to {ome Money, or at leaft give
you a Bill on Merchant e———1n Loudon : Tho’ |
think we ha’ pretty well drain’d all our Friends
there a’ready. (A/fide.)

Pigg. Lthank "ec 3 Mafter Bung, your Servant,
(Gomg.)

Bung. Tl gowithye, and fee if Oats has given
Couch his Cokets, an’ order him to take up the
Hovering-bond given for you. { Exesnt.]

The SCENE continues.

Eunter Vulcan, Mrs. Vulcan, an’ Mrs. Sufan.

Vulcan. Why ho’ now, Wench? I hear a fad
Charretter of ye.

Mrs. Sufan. Sir, I'm {orry I'm milreprefcnted
t ye 3 [ an’t confcious of having difoblig’d you.

Vulcan. No? Why you're in love w1’ my great-
eft Enemy it feems, wi’ Zrufty.

Mts. Sufan. Sir, one’s Inclinations areinvolun-

tary; not that ever I madeany {uch Dilcovery.—-
| C ‘ Ms.
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Nirs. /xlean. D' ye hear the Slut? She’s at her
Replicates agens; you wou'd have her learn to
read, and fee what’'s come on’t now: Lard ha®
mercy, I wonder where the picks up all this Stuff,
{he ne’er learnt 1t from us I'm fure. I'll pull your
Head off, Huficy, an® ye prate fo nonfenfically.

Mrs. §#/an. Good Madam, pray how have 1
offended ye?

Mrs. Puican. D’ ye hear the Saucebox? Tl
teach ye, Hufley. (Going to firike.)

Vilcan. (Goiug between’einz) Hold, Wife, leave
us, an’ fee all things provided for our Friends a-

gainit they come; I'll take my Wench to task,
you're too hot, I find.

Mrs. Zulcan. Too hot, a Brazen! You’ll find
it high time to be hot; the muft be taken down,
or— [ Exit Mrs. Vulcan.]

Mrs. Szfan. Sir, 'm {orry my Mother is {o an-
g:y; Il never difoblige either of you by any In-
clinations of mine: Tho’ I cou’d be glad, it ever
I thould marry, it might be with {fuch an honeft
Nian as Tiujty.

“alzai. An honeft Man! Fool! filly Wretch!
fhe’d have an honeft Man for her Husband, of all
things. You have a fweet Notion of Mankind,
truly. Show me an honeft Man, as Times go,
that can maintain 2 Woman : No, no, the Ex-
pences of Lite an’t {o eafily acquir’d.

Mrs. Su/air 'Then pardon me, Siry if T chufe
to live fingle; 1 wou'd n’t marry with a dithoneft
Man, 1t I knew 1. _

Vulcaiz. Degenerate A{s ! Had [ been o’ your
Opinion, vou had n't thone 1” your Silks thus,
an” had the Plenty an’ Attendance you have. Ap’
wou'd ve have a Fellow thar's bound Hand and
Foor with Honour, and Honelty, and {uch like
Nonlfenle ? that can’t ftep out o’ the common
Way to fupport ye, but mult reduce ye in the
Picafures I now afford ye. Mis.


Administrator
Note
Mrs. Vulcan "Going to strike" Susan
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Mrs. Sufan. Honefty, Sir, is contented with
little.

Pulcan. Honefty's a Fooly an’ fo are you, an’
don't know what ye want.

Mts. Sufan. Then, Siry I'm happy in my Fnno-
cencey an’ fhan’t regret the Lofs of any thing 1
don’t know the Want of.

Vulcan. Egregious Fool! But hark ye: How
came ye to think Zrzffy honeft ? becaufe he feeks
to ruin your Father ? Ha !

Mrs. Sufan. No ; pardon me, Sir: but hisEne-
mics will allow him to be incorruptibly honeft ;
and fhou'd even my Father offend, he wou’d, I
dare fay, cxecute the Duties of his Ofhice, tho’
in regard to me it wou’d be with reluétance.

Vulean. Our, ye Goofe; he wou'd needs have
a plaguey regard to you, that could on any Con-
fideration ruin your Father.

Mrs. Sufan. 1 wou'd n’t willingly believe my
Father cou’d offend 5 but you know, Sir, hc's
{worn to the Duties of his Pott.

Vulcan. Ha! ha! ha! fworn, ye Maukin! what
the Fellow has taken a Cuftom-houfe Oath, 1
warrant 3 ha! ha! ha! An’ has n't the Fool
Senfe enough to know whata Cuftom-houfe Oath
I3 yet ? .

Mis. Sufan. Why ’tis an Oath, Sir; an’ as he
has taken it, he’s bound to keep it.

PVulean. Aye: Then he’ll ne’er be able to keep
yo0, I'm {ure, nor himfelf neither. No, no, he’s
bound to break it, or ftarve. A Cuftom-houfe
Oath, Child, is like a Nutfhel, no coming at the
Kernel without breaking it. In fhort, you've
made the Fellow out {uch an Ideot, thatif I had
n't fomeregard to your Welfare, 1'd fay, *twasfit
y< thou’d go together.

Ca Mis.,
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Mrs. Sufan. Sir, from other Reafons 1 fhould
fay fo, but will never indulge a Thought of 1t
without your Confent. .

Vulean. Porget it sheny you’ll nc’erha’ my Con-
{ent,-1 promife you: A. poor forry Dog! a Beg-
gar! a Wretch of fuch narrow Principles, that
it is not in the Power of Fortune to make him
rich. INo,no, Suack has my Promifc; an’ there-
fore I command yeto think of him for your Huf-
band.

Mus. Sufan. (Kneeling) Pray forgive me, Sir, 1f
I beg you’ll recal that harfh Command 5 Suack 1s
of ali Mcn my Averfion: Have {ome regard, I
befeech you, to the Happinefs of a Child that
wou'd fooner die than difoblige ye.

[ulcan. Yesy yes, you can talk o’ Duty very
£ oentdy, but pray {ee and reduce it to practice 3
.oocy me 1 this, or look to’t; I'll never give you
a Groary no, nor my Blfling neither.

Mus. Sufan. ‘Theny Sir, only wave this {evere
Command, an’ fuffer me to live {ingle: 1'll ne-
ver marry ary body clfc.

Furican. (Spurning ber) Away, ye Fool, and o-
bey, or look wo't. (Thiufls ber oit.)

Later Bung

Brother fzzr, your Servant; welcome to my
new Houle.

Buir. Geod morrow, Brother Zilean 5 much
Yov v yey Chip has built ye a brave Seat here.
VW hat Room call ye this 2 a Hall.

Julcan, Yesy lo Chip tells me ; *Squire Freeman
has fuch a Hall. Here muft be a long Table wi
Benches, and the Walls fet out with Guns,
Swords, Dikes, and Leather Buckets; and in
there (poiuzing) 15 a Parloury a place to dine 1n
and drink and {moke, and fo torth.

Busg.
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Bung. I'ts too fine for that, Brother.

Vulcan, Isit ? Then it {hall be for the Women-
folk ; and that (pointing) is a ’Drawing-room, to
retire to with a Friend ; there muft be a Cup-
board and a Couch, Brother.

Bung. Ha! ha! ha! you’re 2 Wag, Brother,

1 find. (The Scene changes to a Study.) ‘But what
Room call ye this?

Pulean. O this is my Study, Chip has fill'd it
full o’ Tacks you fee, (pointing to the Shelves) and

I defign to fill ’em wi” Books like our Parfon’s,
Parfon Droll’s. |

Bung. Brother, I can read, ye know 3 "I may
be helpful to you 1in Choice of a Library.

Vulcan. (Falls to meafuring the Shelves with his
Carne) Thank’ee, Brother, I won’t trouble ye, ’tis
't {fodifhicult to know how to finifh one’s Study.

Exter Confcience.

Both. Servant, Mr. Conftience,

Confeience. Gentlemen, your Servant: Much
Jovy t'ye, Mr. Fulcan.

Vulcan. Thank’ee, Lawyer: Have ye brought
my Conveyance wi’ ye?

Confzience. Here’s your’s, Sir; Mr. Bung had
his laft Week ;3 and 'Squire Crabb’s 1s ready for
bim.

Vulean. (Taking 4t) That's well : Is 1t made
{urey, Sir ?

Confcience. Yes, Merchant, as {urc as Fate; an’
harder to be difcover’d than a loft Maidenhead.

Vulcans Ha! ha! bha! Faith, Lawyer, that’s
not eafily found, I muft tell ye.

Confcience. (Opening the Writing) It runsin Truft
to Fobn o° Nokes, in Truft to Tom o> Stiles, an’ {o
on to Simoir Gatesy, to Williaiz Poff, &c. to
the contrary in any wife notwithftanding. In

fhort,
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fhort, it’s fo Trufted about, that the Devil, on
Inquiry, wou’d ne’cr fufpect the right Owner to
have any manner o’ Claim to’t.

Vulcan. That’s righty (taking and putting up the
Writing) Now thall I be ’Squire Vulcan o’ Beryy-
pond, in {pite o’ the Devil.

Buang, Aye, Brother, we that get Eftates con-
trary tothe Law, are beholden to our Lawyer for
making the Law a means to fkreen us from the
Clutches o’ the Law.

Confcience. Aye, my dear Clients, et me draw
your Conveyances, an’ I care not o' this! (/nap-
ping bis Fingers) who makes the Laws, I'll {mell
a Penalty as far as e’er a Rook 1° the Kingdom
fhall Gunpowder.

Bung. 1 dare fay you can, Lawyer; and this
way o’ concealing our Eftates 1s but neceflary to
LS.

Confcience. Oh, ablolutely neccflary to one’s
Birthright 5 a Man can’t be faid to ha’ Liberty
an’ Property without it : any Part of his Fortune
liable to Penalties, will always lay a Reftraint on
his Actions. Who but a Madman will think
himlclf at liberty to defraud, or dethrone any
King, unlefs his Property be fecur’d ?  But fuch
Concealments put ye on a foot with the Men o’
Henty where, if the Father’s doom'd to the Bough,
itill the Son inherits the Plough

Bung. True, Siry there wou'd be no living for
Smugglers and Confpirators without it : Why
Tirufly Cother day, 2 Son of a Dog leiz’d three
thoulund Gallons o’ Brandy, tho® we had Permits
to thow for ’em, under pretence that JFormtub
the Dittitler run the Goods {pecified in them to a
pitvate Storchoufe in Londony, an’ fent only the
Pernuts hither to cover the hike Quantity we had
run.

F

Fulcan,
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Vulcan. Aye faithy I know not how we fhal]
come off there; I fear it is not in the Power of
our Jury to fave us: How fay ye, Lawyer ?

Confcience. Why, Siry ([cratching bis Head) the
Jury will do. their part ; had you any body to
{wear they brou‘ght the Goods, your own Ser-
vants will witnefs the receiving of ’em; and then
we might caft the King,

Vulcan. Let me fee, 1 believe Farmer Bluet
wou'd do fuch a Job; he’si’ the Houfe, I'll fend
him t’ ye, an’ Rap an’ Hearfay too. [ Exit Vulcan.

Confcience. Bluet’s a likely Man 5 but the Jury
too muft be made {enfible o’ their Interefts in’t.

Bung. Let 'my M. Confcience, we leave ’em to
you, make as good Terms as ye can, and we’ll make
gsood any thing you promuc.

Enter Bluety Rap, and Hearlay.

Bung. Heasfay, Have ye carried the Farmer the
ha'f Anchor o’ Brandy I order’d him ?

Hearfay. What ha’f Anchory Zur ? I nc'er
heard on’t avore,

Buig. (winking at Hearfay) No, fure you did ?
| order’d you to carry him the ha’t Anchor that
ftands at the Stair-toot.

HHearfay. Oh, now 1 remember; T'll carry’t
him.

Bung. Sce ye do. What! I loveall my Friends
thou’d fhare 1’ my good Fortune.

Bluet. Thank’e, Zur, I voinds yow dooa.

Confcience. W hy that’s right, an’ then they’ll
readily ferve you when you’ve occafion.

Binet. Eaze thoure I wifh it lay ¢ my Power to
zarve the Merchane.

Confcience. (afide 1o Bluet) Why under the Rofe,
Farmer, it does 5 you might do the Merchant an’
his Partners a great piece o° Service 3 but they’re

{o
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{o plaguey modeft they don’t care to trouble their
Friends. -

Blyet. What 18°t, Maefter Confcience 2 T}
dooa’t, Bluet will dooa’t.

Confcience. (alond) W hy they haveaTryal com.
ing on this Morning about three thoufand Gal-
lons o’ Brandy {e1z’d by Trafly 5 he pretends they
receiv’d only the Permits (they thow) from Lox-
don without the Goods, with intent to cover the
like Quantity they had run here: Now it’s only
to fwcar you brought thofe very Goods from Lou-
don 3 that’s all, Farmer,

Biuer. Ts that aall? T'll dooa't; Dll fwear [
brought ’em. What! we muft one ftond by an-
other, there will be nooa living elfe : Tl {wear.

Bung. That's kindy (fhaking Hauds) I thank’ce,
Farmer 3 'll do as much for thec.

Bluet. 1daen’t queftion’r, Zur; but {fomebody
muft {wear to the recciving ‘em.

Confcience. Aye, aye, herc’s Rap an’ Hear/ny
will do that for their Mafters, won’t ye, Lads?

Both. Eaze, caze, with aal our Zouls an’ that
be aal.

Confeicinces Well {ud, T told ye fo, Merchant;
thele are none o’ your ftraitlac’a Fellows, (ffroking
tleir Stonachs) Here are good open Chefts for
ye, Liberty for Conicience to turn an’ wind, an
ferve a Ifriend too on occalion.

Bang. There 1s fo, Lawyer; T find vou under-
ftand olks. |

Confeience. Aye, let me alone; 1 ne’er chofe
Fricnd that hasn’t a happy Maiie; for Conf{cience
as well as Courage depends on Conftitution.

Bung. T behieve {o, you'll all get away to the
Tryal to make good your Engagements ?

Aid. We'll all be thoure to be there.

Confeienc: Tl go too an’ call upon Ferdict the
Foreman o’ (ae Jury,

B."ﬁlg
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Bung. Look’ee, he has fav’d ye the Trouble;
make as good Terms as ye can, an’ we’ll perform

‘em. Come away, Lads, we'll leave *em together.
[ Exeunt Bung, Bluet, Rap, and Hearfay. ]

Enter Verdict.

Confcience. Ha! my old Friend, I was juft com-
g to Ipeak w1’ ye (fbaking Hands.)

Verdiét. Macfter Gonifciencey uponthe old Stoary,
I zuppaufes.

Confcience. Yes, indeed 5 you’ll remember my
Clients, I hope. |

Verdi€t. Nooa, Zur, 1t’s in vain to prefs me
varther, or ony o’ Bretheren 3 we’re aal zooa zur-
teitted w1’ Parjury we can {wallow nooa moor on’t,
it fticks by the Way, Zur.

Coirfcience. Phoo, is thatall? We'll wath 1t
down ; 1t fhan’t ftick by the Way.

Ferdict, Nooay, Zur, we're aal fivorn to dooa
Juitice ; an’ Right fhall take plaece this toime,
whatever come on't.

Coifcience. Yes, an’ it a-dry, 1 warrant; cone-
fider, I'riend, what a dreadful thing it is to be
choak’d with Thirit.

Ferdict. Oh, a dreadful thing, be fhoure.

Confcience. Well, an’ what's a litle Perjury to
aDeluge o Wine? We'llgive you large Draughts,
my Friend.

Verditt. Eaze, eaze, you'll maak us aal drunk,
an’ zooa laay our Confciencees afleep while you
cury an unjuft Caefe: but what then? why the
next Morning the Heead aikes, the Conicience
pricks, an’ all one has vor 1t 1s cold Waeter, an’
that chills the Blood, an’ gecves one a Zurfeit.

Confciense. Well, but hear me :  This is really
a Calc o’ Confcience ; you fhall each of you have
1 Hoglhcad o’ Wine fent you home, to drink

D when
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when ye pleafe ; {o that for an aking Head, I'll
prefcribe ye a Hair of the fame Dog, and tor a
pricking Confcience a third Bottle ; they us'd to
be Specificks : We'll take care too that cold Wa-
ter than’t hurt ye.

Ferdit, Well, but flill my Conicience zaays I
ought to dooa Juftice.

Confcience. W hat {till 2 a’ter the Promife of a
Hoglhead o> Wine ? a whole Hogfhead ?  Let
me tell ye, Siry a Hogthead’s enough to drown a
huandred Conlciences s yours too fhall be better

tform’d : 1 find 1t not enlighten’d enough to dif-
cern your own Intercft.  But pardon me, Friend,

that I forget your Importance all this time as
Foreman, you {hhll have a double Portiony a whole
Pipe o’ Wine; lo pray dircCt your Bretheren, tell
'em Conjcictce moves yc to tt.

Verdict. Welly Zur, yow ha’ a winning Waay
wi' ye, that I muft vallow your Councel an’ I'm
dam’d vor’'t. I'll gooa an’ diret my Bretheren.

Con/cience. Dear Friend, you’ll oblige me, [ Exit
Verditt. ]

Enter Bung and Vulcan.

Well, Clients, I've {fecur’d the Caufe; the Fores

man fpcaks for the Jury, and the Witneffes I'm
{ure are {tanch.

Both. We're glad o’ that.

Bung. But what are the Terms, Mr. Confcience ?

Confcience. Why too high I fiith, too high in
all reafon s but rot me if I cou’d do 1t under :
each Juryman’s to have a Hogfhead o* Wine, an’
the Foreman a Pipe.

Both. Oh, rot ’em, unconfcionable Toads!

Vulcan. Ayey Brothery 1 knew the Time a Gal-

lon wou’d ha’ done. Damn’d Spunges! they’ll
drink up the Occan foon.

Bung,
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Bung. Brother, we’ll be up with them for't;
when——the Job’sdone, it can’t be undone again.
Mind that pray.

Confcience. W hat then, Merchant ?

Bung. Why then we’ll not pay ’em ; that’s
all, Sir.

Confcience. Not pay ’em! Did'nt I promife
for ye ?  You may live to want ’em again too,

Vulcan. No faith, e’er we’ll want {uch Rafcals
again, we’ll pay Cuftom for the furure.

Confcience. But confider, Gentlemen.

Both. We do, an’ find it can’t be afforded.

Confecience. Phoo, pox, don’t tell me fo; I
know what your Wine colts ye ; a meer Trifle.

Bung. A Trifley Sir? It {tands us in above fix-
tcen Pounds a Hogthead.

Confcience. Suppole it does, 1s n’t it worth your
while to give two hundred Pounds, to fave up-
wards of a thoufand ? But I know it does n't
{tand yc 10 above ha’t the Money.

Vulcan. Nol but 1 fay 1t ftands us in all the
Money : Why there’s eight Pounds a Hogfhead
prime Colft, and four Pounds more the Ofhcers,
that's twelve Pounds ; and onc Pound Freight,
and as much the Charge o’ running 3 there’s four-
teen Pounds, and Perjury ’m fure never ftood us
in lefs than forty Shillings a Hogfhead 1n this
World: fo that 1 tell ye it {tands us 1n above fix-
teen Pounds a Hogthead ; an’ therefore we can’t
afford to ftand to your Agreement.

Confcience. No, but faith ye thall, Sirs; or I'll
blow ye: Shall I lofe my Credit for {fuch Scoun-
drelsy, and have the Bribes I promife queition’d,
in Subornation o’ Perjury ?  No, no, I'll not ha-
zard the Lofs o’ my Practice for none of ye, or
have my Honour difputed.

D2 Vulcan.
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Julzan. Difputecd ! no that’s a Point given ug
long ago 5 fhowme an honeft Caufe you was evez
Conf‘em’u in, an’ I'll give you my Ears.

Cenfoience. Earsy ye Brute ! ye wou'd ha’ fad
Horns. Durft ye difpofe o> your Wife’s Favours!
I know ye, Sirrah.

Vuleeizn Cuckold, T know you too, an’ for
fuch a Rogue, that it is n 't in the Power o’ your
Wife to fend ve to Heaven y not that fhe’s want-
mg in her kind Endcavours aeither 1 Scoundrel,
an’ it was n't for the Law, I'd break every Bone
v your Hide ( faking bis Cc’ﬂ?)

Coisfciciice. Dog, d’ye bully me? Dl punch
more Holes 1’ your Skin than ¢’er you did in a
Horfethoe (123ing’s Hond t0’s Sword )

Bunz. Hold, 11ay, (ranning betwist *em) Will
ve fall outy and let Z7#ffy know o’ the Goods we
run, and the fallfe Conveyances you make? Ha’
donc, I fay, you that are brave enough to reflect
on vour Wives behind their Backs, or I'll {fend
for ’em to part ye, with a Vengeance

Confrience. Wives, faid he?  Did ye hear that,
Merchant ?

Vilean. Yes faith, Brother Buug has reafon too.

Confcience. Come, let’s be Friends then? (fig-
kizz Hands) we fhall ger nothing by falling out.

Buis. Peace then, and the Conditions fhall be
thus ; the Jury fhall ha’ the Wine as foon as we
have 1t for ’em 3 but for the preflent we have iz
1ot.

Confiences Nay, then you'll fpoil 2ll; we fhall
ha’ the Foreman here foon to tell ve they ha’ {wal-

low’d the Bair, and went to drink after it. But
who comes here ?

Fulcan Ohy it is Snack and my Daughter Su-
ff;,«; let’s retire, Friends, I wou’d n't mterrupr

Barl Ve'll foillow ve. [ Exeunt.]
' Eter
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Enter Snack and Mrs. Sufan.

Snack. Defift ! Mrs. Sufan, no, never: How is
that confiftent with my Love? You wou'd n’t
ask fuch unreafonablc Terms o’ my Rival ; had he
your Father's Conlfent, pray wherein are my Pre-
tenfions lefs than his ?

Mrs. Sufan. Lefs, Sir? No, believe nie, they’re
much greater than Zr#fly’s. You boalt my Fa-
thet's Promife, an’ that’s an Advantage he has no

Hopes of.

Snack. (afide) Norwou'd fhe be worth any bo-
dy’s having without her Father’s Confent.

Mrs. Sufan. T have his Commands too to forget

Trufty, and think of you for my Husband, he'd
be glad o’ {uch Pretenfions.

Snack. (afide) She us’d to be obedient; there’s
Hopes, 1 find. (Aloud) The Commands of 2
Parent, Madam, are facred, an’ your Obedience
was always uniform : I hope youw’ll comply.

Mrs. Sufan. 1t to be miferable wou'd pleafc an
mcens’d Father, I wou'd chufe any Condition of
being fo alone, €’er I'd dithonour a State defign’d
tor focial Happinefs, that will laft, too, as long
as one lives ; but you fhall find I'll {ufter any thing

rather than comply.

Snack. No, Madam? not with the Commands
of a Father ¢ |

Mrs. Sufan. No, Sir; fince they are unreafon-
able, I'm not bound to obey : I fhall purfue the
Dictates of my own Reafon, and leave the I{lue to
Providence. My Father may difown me for a
Child: He tells me he will too; but that does not
rerrity me.

Snack. (afide) Ha! has he told her fo? Then
I'm eafy, notwithftanding all thefe fine Flou-
tithes 5 fhe’ll comply, rather than be difinherited.

(Alond)
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(Alud) 1 won'd wave, Madam, the Commands

of your Father, an’ ftrive to merit your Affec-
tions. ,

Mrs. Sufan. Wou'd ye, Mr. Snack? That’s ge-
nerous ; then only drop your Suit too, an’ I fhall
always efteem you my beft Benefactor.

Snack. (Afide) But {oftly——I've got too faft

hold of her to quit it. (A4loud) No, pardon me,
Madam; I can’t do that.

Mrs. Sufan. Why not? I never can comply
with it; and why will ye purfue me then with
Mifery? Will ye provoke my Father to turn
me out o’ Doors? Pray defift.

Snack. Mine thenfhall receive you. (A4fide) Pro-
vided fhe brings his Blefling along with her.

Mrs. Sufan. No, Sir, they never fhall. Pray
defitt.

Snack. No, tho’ hopelefs, I'll ftill purfue ye.
(Afide) Not thatl fhall defpair neithers The old
Fellow won’t give her a Groat, unlefs {he com-
plies ; and {he’s not Fool enough to troop with-
out her Fortune.

Mrs. Sufan (kneeling) Onmy Knees, Sit, I beg
vou’ll defift. +

Snack. An’ on my Knees I beg too you'll not

ask me. (Kweeling) Was you weary with ftand-
ing, Madam ?

Mrs. Sufan. Monfter, d’ye {port wi’ my Mi-
fery ? T'd tooner marry a Mountain Tyger than
you, [Exit.]

Snacky folus. So wou'd n't I'; thofe Moun-
taineers have n’t the Wealth my Miitrefs will
have. Poor Girl ! the muft comply, or be difin-
herited ; an’ as it is on my account, perhaps the

Father may fancy. me, and make me his Hetr.
ButI'll purfue, [ Exit,]

SCENE
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SCENE continges.

(Bung and Confcience.)

Enter to them Verdilt.

Conftience. Well, my dear Friend, how goes it ?

Verdiét, Aaal right, Zur, we've overdro’d the
King.

B%ng. That’s well; a thort Tryal, Sir?

Verdi. Eaze vaith,y an’ a clear Cafe too, 2
Stranger wow'd ha’ thought; Bluet, Rap, an®
Hearfay did Wonders 5 they {wear'd zooa hard,
we'd nothing to dooa but voind vor the *Fendant.

Confcience. 1faid they'd honour the Caufe. They
fhou’d each be remember’d with a Piece or two,
(70 Bung.)

Verdiél. Aye {houre, they deferveit.

Bung. We that give are the beft Judges of that ;
Mr. Confcience is too free, 1 mufl tell him.

Verditt. Is he zooa? May be the Woine he
promis’d the Jury too, was too mich?

Bung. Why no, not ablolutely {o neither ; but
I'm {orry to fay they muft truft a little for’t: we
have n’t fo much by us at prefent.

Confcience. No, but you’ll be {ure to have it,
Mr. Verdift.

Perdict. 1 don’t believe it, Maefter Confzience 5
they’re never without zooa mich by ’em. I wifth

it was to dooaagain; not that I matter it vor my
own part; but 1t vexes me to think I{hou’d per-
{uade my innocent Brethren to parjure themfelves
vor 'm. They won't kear to truft, I muft tell
ve.

Bung. Good faith,y but they muft till we have

it to give’em: Whar! we can’t make Wine for
2ny body.

Verdift,
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Verdiét. Steal it then, an’ be damn’d; ye maay
as well fteal the Woine as the Duty: I'm Vore-
man, and I'll [peak vor the Jury 5 let us ha’ the
Woine, or look to’t. Shall we be cram’d with
valfe Oaths, an’ want Woine to wath ’em down?
Nooa, nooa, you maay vallinto our Hands ag’en;
an’ rot ye an’ ever ye dooa, we’ll gripe you vor’t.

Buxg. Do, do your worft, Puppy; we’ll pay
Cuftom for the future, an’ it be but to have no
more occafion for ye.

Verditt. You paay Cuftom ! That will be a
voine Joak indeed ; nooa, nooa, you’re zich
Raugues, that if you cou’d zave Money by paay-
ing Cuftom, you cou’d n’t help running yower
(Goods.  But we fhall livetomind ye vor't. [ Exit
VCldl&P]

Confcience So, fo, you’ve made a {weet Bufi-
nefs o’ this: Who the plague think ye will
drudgeon 1’ your dirty Work, without a Reward ?
But you’re fuch Ideots, tho’ the Wealth ye have
vak’d together depends on the good Will o’ your
Friends to fecure it t’ ye, yet you're for infulting
all Mankind, T fee.

Bung. No, Lawyer, not {o neither; but {o
much Wine’s the Devil, ’tis too much of all Con-
{cicnce, Sir.

Conjcience. Your’s that give may be truly fera-
pulous 5 but the Receiver’s you'll find will readily
conferm to 1t. In fhorty every Man expetts to
cnjoy the Temptation that feduc’d him : it 1s n't
enough to hear o’ Wine, but to drink it. No
Man goes willingly to the Devil, without Hire :
Y ou’re wrong, I muit teil ve.

Aung. 1t may be {fo, Lawyer.

(loijcience. Nay, 1t 1s fo 5 there’s more Mifchief
Iki1't;\x*i1}1% t0o; an’ at {uch a time to difguft your

LIS .
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- Bung. Come, dear Lawyer; forgive me (/fha-
king Hands) an’ try to make it up with the Jury.
Here’s fomewhat to do it withaly (giving Money)
and the Wine f{hall be fent to-morrow morning
without fail.

Confciences Well, this is fomewhat ; all may
chance to be mended yet: Won't you be with us?
Bung: No, Siry I dine with Brother Pulcan.

Confciences Nor 1 the Evening ?  They’ll fit
the Money out.

Bung. I'm to meet the Maryat Brown-down this
Evening ; befides, you'll do’t better without me.

Confcience. Nay, ne’cr fear but I'll do it: I
know my Men.

Furies of old might lifien to the Laws.
Coopt up like Capons, brooding o'er a Canfe;
Be dvom’d to faft, till they determin’d right,
Tho' Groatsacere all th’ Advantage they bad by't :
Now, grown more wife, their own Importance fee,
And for the Side that pays’em befty agree.
Good Winey good Eating, Money too in Hand,
Are Bribes a modern Fury will command.

[ Exennt.]

The End of the Firft A&
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ACT II. SCENE 1.

Confcience {olus.
D‘-‘ﬁ'rg@gjg EL. L, Honefty ! whatartthou? a Jew-

e’ o el they fay, o’ great Price; the Reafon,
S@yp= Perhaps, fo few are able to purchafe ir.
e Bat why a Jewel ! becaufe ornamental
only, neither affording Warmth or Nourifhment
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to the Body 3 a meer Sign, I find: Gad, I'l
hang it up at my Door; but then People will mif-
take the Houfe; an’ to bring it in, wou’'d ruin
my Practice. Then hey ! pafs, an’ be gone, thou
Bane o’ Bufinefs. Faith, I think 1t’s happy that
Honefty is'nt reduc’d to Praétiee at this time; for
fuch an Innovation wou'd ftrangely impoverifh
Mankind. Now am I going to wheedle an’ cor-
rupt a Jury, for the beft rcalon ¥ the World too,
becaufe I get by’t.  So that, talk of Honelty as

they will, its reverfe will be found the means o
moit Peoples Subfiftence. (Kuocks.)

The SCENE opens and difcovers the Jury
ftanding and {moking.

Gentlemen, your Servant; what all ftanding ?
Al Yower Zarvant, Maefter Confcience.
Confcience. Come, fit down, we’ll drink toge-

ther ; you ha’ Pipes an’ Tobacco, 1 fee. (Kings.)
Verdit. Eaze, Zury we maade bold to {fmoak a

dry Pipe; vor wecou’d n’t tell whither wemight
drink or nooa.

Inter Drawer.

Digreers Did ye caal ?

Coiifcicice. Ayey if ye can tell Nofes, bring eve-
rv Man his Bottle o’ Claret in a Mmnute; and d’ye
hear, bring mc ha't a Pint o’ Sack and a Toatt.
[ Exit Diawer. ]

[erdic. Good Malfter Confcience, why a dizzen

Bottle at a toime 2 1t looks too kind vor Vo'ks
rhat ha’ been ﬂighted 7.001.

Gozfcicices Ohy every Man his Bottle, an’ every
Man his Bird too betore we part. What! Tl
have all my Friends empioy’d, I warrant, (7%
Dyawr bauls without , Twelve Bottle o French

I Glarst,
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Clavet for the Fuyy. Score at the Bar.) A good

Hearing that, let me tell ye.
All. Eaze vaith, 1t zounds well.

Enter Drawer.

Confzience. Sct down the Wine, an’ leave us,
Drawer. [ Exit Drawer.] Come, Gentlemen,
drink about, (they drink) the Wine’s good, I
hope.

Verdict, Eazey Zur, they never give the Jury
bad : But pray, Maefter Confcience, what maade
the Merchant vly out zooa I’ now? We ha’ done
them good ZLarvice

Confcience. So 1 think 3 nay, and {o does he
too, | muil tell ye: but other Matters run crofs,
which fower’d him a little.

Verdict. But what then ? to bid the Jury truft!
2 thing never hir'd of ! Truft s aalways out o’
+he Caie wi’ zich as zel themfelves to the Devil;
vor as we're aall mortaly, zooa a Man may chance
to vaal empty-handed ; an’ he’s a Vool that pops
off unpaay’d.

Coijcience. Faithy T think fo ; I always chule
ro pay upon the nail; bur you'll be fure o' the
Wine to morrow morning, I'll fecit {entye; an’
m the mean time ye than’t want, I promife ye. .

Al Thar’s main honett.

Verd:ct. Naay, Bretheren, I'll taak the Laayer’s
Word vor't 3 he ne'er bau’ks his Vrinds o’ their
Biibes, V'l zaay that vor'n.

Ail. Come, the Laaver’s Health, (they drink)
without’n we’d zat a-ary.

Confeience. 1 thank’ee, Yriends; I'll drink your
Healths. (drinks) Come, we're old Friends, an’
therefore let mie intreat ye, Gentlemen, not to
rake 1t 1fl the Wine 1s n'’t {ent you, for they have
a0t by “em; and that it was put Mr. Bung out

E 2 | C
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o' Temper, good Man ! he’s the moft uneafy
Wretch living, when he has n’t the means o’ re-
quiting his Friends ; that wasall, Gentlemen.

Verdict. Naay, Bretheren, like enough; I
thought 'twas{omwhat toor than ordinary vex’n,
and maade’n vly out zooa.

Confcience. That was the thing, Gentlemen ;
he begs your pardon, and goes to Brown-down this
Evening on purpofe to import the Wine, that he
may kcep his Word wi’ ye to-morrow morning.

All. That's hugeous well.

Verdict. Ayc,Bretheren, h~'s honeft i’ the main,

Confeicnce. Oh, to a Faulty Gentlemen ; ’tis
even troublefome to him: Now do I know he'll
ha’ no rett, tll he has done this thing; an’ rather
than be later than histime, T quetlion whether he
may flay to pay Cultom : But no matter, ye know,
cinongit Fricnds.

All. Nooa, nooa, the Woine’s ne’er the worfe.

Corfcicnce. Trues; but then, ye know, as {ome
hazard may be run on your account, it will be
but juft in cale any Mistortune attend him 't to
ftand by him an’ it comes before ye.

#erdif, Fawe thoure, we fhall ne’er voind vor
the King that woud undoe us aal at wonce.
Who'll venture to {muggle, except the Juries will
tond by ‘em.

Coenfeicnee. You're righty, Mr. Perdiét. (Rings.)

fnter Drawer.

Drawer. Did ye caal ?

Confeience. More Wine heres [Exit Drawer.]
Gentlemen, 'm glad to find ye underftand Mat-
rers {o well 5 your Bufine(s will always be to find
for the Defendant : for, let who will be King,
we're always fure to be Subjects ; and thercfore
are bound in Honour to {tand one by another.

Verdifl,
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Verdi?. It’s dooaing as wone wou'd be done
by; an’ that they us'd to caal honett. |
Confcience, Oh, ftriCtly honeft ; it’sthe Golden
Rule, I'm fure. (Zke Drawer bauls withoutes

Tavelves Bottles 0 Glaret more wor the Fury. Score
at the Bar there,)

Verdict. Hire ! there’s Mufick vor ye; I aal-
ways thought the Draawers maade the {weeteft
Mecllody ; an’ it was n’t vor that plaguey Tang at
the lalt=Score at the Bar, 1 cou’d zit all day to
hire 'm ; but that zounds plaguey harth.

Conjcience. Well, Sir, but here’s fomewhat to
{often ity (flinging down Money) There’s ten Pieces

for ye; {o fit ye merry, an’ let me find ye toge-
thery in cafe I want ye.

Verdifi. Eaze, nc’er vear but we’ll ftaay by’t ;
we're all good Men an’ true. [ Exiz Confcience.

Entey Drawer with Wine.

Gentlemen, fhan’t we ha’ zomwhat to eat ?

All. Nooa, notout o’ theefe Money ; we'llha’
°t aal in Woine, ,

Drawer. Gentlemen, there’s Bacon an’ Caele
an’ a Difh o’ Vouls order’d vor ye; the Cloth 1s

laay’d too 1n the Doining-room, an’ pleafe ye to
walk 1n.

All. D'ye hear? This is fomewhat like naw.
Verditt. Eaze vaith the Drawer fpeaks like an

Angel 5 he {peaks for the Jury : vaith he fhall be
Voreman. March on, my Boy, wi’ the Woine,
we'll vallow thee. [ Exennt.]

S CENE changes to Fulcan’s Houfe.

Enter Trufty and Mprs. Sufan.

Trufty. Come, lovely Charmer, difmifs thofe
Fears ; my Mind perfuades me, we fhall flill be
bappy. Mis.
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Mss. Sufan, 1 can’t fee how, Sir; my Fathet’s
{o imflexible, an® your Diligence in your Office
makes you every day more obnoxious to him.

Zrufty. I mult do my Duty, Madam, or be un-
worthy of you, let who will be the Offender ; an’
for the reft, I truit Providence. However, Lady,
in the mean time footh my Paffion with -a Pro-
mile of Marriage.

Mrs Sufan. Don’t ask a Promile, Sir; which
“without my Father’s Confent) I can’t perform ;
i never marry any body elfe: Is n’t that {ufh-
clent !

Trafty. Sufhcient! yes, to blefs the happieft
Man. Such Worth, fuch Beauty is not givenin
vain; and as my lovely Fair-one will not be ano-
ther’s, {fo Love and Fortune both infure ye mine.
Come to my Arms, my Heart! an’ let us feal a
mutual Contract, (é/fing) nor I, my Love, will
never marry but with thee, (kifing again.)

Enter Vulcan and Buﬁg.

Vulcan. Ah! pox blifter your Chops for ye s
what kifling an’ be damn’d ¢ 1 warrant, Strum,
rhat Fellow has a {weeter Breath than Swack :
How fay ye ?

Mts. Sufai. Siry 1 difown the Name.

/wlcan. W hyhow now, Mallepert? did n’t ye
hang about the Scoundrel ? I faw ye.

Zrafly. Siry keep better Words 1” your Mouth
I fhou'd 't take that Name from any body but
thiv Lady’s Father : I've not deferv’d it from you
neither.

[Tul:an. So, (o, I'm finely brought o’ Bed here;
my Lady Daugheer difowns her Name then, an’
ior her fake only 'tis her Bully does o't beat her
Farher. I'll be even wr’ ye for':.

Bung,
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Bung. (afide to Vulcan) Brother, be advis'd ;
I'd give Trufly hopes: you may bring him over
by’t. _He loves your Daughter.

Vulcan. (afide) But Snack has my Promifc.

Bung. Phoo, he’s ours a’ready ; he’ll not fly
off.

Pulcan. Well, Trafiy, Brother Buang has been
a Advocate for ye 3 what wou’d you do, to have
my Confent to marry my Daughter 7

Trufly. Name any thing, Sir, confiftent with
Honefty, an’ I'll do’t.

Vulcan. ([baking bis Head) Honefty! This Fel-
low will be a Fool tilly I find. (Aloud) Why
come into a Contrat with us Traders, fleep well
o’ Nights, fit ftill o’ Days, hear nothing to our
Difadvantage, nor fee any thing we do; an’ we’ll
give you a certain Rate per Cent.~——Y ou under-
ftand me?

Trufty. Yes, Sir, too well; but hope thole are
n't your only Terms.

Fulcan. Yes they are, Siry what fault pray
can you find wi’ thofc Terms?  They'll raife your
Fortune ; you'll get Money enough by ’cm.

Trufly. At the Expence o’ my Virtuey I find;
no, Siry Ireject your Terms.

Vulcan. Then, Siry be pleas’d to take notice, I
rejeét you 3 an’ the next ume I {ee ye with my
Daughter; I'll ufe you like a Scoundrel.

Trufty. You muft ha’ good help then; but I'll

not flay to ¢ afperate ye.  Mrs. Sufan, tarewell,
{ Fxit Trufty.]

Vulcan. For every ye Dog ! for ever! Hufiey,
get you gone, an’ {tudy to obey me, or turn out
o’ Doors. No Reply: I can’t ftay to hear ye.
| Exeunt.]

The
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The SCE NE continues,

A [bricking is heard behind the Scenes, and
the Noife of Chairs overturn'd.

Enter Oats runningy and Ambler following and
beating bim.

Ambler. Ye odious Devil ! d’ye caal thisZing.
ing to ravith me ?

Oats. Hufh, Pegg, dear Ambler be quiet 3 I'm
1’ moft danger now, [ think.

Ambler. Poifon Tooad ! to wheadle me into
your Canting-houfe to learn a Zong, and—-

Oatse What? prethiee be quiet; what have I
done t’ ye ?

Ambler. What! Impudence! daen’tyow knaw
what you’ve done ?

Oats. Nothing new t'ye ; my Mafter does the
{fame thing every day.

Ambler. Well, an’ he dooa, he has my Con-
fent, I'm fhoure.

Oats. Welly Child, now only fuppofe you'd
confented to me, an’ then tell me the defference.

Ambler. Is there nooa defference then betwixt
yower Mafter an’yow ? 1 thought 1I'd been Meat
vor yower Mafter. |

Qats. Yes, an’ for me too, I muft tell ye; my
Mafter’s a good Provider; an’ expe&ts we fhou'd
all fare alike.

Ainbler. (walking angrily) To put one to the
Squeak zooa. :

Qats. (following) Only to try your Voice, Love.
?pen your Pipes a little; you fung too low be-
ore.

Enter Vulcan.

Vulean. Hey! what’s to be done here, you
cry’doutfo? (70 Ambler.)

- Ambler
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Ambler. Did you hire me then, Zur ?
Vulcan. Hear ye! I'd been deaf elfe.
Ambler. Why Oatsy an odious Curr, zet the

Tune zooa high, I was vorc’t to fquall out to
reach 1t ;3 thar was aaly, Zur.

Vulcan. Was that all 2 I thought ke'd been
rude t’ ye.

Ambler. Nooa, hang him, he only put me to
the Squeak, as I zaay’d.

Vulcan. Qats, you fhou'd pitch it lower; you
know her Compafs well enough: but ’tis like
your fooling, to fkrew up her Pipes thus, and
alarm the whole Houle.

Qats. Sir, "twas her own fault ;3 I didn’t want
her to {quall out; fhe knows I pitch'd it low e-
nough.

Ambley. Aye zooa he did, Zur; I need n’t ha'
cry’d out zooa: ’twas my own vau’t indeed.

Vulcan. Can ye fing the Song, Pegg ?

Ambler. Kaze, all, Zur.

Vulcan. An’ the Tune too ?

Oats. Oh, Sir, perfettly ; fhe keeps time to a
miracle.

Vulcan. Come into the Parlour then, and fing
icus. [ Exeant. ]

SCENE, a Patlour in Pulcan’s Houfe,

Difcovers the Smuglers, &<, dancing to a
‘Pipe and Tabor ; the Tune, Gillion o’ Croy-
don : ar the end o’ which they kifs round,
and then (it down.

Enter to them Vulcan and Ambler.

Vulcan. So,you'vedone dancing, I fee : °

Pegg will fing us the Song that Oars ' - €lere’s
'tis 2 Touch o’ the Times, I can r’ «carnt her 3

All. Let’s have it then, -l ye.
F



(34}

I.
The World's all a Cheat, and Bufinefs Deceit,

And Money iow governs the Prince and the Slave s
Without it who's wife, withoat it who's great ?

The Man that wants Money’s a Fool and a Knave.
Inn Wealth lies our Worthy no matter for Birth,

All the Virtuey ey Breedingy or Seunfe upon Eartly 5

Our Wealth makes us greaty ald Trade is Deceit,

Aud ally cxcept Fovlsy have a band 7 the Cheat.
I1.

What Pe—/—n wou'd read, or Barrifler plead,

Or Doélor profound e'er write Recipe,

Had not the good Sci—ces wifely agreed,

Their Meauning was Money, their Learning waskee:
The P—/—n wipaidy wou'd leave off the Trade,
The Lawyer a Caufe, asits Truthy wow'd cvade 5
Tie College a Member that vifits unfeed,

Jon'd Bedlam preferibe bim to clear up bis Head.
111.
The Men that ave jufty the Girl: that are truc,
The Wives that are chafley when depriv’d o’ thei
Duc,
Are Creatures, Iown, I never was fbown,

And [how’d be [urpris’d to fee Objeéls fo new 3

Ih0'd fooner be chafle than Rindly embrac't,

Muf either want Vigor or Paffion to tafie :

nd who wouw'd be juffy when mourn it they muft ?
The IV orld keeps "cm poory and the Poor have no Trufl.

 Ambler. (fings)

All. Thank’ee, Peggy a Touch o’ the Times

truly.
Ful:an. Come, Brother Bung, Peggy’s Health
i’ ye. (drinks) Pray drink about, the Wine’s good.
Bxig. Aye, Brother, an’ fo is the Brandy s
'« no Adultery i’ the Liquor, whatever was

thete - 4 on the Cask.
commitity

> o Vileon.
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Pulcan. Ha! ha! ha! for the Cask let the Wo-
men alone, they’ll fee the Duty paid there; but
the Liquor’s as good as ever was run.

Bung. True, no Liquor’s perfeCily neat that is
n't run 3 the Duty makes it drink maukith.

Vulcan. Maukith ! aye faith; I'd as {foon kils a

Mouth full o’ rotten Teeth as drink any Liquor
that pays Cuitom.

Enter Oats with a Letter.

What's the News wi’ you, Oats ?

Oats. Sir, I've juft receiv’d this Letter from
your Correfpondent at Dartmouth, Merchant
Bloodfbed.

(Mrs. Sulan‘appears liflening.)

V7ulcan. W hat are the Contents ?

Oats. It brings Advice, Sir, that the Tradersn
that Port have lately kill’d four Cuftom-houfe Of-
ficers.

All. Huarray! that’s well : But how was't?

Mrs. Sufan. (afide) Oh hornd!

Oats. They were fool-hardy, it feems, an’ in-
terrupted em in landing fome Tea.

All. Were they fo! audacious Villains ! they’re
ferv’d right.

Ouats. It gives Advice too of a general Refolu-

tion taken by all the Smugglersin Britain to mui-
ther all Oppofcrs.

All. That’s highly neceflary.

Oats. It exhorts you, if any are bold enough to
moleft you on this Coaft, to tollow fo laudable an
Example.

All. Aye fure, we'll not be wanting.

Mrs. Sufan. (afide) Hideous Monfters !

Vulcan. This is good Advice; ’tis like my
Friend Bloodfbed : Here’s one Son of a Dog fhou'd
be ferv’d fo. How fay’ee, Brother ¢ |

F 2 Bung.
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Buang. Aye, Trufty you mean; this wou'd be 4
finc Coalt for Bufinefs an’ that Dog was difpatch’d.
But who'll do fuch a Job for us ?

Rap. Come, Maefters, I'll kill him; T'll taake
kear to do that vor ye.

Vulcan. Wou't thee, Rap / Here’s Earneft for
thee, (giving bim Money) when the Trick’s done,
expect more, Drink Rap’s Health, Brother; an
honeft Fellow, faith.

Bung. Yes faithy fo I find. Here’s thy Health,
honeft Rap, an’ good Succefs to thee. (drinks.)
M'rs. Sufan. (afide) I'll difappoint ye there, Vil-
lain |

Rap. Thank’ce, Maefter; I'll pledge ye an'
'twas in 7rafty’s Blood. -

Vulcan. 'That’s good, honeft Rgp~———Here’s
Metal forye, (clapping bis Back) Now my Heart’s
at cafe. Buls mey Pegg. (kiffes ber.)

Mis. Sufan. (afide) OhyHeaven! what a Father
have 1! but I'll prevent the Muarther, [ Exit.]

Bung. Faith an’ fo’s mine 3 Pl pledge ye here,
Brother, (kifing Bloule) Befs, you kifs as fweet as
a fucking Pig : Where d’ ye hang out to-night?

Vulcan. Where! why at the Sign o' the Red

Rofe s where @' ye think ? She has abrave fiery
Face,

Bloufe. Welly Merchant, yow need n’t taa’k ;
vor yower Woite an® Wench be n’t var behoind,
thay look virey enow, lct me tell ye.

Mrs. Vulcan. Why {ure, Brazen ; there’s fomc
deference betwixt Wife an® Wench,

Bloafe. Acksyower Husband that; he hastry’d
1.

Mrs. Vulcan. 1Y ye heary, Pulean? What fay
you? Is there no defference ?

Vulcan. Yesfaithy above twenty Years, I think.

Mrs. Vulcan. W hat then, you Villain! I'm your
Wife ; I'll teach you the defference.

Vulcar.
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Pulean. Faith you have, Wife! Aye, that's
the defference 3 that thing call'd Wife {poils all :
1 lov’d you dearly before you was my Wife ; you
was & lulcious Wench then, an’ 3 lulcious Wench
is as fweet as a Sack-poffet ; bur, the Marriage-

Grace faid, is like ftirring it with a Farding Cane
dle, turns one’s Stomack.

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha!

Mrs. Zgican. (10 Ambler) I'll {poil your Sport,
Strumpet ; 'l fhow you the defference howevers;
U'll claw your brazen Face for ye, (beats ber an®
pulls off ber Cap.,)

Ambler. (pulls off Mrs.Vulcan’s Cap, Vulcan
parts ’ems) 'The Merchant told ye the defference,
[ thout; an’ I'd rather be his Wench only an'
love him, than be his Woife an’ vex’nas yow dooa.

Mis. Falean, Oh ye Impudence! do you pre-
tend to love him betterthan Ido? Tl fpoil your
Love-Yit, 1 warrant. (beats hev again, Vulcan balds
her Handsy and Atbler beats ber) Oh, you De-
vil! do you help her too! (breaking from’em) T'
be reveng'd, ye Rogue, I will fo. [ Exit Mrs.Vul-

~ can, Qats follows.
Vulcan. Follow her, Oats, an’ bring her into

Temper, if poflible ; ’tis a curfed Shrew.

All, Yes, yes, Oats knows how to pacify her.

Vaulcan. 1 hope fo 5 the’sa Devil : Well, Mar-
riage 1s Damnation, befure.  'Who the plague in
his {even Senfes wou'd e’er be married ?

Bung. No bodys Marriage is defign’d to bring
People to their Senfes.

Fulcan. Aye pox, an’ to put ’em out o their
Senfes too: In fhort, it’s all Church-Conjurations
with this defference, that as other Conjuring has a

Circle to keep the Devil out, fo this has 2 Ring
to hoop him in.

~ Bung, Come, Brother, don’t rail thus at Mar-
iage ; 1'm a married Man myfelfy thee know'it;
3 "
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an’ fhou’d my old Woman pop off, may be Befs
an’ I fhou’d have a mind to be one Flefh.

Vulcan. Aye pox, an’ the Way to be {o, 1s ta
be married ; for T feel no defference now betwixt
my Wife’s Flefh an’ my own.

Bung. Nor I neither wi’ my Wife, tho’ 1 can
here. (taking Bloule by the Hand) Marriage, in
fhort, like Mittinsy 1s 3 ftrange Impediment to
one’s feeling. -

Vulcan, 1 havemy feeling here, Brother; come,
Peg, T'll give thee a Plailter however, (giving Mo-
ney) an’ at Night I'll come an’ lay it on too.

Ambler. Thank’ee, Zur; yow knaws how to
maike mc amends as well as Oats dooas yower
Woife; vor I zuzpect thay have a vellow-feeling
100.

Vulcan. No, hang her, Idon’t think {o neither.

Enter Trufty.

What's the News wi’ you? I thought I'd for-
bid you my Houle.

Trufly. Yes, Sir; but I have an Order from the
Board to make you another Vifit; the Commii-
{ioners are inform’d that you receive Feints only
with your Permits, which you deftroy when ar-
riv’d, an’ cover with thofe Permits the Brandy’s
vou run. I've realon to {ufpet thole Farmer
Henchman brought laft, an’ am come to rtafte ‘em.

Vulcan. You're damn'd fufpicious, Sir ; but
come and talte ’em. [ Exeunt.

SCENE, a Storehoufe,

Difcovers Oats z‘/zkiﬂi Mrs. Vulcan off
a Cask.

Mis. Fulean. A curfed Dog, to help his Wench
te beat me 5 but I'll mind him for’t.
Qats.
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Oats. (kiffing ber) Come, be eafy, Madam, you've
had your Revenge. | |

Mrs. Vulcan. Revenge, a Dog ! not ha’f enough.
(kifing) Revenge is {weet, thee know’{t, (kifiug
again) an’ he is fuch a Rogué, T fhall ne’er think
I'm reveng’d ha't enough. (kifing again.)

Oats. So, I'm like to have a fine Task on’t
here, (afide.)

| (4 knocking at the Door.)
D’ye ye hear? We're all took ; what fhall we

do now ?

Mrs. Pulcan. Who is'ty I wonder? Rot ’em
for coming at {uch a time, Whenm——

(knocking louder——\Vulcan calls without—
Open the Door there.)

Qats. Zounds, ’tis the Cuckold himfelf ; what
thall we do?

Mrs. Vulcan. Hang the Brute for coming fo un-

luckily, to hinder my full Revenge; but I fhalt
find a Time for’t, I thall {o.
Oats. Lord, Madam, don’t ta’k o’ more Re-

venge ; how fhall we hide what has been done
a'ready ? To find us lockt up together thus !
Mus. Vulcan. (looking about fees a Pipe lying with
one of its Heads out) Here, Oats, T'll creep into
this Cafk, and do you turn the Head up againft
the Wall, an’ we {hall do well enough.
(knocking again )
Qats. Do fo. (fbe creeps in, and be turns the
Head to the Wall) So now 1 ha’ barrell’d up my
opirit o’ Revenge, I'll let ’em in,
(opens the Door.

Enter Vulcan, Bung, and Trufty.

Vulcan. Why ho’ now! why was the Doos
lockt? Ithought we muft o't ha’ come in at all,

Oats.
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Oats. ( feratching bis Head and yawning) Sit, 1
was et down to fleep a little; 1 did n’c hear at
firlt knocking.

Vulcan. No, I'll be fworn. W here’s my Wife?
I thought fhe had been here.

Qats. No, Siry the's up Stairs, I believes

#ulcan. Have ye brought her into Temper yet ?

Oats. No faith, Sir, I defpair on't; fhe was
piping hot when I parted from her, fhe talks o’
nothing but Revenge: all 1 cou’d do wou'd n't
fatisfy her.

Fulcan. No! but ’tis an unreafomable Jade : But
pray, Trufiy, be you fatisfied, we ha’ no Feints, 1

aflure you.

Trufly. (founding the Casks) Are they all full ?

Oats. All, Sir, but that onc (peinting ro the Cafk
Mrs. Vulcan’s in.)

Trufly (founding it) Why this founds as if it
was n’t empty. '

Oats. Takemy Word for’t that’s empty.

Trafly. 1 than’t take any Man’s Word, whenI
can make the Tryal. (saking out bis Rule, and o
pening the Bung) T'm {ure this is an Ullage, 'l take
the dry inches. (goes to gage.)

Oats. (afide) 1t he means to take ’em all, he
fhou’d ha’ brought a longer Inftrument with him.

Trufly. (runming bis Rule againff Mrs. Vulcan)
Hey! what have we here?~———Dry Goods o’ my
Confcience. I doubt, Mafter Zulcan, you

have fome Tea here, or———fome Flanders Lace,
or

Vulcan. No, Sir, I utterly deny it ; there’s no-
thing there belonging to me, I'm fure.

Oats. (afide) 1 with there was n't, I'm fure ;
he'll change his Note by and by.

Trufly. Here, who lends me a Hand? I'll {et the
Calk up an end, that T may take oot the Head.
(rocy fes 1he Cafk upright, Trulty with a Cooper’s

Hammer
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Hammer takes out the Head and looks in). So, here’s
Linens I’'m {ure, and what elfe I know not.

Vulcan. No, norI neither; ’tis none o’ mine.

Trufty. Then *tis his Majefty’s, and for his Ufe
I feize it (putting the broad Arrow om the Cafk
with Chalky fill rummaging.) |

Oats. (to Trufty) I with *twas fafe at the Cuf-
tom-Houfe Warehoule; ’tis fmuggled Goods, I’'m
{ure. (afide.) |

Vulcan. Aye, an’ condemn’d i’ the Exchequer
too, {o’t had n’t been found herewe———TrebleVa-
lue. (fhaking his Head.)

Oats. In Doltors Commons. (afide.)

Enter Hearfay.

Bung. (afide to Hearfay) Where’s the Box o’
Flanders Lace that was imported laft Night ? not
1’ the Calk there, isit! (pointing to Trufty.)

Fearfay. Nooa, Zur, it’s at the varther end
there, (pointing) under the Straw.

Bung, Take it up flily, an’ get off wi't. [I'll
pretend to be angry wi’ye ; be fure torun. (Hear-
fay goes and takes a Box under his Coat) Sirrah,
Iear/ay, (alond) have you run any Goodsunknown
to us, an’ put ’em i’ the Cafk there ?

Hearfay. Nooa, Zur, I{corn your Words; I'm
as honeft as you are.

Bung. Dog, d’ye anfwerme {o? I'll break your
Bones. (running after Hearlay, who runs off.)

Trufty. (farting back) Mercy on’s! Here’s fome-
thing alive.

All, Alive, fay ’ee?

Vaulean. (peeping in) Oh, Hell and Furies! my
Devil of a Wife! the Toad you left up Stairs, ye
Dog, (to Oats) I'll butcher the Strumpet, I will
lo. (tumbling down the Cask, and pulling ber ont)
You ha’ been reveng'd, Gye Whore, 1 find, (bear-

1ng
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ing ber) an’ fo will I'too in my Turn, (Oats bold-
ing himy be falls apon Oats.)

Bung. (parting ’em) Come, Brother, don’t ex-
pofe yourfelf for fuch a Whore, (afide) lct Oats
alone too, hc may ruin us elfe.

Vulcan. Dam’ himy Brother; wou’d n’t it make

any-Man horn-mad, to find a Slave {o free with

one’s Wife, to barrel her up, an’ peg her when
he thinks fitting ?

Bung. Why tisa dam’d Cale {ure enough ; but
this was Zruffy’s Information, I fuppofe.

Trafty. No, hang me if *twas; I thou'd nc’er
ha’ troubled mylelf to fearch for his Wife, nor be
fond o’ {eizing her an’ ’twas 1’ my power: I ex-
nected other Booty.

Vulcan. Welly, Trufty, but you have feiz’d her,
an’ gad I'll make ye take her 5 I'll bribe a Jury to
find tor the King.

Trufiy. Not ] faith, I'll not take her. |

Vulean. Iaith but you fhall, to the Warehoule,
(fettivig the bioad Arrow on her Back with Chalk)
{the’s fairly feiz’d for his Majelty’s Ufe; I ha’ no-
thing to lay to her now.

Trufty. Nor 1 ncither, T aflure ye, Sir. [Exit

Trufty.

Vulcan. What gone! Here, Trafty, (calling af-
*er bim) "Take your Seizure wi’ yc.

Al Hat hal ha! (Mrs. Vulcan runs off )

Vulcan. (to Oats) Villain! do you laugh too!
I'll fpoil your Mirth with a pox t'ye. (beats bhim.)

Bung. Hold, I fay, (winking on him) you may
chance to take things wrong: Oats, tell us how
"Lwas.

Oats. Indeed, Sir, I did n’t know o’ my Mhl-
tels’s being here.

Both. We don't believe ye, tell us the Truth.

Ozts. Why then, Sirs, as I was fitting here
w.ongs thinking no harm, in comes my Miitrefs

| with
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with a Piftol cockt, and bids me aflit her in 2
Piece o’ Revenge on my Mafter : T beg’d to be
excus'd 5 at which fhe prefented; an’ I being but
a naked Man, what cou’d I do? In fhort, fhe

prevail’d; an’ your coming i’ the nick forc’t us to
think of the Cask to conceal the Affair; and the

Difcovery was owing to Z7zfly. This, upon my
Life, Sirs, is all I know of the Matter.

* Vuleans 1s ity Dog? Pox rot ye for knowing
{o much; your K:nowledge 1s 'my Burthen, I'm
{ure; [ feel it herey (pointing t0’s Head) 1 have it
with a Murramn t'ye.

Oats. Sir, I'm heartily {orry for’t 3 an® becaufe
I {hall expect but a Dog’s Life under ye for the
future, be pleas’d to pay me, and let me go elfe-
where.

Fulcan. Pay’ee, Villain! Yes; I'll pay ye, (fha-
king bis Cane) with a pox t’ye 5 but may I rot in
a Jail 1f ever you have a Penny o’ my Money.

Bung. Peace, Brother, hemuft be paid 5 I'll ray
ye, Oats.

Vulcan. Willye? It fhallbe in your ownWrong
then ; I’ll not allow it.

Oats. Welly Siry there’s 2 Way to make ye,
however.

Vulcan. Yes, Sirrahy an’ a Way to make you

pay too, as far as you're are able, for debauching

my Wite; an’ for the reft a Prifon: D’ye hear
that 2

Oats, Lord, Sir, ’tis I am debauch an’ ye go

to thaty, an’ by Violence too ; I can fweara Rape
againft my Miftrefs: I was a Maiden before.
Vulcan. A Rape, Villain |

Qats. Yes, a Rape, Sir; for by Force of Arms
ihe compell’d me to do what I'd no Stomach to:
an’ {o your Servant, I {hall do myfelf Juflice. [ Exir

' ' Oats,

G 2 Tnlcas:
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Vulcan. A Dog! d’ye hear? Gad, I'll follow
an’ beat him to a Mummy. (going.)

Bung. (Laying bold of bim) Stay, you've done
too much already; I'll go an’ try to reconcile
him: he’s a dangerous Enemy, Brother.

Vaulcan. Do as you will, o Idon’t fee him 3 for
I've Refentment that you knovr nothing of,

Marriagey Love’s Funeral I Graze of fond Defire !

Where full Pofftffion Usn's 1l extinguifbt Fire,

Whence, Phenix like, from its dead Afhes vife

Difguft, Difdainy and Strife that never dies :

Fealous of thofe we flighty we rage to find

Such falfe, that had been true, bad we been kind.
[ Exeunt.

- The End of the Second A¢t.

ACT III. SCENE 1.

SCENE the Street.

Enter Oats and Trufty.
2emel R E'T HIE, Oats, be honeft ;

kal 1'll make it worth your while to
@l be fo: Youfee, tho’ you’ve done
: i thewr duty Work thefe twoYears,
they have n’t paid ye; and now it’s in vain to ex-
pect 1ty confidering the Abufe o’ your Miftrefs.
Come, don’t prevaricate.

Qats.
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Ouis. (to Trufty) Is the Extent come down,
fagye ?  (to himfelf) A Dog, not to pay me! (fo
Trufty) And upon Buck’s Information? {to hem-
feif ) I'll fit him as well for’t.

Truffy. Yes, an’ in two Hours there will be an
Inquifition on’t. Come, you're a principal Evi-
dence; you wasa Witnefs to their {ham Convey-
ances made to {creen their Eftates from the Law.
Prethee be hearty in this Affair.

Qats. I willfoy Buck an’ I fhall unravelall that
Roguery : But how will ye get a Jury to find for
the King?

Trufty. By keeping the thing a Secret till its
Execution, that {o they mayn’t have time to cor-
rupt’em. I'll give you and your Friends ten per
Cent. of all that’s condemn’d s {o that the more
ve difcover, the greater is your Profit.

Oats. That’s right ; but does §uack or the refk
o’ your Officers know of this Extent.

Trufly. Not a Syllable.

Oats. Then it may bea Secret, otherwife they’d
foon inform ’em on’t. |

Trufty. Qats, get your Friends together to my
Houfe, an’ let me know the moft that canbe made
o’ this Affair before the Tryal.

Ouats. I will fo, and promife ye all the Service
' my Power. [ Exeunt.

SCENE, a Bookfeller’s Shop.
Titlepage coanging o' Books.

Titlepage. So! now I ha’ done: Faith I'think I
was 1> th’ right on’t to wheedle the Merchant to
fmoke a Pipe wi’ my Wife whilft T chang'd all
the Books o’ this fide my Shop ; he’d have no-
thing but Bibles an’ Common-Prayer-Books elfe,

by which he can’t lofe much, an’ I {hall get as
o lictle,
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little. But now I'm ready for him, come when
he will; and really thefe will it a Man as well
that can’t read, and eafe my Shelves too o’ the Lum-
ber they ha’ been loaded with a long time, which,
cer I had ’em, were but, as the Poet fays,

Refufe 0 Shops and Gleanings ¢ Duck-lane.

Enter Vulcan.

Is your Pipe out, Sir?

Vulcan. Yes, Sirs an’let metell ye yourWine’s
very good. Wocll, now let’s view thefe Books a-
gain : Folks that can read, fay, they’re very en-
tertaining, and good to divert the Troubles o’ the
Mind. My Wench can read.

Titlepage. 1 don’t queftion’t, Sir; Men o’ For-
tune thou’d buy Books; it’s an Encouragement to
Learning.

Vulcan. May be fo; 1 don’t propole any great
Advantage to mylelf in’t; but 1 think a Study
looks well.

Titlepage. Oh, very well, Sir; and thofe Books
will fit ye to a Hairy (pointing) they’re all picke
Books, Sir, fine Sorts.

Vulcan. As for the Sorts, no matter; ['ll {oon
meafure what I want. (falls to meafuring the Shelves
with his Cane) Come, Titlepage, what d’yc ask for
thefe Bools ?

Titlepage. (afide) Better than I expeted. Will
you pleale to buy ’em all, Sir?

Vulcan. Avye, ally Sir, an” ye make {uch anall of
’em : 1 ha’ Stowage for ’em, I find; 1 ha’ mea-
{ured *em.

Titlepage. Siry 1 beg your pardon ; I'll foon tell
yc the Price. (cafting 1t up.)

PVulean. Ally I warrant! as tho’ I cou’d not pay
for ’em ; why thou'd n’t I have as fine a Library
as our Parfon, Parlon Drelf has? I've a finer Stu-
dy, I'm furc. Titlepage.
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Titlepage. Sir, youw'll have a much finer 3 the
Parfon has n’t ha’f {fo many Books.

Vulcan. He! no 1faith, what thou’d he do wi
'em? What do they cometo?

Titlepage. Two hundred and twenty Pounds,
Sir.

Fulcan. Ts that your felling Price?

Zitlepage. In one Word, Sir, the Price is two
hundred Pounds, if I {ell ’em.

Vaulcar. (giving Bills.) Welly pack ’em up, an®
fend ’em to my Houle, an’ a Receipt, an’ they’ll
be taken care of.  Sir, good by t'ye. [Exiz Vul-
can. | |

Titlepage. Siry your Servant.s——A good Chap
I faith; ’tis well T did n’t fell ’em laft Year to

the Grocer for wafte Paper. (the Scene fouts in
the Shop.)

SCENE, the Street.

finter Qats, Pigg, an’ Couch.

~ Qats. So, Couch, 1 thought you'd been at Sea;
but you've taken Buck’s Advice I find.

Couch. Yes faith they wou’d n’t pay me, an’,
Mefs, I did n’t care to budge without Money.
Merchant Bung {aid they’d pay me next Voiage;
but Buck bid me not truft, and faid they’d be pull'd
in pieces before I came in again.

Pigg. Aye, Mefs, fo he told me; Merchant
Bung order’d my Accounts to be madeup by you,
Mr. Qats, with Promife o’ paying me in a Fort-
mght : but Back faid I'd better think o’ fome way
o’ paying mylclf; for, before they were willing,
they wou’d n’t be able to pay me.

Oats. Well, Friends and Fellow-Servants, I'm
glad we’re all agreed to four the Rogues ; for they
nc’er mtended to pay any body : They’re a long

way
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way 1 my Debt, for I ne’er had any Money of
erl.

Both. No! How did ye {ubfift then?

Oars. My Miftrefs, good Woman, came down
o litrie now and then for Socket-Money ; but that

T3 ’r*:.zrdlv earn’d.

P:zg. Yes, Mefs, the Mine’ sdeep, and the little
Ore  aug | thence 15 by the Sweat o’ the Brow,

Bk, t-I*' ha! ha!
Qass. Yes faieh, T found it fo: But we'll to
T, _?_,’s, any’ there confult our Affairs ;3 an’ there
co you'll meet Aifpike on the {ame account.

| Exenint,

Ih-...

~t

SCENE Vilean’s Houfe.

Exurer Vulean, Bung, and Crabb.

Fulzan, \W eh, Brother Cralh, what News from
me? I—i e ye carried your E}eELlora

C- gkl Nofaith, T made the Swabbs {o drunk
thf}. torgor m} \Tamc and {o voted for theother
Candidate: I'm plam:h* out o’ Pocket by't.

Banze W hat might 1t coft ye, Brother?

Crasp. Above fix hundred Pounds; an’ I'd car-
ricd the Dav [ had n't matter'd 1t

Brirg. 1 No, faith I think it’s a pl agucy Sum.

Cr o0, Aye, Oir; buthad I carned 1, I'd {oon

’ fercht it up again @ ’tis a rare thing; Brothers,
Iw the mak mf‘ o’ Laws.
B 257, Faith I can’t fee how Law-making can

be {o proﬁtaolh 5 ACCOrdINg O my \Vay of tth
ing, there’s more got by ble'ﬂung cm.

Euter Qats with Papeis.
Qs Ma {’ma,Ihavebroughtwum Accounts

rariv ftated, an’ a Bill for Vages an’ Money [aid

cut 1 your Service, which in all amounts to the
: Sum

r
-
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Sum of one hundred and:twenty Pourids and five
ohillings. (Offering the Popers *ropnd. ) ...
. What'd’ye mean ? we won’t take em,
Oats. To-leave ye, Sirs, -an’ therefore want my
Money : Pray take ‘em, M. Bung, you can yéad.
Bung: Not I3 Tl talk t'ye another time,, an’
in another manner. = - 7 L
¥ ulcan. -Unconfcionable, Dog ! we'll, not, pay
you. © . T T |
Quats. Siry T ask butrformy‘ owm.
Bung. (Offering a Bill.)- Take this in part ; you
an’ I’ll be on betterTermsﬂ . L
Oats. This is protefted, Sir; PlI not take. it.
Vulcan.Then ye thall ha' norie, ye Dog. (Shakes
is Gﬂ;’fﬁ') 1 -I A B TR Lo e
Oats. I'll fee that before Night, ¥ muft tell:ye,
oo [ExitOatss

-\

T

™ ¥
d o d i

Vulcan. Seé how hie threatens uss
Bung. I'm forry to fee hym thus, . PR
Crabh. ‘Aye, aye, *tis 2 fad thing to lie open to
the Law 3 he'll fue us now I warrant. Had I
carried my Eletion tho’, he fhou’d ha" ty fted il
Doomfday 1 th’ A’ternoon, I'd ha’ ftood upon Pri-
vilege, an’ protected-you as my Servants,.
Both. Aye, rot it3 that had made ys all ealy,

Enter Con{cience.

Confcience. Well,*Squire Crabl, you've oft yous
Flettion, I hear, =~ o o
Crabb. Aye, rot it 5 an’ now I find the Lofg
on’t witha Vengeance: Here has been Ojzs with
his Accounts, an’ a Bill for Wages, an’ pleafe yes
he’s going to leaye us, a forry Dog, an’ expecls to
be paid too: o -
~ Confeience, Yoy patd him then, I hope, ormade
Mm ealy with a Promife on'e?

. |

M | AL,



Al No, nej thEl
Corfzzznzz. I'm forry ‘fm‘t 5 ye {hou‘d h_ tﬁa d
himy I heara fad’ Cdmplmnt Of yey- fOL nét pay=<
ing vour Servants, T
AU Tet the: Dogs ueﬁl as trey usd to do. |
_ uira _..m'...'.. But you ha’; ‘taken *em- oLt 0" their

Bread,“an’ therefore . cught to Py Tem for thelr
Tnﬁﬁ‘

21 Ave, they e pefck it tco, we find ; Oats
threatens us.

Crath. Now cou'd ICJ.I*‘ﬂ.. mvfelf fmlof'ng my
Flefiion 3 otherwife F'd haftood on my Privi-

lege, an’ prot tefted my Pareners as my Servants.,.
Crrftiencz. But vou have loft it ‘aiid had n't
gou, as Dealers you'd been liable to the Statute.

Al But we cou’d, ha' made oves, pur Ef’fe&s,
ve IxHOw, ge fmqn.. Fu‘e*]d

rell “f, }ou muft cither ‘p‘zx}f jﬂ:)m SLrvants, or- €X-
pelt to be torn in pieces by ‘em; they’re- ifi all
your Secretsy an’ {o is Zrufy tooy feai I’m told
of an Extent come t0.Vown, an’ thdt all your
Q"‘ﬂ“""hS, etCLp Rﬂ‘p an’ Heas _/23}5, are to be Eyi-
lences egainftve.
./:z’f Ok cusic the Vi ipers ! you dontﬁy fo?
Couiticirrz, Yes, 1 doy Pve ]uf’c had rictice from
he Sherift, that an mﬂulﬁuon 1S tO bc held on the
enty taere’s nene-oue-Oals an’ Buck can hurt
Ve in your LOQ":L}&EMC}} but thuy, ye know,
vrere Witnefles.
4. They were {03 what muft we do?
Corilricnee. Why, 1f ye can d1fquath either o
them for Witneffes, S’OJ may ftill be fg’r‘e I have
i le* voncer in a nght Cue toleryé ye, .
Crabi, iSeratching bis Head.) Hold, let me fee.
‘Rap 7 _,_:; ,ﬂé . Come hithery Rap, Did 't you fay
vou was robb'd lately.?

Enter
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Efzz'er Ran | "__'F: ;'"'__”_* f_ )

Rap. Robb’d zay’ée! Let-me ff:e'j (szbémg his
Forebead,) 1’ fee 1f I'gan mind lt-n-E‘?Zf Zurj
I was robb’d—==1s yow zaay.

szg Well, Rap, but whewabouts? Remem-
ber that' too. |

Rap. Wher enbbum zaay ‘ee! Let e ﬁ‘fﬁ'.JL I ltry
to mind that too. :Oh——now I ha’t'; a:why...__,
on. Zfzh;bm y-plain, . -

Vulcan. W hen was it, Rap?

Rap. Staay, whon whas Ivrom whoam, T\/Lle{'-
ter?

Bung. Why, on§andpy the 14th 0’ this Month.

Rap. Eaze, right, Zur, zooa I was; but—-
f‘may, it tha’n’t be on Zalisbury plmnthon, it thall
be "twixt Hounflow and Stains, that’s bettcr on
Zunday.the I4.th of this Month.

Crabb. Was n’t Oats the Man that: lobb’d you ?

Rap. Eaze vaith, I belcevcs Lwas; i wis mich
like'n. - ~ LT

Confcience. Like 1'n’t ¢ the fame an™ bc.hcverwon t
do you muft be {ure, Rap, or you do hnothmg
(Oats appears liffening.) .

Rap. 1 am fhoure ’twas Oats robb’d me'; I loft
a Guinea and Half a Crown.

Confcience. (Giving bim Money) An’ 1 can {wear

you told me {o, an’ that I gave you ten Shillings
towards your Lofs.

Oats. (Afide.) Damn’d Villains! -

Confcience. Go3 Rap,- to Juﬂlcc Freeinan’sy get

1 Warrant an’ appiehend him, an’ then we're faic.
[Exzt Rap .1 T'll goan’{ee my Jury; butl muit
promife ’em luftily, and-you muft pay ‘em -chear-

fully £00.

Crabh. Right, Lawyer! bribe "em Wcll there's
nothing like it.

H 2 (Cﬂ??ﬁ 1EHCE
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Confeience. 1 think not; I don’t love thofe I en-
gage thou'd rake the Lord’s Name in vain; 1als
w'lys pay ’em well. °

- Crgtb. They'll delerve 1t, an! pray. {'parc no
paias -yogelf, La,wycr 3 we gl rlchly reward your
Diligence.

. Confrience.. Neler fcar, Sll‘, l’ll not negle& m

Bufinefs : Men o’ Fortune may take their Eafe,
and {fwim: with the Stream ; -but Men o’ Bufinefs,
like: Flﬂ'l, ha’ their Fecd by ﬂemmmg it. ‘I’ o

my ]ury B [Exewm
| SCE NE Tﬂtﬂj S Hou(c ‘

Enter Truﬁy, readmg a Lettcr

SIR, . L
TH E Intereft I have,in yom' Prcﬁrwt:an alzlzges
me 10 mfarm you - of a: Defign aganft your' Lifé :
Take care af Rap, Sir;.that's the Villain bas un-
dertaken 1o kil you. . Pray, expofe this Secret no
farther than is ab/blmely neceffary to your own Safe-
2y 5. -becanfa the Difconery will fhéw fome People
guilty that I cow’'d wifb \bad never been -born, - De-
flroy this Advertifement as foon as it “comes to hind,
ana: you il aplige VAR L
* L Yowr'sto cammwzd, |

SusaN VuLcAN.
P.S. Oats can let you intg
-' :Zw -wbo‘le Canjﬁma‘y. .

Dear Guard1an Angcl, F'll obey YOU (Tﬂﬂf mg
the Letier. '

Enter
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S v Eﬂfer Oats.

~ -
-hrur l-l::] “tl
RIS IO

O“”*’Lf’fd 311‘, thercs fuch ! Confplracy 2~
gamﬂ; me, will furpkize ye. = -

Trufy. It n:mﬂ: ¢ a hmud one thcn : What
GOER T L o e

. Oats.. Why, at’ the Inﬁlgatlon o' my old Maf-
ters and Con/cience the Lawyer, Rap has undertook
to fwear 2 Robbery againft me, 'in order 10 dlf-
-qualify me for an Evidence. -

Trufly. How came ye to know this 2

- Qats: .1 lifter’dy 8w, an’ heard it, an’ faw Rap

go to Juftice Freeman’s to gct a Wal rant to ap-
prehend me.. Y

Trufly. Excérable Villains! But can ye thmk 0"

- no:Way.to prevent’em? Cou‘d 1) t'Rap betaken
up on fome Pretence.t. .0 b .-

Oats. Yes faith, .Pigg an’ 1 both hcéfd hlm un-
dertake to kill yoﬁ an” as Juﬁlec Truman’s NOwW
at home, let’s get a- Warrant an’ fecure him firft.

Tmﬂy That Wllt do 1t, we'll dofe no- time.
- [Exenm

SC E NE a Tavem,

zfc*avm the Tury drunk dancing aukwardly
| wztbaut Mufick.

Enter Confcience.

All. Hoor-ray, Macf’ccr Conjience ! i istheWoine
lent us ?

Verditt. Zee, we're aal main jolly: Come, Boys,
one Caper moor vor the 'Fendant. Hoor-ray, vor
the ’Fendant, vor the *Fendant. (Capering.)

Confcience. Phoo —Pox rot yes; you re all

drunk, ye Swabs: I had more Bufinefs for YC o
All.

N
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/. Hoot-ray ! that's brave. Vor the 'F endant,
the benda nt! Hoor-ray. (Gapering.)

Verdiet. Come, Boys, one Caper moor for Con
[ricnce. (they caper) Now‘vo—r' the "Fendant, the
*Fendant ; Hoor -ray ? (The Fury.continugs caperiyg.)
Zec, Lﬁ}’ﬁl‘ we're all vor the *Fendant. -+ %

C‘..H,,.,,f.rzc'e (A4fde.)y Oh, burft the Dogs' what
fhall [ do ! Thele are n'c fit to bring .ifto: Gouxt,
they’re {o plaguey drunk. g )

All. Welly- Mafter Confeience, what s the. Bu-
finefs? we're "2l vor the "Fendant yow hire. (Get-
PINT VOUNE r-fm’)

éﬁ ifeieiice. et offy ye Sot _you're: aH dlunk
(Breaking froin ‘em.)

Al (G"ﬁm TORRE &Hﬂ) N&EI}’ GEl.d 'Wﬁ Il aall

itond by ye. (Reeling.) = | .

Confriciice. Y ou ﬁand ‘Swabs! fit down, you 'Te
fafe therc., (They fi1) 1 hadBaﬁne& wou'd ha’ made |
you a il, ‘hag ye been Compos.

A We're aall Go--Go--Go--mpos, Mae{’cel
Cdg (SCLLEs

Coufciezzs. Now muft I go an* corrupt another
Jury. (Gaing, they follow.) Thefe muft n't go along
wi' me “elther they’ll expole me. (Aloud.) Stay
you all here, L1l be with you prefently.

[ £xit Confaence.

(They return and fing,)
2 T bofe ihirce HQgI @fﬁfbf/é’ |
A whofe three Hogs are thefe ?
O#h tihey’re John Coold’s,
[F{' PG cT?}' therr L{?Grd,
Fer 1 found ein iiv wy Peas.

ordic Come,, drink sbout Boys. (They all drik
£ f - .

Al




{55 )
Al OF poand engy QY pound ‘e 5
1 daye not o5 22y Life: .
For if I foow’d pound John Cook’s Hops,
T wmafp @'t bifs bis Wife.

But as- for john Cook’s Hogs,
Ll fay no wdve 5 but mum.: -
Then bere’s to thee, the firfh Hog,
Until the fecond come. (They all drink.)

(Zhoe Scenes flut in the Jury.)
SCENE, Pulean's Houfe,

Enter Vulcan, Bung, and Crabb.
PVulean. Y'm plaguey fick o’ this Bufinefs ; I

wifh ’twas over.
Bung. Aye faithy fo dol; ’tis anugly Job like
to be.

Crabh. Come, bear a good Heart, Brothers 3
Confcience has a Jury fit for our Purpofe, and here’s
Rap come to tell us he has a Warrang for Oats.

. Enter Rap.

Welly, Rap, you've got the Warrant ?

Rap. Nooa vaith, Juftice Premani’n’tat whoam,
an’ § daen’t knaw Juftice Zraman : 1 mult defire
Zom 0’ ye to gooa Wi’ me to'n. .

- Crabb. Phoo, pox, this is lofing time; I'll go
wi’ ye to Juftice Zrumian. |

1' Eﬁter Conftable,

Conflable. T'll fave ye the trouble, *Squire 5 1
have a Warrant to carry him before Juftice Zia-
¢én. | ,

Al A Warrant! Show it, he fhan’t go clfe.
Confiablce



(56 )

Confiablze Heve 'tisy (Showing the Wavvant.) *sis
for undertaking to kull Trafiy; - Oars and Pigg ha’
{worn it againit him.

A1, Oh, rot the Rogues ( Didwing together.)

Bz Vs hat muft we do ?

Crasy. We muft bail him, be fure,

Zuizan. Unlels you'll taLe ous Words Fox his
Appearance.

Confiable. Not }om ’S, be fme, that put him
gpon’t.

il We'll go and bail hmﬂ then.

. [Exir Cofiftabie an’ Rapa

Al We'll follow,

Enter -Cénfcien”CeS

Confeience. Whither awav Gentlemen? -

All. To give Bail for Rﬂp, the Conftable has
carried him before Juitice Truman.

Con/cience. For what?

Buzg. Oats an’ Pigg have fworn that he tinder-
took to il 77, 17y

Conjeience. W hy then you're undond.

Aile D’ye tell us {o?

Confcience. Indeed I fear it; for you muft Rnov?
the Inqulﬁnon is come on, ar’ a Jury impdnneld
that I've no Intereft in. *

All. Where's the old Jury 2

Corfeiences They're all drUnI{ as Devils ; Non-
COMPOsS. |

All. Ohy choak the Swabs they fhall ha’ Wlne'
an’ be pt}\t

Crato. But than't we bail Kap . 3

Coifcizince. For what ? let the Dog alone, he
can't {erve you now ; Oats heard all the Plot againf¥
him, §72ck tells me, an’ is already in.Court: (o

that Judgmen: ' Execution muft follow, unE
leld
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Jefs T can fome how or other get acquainted with
the Jury: I'll go and try.

Bung. (Giving bim a Puyrfe.) Pray run an’ fe:
what can be done, Lawyer: There’s a hundred
Pieces, an® whatever more ye find neceflary, we'll
gladly pay it.

Confcience. I'll run an’ fee if ’tis poffible to {ave
ye. ‘Thefearc damn’d Defeats,

 All. Do fo, for Heaven’s fake, Mr, Conftience.
[ Exit Confcience.

Entes Mys. Vulcan, Bloufe, and Titup.

(Bloufe goes 0 Bung and
Titup 70 Crabb.)

Vulean. (To's Wife) So, ye Whore! here’s fine
Work towards your Friend 3 Oats has ruin'd us
all.

Mrs. Fulean. My Friend! ye Sot! How can he
be my Friend an’ he ruins my Husband? (Crying®
Oh! what muft I do?

Vulean. Dol why get into your Barrel again,
an’ let Oats thow you about Country fora Sight,
for the Whore that cuckoled her Husband.

Mis. Pulean. Noy ye Fooly that wou’d be no

Sight at all in any Country 5 your Drab Pegg Am-
bler 1s fitteflt to go w1’ Oars ; for {he has helpt to

ruin ye too.

Vulean. She! nofaith; Pegg’sanhoneftWench s
a true I'riend as any I have. Pegg loves me dear-
Iy, (Putting bis Wife frombim.) ftand away.

Euter Ambler.

Come, Pegg, come an® bufs me.
Awmbler. Dear Sir, wi’ aal my Heart, (Kifing.)
How is’t like to gooa ?

i Valcan.
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Vulcan. Alas, Pegg, but forrily 1 fear; Cona
[eience is gone to feel the Jury.

Titup. Well, Squire Crabb, I muft vaal out wi’
ye ; not to zee a body zince yow came vrom Pool,
’tis main hard.

Crabb. Poor Moll! (Kiffing.) 1 haven’t had time,
this plaguey Bufinefs has hinder’d me.

Titup. 1 ha’ been maindull ever zince yow went,
I'm {houre.

Crabb. 1 believe thee, Turtle ; you'll go to Jail
with me, Moll, an’ it fhou’d {o happen?

Titup. Aye fhoure ; T'll ne’er vorfake thee.

Bung. An’ fo woo’t thee, Befs, an’ it come to
that.

Bloufe. Aye, my Dear I'il flick as clofe as thy
Shirt to thy Back. (Kifing.)

Vulcan. Here's Pegg too will go to Jail withme;
woot'n'ty, Pegg ?

Ambler. Yow’ll ha’ yower Eftate, Zur, an’ yow
dooa go to Jail, Izuppaufe? .

Pulcan. No, Pegg, 1doubt not.

Ambler. Nooay, Zur! who then I mar] !

Vulcan. 1t we're cafty the King will ha’ one
Moicty, and the other amongft a Pack of ugly
Dogs, Trafly, Oats, and I don’t know who yet.

Ambler. Oatsis notugly, Zure (Afide.) He's a
zingle Mon, an’ zaays he loves me.

Mvs. Pulean. Mind thaty ye Brute ! her Love
was to your Eftate 5 fhe’ll not go to Jail wi’ ye.

Fulean. Yes 3 but the willy Slanderer ; won't
ve, Degg?

Awbler. Zury upon {econd thou'ts, T voind its
belt yower Woife thou'd go wi' ye; fhe has been

parrel’d up, they zaay, an’ us'd to Confinement.

Mus. Fudlecan. What then, ye Drab! his Un-
kindnels put me upon’t 3 but I'll go to Jail with
him however ; I'll thow the defference now be-
twixt Wite an” Wench

Valcas.
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Vulean. D'ye hear that, Pegg? I didn’t think
yowd ha prov'd falfe.

Ambler. Valle, Zur! not zooa neither; but
Outs has told me he loves me 5 an’ as he’s a zingle
Mon, my Confcience tells me there’s the lefs
Crime; that’s aal.

Pulecan, Ally ye Viper! aye an’ enough too;
beat her, Wife; Gad, I'll help ye now.

Mrs. Pulean. Not1; beat her yourfelf: I'll not
foul my Fingers with her.

Vulcan. Faith an’ {o I will. (&Kicks ber.)

Enter Trulty, Oats, Pigg, Couch, Alfpike,

Trufly. Seize your Prifoners there. (Pointing to
Vulcan, Bung, and Crabb; they feize 'em) So! I
think 1 ha’ met wi’ ye, now; ye won’t be at li-
berty in hafte to murther an Ofhcer for taking care
o’ the Revenue,

Vulcan. Devily do thy worft! I'm’Squire Val-
can o Berry~pond {hill.

Trufly. Of Winchefter Jail you mean ; your Ef-
tates are all condemn’d, an’ the Officers by this
time in Pofleflion of ’em.

Vulcany Bungy and Crabh. Curfe ye ally for a
Pack o’ Vipers, Toads and Serpents !

Oats. You may thank yourlelves ; you wou'n’t
pay your poor Servants, an’ can ye blame ’em for
{ceking to pay themfelves.

Mrs. Vulean. (Flying at Oats.) Oh, ye ungrate-
ful Toad! this is all your Doings.

Oats. Hold off, Madam ; going to ravifh me
again !

All. Ha! ha! ha!

Amblers Mafter Oats, they fay yow’ll ha’ an
Eftate now ; yow us'd to fay yow lov’d me.

Oats. Poor Pegg, what going to leave your old
Friend 2

12 Anibler.
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Ambler. Hang him, he’s peor ; [ fhall be glad

to {erve yow now.

Oats. I'll ha’ nothing to fay to fuch a falfe-
hearred Whore as you are.

Ambler. May you nc’er meet a-truc one.
Oats, I don’t expect 1t.

Enter Conicience.

Bung. (Afide 1o Conicience.) Se, Sir, you fee
what’s befall'n us; you cou’dn’t do any thing wi’

the Jury, I find.

Confeience. (Afide.) NofaithI try’d em all round,
but none of ’em wou'd touch.

Burg. (Afide.) Give methe Moncy again then,
it will be ufcful where I'm going.

Confcience. (Afide.) Lord, Sir, [ .can’t-part wi't;
Didn’t you give it me to lay out i* your Service?

Bung. (Afide.) What then? the Jury wou’dn’t
take 1t, you fay.

Confcience. (Afide.) No,Sir,but fome body clfe
may ; I'veitill an Inclination to ferve ye.

Bung. (Afide) Some body clfe, Sir ! YWho cllc]

wonder ?

Confcience. (Afide.) Oh, Sir, nc’er trouble your-
felt for thaty I'll ind {ome body will take it I
warrant 3 if not, I'll keep it myfelf: I deferve it
I'm fure.

Buug. (Afide.) You deferve to be hang’d I'm
fure; but I'll fue ye for't.

Confcience. (Afide) Ohy Siry T'll ftrive hard buc
P’ll make you a Bill fhall amount to the Money.
(Aloud.) In thort, I found you playing the fool fo
cgregioufly, that your Bufinefs wou’dn’t be worth
having ; fo that I wifcly chang’d Sides : I'm for
the King now, and have had no {mall hand in
bringing thefe Matters about. Gentlemen, I with
ye alla good Journey, Ha! ha! ha!

| Exit Conféiénﬁ;}-
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AN, What's Confeience gone! TheRogue that
has ruin’d us-gone ! - |

Bung. Yes, Brothers, he hasdeferted us. Trufy,
Confcience is the Villain that adwis’d as well as
drew thofe tham Conveyances you have deteéted ;
I hope he’ll be taken care of too in his turn.

Trufly. No queftion, Sir, but he’ll have his De-
ferts. | - |

Ail. Aye, trufting to his Skill in the roguifh
Part o’ the Law, we thought we thou’d always be
fate.

Trufly. *Twas more than youcou’d expe& from
the Pettitogger.

Bung. He has chang’d Sides, and fo will T; ’tis
better to become an Evidence for the King, an’

make my Peace, than be lurch’t thus, an’ fuffer
alone.

Crabb. Tfever I get my Liberty, T can go abroad
an’ be provided for, if it’s only for the Service

I've done in carrying off fome Friends to the
Caufe.

Vulcan. An’ T muft fuffer alone, 1 find, with-

out Hopes of ever fecing good Days, 1 have been
{o obnoxious.

’

Emter Mrs. Sufan,

Poor Girl! I can’t fee her. (She kneels to him.) 1
have nothing to give thee now.

Trefiy. Yes, Siry you can ftill give your Cons
fent to make us happy in each other; an’ as your
Lofs will be my Gain, f{o I'll adminifter the Du-

ties of 2 Son t’ye, and help your Affairs in the beft
manner I'm able. (Kneels by Mrs. Sufan.)

Mrs. Vulean. Come, Husband, confent 3 Mr.
Trufly’s honeft, he'll be as good as his Word: 1
like him bgtter than ever 1 did Snack, 1 can tell
yCe

3 Fulcas.
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Vulcan, Rife then, an’ be happy ; your Vit
will makeye fo, I don’t queftiony-and in th
all my prefent Hopes ; for Heaven knows my Difs
honefty has undone me. (Mrs. Sufan canriml}é
erymg. - o

Trufty. (Taking Mrs. Sufan’s Hand.) Sir, I thank’e§;
and you too, Madam, you've made me hap;ﬁ
an’ I'll retaliate as far as ’'m gble. Offcers, take

care o’ your Prifoners 3 an’till we meet at the Ex«
chequer-Court, tarewel. ;

Let Traders bence thefe fair Infiruttions draw,
Tho* Smugglers may @ Tsme evade the Law, ;.

Tho' Gains difboneft promife an Efiate,
And Perjuries a while conceal the Cheat ; J

Xet [wift the Moments pafs which intervene,
E'er Fate or Jufiice, [ureto fhift the Scene, .
With rapid Vengeance blafis their guilty Store,
WWho mourn unpity’dy fall to rife no more. .

[Excunt omnes

"
.
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