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Christopher Bullock playing Trickwell
youngest Bullock playing a "Companion[...] of Trickwell's"
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SCFENE L AW

Enter Trickwell 12 ariding Habity, ana his tiiee

Companions, two in Liveries, the viver ar 4
runming Fotmar,

1 COMPANIQN,

YE AR Trickwell ler us into this Devica
“ZH| of thine, before we go any farther;
%l prithce why are we thus equipt? Why
e art thou fo fine, {o fpruce on the
7 fudden, that a few Days ago wert
4§ a Strangerto a ciean Shirt? Why have
aeomunecanned we lett our Juvial Companions in
London, and taken this Tsip to Fmehly? What, have yous
any Defipn upen a Fortune? Take care Trickwell, you
know Hanging and Marriage go by deftiny.
A 3 'I:f:":



Administrator
Note
Take care, Trickwell, you know Hanging and Marriage go by destiny.


3 The S 1 1 7.

Tric. Prithee Peace, ’tis no fuch matter, |

2 Com. Nay, don’t be angry, Capeain Regent, Princis
pat! What fhail [ call thee? the noble Spark of Bounty,
tne Life-blood of Society.

Tric. Call me your Fore-calt, you Coxcombs; when
you come Drunk out of a Tavern, “tis I muft caff yow
Plots into Form, “us I muft mannage the Trick, or
I'd not give a Ruofh for the Proceeding ; 1 muft firesch
my Wits opon the Tenters to maintain a Company of
Villsins ~~—whom 1 love in my very Heart and Con-
{cience. [ Embracing them.

1 Ces. Al hal our hittle Fore-caft.

Tric. Hang vou Dogs, vou have bewitch'd rae among
vou; I was a good modeft young Lad, before I fell into
vour villznous Company; wmy Uncle had then {ome
Hores of me; [ us’d to walk before him to Churca eve-
ry Sundzy, vever was Drunk, or {wore an Qath: —me
Now I'm quite altered, blown into Air; I {wear fafter
than a Fanatick will lie; fit up lste, *till it be early ;
drink, drusk, tll Pm fober; fink down dead in a Ta-
varn, and rife in 2 Bawdy-hoofe; bere’s a goodly Tranl-
formation ; I live without Order, {wear without Num-
ber, cheat without Mercy, and drink without Meature:
byt to our Bufinefs:——you can keep your Coune
tapance, Villaine?——but I was a Fool to ask that; for
how thould they kecp their Countenance that have loft
their Credits ‘ |
" 3 Com. I warnant yeu for blufung, Trickwell; we
Lave left that foohih Medefty off long fince; “uis of no

uf= o Mien of our Vocation,

Tric. Well, then; you all know the poflibility of my

Hereafier-Fortune, and tke Humour of my frolickfome
Eincle, Sir Avut. Boanteons, whofe Death makes ail poflible
to me; 1 fhall bave 2ll, when he has nothing; but now
ke has all, [ can have noihinz: I think one Mind runs
thro’ 2 Million of them; they can’t abide to fee us mer-
ry all the while they are above-ground, and that make:
{6 many Sons langh at their Fathers Funerals. 1 know
“ | m}

L g—
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"when you come Drunk out of a Tavern, 'tis I must cast your Plots into Form, 'tis I must mannage the Trick..., I must stretch my Wits upon the Tenters to maintain a Company of Villains..." (6)
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my Uncle has his Will in a Box; and has bequeath’d all
to me~——when he can carry nothing away with him ;
but ftood I in need of poor Ten Pounds, now, by his
Good-will, 1 fhould hang my {elf e'er I fhould getit :
Then fince he has no Good-will to do me good as long
as he lives, by my own Will I'll do my {elf good be-
fore he dies : ——But now I arrive at my Purpofe : ———
You are not ignorant I'm f{ure, you true and neceflary
Implements of Mifchief, firft that my Uacle Sir 4n-
thony Bounteons is 2 Knight of Thoufands, and that he
keeps a Houfe like his Name, Bomunteons, open for all
Commers; thirdly and laftly, that he ftands much upon
the Glory of his Compliments, and variety of Eatertain.
ment, together with the Larpene(s of his Kitchen, the
Longitude of his Buttery, and Fecundity of his Larder;
and thinks himfelf never happier than when fome Riffs
Lord or great Countels alights to empty his Difhes
Thefe being well mixt together, may give my Projeét
better Encouragement,——

t Com, O! I conceive you now! what, we are to go
and live there for a Month or two? I like that, I have
not becn at a Feaft a great while.

Trse. No {uch matter, you hungry Dolt:——My Un.
cle has not {een me thefe three Years, and I am fure
he can’t by his Allowance fufpe¢t me in fuch good
Cloaths; for tho’ hell treat all Mankind, he hates tothink
any young Fellow fhould live but by his Wits; and Faith
I think it will be but Juftice to pra&ife vpon him firft,
‘'and lee him {ee that | am Mafter of my Ar : Is fhort, )
1atend to impofe my felt upon him for a iirange Lord,
tafte the good Chear of his Houfe. commit a Rape upen
his ftrong Box, and take my Leave of him in the Morn.
ing.

2 Coms. Molft generoufly refolv’d.

Tric. 1 have ordered the Oftler at the Inn to keep
our Horfes ready fadled, for fear we fhould be pur to
our Shifts——that’s the Houfe, take up the Portmantua
and follow me, ' [ Exeuns,

SCENE
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Miserly uncle Bounteous
Trickwell vows "to practise upon him first, and let him see that I am Master of my Art: In short, I intend to impose myself upon him for a strange Lord, taste the good Chear of his House, commit a Rape upon his strong Box, and take my Leave of him i the Morning"

Trickwell directs the farce, his "Art"
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S CLEN E Changes.

Enter Ssir Anthony Bountecus, and two Gentleinen,

Sir Ant. Gentlemen ’tis late indeed, and I am {orry
VOl €an't ftay all Night; bur to Morrow I exyedt yoix
to Dinrer. ‘

Gen. You may desend on us. [Ex. Gent,

Enter firfe Cemmipanion,

1 Com. 1 cry your Worthip heartily Mercy

Sir Ant. Hows now! Linnen Stcckings, and threelcore

tiles 2 Dz2y? Whole Footman art thou 2

i Ceime Pray can your Worfiip tell me—— Oh, oh, oi
if my Lo-d be ceme in vet?

Sir Ans. Thy Lord! who is thy Lord?

1 Com. My Lord Owemuch. Sir.

Sir Ant. My Lord ©wzmucn! Oh, 1 have heard great
Talk of that Lord. he has grezt Acquaiatance in the City ;3
chat Lord has been much follow’d.

1 Com. And is fiill, Sir, he wants no Company when
he's in London, he’s Free of the Mercers, and none of
‘em a!l dare crofs him.,

Sir Ant. No, if he did, I wairant he weo'd turn over
2 new Leaf with ‘em.

Erter Trickwell and nis Companions.

1 Com. Bere comes my Lord.

Tr.ck. Footman.

1 Comz My Lord.

Tric. Run {wifdy with my humble Service to Sir
Fafser Topewell; I'll ride and vilit him in the Morning.
{ Exit 1 Companion.] That Courtly Form fhou'd prefent to
me the Mirrour or Generofity, Sir Anthony Bownteous,

Sir Ant. Your Honour is moft {pacionily weicome,

Tric. Forglve me, Sir, that being a Stranger both to
your Heufe and you, 1 make my way, fo bold; but
prefume rather upon your Kindoefs, than your Know-
ledpe; only your bounteous Difpofition Fame has ci-
valg’d, and it is to me well knowa,

Sir Anth,
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appearances = forms, shapes
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Sir Ant. Nay, an your Lordfhip know my Difpofiti

“on, you know me better than they that know my Pei-

fon, you are {fo much the more Welcome for that.
Tric. Sir Aathony, you confound me with your agrec-

able Generofity.
Sir Ant. Pray pardon me, it has long been my Ambi.

tihn to have wifh’d your Lordfhip, where your Lord{hip
'now is, a noble Gueft in this unworthy Houle: But my

'Lord, I have a prefent Suite to you

Tric. To me! and you cou'd nc'er {peak of it at g
fitter time.

Sir Ant. Your Lordfhip has been a Traveller?

Tric. About five Years, Sir.

Sir Ant. 1 have a Nephew, my Lord, and when I die
Pll do fomething forhim. I'll tell your Honour the worlk
of him, 2 wild Lad he has been.

Tric. And fo we have been all, Sic Anthony.

Sir Ant. So we have been all, indeed my Lord, I
shank your Lordfhip’s Affiftance; fome comical Pranks
he has been guilty of; but I'll warrant him an honelt
trufty Heart ———

Tric. And that’s worth all.

Sir nt. And that’s worth all indeed, my Lord, for he’s
like to have all when I die; his Chin has no more Pricks

-les on’c than a Midwife’s ; there’s great hope of his Wit

‘his Hair is fo long a coming; fhall I be bold to
-prefer this Ganimede to-hold a Plate under your Lord-

fhip’s Glafs?
Tric. You wrong both his Worth and -your Bounty, to
call that Boldnefs; Sir, I have heard much good of that

Gentleman,
sir Ant. Nay he has a good Wit, my Lord; he has

zarry’d many things very cleverly: T'll fhew your Lordfhip

my Will, I keep it in an Outlandith Box; the young

‘Rogue muft have all: Faith and Troth, ! love him dear-

but he fhall never find it as long as 1 live,

ly
Tric. Well, Sir, for your fake, I'll referve a Place for

him neareft my Setrets.

Sty d‘fm‘{-
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Sir Au¢. T underftand your good Lordfhip ; you'll make
him your Secretary — Here, fome Mulick——give my
Lord 3 tafie of his Welcome,

Tric. Sir Axthony, no other Entertainment than a Bed
to Night, and that as {foon as you pleafe, tis late, and I
am mech indifpos’d —— Nay, no Excule, you are in your
own Houfe, but I muft command in this,

Sir Ant. T wouwd ot by any Means be an Enemy to
your Lordfhip’s Health, for the World——Will your
Lordthip be pleas'd to walk in* [ Exennt Qmnes,

S CENZE Changes

Exter Sir Anthony, Trickwell, and Lis Companions.

Sir Azt. I have brought your Lordfkip to a2 mean
Lodeing, but in gocd Faith yeu are heartily welcome;
a hard Down-bed; I'faith my Lord. poor Cambrick-fheets,
and a Cloath of Tiflue for 2 Canopy, the Curtains were
wrought in Penice, with the Story of the Prodigal Son,
in Silk and Geld, only the Swine z12 left out, my Lord,
for fear of fpoiling the Curtains.

Trie. It was well preveated, Sir.

Sir Ant. A mufical Night to your Honcur, filken Reft,
harmonious Slambers, and amorous Dreams to your {ic-
nour. _

- Tric. The like to kied Sir Anthony — [Exit Sir An-
theny.] Come, come, the Difguifes—-—wiere are the
Vizzards? '

3 Com. In yeur Lordfhip’s Purtmantua.

Tr:c Peice, Lieutenant,

3 Com. I had rather have War, Captain,

[ They pull Difgrifes oxt of the Portmantuz, and put
them on.

Tric. Come, we are properly equipp’d; put on your
Vizzards, and go down, and {ecure the Servante,

[ Exit Coinpantons.
Now Uncle, you that hold me at hard Meat, and keep
me at the Staft 's-end, I'll fit you; all mult be mine, be
- and

-~
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and his Will confefls it : What I take then is but 2
borrowing of {o much befere-hand; I'll pay him again

when he dies, [Exit,

Enter two Companions, pulling i Roger as ost of
Bed.

2 Com. Come,-come Bumkin, don’t make a Noife,
I fhall make a hole in your Paunch, and let your Pud-
dings about the Room,

Rog. O dear honcft Gentlemen, J fwrear you make
my Hair fland an end; dear Geotlemen let me alone,
I am but a poor Servant, and have nothing to lofe,
theretore pray don’t rob me.

3 Com. Bind him, bind him——there clap this Gag
in ]t]he Dog’s Mouth—— Now welll carry him into the
Hall o

[Thsy gag bim, bind him Neck and Heels, and cArry
nim one.

Enter Trickwell,

Aithin.] Thieves, Thieves.

Iric. Hark, they are at their Bufinefs——How now,
My Lads?

Enter two Companions.

2 Com. All's fure and fafe, on with your Vizzard,
Sir, the Servants are al! bound.

Tric. There’s one Care paft then; come follow me

Lads, I'll lead you now to the poiut and top of all your
Fortunes; yon Lodgings are my Uncle’s.

3 Com. Here’s a Captain worth following. and a
Wit worth 3 Man’s love and admiring, [ Exennts

SCENE
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"Come, come Bumkin, don't make a Noise, I shall make a hole in your Paunch, and let your Puddings about the Room" (11)

Companions "gag [Roger], bind him Neck and Heels, and carry him out"
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S C E N E Changes.

Enter Trickwell, and Companions, leading in Sir
Antheny.

Sir Ant. O Gentlemen, and you be kind Gentlemen:
what Countrymen are you? o

Tric. Lingelnfhive Men, Sir.

Sir Ant. 1 am glad of that Ifaith.

3 Com. And why (hould you be glad of that?

tr Ant. O, the honefteft Thieves of all come out of
Lincslnfhire, the kindeft-natur’d Gentlemen; they’ll rob
a Man wizh a Confcience; they have a feeling of what
they go about, and will fteal with Tears 1 their
Eyes; they are a very confciencious fort of Thicves
indeed. |

Tric. Come, come, the Mony, the Mony, we come
for Mony, Sir.

Siy Ant. O dear, Sir, you couw’d not come at a worle
time forit, I proteft, I am at prefent very much out
af Cafh; I put all my Mony out the other Day; dear
Heart; good Gentlemen, what fhift fhall 1 make for
you, for [ wou'd fain oblige you if 1 cou'd---Pray come
again another time, zod then Il be provided for
'5’011.

Tric. Damn ye, Sir, your Mony.

Sir Ant. O, not too loud; you are too fhrill a Gen-
tleman, [ have a Lord lies in my Houfe; I wou'd not
for the World my Lord fhou'd be difquieted.

Tric. Who, my Lord Owemmnch ! we have taken or-
der with hims, he lies bound in his Bed, and all his
Followers. :

Sir 4»t. Who, my Lord bound! what, bound my
Lord! O desr, what did you mean to bind my Lord;

why my Lord cou'd heve lain in his Bed without

bioding; you haye undone me, you need rob me 10
farther.

Lric,

=
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Trickwell and his companions, disguised as highwaymen, tie up all the servants and rob Sir Anthony
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Tric. Come, bind him, bind him.
[They tye his Hands behind buii, aud reb him.

Sir Ant. Is this your Court o’ Equity? Isvery hard
that a Man fhould be bound for his own Mony: Dut
come, come bind me, 1 have been too liberal to
Night: You have watch'd your Time, and a Pox fealt
you.

Tric, Go, carry him down Stairs.

[Exit Sir Antbony.

Difpatch with him away ——
This was bountecufly done, I'faith; it came fomewhat
hard from him tho’.

Enter firft Companion.

What, 1s all {fure?

1 Com. All's {ure, Captain,

Tric. You know what follows now; one Villain
binds his Fellow; we muft be all bound for cur own
Securities, there’s no dallying upon the Pomt; you
conceive me, there’s a Lord to be found bound in b

Bed, and all his Followers; can you pick out that Lord
now?

1 Copi. Admirable Contriver,

Tric. You never plot for your Safeties, fo your Wants
be but fatisty’d.

1 Com. But if we bind one another, how fhall the
laft be bound?

Tric. Pox on’t! the Footman fhall *fcape.

1 Com, Thar’s I, T thank you.

Tric. The Foouman of all other will be fuppos’d to
fcape, for he comes in no Bed all Night, but lies in
his Cloaths, to be be firft ready in the Morning; and
his Freedom will make the better for our Furpofe; for
we muft have one to unbind the Knight, that we
may have the Sport withini our {clves;~——but Morn-
ing is ftoln upon us: I have another Trick to play my
Uncle before I leave him.quite; but this isno Place to

B ~ difcover
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difcaver iny [ wiil carry on the Jeft, that’s certin,
tho’ I hazard my Wird-pipe; Tl eher go like a Lord
as | came, or be bangd lixe a Thief as I am: That’s
&y Relolution. [ Exernt,

“ Ester Sir Anthony with his Hands ty'd belind him.

Sir Ant. So, with much ado, T have thaken off my
Hempen-fetters, znd bave got my Legs at Liberty to
fook for my Servanis—— Wiy Roger, Roger—— Where
his this Country Dog hid himfelf 2——Why Reger,

PJgEr.
Enzer firft Companion.

: Com. O, blefs your good Worlhip, let me help

FGU. :
Sir Ant. Ah! poor Fuotman, how didft thou ’fcape

this Maflacre?
\ Com. Evn by Miracle, Sir, and lying in my
Clcaths.
<r 4ns. 1 wou'd 1 had lain in my Cloaths too, “fo
I had “fcap’d ‘em; 1 cow’d but have rifen a Beggar
then, znd {o I do now, 'till my Mony comes in: But
ncthing zfflicts me {o much as that the barbarous Vil-
Ja°ns fhould commit 2 Violence uponmy Lord: A, the
binding of my 1.ord cuts me to the very Heart: So,
fo. ’tis weell; 1 thank thee; rua to thy Fellows, and
ido them-——rmnzke hafte——
' [ Exit Companion.
VW by Koger, Roger, Reger.
"Rogper rolls upon 102 Siage, gag'd, and botnd Neck
aizd Heels.
Reg. Au, au, su.
Gr it Au, aul——what Langusge is that? ——
Pocr Fellow, 1 muft heip him. [ Unbinds him.
Bog. O, Sir, my Jaws ke curfedly: One of the
W hore’s-Birds propt n'y Chaps open with a Trotter-
bone s
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"[Roger rolls upon the Stage, gag'd, and bound Neck and Heels.
Rog. Au, au, au.
Sir Ant. Au, au! --what Language is that?-- Poor fellow, I must help him..."


The S 1 1 P. 14

" bone: Wawns en I had chanc'd o have laid with mv
Head againtt the Wind, it would cecrtanly hav{: gt

"down my Throat, and have blown me up lke a
Bladder; ‘but, Sir, I hope youll excufe me, 1 heard

~your Worfhip roar out like a Bear, but I cou'd not
bark you out an Anfwer; but I roll'd to you as {oon

.as I cou'd.

- Sir dnt. *Tis well, ’tis well——=go, look after your
Pellow-{ervants, { Exit Roger,
Ha, here comes my Lord. I proteft [ am atham’i to
Look my Lord in the Face.

Enier Trickwells

My Lord, a good Moraing to you: Your Lotrd hio
prieves me more than all my Lofles.

Tric. I thought you had been beteer belov'd, Sir 4s-
thony: But I fee you have Enemies. and your Frieads
fare the worfe for ’em; 1 like your Talk much bstier
than I like your Lodging, I ne’er lay harder in 2 32d ol
Downe; T have had a mad Night's Reft on’te——Cant
you guefs what they (houid be, Sir?

Sir dnt, Lincolnfhive Men, my Lord.

Tric. How! fie, fie, believe it not, Sir; they laynot
far off, I warrant you.

Sir 4at. Think you fo, my Lord?

Tric, Ull be burnt if chey did; they are fome that
know your Houie, and are acquainted with all the
 Conveniences. '

- Sir Am. This comes of keeping open Houfe, my
‘Lord; that makes fo many keep ther Doors fhut ac
‘Dinner-time,

. Tric. They were refolute Villains; T made my fel
Eknown to ’em, told ’em who [ was, gave ’em my
honourable Word not to difclofe 'em; and think you
the Slaves would truft me upon my Word?

. Sirdnts They would not?

B % Trf £ a‘
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Tric. No, 1 muft pardon ‘em ; they rold me Lords.
Promiles were Mortal, and commonly die within ax
Hcear after they are focken: They were but Griftles,
and not one amonglt a huadred come to any full
Grow:h: and therefore, tho’ 1 were a kord, I muft
enter 1mto Bond.

Sir Ant, Infupportabie Rafcals.

Tric. Troth, I’m afraid you tar’d the worfe for my
soming hither,

S Art. Ah my good Lord, your Lordfhip fard

r-

woric I'm {ure.

Iric, Pray pity not me, Sir.

Sir A2, 1s not vour Honour fore about the Braws
of your Arm? A Murrain take *em, I fecl it.

Tric. Abour this place, Sir Anthony.

Sir Zut. Ycu feci as it were a Twinge, my Lord?

Tvir. Yeu fay right, a Twinge, Sir. |

Sir An:. A Pox on ‘em, 1 feel that Twinge too:
Ru:. my Lord, don’t vou find 2 kind of & tumid Num.

F
-

neiz about your VWrilts?

Tric. You fay true, Sir,

Sir Ant. The reafon of that is, my Lord, the Pulfes
5ad no play.

Trie. So | guelt. |

sir Ant, A Milchief on ’em, 1 feel that teo.

Enter firft Companion,

-~

{ Csm O, my Lord, my Lord, your Lordfhip has
loflt—
c Sir Azt What has his Lordﬂﬁp loft? .
i Com. Why, my Lord has loft, my Lord has loft---

Oh! dear—
Sir Ant. What has my Lord loft? i'
1 Com. Why, my Lord has loft——the Lord know

ARt ——— :
WP;rfc.Thou haft loft thy Senfes, Fg}lov{-—Whathave:%

loft? S ak, |
Fofts Spe 1 Conii

!

e bl e nm s ale mh A Sl b s i mm
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t Coms. Why, my Lord, the Thieves have ftola away
the Jewel that your Lordfhip gave a hundred Pounds
for, to a circumcis’d Few two Months fince upon the
Change, befides a hundred Pounds they have taken out
of the Portmantua. '

Trick. Damn the Mony—=the Jewel troubles e
beyond Expreflion. . |

Sir Ant. And me toos my Lord, P’m a circumcis'd
Few my {=If if it don’t; but pray, my Lord. don’t oe
concern’d ; the Lofs thall be no Lofs to your Lordathip;
it (han’t be {aid, my Lord, you receivid any Prejudics
in my Houle; be plezs'd to ftep in, and I'll make good
your Lordthip’s Lofle:.

Tric Upon my Soul, Sir Antisony ——

Sir Ant. Upon my Soul, my Lord; now I hava
{worn firft; 1 have jult the Sum of two hundred
Guineasin Gold hid i1 a piivate Place.

Tric. Well, Sir, I will accept of your Courtefie, bur
I'll take Horle this Minute, and away for Loadon s
falt as pofiible; perhaps 1 anay recover my J:wel, by
giving timely Information to the Goldimiths; for yey
muit know I put a preater Valuz upon it than ity
intrinfick Worth, which can't exceed a Huadred
Pounds,

Str Ant. My Uord, T am forry 1 can't Lave the Ha.
nour of your Lordthip’s Company at Disner to Day;
but T'll not bz any impediment to the Recovery of
your Jewel, by foliciting your Stay any longer; if
your Lordfhip will be pleas'd to follow me, [ will
prelent you with a {mall Purle, that thall ballance your
Lofles; and then I'll {ee your Lord(hip on Horfe-back,
and with you good Succefs.

Tric. Dear Sic Amhony, 1 {wear you mike me
bluth— ﬁ

Sir Ants O, it is your Losathip’s fuper abundant
Modefty. [ Exesnt,

B 2 SCENE
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SCE NE Changes.

Eiter Sir Anthony and Servants,

Sir Aut, Come, come, to Work, Cook, and let the
Dinner be ready betimes; g0, g0, Man — Maficr
Trifly, my good Steward, cait an Eye into the Kitchin,
and oer-look the Knaves a little; every Fack bas his
Friend to Day; this Coufin and that Coulin puts in for
a Dith of Meat; a Man knows not till he makes a Feaft
how many Varlets he feeds: Acquaintance {warm in
every Corper like Flies at Bartholomewtide, that comeup
with the Drovers; I belicve they fmeil my Kitchin fe-
vea Miles zhout. Mr @fcﬁ:ﬁﬁa and his fweet Bed.
selfowr, you are very coptetily welcome.

Enter two Gentlemen and Laaies,

¢ Gen. Sir. here’s a dear Friend of ours, we was
bo'd to make bis way to your Table.

Sir Ant. Thanks for tnat Boldnefs; is this your
Sriend ?

* Gen. It is, Sir, both my Wife’s Friend and mine,
Sir, |

Sir Ant. Woy then compendioufly, Sin you are
welcom2.
" 3 Gext, I thank you, Sir.

Enter [eversl Gentlemen and Ladies,

<l Ans. Ha; here's more of my kind Guefts: Gentle
ep and Ladies, you are_infinitely welcome: You do
v Birth-day Honour. I have feen four and fifty of
-iafe Days, biefs my old Heart Lbut never faw fomuch
aseond Coi:npzny before ; —— But Gentlemen and [.adtes,
il you be pleas'd to walk into the Hall, there’s 2
) ' ' ' good
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good Fire, and you fhall have my {weet Company in*
- {tantly. [Ex, Gent, and Ladies

Enter a Servant,

How now! what News bringft thou, ftumbling in?

Serv. There are certain Players without, and defire
to know if they may have leave to adt before your
Worthip,

Sir Ant. Players! by the Mafs they are welcome;
they'll grace my Encertainment well; but for certain
Players, there thou lyeft, for they were never moreun-
certain; now here, now there, and by and by neither
here nor there—~—Go, Sirrab, call ‘em in.

[ Exiz Servant,
How fitly the Whorefons come upon the Feaft—13
was wifhing for them but now.

Enter Trickwell like 4 firoling Players

Oh, welcome, welcome my Friend.

Tric. The Month of May delights not in her Flowers
More than we joy in that {fweet Sight of yours,

Sir Ant. Very good ftroling Verfes, o'my Word,
and well acted. [ perceive you are the beft Actor.

Tric. | generally have the greateft Share, Sir.

Sir An¢. And whofe Men are you, [ pray?

Tric. We ferve my Lord Owemsch, Sir, we travel
by his Patent.

Sir Ant. My Lord Owemncn! by my Troth the wel
com’lt Men alive. You are welcome, faith you are;
give me your Hand, I am very much oblig'd to that
honourable Gentleman: Why my Lordlay atmy Houfe
lalt Night, and fuffered very much by the Robbery ; but
he was very little concern’d; he’s a very honourable
Gentleman ; really he took all very quietly, and went
away chearfully; for my Part, I never aw a Man of
Honour bear things bravelyer away ———Serve my Lorgg

T D o Q-
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"There are certain Players without, and desire to know if they may have leave to act before your Worship..."

Trickwell enters "like a stroling Player"
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Owemuch! You are more than ordinarily welcome for
his Sake; but where 15 the rett of your Company ?

Tric. They are all in the Pantry ; the Men ail”
walk’d a-foot, but the Ladies came in the Waggon,

Sir Ant. Well, we'll have a fhort Play before Din-
ner, to pafs away the time, and entertain my goad
Company; but I like a Play that has a Politician it it;
can you play a Polirician wel: ?

Tric. 1 make a fhift {ometimes.

Sir Ant. Very good; ay, you look like a cunning Cur
that knew how to carry on a good Defign; but lec the
Play be frort, and very Comical, for I love to
laugh heartily.

Tric. 1 warrant you, Sir, well divert the Com-

pany.
Sir 4nt. Well, but what is the iName of the Play?

Tric. The Shp. *

Sir Ant. The Slip ! by my trotha pretty Name, anda
glib one too; well, go and flip into it, as faft as you
can.

Tric. But [ have 2 Requeft to make to your Wor-
fhip; we cou'd do all to the Life of A&ion, Sir, both
for the Credit of your Worfhip’s Houle, and the Grace
of the Comedy, bu: for the want of {fome Properties,
for which I beg your Worfhip’s Affutacce,

Sir Ant. Why with all my Heart ; what 15 1t you
want? fpeax. -

Tric. I want a Gold Chata for 2 Juftice.

Sir Ant. Oh! you fhall have mine Here, will
this ferv = your Turn 2 [Gives himn the Chasns

Tric. Exceliently well, Sir,

Sir Ant. If you want any thing elfe you may have
it,

Tric. We fhou’d ufe a Ring with a Stone n it.

Sir Ant. Od 1 loft a Couple laft Night, worth a hun-
dred Pounds; but 1 won't baulk the Comedy for want
of a Ring; perhaps there may lye a very good Jeftin

& ' that
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"let the Play be short, and very Comical, for I love to laugh heartily"--
the name of the play is "The Slip"
self-reflexivity

cons Sir Anthony into giving him "a Gold Chain for a Justice" (20), a diamond ring, and a watch
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that T'faith——here, here, take this——[Gives him 4
Diamond Ring.] Do you want any thing elfe?

Tric. O Dear 1 had like to have forgot, we want a
Watch too. ~

Sir Ant, Whoop! a Watch too? here, here take:
mine, but take care you don’t hinder the Motion
0: it.

Tric. No, Sir, 1 give you my Word the Watch
fhall go.

Sir Ant, Well, have ynu all you want?

Iric. Yes, Sir, we have enough.

Sir Ant. ’Egad I'm glad to hear that; well go, and
begin the Play now as faft as you can. [Exiz Sir Aat;

Tric, | will, Sir~—TFaith 1 have a grear Inclina.
tion to ftay and fpeak a Prologue; for it is not fair to
go away and {peak never 5 Word —— My Uncle has
given me three Shares, and I ought to do {fomething
for ‘em, [ Exi,

S CENE Changes.

Euter Sir Anthony, Geiblemen and Ladies,

Sir /nt. Come, {it down Gentlemen and Ladics, the
Players will be ready prefently.

Gent. How many Players be there?

Sir Ant. Five, five nimble Comedians ; proper A-
&ors 1 warrant ‘em.

Gent, Whofe Servants are they pray ?

Sir Ant. O there’s their Credit; they ferve an ho-
norable Gentleman; my Lord Owemnch,
l Gewt. My Lord Owemnch! he was in Ireland late-

3
J'r&r’r Ant. Oh, you ne’er knew any of the Name but
were great Travellers.

Gent. But what is this Comedy cali'd ?

Sir Ant. Marry, Sir, it is call'd the Sip; and here
the Prologue begins to {lip in upon us.

- ' Enter



)
i

T/J.ﬁ’SLIPf

Enter Trickwell.

Trick. We fing of wandring Knights, what them
betide,
Who neither in one Place, or one Shape abide::
They are here now, and anon, no Scouts can catch
‘em ;
Bemng every Man wel! hors’d like 2 bold Beach-man:
The Play which we prefent, no Fault fhall meet
But one; you'll fay ’us fhort; I'll fay “uis fweet.
"Tis given much 0 dumb Show, which fome pratfe;.
And like the Term, delights much in Delays ;
But to conclude, and give the Name her due,
The Play being cail'd the Siip ——1 vanifh 109,
[Ex:z.

Sir Ant. [He Claps his Hands.] Excellently well
acted, and 2 nimble Conceit.

Gent, Thﬁ Prologue is pretty I'faith, and went oft

well,

Sir Ant. 1, that’s the Grace of all, when they go
awzy weil; Ha, ha, ha, by my Troth, if [ were a young
Woman now, T fhould fallin Love with that Player, and
{end tor him to Supper to Night —— But why does
not the Play begin, methicks they are very long,

Gent. You mutt bear a little, they are uot yet

ready,
Enzer Trickwell,

Trick. A Pox of fuch Fortune ! the Plots betray’d !
—zll will come out yonder they ceme, takea
uport Sufpicion. I was zccurfl to hold Society with
Juctt Coxcombs ——vrhat’s tobe done?—— S'death, if
I'm tzken, [ fhall certainly bé hang’d----happily thought
upon, the Chain ; Invention flick to me this once,2nd
faii me ever hereafter. :

[Puts the Chain round his Neckes-then Walks abont the

Stage,

Siy
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sir Ant. Why, where be thefe Players? —— O, are

vou come ? Troth’tis c’en time, I was ferding for
oll.
! Gent. How moodily he walks, what plays he tro’?

Sir Ant. A Juftice upon my Credit; I know by
the Chain there.

Tric. O! unfortunate Juftice! —~—

Sir Ant. Ha, ha, ha, I told you fo.

Tric. In thy Relations unfortunate; here comes thy
fhamelefs Nephew now upon Sufpicion, brought by a
Conflable before thee; his vile Aflociates with him, but
- he {o difguifed, that none can know him but my felf:
Twice have I already {fet him free from the Hands of
Juftice, aud for his Sake his lewd Companions; my
Con{cience can permit but one wink more.

Sir Ant. So, {fo, we fhall take Jultice winkirg.

Tric, For this time | have thought of the Means to
work their Freedom, tho’ hazarding my {felf; for
fhou’d the Law feize on him, it would blemifh much
my Name, —— No, Ill rather lean to Danger than to
Shame,

Sir Ant. A very pretty Juftice truly. ——

Enter a Confiable, with Trickwell's three Compani-
ons i their own Cloaths, as Prifoners.

Con, Thank you, thank you, Neigobours, le! ms
alone with ’em now.
| Tric, How now ! Conftable! what News with
theer

Cin. May it pleafe your Worthip, here are three ve-
ry aufpicious Fellows —— [ ToSir An-,

Sir Ant. To me! Puh!—— turn to the Juftice, you
Whorefon Hobby-hor{fe ~—— This is {omc new Play-
er —— They always put the Fools to play the Con-
flables Parte.

Tric. What's the JMatter, Conftable, what's the

_Mﬁttcr ?
Coy.
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"thy shameless Nephew now [comes] upon Suspicion..., his vile associates with him, but he so disguised, that none can know him but my self..."

"Enter a Constable, with Trickwell's three Companions in their own Cloaths, as Prisoners"--presents them as "three very auspicious fellows" to Sir Anthony
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Con. I have nothing to fay te your Worfhip-e.-
they vrere all riding a Horfe-back, an pleale your
Werfhip----- [To Ser Ant,
: Sir Anz, Yet 2gain! A Pox of all Affes, fpeak to

im,

Con. The Oftler told me that they were all unitable
Fellows.

Tric. Why fure the Feilow’s drunk,

1 Com. We found that Weaknefs in him long ago,
Sir. Your Worfhip muft bear with him, the Man is
much o’er{een; only in Refpeét to his Office we obey’d
kim, both to appear conformable to Law and clear off
all Offence; for I proteft he found us but aHorfe-back.

Iric. He cid not?

1 Com. That’s all, and all he can lay to us.

Ce. Why, what, were aot you all ricing away
then?

1 Com. Being a Horfe-back, that muft needs fol-
iow.

Tric, Way troe, Sir.

Sir Ant. Well faid, Juftice; ke helps his Kin{man
vrells

Tric. Why. Sirrah, do you ufe to bring Geatlenien
tefore me for ricing away? would you have had
‘em flcod fill when they were a Horfe-back, Sir-
rah ? 'l mzke an excellent Example of you, for all
drunken Conftables, Lhow they abufe Jufhice——FHere,
bind him, bind him, I {ay.

Cen. How, bind me, for svhat? what is the Man
mad, I trow?

Tric, Bind him, I fay; I'll afhift you.

(They bind 1be Conftable.
Ces. Help, help:--.--Thieves, Thieves——
Tric. A Gag will help ail this——Keep lefs Notle,

you Knave.
Con. Help, help; I command you all in the King’s
Nzme to reicue the Conilable.
[They gag bim.

A1, 21, 4U——— Iric,
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Tric. So, T have fiv'd you all from hanging this
time, but it you are taken again you deferve it.

Sir Ant. By my Tioth and fo they do.

Tric. You may ride quietly now ——Uil fee you
too rake Horfe, for I have nothing elfe to do.

Con, Au, au, au,—  [Ex. Tric, and Companions.

Sir Am. By my troth this is the maddeft Piece of
Juftice that ever was committed.

Gent, Lll be fworn for the Madnefs of it,

Sir Ant. 1 am deceived if this prove not a merry Co-
medy, and a witty one too: You'll all laugh heartily
by and by, I warrant you.

Gent. Alas, poor Conftable, his Mouth’s open and
never a wife Word.

Sir Ant. Faith he {peaks ¢’en as many now as he has
done; he feems wifelt when he gapes and fays no-
thing —— He turns and tells his Tale to me hikean Afs,
Why, what have I to do with their ridisg away ? Nay,
thou art well enough ferv’d, i’ faith.

Gent. But what follows all this while? methinks
{omebody fhow’d pafs by and pity the poor Conftable.

Sir Ant. No, hang him, hang him; he docs not de-
ferve to be pityed, he’s the worlt AGor that eyver I
faw——Go, Sirrah, flep in, I think they have forgot

therafelves; call the Knaves in; they are in a2 Wood, 1
think.

[Exst Servans.
Cn. 1, 1, 1.

Gent. Hark, the Conftable fays 1, they arein a Wouod;
he thinks long of the time, Sir' durbony,

Enter a Servan,

Sir Ant. How now, when come they?

Serv. An pleafe your Worfhip, there’s not one of
them to be found,

Sir Ant. How! what fays the Fellgw |
- C Stra,
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Sarv. Neither Horfe nor Man,

Sir 4nt. Body of me thou lyeft.

serv, Not a Hatr of either, Sir.

Gent. How now, Sir Anthony?

Sir Ant. 1 am cheated and defeated ———Ungag that
Rafcal; I'll hang him for his Companions, I'll make
him bring them out.

[ They ungag him.

Con. Did not I tell your Worthip this before? That
I brought them before your Worthip for difpeéted Per-
fons; ftay’d them at Town’s end upon Warning givea;
made Sigas that my very Jaw-bone akes; and your
Worfhip would not hear me, but told me I was ap Afs

angd like your Worthip, and faving your Worfhip’s Pre-

{fence laugit at me.
Si# Ant. \Why, art not thou the Conftable in the Co-

medy.

C;; In the Comimondy! No, no, I’'m the Conflable
in the Cornmonweslin.

Sir Ast. Iam gull'd, ¥ faith, I am gulld: When was
you chofe?

Con. On Trar{day laft, Sir.

Sir Ant. A pox on’t, that was the Reafor I did nat
Ynow thee----1am finely cheated!-----1 begin to fmell
2 Rat: Wy Lord Ow:amuch his Players! upon Confide-
raticn. egad [ wifh they were not my Lord e

- &y bt

- e gy
- o i -

his Thieves thztrobb’d melaft Night: Faith, I believe my |

Lord is nor a much honefter Man than his Servants----
But cheer up, Sir Anthony, don’t lofe thy good Tem-

per with thy Mony; it mzy one Day ferve to hangthe

Rogues. o ‘
Gepe. 1 never knew fuch a Trick in my Life.

sir 4nt. Gentlemen, | fhallintreacone Fayourof you. -

Gent Vhat ts 1z, Sir?
vir Aut. Not to laugh at me {even Years hence.
Gert. We {hould betray and laugh at our own Folly

shen, for none here but vrere deceivel, L
S1r Anto

——— — —— e e -
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"I begin to smell a Rat: My Lord Owemuch his Players..."
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 §ir Ani. Faith that’s fome Comfort yet, ha, ha, ha, it
was cleverly carried on§ troth I commend their Wits;
to make us Affes before our Faces, while we fat fill
and laugh'd at one another.--.-Well, notwith@tanding
my Loffes, we'll be very merry ; this is my Birth-day.

No Mefauchol{;? Looks this Cheat (hall breed;
They faia they d play she Slipm—owthey have indecé,

3.
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