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S I am the firft whohave introduced this kind

dal of Dramatick entertainment upon the fiage, I

el think it abfolutely neceffary to fay fomething

BB by way of Preface, not only to fhew the na.

= treof it, butto anfwer [ome objectionsthay

bave been already rais’d againft it by the graver fort of
Wits, and other interefled people. |

We have often bad Tragi-Comedies upon the Englifh
Theatre with [fuccefs: but in that fort of compofition the
Tragedy and Comedy are in diftinit Scénes, and may be ed-
fily feparated from each other. But the whole Art of the
Tragi-Comi-Paftoral-Favce lies in interweaving the feve-
ral kinds of the Drama with eash other, (o that they cannoe
be diffinguif’d or feparated,

The objeltions that are rais’d againft it asa'Tragedy, are
as follow. ”

Firft, AstothePlot, they demyit to be Tragical, becaufe
its Cataffrophe is a wedding, which hath ever been acconnt -
ed Comical,

Secondly, Astothe CharaSters; thatthofe of a Jufhice
of Peace, 4 Parifh-Clark, and an Embryo’s Ghoft, are

vIry




PREFACE.

very umproper-to she dignity of Tragedy,. and were never in.
troduc’d by the Antients,

Thirdly, They faythe Sentiments are-not Tragical, . be.
canufeshey arethofe of thetoweft country people.

Lafily, Toey will net allow the Moral te beproperfor
Tragedy, becaufe the end of Tragedy being to foow buman
life in its difireffes, imperfections and infirmities, thereby so
[often the mind of man from its natural obduracy and
hasghtinefs, the Moral ought to have the fametendency;

gut this Moral, they fay, feems entirely ealculated to flatter
the Audience in their vanity and febf-conceitednefs,

Youall have fenfe enough to find itout,.

To the firf} objeition 1 anfwer, that it 1s fill a difputable
point, even among the beff Criticks, whethir.a Tragedy may
0t pave a happy Cacaltrophe 5 that the French Authors
are of this opinien, appearsfrom moft of their Moders Tra-
gedits.

In anfwer to the fecand objeftion, 1cannodaffirm, tha
2y of the Antients bave either aJuftice of Peace, a Pa-
rith-Clark, .er an: Embryo Ghoft in their Tragedies ; yes
whoever will look into Sophocles, Euripides, ¢r.Seneca,
will fnd that they greatly affetted so introduceNur{esin ajl
sheir pieces, which every one muf} grant to be aninferior
Character to a Fuftice of Peace ; in imitation of whichalfs,
I have introduced & Grandmother and an Annt.

Te the third dbjeltion, which is the meannefs of the fenti-
ments, Ianfwer that the fentimentsof Princes- and clowns
Bace not inxeality thar difference which they feem to have :
rhreir thoughts are almoft the fame, and they only. differ as
the [ame thought is attended with a meannefs or pomp of
difkion, or-receive a different light from thecircumftances
eack Charatieris converfant with. But thefe Criticks baye
forget the preceps of their Mafter Horace, swho tells them,

T ragis



PRETFACE

~—Tragicus plerumque dolet fermone pedeftri.

In anfwer to the objetion againft the Moral, 1have only
this to alledge, that the Moral of this piece is conseal’d 5 and
Morals that are couch’d fo as to exercife the judgments of the
audence, have not been d;l?appraw’d by the beft Criticks ™,
And 1would have thofe that objett againft it as a piece of
Flattery, confider, that thereis fuch a figure as the Irony,

The Objettions againft it as a Comedy are,

Firfe, theyobjett to1he Plot, that it threws the Chara-
tlers into the deepeft circumflances of difirefs: Inferiors
trampled upon by the Tyranny of Power, a foldier to b¢ fhos
for defertion, and aninnocent maid in the utmoft defpair,

Secondly, That Ghofls are introduced, which smove ter=
ror, & Faffion not proger to be moved i Comedy,

Thirdly, They will not allow the Sentiments to be comi-
¢al, becaufe they are fuch asnaturally flow from the decp
diftreffes abovementioned., The Speech of a dying man, and
kislaft advice to his child, arewbat ene could not reafona-
bly expett fhould raife the mirth of an audience.

Firf}, That the Plos is comical, I1arguefrom the Peripx-
tia and the Cataltrophe. Peafcod’s change of fortune up=
on the reprieves being produced, Kitty's difirefs ending in
the difcharge of her fweetheart, and the wedding, areall
mcidents that are truly comical.

To the fecond objection I anfwer, That Ghofis have nop
been omisted i the antient Comedy; Ariftophanes hav-
ing laid the Scene of his RaYoare, among the fhades; and
Plautus has intvoduc'd a Lar familiaris i his Prologue te
the Aulularia, which the' not attually @ Ghof; is very
bitle better,

* See Boflu’s Chapter of concealed Sentences.

A



PREFACE

As to the third objeftion, That the Sentiments ave not
Comical, I anfwer, That the Ghofts aretbe only craralter
which are objetted 10 asimproper for Comedy, which 1 have
already proved to be juftly introduted, as following the
smanner of the old Comedy, but as they allow that the Sen-
timents naturally flow from the charalters, thofeof the
Juftice, Clowns, &c. which are indifputably Comical
tharafters, muft ke Comical. For the Sentiments bting
contey'd in number and rhime, 1 bave the authority of the
beft Aodern French Comedies.

The only objeckion againft it as a Paltoral falls upon the
eharaiters, which they (ayare partly Paftoral, and partly
not [o. Theyinfiff particularly, that a Sergeant of Grana.
diers is not a Pafforal charatter, andthat the others are fo
far from being in the flate of innocence, thasthe clowns ars
wheremaflers, andthe damfels with child. |

To this I reply, thar Vivgil talks of Soldiers among his
Srepherds.

- Ympius heec tam culta Novalia miles habebit.

And the charatter of the Sergeant is drawn according to the
Epithet of Virgil, Impius Miles, which may be feen in tha
[peechof his,

You Dog, dielikea Soldrer——and be damn’d..

For, infhort, a Soldier to a Swainis bus {uft the [ome thing
that a U olt is to his Flocks, and is as naturally talk’d of or
sntroduc’d.  As for thereft of the charatters, 1 can only
fay 1bavecopied nature, making the youths amorous before
wwedlock, and the damfels complying and fruitful. Thofe
that are the moft converfant in the country are the. befs
judces of this fart of nature.

Laftly,
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Laftly, they objett againft it as a Farce,

Firft, Becaufe the irregularity of the Plot fhould anfwer to
the Extravagance of the charatters, which they fay this
piece wants, and thereforeis no Farce,

Secondly, They deny the charatiers to be Farcical, be-
caufe they are alfually 1n nature. .

Thirdly, ifit wasatrue Farce, the Sentiments ought te
be ffrain’d, to bear a proportional irregularity with the piot
and characters.

To the firft I anfwer, That the Farcical Scene of the
Ghofts is introduced withowut any coberence with the reft of
the piece, might be entirely left out, and would not be allow-
ed in avegular Comedy. There are indeed a great number
of Dramatick entertainments, where are Scenes of this kind 5
but thofe pieces in reality are not Comedies, but five Ak
Farces.

Secondly , Let the Criticks confider only the nature of
Farce, thatitismade up of abfurdities and incongruitiess
and that thofe pieces which have thefe Qualities in the ¢reat-
ef degree are tbe moft Farces 3 and they will allow. this to be
[o from the charatters, and particularly from that of the
fpeaking Gholt of an Embryo, in the conclufion of the fir ff
Att.  Thave'tis srue, Aviltophanes® Authorizy for things

of this [ort in Comedy, who hath introduced a Chorusof
Frogs, and made them talk in the following manuer :

Bjeuensuzt, soak, wodk,
Bpexexanzs, wokk, soxk,
Anuvaiz wpvids T, XCe

Mr.D'Urfey of our own nation bas girven all the fowls of
the air the faculty of [peech equal with the parrot. Swans
and elbow chairs in the Opera of Dioclefian have danc’d
npon the Englifh Stage with good fuccefs. Shakefpear

hath fome charaiters of this fort, as afpeaking wall, and
Moon-
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Moonthine *.  The former he defigned to introduce (as be
sells us bimfelf'} with fomething rough caft about him,
ard the latter comes in with a lanthorn and.candle s which
£ Yy opinion are charalfers that make & good fiture in the
modern Faree,

Thirdly, The fentiments are traly of the Farce kind, as
they are the featiments of the meaneft Clowns convey'd in
the pomp of numbers and rhyme s whick is certainly forc's
and out of nature, and therefore Farcical,

After all Thave faid, 1 would have thefs Criticks only
confider, when they ooject againft it asa Tragedy, that [
defign'd it fomething of a Comedy ; when they cavil at it
a;a Comedy, that 1 had partly a view to Pafforal 5 when
they atrack 1t asa Paftoral, thar my endeavours were in
forme degree towrite @ Farce 5 and when they would deftroy
it5 charaiter asa Farce, that my defign was aTragi-Comi-
Pafioral : Tbelieve when they confider this, they will all
azree, that 1nave bappily esougirexecuted what Ipurpes’d,
whith is all Icontand for. Yet that I might avoid the ca-
vils and mifinterpretations of fevere Critic®s, 1 have not
call'd it a Tragedy, Comsedy, Pafloral, or Farce, but left
she name entirely undetermined in the doubeful appellation
of the What d’ye call it, whith name I thought unex-
ceptionable; bat I added to it & Tragi-Comi-Paltoral
Farce, as it comprized all thofe faveral kinds of the
Drama,

Toe jud.ciows Reader will eafily perceive, that the xn;.
ties are kept as in the moft perfelt pieces, that the Scenes
are unbroken, and Poetical Fufice firictly obfarv’d; the
Ghoff of the Embryo andshe Parith-Girle are entire new
charatters.  Imight enlarge further upon the condut of
the particular Scenes, and of the prece in-general ,_ bt

* See his Mid{fummer Night?s Dream..

[Pall
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Ball only fay, that the Swtcefs shis piece has met with
spon the Siage, gives encouragemens to our Dramatsck
Writers to follow its Model 5 and evidently demonfirate;

shat this fort of Drama is no lefs fit for the Theasrs
shan thefe they have ficicedsd in,

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfonz,

M E N.
Sir Rozer Mr, Miller,
Sir Humphry Mr. Crofs.
Yultice Sratute Mr. Sbepherﬂ.
SquireThomas, Sir Rozer’sSon, alias
 Thomas Filbert Mr Fobhnon.
Jonas Dock, alias Timothy Peafcod. My, Penkethman,
Peser Nestle, the Sergeant Mr, Norris.
Steward to Sir Roger "~ « M, Quin,
Conftable _ Mr. Penroy,
Corporal | ' Mr, Weller,
Stave, AParifh-Clark, | -
The Ghoft of a Child unborn M. Norris Junlor.
Countrymen, Ghofts, and Soldiers,
W OME N.

Kitty, the Steward’s Daughter, alias _ |

Kitty Carrot } Mrs. Bicknell.
Dorcas, Peaftod’s Sifter Mrs, Willis Senior:
foyces Peafeod’s Daughter left up.,

on the Parifh } Mifs Younger
Aunt Mrs, Bater,

Grandmother,

THE
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FAR CE.

SCE N E, A4 Country Fuftice’s Hall, adors’d
with Scutcheons and Stag’s Horns.

Enter Steward, Squire, Kitty, Dock, and others ix
. Country Habits,

STEWAR D.

% O, youare ready in your parts, and in your
T drefstoo, I1fee; your own beft cloathsdo
i % the bufinefs. Sure never was Play and
TREA Altors {o fuited, Come, range yourfelves
——————= bhefore me, women on the right, and men

on the left. Squire Thomas, you make a good figure.
[The Aitors range them/felves.
SQUIRE.
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SQ UIRE.

Ay, thanks to Barnaby’s Sunday cloaths; but call me

Thomas Fdbert, as Iam inthe Play.
STEWAR D,

Chear vp, daughter, and make Kirty Garrot the fhi.
ning part ¢ Squire Thomas is to be in love with youto
pight, pirle.

KITTT, |

Ay, I have felt Squire Thomas's love tomy coft. I
have little ftomach to play, inthe conditiot he bath put
me into, [ Afide,

STEWMALRD,
“fonas Dock, doft thou remember thy name?
D OC XK.

My name? Fo—Fo—Fonas. No——thatwasthe
name my Godfathers gaveme. My play name is Timo.
thy Pea——Pea——Peafcod ; ay, Peafcod——3and amto be
fhot for a deferter.

STEWAR D,
And you Dolly ¢

DOLZLI,
An’tpleafe ye, Tam Dorcas, Peafeod’s fifter, and am
to be with child, asitwere.
1COUNTRTYTMAN.

And I amto take herup, asitwere—Iam the Con.
fable, -

aCOUNTRYMAN.
And I amto fee Tim fhot, a8 it Wereeom—asl am the
Corporal,

STEWAAR D.

But what is become of our fergeant ?
DORCGCAS.

Why Peter Nettle, Peter, Peter, [ Enter Netile,
NETTL

Thele Rockings of Sufan’s cof 2 wounded deal of

painsthe pulling on: But what's a fergeant without
red flockings ¢ DOCK
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145
DO C KX,

T'll drefs thee, Pezer, I'll drefs thee. Here, ‘ftand
ftill, I muft twift thy neckcloth; 1 would make thiee
hold up thy head, andhavearuddy complexion; but
prithee don’t look black in'the face, mdn, | Rolling his
neckeloth.] Thou muft look fierce and dreadful, [ Mak-
ing whiskers with aburnt cork.] But what fhall we do
tor a grenadier’s cap ?

STEWAR D.

‘Fetch- the leathern bucket that Hfangs inthe belfry ;
that1s curioufly painted before, and will make a figure,

NETTLE,

No, no, I have what's worth twenty on’ts the
Pope’s mitre, that my tafter Sir Roger feiz’d, “wheén
they wold bave burnt him at our market town,

STEWALRD,

50, now let ev'ry body withdraw, and prepare to be.
ginthe Play.[ Fxexnt Affors.] My daughter debauched !
and by that booby Squire! well, perhaps the conduét
of this Play may retrieve herfolly, and preferve her re-
putation, Poergirle! Icannor forget thy tears.

Enter Sir Roger,

Sir RO G E R,

Look ye, Steward, don't tell me you can't bring
them in, Xwill have aghoft; nay, 1 willhavea com-
petence of ghofts, What, fhall our neighbours think
we are hot able to makeaghoft? A Play without o
ghoftis like, islike,——i'gaditis like nothing.

STEWARD.

Sir, be f{atisfied ; you (hall have ghofts,
| Sir RO G E K.

And is the Play as I order’d it, botha Tragedyanda
Comedy ? I would haveita Paftoraltoo and it you
could make ita Farce, {o much'the better———and wha;

N i
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if you crown'd all with a {pice of your Opera? Yoy
know my neizhbours never faw a Play before; and

d've fee, I would fhew them all forts of Plays unde
one,

. STEWARD.

Sir Roger, itis contriv’d for that very purpofe.

Sir R O G E R, { Enter two Juftices,

Neighbours, youare welcome. Is notthis Steward
of mine a pure ingenious fellow now, to make fuch 2
Play forus thefe Chriftmas holidays? [Exit Steward
bowing,]——A rare headpiece ! he has it here, i’ faith,
[ Pointing to hisown head] But indeed, 1 gave him the
hint——To {ee now what contrivance fome folks have!
We have fo fitted the parts to my tenants, that ev’ry
inan talksin his own way !—and then we have made
juft chree juttices in the Piay, to be play’d by us three
suftices of the Quorum., -

1 FUSTIC E.

Zooks !—f{o it is ;—main ingenious,—-and can

we fit and fmokeatthe fametime we a& ?
Sir ROGER.

Ay, ay,—we have but three or four words to fay,
——and may drink and be good company in peace and
{ilence all the while after.

2 FUSTICE,

But how fhall we know when we are to {ay thefc

fame words? |
Sir RO G E R.

This hall be the {ignal—_——when I fet down the
tankard, then {peck you, Sir Humpbry, and
when Sir Humphry {ets doWn :he tankard, {peak you,
Squire Statute.

1 FUS TJ;C E.
Ah, Sir Roger, youare old%n at the{e things.

2FUSTIC E.
To be fyre.

Sit
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Sir RO G E R. |
Why neighbours, you know, experience, experience
[ remember your Harss and your Bestertons— But
tof{ce your Othello, neighbours,—how he would rave
and roar, about a foolith flower’d handkerchief '—and
then he would groul fo manfully,——and he would put
out the light, and put the tight out (o cleveﬂy' b
lmfh—the Prologue, the Plolmuc

[They feat them[elves “with much ceremony At
the table, on which are pipes and Jﬂf’ﬂﬂfﬁ

and a large filver tankard,

The PROLO G UE,
Spoken by Mr. Pinkethman.

H E entertainment of this night—=or day,
This fomething, or this nothing of aPlay,

Which firives to pleafe all palatesat a time,
With gbaﬁs and men, fongs, dances, profe and rhime,
This comic ffory, or this tragic jeff,
May make you laugh, or cry, asyou like bef?;
May exercife your good, or Your ill-naturd,
Move with diftrefs, or tickle you with fasyr.
<l ms:aft be pleas’d too with their Parts, we think
Our maids have fweethearts, and their Worfhips drmk,
Criticks, we knsw, by antient rules may maulit ;
But fure Gallanssmuft likemmmrthe What d'ye call it



148 The WHAT D'TE CALL IT.

_________________________...—.——-———-—5——-—
W

ACT I SCENE L

Sr RoGER, Sir HuMPHRY, Juflice STATUTE,
CONSTARLE, FILBERT,SERGEANT,KITTY,
Dorcas, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT,

Sir RO G E R,
HE R E, Thomas Filbert, anfwer to your name,
X Doreas hath fworn to you fhe owes her fhames
Or wed her frait, or elfe you're fent afar,
To ferve his gracious Majefty in war,
FILBERT
"Tis falfe, tisfalle Iicorn thy odioustouch.
| Pufbing Doxcas from him,
DORCAS.
When thetr turn’s ferv’d, all menwilldo as much,
KITTTY.
Ah, good your Worfhips, eafea wretched maid,
To the right father let the child be laid,
Art thou not perjur’d 3——mavk his harmlefs look,
How canft thou, Dorcas, kifsthe Bible book?
Haft thou no conicience, doft nottear Old Nick?
Sure fure the ground will ope, and take thee quick,
SERGEANT.
7ooks! never wed, ’tis fafer muchtoroam;
For whatis war abroad to war at home ?
W ho wou'd not fooner bravely rilque his life;
Forwhat'sa cannonto a {coldinz wite?
FILBERT
%ell. if I'muflt, 1 muft—Thate the wench,
Il bear a mufquet then againtt the French.

From
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From door to door I'd {ooner whine and beg,
Both arms fhot off, and on a wooden leg,
Than marry fuch a trapes—No, no, 'l not =
—Thouwiit too late repent, when Iamfhot.
But, Xatty, why doft cty ?——

GRANDMOTH ERER.
Stay, Juftice, {tay:
Ah, little did I think to fee thisday!
Muft Grandfon Filbert to the wars be preft 3
Alack! I knew him when he {uick’d the breaft,
Taught him his catechiim, the fefcue held,
And join’d his letters, when the bantling {pell'd,
His loving mother left him to my care.
Fine-child, aslike his Dadas he could tave!
Come Candlemas, nine years ago the dy'd,
And now lics buried by the yew-tree’s fide,

A U N T.

O tyrant Juftices! have you forgot
How my poor brotherwasin Flanders fhot?
You prefs'd my brother—he thall walk in whige,
He fhall—and fhake your curtains ev’ry nigh.
What though a paultry hare he rafhly kill’d,
That crofs'd the furrows while he plough’d the Field 2
You fent him o’er the hills and far away; }

Left his old mother to the parifh pay,
With whomhe fhar’d his ten pence ev’ry day.
Wat kill'd a bird, was from his farm turn'd out;
Youtook'the law of Themas tor atrout :
You ruin’d my poor uncle at the fizes,
And made him pay nine pounds for Nifiprifes.
Now will you prefs my harmlefs nephew too?
Ab, what has confcience withthevich to do®

[Sir Roger takes up the Tankard.
Though in my hand no filver tankard fhine,
Nor my dry lip be dy’d with claret wine,
Yet] canfleepin peace——

N 3 Sir
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Sir RO G ER.  [After having druak,
W oman, forhear.
Sr HUMPHRY. [ Drinking,
The man*s within the aft |
. Fuflce STATUTE., [Drinkingalf,
The law is clear,
SERGEANT.
Hafte, let their Worlhips orders be obeyd,
KITTT. [ Kageving
Behold how low you have reduc’d a maid.
"Thus to your Worfhips on my knees fue,
(A polture never knownbutin the pew)
It we ¢2n money for out taxes find,
Take that— bucah? our{weathearts leave behind,
'To wrade fo barb’rous he was never bred,
The blood of vermine all the blood he fhed +
How [hould he, harmlefs youth, how fhould he then
W Lo kill’d bur pouicats, learn to murder inen?
D ORC A46s.
O Thomss, Tromas! hazard not thy life;
By ail that’s good, 1'll make a loving wife s
I'll prove a true pains-taker day and night,
I'll fpin and card, and keep ourchildren tight,
¥ can knitftockings, youcan thatchabarn;
1f youearn ten-pence, I my groat can carn,
How [hall I weeptohear thisinfantcryz
Lher hand on her belly,
He'll have no father——and no husband I,
KITTTY,
Hold, Thomas, hold, norhear that fhamele(’s witch:
I can {ow plain-work, I candarn and ftitch;
I canbear fultry days and frofty weather;
Yes, yes, my Thomas, we will go together;
Beyond the {eastogether will we go,

dn camps together, asat harveft, glow,
" This
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This arm fhall be a bolfter for thy head,
Pl fetch clean (kraw to make my {oldie’sbed ;
There, whilzthou fleep'it, my apron o'er thee hold,.
Or with it patch thy tent againft the cold.
Pigsin hard rains1’ve watch'd, and fhall Ido
That for the pigs, Iwould not bear for you?
FILBERT,
Ob, Kirey, Kirty, canft thou quit the rake,
And leave thefe meadows for thy {weetheart s {ake 2
Canft thou fo many gallant foldiers {ce,
And captains and lieutenants flig} ttor me?
Say, canft thou hear the guns, and never fhake,
Nor {tart at oaths that make a chriftian quake?
Canft thou bear hunger, canft thou march and toil
Along long way, a thouf{and thouvfand mile ?
And when thy Tems’s blown up, or fhot away,
‘Then canft thou ftarve 3——they'll cheat thee of my pay,
: Sir ROGER, | Drinking_
Take out that wench—
Sr HUMPHRY. [ Drinking,
e e BUIE 81V € hiEF pENAnce meet,
Fuftice $ T A TUTE, [ Drinkingalfoe
1'll fee her ffand— next funday——in a theet.
DORCMAS.
Ah! why does nature give us fo much caufe
To make kind-hearted laffes break the laws?
Why fhould hard Jaws kind hearted laffes bind,
When toe foft nature draws us after kind 2

N 4 SCENE
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SCENE H.

$rRoGER, Sir HuMpHRY, Fufice StatuTs,

FILBERT,SERGLANT-,K'ITT-Y;,GR AND ® 0.
1HER, AUNT, SoLDIER,

SOLDIER,
Sergeant, the captain to your quarters fént-;-
To evry ale-houfe inthe town I went,
Our Corp’ral now has the defetter found 3
Themenarealldrawnout, the prisner bound.

SERGE AN'T, LTv Filbere;
Come, {oldier, come—_
KITTrY,
An! take me, take metoo:
GRAND MOTHE R:
Stay, forward wench ;.
AUNT

What would the creature do?

This week thy mother-means to wath and brew.
K ILTTT

Brew then fhe may herlelf, orwath or bake 3

I’d leave ten mothers for one {weetheart's fake, .

O juftice moft unjuft!—
FILBERT
s O, tyranny /
XITTI..
How canIpartd— .
FILBERT
———Alas! andhow can]
KITTT,
O rueful day !'-—
FILBERT.
—— Ruefulindeed, I trow,

KITZTY.
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KIFTTY,
O woeful day!
FILBERT,
e oA day indeed of woe !
K1TTTY,
When gentlefolks their fweethearts leave behind,
They can write Jetters, and fay fomething kind;
But.how fhall Filbers unto me endite,
When neither I can read, norhecan writz 2"
Yet, Juftices, permit us e’exwe part
To break this ninepence, as you've breke our heart..
F 1L B:ERT. [Breakingthe Ninepence,
A¢ this divides,. thusare we torn in twain.
KITTY. [ Foining the Pleces.
And asthis meets, thus may we meetagain. .
[She is drawn away on one fide of the Stage by
Aunt and Grandmother,.
Yet one look more—

FILBERT..
[ Haul’d off on the other [ide by the Sergeant.
et e e =0 1€ MOTE €7 €T YE WE GO,
XKI1ITTHT,
To part is death,——
FILBERT.
——'Tis death t6 part.
KITTZ.
E——. .\, §

FILBERT,.

r—— u----'lll-l..-n----l.-------—1-l--—'-"*4-l"'""'"'""""'-()'hh !' .

Nege SCERNE
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SCENE IL

Sir ROGER, Sir HuMpHRY, Faffice STATUTE,
aind CONSTABLE,

Si* ROGER, [ Drinking,
8ae, conftable, thatev'ry one withdraw, |
Sir HUMPHRY, [ Drinking,

We've bufinefs —.-
' Fuflie ST AT UTE, [Drintingalf.
— Todilcufs a point of law.

SCENE 1V,

Sir RoGER, Sir HuMpHRY, Fuffice STATUTE
Trey feem in earneft difcourfe,

. $r RO G E R,
1 fay the Prefs-a& plainly makes it out,
SrHUMPHRY.

Doubtlefs, Sir Rozer,—-
Fuflice STATUTE.

UNS . other, without doubt,
A Ghoft 11fes,
1 G HOST
1'm Feffry Cackle.— Y ou my death fhall rue;
For 1 was prefs’d by you, by you, by you.
[ Pointing to the Fufuces
Another Ghoft rifes.
2 G HOST.
1’m Smut the farrier.——You my death fhall ruey
For | was prefs'd by you, by you, by yoti,
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A Woman's Ghoft rifes,
3 G HOS§ T,
I'm Befs that hang’d myfelf for Smaz {o true ;
o owe my death to you, to yeu, toyou.
A Ghoft of an Emnsbryo rifes.
4 G HOS T,
] was begot before my mother magried,
Who whipt by you, of me poor child mifcarried.”
Another Woman’s Ghoff rifes.
s GHOST,
Its mother I, whom.youwhipt blackand blue; -

Both owe our deathsto you, to you, to you.

[ All Ghofts fbake their beads.
S:r ROG E R. ‘

Why do you fhake your mealy headsatme?
You cannot {ay i did 1t—

BOTH JUSTICES..

s e e e e e No——noriwe. .
. 1 GHOST

All three- .

+ GHOST.
i All three

3 GHOST,
SR . U | § 1 1) { {

4G HOST.
e e All thre

s GHOST,
e B Pt e e o . Allthree,-

A'S O N G fung difmally by-aGios T

YE goblins,-and fairys,
- With frisks and vagarys,
 Yefairysana goblins,

With hoppings and hobblingss .

L

Come
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Come all, come all
Te Sir Roger's great hall.

Al fairys and goblins;.

All goblins and fairys,

With heppings and hobblings,
With frisks and vagarys.

g

CHOQRUS,
Sing,- goblinsand fairys, . .
Sing, fairys and goblis,
" With frisks and vagarys,
And boppings and hobblings.

[ The ghofts dance round she Fuflices, why
go off in a fright, and the ghofts vanifh.

ACT II. SCENE L
A Field,

TivorHY PEASCOD bound, CoRPORAL,
SOLDIERS, avd COUNTRYMEN.

CORPORMAEL.
YTAN D off there, countrymen ; and-you, the guard,
" Keep clofe your pris’ner—{ee that all’s prepar’d.
Prime all your firelocks—faften well the ftake,
PEASC OD.
"T1s too much, toe much trouble for my fake,
O fellow-foldiers, countrymen and friends,
Be warn'd by me to fhiun untimely ends .

For
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For evil courfes am I brought ro fhame,
And from my {oul I do repent the fame,
Oft my kind Grannam told me—Tim, take warning,
Be good—and fay thy pray’rs—and mind thy learning,
Buel, fad wretch, wentonfrom crime to crime ;.
I play’d at nine-pins firft in fermon tirhe 5 -
I rab’d the Parfon’s orchard next; and then
(For which I pray forgivene(s) ftole ——a hen,
When I was prefs’d, Itold them the firft day-
1 wanted heart to fight, (o ran away;

[ Astempes to run off, but isprevented,
For whichbehold I die. *T'is a plain cafe, . ‘
*Twas all a judgment for my want of. grace.

[ The foldiers prime, with their mushets towards bim:
Hold, hold, my fricnds; .nay, hold, hold, hold, I pray;
They may go off—and I have more to fay...

ICOUNTRY MAN.
Come, ’tis no time to talk e
2 COUNTRY M AN.
Repent thine ill,
And pray in this good book;— [Gives bim a book,
PEASGOD,
e e [ WL, Twilly
Lend me thy-handkercher— Fbe Pilgrim' s pro--~
[Reads and weeps,
(1 cannot {eefor tears) Pro-Progre(s.—.Oh -
Tre Pilgrins’s Progre[s-=eeighth---edi -ti.-on
Lon-don--prin-ted--for-- Ni-cho-las Bod-dmgton ;
Woith new ad-di-tions never made before,
Oh! “iis fo moving, I canread no more.

[ Drops the bogk,

SCENE
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S CENE II

Yrascop, CorrporaL,-SoLpIers; Couxs
TRYMEN,-SERGEANT, FILBERT,

SERGEANT.
W hat whining’s this?--boys,{ee your guns well ramm'd,
Youdog, die like a foldier——and be damn’d, .
FILBERT.
My friend inropes ! —
PEALSCOD,.
—~— I fhould not thus be bound,’
If1 had Means, and could but raife five pound.
“The cruel Corp’ral whifper'din my ear,
Five pounds, if rightlytipt, would fet meclear.-
| FILBERT.
Here—Peaftsd, take my pouch—"tisal Town,
(Forwhat is Means and Life when Kirty's gone!) .
*Tis my pref: s.money———can thisfilver fail 2~
"Tisall, except one fixpence {pentinale. .
This had a ring for Kizsy's finger bought,
Kitzy on me had by thatioken thought.
But tor thy life, poor Tim, if this can do’t;
Takeit, withall my foul—thou’rt welcometo't.
[Offers him his purfe.
1COUNTRYMAN.
And take my fourteen pence —--
ZCOUNTR TJM.A.Nu
e —And my cramp-ring.
Would, for thy fake, itwere a better things
sCOUNTRYMAN..
And mafter Sergeant, take my box of copper.
4§ COUNTRYMMAN.
And my wife’s shimble.—es

§ C O U N
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s COUNTRYMAN.

v =—---And this "bacco.ftopper,
Nobribes, Take back your things---I'll have them not,.

PEASCOD,
Oh! muftIdie?

CHORUSMHMCOUNTRTME N,

oo Oh ! mullt poor Tim be thot!

PE AS C.0 D.
Butlet me kifs thee firlt—— [ Emébracing Filbert,

M—'—"——*—#

SCENE IIL

Prascop, CorPoRAL, SoLDIERS, CouN-
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT,DORCAS,

DORCAS.
e een emsmnernee — A1y brOTher Tom,
Why thefe clofe hugs > 1 owe my fhameto him.
He fcorns menow, he leaves me inthe lurch;
1n a white Theet poor I muft tand at church,
O marry me---{ To Filbert.] Thy fifteris with child,
[ Tv Tim,

And he, ’twas he my tender heart beguil'd.

PEASCOD,

Could’2 thou do this? could'ft thou —
{ In anger to Filberly

SEARGEANTI
e m—ea Draw OUt the men ¢

Quick to the {take; you muft be dead by ten,
DORC A4S,

Be dead! muft Tim be dead le—m
PpEASCOD,

oy e 1 € MfR---he muft,

DORCAS,
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DG RC AS;

Ah! 1 fhallfinkdownright; my heart will buxft,
—Hold, Sergeant, hold—yete’er you {ing the Pfalms,
Ab! let me eafcmy confcience of its qualms.
O brother, brother! Filbers il is true,
I fouly wrong’d him—do, forgiveme, do. [7o Filb,
TheSquire betray’d me ; nay,—andwhatisworle,
Brib'd me with two gold guineasin this purfe,
To {wear the child to Filbert,

| PEASECOD.
———— Whata Few
My fifteris'—Do, Tom, forgive her, do.-  [To Filb,

FILBERT  [kiffes Dorcas.

But {ee thy bafe-bora child, thy babe of fhame,
Who left by thee, upon our parith came ;
€omes forthy bletling

S CENE IV.

Prascop, CorPORAL, SOLDIERS, Coun.
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FIiLBERT, Dok
Cas, JOYCE,

PEASCOD,

Oh! my finsof youth !

Why onthe haJ cock didft rhoutemptme, Ruth ?

O fave me, Sergeant ;—how fhall I comply 2

I1ove my daughter fo—1 cannot die,
907TrCE.

Muft father die! and I be left forlorn ?

A lack a day? that ever Yoyee was born }
No grandfire in his arms e’er dandled me,

And no fond mother danc’d me on her knee,
Tkey faid, if everfather got hispay,

I fhould have two-pence ev’ry market day.
FEASCOD.,
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EPE ASCOD,

Poor child ; hang forrow, and.caft care behind thee,
The parifh by this badge is bound to find thee.
[ Pointing to the badge om ber arm.
| 40 7TCE.
The pavifh finds indeed—but onr church-wardens
Feaft on the filver, and give usthe farthings.
Then my {chool-miftrefs, liKe ayvixen Turk,.
Maintains her lazy husband by our work :
Many long tedious days I'veworfted fpup ;
She grudg’d me vi&uals when my task was done. .
Heav n fcnd me a good fervice ! for | naw
Am big enoughitowalh, or milka cow..
PEASCO D
O that I had by charity beenbred b
Ithen had been mush better—taught-than fcd.
Inftead of keeping nets againit the law;
I might have learnt aczounts, and fung Sol--fa.
chwe] my c. Id; fpin on, and mind thy book;
And fend theg ftore ol grace therein to look.
Take warning by thy fhamclcfs Aunt; left thon
Should’ft o’er thy baftard weep—as I do now.
Mark my laft words—an Fonefk living get,
Beware of Papifbes, and learn to knit.

[ Dorcas leads ous.Joyce [obbing avd crying..

-—-r-—'—".-"—__r__—-"‘-_—"_'*-"—_-"‘_——h_—-
SCENE V:

Prascod, CORPORAL, SOLDIERS, COUN
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT,

EJJLBERT, N

Let’s drink before we part—for forrow’sdry..
To Tim's fafe paflage
[ Takes ont abrandy-battlﬁ and drml:s.
1 COUN -
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I COUNTRYMAN.
Pl drink too,
2 COUNTRTYTMMALN,.
And I,
PEASCOD,
Stay, let me pledge——'tismy laft-earthly liquor.
[ Drinks,
—When I am dead'you'll bind my grave with wicker;
[ They lead him to the fiate.
1 COUNTRY M A N.
He was a:{pecial ploughman
2 COUNTRY MM N.
Harrow’d wel}!
3 COUNTRY M A& N,
%nd at our maypole ever bore the bell!
PEASCOD
Say, isit fitting in this very field,.
Where I {o oft havereap’d, fo ofthavetilld ;.
This field, where from my youth [’vebeena carten
I, inthisfield, Thould die for a defexter!
FILBERT.
*Tis hard, ’tis wondrous-hard !
SERGE ANT.
Zooks, liere’s a pother.
Strip him ;- I'd {tay no longer for my brother..
PEASC O D,.
[ Difiribusing his things among bis frignai,
Take you my ’bacco-box—-my neckcloth,. you.
To our kind-Vicar fend this botsle-skrew,
But wear thele breeches, Tom 5 they’re quite bran-new,

| T T SR,

[ Sighing..

FILBERT,
Farewel’
1 COUNTRYMAN,
B'ye, Tim.
2 COUNTRY M AN
R m———— B'j’c,.Ti?m

3:COUN
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s COUNTRY M AN.
Adicu.
4 COUNTRTMUAN.

poemsl—— -~ Adieu.

[ They all take their leave of Tealcod by fhaking
hands with him,

[y

A e
SCENE VL

Prascop, CorPORAL, SOLDIERS, COUN-
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, fo them &

SoLDIER in great hafie.

SOLDIER,
Hold —why.fo furious, Sergeant? by your leave,

Untye the prisner—fee, here’s areprieve,
[S botws a paper,

CHORUS of COUNTRYMEN. [Huzzaing,

Areprieve, areprieve, areprieve!
[Peafcod is unsy'd, andembraces his friends,

_—____-—_-—-——__#

SCENE VIL

Prascop, CorPORAZL, SOLDIERS, COUN:
TRYMEN, SERGEANT, FILBERT, CoN

STABLE.

CONRSTABLE.
Friends, reprehend him, reprehend him there:
SERGEANT

For what #——
CONSTABLE,

momraren P OT Y €2liRg gaffer Gap’s grey mares
[They.feize the Sergeant,
BEAS§-



164 The WHAT DYE CALL IT.

PEASC OD.
Why, heark ve, hearkye, friend;.yon’llgo to pot.
Would you be rather hang'd.e hah!— hang’d or.fhot?

SERGE ANT..
Nay,.bold, hold, hold

PEASCOD.

Not if youwere my brother.

Why, friend,. (hould you not hang as well’s another?

CONSTABLE,

Thus {aid Sir Jobn——the law muft take its courfe 5

'T1s law that he may *(cape who ftealsa horfe.

But ({aid Sir Fobn ) the ftatutes all declare,

The man fhall fure be hang’d—that fteals a mare,
PEAS COD.. [t01he Sergeant,

Ay——right—he fhall be hang’d that {tealsa mare,

He [hall be hang’d——that’s certain; arid good caufes

A rare good {entence thise—how is’t }—the Jaws

No—~—notthe laws——the ftatutes all declare,

The man that fteals a mare (hall fure—be—hang’d,

No, no-~he fhall be hang'd that fteals a mare.

[ Exit Sergeant guarded, Countrymen, &c. huzzamg
afier bim,

SCENE VIIIL

KirT1Y, with Fer hair loofe, GRANDMOTHER,
A2unt, HAYMAKERS, CHORUS of SIGKS
and GROANS,

XITTY,
Dear happy fields, farewel;.ye flocks, and you.
Sweet meadows, glitt’ring with the pearlydew s-
And thou, my rake, companion of my cares,
Giv'n by my motherin my younger-years
With thee thetoils of full eight {prings I've knowa, .
*Tis tq thy help | owe this hatand gown; | Ox
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Ontheellean’d, forgetfulof my work,

While Tom gaz’d on me, proptupon his fork:
Farewel, farewel; forall thy task is o’er,

Kitty fhall want thy {erviee now no more.

[Flings away the rike.
CHORUS of SIGHS and GRO ANS.
Ah—O:!—Sure never was the like before !
KITTY,.

Happy the maid, whofe {weetheart never hears
The foldier’sdrum, novwritof Juftice fears.

Our bansthrice bid! andfor our wedding day

My kerchief bought / then prefs'd, then forc'd away'
CHORUS of SIGHS and GR O ANS,

Ah! O! poorfoul! alack! and wella day”

KITTTY,
You, Befs, ftillreap with Harry by your fide;
You, Fenny, fhall next Sundaybe abride:
But I'forlorn ..—This ballad thews my care ;

[ GivesSufan g ballad.
Take this {ad ballad, which I bought at fair

Sufan can {ing——do you the burthen bear.

1.

) WAS whenthe [easwere roaring
With hollow blafts of wind ;

A damfel lay deploring, |
Allon arock reclin’d,

Wide o’er the rolling billows
She cafs a wiftful look

Her head was crown'd with willpws
That tremble o'er the brook.

11, Tuelye
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1.
Tuwelve smonths are gone and sver,
And mine long tedious days,
Wiy didft thou, vent’rouslover,
Aoy didft thou truff she feas ?
Ceafe, ceafe, thoucruel ocean,
And let my lover reff
A2 what'sthe troabled motion
To that within my breaft ?
{11,
The merchant, rob’d of pleafure,
Seestempefis in defpair ;
But whaisthelofs of treajure
Toioftng of my dear ?
Stogld you fome coaft be laid on
Wiscre geld and ditmonds grow,
Ye:'d find aricher naiden,
But none that le7yes you [o.
IV,
How canthey | 1ythat nature
Has notbing made in vam ,
Vidiy then beneath the water
Snould hideous rocks remain ?
Noeyes the rocks difeover,
Tnat lurk benearh the deep,
do wreck the wand'ring lover,

Andleave the maid to weep,
V.

Al melancholy lyinz,
Tous waikd (he for her dear
Repay’d each blaft with fighing,
Each billow with a tear ;

Wien, oer the white wave flooping,

His floating corpfe fhe [py'd s
Thendike alilly drooping, .

She-bow'd ner head, and dy'd,

XITTT,
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KITTY.
Why in this world thould wretched Kirsy ftay 2

Whatif thefe hands fhould make my felt away 3

I could not fure do otherways than well.

A maid {o true’s too innocent for hell,

Buc hearkye, Cis—[Whifpers and gives her a penknife,
A U N T,

I'lido’t——’tis but to try

It the poor foul can have the heart to die.

[ Afsde to the Haymakers,
Thus then I firike—but tuen thy head afide.

KITTTY

'"Tis hamelefs fure to fall as pigs have dy'd.

No—take this cord— [Grves ber a cord,
AUNT.

W iththis thou fhalt be fped,
[Putting the noofe round her neck
XITTI,
But cursare hang'de—o -
AUNT.
-.Chriftians fhould die in bed.
K1TTY,

Thenlead me thither; there I’ll moan and weep]
And clofe thefe weary eyesin death,

A UN T,
or {leep, [4fide;
KITTT. -

WhenTam cold, and ftretch’d upon my bier,
My reftlefs {prite [hall walk at midnight here ¢
Here fhall I walk—for twas beneath yon tree
Filbers firlt {aid he lov’d—lov"d only me.

[Kitty faints,
GRANDMOTHER,
She {woons, poor fcul_helg, Dolly.

AUNT.
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AUNT .
Bring water, water, Water.

GRAND MO TH-ER.
Fetch her wits,

[ They throw water upon by,
1 KITTT.
Hah!l—TJ amturn'da fiream—_look all below ;
It lows, and flows, and will for ever fiow.
T he meadsare all afloat——the haycocks {wim,

Hah ! who comes herel—my Filbert! drown not him,

Bagpipes in butter, flocks in fleecy fountains,

Churns, fheep-hooks, feasof milk, and honey moun.
‘§alns,

[Screaming,

——'—__—-——-‘_———-—-——"n—
SCENE IX

T1TTY, GRANDMOTHER, AUNT, Havyma
KERS, YILBERT,

KITTAV.

It is his ghoft—orisitheindeed 2 o
Wert thou not fent to war? hah, doitthoubleed ?
No~—"tis my Filberz. .

FILBERT. Lembracing her.
Yes, 'tishe, ’tis he,
Dorcas confe(s’d s the Juftice fet me free.
I’'m thine-again.

KITTY.

| tﬁinﬁe fT

FILBERT,

Our fears are fled.

Come, let’sto Church, to Ch"urcih.;.._..;...,
XKITTY.

e st et 1 O VW @d.

FILBEERT.

\
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FILBERT.
~———T0 bed,
CHORUS of HAY M A K ERS.
A wedding, a bedding; a wedding, a bedding.
{Exeunt all the Aftors,
| Sir ROG E R,
Ay, now for the wedding. Where’s he that plays the
Parfon. Now, neighbours, you fhall {fee what was
never fhewn upon the London ftage.——Why, heigh

day! what’s our Play ata ftand?
Enter a Countryman,

COUNTRYMAN,

So, pleafe your worfhip, I fhould have play’d the
Parfon, but our Curate would not lend his gown, for
hef{aysitisa profanation,

Sir RO G E R,
What a {crupulous whim is this aninnocentthing! -
believe me, aninnocent thing,
| The Fuflices affent by neds and figas,
Enter Stave the parifi-Clark,
ST AV E,

Mafter Dotor faith he hath two and twenty good
rea{ons againft it from the Fathers,and he is come hime
felf to utter them unto your Worthip.

Sir RO G E R,

What, fhall our Play be {poil'd? I'll have none of
his reafons—call in Mr, Inference.

Stave goes out, andre-enters.

§ T AV E.
Sir, he faith he never greatly affe@ed ftage Plays.
(W ITHIN]
Stave, Stave, Stave,
Sir RO G E R,

Tell himthat { fay—
(WITHIN}

O s

itave, Stave,



v70 The WHAT D'YE CALL IT.

Sir R OGER.
What, fhall the Curate controul me? have not Ithe

prefentation ? tell him that I will not haye my Play
{poil'd; nay, that he fhall marry the couple himfelf,«
I fay, he [hall.

Stave goes out, and re-enters,

STAVE.
The fteward hath perfwaded him to join -their hands

in the parlour within—but he {aith he will not, and
cannot in confeience confent to expefe hischaratter
before neighbouring gentlemen 3 neither will he enter
into your worfhip’s hall; for he calleth it a ftage pro
yempore, *
Sir HUM P HR Y.

Very likely : The good man may have reafon.

Guffice ST A TUTE.

Introth, we muftin fome fort comply with the fetu.

pulous tender confcienc’d do&tor.

Sir ROGER. |
Why, what’s a Play withouta marriage ? and what
is a marriage, if one{ees nothing of it? Let him have

his humour—but {et the doors wide open, that we may
{ee how all goes on. [ Exiz Stave,

[Sir Roger at the door pointing,
So natural! d’yve {ee now, neighbours? the ring i-faith,
To have and to hold ! right again—well play’d, da&or;
well play’d, Son Themas. Come, come, I’m {atis.
fy’d—now for the fiddles and dances,

Enter Steward, Squire Thomas, Kirtty, Stave, &c¢.

$TEWAR D,
Sir Roger, youare very mersy.,

S0 comes areck’ning when the banquet’s o'er,

The drzadfulrecning, andmen [(mile no more.

I wifh youjoy of your Play, and ot your daughter. I
had no way but this to repair the injury your fon had
done my child— fhe fhall ftudy to deferve your favour,

| Prefenting Kitty o Sir Roger.
Sﬂ‘
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Sir ROGER.
Married ! how married! can the marriage of Fd!acrt

and Carrot have any thing to do with my {on
STEWAR D,

But the marriage of Thomas and Katherine may, Sir
Rﬂgfrt
| Sir R 0 G E R,
What a plague, am I trick’d then? I muft have 2
ftage Play, witha pox!
Sr HUMPHRY.
It this fpeechbein the play, remember the tankard,

Sit Roger.
Squire TH O M 4 S.
Zooks, thefe ftage plays are plaguy dangerous things
—but I am no fuchfool neither, but I know this was

all your contrivance.
Fufiice ST ATUTE.

Ay, Sir Roger, you told us it was you that gave him
the hint,

Sir RO G E R,

Why blockhead! puppy! had you no mote wit than
to fay the ceremony? he fhould only have married you
inrhime, fool,

Squire THO M A S.

Why, whatdidIknow,ha? butfoitiseandfince
murder will out, as thefayingis; look ye, father, I
was under {fome fortof a promife too, d’ye fee—-fo
much for that——1f I be a husband, I be ahusband,
there’s an end on’t.—{ure I muft have been married
{fome time or other.

(Sir Roger walks up and down fretting, and goes
outin a pafion.
Sir HUMPHRY.
latroth, it was in fome fort my opinion before ; it

15 200d in law,
O 2 Tufiieg
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“Fuftice ST ATUT E,
Good inlaw, good in law—but hold, we mult not
Jofe the Dance.

4 D ANCE.

EPILOGUE

STAV E.

Our flage Play has a morale—and no doub?
You all have fenfeenengh to find 1t outs

EPISTLES
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Several Occafions.



