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Walking.Statue.

OR, THE

Devil inthe Wine Cellar.

S CEN E. The Street before Sir Timothy’s

Houfe. Enter Toby, difguis’d like an Ex-
change Gir/, with a Band-Box.

Taby.. \\1] E L L, —— of all the crofs-grain’d

old Fellows breathing, my T\gaﬁer"s
Miftrefles Pather 1s the moft hard to be deait
withal 3 and therefore ’tis for a Man of my

"Parts to {fucceed m Iafn Aftair, that has baffied the

Wit of all my Fellow-Servants. 1 perfuaded
him, before he try’d his own Skill, to make
Proof of mine, ana I'll warrant I'Il get the Let-
ter to the Lady’s Hands, it once I come near
enough to touch ’em. I have a ftrange Inclina-
tion to Woman-Hunting ever fince I clamber’d
over the Houfe-Top, and got to Bed to Mo/l at

"the next Door through the Garret-Window.

Stay, this 1s the Houle; let-me fee, I think I
. A3 343
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am: Woman: énough in the lower Parts, and Iam
fure my Upper wor’t faik me, 1'have Brafs
enough' 11 my Face, and Depth enough in my
Condcience to be really what 1 look to be —an
Exchange Girl. Iakins, I’ll knock, come on’t
what will ; 1 am fure 1 am fafe enough in this
Drefs; for tho’ *tisno new Thing to find a Knave
1n Petticoats,’t1s an imrnodeft, and an unlawful
Thing to leok for him there. -

[ He knocks, and Sir Tim. looks out at Windew.
Sir Zim. Who’s at the Door ?
Toby. *Tis L.
Sir Tim. *T1s 1, Who'’s 1?2 What’s your Bu-
finefs ?

- Toby. 1 wow’d fpeak with Madam Leonora,
Sir Timothy Tough’s Daughter.,

Sir 7im. In what Language wou’d you {peak

with her?
~ Toby. In what Language? Why in good old
Englifh.

Sir Tim. Good old Engl/ifh! 1’d have you to
know,you muft fpeak good plain Englifh, if you
aalk with my Daughter.

Toby. s your Worfhip Sir Timothy Tough his
own {elf then?

Sir Tim. 1am the Man. |

Toby. } beg your Worfhup’s Pardon, 1 come
from Mrs. §¢1¢ch in the New-Exchange, {o pleafe
you Sir, and have brought home a new Head
for the young Lady.
~ Sir 7im, Wait, Maiden, you fhall have Ad-
mittance.

[ He goes from the Window.

Z0by. Rare Fortune ifaith! Well! 1T muft
needs fay 1n my own Commendation, ’tis not
‘every Body’s Talent to manage a Thing dif.
crectly.
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ereetly. What will this Mafter of mine owe
me for {o great a Scrvice as I fhall certainly do
him 2 When a Man has good Luck among Wo-
men, they fay he was born under Caper-Corn, 1
think they call it and I fhall go near to prove
that Caper-Corn my Mafter’s beft Planet, Adf{.
me, 1 hear ’em opening the Door;now for it.

[ The Daor apens, and enter Sir Timothy with

@ great Blunderbufs, and twas Servants
with Guns and Buff-Belts.

Toby. Blefs my Heart, what Figuresare here?

oir Zim. Houfewite | 1 fufge@c you for a
wicked hypocritical defigning Perfon, thathas
a telonious Intention to corrupt the Obedience
otmy Dauglter, and, left you {hou’d have more
Rogues in Ambufh, I iflue arm’d, to defend the
Honour of my Family. What are you? I {ay,
what are you ?

Toby. (§h dear Sir! what do you mean? I ne-
ver did you any Harm in my Life Siry ——
oh ! oh! Loving Sir, have Mercy upon me, dear
Sir, for the fake of my fpotlefs Virginity.

[Runs behind Sir Timothy, who prefents bis

Blunderbufs againft one of his ownServants.

Sir 7im. What are you ? Speak or you die.

Firf} Serv. *Slife Sir, don’t fhoot me, 1 am
Robi n,

Sir 7im. Adfo, a bad Miftake! lam dim-
fishted truly? but where is the Whore, the
Bawd ? I know not what Sort of a Shop {he
keeps, by her hanging out the Sign of a Band-
box. What do you do behind, Houfew1fe? Your
Bufinefs 1s with the Foreparts. Harry, Robia,

refent with me thus ; and when I {peak the

Yord, give Fire, [ They all prefent their
Picces at 'Toby.

Toby.
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Toby. O dear Gentlemen, {pare me! {pare me
oood Gentlemen, don’t {hoot me, and I'll telb
you all. [ He kneels.

Sir Zim. In the firft Place, as you hope to
preferve that abominable Life of yours, aniwer
me the T'ruth, and nothing but theTruth, whence
come you ?

Toby. From the Exchange, an’t pleafe you.

Sir Zim. What Bufinefs had you?

Toby. The Exchanee Sir.

Sir Zoby. And what are you ? Jilt, fpeak pre-
fently, what are you ?

Toby. The New-Exchange m the Strand St

Sir 7im. What Yare you the New-FExchange?
*Slife {peak Senfe, or you die. 1don’t think

the Tone of your Voice T'reble enough for a

Whore, and therefore you muft be a Rogue;
Sirrah.

Toby. Yhe New Exchange indeed, Sir.

Str 7rm. Sirraly tell me truly, what Sex are
you of, Sirrah?

Toby. The Exchange, upon my Word, Sir.

Sir 7im. Is the Exchangs your Sex, Rogue ?
Are you a Man, or a Whore, Sjrrah ?

Toby.. About the Middle of the Inner-Walk,.
Sit.

Sir Tim. Adilife, Rebin, make ready.

Joby. Ohl oh! {pare my Life, and take my
Band-box, Sir..

Sir Tim. Give 1t me, you Whore,

Toby. I am no W hore, upon my Honour Sir,
I am but ’Squire §prightly’s Rogue Toby, make
the worft of me.  Wou’d I were buried fix Foot’

deep in my Mafter’s Durghill. [ Afide.
[Sir Timothy. cpens the Band-box, and
finds @ Letter.

Sir
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Sir 7im. Let’s {ee, what’s here ; a Letter!
Oh! Rogue! here Harry, Robin, rifle the
Ribbons, and fee if there’s never another Snake
m the Fool’s Grafs, What’s here. [Putsone
Pair of Spedacles.] To the lovely Hands of
the engaging Leonore —— Fool ! Als ! adzooks
thisFellow makes Love, like an Oxford Scholar.,
’H open the Seal. .

He breaks open the Letter, and while the two

Fellows are fumbling in the Band-box,
~ Toby feals back.

Toby, Timor adds—Wing as.  [Heruns off.
Sir Tim. [Reading.]— After many vain En-
deavours to get a Letter to your Hands, the .
trufty Zeby undertook — Oh Rogue! did you

{o 2— I'll —Ha! where 1she? o

Firg Serv. -An’t pleafe your Worfhip, 1 be-
lieve he-got off while we were rummaging the
Band-box.

Sir Tim. T'll rummage you, you carelefs Rai-
cals 5 Pll teach you to plunder before you have
fecur’d the Enemy, yon Dogsyou. = .

[He beats *em with the Blunderbufs of
the Stage, | .

S CENE changes to Sprightly’s Hosfe.
Sprightly @iud Toby.

Spright. Nay, *Faith, Zoby, I pity thee with
all my Heart ; but thou may’ft make a Moral
Ule of this unlucky Accident, and learn to be-
lieve thyfelf no wifer than other People. Go, .
]af afide the Woman, and take up the Statue ;
all Thingsare now ready for the laft Trial, and
it'fhall be put in Execution this very Evening.

Toby.
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Toby. Truly, Sit, if your Worfhip pleafes,
I-had rather be the Carver’s Man, than the
Statue ; for if the old Knight fhould chance
to find out the Trick, my Difguife wou'd be
fo heavy, that 1 cou’d not runaway, and he
might chance to fhoot me thro’ the Head with
his Blunderbufs.

Spright. Pifh ! Fool! you know he’s fo pur-
blind he can {carce fee.

Toby. Ay, but if hecan’t fee, he can feel tho 3
and, Sir, if he fhould happen to tickle my
Sides, I fhou’d burft out a laughing, and dif-
cover all.

Spright. 1t's impofitble he fhow’d fufpect
thee. ‘I faw the Statue at the Stone-Cutter’s,
who told'me; thc old’ Gentleman expetts 1t to
be brought home every Day. My painted Can-
vas is exatly copied ftom the Origﬂnal, and .
the- Pedeftal *tis to be plac’d on in the Hall 15
{o high, that he won’t be able to reach your
Sides s or if he did, the Daub is fo hard, and
{o thick, *twou’d deceive a nicer Touch than
his, I’ll warrant thee. But are. the Fellows at
Hand, who are to be concern’d in the Manage-
ment. .h |

Teby. They are all drinking at the next
Ale-loufe, and the: Gentleman, who 18 fo alt
the Statue inftead of me, Sir, isa Man every

Inch of him! He married a Woman, who had
beat. fix Husbands to Death with the But-ends
of their own Muskets, and in three Night’s
Time made the wild Beaft fo very tame, Sir,
that fhe fawns upon him, like a Spaniel Bitch,
when fh‘e’s-aﬁ'ais of a Kicking.

Spright,
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Spright. "Thou haft chofe an odd Sort of a
‘Simile, Toby 3 but hark ! Somébody knocks !
Go,- {fee who 1t 1s. '

'Toby goes out, and rc-enters with Cuttum.

Toby. An’t pleafe your Worfhip, this is the
Gentleman we were dilcourfing about.

Spright. May I know your-Name, Sir?

Cuttym. 1 am vulgarly known by the Name
of Corporal Cuttum 5 1 have been a Soldier
from my Cradle, and a Cuckold from my Mar-
riage-Bed, Sir : [ have run thro’ all the Mazes
of Fortune, but cou’d ne’er lay hold of the
Gypfie : I believe 'm tov honef#f to be profpe-
rous in-this ‘Age! and if I live much Jonger, I
fhall be.too old to be kszvifh. 1 wou'd gladly
make fome Ufe of my Time, Sir ; for % have
lately learn’d to remember, that 1 come of a
Race,fo much the Reverfe of my Way of Living
hitherto, that egad —— if 1 continue honeft

much longer, I {hall be the only Fool of my
Family. |

- Spright. Prdy, Mr. Cuttum, what Country
are you of ? A ’ ‘

Cuttam. Why, Sir, to tell you the plain
Truth 3 there 1s no Country will own us, and
we own no Country ; we fhou’d be Freach by
our Air, and Spaniards by our Steps, Sir; but
a Parcel-of Scoundrel Rogues about Town will
needs have the Cuttums to be an Irifh Family,
for no other Reafon, egad,than the Reach of their
Aflurance.

Spright. Have you no Friends in Town to
apg y to? .

uttum. Yes, Sir, there’s a Relation of mine

.generally 'known about Town ; he’s a Kind of

3 Wit,
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a Wit, and has writ Plays; but he has an odd
Humour, that makes him incapable of ferving
"a Kin{man. | j
Spright. What Humour is that, pray ?
Cuttum. Why, Sir, he has been {o fond of
fathering Stranger’s Children, that he fcarce
knows how to %ook upon the Son of a poor
Relation,
~ Spright. Well, Mr. Cuttum, you are a mer-
ry Fellow ; you know the 'T'ask, and the Re-
ward defign’d you, 1 fuppofe ? .
Cuttum, My worthy kriend My, Toly ——
here, has Inform’d me at large ; and I am rea-
“dyto prove with how much Zeal 1 wou’d un-
dertake an Aétion of greater Difficulty upon a
“lefs "Temptation,. L
~ Spright.’1 aflure you you have hehrd the
utmoft of your’ Danger 5 come the Worft to
the Worft ’tis but a Beating, and that I pre-
fume you cou’d bear with Refolution,
Cuttum., Am 1 a Cuttum, and do you ask
that Queftion ? *Slife, Sit |~——bear a Beating 2
. —— Why, there’s not a Branch of our Family,
" but has 'lgatience' enough that Way for an 1n-
forming Conftable, Bailiff’s Follower, Fermdle
~Tatlet, or Marfhal of France, egad. |
Spright. That’s well ; 1 think all Things
are now in Readinefs ; we'll go in, and about
it prefently.  But heark’ec Zody, 1s yont Dif-
" guife come home yet A
" Toby. Four Hours ago, Sir. —— But noiv
you talk of a Difguife, am L'to be 'a Jew, ofa
Gentile ? o |
Spright. Oh! a Jew by all Means. Come
along, Mr. Corporal ; while you are gettisng
. veady, l'll inﬂrugt you what to {ay to the La%y,
- or
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for the 11l Succels of my laft Letter forbids
me all Thoughts ot {ending another.

~ Tobv. Welll o’'my Conicience, my Malfter is
the firft, that ever went about to {end a Meflage
by a Stone- Porter. |

SCENE St Timorhy’s Honle; Sit Timo-
thy and Lemira.

Sir Zim. *Sbud ! don’t tell me of my Pro-
mife ; ask any Statefman in Chriftendom, if
Promifes are Chamns on a wife Man’s Will.
*Tis true, I told the young Yool Spriehtly he
{houw’d have you, but that was when nobody
of a better Eftate was of his Mind, Girl.

Leon. The Ties of Duty, Sir, firft led me
to encourage Mr. Spright/y’s Addrefles, in O-
bedience to your Commands ; and now the
T'tes of Honour tforbid me to wrong a Man,
who {o fincerely loves me.

Sir Tim. 1 gave him my Word, that if he
cou’d outwit me, he fhou’d keep what he got,
with my good Will, and a good Fortune; but
alas ! poor young Fool, his Bird-lime 1s no bet-
ter than Chaff, and an old Fowl, 1s too wife
to be taken by 1it. I have defeated five or fix
of his Projeéls already ; and, 1f he comes with-
in the Reach of my Blunderbufs, have at him,
by Sir Feremy.

Leon. Oh, Sir! you are the moft barbarous
of Fathers ! and have contriv’d this{ureft Way
to make me miferable!

Sir Zim. Goodnow ! Goodnow ! pretty Tur-
tle Dove! How naturally it mourns the Lofs of
its Mate! Come, come, 'tis juft your Sex thou’d

B fhaer
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fhare a little of the Sorrow you beftow, Houle-
wife! A Woman’s Tears are like Show’rs
April, a neceflary Ingredient to make up her
natural Compofition of Change and Inconftancy.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Sir, here’s a Man without has brought
home a great Stone-Thing, that looks like the
Great Turk, Sir.

Sir 7im. How! the Statue ! bring him 1n,
bring him 1n, Sirrah! [Exit Servant.

Leon. Sir, you are likely to talk of what 1
don’t underftand, and, if you pleafe, I'll retire
to my Chamber.

Sir Tim. No, no, pray ftay, Daughter ; 'l
warrant you, 1f Sprightly was coming, inftead
of the Statue, you would not be in fuch Hafte
to be gone ; but you Women never care much

for 2 Man of Marble !

Leon. 1 am all Obedience, Sir. [ She turns
her Back wpon the Door, and leans pen-
fively againft the Hangings.

Re-enter the Servant with Toby, difguis'd like
a Tew s with great Whiskers, and a fbort
Cloak, follow’d by four Men bearing in &
Frame, upon which fands Corporal Cuttum,
in the Poffurc of a Statue.

Toby. Saveyou, Sir! — have a Care, have a
Care, gently, gently, I fay, — Sir, M. Chiffe?
has fent home your Statue, Sir, and where
wou’d you pleafe it fhow’d be {et? Haye a Care,

I {ay, gently, gently. s;
* Ir
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Sir 7im. Stay!let me put on my Speacles,
and Ul tell you prefently— Humph ! who are
you, Sir ?

Zoby. 1 am by Profefiion a Statuary, by
Couantrya Portuguefe, but brought up in Eng-
land; by Quality a Foreman, @liasa Journey-
man, and by Religiona Jew, Sir.

Sir 7im. A Jew ? Adzooks ! what have you
to do 1mna Chriftian Country, Sirrah 2

Tpoy. Ha, ha, you are pleas’d to be merry,
oir! But where muft the Statue be plac’d, an’t
pleate you ?

Sir Zim. Plac’d? [Afide.] Egad 1 don’t
like this Fellow, hefays he’sa Jew, but he looks
like a Philiftin!

Zoby. Sct him down there, gently, gently,
be carerul how you place him, pray, Gentlemen,
— 350, now he ftands right ; go— ftay without
till 1 come to you.

[ The four Bearers go out.

Sir 7im., Let me fee how this Statue Jooks.
——Ads my Life ! a pretty Picce of Workman-
fhip truly! But pray, Friend, why did not
Mr. Chiflel come himfelf? Am 1 1o bada Cuft-
omer, that he muft {end Servants to do my Bu-
finefs 2 Nay, and Heathen Servants too!

Zoby. Your Worfhip, I perceive, 1s a face-
tious old Gentleman. But my Mafter, an’t
pleafe you, 1s fick at prefent. -

Sir Tim. Old Gentleman ! Sirrah! 1s that
your Hebrew Breeding 2 Get out of my Houfe,
you Rogue! that Levitical Face of thine ftirs up
my Indignation.

Toby. 1 beg your Pardon heartily, if Thave
{aid any Thing that offends you, Sirs butpray

B2 " d%n’t
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don’t be in a Paflton for nothing: Is not the
Work done as you expelted it ?

(477 the while Sir Timothy is talking with
Toby, Cuttum makes whimfical Motisns
jfrom the Table to Leonora, who leans pen-

frvely, and don’t obferve hin.
Sir Tim. Expetted ity Sirrah | 1 did not ex-
g& to have the Figure to be fent home by a

ogue of a Jew, Sirrah! Letme look all round
the Piece; egad, ’tis ten to onc, but the {uperfti-
tious Dog has circumcis’d my Statue!

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Sir Zim. Villain, Rafcal, what am I to be
laugh’d at to my Face?

Toby. Ha, ha, ha, you muft excufe me, Sir,
ha, ha, ha, I vow you are the pleafanteft Gen-
tleman of your Age, thatever I met with.

Sir Tim. Again at my Age, Sirrah ; here,
Robin, Fonathan, quickly, bring me my Blun-
derbufs. Sirrah, get out of my Hoafe, or I’ll
break a Limb of the Statue, and knock out your
Brains with 1t.

[ He runs to pull off one of the Statue’s Legs,

and Cuttum kicks bim down backward with
the ather.
Toby. *Shife ! all’s out! I’ll make off while
I can. [ He runs out,
Sir Tim. Rogues! Murder! help ! Dogs !
Mutder ! Murder!
Leon. Heav’ns, Sir! what’s the Matter 2

"Sir Tim. Matter! you Baggage 2 Don’t you

fee what’s the Matter ? That long-bearded
Rogue of a Jew has affronted me to my Face,
-and beatout my Teeth behind my Back. Rogues!
Robin, Harry, Fonathan ! what muft I be mur-
der’d, and nobody come to my Affiftance 2

[ He
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[ He runs out, calling the Servants.
~ Cuttum. — 1 am glad he’s gone, formy Heart
ak’d plaguily whenhe camc to pull my Leg off.
*T'is a lucky Miftake, that he thinks 7oby ftruck
him ; but I’ll take this Op\/}lzortunity to {peak to
the Lady. — Madam, — Madam —

[ He leaps down, and flalks tewards Leonora, who
rurnsy and fhrieks at his approaching her.

Leon, Oh' Heav’ns, what’s here! Ghofts !
Spirits | Devils! Ah! Help! help! help !

Cuttum. Nay, now we arc all undone, and:
esad ! 1f you die a Maid, ’tis no more than you
deferve for your damn’d unfealonable fqueaking!
[He runs to the Table, and with much ado gets

up, and flands in his old Pofture 5 but for Hafte

miftakes, and puts the wrong Leg forward.

Leon. Ah me ! I fee too late this is a T'rick
of Sprightly’s !

Eunter Sir Timothy, and his Servants.
Oh! Sir! I was half frighted, butbeg your Par-
don for alarming you ; being in a melancholy
Humour, 1 had forgot the Statue flood upon the
Table, and looking that Way on the {udden,
took 1t for a naked Man.

Sir Zim. Oh! did you {o, good Daughter ! I
fee very well what you wou’d be at jthis Excefs
of your Folly betrays the Leudnefs of your
Thoughts. Let’s {ee, that Rafcal Jew beat off
my Spetacles—oh ! here they lie—Well ! I vow
- this is a very curious Piece of Sculpture! No
real Flefh and Blood cou’d appear more lively.
If that Knave Chiffel had notient 1t by a Jew, I
cou’d have beenextreamly pleas’d with 1t.

[He views Cuttum alf round, who exprefles a
great deal of Fear.

But ftay, I forgot to look whether I bave not
B3 hurt
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h urt the Leg tho” — Adfo! what’s here 2 T am
fure this Limb does not {tand as 1t did juft now.
Daughter ! Daughter !

Legn. Sir. (ot no.

Sir 7im. J.ookhere, is this theright Pofture

Whilfe Sir'Tim. turnsto [peak to bis Daughter,

. Cuttum puts his Leg as *twas before.

Leon. Right Sir 2 Yes, pray what a1ls 1t ?

Sir Tim. Ails 1t 2 ’Slifgl am bewitch’d — 1
am {ure the Devil’s either in me, or my Speta-
cles; why "twas but this Moment the Leg ftood
here, and now ——

Curtum, Death; Sir! ftand eut of my Way,
cr you’re as deadas a Door-nail. (4fide.) ’Shte
I'll be gone while I may ; 1f I ftay a quarter of
an Hour longer, I fhall be pounded 1n a Mortar.

[He leaps down furiounfly, and runs out.

Sir Tim. Hey day! 1s my Houfe become an
enchanted Caftle? What a Plague! I fhall be
hooted at as 1 walk along the Streets, 1f this
Jeft pafles on me! here ! follow me, ye Raicals,
I'll Statue the Dog I’ warrant him.

[ He runs out with bis Servants after Cuttum.,

Lecn, What a wretched Condition has my
Folly brought me to? 1f T {lip this Opportunity
of efcaping while the Houfe 1s 1n {o great Cén-
fufion, I fhall be miferable for ever. I'll get out
the Back-way, and truft Fortune for the Event
of my Undertaking. [ $he gocs our

S'CENE changes to the Court-yard, with @ |
tell init., Enter Toby frighted.

Zoby. Herehave I erawl’d about this quarter
ot an Hour, and.can find no means to reach the
Door, without being difcover’d by {eme of the
old Fellow’s I\Jaiden‘icad-watchers! and 1f J }{tﬁ‘}’

ek
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here much longer, the Danger will be equak. A
Pox take Petticoats tor Toby, 1t thus 1s the Eftelt
of following them! what fhall 1do?— Let mz
think a little! — Adsbobs I have 1t, } have an
old black Mask in my Pocket, with Hornsupon
it ;I tie it on, and creep down mto yonder Well,
it looks like a dryone ; or if I amdrown’d, "tis
a betterDeath, than being drubb’d toDeltructron.
—D'll lte quietly alt Night, and 1a the Morning
bolt thro” the Door inmy Vizorand black Warit-
coat, 1t may happen, that the Rogues will take
me for the Devil,who walks 1n this Netghbour-
hood, and give me free Paflage—RBut firft, down
Cloak, that 1f the Well be deeper than ordmary,
I may be fureto fall foftly; I'll tie on the Mask,
when I’'m fafe at the Bottom. Se, now for i1t!
Neck or nothing, as theold Proverb fays.

[ Hethrows down his Cloak, and getsinto the
Vel

Re-enter Sir 'Timothy, and the Servants with
Guns, Staves, &c.

Sir Tim. Who wou’d have thought, that the
four Rogues, who brought inthat Dog ot a Sta-
tue, fhou’d have waited fo cunningly to carry
him oft again upon Occafion ? Adzooks but we
maul’d them in their Retreat! Go, ye Rogues,
oct ye into the Cellar, and drink yourfelves
drunk, as a Reward for your Valour.

" [The Servants go out bowing.

Well ! after all! this Sprightly ts a brave bold
Fellow, and deferves the Baggage heartrly; for 1
never cou’d imagine, titl now, that any Woman
in the World was worth a Man’s venturing a
Knock on the Pate tor ! My Daughter 1s afraid
af a Reproof, and is crept filently into her Cip--
et,
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fet. I’ll not difturb her t1ll Morning, but go
write an Account of this Night’s Works to her
good old Grandmother in the Country.
[ He goes out.
SCENE changes to @ Cellar, with a Wicket in
the Front Scene, and difcovers the Servants
fitting round a Black {ack drinking and merry.
1t, Serv. Here, Thomas, here’s to thee.
2d, Serv. Prithee, what Subjett fhall we be
on to Night 2 Polities are grown muity, Learn-
mg 1s below Men of a genteel Education, and
Scandal, you know, 1s taking upon us the Con-
verfation of our Betters,
3d, Serv. Why faith, fince we have Leave to
be merry, honeft Thomas had beft give us aSeng.
2d, Serv. A Match Boys — I’ll fing you a
Song of my own making.
1{t, Serv. Of thy making? What | a Footman
turn Poet ?
2d, Serv. A Footman turn Poet ! ay Sir 5 why
not 2 Since the Poets have met with Footmen’s
Encouragement, Footmen have taken up the
Poet’s Protefiion. o
2d, Serv. But how can a Fellow without:
Learning, Brother Thomas, be Mafter of that
feeling, touching Way, that the Poets talk ot?
2d, Serv. Pugh! Fool ! the Art of Poetry 1s
the Gift of Nature, and ’twou’d be no new
Thing to tell the World, that there’s many a
Footman can touch, and move, and feel, and {tir
up the Paffions with the beft Poet in Chrifien--
dom. But liften to the Song Boys.
Here 2 SO N G.
All Serv. Rarely fung "ifaith Thomas. .
2d, Serv. Adzookers, he has pleas’™d me o
well, that I'll e’en make bold with a Bottle d:;;f
e
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But how can a Fellow without Learning, Brother Thomas, be Master of that feeling, touching Way, that the Poets talk of?

Pugh! Fool! the Art of Poetry is the Gift of Nature, and 'twou'd be no new Thing to tell the World, that there's many a Footman can touch, and move, and feel, and stir up the Passions with the best Poet in Christendom. But listen to the Song Boys...
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the fine Wine my Mafter has fet a cooling inthe
cld Well there, and treat ye like Gentlemen,
All. Why, that’s kindly done now.
Third Servant rifes, and opening the Wicket,
taces out a Bottle, and holds it between him
and the Light.
ad, Serv. Let’s fce, I think 1 have got the
right Sort, no, 'tis not ; — this 1s the Rot-Gut
Rhentfh, —
JVhile the Fellow turns to look at the Bottle, 10+
by, having put on the black horn’d Mask, thrufts
his Head out of the F¥icket, and the Servant,

going to change the Bottle, firikes it againf bis
Forebead.

ad. Serw. Ah ! the Devil, the Devil!
[Throws down the Bottle, and runs backwards.
1ft, Serv. *Slife, there’s the Devil in good
Farneit!
Toby. Rogues, Thieves, I'll be among you
{uddenly. [ He tumbles forward intoCellar.
2d, Serv. Oons! Roger, fly, the Devil’s a-
mong{tus !
- All. Help!help! the Devil ! the Devil! the
Devil! [ They beat one another down, and
hurry out head-long,and 'Toby after them.

The SCENE changes to the Hall. Enter Sir
T1mothy with bis Blunderbufs.

Sir Tim. Here ! Harry! Thomas! Fonathan?
Rogues, Rafcals! where are you? What’s the
Matter below 2 Hey day! what’s here to do 2 —

Later Servants running.

1it, Ser. Help ! help ! the Devi] !

3d, Ser. 'The Pope! the Pope! the Devil !

2d, §er. Oh ! Sir, the Devil has taken Pof-
feffion of your Worfhip’s Cellar.

Sir
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S1r 7im. The Devil ! you Rogues ! and are
ye fuch pitiful, cowardly, unchriftian foul’d
Fellows, as to be afraid of the Devil? Adsbobs!
wou’d he had been 1mpudent enough to have
come mnto my Prefence! ’d haveDevil’d him with
a—'Slife Rogues {tand out of my Way —Help !
help, help. [In the midf of Sir Timothy’s

Speech, 'Yoby appears at the
Hall Docr, ond the Knight
beats down bis Servants, and
runs out firff 5 the Men follow,
crying out asbefore.

Zchy. Well, I have better Luck now 1 am a
Pevil, than ] had when I sgs a Woman; and
fome arch Waggs wou'd from thence take Occa-
fion to {wear, that thie Devil 1s the leait of the
two Evils, Butl haveno Time to be witty at
prefent, I fee the Street Door open, and will
lay hold on the Opportunity,

Re-enter Sir Timothy, and the Servants,peeping.
Sir Zim. Is he gone? '
ad, Ser. 1think the Coalt 1s clear at prefent.

| | [They come forwards.

Sir Zim. 'l ordain a Yearly Thankigiving
to be kept on this Day throughout my Family,
tor the wonderful Deliverance.

-~ Loud Knccking at the Door.

Stand clofe here, for Heav'ns fake ftand clofe;

for I’'m afraid he’s coming again !

[They huddle clofe together, and ffand gaZing, as
in Expelfation ; and enter Sprightly with
Leonora in @ Mask, attended by Corporal
Cuttum, end Toby irn his Vizor.

Sir Zim. Deliver me, ye Pow’rs, for yonder’s
the Devil return’d with his whole Family.

Spright. Ha, ha, poor Sir Timothy, 't1sa Dﬁ'_—-1

V!
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vil of my Breeding. = [ Pulls off Toby’s Mask.
Toby. *T1s 1, my own {elf, 1n very Deed Sir.
Sir Zim. Why then 1n very Deed Sir, I wilh

the real Devil wou’d run away with the preten-
ded one.

Zoby, Adfme! Sirj; it you wifh your Wifhes
upon me, ’ll {natch off my Friend the Statue’s
Leg here, and knock your Brains out.

Six Tim. to Cuttum. Why, were you the Dog,
that was turn’d into Stone, Sir ?

Cuttum. The very fame, at your Service, Sir

Spright. O, Sir, Love has been Author ot
{tranger Metamorphofes, than any in Ovid.

Sir Tim. And pray, Mr. Sprightly, what pret-
ry Partare youto aét in your Lurnhere?

Spright. A double one Sir, 1n Conjuntion
with this Lady.  [Zakes off Leonora’s Musk,

and kneels with hor ta 8ir ‘Tinothy.

Leon. Our firft Requelt, Sirisfor your Par-
don, and our rext, that you will pleafe toratifie
our Articles of Agreement, according to the
Promife you were pleas’d to make us?

Sir Tim. Confufion! Furies! Devils / Witch
craft !/ Rogues, Tricks / Damnation, Conjuration!
and Deltraction !

He raves and flamps, and runs off thedtage.

Spright. Come, lovely Leonora, let us follow
him, and mollifie his Paffion by Submiflion and
Entreaty ;and may our Example teach the World
this certain Maxim:

Check’d,like fopp’d Rivers,mor e impetuous flows
And, like Antzus,gathers StrengthfromBlows.

FI NIV,

Love, like the Palm-Tree, by Oppreffongrows, }



