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- Prologue to a Droll is fomething firange,
1 And yet, methinksy as you delight in Cbanga,
% 175 not fo odd. The Taplor and the Bean

v o gallant Paris for new Fafhions go :
New Whims the Politician’s Pate o’er turns;

* For frefb Enfoyments the hot Lover burns ;
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. Frefh Congucfis volls the pretty Madam’s Eyes,
‘ MAnd for a new gilt Coach my Lady fighs :

y Ev'n at the Play- bodfe, the delighted View

5 With Novelty and Change is vaptur’d too;
Nonfenfe can pleafe, becaufe, forfooth, tis new.

Why [bot’d not we as well your Favour move,
| Since dear Variety you all approve,

And we but treat you with what moft you love.
Avaunt,Cenforious Brows, nor enter bere;

Nor Hifs, nor dreadful Cat-call do we fear;

The Lion roars not at the Affes Den,
And ona Droll no Critick draws bis Pen.
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To-night, afleep old Homer lies and Maro,
Nor have we pillag’d Plutarch for a Hero.
Why [bowd the Mule for Foreign Aétions roam,
When fbe can find Heroick ones at Home ;

Our Englith Annal nobler Feats difplays,
Than c’er were told of antient Roman Days;
In the bright Page imwmortal W alworth fhines,
And flands recorded in the faivefl Lines.

Who ever afled a more Roman Part ?
The loyal Dagger in a Rcbel’'s Fleart,
Shall fiill unflain'd thy ghorious Name [ecure,

IV bite without Spots, and without Mixture pure.

Britons be juft the Loyal AEE approve,
Strive, who to ferve his King will foremoft move,
Andy by applauding bis, exprefi your forwasd Love,
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Wat Tler and  Fack  Straw.

ACTIL SCENE L

SCENE KENT.

Ewter Wat Tyler and Mob,

M o B.

e UZZAH! Huzzah ! War Tyler and
e BNl Liberty !

Zyl. Friends, hear me fpeak; nor let
your {moaky Brains hurry you on to do
you know not what: Is it f{ufficient
= wmmmse that I lead you on, thro’ Hedges, Bogs,
thro’ Woods and fhaking Quagmires? Or will you
let your Reafons cooly judge, and hear me tell, whac
you muft fear and hope ? .

x Mob. Ay, ay, let us hear a little Reafon, e—- [
love Reafon, likc Moncy, becaufe they are both Ra-
rities to me.

2 Mob. W hat a bold Voice the noble 2Vs¢ has!

3 Mob. How fine a Face for a Confpirator !

4 Mbob. Let us hear him let us hear him w———
Peace.

Hat. Wou'd you, Slice, kill an Ox before you
knew his Price? Or you, Seythe, mow a Ficld c¢'er
you




6  Wat Tyler andJack Scraw; Oy,

you were told your Wagés? Wou'd ybu, §laf, drive a
Coach without your Hire? Or, Grubby Squeeze, lend
Money not to gain by’t? = Certginly no then
hear, my hearty Lads, the great Reward our Enter-
prize prepares ———- $lice on a Bench fhall reverendly fit,
and he who butcher’d Oxen, butcher Men Ex-
alted Scyzhe a Lawyer fhall commence, and mow E-
ftates inftead of Meadows —— Sla/b loudly crack the
Politician’s Whip, and lafth the bounding Steeds of
State —= while the projecting Head of Gradoy
Squeeze, with - fome new taking Bubble fhall be
fraught a Miffifippi, or a new South-Sea.

1 Mob. Huzzah! long live #at the firft ——— -

2 Mob. Tyler the great! B

3 Mob. The Prince of popular Princes!

4 Mbob. The mighty Head of us, the Quarters of

Rebellion! ,
7yl. You all then fwear to follow and purfue thefe

Heels and Feet, that have refolv’d to kick the Tyrant
Dickyand lay him {prawling down?

All. Wedo, wedoe—m—m .

1 Mob. By the Cleaver of Juftice.

2 Mok, By the Sickle of the Law.

3 Mob. By the Axle-Tree of State,

4. Msb. And by the Bags in the Treafury.

Al We {fwear to follow till our Heads ire broke —
huzzah! huzzah ! . |

7yl. O glerious Men! that 1 cou’d hug ye all,
And make you ride upon my panting Hedrt —
But Hugs are nothing Action muft decide
‘The mighty S:vife To I ondon now, my Boys—
Swift as the cleaving Pidgeon cuts the Sky,
On the proud Wings of great Revenge Ty
Tyrane fit faft, or you may chance ro know,
"he mighty Kick of #arty Tyler’s Toe. -

[ Excunty, Mob fbouting.

SCENELE
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SCENE IL Londos..

Enter King Richard, Lancafter, Suffolk, &dv.

“ - King. You hear, my Lords, that hithérwards from
i ent | ‘
#Th’ audacious Rebels bend their impious Courfe :

* Plots in their Infancy muit be fuppreft ;

-Or elfe with Time th’ increafing Pigmy grows,

“And like a Whirlwind gathers as it flies. |

4 Confult'we then, what Methods and what Means

# Beft fuit our Safety, and the T'raytors Crimes.

3 Lanc. What can we fear from an inglorious Rout?
2 A wild, undifciplin’d, unknowing Mob?

¥ Who nurft in too much Idlenefs and Eafe,

i Now quarrel with the Plough that found ’ém Bread.

¢ Suff. 'The very Heads and Leaders of their Fattion
tAre only balely refolute in Ill:

iSlaves, who unmeriting, and bafely born,

Eunvy the {plendid Woith that fhines above ’em,

And are but faltious to promote a Change,

‘Becaufe they know that they can fall no lower.

' King. But ’tis our Duty to difperfe their Tumults.
‘Why do we weild the Sceptre, but for Juftice?
%Iﬁfuits not with our wholefome Confititution,

L Fone

o wink at the Infringement of our Laws.
ﬁrhercforc propofe we how to quell their Broils,
(Lo bring the headltrong Rabble to their Duty,
sAnd frictly punifh the offending Leaders.

Enter Sir Robert Knolles.

+ Speak, worthy Knight, what dolt thou bring of
News, '
Left, by the wild Diforder of your Looks,
We magnify the Pigmy in our Thoughts.
i &ir Rob. My Leige, the ncar Advancement of the
‘3’ Rebels,

L
]
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Makes me intrude in this diforder’d manner ;
High on a Hill th’ increafing Mob is feen,
And fend their threatning Clamours far before ’em.
King. Draw out our Soldier —— you, my Lord of
Suffolk, |
Straight to the good Lord Mayor and Aldermen ;
Bid ’em prepare the City Bands, and lead ’em
W here, by a fecond Order, we’ll appoint ——
Let your Affeftion in your Hafte be feen.
Suff. 1 fhall, my Leige.—— [ Exit.
King. Poft you,. Sir Robert, quickly to the Rebels;
Say, ’tis our Royal Pleafure they infofm us,
Why they are thus aflembled ; what their Grievances:
Temper Intréaty with Command, and try
If by a proffer’d Pardon for all paft,
Y ou can prevail upon ’eém to difperfe :—
Be diligent — we fhall reward your Care,
| [ Exit Sir Robert:
Lam& In the mean time, I wou’d advife your Ma-
e
To olrde):' double Guards about the Court: .
Who knows what difcontented Men there are about,
Who wiit but an Occafion to difcharge
The Malice that lies throbbing at their Hearts.
King. Thou counfell’ft well —and be thou, Lancafier,
As near my Perfon, as thou’rt to my Heart:
W hen the tumultuous Riot ’gins to roar,
Our {cIf will awe the threatning Storm of Faltiony
And bring the Rays of Majefty amongit ’em.

So when the angry Lion ftalks around,
The leafy Foreft trembles at the Sound 3
From his fir'd Eyes new Flafhes dart their way,

- And with a Look th’ infcrior Brutes obey.
| [ Excunt:

SCENE
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SCENEIL Ken.

Enter Mys. Tyler and Suky.
i . Suky. O Mother, Mother! is it true indeed, that

{

%we muft go to Court? They tell me that my Facher
 muft be 2 King, and you a Queen, and I a finc Lady!
é-——-—-bun: what muft my Grandmother be?

Mrs. Tyi. Hold, hold, Hufly ; you muft not make
“your Speech fo farmiliar. = You muft take up Airs
¥ with your Quality.

y  Suky. O Mamma! I believe you need not fear that.
sl {hall have Air enough, for they tell me ’tis a great

way to London. _ |
5. Mprs. Tyl. 1 mean, affeted Airs, Child Well,
i the Girl may yet come to it in time. The Truth

| of it is indeed, fhe might have known a little more;
'but Zat wou'd never be advis’d, nor let her ftir from
her Sritching.
~ Suky. Ay, Mamma, and you know I never lov’d it
in my Life.
-~ Mprs. Zyl. No more thou did’ft, my Dear. — Well,
I always faid that S#ky had as expiring Thoughts asany
Girl in the Parith —— and when I rold the Fortune-
teller that, you know fhe then told you, That you
wou’d be a great Lady.
~ Suky. Yes, Mamma, and you know when fhe rold
me {o, you went and borrow’d the t’other Six-pence
from Goody Lender, to give her: Befides giving her
the very laft Dram of Giz in the Bottle, ———— But
pray, Mother, muft not Mr. Fathon the Excile-man
go with us? ~— ~-— What will my Papa make him?
>—— You know he promis’d to marry me oncc
Mrs. Tyl. Mr. Fathom ! mairy comc up
No, no, Fufly, his Inftruments are too pitiful,
He fhall never fathom you. —— Hufly, hufly, don’t
fhame your Family, nor think of afcending fo low, —

Your Iather, you Jade you, has provided a Husband
'r qu
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-~ for you, a great Man, Hufly, one that is as brave as
St. George, or Leg/ander himfelf.

Suky. Nay, dear Mamma, don’t be angry; you know
I am eafily adviz’d another way; fo I have a Husband
at all,. I don’t care who it 15 - but indeed I can’t
lie alone any longer.

Enter Goody Tyler, [moaking a Pipe.

Good. Tyl. Daughter! Daughter! Why Daughter,
where are you? O Varfal! have I found you? There’s
a fine, fine Gentleman within, that fays he comes from
Watty, and has brought a Coach and fix Horfes for
you and us, to carry us to London.

Mrs. Tyl. O Laud! Suky, tight your felf, Hufly —
See if your clean Apron be dry; never mind fmoothing
it now — O Laud!— A Coach and Six ! Who
ever thought we fhou’d come to this! — Come along,
Suky

Suky. Yes, Mamma.

Good. 79l. [ Palling Mrs. Tyler back.] Daughter!
Daughter! Is there ever a Drop of Giz left in the
Bottle?

Mys. Tyl. No, no, never mind that— you muft learn
to drink Cypron, and Drams, and Rattlefy, and Rums —
Come along, Mother, —— §uky. ——

Suky. Here, Madam. | Excunt,

SCENE V. London.
Enter Young Walworth and Aurclia.

/Val. And wilt thou leave me thus, without one
Hope,
One gentle Dawn of Comfort to my Soul ?
How many tcdious Hours of Life are paft !
(How many do I fear there arc to come)
Fill'd only with the Profpeét of Defpair!
Can my Aurelia thus protract my Pain,
Nor think at length 1 have deferv'd her Love?
Axr,
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i@ Aur. Isthis, O Walworth/ a fit Time for Courtfhip ?
B8 This a fic Language for your Father’s Son?
# Methinks his Oflice, and your Loyalty,
# Might betét]:cr teach your Tongue to fpeak, your Hands
to act:
<1 Thunder thy Speech againft thy Country’s Foes,
@ Sooth, with thy Eloquence, the Storm of Faétion
J Or failing fo, affert the Right of Man,
* And force th’audacious Rebels to their Duty.
« Mal. This I might do, if certain of your Love:
$Let me thrive there, what Faétion is t0o {trong ?
%W hat Face can black Rebellion wear too horrid,
#Bur the bleft favour'd Lover can confront ?
"Teach but your Tongue the Name of Love to me,
iSec how the Spirits dance their chearful Round,
@l mmortal Energy inflpires the Soul,
#And ftretches it with Vigour, not its own:
#But you wou'd fend me hence unfpirited,
®inking beneath the Burden of Defpatr,
And bid me Conquer — O impoflible !
s well you may command the fainting Wretch
4’0 climb the Summit of a {teepy Hill,
W hen his exhaufted Spirits {ink him down,
¢ Aur. Hence with this idle Prartle! *tis in vain ———
{ hink you to merit by inglorious Eafe,
dnd not atteft your boafted Love by Loyalty?
hink not our Ariton, or our Sex {o low,
tut we can boaft as many Virtues {till,
|5 Greece e’er form’d, or ancient Romans knew.
\ Wal. O lovely Zeal! how charming fhe appears!
Jow ev’ry Senfe 1s wrapt in Ecftafic!
'he vait Profufion overpow’rs my Soul,
ite leaps, and {carcely holds her doubtful Seat,
Aur. No, Walwoerth, no, unequal Deltiny
liftook, when the defign'd us for cach other:
npofiibilities attend that Hope,
nd bid thee think no more of Love and me.
pok back into the great Records of Time,

B2 | And
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And. place fome fair Example in your View :
Sce the ftern Scipio, and triumphant Honour,
While the Deceiver, Lave, is blown away.

Wal. O {peak no more! Your Eloquence is vain:
Tho® Angels’ Accents pleaded in thy Caule,
And foft Perfuafion melted from thy Tongue,
>Twere all in vain —— for nothing you can fay
Can move againft the Language of thofc Eyes;
Your labour’d Arguments retort again,
By Contradition, charm and fix me more.

Aar. Hence, #alworth, hence, nor fear a Rebel’

Arm :

Approve thy Loyalty to Love, and Richard:
De refolute, and you fucceed. —— Aurelia’s Love
Waits the Return of /alworth, and of Conqueft —
The God of Love inglorious Eafc dildains,
Enervate Sighings, and unative Strains;

'T'o fuch foft Withes he denies his Ear, z
Scatters in Winds their unregarded Pray’r:
For only Merit {hou’d obtain the Fair. i
[ Exi
Wal. O glorious Sounds! Of Zalwoerth and a
Conqueflt!

Let the Spheres ring with Z7alworth and with Conguc|
Out, faithful Sword, and know the deftin’d Prize,
See where the Heap of proftrate Rebels lies, |
Conqueft is fure—the Word—Auielia’s Eyes. [
Loz

Lhe Eud of the Firft Ait. .
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ACTI SCENE L

S CENE London.
Enter Tyler, Peafe-ftack, and Mob.

gyl. HO L. D, honeft Friends; fince the laft Pint of
Brandy, I find my Senfes overcome a little—m
Bring us a Chair—one with two Elbows, quick
A little Sleep I fancy may do me Service. In the
mean time do thou, my faithful Peafe-ffack, High-
Chancellor of Eugland ({o we call thee from this Time
forth) Harrangue the Populace, and tell ’em what 1
mean while I’m afleep. You four, unfheath your Cut-
lafthes, and guard me.
[ Sits down to fleep in the Chatr 5 four of the Mob guard

bim with their Swords drawn, two before, and two
behind. |

1 Mob. No Noife while his Majelty {leeps.

qa Mob. He’s faft already ; he {noars like the Lionsin
the Tower.

2 Mob. He drinks rarely, almoft as well as he fights.

3 Muvb. By the Mals! 1 am almoft gone too. I
believe I mutt call for another Chair —— but hold, [
fancy the Ground may ferve me this time; I am not
got into the Coach-box of State yet.

Peafe. Friends and Companions —-

1 Mob. Peace, hear his Highnefs’s Chancellorfhip.

Peafe. 'That you may imagine, E'riends, that what
you are about to undertake doces not as well want the
Cloak of Religion, as of Juftice, give me leave to tell
you, That I have upon thus Occafton turn’d over the
Scripture; and tho’ it does not cacourage us (that I

cill
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can find) to undertake this Rebellion, yet this I am po-
fitively aflur’d of, that it does not fay one Word a~
gainft it: And you muft be inform’d, Countrymen,
that as Silence in a Maiden i1s a fure Token of her
Confent, fo not exprefly forbidding our Enterprize in
the Scripture, 1s a certain Sign of its approving it ——
And ———

2 Mob. How like an Angel he argues! — Did you
hear that, Neighbours? We have the Scripture on
our Side as wcll as Vat Tyler. O, he’s a rare Man!

1 Mob. Ay, and Vll warrant him a Wag too, Scyzbe,
for did not you hear him talk about th¢ Maiden and
Confent? Abh,

Peafe. Will you indulge me, Fricnds, a Moment
longer?

3 Nob. Peace, there!

a Mub. Silence ho!

Peafe, *Tis true, indeed, 1 in fome Places find O-
bceciience very ftrenuoufly recommended to the Sub-
C L
: 3 Mob. Ay! do you fo?

1 Mob. Hold, hold Neighbour, I warrant you he’ll
~ bring all oft again.

Peafe. 1 (ay, the Subjeéts Duty to their Kings is
thus ftrongly urg’d; but then 1 ask, What King? I’'m
furc it does not mention Richard. Bui till to
firengthen it — Ewngland is not once mentioned 1n the
whole Bible.

1 Mob. There’s for you, Man; Did not I tcll you
what he cou’d do? Why, I myfelf was a little puzzled
abour Obedience, and all that 5 but youfee he has clear’d
it all up again.  Ah! I told you what he cou’d do——
A mecer Dab! ——

2 Mob. But pleale your Eminence, my good Lord
Chanccllory will you give me leave to ask my Que-
ftion?

Peafe. Frecly, honeft Fellow.

2 Mob. Thank you, forfooth—I grant your Excel-

ccllence,
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B cellence, there is not one Word of England mention’d
 in the Bible; but I am fure that in the latter End of
1 the firft Side of my Bible at home, I read—London,
" printed by e—
i 2 Moeb. Ay, fothere is, I'll fwear.
- Peafe. Hold, Countrymen, are you fuch Fools, fuch
i+ Affes? Why, I imagin’d you were Men of Senfe;
% as fuch I fpoke to you. Couv’d you be fo ftupid as
not to know that it was only Printed here in Loz
don 2
. 2 Mob. Faith Necighbour, that’s true, that was a
. damnable Blunder indeed. Dear, mughty Sir, I ask
; you Pardon on my Knees.
i 3 Mob. Ay, ay, dear Sir, we ask your Pardon, and
% are fatisfy’d ; we are thoroughly convinc’d that we have
. You, Religion, a good Conlicicnce, and /st Tyler on
i our Side.
Peafe. Rife, Countrymen, and hear me yer a little
- farther: To anfwer all Objeétions, and come di-
- ge€tly to the Point— Who is there here that does not
love a pretty Wench? Who wou’d refule a glorious
Pint of G:iz? Or infolently turn his churlifh Back
on Beef and Pudding? |
- All Mob. None, my Lord, none.

Peafe. Wou'd any here cv’n wifh his Wife to flay,
altho’ the Devil pull’d her from him? Does any here
‘Jlove Work or Taxcs?

Al Mob. No, no, Dam Work and Taxes!

Peafe. 1t there be any fuch as thefe, T heartily beg
Pardon, and wou’d by all means advife ’em to returnto
their original Dunghil and Plough; and not incorpo-
rate with growing Spirits, that Jove Liberty and hate
Oppreflion. Liberty, my Boys! Oh, what a
Sound it has! Will it not be dclicious, when not a
Lad here who likes a Countefs, or firft Dutchefs, but
may cnjoy her before Night, and fhe think herfelf ho-
nour’d by the Embracc!

1 | Al
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Al Moy, Huzzah! Huzzah! Liberty and a Couns |
tefs ! .
Peafe. Then let us refolutely throw down Nobility
and Women at once, and magnanimoufly lift up Our-
felves and Petticoats afterwards; to the Accomplifh-
ment of which, I throw in my hearty Huzzah, and
cxpect cvery Body that likes the Caufe to follow me.

Al Mob., Huzzah! Huzzah! Huzzah!

[ Trumpets and Drums found within., Exit Peafe-flack.

Tyler farts from his Sleep, and draws bis Sword.

Tyl. Saddle my Sorrel Nag.
Richard ?
Sce how the Coward trembles! — Ha! have at theew
>T'was a fair Trip: How his Heels kick the Air!
Pluck me his Crown off. ~— O, I want fome Drink!
1 Mob. How wild the Brandy and the Nap have
made him!
" 2 Mob. Yet warring in his Liquor!
7%l. Fill me that Citern there fome Burgundy-—
Bring me the Tun upon the Table, Drawer;
Let me drink deep.—— Alas! what am I faying?
| Trampets again,

Where, where is

‘What warlike Sound is that?
Enter Peafe-ftack.

Peafe. 'The great Fack Straw
Salutes your Majefty, and comes to join
His fair Ten Thoufand to augment your Force,
And feat the mighty Zyler on the Throne.
Ty1. Ha'! by my glowing Hopes he’s greatly wel
comc !

Enter Jack Straw attended, embraces Tyler.

Welcome, thou deareft Partner of my Breaft,
Welcome as Sugar to a crying Child,
Welcome as Gin to Oyfter-bawling Moll;
To Whores a Cully, or a Writ to Bailits.
Siras
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Straw. O let me hold my Gratitude and Speech ;
For thou’d I once beginto {peak, my Tongue
Wou'd tire and deaf thy overloaded Ear
With: an et 'nal Crack of Thanks and Praifes.

Zyl. Exc .llent Fack! O let me hug thee to me!
Doft thou forget when in the Wilds of Kent
We chas’d the trigging Hare thro’ all her Mazes;
W hen thofe fwift Feet, and eke alfo when mine
O’ertop’d the Ditches, mill’d along the Plains,

And almoft robb’d the Grey-hounds of their Prey.
Straw. O glorious Time! and when in milder Play

We f{truck the wecll-ftitch’d Leather o’er the Field

In artful Cricker, how the Maids wou'd figh !

So falt wou’d figh, — ’till they cou’d figh no more.
Tyl. My Facky ftill! Yes, ’tis my deareft Friend;

And, by my Sword! we’ll fec far better Times:

See how our Men in many loud Huzzahs

Salute and court us to be Great and Royal:

Fate pulls the Strings of this enormous Fiddle, ——

This ill-tun’d Ciry. Hark! the Bafe the Treble
cracks,

And we, my Friend, are deftin’d to new-ftring her.
Straw. Still what thou wer’t!~— what #arty Tyler
{hou’d be!
But ftill there wants to crown my Happinefs,
Light of the Moon, and fairer than the Lamps,
My deareft Sauky O, I {ce not her!
‘Whirter than new-peel’d Turnips is her Skin,

Her Breath far fweeter than the Smell of Gix :
Her Eyes

7yl. Pr'ythee, Fack, fpare your Raptures now.
Thou fhalt have her, my Lad; thou fhalt cat her too
as well as the Turnips, if you pleafe. She’s coming,

my Lad; each Inftanc I expet her here, with my dear
Ju4ggy, and my old Mamma.

Straw. O happy Straw/
Zy.. Why founds that Trumpet ?
Peafe. From Richard, Sir,

f; C A

[ Trumpets found.
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A Meffage to your Majefty.
7yl. Let the Fellow in.

Enter 8ir Robert Knolles.

Well, what with us, Sir?

Sir Rob. Thus from his Majefty I come to {peak -

Richard the Second, King of England :

He wills to know why you aflemble thus?

W herefore thefe Riots, and this wild Difturbance?
If you complain of Wrongs and Injuries,
Why do you not addrefs him calmly then ?
Humble Pctitions wou’d become you better,
And Juftice fooner lean her Ear to Prayer,
Than Threats — o fays my Royal Mafter —
He likewife wills you to difmils your Train,
And each betake him to his fev’ral State,

Left he account you Rcbels, and proceed
With utmoft Rigour of the Laws againft you.

7yl. How dare thy Mafter fend— or thou convey,

‘A Meflage of fuch Infolence and Arrogance?

Is it becaufe he once was call’d a King *

And that thou wear’ft a Harnefs there of Lace?
Hence to thy faucy Mafter back —and tell him,

My Will is all the Anfwer I return,
For what I have, or what I yet {hall do
'T'ell him but this — the People are abus’d ——

Wat Tyler is their Friend, and will redrefs ’em.

t Mob. Ay, ay, Wat Tyler is our Friend, and fo 1
the Bible— tell him that — do, Fool —

Straw. Thinks he, becaufe he from his Infancy
Plaid with a Globe, as I have done at T'ennis:
'Thinks he to crap our Liberties away,

Like Horles Tails and with enormous Paw
To knock us down like Nine-pins? '

Tyl. Well faid, Fack.

Sir Rob. Hear, yc miftaken Ideots

7yl. Hold, no more if you regard your Boncs,

or Life, not one word more—— this is our Anfwer, and
{0
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{6 bear it to him ——but make good hafte, or we’ll be
there before you. | Exit §ir Robert.
2 Mob. Huzzah! Wat Tyler and Liberty! Huzzah'!
3 Mob. Lead us on, noble #at Tyler, lead us on.
1 Mob. We'll burn the Palace, fire the Ciry.
4 Mob. Huzzah! Wat Tylery and Fack Straw —
Huzzah!
Peaf. We'll rifle Matrons and deflower Virgins —
burn the old Bankers, Tallymen, and Ufurers, and

make Bank Notes as plenty as bad Peetry —
1 Mob. Or ftinking Mecat in the Dog-days. Huzzah!

Enter on the other fide young Walworth with a Party.

/W al. Thanks gentle Heav’n, fec where th’ Occafion

offers,
At once to ferve my Loyalty and Love:
I cannot doubt th’ Event — the mighty Pow’r,
T hat ftill prefides o’er Innocence and Virtue,
Will guide my Arm to reach the Rebel’s Heart: —
Fall on, my Friends
Serve your great King, and free your Country.
| | Falls on 'Uyler’s Party.
7yl. Ha! On my Lads! and prove whofe Blows are
kardeft. |
[ Sewveral of Walworth’s Party ave kill'd, and be
taken Prifoner.]
Weal. Unhappy Fate ! — what art thou, Providence 2
But let me {uffer only, and ’ts well.
7yl. So, fo, Loyal Sir, we fhall tame you, I believe—
Why, what has all this Buftle of yours purchas’d?
Straw. Only a Halter but harkee #ar — this
Fellow dies immediately.
7yl. Right, to terrify the reft, and fhew ‘em with
what Rigour we fhall treat thofe that dare refift ——
firing him, my Lads.
1 Mob. You muft Morrice indeed, IPriend.
2 (Mob. You fhall have a fine eafy Swing-fwang. —

Ca 3 Afol-
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3 Mub. 1 believe you never danc’d between Heav’n
and Earth before. | ~

4 Mob: You need not pray, Sir; the Loyalty of the
Aé&ion has prepar’d you for going up Stairs —————s
Come, Sit———o [Offers a Rope.
- Wal. Then do.it, Slaves — -- -

Mercy were Murder from fuch Brutes-as you.
(s they ave putting the Rope about bis Neck]

Enter Mrs. Tyler, Goody, and Suky.

Siraw. Ha! my dear Sxky, do I dream or not?
Suky. No, Sir, Ithink that you are broad awake.
Tyl. My Fuggy, oh ! — T'ruce, Minifters of Death,
Turn not the Stomachs of my Wife and Mother
With the diftorted Vifage of that Traytor—
He fhan’t die yet. Y our Blefiing, good Mamma.
* [ Kneels to Goody.
Straw. l‘Vghac fhall I fay to thee for all this Goods-
nefs : |
Tho’ I ne’cr told thee {o, I long have lov’d:
To find thee thus, thus ripe as burfting Cherries,
Rcady to drop their Sweetnefsin my Mouth ——
Is Joy fo great —1I know not how to bear 1t.
Suky. What fhali I fay to him, Mamma?
-~ Mys. Tyl. 'Tell him ’us very well; and you are fa-
tisfy’d.
- Suky. °Tis very welly and I am farisfy’d ——
7yl. Subjeéls, behold the Confort of our Bed
Fugey, falute our Pcople with 2 Nod: —
Suky, come hither — tip me your Fift, you Jade —-
Take hery, Fack Straw, and with Ler half my Pow’r —
Now let the Trumpet found its {prightly Note,
And thrce Huzzahs denote our Peoples Joy.
1 Mob. Long live King Zaty and Queen Fuggy.
All. L.ong live, 9.
1 Mob. Long live Prince Straw and Princefs Suky.
Al Long hive, {J¢. «——~Huzzah

!,
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8l 7y). Thavks, gallant Lads: - now to otir Warlike
% Enterprize. '
7All draw their Swords, and follow where T lead —i
8o, if we believe what lying Writers tell,

‘W hen Fove was tir'd with Scolding and with Loveé,
From Funo’s Arms he took his furious Way, E

T hrew down what Mountains in his Padffage lay,

-

‘And dafh’d th’ afpiring Giants into Clay. [ Exeunt.

SCENE . London.

e ¥
W

Enter Lancafter and Suffolk mecting.

4 Lanc. My Lord, you're well encounter’d ——— from
the City -
I guefs you bend your Courfe; where late your Zeal
To ferve his Majefty had pofted you what News?
Have they affembled all their Force and Courage?
Or do their Fears enervate their Defigns?
" Suff. Not fo, my Lord; they{eem determin’d fully,
To ftand or perifh in the Royal Caufe:
They greatly join their Fortunes to the King’,
And both mutt fink, or brave the Storm together.
 Lanc. Coming from thence, you muft belike have
3 heﬂfd
Of the unhappy Walworth’s late Misfortune,
Son to the Mayor from whom you juft now parted,
Who greatly bold, and refolutely brave,
Warm and intrepid in the Caufe of Loyalty,
Too eagerly rufh’d on to free his Country,
And fell into their Hands, opprefs’d by Numbers.
Suff. Alas, 1 did——and was my felt a Witnefs
Of the uncommon Patience of a Parent;
Nature and Reafon had the dreadful Tug;
T'hat call’d for Tears, and This for Refolution :
At length the doubtful Svruggle was decided,
nd the Majeltick Cazo cry’d — I’m {atisfy’d.

Lane.

4
Y

&
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Lanc. Heroick Lord! what now has Rome to boaft
Of her long Train of Heroes and of Kings?
Her Bratus fitting on the Seat of Juftice,
And fternly dooming both his Sons to Death ?
Her Confuls ? and her felf-devoted Curtius 2
How muft fhe blufh to view a little Tract,
A Spot of Earth, out-rival all her Glories,
And boaft of Virtues which the never kpew?
Suff. Moft truly {poke. But now each Moment loft,
Is an Injuftice to the Royal Caufe,
And proves us Laggards in the Loyal Race.
Lanc. Hence then, my Friend, and let Rebellior
fall,
Before the Prefence of tremendous Juftice;
Let Sov'reign Majefty exert its Pow’r,
And prove that Oppofition but exalts it, ——-

The skilful Pilot, thus, when Tempefts roar,

And the Waves beat indignant *gainft the Shoar,
Exerts his Pow’r, his utmoft Art difplays,

And ftcers his Veflel thro’ the watry Maze. { Exeuni

The End of the Second Aé3.
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7 ACTIL SCENEL
SCENE London,

| Enter Aurclia in a Difguife.
adur. UNlucky Stars! oh 1ill-concerted Art!

, Foolith Diffimulation in our Sex!

%\Vhy are we fated to conceal our Thoughts,

#And {peak a Language which our Hearts difown?
As if our Natures were not prone to Love ;

Or if *twere faulty to declare a Paffion,

Which Man, fuperior Man,confefles daily.

QO Walworth ! then am 1 thy Murderer,

'‘And my unhappy Folly has undone thee;

Yes, thou dear Youth, cou’dft thou not fee I lov’d 2
My trembling Limbs, my ev’ry Aéltion fpoke i,
‘And tho’ my Tongue dented, my Eyes confented.
In this Difguife, O Zalworth, will I follow,

.And court that Danger which I {ent thee to. [Exiz,

? SCENE IL

Enter the King, L.ord Mayor, Lancafter, 5.

King. Thanks, good my Lord; I fee your hafty Love
Has left no Path of Diligence untrack’d,
To win our beft Acknowledgments; and ftill
Tho’ the o’cr-bearing Torrent of Rebellion
Keeps its Gigantick Form of Terror on,
R]C Prefence of our Majelty, we hope,
ﬂ il duflipate the Storm, and awe the Traytors.

]
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Wiith that Intention therefore have we fent
A Meflage to the Rebels, to demand
An Iaterview in Smithfield: Adverfe Fortune
Hardens the noble Mind, and makes it ftong.
May. My Royal Leige, diftruft not the Succefs 3
Think not we Citizens can only Trade :
Our Arms, great Sir, can lift the Sword as well,
And know when Juftice and our King wou’d firike.
Already have I loft an only Son,
And I thank Heav’n, fince in this publick Place
I'm fix’d, that I firft feel a publick Lofs.
King. Heroick Lord! Friends in Adverfity
Are rarely found; but in our profperous Sun-fhine,
Like Flies they teize us with their empty buzzing.
Lanc. Lat Night they -butcher’d the good o]
Archbifhop, .
And Maffacred the Prior of St. Fobus.
W here their diforder’d -Fury will have end
None can imagine; but ’tis 'ftrange and dreadful.

Enter Suffolk.

- King. Say, worthy Suffolk, haft thou feen the Rebel
And will they grant an Interview ?

Suff. They will, my Leige.

Haughty and Infolent was their Behaviour,
Difdainful of your Mercy and your Threats:
No Reafon to diftinguith Manhood in ’em ;
But refolutely bold as well as wicked.

King."Tis well. o Smithfield now, my worthy Lords
Colleét your Forces, bring your ftrongeft Powers,
As well as Refolutions 3 ’tis 1n vain '
T'o fink beneath, but ftruggle with ill Fortune.

Rebels their unfuccefsful Caufe may mourn,
And Pecacc in all her golden Days return, [ Exean

SCENLI
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SCENE IIL

Shouts, Drums and Trumpets.

Enter Wat Tyler, and Jack Straw, Mob, &c,

4 7y, Command an Halt.
® Siraw. Halt.
® 1 Mob. Halt,

| 2 Mub. Halt.

. 9yl. Bid the firft Flank divide; and guard the Street,
while we confer in private. Come near me, Straw.
1 have about my Heart fome fad Prelage, fomcthing
*f know not what,that fhocks I know not how
#vou’d it were over.
#® Straw. Belike your Spirits are o’ercome with Tur-
Bnoil, and nced a chearful Dram to raife ’em up—1
dannot think it Fear ——1I know thy Heart, invincible
‘was made without that Paflion.
. 79l No, ’tisnot fo3 attend and hear me out ——
This is my Goody's Birth-day «——on this-very Day,
dlid the that gave me Birth firft find herown ——and
ver as this fatal Day has roll’dy the Fates have feiz'd
#nd mark’d it for fome ]Il — I once upon it broke my
Y.cg at Wreftling ——- another time I loft Ten Shil-
lings at Play —once I remember 1 was fent to Bride=
well — and on this very Day I marry’d Fugey Belch.
. Straw. Great Ills indced!
“ 7yl And yet I dread a greater than 'em all—for nowr
ny Heart is heavier than a Clock-weight, and Death
feems to have wound the Strings up even to cracking.
- Straw. Dreadful indeed !
- Tyl. Yet think not they difmay the mighty Soul of
Wat—tip us a Royal Dram -— full —Iect 1t be a Brim-
mcr— Now noble Fellows, Countrymen, and Lads,
behold your Prince and Leader — rhink what you
win, and what you have to lofe —— but firft there’s to
cey. fack.

I Mob. Lofc!— Nothing but an old Shirt and a
ery old Confcience.

2 Mob. As tor my part, I have one thing, I wou’d
willingly
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willingly lofe, fink or fwim, which is a fcolding Wife

but if I grow great I’ll divorce her, like the reft o

the Quality, and keep a Miftrefs.
7yl Fill to our Prince and Son a Brimmer, and tc

me another ; found Trumpets and beat Drumis.
[ Drink Bumpers round

Now on, my Lads, and meet this paultry King.
[ As be is going off the Genius of England meets him,
W ho dares to ftop our Warlike Expedition 2
Gen. Thy BEvil Genius, Tyler.
7yl. Whereforc com’ft thou?
Gen. To warn thee of thy coming Fate.
Repent, repent, €’er ’tis too late;
If thou perfilt’lt, thou fhall not live ah hour :
~ Repent, and Happinefs in thy Pow’r. [ Ewxit.
7yl. Dam your Advice and you, I’ll not Repent.
Ha! that again — no matter — come what will —
tho’ the Sky rains, 27at Tyler (hall go on.
P’ll call at ev’ry Gin-Shop m my way,
‘Tofs off the Quarterns, not one Farthing pay;
Break W indows, batter Signs, Drink, W hore and Sing,
And make all Mankiod truft me ’ull I’'m King.
[ Exit with Mob.
[ 45 Jack Straw is going off, Suky enters in Mens
Cloaths, and pulls him by the Sleeve.
Suky. Whither fo faft? alas! muft rude Alarms
Tear gentle Straw from his dear S#ky’s Arms;
Thou hatt not yet a Bridegroom’s Office done:
Oh! muft I alwaye, always live alone ¢
‘Why was I vainly told, that I fhould be,
Another Creature when I marry’d thee ?

Art thou already fated with thy Sue,
And wilt thou not like other Husbands do ?

Straw. My Female Warrior,do not Poutand Whine §
‘Tell me, my Jewel, if rhou didit not dine:
But do not wound me with thy plaintive Note,
Far {weeter than the Catcall’s Leathern Throats
Oaths | can hear, and look at ftreaming Blood,
Thy Tears, my Suky, cannot be withftood ;
Oh ftop the Progrefs of their fcalding Race,
Left the o'er-boiling Pot deltroy thy Face. Suky,
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}  Suky. What is my Face! ah, what are Lipsor Eyes,
 What are all Charms, when Straw from Suky flies?
{My Lillies wither, and my Rofes fade,
fAnd [ am flll that haved thing, 2 Maid.
§ S7raw. Fall angry Tiles, from rotten Houfes down,
gBurn blafing Streets, but let not Suky frown;
gier Frown more dreadful is than falling Tiles,
i'han tumbling Houfes, or than burning Piles.
4 Suky. Come gentle Straw, and let us take a Walk:
2l his, this you know is nothing elfe but Talk.
§ Straw. When from the Poft of Honour 1 return, -
T'hou canft not think nor hope how I will burn.
| Suky. Wilt thou return indeed my Love again ?
| Straw. W hy doft thou fear it ? banith ev’ry Pain.
| Suky. You'll come again?
Szraw. I will, my deareft Sue.
- Suky. Think how I languifh.
- Straw. Oh! we’ll make it do. [[Exir Straw.
. Suk, My trembling Fleth fome dreadful Il forecels
Iy Heart bearts -difmaller than Midnight Bells.
%dare not truft the Fates with Facky’s Life

uft I a Widow be, e’er yer a Wite?
No—thus accouter’d I'll his Steps purfue,
\nd he who Murders Yacky Murihers Sue. [ Exit.

SCENE IV.

Enter young Walworth wounded.

At length, thro’ all their Odds and Oppofition,
have cicaped the Fury of the Rabble ;

he few, that were my Guard, I have difpers’d,
nd now am free to ferve my King again.

It this fall-ftreaming Blood, thefe mangled Limbs,
it 1l with my untir'd, unconquer’d Hearr.

Enter Aurelia.

darL Ha! ’tis my HZalworth! tis my much-lov'd
ord
Joy too %reat! O ccftaly of Tranfport!

| 2 Away
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Away ye faife Difguifes of our Sex ;
Away Diffimyplation — let me hold him,
Prefs him to Life, to Love, and his Adurelia.

Wal. Ha! my Aurelia! vyes it muft be fhe,
None elle cou’d give me Ecftafies like thele.
What fhall I fay,

W har Rapiures can exprels my flowing Joy! !

'The Words half-born, are loft in Ecftacy!

Each S=nfe is ftunn’d, and hafting ro my Eyes,

].00ks out in Raprure on the fair Idea,

And gazes ev'ry Faculty away.

Aur. O painful Joy! — Buat ha! what Streams a

thefe? .

Arg thou not wounded, Zalworth? O! *tis I,

*T'1: | have done all this. — Ill-fated Woman!

/7all. Blame not the beft and faireft of thy Sex
Looks it not glorious to be thus adorn’d |
In the red Drops of Levyalty and Love?

Glows not my Cheek as lively as this Crimfon,
To fhew the Pride I take in bleeding thus?
Bur oh! how great is the Reward 1. find,
In hearing that you Love —— Spout, gufhing Vein
Bleed, ’ull you leave your inmoft Fountain dry.
T'he Sound of Love from her can new-create me,
Pull me from De-ath, and fix me ever here.

Aur. O thou dear Youth! — But wherefore thou

I ralk,

And livifh with the Time thy precious Blood?
H.{te to fome Help, ——- How can I think of Joy,
And fee thee thus?

J7al. O thou tranfcending Softnefs!
Doubr not the happy Weltare of thy Zalworth.
To Lleaven {ubmit the fair Event of Things,
As well the Judge of Lovers, as of Kings;
""hat Pow’r lupream will fix great Richard fure,
Sall blefs his eign, and make our Loves fecure.

[ Lixenn

- | ~ SCENI
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'SC E NE V. Swmithfeld.

Enter King Richard, Lord-Mayor a»d Aldermen,
& Suffolk, Lancafter, Astendants, &c.

King. My Lords, I doubt not of your Love and
‘Loyalty.
Here we attend the coming of the Rebels :
Th’ o’erbearing Torrent, Sirs, muft have fome Way,
Left, rudely ftopp’d, it over-fwell the Damms,
And bear an undiftinguith’d Ruin all along. _

May. Try what the milder Sway of Peace can do,
Promife Redrefs of ev’ry Thing they ask;

But if they infolently dare perfift,

Aflume the Monarch, and by Force fubdue them.
Of this be certain, That your Majefly

Has loyal Citizens, who boldly promife

To empty all their Veins before you fall.

All. We ally all fwear to die before you fall.

King. O loyal Sirs! what can I give but 'Thanks?
My Heart ye long, long {ince have fthar’d among ye.
But noble Souls difdain a Bribe to Glory;

Their fole Reward is found 1n doing Good:
But hark! thefe Shouts proclaim the Rebcls neat.
[ Shouts.

Enter Wat Tyler, Eg’c | Looks infolently on the King, )

Tyl. So, there he is. Now muft I look as great
as He, and put on full as many Airs of Grandeur.
Bring in our Elbow-Chair there. So, that's well.
Well, Sir, what wou’d you with us? You fce
we have obey’d your Summons, Sir.

Enter Walworth and Aurclia, and go to the King's Side.

King. Yes, with Amazement, and with aking Hearts
We fce the Tumults, Murthers, and Diforders
Which your miftaken Frenzy has committed.

Where arc your- Wrongs ? and what fhou’d we redrefs?

Tyl. Nothing— We'll do it all our felves.
Where arc our Wrongs ! and what thou’d you redrefs!
Why, the Laws wrong us, and the Parliament; v

ou
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You wrong us, every body- wrongs us, and in thort
we’ll bear it no longer, ~
1 Mob. Lev:Hat alone, Scyshe P warrant hﬁ..s .ﬁt:
to talk to an Emperor. 2
. King. Blindly you argue, and Wou’d blmd lca,d ¥
Thefe poor unthinking Wretchés to Dcﬂzrué{loq
Accept our gracious Pardon for all paft,
Difperfe your' Numbers, and we love you gl . ;
73/1 Ay, prlythee, who is Fool then?—— N o, you
infignificant Prig, I won’t disband evén a Taylor, the
ninth Part of a Man. But if you pleafe you may
hear our Conditions: |
Pull from that fawcy, loufy Head, the Crown,
And put it where it thould be upon mine,
As for your Carcafs, take it where you pleafe,
To France, or to the Devil —as you pleafe.
Kmﬁl This is all Madnefs hear, you miftaken
en *

73l. No wheedling, by the Blood! elfe we fall on.
What! you wou’d Coax, wou’d you, and draw our

eafly SUb_]E&S from their Daty? — No, no, that
won’t do.

Enter Peafe-ftack bafily.
Peafe. O mighty Sir! betake you to your Arms!?

Deftruction feems to threaten all around:

As the great Straw was drinking of a Dram,

A {udden Party of the Mob rufh’d on,

And f{eiz’d the drunken Hero by the Collar.

Tyl. Ha! faid’(t thou?
Peafe. Yes, my gracious Lord.

Behold him dragg’d now in a wretched Plight,

The Throat which late a Kenten Neckcloath grac’d

Is now furrounded by one far more eoarfe,

Which the triumphing Vulgar call a Halter.
[Straw led in by a Party, with a Halter about his Neck.
7yl. And is it true! Now by my Fuggy's Head,

I will have Vengeance ample as my Soul,

And refcue him in {pite of Fate or Odds.

Fall on, my Lads, fall on, and follow #7ar.

[ Draws; as be is going to fall on, Walworth flabs
bim, and be falls down immediately. )




:May. Be thou the firft'to fall, perfidious Villain, °
T'hus thro*:thy THoufands wou’d I rufh upon thee,
And.fendizhis loyal Dagger to thy Heart.

1. Confufion ! muft I thus be pelted from the World,
Y.ike Bullets from a Pot-gun. ——O ye Stars!

‘Why did you vainly promife I thou’d rife,
‘*Mount all at once, and greatly hit the Skies?
 Farewel ye Quarterns of Immortal Giz,

Which I fo many times have poured in!

Mutt I for ever bid a long Adieu

To Port, to Beer, and to my F#ggy too?

L

. O glorious Deed ! O great, O noble #alworth/

Farewel ye Bar-boards that have held my Score! %

Farewel ye Drawers that loudly bawl and roar;
A long Farewel to all---27a¢ Tyler is no more. [ Dies.

2 Mob. Who fhall drive us now, Slice, fince our
Coachman-General’s kill’d ?

t Mob. Why, I think we had €’en as good chop the
Body afunder, and each particular Marrowbone hop
home as faft as he can. |

.d’ll Mﬂé. Ay, ay.

- King. Be not difmay’d, my Countrymen and Friends,
You all are fafe, and have our Royal Pardon;
Only repent, and you are ftill good Subjelts.

All Mob. Long live King Richard the Second!
Huzza! Huzza! Huzza!

Enter Suky, fill in Men's Cloaths.

Suk. W here is my Love, my Darling, and my Sweet 2
O let me catch him in my open Arms! |
Now, Tyrants, do your worft, you fhall not part us,
For you muft pardon him, or ftring us both.

King. Drag hencethe Traitor —take the Woman out,
Send him to Juftice———to the Gallows — hence.

Straw. Weep not, my Sue, nor let thy falling Tears,
Brighter than orient Pearls, enrich the Earch.

The Royal Mercy will preferve thee fafe,
And feal that Pardon wgich thy Facky wants,
But when thou fee’ft me in the open Cart,
Stecring from Newgate to the Port of Tyburn,

Say, *Tis a Pity that fo great a Man
Shoud
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Shou’d be fo foom-Cut off wsrss fo dear 2, Husbannd s
Then wipe your Eycs, and look out for suathier, -

s e e (Ekity dyapeld off
1 Mob.] told you, Neighbonr Sz m{; ’two’ugn%ﬁ;
‘Why we were all got into the wrorg Box., = >

4 Mab. tondeed, 1 had no Opinion on’t whenl f'ogn!
}Hat was {o extravagant, | | |

King. But:here — Oh Friends ! what can we fay or dc
To recompence {uch great fuch god-like Worth:
Speak Suffolk,. Lancafter, my Heart’s {o full,

That the vaft Torrent cuts my Language fhort.

Lan. Nor can'l fpcak, orit I cou’d, my Liege,
The greateft Praife is loft in Admiration.

May. You over-ratec my Scrvice ———— as my Dury
"Twas well perform’d. —— And yct I dare believe
There’s not a loyal Citizen flands here
But wou’d have done much more to ferve his Prince,
Your gracious Favour ————Fa! my Son alive!

In T'hat and T'his 1 am by miuch o’crpaid.
King. Ahive!
Wall. Ycsy Royal Sir, c¢fcap’d by Miracle,
To be a Witnefs of awukers’d Juttice,
And beg a Blefling from your Mouth and his.
[ Kneels with Aurcha to the King aind Sufrollk.

King. Aurelia! 'Fhis is fortunate indeed !

Sujf. 'T'hou haft 1t, Boy; be happy Dboth, and loyal,

May. And live dittinguifh’d by the Royal Favour.

“ King. Now to ourWork of Jufticeyand of Recompence:
That Dagger which thy loyal Hand {o wecll
Fmploy’d i the Dcliverance of thy Counury,

Shall to the City's Arms, a glonous Ornament,

Be added, o difplay thy Worth and Honour,y

Succeedmyg Apes thull wath Pleafure ead

"T'he bold Relation of th’ Immortal Peed,

111l in the happy Years ot George's Roign,

Another Race thall grace our Hle aguan,

],uy:il a5 lhl.*;._, lmd:lllntt‘d, and as fl'c(‘,

Great, and not proud ~—yet proud of Lilerty.

United Kurope (hall be Tuli’d 1mn Peace,

Aund only then the loyal Wonder ceate,
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