(45)

‘M. Cloett: Yon cannot {ir if you -wou'd, I've lock'd
the Door : Believe me a very Good Brother, a Dying Fa-
ther, or what you will, that may raife your Pity.

L Kwneels to ber.

. Fd. Icannot, muft not , Pity you..
" Mr. Civets. Let me prevail with you 3 do not fear me,
- Vanity is not my Vice 5 you'll ind my Heart too. full of

Eove for thatto take Place et me affift you to ovcrcome
,fome.«Dnﬂiculﬁes |
- Fad. 'Tis impoflible.

Mr. Croets. Try me; never any-met with fuch: 2 Retorn
as I will make you 3 you cannot be too pure 2. Temple for
Love, fince Iam {ure you have too much Senfe not to -
know that alt:the Pleafares of the Earth-are Dift in compa-
rifon of that where Two Hearts meet, and equally full of -
Love. '

- Fid, That mine and yours will never doj if you Love
as a Brother ceafe to Ruin, that is not a Brother’s part, nor
.a Friend’s, '

Mr. Civest. Force your ~Inclinations, be Blind to my
Faults, forget 1 have no Merit, per{wade your felf into
a liking, the Pleafure will be the fame 5 find fome way if
poffible to make me agreeable to you, you call never engage
~ your Heart with more fafety ; you may find, Madam, ma-
ny Men will be your Lovers before you meet wnth one
Friend 5 if you think fo, tie me to "you for ever ; 'tis in
your Power alonc and in return Ull facrifice my Life to

ou.
) - Fid. Hereon my Knees T bég you let me go, for all
- your Arguments are vain ; ufe them to fome one who de-
~ {erves them better, and d*ﬁres them more ; if you detain
me longer never fee me again,

Mr.,
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Mr. Gieett. Tell me but that you Pity me and I'll be no
Jonger your Jaylor. | |

Fid. I can pity you, but not relieve you.

Mr. Civett; That one Word unlocks all Doors with me,
tho’ tis fo poor a Compolition ’tis not a Farthing in the
Pound for the mighty Debt of Love you owe me,

| [ Opens the Door.

Fid. My laft Command is ceafe to Love me, [ Exit,

Mr.Civett. She’s gone, and every Thing about her
feems Divine ; whata Wife is here? She's Miftrefs, Friend,
and All: Thoughtlefs, How Happy might'ft thou be if thou
would’lt > Bat we never efteem Bleflings when we come
cafily by them.

SCENE St Famess Park.

Enter Colonel Courtlove Reading 4 Letter.

Col. 1think this is the Time, but what or who fhe is I
cannet guefs ; fure 'tis Fidelie: No, the can never lay her
Fears afide enough to venture; if it is any Bodyelfe, and
Love be her Errand, fhe’ll be little the better. -

Enter Mrs. Civett and Mrs. Politick sn Masks.

Mrs. Creett. Do you know me, Colonel 2
Col. No, Madam, but [hope Ifhall before we part.
Mrs. Givett. Icannot tell whether you fhall orno, ’tis
as you behave your felf. | |
Col. 1hope, Madam, youdon't donbt my Manhood:
Mrs. Givest. No, bat I fear your Heart's gone, and that’s
what [aimat. * | -(,
o).
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Col. Truly, Madam, if that be your Bufinefs I believe:
you and I thall part worfe Friends than we met. -

Mrs. Civett. Why is your Heart {o far gone that 'tis

never to berecall’d.

Col. No, perhaps not ; but your Requeft is fomething
unreafonable at firlt S'ght 5 my Heart I can give but to
one, and that muft be 2 Woman that neither feeks mine
norany one's elfe; my Body I can difpofe of in feveral
Places 3 and if an Effay of that will do you Service, pull off
your Mask, and. if you have good Teeth, and a found
Complexion, 1 am yours.

Mrs. CGivett, Not {o neither, Col. but if you will, tell me
if Fidelia be that Happy Woman the Town fays the is?

Col. Why truly I cannot deny but did I think the wou'd
give ear to my Prayer [ (hould make her my Saint.

Mrs. Civett. T hope then it mult bea Magdalew, for to
my Knowledge the has more Lovers than you that the is
well plealed to hear. - -

Col. Bafe asthou art! Wer't thounot a Woman 1°d tear
thee piecemeal 5 however, I'li fee your Hog's-Face. [ Pulls off
her Mask, and Starts.”) Ha! Mrs. Civett! What BErivy has
put you on thus to abule your Self and Friend ?

Mrs. Civett, Love and Jealoufie ; and fince you have
difcover’d my Paflion, Truth will be my beft Vindicator.
Your Goddefs Fideliais my Husband’s Miftrels, fhe meets
him,.and I belicve does all {he can to make him Happy,
~ whillt you and I are made their Sport.

Col. Good Angels! If this be true confound your-Sex !
Can there be fuch grofs Villany hid in that Soft Shape >
Sure, Madam, ail you fay is Falfe. .

Mrs. Civett. They're but jalt gone from Mrs.. Politick’s
Houfe, ask her, here fheis. ' .

Col. Speak, Midam, Is this trie?

Mrs. Pol. Indeed I never tell Stories, nor love to have

any
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any one meet at my Houfe 5 but thisI could not help, for

Ms. Gvérr forc'd himlelf into my Houfe whether § wou'd
or no, | | | ]

Col. Was the pleas'd with him? And did fhe fuffer himte
flay long with her? -

Mrs, Pol. Not above Two or Three Hours at moft.

Col. That’s more than ever fhedid to me in Two Years
Time. O Women ! Women! What Cheats you are? If I
at any Time but kifs'd her Hand the'd Blufh, and look
down the whole Day after as if it had been fome mighty
Fault. 1 could goMad with Anger.

Mrs. Givets. Have Patience as I have, and letus join to
be Reveng'd on 'em.

Col. With all my Heart 5 for a Man can do little Mif-
chief without a Woman in the Plot.

Mrs. Givett. T hope you will be better Reconcil'd to our
Sex when you find 2 Woman kind, and only to you, which

tomy Knowledge you may 5 fo farewel ; whenIknow

they are together next 1'l{end you word.

LExit both Ladics.

Col, What, are they gone? Oh for a Deluge now to
{weep away the Sex, that we Men may be nolonger Brates !
 Well, fince'tis fo I will not lofe my Laboyr, T muft and

will enjoy her by fome Means or other.

And after shat T'll throw ber from my Arms,
And bid Adiex toall ber Sexes Charms.

The End of th¢ Fowth ACT.

o
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ACT V.

S CEN E Lord Civett's Houfe.

La. Civets. 1 bave now but one Step more to Happinefs,
which is to accomplifh the Rtin of Fidelia, which mufk be
done by way of Friendthip. She has gain’d Reputationto -
fuch a degree that there muft be Demonttration to do it,

for 'tis not in the Power of a Lampoonor 2 Woman's
Tongue. '

Enter a Servant.

Sery, Madam, Colonel Conrtlove defires to fpeak with
your Ladithip. — He looks asif he'd Eat us. [ Exit Serv.

ﬂbd;. Admit him, he comes a propes, the Philtre works
I find. |
Enter Colgnel Courtlove.

Col. T hopel donot interrupt your Ladifhip.

Lady. No, I was withing for you 5 I heard of your Rage
laft Night, and am forry you fhould lay the Inconftancy
of your Miftrefs fo much to Heart as I perceive by your
Countenance youdo: Alas! We Women are but Trifles
at the belt, or at lealt you M=n think fo. ,

Col. We may {ay fo in Rhodomontade, but we know to
our Sorrow the whole Bulinefs of our Life centers in

them s ‘tis Women makes us Proud, Brave, Ambitious,
H and



(50) _
and Extravagant, and in fhort they make us every Thing
but Wife Men. |

Lady. No Railing, Good Colonel, that Subjet has
been threadbare many Years, and all our Faults laid open,
yet you are not well without us. '

Col. 1have done, Midam, but hope your Ladithip will
allow I havereafon to be Angry, who have follow'd your
Coufin thus long with that awful Diftance that 1 never
durft ask her the lealt Favouar, nor {e much as told her I
was her Lover till lately.

Ledy. And this youplead ag Merit: Why, I believe it
has loft her, for Women hate fufpence in any Thing,

Col. What do they Love? I wifh I knew,

- Lady. Dear Force; Ravithing by the Man we love
take my Counfel, and try her that Way, you'll find it
better than all the Rhetorick you have,

Col. How fhall I have an Opportunity 2

Lady. SheandTaretogo to Ser-Figure's toNight, and as
we come back I'll bring her to Mrs.Politick’s, and there leave
- her to your Mercy.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Madam, your Coufin Fidelia is coming up.

[ Exit Servans,

Lady. Be gone, for if fhe finds you here fhe’ll fufpett
us. .
Col. T go, but be fure to be as good as your Word.

[ Exit Colowel.
Lady,
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Lady. Never fear me.
Enter Fidalia. | \ |

Youfeem extreamly Melancholy of late, my DearFidelia 5
how go Matters between you and the Colonel? Is the
Old Man.got uppermolt, and does he begin to cool ?

Fid. No, no, butI with I never had known him, or
that he were as Cold to me as a Courtier to a Beggar, for
of late he purfues me with that Violence, that between
- Love and Jealoufie I have not one Minute’s Reft.

Lady. And have you granted him all that’s in your Pow.
er to give. - |

Fid. Allthatever I intended, which is my Friendfhip.

Lady. 1 remember you told me {o, but I no more believe
you than him.

Fid. Why did you not 2

Lady. Becaufe thofe Speeches at the beginning of an
Intrigue are as Natural toall our Sex as Dreffing, Ogling,
or Looking likea Saint in a Morning before our Husbands,
when we are to meet a Gallant in the Afternoon,

Fid. 1amfo much a2 Novice in thefe Things thatall [
fpeak is Real.

Lady, May be fo, but Women are never believed in
thofe Cafes; if you are weary of your Lover I know byt
one way to berid of him, which isby Enjoyment,

- Fid. Then I muft keep him for ever, which I could be
well pleafed to do if he would be more my Friend, and Jefs
my Lover. -

Lady. That he’ll never be I'll engage 5 neither can I
imagine what makes you take {uch Pdins to be True to a
Man who isfo ¥alle to you, for to my knowledge your

H 2 Husbaod
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Husband has a M'{trefs now ready to Lie-in, befidesa Hun-
dred Int.igues which we know nothing of.

rid. You miitake, T am not fo much a Fool to keep my
Vertue ior his fake, ‘tis my own 3 I know his Bafenefs, and
can relcne it as mach as apother, and would return it any
way but quitting that Dear Jewel, which indeed is the only
Jem of Value inall our Sexe: Casket.— But, Dear Coufto,
give me your Advice how to be quit of this Troublefome
Friendihip, :

Lady. 1 can g.ve you no Advice in this Cale, you are
too Romantick a Lover for me; I am for the Modern
Way, Love a little, not long, but often, and never make
my felf uneafie for any Man s the Vertue you boaflt of fo
much I own isa very Fine Thing if one cou'd have it
Infur'd 5 but it often happens Women grow weary of it
when no Body cares to take it fromthem; and left this
fhould be your Chance, you bad as good give 1t whilft
you may be thank'd for it, as keep it and cry it abount the

Streets when no one will buyit; but, my Dear Coufin,
let's leave that to Ses-Figure.

Fid. T'll goto oblige you ; not out ofany Curiofity of
my own, for my Refolutions are fix'd, and not to be re-
mov'd by fuch Trifles. |

Lady. Well, but let's go however, Mrs. Politick has pro-
vided fome very good Chocolate for us as we come Home,
and I am to make you Two Friends.

"Fid. 1 defire not her Friendfhip, neither will I go thi-
ther, except you promifc not to ftir from me all the Time,
for I never go without a Fear upon me. |
Lady. Upon my Honour I won't,

Fid, Then doyoucallme.

Fid.
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Fid. Farewe! 5 fum:thing lyes heavy upon my Spirits.
[ Exic Fid, -

Lidy. Go thy ways Vertue, if Lovewell lets flip this Op-
porturity, I'll take care he never fhall have fuch another -

with any one elfe ; nay, I will have Impotence writ on- -
- his Forehead.

Enter to ber Mz, Civett and Mys. Politick,

Lady. All goes well, the Scene of Love is to beat your
Houfe this Night, Mrs, Politick 5 Fidelia is to meet the Co-
lonel 'there, pray let them not want Opportunity’s the
Mettle is ready melted, it only wants pouring into the .
Mouid ; I promisd to ftay with herall the Time, bat ['ll
fteal away, and you and I, Neice, will go and’ vifit my -
Lady Simples.

h Mrs, Civetr. What makes you love togo there? I hate
er.

Lady. Sodo I too, but fhe has a Handfome Husband,
and “tis faid fhe's well enough pleafed to Pimpfor bim, fo -
there is but Quality in the Cafe.

Mrs. Pol. Yes, yes, I taught her that, for Ithink ‘tis the
only ufe can be made of an Ugly Wife.

Enter Lord Civett,-

L. Civest. Whatis your Ladifhip’s Pleafure to Day 2
Shall 1 wait on you to the Perk or Play¢

Egdd that's Fine, | Alide?
Lady,
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Ledy. Nowheres good my Lord follow .your own
Way, and let me do the fame. |

L. Civett. But we are newly Married, Madam, and ’tis
the Fa(hion to be Fond at firft.

Lady. 1 love no Fathion that’s Tronblefome 5 I love to
begin as I can hold out 3 and I'm engag'd to Day, and to
Morrow, and indeed almoft all the Week.

L.Civett. I was in hopes your Ladithip would have
done me the Honour to have taken a Turn to Epfom with
me 3 I intended to have gone to Morrow for{fome Air, I
am fatigu’d with Vifitants. |

Lady. So you may, and leave me behind, I never in-
tended to be one of your Lordfhip’s Retinue.

L. Civett. Not for the World ! Bat if your Ladithip will
giveme leave I'llbe one of yours. -

Lady. Neither, neither, —— Pray go where yon pleafe,
and do what you will, I'll never interrupt you 5 'tis the
fame Prefcription I intend to ufe my felf, and fo your
Lordfhip’s Humble Servant,

Mrs, Civer, Yes, pray my Lord let it be fo, thatImay
do the fame. .

Mrs. Pol. His Lordfhip's too well Bred to difpute fo
reafonable a Thing, and when 'tis fo much in ufe.

L. Civett. Why Faith, and fo I am, and the World
fhall fee my Lady Civett isas free as the Widow Fenmtare,
your Ladithip’s Humble Servant.

| [ Exit,

Enter Thoughtles

La. Civett: My Dear Thoughtlefs why {o Dull ?
Thowght. T o {ee you {o Merry.

La. Givett. Why, have I not reafon, think you, that
| have
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have gotfo good a Father for your little One, which I
doubt will make his Lordthip a Vifit fooner than he expe(ts

Thought. Nay, 1am pleas’d with it too 5 but cannotbe
in Humour for my Life, for fear of lofing one Grain of
your Love s the Lofs wou!d be in{upportable, and me-
~ thinks I have fafted a long et already.

La. Civett. Meet me to Night at Eight a Clock at Mrs,
Politick’s, and then fhall be your Eeffer ; but have a care of
Surfeiting, forif you do I won't pity you,

Thought, Tll willingly run that Rifque ; one Favour
‘more will make me entirely Happy, which is not to {uffer
fuch Fools as Callowbird to buz about yous tho’ I don’t
fear you, yet it makes me uneafie to hear you talk'd of for
fuch Cattle.

La, Civett. 1wonder you fhou’d mind that, when you
know they are Drones without Stings, and are as little
efteem’d. —— But be gone, 1 wou'd not have my Lord

find you here. [ Exit,

I’m afraid my Gallant will prove moreT roublefome-than
my Husband, which often happens ; if fo, he muft havea
Husband’s Fate, forall that's like Reftraint I hate.

Enter Mr. Callowbirde —Runs to the Glafs and Combs
his Wig,

Mr. Callow. Gad, this Perriwig don’t become me,

L+dy. Why do you find Fault, methinks you are very
Hand{ome.

Mr. Callow. Oh Madam, a Perriwig is the moft difagree-

able Thing in the World to my Face, my Night-Cap
becomes me much better.

Lady. 'Tis impoflible. .
- Mr.
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- Mr. Callow. Nay, Madam, I'll give yon a Demonftra-
- tion 5 how does your Ladithip like me now 2

.,. [ Pwlls bis Cap ont of his Pocket and puss it om.

 Lady. O mighty well! T could not have believ'd it,
. Mt. Callow. But how do you like me now?

[ Cocks his Hat.

- Lady, Handfome beyond a Thought. Tb o He
- Mr. Callow. There’sa Swinging Advance for you. What
fhall I fay now? © [ 4fde.
Why Faith, Madam, I'm your Humble Servant: The Park
- was full of Company laft Nights Two or Three Perfons of
- Quality ftole me away, and carry’'d me Home with - them
to pay Coach-hire. |
- Lady. "Twas pretty odd 5 Perfons of Quality make you
- pay Coach-hire.
Mr. Callow. O gracious ! I have miftook ; 1.wou'd have
{aid they carried me Home in their Coach.
Lady. 'Tis an eafic Miftake, and you are apt to - make
- them.

Mr. Callow. Oh, Dear Madam, indeed fo ¥ am 5 I vow
vour Ladithip hasa great deal of Wit, Rat me elfe: Icou'd
{ay a great deal more if T wou'd. |

Lady. Pray out with it — T long to- hear what the Fool
won'd be at. L Afde.

Mr. Callow. Why then Egad I could be mightily. in
Loves but by the way, Madam, Pray what'sa Clock?

Lady. T have forgot my Watch, but.I'll go lock, and

- tell you the next Time Ueeyou.
- [ Exit Lady Civett,
Mr.
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z% *Mr. Callowb:rd Soln:. . “'- D

2 Mr. Callow, thought [hc had bcen 3 Wlt but now I
l'ee fhe’s a Fool, not to know that asking what 2 Clock ‘tis

. s the firlt word of an Addre(s~~—But perhaps the did
- notknpw how to anfwer me, ‘and fo is (tept off. —I fhall

| ;‘have. ber Page to Morrow at my leave, with a Waftecoat,
s ﬂight*gom, of fome {uch '[oy |

~ For ma-dqr the Lcdm ml; Woe, - |
Noma-ﬁraMmta Speak, fo be can Do.

S C ENE the Fortune-teller§.

1 _Emr Lord  Civet, Fldella, Mu Pohtlck, and Mr.

Lx Cmm We are come, Mr, Sct-Figwre, to know our
Fortunes, Pray tell mine firft, |
Set- Fig Looks in her Hand.

Tou ba've lately been Married I fee,
~And care no:lfor Fortune or me ;

Your Husband you'll govern with eafe,

And that a true Woman will pleafe ;

A Son you will bave in lefs than a Tear,

It plainly to me inyour Hand doth appear,

“La. Civett. See bow true he tells, Coufen: Pray let's
hear what he'll fay to you.
/ Mr
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Mr. Callow. Nay, Madam, I'll give yon a Demonfira-
-~ tion 5 how does your Ladithip like me now 2

[ Pulls bis Cap out of his Pocket and puts it om.

" Lady. O mighty well! T could not have believ'd it,
Mr. Callow. But how do you like me now?

[ Cocks bis Hat.

Lady. Handfome beyond 2 Thought. T U

Mr. Callow. There’sa Swinging Advance for you, What
{hall I {ay now? | - [ 4.

Why Faith, Madam, F'm your Humble Servant: The Park
-was full of Company laft Night s Two or Three Perfons of

- Quality ftole me away, and carry'd me Home with - them
to pay Coach-hire,

Lady. "Twas pretty odd 5 Perfons of Quality make you
- pay Coach-hire.

Mr. Callow. O gracious! I have miftook ; 1 wou'd have
aid they carried me Home in thetr Coach.

Lady. 'Tis an eafic Miftake, and you are apt to make
“them.

Mr. Callow. Oh, Dear Madam, indeed fo ¥ am s I vow
your Ladifhip has a great deal of Wit, Rat me elfe: Icou'd
{ay a great deal more if [ wou'd.

Lady. Prayout with it — I long to- hear what the Fool
wau'd bz at. L 4fde.

Mr. Cdllow. Why then Egad I could be mightily in
Love; butbythe way, Madam, Pray what’sa Clock?

Lady. T have forgot my Watch, but.I'll go look, and
- tell you the next Time Uee you.

- LExit Lady Civett,
M.
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I/ Mr. Callowbird Solus. .

R

Mr. Callow. 1 thought (he had been a Wit, but now [
fee the’s a Fool, notto know that asking what a Clock ‘us

is the firlt word of an Addre{s.——DBut perhaps the did
not know how to anfwer me, and fo is ftept off. —I fhall
‘have her Page to Morrow at my leave, with a Waltecoat,

‘Night-gown, or fome {uch Toy.

For now-a-days the Ladies only Woe,
No matter for a Man to Speak_ fo be ean Do.

S CE N E the Fortune-tellers,

Emer Lord Civet, Fidelia, Mrs. Politick, end Mr.
Set-Figure,

La, Givett. We are come, Mr, S¢e-Figure, to know our

Fortunes, Pray tell mine firft.
Set-Fig. Looks in her Hand.

Tou pave lately been Married I fee,

And care not for Fortune or me ;

Tour Hysband you'll govern with eafe,
And that a true Woman will pleafe

A Son you will bave inlefs than a Year,
It plainly to me inyour Hand dotl) appear.

“La. Civett. See how true he tells, Coufen: Pray let’s
hear what he'll fay to you.
- I Mr
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? Mys. Thoughtle(s gives bim her H.;,,Z

Set-Fig, Helpme Wonder! Here’s a Book
Where 1 could for ever look
Venus here doth Saturn move,
T bat you Jhould be Queen of Love:
And to fhew you further,
Here fhe charges you with Murther -
I muft ask you roundly why
You'll let tioe Man that Loves you Die?
You will turn all Hearts to Tinder,
And may make tioe World a Cynder :
- You bave gain'd the Love of all
But the Man you Hysband call :
" He loves Women, yet bates you,
And your Crime is being True.
1 will try my utmoft Art,
For to eafe your Tender Heart,
Come you Spirits from below, .
Let this Fair One ber Fate knorp.

Spirits Afvend and Dance, after which one of them comes
towards Fidelia and [peaks.

Spirit, When youmeet witha Man that belongs

- ( unto Mars,
Of your Favours to bim you muft never be fcarce :

The
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T be White of bis Feather bis Innocence fhews,

The Red of bis Coat bow bis Paffun ftill glows ;
His Stature is Middle, and the better for you,

His Hair Light Brown Jfhews be’s Honeft and True ;
And juft fucf a One is allotted for thee,

Which if you refufe you neer Happy will be :

Ne'er think ‘tis a Sin, of a Truth I do know

“Tis the Will of the Fatesy and they will bave it fo.

Fid. Come, let's go, I'm weary, and afraid of this
Fellow; but I'll make him and his' Fiends Liars, for1'll
go out of Town to Morrow.

Mrs. Pol. Upon my Veracity you fhan't go till I hear
. my Fortune, for I never had it told yet,-and I'll warrant
you he fays I ama True Friend.

Gives him ber Hand.

Set-Fig., Here's a Handne'er dipt in Blood,
Shews the Owner truly good,

Fuft and Honeft to her Friend,
Serves themall for the fame End.

Mrs. Pol. By my Soul this Fellow’s an Angel, he tells |
the trueft prettielt Things in the World.
 Fid. 'Tisa Fallen One then ; butlet’saway, for he has
{o dif-fpirited me I'm ready to faint.
La. Civett. I'm forry to fee you fo Ill, but we'll ftop at
Mrs. Politick’s, and fhe fhall givé you fomswhat to revive

ou.
4 . I Fid,
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» Fid, T'll go firait Home, and to Bed, for I was ‘never
fodaunted in my Life, -
Mrs. Pol, Indeed, Madam, but you fhan’t go Hcme in
this Condition; if any Body fhould fee you thus they
would think the Lord knows what 3 I have now at Home
a Bottle of Never-failing Cordial, that will in a Moment
fet you to rights 5 my Lady here cap juftific it, fhe came in
th’'other Day fo Mal-adroite, and after 2 Dram—-

La. Givett. Yes, indeed Coufin, 'tis very true, therefore
be perfwaded.

"

Fid. 1 never wanted a Cordial more than now, there-

fore for once I'll go, but don’t ask me ta ftay, for Ican’t.
La. Givest, In thatdoas you pleafe. [ Exewnt.

M. Set-Figure Solus.

Well, thefe Women are Rare Things for fupporting of
Cheats 5 but why fhou'd they not? For they are the great-
eft themfelves 5 T was really forry for that poor Lady, but
every one muft live by their Trade ; the Colonel gave me
~ fuch a Bribe Flefh and Blood cou'd nothave refus’d it, and

I queftion not if he plies her at the fame Rate he may
quickly gain his Point.

For by my Magick Art I'm ever told
AWoman's feldom loft where’s Store of Gold.

SCE N E Mrs. Politick’s Houle.

Enter Lady Civett, Fidelia, and Mrs. Politick.

La. Givest. Oh! Thad forgot, I muft gofend a Footman
to fee how a Lady does.

Mrgi
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Mrs. Pol. Dear Madam don’t your Ladithip take that
Trouble, I'll fend him wp.

[.Both run ont. Mrs. Politick locks the Door.

Enter the Colonel from a Clofet.

Fid. Ha! 1 fear I'm batray'd. [ Rums towards the Door.

Col. Only for your Good, Madam 3 come don’t be fo
- Nice, this is not the firft time you have meta Man alone
here to my certain knowledge. —Pray think me Mr,

Civett, and then you'll be Calm: No Prayers nor Tears
fhall fave you by Heavens.

Fid. Oh! Do but hear me.

Col. No, 'tis not now in your Power to beg or command
a Favour from me. |

Fid. Then I'm Miferable indeed! I hope you'll not
attempt my Honour.

Col. Have you it yet Pure and Undefiled ?

Fid. Yes, by all that’s Good and Holy.

Col. I'mglad you have, for then I(hall have the fatif-
fattion of being firlt ferved 35 for any Woman that can
reccive Courtthip from Two at once, defigns the faireft
Bidder fhall have her; and I tell you there is not in Na-
ture {o great an Enemy of either asa Provok'd Lover 5 and

Beautiful as you are, the Moment I found you Falfe you
were blacker to me thana Moor,

Fid. Let me know my Crime?
Col. My Time is too thort for that, my Bufinefs now is
to claim a Favour which I hope you think my Due, for

what Fask you'll not b= the poorer for, neither will your
Husband mifsit, or yon be the lefs efteem’d.

fid. Tt 1 conld ever have believ'd you would have had
: a
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a Thought deftru&tive to my Verttie 1would have fhunn'd
your Acquaintance as much.as Contagton. -

Col. Your Vertue is not lefs by granting all Favours to
the Man you Love, 'tis having many Gallants ruins Re-
putation.

Fid. All that you can {ay, and Love thrown into the
Scale, fhall never make me yield.

Col. If youLove me how can youlee me Dying for
what you may with fo much Eafe and Pleafure grant? A
Woman that is more Chafte than I would have you what
is fhe good for ? A fullen Thing, that makes it her Bufinefs
and Pride to war with the Flefh: She has cold Blood in

her Veins, perbaps, and if it be Natural, ‘tisa Lazy Dil-

. eafe, and not a Vertue. .

Fid. That Lazy Difeafe fhall ne'er be cur'd but by

my Death, and yet I Love you, therefore why wou'd
you undo me ? + —

Col. By HeavensT wou'd not, but what T ask I cannot
Live without, therefore be fatished, for I muft and will
réap my long-looke-for Harveft. — By all that’s Good, ra-

ther than not Enjoy you, 1 wou'd chufe to diea Thoufand
Deaths the Minute after, than live a Patriarch’s Age with-

out it.
She Kneels.

Fid. Oh ye Heavens! That continually keep the
Courfe allotted toyou, can none of your Powers help the
Poor Fideliato preferve a Thing fo long embrac’d by her?
O Vertue! Vertue! Where doft thou hide thy felf?
What hideous Thing is this that would eclipfe thee > Oris
it true that thou wert never but a vain Name, and no
Effential Thing ? Why wilt thon fuffer thy Slave to be

torn from thee > Have you no Pitying Angel to affift a
\ | weak
)



(63)
weak Woman in the Paws of Lions > Good God! Con-
- vey my Cries to Thoughtlefs’s Ears,

Enfer Thoughtlefs. —— Takes ber inkis Arms.

Thowught. Dear Fidelia! The Heavens have heard thy
Prayer 5 I am come to fave thee in AfHli&ion.

Fid. Touch menot, but let me embrace thy Knees, tho’
I am.ftill Innocent and Pure; take me and carry me
where I may fee no Man but thy felf, they are all Falfe, and
contrive thy Ruin.

Thonght. 1 know thou'rt Virtuous, and have heard all
your Difcourfe ; but what brought you here alone ?

Fid. 1came not alone, my wicked Coufin was the Fatal
Occafionof this; by what Means, when I have recover'd
my Spirits, I willtell you at large.

- Thowght, Was't the ? By Heavens thou fhalt quickly have
a full and ample Revenge on her: But, Colonel, you have
plaid me foul ; were you not my Friend 2

Col. Yes, till Love unmann'd me ; you your felf are too
{enfible of his Power to believe Friendfhip can over-bal-
lance it 5 I am not the firlt who have err'd in this Kind.

Thought, Come, Sir, thismuft fet al) Right,— Draws.

Col. Withall my Heart 5 if thelongeft Liveris to have

the Prize ‘tis worth the Sacrificing an Army.

[ They Fi;gét.

Fid. Help! Help! ’
Enter

5. ol
f
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Enter Lord and Lady Civett, Mr, and Mrs. Civett, Mys.
Politick a#d Callowbird. ‘

Thowght, Speaks to Lady Civett,

You,Madam, have done me this Favour, as Itakeit;
this was the Time I thould have broke my Lest with you 3
here, Sir, take your Spoule, make much of her, and my
Child which fhe’s big with, or elfe your Lordfhip might
have been without a Lady. - [ Gives ker 2o ey Lord.

L. Civert. Egad you thall have her again if you will, and
all fhe goes with. |

La. Civest, Alas, Poor Coufin! Becaufe you are a
Cuckold you wou'd fain perfwade my Lord he is fo too:
Tum nown Dear, thou art not, nor fhalt not be, if thou'lt
be doud. ‘ [ Chucks bim wuwder the Chin.

L. Goett. 1 cannot tell which to believe, but ‘tis woft
for my eafe to believe Dear is in the right ; and if not, I can'e
help my felf, neither can all the Law in the World do it
for me 5 fol'll e’en take the Example of the Wife, clap my
Tongue between my Teeth, and Horns in my Pocket,

Mrs. Pol. Colonel, Colonel, Pray do me Juftice, and
let the World know my Innocence. -

Col. That I will immediatcly: Gentlemen, if you want
a Bawd here’s Mrs. Politick always at your Service, provi-
ded you have Money enough. | |

Mt. Callow. Say you {02 Madam, here’s a Guinea foryou,
pray help me to a Perfon Qality to Night.

Mrs. Pol.  She ewffs bis Ears.  She | Runs of cryinmg.

mFallen indeed to be the Sport of fuch 2 Coxcomb.
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Mr. Callow. Gad, I wonder fhe thou'd be Angry;
think a Guinea isa very good Sum, confidering all Thmgs

"tis well the Colonel has been fo lecral, I believe fhe’ ll

- find fhortly we Men of Eftates will be moﬁ efteera’d, and
bave the moft Money. |

Mean while' the Colonel and Mr. Civett baving been talk-

ing with Fidelia and Thoughtle(s, Lord ml Lady Ci-
vett, ~—— All Afide.

?'{

’ﬂmgbt Was't fo, Mr. Cmdﬁ?

Mr. Civett. No, Eon my Hohouf menever gavemc fo
mach as an Ogle to

Col. Whatyou have [ald of Fidelia's Coldnefs has given - o

trje great Sattsfaltion, and now Iam become a Converty
thercas I

“for a Saint’3:d (hall ever Repine at what I attempted, —

But I hope *twill eftablifh her Charalter, fince you .will -

own there s no greater Demdnftration of Vertue than de-
nying the Man the likes : = There Thonghtfe/s — take her

to thy Asms; | Gives Fidelia to Thoughtlefs? Jthe Beft of
Womcn, “Value herasfhedeferves: Ican't help Envy-

ing thee, buf upoa mﬁﬁp& [il never more dﬁturb
her.
Fd. Tt Ihall riot be 1d' your Powcr for here 1beg that X

| 'r'may retire from this Gaud Noifie, Falfe Towu, where.

Vertue is (o much difturb'd, |
Thowgbt. Your Wifhes are granted, and for the ﬁlture
I will be as much a Gallant to my Wife as I was to my " -
Miftrefs : Come, my Dear Fidelie, the Gods be prais'd the'
Storm'd has bappen'd fo foon 3 we may yet enjoy a great
many happy Days: Heaven waskind to me in it, for now.
. plunly fee "tis we Husbands that put our Wives in mind

K of .

Mcd her before for a Miftrefs, I now adore her -

ri,f L]
i
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cf doing 1l with the Alliftance of Bad Friends and Comi-
panions s tharelo..c, Dear Civetf, have a Care of thine, for
{12 has becn one o { the Gang,

Mr,Gueee, T owilly and in order tothat prepare for the
Countrey to n»IorrOW Madam |— | Opeaks to bis Wife,

Mrs, Cizstt. VWhat have 1 done that T mu[t be {ent to
Goal?

Nir. Cizets, Not much vers but to prevent what may
happznwe'll Retire, and from this fad Minute farewel
Loveand Doating: I have fhook the lazy-withing Folly

out of my Blood, and now my Heart’s at Home again Tl
b2 content with my own Wife, ecat my dwindled Cherries
m h Spaitacles, draw the Cmtams, and Fancy her her

ace, Rxgh :Honourable BJ liz, or what{oever may pleafe
T2, tom‘-* > my Life eafic, if kofﬁbl

Thought., Tke fearcefs, greateft Happinefs of Life,
[sinc erz‘zﬁ ! and Firtuous Wife
But trofe are B’eﬁrg: that are l\'ﬁomt fo ﬁw
LHALL ‘J"é /o x\rm enz flight and hate e too,
Trus Menere Felje,and [eldon: (totheir [hame)

( prove True.




Pemphlets juft Prinsed, and Soldl by Ben, Bragg, at the Blue
Ball 7= Ave-Mary-Lane,

It Iberty and Property. A Satyr. Price § d.
_U___J The Vifion. A Poem. Price6d. -

The Monfter. A Satyr. Price 6 d,

The Female Monfter, A Satyr. Price 6 d.

The State of the Cafe between Afhby and White in the
Houfe of Comvmons, relating to the Aylesbury EleCion, with
the Arguments made ufc of by Siv Humphrey Mackworsk,
impartially Examin’d and Confider'd ; together with the
Ancent and Fundamental Righe of Enelifh Parliawments -
Ledicated tomy Lord Chief Juftice Holt, occafiond by.
s fate fncomparable Speechin the @ueens- Beweh the lafk
Day of the Term, when the dyleshury EleCors moved that
Lourt fora Habeas Corpus,  Price 1.

Naked Truth, or Phanatici{m Detefted, Price 2 d.

A Philolophick Elfay concerning Ideas, according ¢o
Dr. Sherlock’s Principles 5 wherein his Notion of them is
Stated, andbis Reafonings therenpon Examin’d, Price 6 d.

Beauty's Advocate. A Poem. Price 6 d.

Some Plain Oblervations recommended to the Conlide-
ration of every Honelt Englifi Man, efpecially to the
Flettors of Fatliament Yembers, Price 24, |



