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ter fo well, that he dares not difoblige the Father. Ay, there’s .

'a Girl, who, tho’> bur the Daughter of a poor Farmer, by her

- Prudence in keeping the Fellows at a Diftance, has as many Ad-

mirers as there are (zentlemen in the County. Upon that fin- .
le Point turns the Happinefs or Mifery of a Woman’s

ii‘fe. But how few of us have the Wit to find this out *ill it -

is 00 late!

“'ATR XXXVII. Room, Room for a Rover.

Frail’s the Blifs of Woman,
Fleeting as a Shade
- While we pity no Man,
Goddeffes we’re made »
If onr Favours wawting,
Zo their Wants we're kind ;
Ruin’d by onr granting,
We po Favonr find.
Birds, for kind complying,
Lowve their Females more ;
We're lov’d for denying,
Scorn’d when we implore,
While on ev’ry Tree,
Cherry, Cherry, fing the fmall Birds;
Zerry, Terry, Sing the black Birds
Happier far than we.

SCENE XV. Sir John and Welford.

Wel. Sir Fobn, tho’ from your late Behaviour 1I’m convinc’d
that you look upon me as a Wretch, whom in the Wantonnefs
of your Wealth and Power you may injure without Dan-

gery, yet, I mult tell you, that ’tis bafe to wrong a poor Man,
meerly
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meerly becaufe- he is fo; and not always fo fafe-as you may

.

imagine. .

'S;sr Fobm. 1 little expeéled fuch an Accufation from any Man,
much lefs, Welford, from you; whatever other Iaults I may
have, Pride and Cruelty, 1 thank Heav’n, are Strangers to my
Nature. If you are uneafy that your Leafe is unrenew’d, the
Fault is in your f2lf, you might have had it done at any time,
upon your applying to me.

Wel. It:is not that which I complain of ; tho’ your refufing
it be the Ruining me and my whole Family, yetas it is a' Matter
of Courtefy, not Right, you are at your Liberty. But that
is not what I now come to fpeak of.
- Sir Foon. My Love of Pleafure has not {fo far wafted iny E-

ftate, or debauched my Principles, as to tempt me to wrong any
Man, much lefs the Poor. The lefs they have a Right to, the
greater Necef{lity there is of preferving them in the quiet Poffe(~

fion of thag Right. - ‘
Wel. Are not our Children the beft and deareft Part of our
Properties? Is there a Monarch in the Univerfe that does not
efteem an Heir to kis Crown dearer than the Crown he wears?
Nature is alike in all. The meanelt Wretch, who daily labours
for the Bread with which he feeds his poor Offspring, lovesthem

as much as the greateft King can his.

-

AIR XXXVIII. On yonder high Mountain.

Zbe powerful Law of Nature
Doth Savage Tygers bind
What fierce or cruel Creature,
Bt tp its Young is kina
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By Hunger firong opprefs’d, - | -
- T Bey Jorgoe their needful Prey ;
Love confrffing,
Sl careffing: *
" Shall Man do lefs than they?

“Sir Fobm, 1-have a Daughter.

- . Sir Fubn. You have, afair one. |

‘Wel., Tme, fhe is fair; but her Beauty'is her leaft Perfe-
- &tion. - ‘

Sir Fobn. In the Bloom of Youth fhe hath Wifdom, Prudence,
and Modefty, beyond what I have obferv’d in the moft venera-

~ble Old Age. .

. Wel. And to crown all, an inflexible Virtue, that fets hier as
much above Temptation from Ilattery, Wealth, or Power, as
they are beneath her true Value.

Sir Fobn. Sheis, indeed, the Pbex:x of her Sex. |

Wel. *Tis no Boafting, but modeft Truth in a Father to fay
the is. Then where is your Judgment, or Gratitude ? Have
I not preferr’d you to many Gentlemen of fuperior Merit and
Fortune, in your Addrefles to my S#fosa?

Sir Fodn.. 1 own the Obligation, ard —— but that I am re-
folv’d never to marry. - |

HWel. Not marry, Sir} Why ’tis a Debt due to your An-
celtors- ——you are the Medium ’twixt themn and Pofterity,
which in you mulit fail unlels prevented by a prudent and timely
Choice ; and an ample Eftate, obtain’d by iheic Indultry, be
poflefs’d by Strangers to their Blood. '

Sir Fotn. As to iny Anceftors,they have had.their time, as
] now have mine ; they liv’d to pleafe themfelves, and fo will
I. As to Pofterity, 1 fhall not trouble my felf about what I
know nothing of, and which may er may not be, notwithftand-
ing all the Care we can take about it.

Wel. Since Il find, what 1 hop’d had been only the Warmth
of Youth, to be Principles with you, you are juftly accounta-
ble for «their Gonfequences.

Sir Fobhn. Notwithftanding your prefent Circumftances, I
look upon you asa Gentleman. In your Youth, as a Soldier
of Fortune, you had Opportunities of knowing the World be-
yond moft Men; which, join’d to your good Senfe and juft
Obfervation,qualifies you to give Advice the beft of any Man I
know. And [ appeal to your own Experience, whether Mar-
riage be not a {tate of Life, attended with innumerable Cares,
Difappointments, and Inquietudes ?

Wel. ’Tis true I have found it {o ; and you, by your living fo
many Years in my Houfe in your Youth,was frequently an_Ey?-

| wine(s
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witnefs of this fad Truth: And I.farther -confefs  that my fe.
cret Troubles (which were the greater for being {0), far ex-
ceeded all that ever were vifible; but thofe are not effential to
a married State, but might have been- prevented by a more pru-
dent Choice. But as it was, one darling Child, not only made
them eafy, but far @’er-paid them all. [Tho’ Heaven knows
that Child is now my greateft T'rouble. ] - - [ Afde.
Str Fobn. It is not the Lot of every Man to be Father toa
Silvia. The ill Conveniences of Marriage are certain,the Ad-
vantages precarious, therefore I determine to perfevere in my
Freedom. |

AIR XXXIX. A Country Lifeis fweet.
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Free from Confinement, and Strife,
Pl plow ™ thro’ the Ocean of Life,
To [eek new Delighes,
Where Beauty invites,
Bt ne’er be confin’d to a Wife.
The Man that is free,
Like a Veflel at Sea,
After Congueft and Plunder may roam ;
But when etther’s confin’d,
By Wife, or by Wind,
The’ for Glory defign’d,
No Adwvantage they find,
Biut rot in the Harbour at bome.

}Hel, How falfely do. you reafon ? Lewdnefs is a Gulph
which fwallows up the Lives and Fortunes of all who ven-
tore into it. And fach will be your Fate, if you purfue the
Courle you are pow ingag’d in. =~ | Sir
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B Sir Fobn. 1 thall run theHazard, fpite of your wife Admo-
Aitions.: ’ ,

“;Vd. At your own Peril be it then. Have I fupprefs’d myjuft
Refentment thus long, to expoftulate with thee for this? You
ou-ld be thought a Man of Humanity and Honour~— was
fot your late villanous Attempt upon my Daughter’s Virtne
s notorious Inftance of both? Nay, Sir, you may ftart, and
“frown, and bite your Lips, if you pleafe, ——1I repeatit a-
tgain, your villanous A‘ttempt. *

<. 8ir. Fobn. Confidering who I am, and what you are, fup-
:pofing I had been to -blame, ’twou’d bhave become you to
“have <loath’d your Complaints in fofter Lianguage.

- Wel. No Words are ftrong enough to exprefs your Bafe-
nefs and my Wrongs.

Sir Fobn. Had the worft youfeem to apprehend been accom-
lifh’d —
P Wel. Confound thy prophane Tongue for fuch a Suppofition.
Sir Jobn. Your Infolence and Outrage would tire the Pati-
ence 0f>an Angel. Is not your Daughter virtuous and chaft
as ever !

Wel. The Excellency of her Virtue, whom you would have
ruin’d, but aggravates thy Guilt. B

Sir Fobr. T he mighty Ruin you talk of was but to have de-
voted my Life and Fortune to her Pleafure, which fure was

fufficient to have kept her from Contempt, and her Beauty
would fill have been ds much admir’d as ever.

Wel. After the Lofs of Virtue, Beauty and Fortune, like 2
fair and fumptuous Monument ereéted upon a bad Man’s Grave,
ferve only to perpetuate Infamy, and make it more extenfive.

Jir Fobn. What is it that you’d wifth your Daughter?

Wel. | with her Innocence, Peace, FqQrtune with Fame on

Earth, and Everlafting Happinefs hereafter; but yow’d make
them all impoflible to her.

Sir Ffobn. She may ftill be happy.

Wel. And fhall, in fpite of thee. Fond Fool that I was! I
thought to have made you the happy Infirument to have ad-
vanced her to that Liuftre and Rank in Life her Merit claims ;
but you have render’d your felf unworthy of that Happinefs
and Honour; and notwithftanding all my Detage on thee, you
now ftorce ine to curfe the Parent that begot thee, the Womb
thatborethee,and the Hour that gave thee to the Light; for thou
halt added to the Wrongs of Silvia, haft pierc’d her Heart
with new unthought of Sorrows.——1 have feen her flowing

"T'ears, heard her fad Sighs and foft Complaints for thy Ingra-
titude, unworthy as thou art. o

Sir Jobn. O Welford! Father! did the weep and figh for
me ¢ O let me fly to throw me at her Feet! 1 cannos bear to

hear
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By
Pajfion to rezarn ;
Baut O, I fear,
frerce 2o bear

Zoo

The mighty Foy will be,
Awd Love’s keen Darz,

I faint, 1 die,

Until 1
Fixt in my Hearz,
Prove that of Death to me.

Her
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E 1v.]. Whither would you go 2 .- ; -

. fg’; Fobn. Whither but to gSilvia?"to- Silvsa much wrong'd,

fhut morebelov’d ; to the loving, mourning Silvia.

¥ el To whatend? - -

2 Sir Jobn. To implore her Patdon, to expell her Griefs, to

wow eternal Liove, eternal T'ruath. ~

§ Vel And if fhe confents to ratify thofe Vows by marry-

ding — Ha! he ftarts; a crimfon Bluth o’erfpreads his goilty

“Face. Wouldft thouagain abufe my fond Credulity® T here

Zrenounce all F rjendlhiq with thee, and forbid all future Con-

“werfe with my Silvia. If by my Confent you ever fee her Face
again, may Heaven renounce me ; if to revenge ‘her Wrongs

and punifh you, I fpare my felf, may — .

© 8ir Fobn. O ftop thy Imprecations, thou rath ald Man; for

“know, I cannot, will not live without my S:/via’s Sight. Un-
fay what thou haft fworn ——1 never will again abufe my

~ Truft——never again will I repeat my Offence,

Wel. With me you've finn’d paft all Forgivenefs.

Sir Fobn. '1'ho’ I ever lov’d thy charming Daughter, yet till
this Hour 1 never knew how much. Make me not defperate,
for if you do, by all the Pains I feel, there’s no Revenge (o
cruel, but I’ll purfue, to make thy Mifery, if poflible, to ¢qual
mine ; ejett thee from thy Farmm; expofe thee to Want, and
Wretchednefs, and —— |

 Wel. Ha, ha, ha! “ |
Sir Jobn. Fury and Madnefs! my Submiffion reje&ed! my
Pains infulted ! and my juft Refentment laugh’d at ! )

AIR XLI. Gillian of Croydon.

Stuce yox defpife my Power,
Lho' doubly prefs’d with Want and Age,
Pl make yost curfe the fatal Hozr,
You fecorn’d my Love, and arg’'d my Rage.
Shall I to my Vaffal bend?
-When the weak with the firong contend,
" On bis own Head be plucks the Ruin
. So I my juft Revenge purfning,
Will crafh yon, bcfore I end. | AIR

L



Wel. I» vain you florm, and threaten high ;
He’s weak, whofe Caunfe is virong »
When we your boaftive Power fhall try,

You’ll find that Right is firong.

A wvirtaous, Maid,

Wrong’d and betray’d,
Shall thy Deftraction prove ;

There’s no Defence,)

Like Innoceunce,

Nor Curfe like lawlefs Love.

SCENELE XVI. Welford’s Houfe.

Silvia, and Betty.

- Bezty. Nay, for that matter, 1’ve told your Father already,
“and he feem’d fo little concern’d at it, that it put me out of all
Patience. So thought I, perhaps he won’t tell Mrs. St
and, juft as I thought, fo it happen’d; fo thought I, Pl e’a
go and tell Mrs. S7/vigz my felf.

3z. Oh! |  Afide

Berzy. Madamyg, 5

Sil. Alas! -

Betry. What did you fay?

S:/. Did I fay any thing ?

Berty. 1 thought you did. | .

32/, Not that I know of. Oh! how fhall I conceal my Tor-
tures from this bufy, prying Creature ? [ Afsd.

Betty. But Mrs. S¢lvza, don’t you think this Sir Fob#z a hot
rible fort of Man? -

S:/. All appear fuch to me, who fall from Virtue.

Bezty. Virtue! Why he minds me no more than we do
old Sweeth.art, when we have gor 2 new one.

S2/. The tirefome Impertinent ! When fhall I have Freedom
- to complain 2 CAfe

Bezzy. And then he’s {o fond of her — Madam muit have
this, and Madam muft have that, and Madam muft have

Cother ; and this isn’t good enough,and that isn’t fine enouﬁl‘f
< | all
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B 1 pother isn’t rich enough for her. Q it would make one
2L raéted to fee it! The impadent Strumpet —= 1 could tear
r Eyes out. | |

AIR XLIII. Young Corydonand Ph:llss.

My Rage is paft conceiving ;
I florm and curfe my Fate,
To think fbe’s fiill receiving
Swuech Wealth and Pleafures great,
And fometbing elfe, but what I dare not,
. What I dare not, what 1 dare not name.

1%

But our Forathaw, by the way, is as bad as his Malter; — O
¢here’s a precious Couple of ’em! but as 1 was faying, our
Younathan, who is Sir Fobi’s Cabinet-Counlellor, fays my Ma-
fer loves no body from his Heare but you.; and theretore the
beft of it 1s, her Reign is like to be but fhort.
S:/l, When Women do thofe things, for which upon Re-
_ #:&ion they ought to hate themfelves, they can’c expe that
Men will love them long.
» Berzy. Why as you fay, Mrs. 8:/v:a, that Woman thata,a—
] don’t very well underftand her tho’y, buat I {uppofe that
#eans that Sir Fobz fhould 18ve no body but her felf ) | Afride. ] —
But what were you faying, Mrs. Silvia?
3 3. That the who parts with her Virtue, parts with theonly
‘Charm, that makes a Woman truly lovely; and fhe may well
expeét, for the deferves, to be defpis’d.
. Bezzy. She fpeaks plain enough now truly. [ dfide.]— Yes,
‘as you fay, one can’t hate that 1mpudent Creature too
‘much.
8zl If fhe be fuch, as you have defcrib’d her, fhe is mifera-
_,:lc, and, whatever the may defcive, as fuch I fincerely pity
her,

AR

L.
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| AIR XLI1V. Szrepbon, when you fee me fly.
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IWhere can gem'le Pft_y mect
So fit a Subjelt fur ber Grief
Sure that Mifery’s compleaz,
. When Time, and Dearh yields no Relief.
Death from leffer Ills may fave ;
Shame extends beyond the Grave.

Bezty. Well, I'l]l ftay no longer ; fhe’s enough to put one out
of Conceit with ones felf. [ 4 /ide.] Mrs. Silvie, [ hope you
believe that what | have told you is nothing but the Truth.

S:/. Wou’d I coa’d not, | Afide.
Bezzy. But I beg you to take no manner of Notice.
Si/. ¥ou may be aflured I never will. May it ever remain

unknown ; if they are guilty, they may yet repent; which if
they do, LHeaven innocent and gracious will forgive; the ¢
qually guilty World, never will ; if they are innocent, what
Injury thall I do, what Guilt contraét, by propagating Il
fhood ¢

Betty. Yes, yes, as you fay befides I fhould be turn’d
out of Doors; and you know ’twould vex a body to lofe
ones Place for fuch a, a, a but I’ve told you what fhe is,
and {o Mrs. Silvig™ your Servant. What a way fhe has of
talking 7 She gives one fuch Rubs, and yet does not feem to
know it neither. I don’t like her; but if the does but holdher
Tongue I'm {afe enough. I’ve made a pure deal of Mifchief,
1 don’t doubt, for I'in fure fthe’s nettled, for all her Gravity.

A TR XLV. A Wealthy Merchant’s Son.
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She who, when [be’d pleafe
Finds fhe’s miftaken, ,
Others Pain grves ber Eafe,
150 fhe’s forfaken. dinst
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Since he difdasns my Love,

New Beanties conrting,
His laftsng Plagsne I’ll prove,
I’'l] fposl bis Sporting.

SCE N E XVII. Silvia.

~Sil. She’s gone; the bufy Impertinent is gone, whofe pain-
‘ ful Prefence check’d my ftruggling Griefs; and now myfwoln
“Heart, and teady Evyes, may burft with fighing, and o’erflow
“with Tears! O Freeman, Freemaz' 1 thougnt thy former Bafe-
. nefs, thy vile Attempt upon my injur’d Honour, had giv’n me
~all the Painsyou could infliét, or I endure; but Jealoufly, that
burning Cauftick to a Mind wounded by Liove and Injurics be-
“fore, to Torture adding T orture, Pain to Pain, gives Agonies
never to be conceiv’d till they are felr.

AIR XLVI. Whilft I gaze on Cbloe.
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Still to figh, to pine, and langnifp,
Still 2o weep and wifh iz van,
St:ll to bear increafing Anguifh,
EBver bopelefs v complain!

Thus to Sorrow never ceafing,
I a helplefs Victim preove;
Ever full, and flill increafing,
Are the Pains of jealvas Love.

E - | ACT



SCENE 4 Grove.

Silvia, Welford.
AIR XLVII. Midlummer With.
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Sl R;/V HEN flazt’ring Love, and flern Defpair,

' At orce suvade the Virgin's Breafl,

Lhe smeeting Tydes reife Tempe/ts there,
Lhe rolling Sturin defiroys ber Kef?.

Bright lnnocence, nnevring Guide,
Liead me where Peace fevencly reigius ;

If glooiny Death ber Manfions bide,
Pll feek ber there, to lofe wmy Pains. Wel,
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L Iel. Still fighing!- Still in Tears ! «—— In-foft and gen-
[tle Murmurs ftill complaining ! Yet the, innocentevenin T hought
L of any Guilt, that might deferve a Ponifhment fo fevere, accu-
k fes not the Heavens, nor Me, nor Him, the cruel Author of
Eher Woes. No Storm of Rage ruffles her lovely Face; no
? Thought of Vengeance {fwells her beating Breaft ; Virtue, Liye,
and Grief, fo amply £ill her Mind, there is no Room for any ru-
sder Gueft. Never did Paflion in a Female Breaflt run with fo
2deep, fo ftrong, fo fmcoth 2 Stream. '

¢ Sil. My Father here!
5y Wel. Weep.ng, my silvia! Could’ft thou think how deep thy

ZSorrows wound me, | know thou would’ft endeavour to fub-
d

*due them.
8il. 1did not know you was {o nigh.——1 had not elfe in-
idulg’d this Burlt of Grief: Teadds to my Unhappinefs, to afflict
“fo tender, and fo good a IFather.
. Wel. Thy more than Child-like Daty and Affe@ion, thy
‘yielding Sweetnefs, and determin’d Virtue, of which each Hour
:you give me Freth Examples, do fo affect me, that I am torn
~twixt Joy and Wonder, Sorrow and Remorfe, when-¢’er 1
“look upon thee. 1, I, wretched as I am, have contributed to all
~the Wrongs you {uffer. -
. 8¢, My deareft Father, do not thus aggravate aur common
-Grief; let not your Aff-&ion for me, caufe you to wrong your
felf. If you have permitied 'me to love, and I have been de-
ceiv’d, were not you deceiv’d too?

Wel. Indeed I was; bat all fhall yet be well; thortly you thall
be convineed, that he’s fo far unworthy of your Love, that
geatle Peace and Joy fhall fill your Drealt, and he be {corn’d at
firft, and foon forgot. J

AIR XLVII. How happy are young Lovers.

AN

On fome Rock, by Seas furronnded,
Diftant far from Sight of Shorve;
Whewn the Jbrpwreck’d Wretch, confonnded,
Hears the bellowing Tempefls roar,
. Hopes of Life dy thew forfake bim,
“hen iu this dcp!nr’d Lxtream,
Then his own loud Shrieks awake Lim,

And be finds it all a Dream. Such

L R S
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Such are your Affiftions; and they, from their excef. !
five Greatnefs, fhall, like fome dreadful Vifion, find their Eng,

S:. Good Man! He knows not that all has been difcovei’d
to me already. { Afide.} Shall I deceive the beft of Fathers, and
by Hypocrify make that my Crime, which is but my Misfor.
tunc? No. Whatever Difcovery you make of his Faults, for.
give me, if I {ay, that I muft love him ftill. True, Virtue for.
bids all Converfe with him, and 1 obey ; his Crimes I hate;
his Fall from Virtue'l lament ; his Perfon, tho’ I never fee, no;
wifh to fee again, ’tis {till ceriain 1 mult ever, ever love. !

AIR XLIX. Oune Night, when all the Village {lept.

You bappy Maids, who never knew
Zhe Pains of conftant Lowve,
Be warn’d by me, and zever do

The liug’ring Torture prove.

Wifdom, bere, brings o Relief,
And Kefolution’s vain ;

Oppofing, we increafe onr Grief,
And fafter bind the Chain.

SCENE
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f SCENE IL. Goody Bufy, Goody Coftive, &e.

§ G. Bufy. A good Day to you, Mr. Welford; 1 have brought
awith me all my Neighbours, as you requefted ; and hearing you
swere here, with your Daughter, I left them at your Houfe,
zand chofe with Goody Coffive and Goody Gabdle, to come
710 you, that we might have the Pleafure of feeing Mrs. Silvia.

= Wel, >T'is kindly done of you; there is my Daughter; I’l]

L%

“Jeave you with her, and go and bid your briends welcome, m——

“You may follow at your Leifure.

SCENE IIl. Silvia, Goody Bufy, Goody
Cottive, {J¢.

G. Bzfy. Do fo, do fo ; I muyft have a little T'alk with her.
Itis fome Yearsago fince 1 faw her, never fince fhe was
Chriftened, as I remember. It is a great way, and 1 (Heaven

“help me) grow old, I don’t ufe to be fo fparing of my Vilits
elfe. Doft not know me, pretty one ¢

§:/. I don’t remember to have feen you before; but, as my
I'ather’s Friend, I am pleafed to have the Opportunityto kuew
you now.

G. Bufy. Pretty Sweetnefs ! thou'rt grown out of my Know-
ledge to0, to be fure; but we have been betier acquainied; 1
was thy Mother’s Midwife, ————— Let me fee — you will
be Eighteen come the Time, and not married yet! Now out
upon thy Father, for a nawghty Man! it muft have been his
Irault, for you are o pretty, that you maft have had Offers
enow.

S7/. Tt is foon enough to know Care and Trouble.

G. Bufy. Now out upon it ! we have never had any good
Was not I young my feif?
and don’t I know that the moft troublefome and caretul Part of
2 Woman’s Life, is from the time that fhe is fit for a Husband,
till fhe has got one? Qur greateft Care and Trouble is over

- then, for the Men, who feldom tale any betore, are bound ta

40 it then.

E a AIR
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AIR L. A Dame of Honour.

A Viaid, 250’ beautiful and chafte,
Like a Cypher [lands alone,

Man, like a Figure, by ber plac’d,
Makes ber Horth and Value knowsn.

The Tyrant, Man, faft bound for Life,
To rale Jhe takes upon ber ;

”’f:erzf’w P | Mdfd z5 i"ﬂdﬁf&’ @ ””I C’,

She becomes a Dame of Honeur.

G. Coft. Goody Buzfy, you are always talking to People in
praife of Marriage; now I fulpect you, being a Midwife, do i
for your own Ends.

G. Bufy. Suppofe I did, Goody Coffrve, where is the Harm
of that? 1 am fure, Times are fo bad, that what with one
thing, and what with another, an honeft Womasan, in my way
of Bufinels, can hardly get Bread; and { never expeét to fee i
otherwife, while Matrimony is fo much defpifed as it 1s; why,
the Men are grown 1o horrible canning, that few of them will
marry at all; and the Women are grown {o forward, that they
won’t {tay till they are married. But yoa are melancholy,
Mrs. Stlvza.

Stl. A little thoughtful; I hope you’ll excufe me.

G. Gabble. Why truly, Neighbour B#/fy, thefe muft needs
be great Hardfhips upun you; for no Marcidges, no Lyings-
Inn. |
G. Bzfy. It is not that which I complain of; for, to fay the
Truth, I don’t find but that fingle People have as many Chil-
dren as thofe that are married ; but then they are fuch Infidels,
as to let their Children dye without Chriftening, and what figni-
fies, to the Midwife, a Lying-in, without a Chriltening ? ——
I had once fome T houghts of going to Lowndin, but I am in-

formed that it is worfe there than here; for there are, it feems,
a
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Number of Women who get their Livelihood by being naughe
gwith any Man that will pay them for it, and yet never have any

hildren at all.
S5/. I can’t guefs what my Father defigns by fending for thefa

?.,5 eople‘ [ﬂﬁd‘{f.
e G. Coff. Good lack-a-day! then they have no nced of a Mid-
%wife, for certain.

¥ G.Bufy No, no; the Surgeons do all their Bufinefs.

L’SCENE IV. Gilvia, Goody Bufy, Goody Coftive,
- Goody Gabble, a#d Jonathan.

Sil. Fonathan! What comes he for?
Fon. Madam'!
Sil. To me?
Fon. Yes, Madam; Sir Jobz Freemar, by me, begs your Pe-
ruizl of this Lietter.
Sil. I am forry Sir Fobz has given himfelf the Trouble, fince
I am under the Neceflity of retufing it.
~ Fon. My Mafter commanded me to tell you, that it concern’d
the Happinefs of your [Tather.
Sil. Since {uch is the Cafe, I’ll this Inftant to my Father,
and acquaint him of this important Letter — wait you here my
- Rerurn.

SCENE V. Jonathan, Goody Bufy, Geoody
Coftive, {9Jc.

Joz. Welly {he’s an agreeable Liady, faith. [ wonder what
Sir Fehn means, by employiug me in this Affair? If his Defign
be honourable, he knows 1 can be of no manner of ufe to him,
“tis quite out of my way; and if he has any other Thouyghts of
her, he has lefs Senfe than I imagin’d he had ————— But who
have we h2re! my old Acguaintancs, and former Neighbour,
Goody Bafy !
G. Bzfy. Blefs me ; Mr. Fonathan! is it you! why you are
ftrangely grown ; almoft out of my Knowledge., Butl am glad
- to fee thee, with a1l my Heart. -
Jon. 1 beg your Pardon, but I muflt falute you.
G. Bafy. *I'is what we are us’d to at Chrifteaings. —— Pray
~ Iet it go round.
-~ Fon. With all my Heart. | Kifles the ref?,
G. Cof. A pretty civil young Man truly. I have known
. 1ome fqueamith ill-bred Fellows, refufe to do their Daty by a
~ Woman, becaufe fhe was in Years.

- G. Bafy. But where haft been all this while; and what Bufi-
« bels doft follow 2
Fon.

".-.‘ -’
Iy
Py



- Jon. As you fee, 1 ferve a Gentleman.
G, Baufy. Are you Married?

Fon. My Mafter is a fingle Man, and won’t keep any Bogy }
that is married in his Family. |

G. Bxfy. Ay, Shame take thefe (zentlefolks; they would have |
every Body as bad as themfelves. That muft be a fad Houfe,
that has never an honeft Woman in it. | ’

Fon. We live as they do in mofl Batchelors Families, veryl
lovingly. While my l\/ﬂ;ﬁer 1s entertaluing the Houfe-keeper in |
his Chamber, I am as civil to the Cook-maid in the Garret. i

G. Bzfy. O fad, O fad! what pity it is that young Me |
fhiould ipend their Time unfruitfully with naughty Women:; |
‘when, were they honeftly married, they might in a lawful way{
do much good in their Generation. If you have any Thought !
of Marriage, I bave a Widow in my Eye, that would do very'
well for you. She has fomething to bring you to, and is un.
der Thirty I affure you. While her Husband was in Health, |
fhe brought him aChild every Year; but I don’t know how it
fell out, he grew weary of her, and, as it is fuppos’d, thought
to have kilt’d her with Kindnets: but as it always happens in
thofe Cafes, he did his own Bufinefs inftead of hers, he fell in-
to a Confumption and dy’d about a Month ago.

For. No, Goody Bzfy, that will never do for me; a wanton

oung Widow for a Wife, and a skittifh Florfe for a long
}‘nurney, are two the moft troublefome things a Man can meet
withal. |

G. Bzfy. Perhaps you would rather have a Maid. Truly
they are ticklifh things, and I don’t much care to meddle or
make with ’em. But I do know of a l"armer’s Daughter, that
will fit you to a Hair. Her Father is a {ufficient Man, and
will ftock a Farim for you. ’1is true, indeed, fhe has had one
Child; for I am a Woman of Integrity, and would not deceive
any Body in thefe matters for the World., They did not marry
her foon enough. DBut fhe’ll make an excellent fticring Wife,

’il warrant her. -

Fon. AL Maid that has had a Child, is worfe than a Widow
that’s palt it. I don’t like any Body that you have propos’d
half fo well as yourfelf.

G. Bzfy. Now out upon you, for an idle Pack. Why thou
naughty, wanton, yoong Knave, what wouldft thou do with
me? Heaven help me, I am old, and fit for nothing.

Fon. Liet me ask you a few Queltions, and you’ll find you
are fit for every thing.

G. Bzfy. Well, come on then.

AIR
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AIR LI. Canft thou not weavelfsonelacg.

Jon. Thon canft do Houfewife’s Hork!
G. Bufy. - Yea, by’r Lady, that I cas.
Jon. Whip and ftitch with a Ferk ?
G.Bufly. 2ea, as well as any oxne.

Jon. Canft thozu not bake and brew?

G. Bufy.  Yea, by’r Lady, that [ can.
Jon. And do the other thing too?

Q. Buly. OQuz, you're nanghty: get you gone.
Jon. Thowu canft break Fefts, and fing?
G. Bufy. 2%a, by’r Lady, that I can.
Jon. Caper and Dance with a Spring ?
G. Bufy. 2va, as well as any one.

SCENE VI. Welford, Silvia, Jonathan, Goody
| Bufy, Goody Coftive, {Je.

G. Bufy. Come Neighbours, our Friends at Farmer /#elford’s
expel us. T here is fomething of Confequence to be done;
he would’n’t fend for us for nothing. — A Wedding, I hope;
old Folks drop off apace, but if the young Ones would Marry,
and be indultrious, the Warld might {till be increafing.

By honeft Liove alone the World’s upheld,
Death can’t deftroy fo falt, as Li.ove can build.

SCENL VII. Welford, Silvia, and Jonathan.

S:/. 1 have obtained my Father’s Litave to receive the Letter
you have brought. Whether the Gontents may require or de-
Icr-}c an Anfwer, { thall take Time to confider. I have no more
to fay.

SCENE VIII. Welford, and Jonathan.

[Silvia gives the Lezter o Welford, whoreads 12.]
Hel. See, my Silvia, the Piture of a Mind fitruggling be-
tween a Senfe of Virtue, snd the Liove of Vice. Yet he entreats

10 fee thee in fuch Terms, as might move weak Minds to pity
;. him, [ Gives ber the Letter.
/ Sil.
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Sil. If Pity be a Weaknefs, I am, fure, the weakeft of my §y;.
but yet I fear to fee him, . E
Wel. His bafe Attempt on thee, his avow’d Averfion yf
Marriage, and the Ruin of the Daughter of that honeft Strangy}
whom we entertain’d, all fhew the Jultice of thy Fear. ;
S:/. That Men fhould know Vice to be an Evil, by the P&I'ﬂk
it givés, and yet cherifth the Monfter that deftroys their Peace! |
Vel 1 have fworn never to expofe thee to be again inf{ulte
by that licentious Man. Yer I cannot but wifh he had ng:
render’d himfelf utterly unworthy of thee. DBut I have give:
him up. You fhall have ample Satisfaction for all the Wrong
vou have fufter’d. ;
Sil. If you can entertain a Thought of Vengeance, how au:
you chang’d, my I'ather! ' .
IVel. Hereafter thou wilt know me better.
Sii. Whither have you fent the Stranger and his Wife? whi

ther are you going with the People that you fent fore O §i,
forgive my Fears. Urg’d by your Love for ine, you rufh ont

certain Ruin.
Wel. Whatever becomes of me, you are the Care of FHeaven,
| Ext
S:l. I never knew him tranfported thus before. Hze’s going
to Sir Fobz, and will certainly provoke him: to his Undoing
Inftruét me, Heaven, what I thall do to {ave him.

- T

ATIR LII. When Flora the had deck’d.

O gractous Heawcﬂ, lend a fricudly Ray,
Zo guide my Steps, in Darkuefs lof?;
From Virtue's Precepts wever ict me Slray,

But gnide me fafcly thiro® this dreary Coaft.

My
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| My Love betray’d,
My Dury paid,
A [potlefs Maid,
Let me refign

DMy ufelefs Breach, into the bands of Death ;
For while I lsve there is no Grief like misne.

}%CEN E IX. 4 Room in Sir John’s Honfe. Sir Jobhn
& reading at a Table.

-

-

*T"is hard a rooted Liove to difpoflefs ;
*T'is hard, but you may do it nc’crthelefs.
In this your Safety does confift alone:

It poflible, or not, it muft be done.

,;A Poem on a Dwarf! what ftrange ftufl is here! Hey ho!
- SCENZE X. §ir John, and Betry.

Berty. There be fits, poring 0’er a Book, which he no more
minds, than he does me. Sir, did ycu cali 2

[ Sz- John zhrows the Book away.
¢ Sir Fobn. Who’s there; Berty? Come hither. Why you -
lock very amiable to-day, Bezzy.

' pLetty. O Liaud, Sir, you make me blufh.

, Sir John. Berty, fill ine fome Wine. The large Glafs, and
1] 1t ap.

Berzy. Yes, Sir.

Str fubn. My Liove to you, Berty.

Bezty. Thank you, Sir.

S¢r Jobu. Fill your felf, and pledge me.

- DBezzy. He’s coming abour again, I fee. Your Health,
Sir. 1f he would but drink a few more Bumpers; for when
he had drank moft he always took moft notice of me. {Afide.

Str Jobm. lieave me; and fend the Lady that came home
with me laft Night.

B_et?. Sir, cou’d n’t I~-1--1
~ O1r Ffobr. What is it you would fay!
Bezzy. Why, Sir, that, that,— I don’t know where to find her.

Oir Jobn, Muft I be plagu’d with your Impertinence too!
7, fend her to me, or leave the Houfe your felf.

~_Bezzy. O Fathers! I can’t bear it! I would I could fend the
Devil 1o fetch you both. [Afrde.

SCENE

afpts Pt
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SCENE XI. Sir John.
A IR LII ‘In Kent, fo fam'd of old.
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In vain, in vatrn I rove,
Hine, Wit, and Women prove,
My Anguifla to remove,

Dwm ft:ill a Lover.

Aund 1f, to eafe my Pains,

L put on Marriage Chains,

Love, that Conflraint difdaiuns,
Wil foon be over.

SCE NE XII. Sir John, and Jonathan.

Fon. Sir, 1 delivered your Letter to Mrts. Si/via.
Sir Fobn. *Tis well.

SCENE XIIL. S8ir John, Jonathan, ard Betty.

Sir Fobn, You need give your felf no farther Trouble to look
for the Lady. I’ll go and find her my felf,

SCENE XIV. Jonathan, and Betty.

Befty. How, Fonathan here! This Fool loves me howeve.
1l divert my felf, by weazing him.—— So Sir.
Fon. So Madam.

Bezty. Captain, methinks you look very fcurvil out
laft Defeat. ’ 4 y feurvily after you

For., Now 1 t_hinlc you look like a Dealer in Second-hand
Goods, who having outftood your Market, repents, and wou'd
fain be turning the Penny at any rate.

Berty.
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¥ Beszy. Ha, ha, how vex’d he is! but it would fret any Man,
Bwho going with flying Colours to take Pofleflion of a Fort,
M1 ould find the Gates fhut againft him. |

% Fosn. Now you want to be attack’d, only for an Excufe to
“rarrender. But you may keep your tottering Tenement %ill it
“tumbles about your Ears, for Fonathan.

“" Besty. Poor Fellow! 1 fee he’s horrible uneafy. Bat what
“Womsn cain deny herfelf the Pleafure of tyrannizing, when fhe
~ has itin herPower? T'o be fure, Fomarhan, you can never forget

your laft Difappointment.

A IR LIV. There was a Knight was drunk with Wine.
’

FIEEES

4
x

i
|

He fe:z2’d the Lafs, trembling all oer,
O# florming bent, no Donbt, Sir;
But fbe flipt berfelf within the Door,
- And the fosl was [but withont, Sir.
Jon. But foon repents [be &’er faid Nuy,
And finds berfelf the Fool, Sir.
For fbe that won’d not when flie may,
She [ball not when fhe won’d, Sir. [ Going.
Betty. But Fonathan, Fonatbhasn.
Jon. But fbe that worn’d not when fae may,
She [hall not when foe wou’d, Sir.
Betty. Sure you be’nt in Earneft.
Jon. Baz fbe that wez'd not whew [be mnay,
She fhall ot when [be won’d, Sir.

SCENE XV. Betty.

Berty. O the impudent, pert, conceited Puppy! to leave me
before he has had me! why he’s worfe than Sir Fobzn. 1 am
like to have a fine time on’t truly, between ’em both!

Tl e T
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A IR LV. The Sun was joft fetting,

How kind was I us’d, e’er th:s Liettice came bere!
But 1o be refus’d, fure no HWoman can bear.
By the Mafler forfuken, Pm fcorn’d by the [Vlan
FHow was 1 miftaken 1w trufting Sir John ¢

Lor be kifs’d me, I grumol’d,

He prefs’d me, I ffambld,

He pn/l’d e, I tetnbl’d,

Bauz fiill be pufli’d on.

But fruce that Slz’s comng iz lef: and undone.
Bzt frizce, €C.
But if I dow’t plague bim for ferving me [o,
Diay L be worfe tambld, worfe pufl’d, anid worfe jambl's,
Ibere-ever, where-ever 1 go.

SCENE XVI. _Auother Room in Sir John’s Houfe.
Sir John, 'Timothy, PPloughfhare, a#d Dorothy.

Sir Fobun. Perhaps it mayn’t be agreeable to the Liady, to be
expos’d to gratiiy your Curiofiity.

Tim. Sir, the Happinefs of our Lives depends on finding our
Child. And, as weare intorm’d, fhe is here.

SCENE XVII. Sir John, Timethy, Ploughfthare,
Dorothy, and Lettice Singing.

Let. My Father, Mother, and Plozghfzare here! W hat will

| bt‘icnmﬂ of me!

S:r Fobn. Stay, Child; whither are you going? 7
4 ¢f.
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Iet. O dear, dear Sir ; =
E  7im. Ay, herefheis; and no doubt but all the reft we have
$heen told is as truc. -
¥ Plongh. Ah Lettice, Lettice, what have you been doing?
#voo've fpun a fine Thread truly. We fhall have the whole
&Parith ring of you fbortly. '
- Tim. O Child, you’ll break my Heart.

Dor. Will fhe? but I’l] break her Neck firft.
z Let. O dear Sir Jobn, fave me, fave me, orl fhall be torn
to Pieces. ‘ '
3 leigb' How fine the Slut is! and how familiar with ths
% Juftice! h .
.;;J Der. Ay, ay, ’tis certainly fo. Oh you impudent Carrion,
1’1l be the Death of you.

" Zim. To find my Girl ruin’d, is worfe than never to have
+found her at all. |

s P AARETREE ¥

at

A IR LVI. Hear me weep and wail.

!

1 :

Welcome endlefs Grief,
Farewell my Goofe and Sheers forever, evers
Can 1 find Relief? No never, never.
For Grief, from Shame arifing,
New Patns is [t1ll devifing :
All Arts muft fail,
Diftraction prevail,
My Brain *tis now [urpriZing —-— prizisg.

Sir Fobn. Friends, have Patience. 'What’s palt can’t be re-
i::)all’d, but I’'m ready to make you any Satisfadtion that’s in my

ower.

Dor. Look ye, Sir, you have utterly ruin’d the Wench. "I'he
Blame and Shame muft now fall all upon her own Head ; where-
as, had fhe been married, yon know ’twou’d have fall’nupon her
Husband’s.

FPloz. But who do you think will have her now?e
3 : AIK
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AIR LVIL. Send home my long-ftray’d Eyes.

Cow’d you return her true and chafte,
L’d meet ber with a Bridegroom’s Hafte
Lut fince, from you, /be’slearn’d fu:ch 1,
Lo hate ber Sponfe,
Or arin bis Brows,

Keep ber, for me, Sir, keep ber fEi].

Lez. O dear! what muft T do? My Father will brealk his
H-=-aorr; tiny Mother will beat iny Brains «ut ; and that Montfter,
.lf)\?l*d Plunghfirare, will make me the May-game of the whole

arifh.

Plsz. Don’t call me Monfter : I’'m none of your Husband:
So keep your Tongue to your Self.

Lies. 1 won’t; ’tis all along of you that this hss happen’d.
You always knew that I hated you, and yet you would have
had me, whether I would or no.

Dor. Yes, Hufly, he would have made an honeft Woman

~of you; but you imnult be a Gentlewoman, muft youé’l -

*
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A IR LVIII. A Nymph of the Plain.

So true, and o kind,
T o whate’er you inclin’d,
To whate’er you inclin’4,
He bad wewer deny’d ;
Buz with Yoy bad comply’d,
b To have made yon bis Hife,

And obey'd all bis Life;

In a manner [o [oft, fo engagirg, arndjweet,

As well might perfwade you his Paffion 1o meel.

" Tim. Wife, I never approv’d of your forcing the Gicl’s In~»

clinations, and now you fee what it’s come to.
Sir Fobn. Friend, you feem an honeft inoffenfive Man,

which aggravates my Remorfe for having wrong’d you.

F 2 AIR
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AIR LIX. Young Pbilores and Celia met.
A N i N

é DET 3

EL e

Let.  Regard my Tears, difpel my Fears,
Ll né’er offend yon more.

Tim. Zhe Simple Groom, the Steed being gone,
So fhuts the Stable Door.

Let. Pity my Pain. Tim. My Pity’s vain.

Let. My Folly I deplore.

‘L'im. Fame that’s loft, and Time that’s paf?,
What Power can reftore ?

Ambo. Fame that's loft, and Time that’s paft,
What Power can reffore ?

Sir Fobn. What good-natur’d Man, that was but a Spe&ata
in this Scene, but muft be mov’d? I thought, ’till now,. i

general Love of Women confiftent with Generofity, Honour |
and Humanity. - Falfe and deftrutive Principle! By thy
fingle A¢t of mine, how many innocent Perfons have I injur'd!
Thhe Woman, too — the Eafinefs with which fhe gave ¥

her Honour, makes her, tho’ pitied, yet defpis’d, even by ¢
the Author of her Ruin.

SCENE XVIII. Z0 them, Jonathans whifpers
S77 John.

Sir Fobn. Ha! S:lvia, faid you? Sure you miftake!
Fox. No, Sir; fhe’s in the next Room, and defires to fee you.
Sir Fobz. Fly then, and condué& her in. ~———— Good Pec

ple, an Affair of Confequence obliges me to beg you wloulc:
eav
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B .ave me for the prei‘ent. ~ If you p]}:afe to wait in the nex
IRoom, when that’s difpatch’d, I’ll fend for you again. '

SCENE XIX. S8ir John and Silvia.

B Sir Fobn. She’s here, whom moft I wifh to fee; and yet, fuch
& (he Power of uilt, I dare not look .upon her. Could I
%have thought her Sight woun’d ever give me Pain? But,
9ike a Wretch remov’d at once from impenetrable Darknefs, in-
%o (he mid-day Blaze, 1 ficken at the cheerful Light, and fain
swvould (hun a Brightuefs, that glads all Eyes but mine.

& i, O Sir! pardon and pity an unhappy Maid: Had Heaven
sequir’d me to have dy’d, to have fhewn my Duty to the beft of
Warents, the Pain bad been far lefs; but filial Piety commands
{ne to live, and interpofe between your Power, and the Weak-
“mefs of my good, but incens’d F ather.

AIR LX. I’m Ormond the Brave.

Your beavieft Refentment, ab' lez me, let me bear.
In Psity to bis Age, my reverend Father [pare:
Zoil, Want, and all you can inflict, I will not foun
But when 1 think that be may be, for wretched me, undone,
0b, oh!

"SCENE XX. $ir John, Silvia, amd Welford.

¢ Welf. O Silvia! Never, ’ill now, had I Caufe to blufh for
any Act of thine. Rife, nor offer that Incenfe to an ldol,
‘Wwhich Heaven alone is worthy of, and which, were he not loft
't0 Shame, as well as Honour, he muit blufh to receive.

- 9:. Condemn me not: Can any Submiflion be too low to
fave from Ruin fuch a Parent?® Still let me kneel. )

Wel. Heaven, and all that’s juft on Earth, forbid it. _

- Sir Fobn. Confounded and amaz’d, 1 had not Power to rmfe
sher from the Earth, me—— O Silvia! Welford) a=—-cou'd
é K3 you
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you fee my Heart! how deep my Contrition! how fincere my
Sorrow! you would no longer fear, [Zo Silvia.] nor you b,k
angry, [Ze Welford.] Vice, in all its genuine Deformitie [
I’ve juft beheld. Virtue, in all its Charms, I fee in you —.
Receive a returning Prodigal to your Arms; forgive, and}
make me happy. L.et the Prieft, by honourable, holy Mar |
riage, give me a jull Pofleflion of thy Charms, and join me g
Virtue, and to thee, for ever,

Sz/. 1 came to beg your Favour for my Father, not a Hys |
band for my {clf. You once thought me mean enough to ba
ter my Innocence and Virtue, for your Wealth; fhould T now |
confent to marry you, might it not be juftly fulpeéled that my}
former Refentment was not from the Liove of Virtue, and Con. |
temhpt of Riches, but Artifice, to make the better T'erms? Vi
tue is Heaven’s beft Gift : INor have they more than the Ap
pearance of it, who fubinit to the lexft Imputation on their Fame,
for Wealth, or Power, or Love, mure tempting to a genecous
Mind. Think it not 7Pride in me, to refufe an Obligation |
- the Man who would have robb’d me, of all that diftinguifhy
me fiom the vilefl of my Sex.

Sir Fohz., 1o have my Liove and Admiration increas’d, by |
what gives me Defpalr, is a Punifhiment (tho’ juft) that’s in |
fupporiable.

Al R LXI. Minuet.

i 1th Pity, gracions Heav'n poffefs’d,

Langhs Mortals bow *twonld be addrefs’d:
Celeftial barr,
O footh my Care!

dndy, as my Heaven on Earth I view thee
Lovely Creature,
Pride of Nature,

- Teach me (like Heaven) how to waone thee.

] d it 1d ] .
S/, I pardon, pity, and I love thee Sir Fol
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E  Sir Fobn. O charming Sounds ! —-~5o0 Heaven cheers a de-
Mpairing Sinner, with the fweet Voice of Mercy. *
%" ¢,/ But Heaven, when it pardons, appears above Reward,
2by conferring Obligations. That is not in my Power.
£7 o refufe them is, and in that I am determined. FFarewel,
—"T'is bard — but Virtue, Prudence, and my
A¥ame require it. Therefore, farewel for ever. — —— 1f your
¥Return to Virtae be fincere, you have a Miftrefs who will ne’er
iforfake you ; but, ever blooming, crown your Days and INights
fwith Joy, —— when 1 am Dutft.

. Sir Yobn. [ Falling on Welford’s Neck.] O Welford, Welford!
‘muft I lofe her? You lov’d me once. [Isthereno Remains
iof Pity left? Can you behold me finking, and yet refufe a
“friendly Hand to fave me ¢

" Wel. [ Embracing bim.] Heaven forbids me not to pity,
love, and in the Anguifh of iy Soul, weep o’cr thee, my
now dearer than ever, tho’ too unhappy Son.

Sir Fobn. Did not you call me Son? O that I were! To
.be your Son, is all the Happinefs my Soul afpires to.
Wel. Too foon you’ll find that Name includes the worft

of Miferies, certain Defpair.-— But, to the Bufinefs of

my coming.

SCENE XXI. 8ir John, Silvia, Welford, Goody
Bufy, Goody Coftive, Jonathan, Beity, {J.

Wel. Goody Buzfy, and the reft of my Iriends who came
with me, pray, walk in. INow let all here attend and witnefs
to the Truths I am about to utter; and you, unhappy Y outh,
prepare to bear the mofit furprizing Change of Fortune, like a
Man. — You are not whom you feem, and whom you think
your felf, Sir Fobu Freeman, Baronet, and rightful Pofleffor of
a fair Eftate, but an innocent Impoftor, and Ufurper of ano-
ther’s Right, and my unhappy Son indeed.

37/ What can my Father mean!

G. Bafy. This is the ftrangeft Story that ever I heard of.

Sir fobhn, Helford, to invent a Tale fo vile, and fo abfurd,
to make me defpair of Si7/via, as being her Brother, is unwor-
thy of your good Senfe and former Probity. |

Wel. I will not thank you for your Aflent to the Truth of
what laffirm. T'bis excellent Lady is not my Daughter, but the
much wrong’d Augelica Frceman, the fole furviving Child of
the late Sir Fobz Freeman, and Heirefs to his large Eltate.
I read Wonder and Surprize in every Face. You leok for
Proofs. e—— Goody Bu#/fy, you ferv’d Sir Fobn Freeman’s Lady,
and my Wife, as Midwife.

. Bzfy. That I did to be fure.

F 4 Hel.
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Wel. How many Children had each?

G. Bafy. Two, a Son and a Daaghter, I fhall never forpe
i¢: they Lay-in both times together, and your Wife nurgq
both Sir Fobe’s Children.

Wel. All this is true; but was there any thing remarkable
upon the Body of Sir Fobs’s Son when born?

G. Bxfy. No, but yours was mark’d under the left Breaf
with a bunch of Grapes, the Fruit, Lieaves and Scalks all in
their proper Shape and Colour, as if they had been growing
on the Vine.

Sir Jobn, [Qpening his Breaft.] Here is the indelible Mark,
vifible and fair, as when the Seal of Heaven impreft it firft, 1o
diftinguifh the Impoftor from the rightful Heir.

Wel. Too well I know it. .

S:/. If this (zentleman be your Son, how could his Birth
have been conceal’d (o long?

Wel. That with my own Shame,I am now todifcover.—
My Wife, while unmarry’d, attended on the Mother of this
Liady, then a Virgin, and o far was fhe honour’d with her
Confidence, that fhe liv’d with her rather as a Sifter or Com-
panion than a Servant ; after her Marriage to Sir Fobn, and my
Wife’s to me, the Honour of their I'riendfhip was continun’d;
for I was happy in Sir Fob#’s, as my Wife was in his Lady’s.—
"I'hat we had the fame number of Chiidren, and of the fame
Age and Sex, and that my Wife was entrufted with the Care
of theirs, you have heard already. —— Soon after the Birth of
this Lady, a War breaking cut, Sir Fo5#, who had an honou-
rable Poit in the Army, went for Flanders : 1 attended him
thither, and (as I had formerly done) ferv’d under him asa Vo-
Juntier. ———— In this our Abfence, a FFever made dreadful
Ravage in this part of the Country. OFf it dy’d Sir Fobn's
L.ady, and quickly after his Son, (who was then at my Houfe)
and my Daughter. My W ife taking the Advantage of the
Lady’s Deatn, and our Abfence, reported, that the Son who
dy’d was ours; and the furvivinig one (truly ours) was Sit
Foubn’s. —— Our Daughter who dy’d was bury’d as his; and
his, this Lady, was reputed and educated as our own —
The Fraud was never fo much as fafpeéted by Sir Fobx, nor
any other Perfon, my felf excepted I indeed, by Obferva-
tions, which none elfe had opportunity to make, foon found
it out, and charg’d my Wife with it; fhe confefs’d it, and t0
my Shame prevail’d upon me to conceal what I could never
approve. She dy’d before Sir ‘Fobhn, and never liv’d to fee
her Son pollefi’d of the Honour and Wealth, which fhe by
fuch wicked Means had endeavour’d to procure for him.—
Thro® Heav’n’s Mercy I hope fhe refls in Peace. But what
have been my Tortures e’er fince 1 confented to conceal _t]f;;:

guilty
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kruilty Secret! —— Stung hourly with Remorfe, I attempted to
%do her Juftice and conceal my Shame, by effe@ing a Marriage
% etween her and my Son ; but Heaven, that refus’d the imper-
#fect Satisfation, and condemn’d the Fraud, has, youn fee, made
dvain the fond Attempt, nor would fuftfer her to receive that
425 another’s Gift, which is her own proper Right.
Sir Fobs. And long may fhe enjoy it. — I have not fo ill
“profited by her bright Example, as to repine at a Change of
;?j%mmne, fo juft, and fo much to the Advaniage of this won-
“drous Pattern of all that’s excellent in Womankind. |

- 8il. Your Juftice, and the Moderation of your Son, affeéts
““me more than thefe unthought of, undefired Riches: can 1
.ever forget your more than paternal Kindnefs and Affe&ion?

" Wel. Spare me the Confufion, that your Goodnefs gives

‘me; look not fo tenderly, nor {peak fo kindly, but treat me
‘as your Injuries and my Crimes deferve.

- 84l The Crime was another’s.-—-- Your former Tendernefs
and prefent Juftice, tho’ to the Difadvantage of your Son, is
~+all your own. If you forfake me now, I am indeed au Or-
:phan — Riches have Snares, and Youth without a Guide is
“expos’d to many Dangers —- Be ftill my Father.

Wel. Thy own worthy Father, were he living, could never
Jove thee more. — But to be thy Father ts impoflible.

Sil. This is your Son. —— Liet me be his, and you are ftill
‘my Father.

Sir Fobhn. Do 1 indeed behold her heavenly Face, all clad
in Smiles, and kindly bent on me? Do I indeed hear her har-
monious Voice pronounce me happy ? — Or does my flatC’ring

~laancy, ;:n footh Defpair, form Images that have no real Ex-
iftence :

Wel. Blefs her, blefs her, Heaven! and a5 you have made her
the beft, make her the happieft of her Sex. — Never did L
talt Joys fincere till now.

il This furprizing Difcovery unmade, had I confented
to have been yours,—— the Difintereftednefs of my Liove and
Virtue could never have been known. —- Heaven has made
our Duty and our Intereft one. I may now without Reproach

give my Hand, where before I had given my Heart.

| Betty Heeps.

Joz. What, in Tears, Bezsy !

Betty. What have I loft for want of refleting fooner? I'd
rather have that Liady’s Virtue, than her Beauty and Eftate.

Fon. Poor Girl !—Why this is to have it.— 1 remember on a
cercain Occafion I made you a Promife of Marriage, if you
think it worth ctaiming, give me your Hand.

Berty. There it is ; if you can forget what’s pat, you fhall

-« have no Reafon to complain of my Conduét for the fuuxel. "

.
1
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Sir John. Ob how fweet,
All over Charipes,
Lo blefs my Arms,
Thy generous Virtue all Vice defeating.

Sil. All complear and puve’s wny Foy,
tithont Alloy ;.
o %ith Tranfport uanufral my Boforn 1s beating.
Sir John. Dearcft Treafnre !
Sil. O Foy beyond meafure!
Sir John. Zhis eruly is Pleafure.
‘e Follies adieu.
Both. O Deareft!

All complear and pure’s my Foy,
b ithont Alloy ;
H’ith Tranfport nunfnal my Bofom is beating,

Sil. Louve gently firing,

And foftly infpiring,
Sit John. Panting, defiring, DIl Virtue parfue.
Both. Ol Deareft!

All compleat and pure’s iny foy,

Withont Alloy

White Huurs approach, and the black areretreating.

G. Buafy.
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Bufy. Ay, this is as it fhould be— 1 could even cry for
]0?, E)-{'j’cc thyﬂ.t there is 0 much honefl Liove left in the
1d.
W.;‘i- Fohn. Reclaim’d by your Virtue,and reftored to Fortune
by your Generofity, I hope you’ll take it as a Proof of my
Sincerity, that I confefs my felf con§ern’d forthe Diftrefs brou ght
upon an honeft Man and his Family by my Folly.
s71. Your Concern is juft and generous, like the Man I kope
ever to find you ——but have 1 given my felf to you, and not
my ['ortune? All is yours ; difpofe of it as you pleafe.
- Sir Fobn. Fowathau, {fend Leztice and her Friends hither. —
O Madam, the longeft Life wou’d be too fhort to pay my Ob-
ligation,

SCENE XXII. Sir Johny Silyia, Welford,
Goody Bufy, Goody Coftive, {J¢. Timothy, Let-
tice, Dorothy, {Jc.

Sir Fobz. Unhappy Girl, I with 1t was in my Power to make
you ample Satisfaétion for the Injury 1’ve done you; but fince
thatis impofiible,I will fettle fomething on your IFather,in Truft
for you, that, managed with Prudence, may fecure you from the
Fears of Poverty, the Rock on which you fplit before.
You, Sir, I hope will continue with wus. The Farm
lately Tenanted by my Father, with your Confent, Madam, I
beftow on this honeft Man, for the Purpofes before-mentioned.

§:. And may it anfwer your Imtentions, which if it does,
we may hereafter give ’em farther Proofs of our regard for
their Welfare.

dim. Dor. Lez. Heaven blefs you both.

Str Fobnu. Liezzice, as 1 fhall never fee you more, takethis Ad-
vice with you. ~— Keep this Liady’s Example inview, and you
may yet excell in Virtue many of your Sex, who having ne-
ver err’d in the manner you have done,lookon your [Fault as
unpardonable. — INor fhall you, Bezzy, or Fonathan, be forgot.

Fon. Sir, if you approve of it, Bezzy and I have refblved to
taike one another for better for worfe.

ir Fobz. That 1 do approve it, you fhall find by the hand-
{ome Provifion I’'ll make for you.

Wel. Son, not forefeeing this happy Event, I fent for the
T'enants to attend, that upon making the Difcovery they might
be ready to pay their Daties to this Liady, upon her taking Po(-
leflion of her Eftate.

Szr Fobn. Mladam, what think you of inviting *em in, to par-
aike of the general Joy?

1/, By all means.

A
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We [corn the Warld below.
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Such bright Examples firing,

Wel.

gaze,

d, onr Sonls we raife,
bor Virsue bebeld the Mind venews.

So the Sun, for ever brighs,

Communicates bis Light,
Adnd adoruns every Qbjelt that he views.

Lransform’

Plough.
Tim.
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CHORTUS.

Since Trauth to the Mind her own Likenefs reflelts,
Makes known our Defells, makes known our Dejellsy
Since Trath to the Mind ber own Likenefs reficéls,
Let none the juft MMirror defpife.
What Virtue fo bright but Reflection 1mproves,
Or Folly fo flubborn, but what it removes?
Reflect, be bappy, and wife.

F I N 1T G
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