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SCHOOL ror SCANDAL..

A CT L
SCENE Lady Sneerwerir’s Houfe.

»

LadySneerweLLandSnaRE difcovered atatea-table
Lady Sneerweerr,

HE paragraphs, you fay, Mr. Snake, were all
inferted.

Snake. They were, Madam ; and as I copied them
myfelf ina feigned hand, there can beno fulpicion
from whence they came.

L. Sneerwell. Did you circulate the report of lady
Brittle’s intrigue with captain Boaflall ?

Snake. 'That’s in as fine a train as your Ladvihip
could with ; in the common courfe of things, Ithink
it muft reach Mrs. Clacket’s ears within twenty-four
hours, and then the bufinefs, you know, is as good
as done, o

L. Sneerawell. Why yes, Mrs. Clacket has talents,,
and a great deal of induftry,

Snake. True Madam, and has been tolerably fuc-
cefsful in her day ; to my knowledge fhie has been the
caufe of {ix matches being broken off. and three fons
difinherited ; of four forced elopements, as many clofe-
confinements, nine feparate maintenances, and two di-
vorces ;—nay, | have more than once traced her cau-
fing a tété a té1é in the Town and Country Magazine,

B 3 when
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when the parties never faw one another before in the
whole courfe of their lives. g

L. Sneeraell. Why yes, fhe has genius, but her.
manner is too grofs,

Snake. ‘True, Madam ; fhe has a fine tongue, and
a bold invention ; but then her colouring is too dark,
and the outlines rather too extravagant ; the wants
that delicacy of hint, and mellownefs of fneer, which
diftinguithes yqur Ladyihip’s fcandal. A

L. Sneerwell. You are partial, Snake.

Snake. Not in the leaft ; every body will allow
that Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or look
than many others with the moft laboured detail, even
though they accidentally happen to have 4 little truth
on their fide to fupport ie, .

L. Sneeravell, Yes, my dear Snake, and T'l] not de-
ny the pleafure I feel at the fuccefs of my fchemes ;
(botk: #ife) wounded myfelf, in the early part of my
life, by the envenomed tongue of flander, I confefs
nothing can give me greater fatisfation, than redu-
cing others to the level of my own injured reputation,

Snake. ‘True, Madam ; but there is one affair, in
which you have lately employed me, wherein, Icon-
fefs, Iam at a lofs to guefs at your motives.

L. Sneeravell. I prefume you mean with regard to
my friend Sir Peter Teazle, and his family.

Snake. 1do; here are two young men, to whom
Sir Peter has a&ted as guardian fince their father’s
death ;- the eldeft pofleffing the moft amiable charac-
ter, and univerfally well fpoken of ; the youngeft the
mott diflipated, wild, extravagant young fellow in the
world ; the former an avowed admirer of your Lady-
thip, and apparently your favourite ; the latter at-
tached to Maria, Sir Peter’s ward, and conffled'y
admired by her : Now, on the face of thefe circum-
flances, it 1s utterly unaccountable to me, why you,
the widow of a city knight, with a large fortune,
fhould not immediately clofe with the patlion of a
man of fuch charafler and expeQation as Mr.Surface ;
and more fo, why you are {o uncommonly earneft to
deftroy the mutual attachinent fubfilting between his
brother Charles and Maria, :

. L.Sncers
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L. Sneeravell. ‘Then at once, to unravel this myf~
tery, I muft inform you, that love has no fhare what-
ever in the intercourfe between Mr. Surface and me.

Snake, No!—
. L. Sneerawell. No! his real views are to Maria, or

her fortune, while in his brother he finds a favoured
rival ; he is, therefore, obliged to maik his real inten-
tions, and profit by my affiftance. :

Snake. Yetftill I am more ‘?uzzled why you fhould
intereft yourfelf for his fuccefs. :

L. Sneeravell. Heavens ! how dull you are ! can't
you furmife a weaknefs1 have hitherto, through thame
concealed even from you? Muft I confefs it that
Charles, that profligate, that libertine, that bankrupt
in fortune and reputation, that he it is for whom I
am thus anxious and malicieus ; and to zain whom
I would facrifice every thing.

Snake. Now, indeed, your condutt appears con-
filtent ; but pray how came you and Mr. Surface fo
confidential ?

L. Sneeravell. For our mutual intereft ; he pretends
to, and recommends fentiment and liberality, but I
know him to be artful, clofe and malicious. In fhort,
a fentimental knave, while with Sir Peter, and indegd
with moft of his acquaintance he pafles for a youth-
ful miracle of virtue, good fenfe, and benevolence.

Snake. Yes, 1 know Sir Peter vows he has not his
fellow in England, and has praifed him as a man of
charafer and fentiment, )

L. Sneeravell. Yes ; and with the appearance of
being fentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour
his addrefles to Maria, while poor Charles has no
friend in the houfe, though I fear he has a powerful
one in Maria’s heart, againft whomn we muft dire&@
our {chemes,

Enter SErvVANT,

Serwant. Mr. Surface, Madam,
L. Sneeravell. Shew him up (exit fervant) he ge-
nerally calls about this hour—i don’t wonder at peo-

ple’s giving him to me for-a lover, _
: Enter
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Enter Josrrr Surrace.
" Jofeph. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to you— "
Mr, Snake, your mott obedient. :
. L. Sneeravell. Snake has juft been rallying me up-
on our attachment, but I have told him our real
views ; 1 need not tell you how ufeful he has been’
to us, and beliéve me, our confidence has not been
ill placed. : :
Fofeph. Oh, Madam, ’tis impoffible for me to fuf~

pect a man of Mr. Snake’s merit and accomplifhments, -

L. Smeerwell.  Oh, no compliments ; but tell me

when you faw Maria, or what’s ore material -to s, ~

your brother.

Fofephr. 1 have not feen either fince I left you, but

Ican tell vou they never met ; fome of your ftories

have had a good etfect in that quarter. b

L.. Sncerwell. ‘The merit of this, my dear Snake, -
belongs to you; but do your brother’s diftrefles in- -

creafe?
Fofeph. Every hour ! Tamtold he had another exe~
cutiomin his houfe yefterday—In thort, his diffipation

and extravagance excéeds any thing [ ever heard, * -~

L. Sneerarell. Poor Charles !

Fofeph. Aye, poor Charles indeed ! notwithftand- - .
ing his extravagance one cannot help pitying him ; I+’

_wiih it was in my power to be of any eflential fervice
to him ; for the man who does not feel for the diftref-
fes of a brother, even though merited by his own
mifcondué, deferves to he

L. Sneerwell. Now you are going to be moral,’and
forget you are among friends.

Fofeph. Gad, fo I was, ha! ha!—Tll keep that
fentiment till 1 fee Sir Peter, ha! ha! howerver, it
would certainly be a generous a& in you to refcue
Maria from fuch a libertine, who, if he is to be re-
claimed at all, can only be fo by a perfon of your
fuperior accomplithients and underftanding.

Snake. 1 believe Lady Sneerwell, hears company
coming ; I'll go and copy the letter I mentioned to
your Ladyfhip. Mr. Surface, your moit obedient.

[Exit Snake. ~

Tefesh
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Sofeph. Mr. Snake, your moft-obedient. Iwon-
dez, Lady Sneerwell, you would put any confidence
in that fellow. A

L. Sneerawell., Why fo ?

Jofeph. 1 bave difcovered he has of late had fe-
weral conferences with old Rowley, who was for-
merly my father’s fteward ;" he has never, you know,
been a friend-of mine.

g... Snesrwvell, And do you think he would betray
us .

Foferh. Not unlikely ; and take my word for it,
Lady Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue encugh
to be faithful to his own villainies,

- Enter Mar1ia;

L. Sueerwell. Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you
do? What’s the matter ?

Maria. Nothing, madam, only this odious lover
of mine, Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crab-
tree, juft called in at my guardian’s ; but I'took the
firft ofﬁlportunity to flip out, and run away to your
Ladythip,

L. Sneeravell. 1Is that all?

Fefeph. Had my brother Charles been of the party
you would not have been fo much alarmed.

L. Sreervell. Nay, now you are too fevere ; for I
dare fay the truth of the matter is, Maria heard you
was here, and therefore came 3 but pray Maria, what
particular obje&tion have you to Sir Benjamin, that
you avoid him fo ?

Maria. Oh, Madam, he has done nothing ; but
his whole converfation is a perpetual libel upon all
his acquaintance,

Fofeph. Yes, and the worfl of it is, there is no
advantage in not knowing him, for he would abufe a
ftranger as foon as his beft friend, and his uncleis as

d

Meria, Formy part, I own wit loofes its refpect
with me, when I fee it in company with malice ;———
what think you Mr. Surface ?

Fofeph. To be fure, Madam,—to fmile at a jeft
that plants 2 thorn in the breaft of another, isto be-
come a principal ih the mifchief, L. Sneerauell.
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L. Sneeravell. Pafh—there is no poffibility of be-
ing witty without a little illnature ; the malice in 2
good thing is the barb that makes it ftick. —What is
your real opinion, Mr. Surface ? : :

Fofeph. Whyv my opinion is, that where the fpirit .
of raillery is fuppreffed, the converfation muft be na-
turally infipid. .

Maria. Well I willnot argue how far flander may
be allowed, but in a man, | am fure it is defpicable.—
We have pride, envy, rivalthip, and a thoufand mo~'
tives to depreciate each other ; but the male flander-
er, muft have the cowardice of a woman, before he
can traduce one., - :

Enter SERVANT. :

Serwant. Mrs, Candour, Madam, if you are at
leifure, will leave her carriage. ‘

L. Sneerwell. Defire her to walk up. (Exit fer-
want.) Now, Maria, here’s a charafter to your tafte ;
though Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, yet every
body allows fhe is the beft natured fort of woman in
the world.

Maria. Yes—with the very grofs affeQation of
good nature, fhe does more mifchief, than the dire@
malice of old Crabtree.

Fofeph. Faith it’s very true ; and whenever 1 hear
the current of abufe running hard againft the charac-
ters of my beft friends 1 never think thei in fuch
danger, as when Candour. undertakes their defence.’

L. Sneeravell. Hufh! huth! here theis.

' Enter Mrs. CANDOUR.
Mrs Candour. Oh! my dear Lady Sneerwell ;
“well, how doyoudo? Mr. Surface, your moft obedi-
- ent.—Is there any news abroad 7 No! nothing good
-1 fuppofe—No ! nothing but fcandal }—nothing but
fcandal !

Fofeph, Juft fo indeed, Madam. .-

Mrs. Candour. Nothing but fcandal {—Ah, Maria
‘how do you do child ; what, is every thing atan end
between you and Charles ? What, he is too extrava=
gant.—Aye | the town talks of nothing elfe.

Maria. 1am forry, Madam, the townis fo ill em<
ployed. Mrs,



FOR SCANDAL 11

Mrs. Condour.  Aye, fo am I child—but what can
one do? we can’t ftop peoples tongues :—They hint
too, that your guardian and his Lady don’t live fo

* agreeably together as they did.
. Marias Yam fure fuch reports are without foun-
dation.

Mrs. Candour.  Aye, fo thefe things generally are:
—It’s like Mrs. Fathion’s affair with Colonel Coterie ;
though, indeed, that affair was never rightly cleared
up ; and it was but yefterday Mifs Prim aflured me,
that Mr. and Mrs. Honeymoon were now become
mere man and wife, like the reft of their acquain.
tance. She likewife hinted, that a certain widow in
the next fireet, had got rid of her dropfy, and reco-
vered her fhape in a moft furprizing manner.

Fofeph. The licence of imnvention, fome people
give themfelves, is aftonithing.

Mrs. Candour, ’Tis fo——iut how will you ftop
peoples tongues ? *Twas but yefterday Mrs. Clacket
informed me, that our old friend, Mifs Prudely, was
ﬁoing to elope, and that her guardian caught her juft

epping into the York Diligence, with her dancinﬁ-
mafter, I wasinformed too, that Lord Flimf{y caught
his wife at a houfe of no extraordinary fame, and that
Tom Saunter and Sir Harry Idle, were to meafure
fwords on a fimilar occafion.—But I dare fay there
is no truth in"the ftory, and I would not circulate fuch
a report for the world. ’ L

Fofeph.  You report I—No, no,no.

Mrs, Candour. No, no,—tale-bearers are juft as
bad as the tale-makers.

Enter SErvaNT,
Serwant. Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr, Crabtree,:
: [Exit fervant,
Enter SirBenyamin and CrABTREE,

Crabtree. Lady Sneerwell, your moft obedient
humble fervant. Mrs. Candour, I belicve you don’t
know my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite ; he has a
very pretty tafte for poetry, and fhall make a rebus
or a chirard with any one. '

-Sir Benjamin. ~Oh fie ! uncle.
' Crabire
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Crabtree, In faith he will; did you everhear the
liges he made at Lady Ponto’s route, on Mrs. Frizzle’s,
feathers catching fire ; and the, rebufes——his firdt.is:
thename of a fith; the next, agreat naval comman--
der, and~———— ,

Sit Benjamin, Uncle,now prythee, ,

~. L. Sneerwell. Iwonder,Sir Benjamin,; you never
publith apy thing. .

" Sir Benjamin.  Why, to. fay the truth, ’tis very;
vulgar to print—and as my little produftions are:
chiefly fatyrs, and lampoons on.particular perfons, I.
find they circulate better by giving copies in confi--
dence to the friends of the parties ; —however, I have:
fome love elegies, which, when favoured -by this:
Lady’s fmiles (‘te Maria) I mean to give to the public,

Crabtree, ’Foregad, Madam, they’ll immortalize
you (to Maria) you will be handed down to.pofteri--
ty, like Petrach’s Laura, or Waller’s Sacharifla,

Sir Bepjamin. Yes, Madam, I-think. you’ll like:
them (to Maria) when you fhall fee them ona beau-.
tiful quarto type, where a neat rivulet of text thall
murmur through- a meadow -of margin ;—'foregad .
they’il be the moft elegant things of. their kind.

Crabtree. But, od!go, Ladies, did you hear the.
news ? , i

. Mrs. Candour. What—do you mean the report of—..

Crabtree.. -Na, madam, that’s not i—Mifs. Nigely.:

going t6 be married to her own footman. :
. Mrs. Candour. | Impoflible ! .

Sir Benjamin., Tis very , true, indeed madam;
every thing is fixed, and the wedding liveries befpoke.

Crabiree. Yes, and they do, fay there were very
prefling reafons for it. :

" Mrs. Candouy. 1 heard fomething of this before.

1. Sneerawell. Ol ! it cannot be ; and . I wonder
they’d report fuch a thing of {o prudent a Lady..

. Sir Benjamin. Oh! but madam, that is the very
reafon that it was believed at once ; for. fhe has always
been fo very cautious  and referved, that everybody-
was fure there was fome reafon for it at bottom.

Mrs. Candour. It is true, there is a fort of puny,

' ( fickly
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fickly reputation, that would outlive the robufter
charafter of an hundred prudes. . . .~ .

Sir Benjamin. 'Trué, madam ; there are Valetu-.
dinarians in reputation, as  well as- conflitution,’
who being confcious of their weak part, avoid the
leaft breati of air, and fupply their want of ftamina
by care and circum?pe&ion. o

Mrs. Candour. 1 belieye this may be fome. miftake ;,
you know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumftances
have often given rife to the moft ingenious tales, ~ .

Crabtree. Very true ;—but odfo, Ladies, did you.
hear of mifs Letinia Piper's lofing her lover and her
ihm:a&er at Scarborough.—Sir Benjamin, you rememe-

er it. ‘

_ 8ir Benjamin.. Oh, to be fure, the moft whimfical
circumftance { ' ' L

. L. Sneerwell. Praylet us hearit..” =

Crabtree. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille’s,
affembly, the converfation happened to turn upon the’
difficulty of breeding Nova Scotia fheep in this coun-
try ; no, fays a lady prefent, 1 have feen an inflance.
of it, for a coufin of mine, mifs Letitia Piper, had
one that produced twins, What, what, fays old Lady
Dundizzy (whom we al know'is as deaf as a poft).
bas mifs, Letitia Piper had twins,—This, you may’
eafily imagine, (et the company in a loud laugh ; and,
the next morning it was every where reported, and,
believed, that mufs-Letitia Piper bad aCually begn
brought to bed of a fine boy and girl. o

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ) . .

Crabiree. 'Tis true, upon my honour,—Oh, Mr,,
Surface, how do yeu do ; I hear your uncle, Sir Oli-
ver, is expetted in town ; fad news upon his arrival,.
to hear how your brother has gone on.: .

Fofeph. 1hope no bufy people have already pre--
judiced his uncle a'%ainﬁ him—he may reform,

Sir Benjamin. ‘True, hemay ; for my part, 1 ne-
. ver thought him fo wutterly void of principle as peo-.
ple fay—and though he has loft 2ll his friends, I am
told no body is better fpoken of amongft the Jews.

Crabtree. 'Foregad if the Old Jewry was a ward,

: C , Charles
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Charles wonld-be an Alderman, for he pays as many
annuities as the Irith Tontihe ; and when he is fick,
they have prayers for his recovery in all their Syna-
gogues. ) ’ )
ir Benfamin. Yet no man lives in greater fplen-
dour.~They tell me, when he entertains his friends,
"he canfit down to dinner with a dozen of his own fe-
curities, have a fcore of tradefmen waiting in the an-
tichamber, and an officer behind every gueft’s chair,
Fofeph. This may beentertaining to you, gentle-
men ;—but you pay very little regard to the feelings
of a brother, . ‘ :
Maria. ‘Their malice is intolerable. { 4fide.) Lady
Sneerwell, I moft with you a good morning ; I'm
not very well; . [Exit Maria.
Mrs. Candour. She changes colgur:
L Sneerawell. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her.
Mrs, Candour. ‘To be fure I will ;—poor dear
girl, who knows what her fituation may be ? - '
: [Mrs. Candour follows her.
L. Sneerwell. T'was nothing, but that fhe could
not bear to hear Charles reﬁe&eg on, notwithftanding
" their difference.
. 8ir Benjamin. ‘The young Lady’s penchant is ob-
vious. o S
Crabtree. Come, don’t let this dithearten youw—— -
follow ber, and repeat fome of your odes to her, and
I'll affift you. - o
Sir Benjamin. Mr. Surface, 1did not come to hurt
you, but depend on’t your brother is utterly undone.
Crabtree. Oh | undone as ever man was—can't
raife a guinea. o '
" Sir Benjamin. Every thingisfold, I am told, that
was moveable. s
Crabtree. Not a moveable left, except fome old-
bottles,and fome piQures, and they feem to be fram-
ed in the wainfcot, egad.
Sir Benjamin, Iam forry to hear alfo fome bad
ftories of him,
Crabtree.  Ob! he bas done many mean things,
that's caxtain, o S
i
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Sir Benjamin. But, however, he’s your brother,
Crabiree. Aye ! as he’s your brother—we’ll tell
you more another opportunity.
Sir Benjamin. Yes! as he’s your brother—we’ll
tell you more another opportunity. »
- [Exeunt Crabtree and fir Benjamin,
L. Sneerawell. *Tis very hard for them, indeed, to
leave a fubje& they have not quite run down. '
Fofeph. " And Ifancy their abufe was no more ac-
ceptable to your ladythip, than toMaria.
L. Sneerwwell. 1doubt her affe@tions are further en-~
Eaged than we imagine ;—but the family are to be
ere this afternoon, {0 you may as well dine where
you are ; we fhall have an opportunity of obfervin
her further ;—in the mean time I'll go and plot miE
chief, and you jhall ftudy. [Exeunt,

SCENE Sir Perer Teazrre’s Houfe.

Sir PeTeER.

'WHEN an old batchelor marries a young wife,
: what is he to expe@ }——"Tisnow above fix
months fince my Lady Teazle made me the happieft of
men—aznd 1 have been the moft miferable dog ever
fince —We tifted a little going to church, and fairly
quarrelled before the bells were done rinﬁing. T was
more than once nearly choaked with gall during the
honey moon, and had loft every fatisg&ion in life,
before my friends had done withing me 1ioy.—And yet,
Ichofe with caution a girl bred wholly in the coun-
try, who had never known luxury, beyond one filk

own, or diffipation beyond the annual gala of a race

Il.—Yet now, fhe plays her part inall the extrava-

ant fopperies of the town, with as good a grace as
if the had never feena bufh, or a grafs plot out of
Grofvenor-Square.—1 am fneered at by all my.ac«
quaintance—paragraphed in the news-papers—ihe
diffipates my fortune, and contradi@s all my hwnours.
—And yet, the worft of it is, 1 doubt I loveher, or
I fhould never bear all this but I am determined
never tobe weak enough tolet her kno w it—No!
no ! no! Cz Enter

KAV
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. Enter Rowiey,

Rowley. Sit Peter, your fervant, how do you find
_yourfelf to dﬂ{/? : :

. dSirdlf’mr. ery bad, mafter Rowley, very bad
indeed. '
Rowley. I'm forry to hear that——what has hap-
pened to make you uneafy fince yefterday ?
Sir Peter. A pretty queftion truly to 2 married man.
- Rowley. Sure my Lady is not the caufe!
Sir Peter.  'Why! bas any one told you fhe was
dead ? .
Roawley. Come, come, fir Peter, notwithftanding
ou fometimes difpute and difagree, 1 am fure you
ove her. :

Sir Peter.  Aye, mafter Rowley; but the worft of
it is, thatin all our difputes and guarrels, fhe is ever
in the wrong, and continues to thwartand vex me ;—
1 am myfelt the fweeteft tempered man in the world,
and fo I tell her an hundred times aday,

Rowley. Indeed, Sir Peter !

Sir Peter. Yes—and then there’s Lady Sneerwell,
and the fet fhe meetsat her houfe, encourage her to
difobedience ; and Maria, my ward, ihe too prefumes
to have a will of her own, and refufes the man |
propofe for her ; defigning, I fuppofe, to beftow her-
felf and fortune upon that profligate his brother.

Rowley. You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken
the liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to
thefe two young men ; for Charles, my life on’t, will
retrieve all one day or other.—Their worthy father,
my once honoured mafter, at his years, was fullas
wild and- extravagant as Charles now is; but at his
death he did not leave a more benevolent heart to
lament bis lofs. ,

- Sir Peter. You are wrong, mafter Rowley, you are
very wrong ;—by their father’s will, you know, I bew
came guardian to thefe young men, which gave me ag
opportunity of knowing their different difpofitions ;
but their uncle’s Eaftern liberality foon took them out
of my power, by giving them an early independence.
—But for Charles, whatever good qualities he Eight

: ave
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havé inherited, theyare long fince fquandered away
with the reft of his fortune ;—Jofeph, indeed, is a
pattern for the young men of the age—a youth of
the nobleft fentiments, and aés up to the fentiinents
he profefles.

Rowley. Well, well; Sir Peter, I than’t oppofe
your opinion at Ergfent, though I am forry you are
prejudiced againit Charles, as this may probably be
the moft critical period of his life, for his uncle, $ir
Oliver, isarrived, and now in town. ’

Sir Peter. What! my old friend, Sir Oliver, is
he arrived? I thought you had not expedted him
this month. - :

Rowley. No more we did, fir, but his paffage has
been remarkably quick. ,

Sir Peter. 1 fhall be heartily glad to fee him—'tis
fixteen years fince old Nol and I met—But does he (till
enjoin us to keep his arrival a fecret fromhis nephews?

Rowley. Hedoes, fir ; and is determined, under
a feigned chara&er, to make trial of their different
difpofitions, -

Sir Peter. Ah| there is noneed of it, for Jofeph,
1 am fure, is the man,—But hark’ye, Rowley, does:
.Sir Oliver know that I am married ? ‘

Rowley. He does, fir, and intends. ihortly to wifh
you joy. »

Sir Peter. 'What, as we wifh health to-a friend in
a confumption—But I muft have him at my houfe—
do you condué him, Rowley, I'll go and give orders
for his reception (going) Weufed tarail at matri-
money together—he has ftood firm to his text.—But
Rowley, don’t Fvc him the leaft hint that my wife
and I difagree, for I would have himthink- ([feaven
forgive me) that we area very happy couple, =

Rowley. Then you mutt be careful not to quarre}
whiltt he is bere. ' o

Sir Peter. And fo we muft—but that will be im.
poflible |—Zounds, Rowley, whenan old batchelor
marriesa young wife, he deferves—aye, he deferves
~—n0—the crime carties the punifhmentalong with it..

Endof the FirsT AcT, '
C3 . ACT
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ACT 1L

SCENE Sir Perern Teaziz’s Houfe

Enter Sir Peter and Lady TeazLe.

8ir PeTeR.
ADY Teazle, Lady Teazle, I won’t bear it.

L. Teazle. Very well, fir Peter, you may
bear it or not, juft as you pleafe ; but I know I ought
to have'my own way in every thing, and whart's
more, T wiil.

Sir Peter. 'What, madam ! is there no refpe& due
‘to the authority of a hufband ?

L. Teazle. Why, don’t I know that no woman of
fathion does as fhe is bid after her marriage.~~Though
1 was bred in the country, I'm no ftranger to that ;- 1f
‘you wanted me to be obedient, you fhould have
adopted me, and not married me—1'm fure you were
old enough, ’ - ‘

Sir Peter, Aye, there it is—Oons, madam, what
right have you to run me into all this extravagance ?
* L. Teazle. P'm fure Iam not more extravagant
than a woman of quality ought to be.

Sir Petes. “Slife, nradam, I'll have no more fums
fquandered away upon fuch unmeaning luxuries ; you
have as many flowers in your drefling-room, as would
turn the Pantheon into a green-houfe ; or make a Féte
Champetré at a maf- .

L Teazle. Lord, fir Peter,am I to blame that
flowers don’t blow in cold weather ; you muft blame
the climate, and not me—I'm fure, for my part, I with
it was fpring all the year round, and that rofes grew
under our feet. .

Sir Peter. Zounds, madam, 1 fhould not wonder
at your extravagance if you had been bred to it.—
Had you dny of thefe things before you married me?
" L. Teazle. lord,fir Peter, how can you beangry
at thofe little elegant expences ? :

Sir Peter. Had you any of thofe little elegant ex-
pences when you married me {

' X L. Teazle.



FOR SCANDAL, 19

L. Teagle. For my part, I think you ought to be
pleafed your wife fhould be thoughta woman of tafte.

Sir Peter, Zounds, madam, you had no tafte when
you married me. '

L. Teazle. Very true, indeed ; and after having
married you, Inever fhould pretend to tafte again,

Sir Pger. Very well, very well, madam; you
have er*irely forgot what your fituation was when
firft I faw you,

L. Teagle. No,no, I have not; a very difagreea-
ble fituation it was, or I'm fure I never jhould have
married you. '

Sir Peter. You forget the humble ftate I took you
from——the daughter of a poor country 'fquire—when
I came to your father’s, { found you fitting at your
tambour, in a linen gown, a bunch of keys to your
fide, and your hair combed fmoothly aver a roll.

L. Teazle. Yes, I remember very well ;—my daily
occupations were to overlook the dairy, fuperintend
the poultry, make extralls from the family receipt
book, and comb my aunt Deborah’s lap dog.

Sir Peter. Oh! Iam glad to find you have fo good
a recollection.

L. Teazle. My evening employments were to draw
patterns for ruffles, which 1 had not materials to.make
up ; play at Pope Joan with the curate; read a fer-
mon to my aunt Deborah, or perhaps be ftuck up
at an old fpinnet to trum my father to fleep after a
fox-chace.

Sir Peter. Then you was glad to take a ride out
behind the hutler, upon the old dock’d coach-horfe.

- L.Teazle, No, no, 1 deny the butler and the
coach-horfe. '

Sir Peter, Ifay youdid. This was your fituation—
Now, madam, you muft have your coach, viz-a-viz,
and three powdered footmen to walk before your
¢hair ; and i femmer, two white cats to draw you
to Kenfington-Gardens ; and inflead of your living i
that hole in the country, I have breught you home
here, made a woman of fortune of you, a woman of

quality—in thort madam, I have made you my wife.
L. Teaz/:
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L. Teazle. Well, and there is but one thing more
you can now do to add to the obligation, and that
1s

Sir Peter. 'To make you my widow, Ifuppofe.

L.Teazle. Hem! N

Sir Peter. Very well, madam, very well ; I am
much obliged to you for the hint. .

L. ‘Teaz%e. Why then will you force me to fay

- fhocking things to you. Butnow we have finithed
our morning converfation, I prefume I may go to my
engagements at Lady Sneerwell’s.

Sir. Peter. Lady Sneerwell !—a precious acquaint-
ance you have made with her too, and the fet that
frequent her houfe.—Such a fet, mercy on us {—Many
a wretch who has been drawn upon a hurdle, has
done lefs mifchief than thofe barterers of forged lies,
coiners of fcandal, and clippers of reputation,

- L. Teazle. How can you be fo fevere; I'm fure
they are all people of fafhion, and very tenacious of
reputation.

Sir Peter, Yes, fotenacious of it, they’ll pot al-
low it toany but themfelves, :

L. Teazle. 1vow, fir Peter, whenl fay anill-na-
tured thing I mean no harm by it, for I take it for
granted they’d do the fame by me.

Sir Peter. They've made you as bad as any of them.

L. Teazke. Yes 1 think I bear my part with
a tolerable grace

Sir Peter, Grace! indeed——

L. Teazle. Well, but fir Peter, you know you
promifed to come. .

Sir Peter. Well, 1 ihail juft call in to look after
my own charaéter,

L. Teazle. Then, upon my word, you muft make
hafte after me, or you'll be too late. {Exit L. Teazle,

Sir Peter, 1have got much by my intended expof-
tulation——Whata charming air fhehas!—whbat a neck
and how pleafingly fhe thews her contempt of my au-
thority |———Well, though I can’t make her love me,
’tis fome pleafure to teaze her alittle, and I think the
never appears to fuch advantage, as when jhe is do-

ngevery thing to vex and plague me,
SCENE




FOR SCANDAL: - 21
SCENE Lady Svzzawerr’s Houfer

Enter LadySweerwerrL, CrRaBTREE, SirBEN]A-
Min,Josernr,Mrs. CANDOUR,and MaRIA. -

LadySveerweLi,

AY, pofitively we'll have it.
Fofeph. Aye, aye, the epigram by all means.

Sir Benjamin. Oh | plague on it, it’s mere non=
fenfe. _ A -
Crabtree. Faith, Ladies, "twas excellent for an
extempore.

Sir Benfamin, But, Ladies, you fhould be ae-
quainted with the circumflances——You muft know
that one day laft week, as Lady Bab Curricle was
taking the duft in Hyde Park, -in afort of duodecimo
phaeton, the defires' me to write fome verfes on her
ponies ; upon which T took out my pocket-book, and
in 2 moment produced the following : )

“ Sure never were feen two fuch Eeauiiful ponies,

¢ Other horfes are clonvns, and thefe macaronies ;

¢ To give them this title Pm fure can’t be wrong,

¢ Their legs are fo flim,and their tails are folong.”

Crabtree. ‘There, ladies,~———done in the crack of
2 whi nd on horfeback too !

Fofeph. . Ok ] a very Pheebus mounted——

. Mrs. Candour. Imuft have a copy.

: Enter Lady TeazvrLe,

. L. Snesrwell. Lady Teazle, how do you do,—I
hope we fhall fee fir Peter.

L. Teagle. 1 believe he will wait on your ladythip
prefently.

L. Sneerwell. Maria, my love, you look grave ;

- . come;-you fhall fit down to picquet with Mr. Surface.

Maria. 1take very little pleafure in cards—but
P11 do as your ladyship pleafes. ’ '

L. Teagle. ¥ wonder he fhould fit down to cards
with Maria——I thought he would have takenan op-
portunity of fpeaking to me before fir Peter came.

, : [Afide
Mrs.
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Mrs. Candour. Well, now I'll forfwear his fociety.
[A4fide.

L. Teagle. What’s the matter, Mrs. Candour?

Mrs. Candour, Why, they are fo cenforiouns they
;von’t allow our friend, Mifs Vermillion, to be hand-
ome. -

L. Sneeravell.. Oh, furely fhe’s a pretty woman,

Crabtree. 1'm glad you think fo.

Mrs. Candour. She has a charming frefh colour.
" L.Teazle. Yes, when it isfreth put on. .

Mrs, Candour. Well, 'll {wear its natural, for
Pve feen it come and go. :

L.Teazle. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again
in the morning. . ‘

Sir Benjamin. ‘True, madam, it not only goes and
comes, but what’s more, egad her maid can fetch and
carry it, ‘ :

Mrs. Candsur. Well, and what do you think
of her fifter ? _

Crabtree. What, Mrs, Evergreen—'"foregad, the’s
fix and fifty if the’s a day. ’

Mirs. Candour. Nay, Pl fwear two or three and
fixty is the ountfide——1Jdon’t thirk the looks more,

Sir Benjamin. Oh, there’s no judging by her looks,
unlefs we could fee her face, . .

L. Sneerwell.  Well, if Mrs. Evergreen does take
fome pains to repair the ravages of time, fhe certain-
ly effe@s it with great ingenuity, and furely that’s
better than the carelefs manner in which the widow
QOaker chalks her wrinkles. :

Sir Benjamin. Nay, now my Lady Sneerwell, you
are too fevere upon the widow Come, it is not
that fhe paints foill, but when fhe has finithed her
face, fhe joins it fo badly to her neck, that fhe looks
like 2 mended ftatue, in which the connoiffeur may
fee at once that the head ismodern, though the trunk’s
antique, i
. Crabtree. 'What do you think of mifs Simper ?

Sir Benjamin. Why fhe has pretty teeth,

L. Teazle. Yes, and upon that account never -
thuts her mouth, but keeps it always a-jar, as it were

thus (fhews her teeth.) , Omnes.
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Omnes, Ha, ha, ha.

" L.Teazle.  And yet, 1 vow that’s better than the
pains Mrs: Prim takes to conceal her lofles in front ;—
the draws her mouth till it refembles the apperture
of a poor box, and all her words appear to flide out
edgeways as it were, thus ‘

“*¢ How do yout do madam ?—=Yes, madam.”
L. Sneerwell. Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady

‘Teazle—I vow you appear to be a little fevere.

* L. Teazle. In defence of a friend, you- know, it
is but juft.—-—But here comes Sir Peter to fpoil our
pleafantry, '

Enter Sir PeTER.

Sir Peter. Ladies your fervant mercy upon
me {~——the whole {et—a chara&ter dead at every
fentence. S

Mrs. Candour. They won't allow good qualities
;?“ af:y ‘one~—not even good nature to our friend Mrs,

riey. . : '

Cﬂ{btree. What ! the old fat dowager that was
at Mrs. Quadrille’s laft night. - :

Mrs. Candour. Her bulk is her misfortune ; and
when fhe takes fuch paios to get rid of it, you ought
not to refle&t on her, S '

- L.Sneeravell. ‘That’s very true, indeed.

L. Teazle. Yes,~I'm told the abfolutely lives upon -
acids and fiall whey, laces herfelf with pullies jem—
oftenin the hotteft day in fummer, you thall fee her
on a little fquat poney, with her Kair platted and
turned up like 2 drummer, and away fhe goes puffing
round the ring in a full trot.

Sir Peter. -Mercy on me ! this is her ownrelation;
a perfon they dine with twice a week., (Afide.

Mrs. Candour. 1 vow you fhan’t be fo fevere upon
the dowager ; for let me tell you, great allowances
are to be made for a woman who ftrives to pafs for
a flirt at fix and thirty.

L. Sneerwell. ‘Though furely fhe’s handfome &ill ;
and for the weaknefs in her eyes, confidering how
much fhe reads by candle-light, ’tis not to be won-
dered at.

Mrs.
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Mrs. Candour. Very true ; and for her manner, 1
thisk it' very graceful,.confidering fhe never had any
education ; for her mother, yoy inow, wasa Welch
milliner,and her father a fugar-baker at Briftol.

Sir Benjamin. Agye, youare both of ye 100 good
natured. .

Mrs. Candour. 'Well, T never will join in the ri-
dicyle of a friend 3 fo I tell my coufin Ogle, and ye
all know what pretenfions fhe has to beauty, '

. Crabtree.. She has the oddeft countenance—a col~
Jetion of features from all corners of the globe,

Sir Benjamin, She has, indeed, an Irifh front,

Crabtree. Caledenian locks.

Sir Benjamin. Dutchnofe.

Crabtree. Auftrian lips. ) o B

'Sir Benjamin, ‘The complexion of a Spaniard,

Crabtree. And teeth a la Chinoife. o

.. Sir Benjamin. _ In fhort, her face refembles a table:
droteat Spa, where no two guefts are of anation.

_ Crabtrge. Ora Congrefs at the clofe of a general
war, where every memnber feems to have a different
intereft, and the nofe and chin are the only parties
likely to join iffge. - _

Sir Benjamin, Ha, ha, ba. _ . -

L. Sneeragell, 'Ha, ha,—Well, I vow you are a
couple of, ‘provoking toads. o

-Mes, Candour,. Well, I vow you than’t carry the.
laugh fo--let me;tell you that, Mrs. Ogle, . .

"8ir Peter. Madam, madam, ’tis impoflible to ftop .
thofe good gentlemens tongues ; but when I tell you,
Mrs. Candour, that the lady they are fpeaking of is .
a particujar friend' of mine, 1 hope you will be fo
good as not to undertake her defence, ‘ .

L. Sneeravell  Well faid, Sir Peter y but you are
a cruel creature, too phlegmatic yourfelf for a wit,
and too peevifh to allow 1t to others.

Sir Peter. 'True wit, madam, is more nearly allied .
to good nature than you areaware of,

L. Teazle. True, Sir Peter; 1 believe they are
fanear a kin that they can never be united,

Sir
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Sir Berijamin. Ot rather; madam, fupyofe them to
be man and wife, one {o fe]dam fees therh together.

L. Teazle. But Sit Peter is fugh an enemy to feandal
I believe he would have it put dewn by parliament.

Sir Peter. ’Foregad, madam, if they confidered the
fporting with reputations of as much confequence as
poaching on manors, and ;I»aﬂ'ed an a& for the pre=
fervatjoh of fame; they would find many would thank
themforthehil -

. L. Sneeravell. Ohlu&'-—-&r Pcter would dcprxve
us of our priviliges! .

-Sir Peter. Yes, madam ; and nonae fhould then
have the liberty ta kill chara&ers, and rua dowa re-
putations, but prwzl:dgu{ old maxds, and dxﬁvppomted
widows, =

* L. Sneerwell. Go, ou monﬁer 1 :

. Mirs, Gandour, ‘But furely you: svould not be fo fe-
vere én.thofe-who only report what they hear ?

Sir Peter. Yes, madam, I would, have law for
themytoo J-and whe!eve)z the drawer of the lie was
00410 be found, -the .injured - paity theuld havea
¥ight to come on any of -the indorfers.

Craberer, Well, L verily believe there never was a2
fcamjalou; Rary without, fome foundation.

1.:Sir Peter.. Nine outiof tenare formed 'on fome ma-
hcxous invention, oridle reptefentation. .

L. Sneerakel t: Qome, Ladies, thall we fit down
«tocards‘m theinext rooin - -

. Enter a8exvinT, whe -w/ufper: Sir PRT ER.

Sir Peter. Pll come du'eétly—-l It ﬁml away un=
perceived. - [4fide.
. L. Sneérawell, Slr Peter, § you re-yot leavmg us.

o 3Siv Petexa I beg pardon, Ladigs, tis particular bu-
finets, and I-muft—Butsl-lesve' my charaéter behind
me. [Exit Sir Peter.

Sir Benjamin. ‘Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that .

Lord of yours is & ﬁrange being ; 1 could tell you -
fome ftories of him would make you laugh hearuly,
if he was not your hufband.

L. Teazle. Oh never mind that—This way.

X [They walk up and exeunt.

\

D Foferh.
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JFofeth. You take no pléafure in this fociety, =
Maria. How can I? If. o raife a malicious finile
at the misfortunes and ' infirmities of. thofe: who are
unhappy, be a proof of witiand hamour, Heaven
grant me a2 double portion of 'dulnefs. . . .\ i
Fofeth. And yet, they have no malice in their
hearts. - :
Maria. ‘Then it is the more inexcufable, fince
nothing but an ungovernable depravity: ‘of ‘heart;
could tempt them to fuchra pradtice. .- - - '
Fofeth.  And is it poffible, Maria, that you can
thus feel for others, and yet be cruel to me alone #—
Is hope to be denied the tendeteft paflion ? - .
Maria. Why will you perfit to perfecute me on
a fubje@ on which you have long fince known my
fentiments, . e

Fofeph. Oh,'Mariz, you would not be thus.deaf -

to me, but that Charles; that libertine,!is'#il} & fa-
woured rival. o i T e, L0 T
Maria. Ungeneroufly urged ; but whatever niy
fentiments are, with regard to that unfortunate yotng
man, be affured I fhall not cornfider -myfelf more
bound to give bim up, beeaufe his misfortunes have
loft him the regards—even-of a brether——{Geing out.
Fofeph. Nay, Maria, you {hall not leave me with
a frown ; by.all that’s honeft I'fweare—gKneels, and
Jees Lady Teazle entering behind))Ah{ Lady Teakle,
ah1 you fhall not ftir—(To Maria) § have the press
eft regard in the world for Lady Teazlé, but 1f Sic
Peter was once to fufpe® . S
Maria. Lady Teazle! ' :
1. Teazle. What is all this, child® You are
wanting in the next roome (Exit Maria)-~What is
the meaning of all-this ?~~What { did: you “take her
- for me ? ) B . ik
Fofeph.  Why, you mult know—Maria—by fome
means {ufpe@ing—the——great regard I entertain. fér
your ladyfhip—was-—~was~threatning—if I did not
defiit, to acquaint Sir Peter—and I—}—was juftrez-
foning with her— : -
L. Teagle. Youfeem to have adopted a very ten-
. b - der

e
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der. method of reafoning—pray do you ufually argue
on your knees? , B o .

;ofep/z. Why, you krow, fhe’s but a child, and
I thought a little bombatt might be ufeful'to keep her
filent—But, my dear Lady ‘Teazle, whe will you
come and give me your opinion of my library ?

L. Teazle. Why, really 1 begin to think it not fo
proper, and you know I admit youas a lover no far-
‘ther than fathion diates. \ ,

. Jofeph. Oh,no more ;—a mere platonic Cicifbeo,
that every Lady s entitled to. '

L. Teazle. No further—and though Sir Peter's
treatiment may make me uneafy, it fhall never pro-
voke mem-m————

z’afeplz. To the onlyrevenge in your power.

L. Teagle. Go, you infinuating wretch—but we
thail be miffed, let us join the company,

» zq[eplz. I'll follow your ladyihip.

.. Teazle. Don’t ftay long, for I promife you
Maria fhan’t come to hear any more of your reafoning.
. ' q [Exit Lady Teazle.

ofeph. A pretty fituation I am in by gainin
th v{ifel ﬂmlrlofeythe heirefs. [at ﬁrﬁ}irﬁendeﬁ
_to make her ladyfhip only the inftrument in my de-
figns on Maria, but,~—I don’t know how it is
-Tam become her ferious admirer. 1 begin now to
wifh T had not made a point of gaining fo very good
a chara@er, for it has brought me into fo many con~
founded rogueties, that I fear 1 {hall be expofed at
latt. [Exit Fofeph.

SCENE SirPeTer Teazre’s Houfe,

Enter Sir Or1ver and Rowrey. A

SirQliver. Ha, ha, and fo my old friend is marri-
ed at laft, eh Rowley,——and to a young wife out of -
the country, ha, ha,ha. Thathe thould buff to old
_batchelors fo long, and fink inte a hufband at laft.

Rowley. Butlet me beg of you, fir, not to rally
him upon the fubje@, for he cannot bear it, though
e has been xpa.rried.;l;%'e feven months, 5

) 2 .o 1T
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" Sir Oliver, "Then' he has™ bebn juft half 4 yearon
the ftool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter l—<—But'you
fay he has entively given up. Charlesam——rnever fees
himyeh. . T e tne ol
Rowuley,  His prejudice againft him is aftonithing,
and I believe is greatfy aggravated by a fufpicion of a
connexion between Charles and ‘Lady "Teazle; and
fuch a report I know has been circulated and kept up,
by means of Lady Sneerwell, and a fcandalous party
‘who affociate at -hér houfe’; where, as T am convio-
ced, if there is any. partiality in the cafe, that Jof-
ephis thefavourite.” ™~ : e
Sir Oliver. Ay, ay,~—Tknow there-are a fet of
mifchievous prating goflips, both’ male and female,
who murder charaéters to kill time, and rob a young
fellow of his good name, before he has fenfe enough
to know the value of it:—but T am not to ‘be preju-
diced againft my nephew b{ any fuch, Tpromife you.
‘ No, no, if Charles has done nothing falfe or
mean, I Thall compound for his extravagance,
Roavley. 1 rejoice, fir, -to hear you fay fo ; andam
. happy tofind the fon of my old mafter has one friend
left however, ' : o "
Sir Qliver, What ! {hall T forget, Mafter Rowley,
,when I was at his’years myfelf ;~egad, neither my
brather or I were very prudent youths, and yet, I
‘believe, you have not feen many better men than your
old malter was, | o A
" Rewley. ’Tis that refle@ion I ‘build my Kopes on
‘and, my life on’t! Charles will prove deferving of
your kindnefs—But here comes Sir Peter.
i ' Enter Sir PETER. = =
Sir Peter. Where is he ? where is Sir Oliver ?—
Ah, my dear friend, I rejoice to fee you !~——You are
welcome,——~indeed you are ‘welcome;~——you'are
welcome to Englind 2 thoufand,~~——s—and'a thou-
fand times {——-. ' 2 L
Sir Oliver.  'Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter——-
and I am glad to find you fo well, belteveme,
Sir Peter, Ah, Sir Oliver I—It’s fixteen years fince
Iaft we faw each other-——marny a bout' we have had

’ L]
Sir

together in our time! . = <
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8ir Ofiwer.. Aye ! .1 have had my fhare——But,
what, Ifind you are married—hey old boy l~—Well
well, it can’t be helped, and fo I wifh you joy with
. allmy heart.. . .

Sir Peter. "Thank you, thank you—yes Sir Oliver,
1 have entéred into that happy ftate———but we wen’t
talk of that now,

Sir Oliver. That’s true, Sir Peter, old friends

_dhould not begin upon griévances at their firf§ meet-
ing, no, no, no. ' : -
- Rowley,  (Afide to Sir Oliver,) Have a care, Sir,
. =—don’t touch upon that fubjet. . . . . .

‘Sit Oliver.  Well, {o one of my nephews, I
fied, is a wild young rogue.. .

Sir Peter, Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your
difappointment there——Charles is, indeed, a fad li-
bertine—but no matter, Jofepk will make you-anple
amends—every body fpeaks well of him. -

Sir Oliver, Iam very forry to hear it ; he hastoa
-good a charadter to be an honeft fellow-—every body
tpeaks well of him !—'pthaw-—then he bas bowed
as low to knaves and fools, as to the honeft dignity
of genius and virtue. '

Sir Peter.  What the plague ! are you angry with
.Jofeph for not making enemies ?

Sir Oliver. Why not, if ke has merit engugh to
deferve them. :

Sir Peter. Well, well, fee him,; and you’ll be
convinced how worthy he is~—~He's a pattern for all
the young men of the age—He’s a man of the nobickt
fentimepts.

Sir Oliver, Oh! plague of hisfentiments—If he
falutes me with a fcrap of morality in his mouth I
fhall be fick dire@ly—but don’t however miftake me,
Sir Peter, I don’t mean to defend Charles’s errors
but before J form my judgment of either of them, i
intend to make a trial of their hearts, and my fricod
Ro‘yley and I have planned fomething for that pur-

ofe.

Sir Peter. My life on {ofeph’s honour.

Sir Qliver, Well, weil, giveus a bottle of good

. D3 wirn
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wine, and we'll drink your Lady’s health, and tell

. youall our fchemes.

" againft your old friend’s

Sir Peter. Alons—done. SE
Sir Okiver. - And. don’t, Sir Peter, be too fevere
fon ;—Odds my life, 1 am

" not forry he has run a-little out of the courfe—for

my part, I hate to fee prudence clinging to the green
fuckers of youth ; ’tis like ivy round the faplin, and

" fpoild the growth of thé tree. " - [Exeunt omnes.

E:_zd of t/zex_S;c‘onn Acr.

PEREELLEEELLEELELEIES

ACT IL
SCENE Sir Perer’s Houfe.

Enter Sir PETER, 8ir Or1ver, and RowLEY.
- Sir Perer.. )

X TELL, well, -we’ll fee.thig man firft,and then
have our wine afterwards.—But Rowley, I

don’t fee the jeft of your fcheme. . i
Rowley. Why Sir, this Mr. Stanley was a near re-
lation of their mother’s, and formerly an eminent
‘merchant in Dublin—he failed in trade, and is greatly
reduced ; he has applied by letter to Mr. Surface and
Charles for afliftance—<rom the former of whom he
has received nothing but fair promifes ; while Charles
in the midft of his own diftrefles, is at prefent endea-
vouring to raife a fum of money, part of which I

koow he intends for the ufe of Mr. Stanley.

Sir Qliver. Aye—he’s my brother’s fon. A
_ Rowley. Now, Sir, we propofe, That §ir Oliver
fhail vifit them both, in the charafer of Mr. Stanley ;
s I have informed them he- has obtained leave of his
creditors to wait on his friends in perfon—and in the
ounger, believe me, you'll find one, who, in the
midft of diffipation and extravagance, has ftill, as our
immortal Bard expreflesit, A tear for pity,and @ hand

open as day for melting charity. .
Sir Peter, W hat fignifies bis open hand and purfe,
- if
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if he has nothing to give ? But where is this perfon
you were {peaking of ? - :
""" Rowley. Below, Sir, waiting your commands—you
muft know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew ; one
who, todo him juftice, has done every thingin his
power to affift Charles—Who waits—(Entef a fervant
defire Mr. Mofes to walk up. [Exit Servant,
* " 8ir Peter. But how are you fure he’ll {peak truth ?

Rowley. Why Sir, I have perfuaded him, there’s
no profpeét of his being paid feveral fums of money
he has advanced for Charles, but through the bounty
of Sir QOliver, who he knows isin town ; therefore
you may depend on his being faithful to his intereft—
Oh! here comes the honeft Ifraelite ; »

‘ Enter Moses.

Sir Oliver, this is Mr. Mofes. Mr. Mofes, this is
Sir Oliver. ’

" Sir Ofiwver. 1 underftand you have lately had great
dealings with my nephew Charles. '

 Mofes. Yes; Sir Oliver—I have done all I could
for him=-but he was ruined before he came to me
for affiftance.

Sir Oliver. ‘That was unlucky truly, for you had
no opportunity of - fhewing your talent.

Mofes. None at all; 1 had not the pleafure of
knowing_ his diftreffes, ’till he was fome thoufands
worfe than nothing.

Sir Oliver. Unf%rtunate indeed! But I fuppofe you
have done z2llin your power for him.

Mofes.  Yes, he knows that—This very evening [
was to have brought himn a gentleman from the city,
who does not know him, and will advance him fome
imonies. . .

.. Sir Peter. What !a perfon that Charles has never

borrowed money of before, lend him any in his pre-

fent circumftances, : :
© Mofes. Yes : S

Sir Oliwer. What is the gentleman’s name ?.

Mofes. Mr. Premium, of Crutched Friars, for-

merly a broker.

Sir Peter. Does he know Mr. Premium ? .
o>

e e
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Mofes. Not at all. s o

Sir Peter. A thought ftrikes me——fuppofe, Sir
Oliver you was to vifit him in that chara@er ; ’twill
be much better than the romantic one of .an old re-
Jation ; you will then have an opportunity of feeing
Charles in all his glory. ‘

Sir Oliver. Egad I like that idea better than the
other, and then I may vifit Jofeph afterwards as old
Stanley. o L

Rowley. -Gentlemen, this is taking Charles rather
unawares; but Mofes, you underftand Sir Oliver,
and I dare fay will be faithful. ;

. Mofes. You may depend upon me.—This is very
near the time I was tohave gone.
_ Sir Oliver. Tll accompany you as foon as you
pleafe, Mofes, but hold—I had forgot one. thing—
how the plague fhall I be able to pafs for a Jew 2

Mafes, Thereis no need—the principal is a Chrif="

tian, - ,
Sir Oliver. Is he? lam very forry for it but
then again, am 1 not too fmartly dreffed to lock like
a money-lender ? ’

Sir Peter. Not at all——it would net be out of cha-
ralter if you went in your own.chariot ; would it
‘Mofes ? , :

Mofes. Not in the leaft, : , ' :

Sir Oliver, Well, but how muft 1 talk ? There’s
certainly fome cant of ufury, or mode of treating ;
that I ought to know,

Sir Peter. As U take it Sir Oliver, the great point
is to be exorbitant in your demands.—Eh ! Mofes ?

Mofes. Yes, dat is very great point.

Sir Oliver. Tl anfwer for’t Vll not be wanting in
that, eight or ten per cent. on the loan at lealt,

- Mofes. Oh! if you atk hin no more as dat, yow'll
be difcovered immediately. .

hSix‘ Oliver. Hey, what the plague-———how much
the: ?

Mofes. ‘That depends upon the circumftances—m——
if he appears not very anxious for the fupply, you
ihould require only forty or fifty per cent. but if )2:3

>
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find himin great diftrefs, and h¢ wants money very
buad—youmuft atk double. :

- 8ir Peter. Upon my word, Sir Oliver,—Mr. Pre~
mium I mean—it’s a- very pretty trade you're learning.
*.Sir Oliver. Truly I think fo; and not unprofitable,

Mofes. 'Then you know you have not the money
yourfelf, but are forced to borrow it of & friend.

‘d ?n; Oliver. Oh{ I borrow it for him of a friend—

0 »
- Mafes. Yes, and your friend’s en unconfcionable
dog.—but you can’t help dat. .
- 'Sir Oliver. 'Oh! my friend’s an unconicionable
dog—is he ¢ .

Mofes. And then he himfelf has not the monies
by him, but is forced to fell ftock at a great lofs.

Sir Oliver. He’s forced to fell ftock at a great lofs,
w—weH, really,that’s verykind of him.

Sir Peter. But hark’ye, Mofes, if Sir Oliver was
1o rail a little ar the annuity bill, don’t you think it
would have a good effet ?

- Mofes. Very much..

Rowley. And lament that & young man muft now
come to years of difcretion, before he has it in his
powe} toruin himfelf. s
- Mofes: Aye! a t: pity. ‘

Sir Peter. chs, ag;;a alﬁg the public for allowing
merit to a bill, whofe énly‘objeét was to ruin youth

und inexperience, from the rapacious gripe of ufury,

and to give the young heir an opportunity of enjoying
;i:c f";)irmne, without being ruined by coming into
effion, ’

Sir Oliver. So,~fo, Mofes fhall give me fur-
ther inftrutions as we go.together. .
.+ Sir Peter. You’ll fearce have time to learn your
;trade, for Charleslives but bhard by. o

"+ iSir Ofver. Oh! never fear-—~my tutor appears fo .

lable, that tho* Charles lived in the next ftreet, it muft
‘be my own fault if ¥ am not a compleat rogue before
‘T have turned the comner. [Exeunt Sir Oliver and
‘Mofes. S . .

Sir Peter. So Rowley, you would have been par-

“tial; and given Charles notice of our plot.
Rowley
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Rowley. * No indeed, Sir Peter,

_ Sir Peter.  Well, 1 {ee Maria coming, 1 want to .

have fome talk with her. ' [Exit Rowley.

Enter Mar1a, .
So I;/hria, what is Mr. Surface come home with
you

Maria, No, Sir, he was engaged.

‘Sir Peter. Maria, I with you were more fenfible
to his excellent qualities,—does not every tim¢ you
are in his company convince you of .the merit of that
amiable young man? = - -

Maria. You know,. Sir Peter, I have often told
you, that of all the men who have paid me a parti-
cular attention, there is not.one I would not fooner
prefer than Mr. Surface,

Sir Peter. -Aye, aye, this blindnefs to his merit;'

proceeds from your attachment to thiat profligate bro.
ther of his, = - ' ; .

Maria. ‘This-is unkind, you know, at your re-
queft, Ihave forborn to fee or correfpond with him,
as I have long been convinced he is unworthy my re-
Eard; but wiile my reafdn condemns his vices, my

eart fuggefts fome pity for his misfortunes.

Sir Peter, Ah! you had beft refolve to-think of
him no more, but give your heart and hand o a wor-
thier obje&. ‘ ’ o o

Maria, Never to his brother., :

Sir Peter. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet
made you knew what the authority of a guardianis,
don’t force me to exert it. _

Maria 1know, that fora fhort time, Jam toobey
you as my father,—but muft ceafe to think you fo,
when you would compel me to be miferable.

BT : © " [Exitin tears.

Sir Peter. Sure never man was plagued as Tam3
T had not been married above three weeks, beforeher
fathér, & hale, hearty man, died,»—on purpofe, I
believe, to plague me with the care of hisdaughter:
but here comes my help-mate, .fhe feems in mighty
good humour ; T wifth I could teize her-into loving
me a little. T e

s Enter
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' Enter Lapy TeazLE,

L. Teazle; What's the matter, Sir PeterE What
have you done to Maria ? }Jt is not fair to quarrel and
I not by.

Sir Peter. Ah, Lady Teazle, it is in your power
to put me into good hamour at any fime.

L. Teazle, Isit? lamgladof it—for I want you
to be in' 2 monftrous good  humour now ; come do be
good huniouréd, and let me 'have two hundred pounds.

Sir Peter. What the gue | can’t 1 be in a good
bumourwithout paymf(P or 1,—~but look atways thus,
and you fhall wasit fo nothmg ¢ Pulls out a pecket-
book) Fhere; there’s two hundred pounds for you,
(going to kifs) now feal me a bond for the repayment,

L. Teazle. No, my note of hand will do as well.

[Giving fer hand.

Sir Peter. -Well, well, F-muft be fatished - with
1hat‘-h-yon fhan’t much - longer reproach me for ‘not
having made you a proper fettlement-—l intend fhorb-
iy to fgurprlze yon, - '
L. Teasle. Do you? You car't thlnk Sir Petcr,
.how good humour becomes you ; now you look juft
‘as you did before I married you. ,

.. Sit Feter. Dol indeed? -

V.. Teagle. ~DBret you temeniber wben you ufe& to
waJk with me under the elms, and tell- me ‘ftories of
“what a gaﬂant you were in your youth,andafked me
if 1could like an old fellow, who could deny me %o~
thidg: -7 - ; ‘
¢ 85* Peter. ' Age, nnd you were i'o nttentxve and
obliging to me then.

L. Teazle. Aye, to be fure T was, and ufed 'to take
‘Yotr part -againft ali my acquaintance; and-when my
“cotfin Sophy. ufed ‘to-lavgh de- hue, -for thinking of
marrying a man old enough to bem ivfather, and call
“yoian-ugly, ftiff, formal old batchelor, Ieontradicted
her, and faid I did not think you fo u‘gly by any means,
and that 1 dar'd fay, you would make a good fort of
@ hufband.

/8ir Peter. That was very kind of you—Well, and
you ‘were_not miffaken, you have found it fo, have
' not
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not you ?}—But fhall we always live thus happy?

L. Téasle. With all my heart ;~I'm—Idon’t care
how foon we leave off qwrelhng—-prov;M you
will own you are tired firft.

- Sir Peter. - With 3ll my heart.

L. Teazle. ‘Then we {izll be as happy as the, day
islong, and never, never,—never quarrel more,

Sir Peter, . Never—never—never—and let our fu»
ture conteft be, who fhall be moft obliging. .

. L. Teasle. . Aye lo—

Sir Peter.  But, my dear Lady 'Ieazle-—my lovg
~indeed you muft keep a. fhrict watch over;your tem~
per—for you know, my dear, that in all our difputes
and quarrels you always begin firft,

. L. Teazle. No, no, Sir Peter, my dear, ’tis always
you that begins.

. 8ir : Peter.. No, no,—no fuch thing
- L. Teasle. anc a care, this is not thc wa,y_to lxve
Dappy:if. you fly out thus, .« - - TR

Sir Peter.  No, no; —'tis you.™ .. o N R

L. Teazle. No—tis you. A

Sir Peter. Zounds l—I fay ’tis you.

L. Teazle. Lord |1 never faw fuch & man inmy
lee—Ju& what my coufia Sophy yold; me.,

» Sir, Beyer.;, Your, coufin Sogby is-a forward faqcy,

~MPéﬁtin€nt i A T T (TR
L. Teaule. Yoy are, R very great bw, Iqurc.
toabuk my zelatjons,, TR

Sir Peter. ButIam well cnough ferved f‘or maf,-

_rying you—a pert, forward, rural coquette ; who
bad refufed half the honeft ’fquires in the country. .

L. Tedwle. -] am fure ['was a great fool for marry-
ing you—s. fiff, crop,, dangllpg old batchelox, W,

" awas unmtfned a;,.ﬁf(ﬁ, ,be.capfﬁ 0 body wonld have

‘h"n,. LRI T

- Sir Pem;. You was: very glad to have me-—yon

_mever had fuch an offer before

" L. Teasle.. Oh, yes I had—there was Sir Ti vey
Terrier, who every body faid would be a better
match ; for his eftate was full as good as yours, and
——he has broke his neck fince we were married, >

r

v
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Sir Peter. Very—very well, Madam—you’re an
"ungratefal woman ; and may plagues light on me, If
I ever try to be friends with you again.~You fhall
havea fcyparate maintenance.

L. Teazle. By all means a feparate maintenance.

Sir Peter. Very well, madam*—Oh, very well,
Aye, madam, and [ believe the ftories ‘of you and
Charles——of you and Charles, madam,—were not
without foundation,

L. Teazle. Take care, Sir Péter ; take care what
you i:a(y, for I won’t be fufpe@ed without a caufe, I
promife you.

Sir Peter. A divorce !

L, Teagk. Aye, adivorce. : :

Sir Peter. Aye, zounds ] I'll make an example of
myfelf for the benefit of all old batchelors.

L. Teazle, Well, Sir Peter, I fee you aregoing to
be in a paffion, fo I'll leave you, and when you come
properly to your temper, we fhall be the happieft
couple in the world ; and never—never—quarrel
more. Ha, ha, ha. ' {Exit,

" Sir Peter.  What the Devil | can’t I make her an-
gry neither—I'll after her—zounds—fhe muft not
ﬁrefmne to keep her ‘temper.—No, no,~the may

reak my heart——but damn it—I'm determined ike
fhan’t keep her temper. [Exit,

SCENE Caartes’s Houfe.
Enter Trip, Sir OLiver, gnd Moses,

Trip. ‘This way, gentlemen, this way.—Mofes,
what’s the gentleman’s name?

Sir Oliwer. Mr. Mofes, what’s my name ?

Mofes. Mr. Premium———

Trip. Oh, Mr. Premium,—very well. - [Exit.

Sir Oliwer. To judge by the fervant, one would
not imagine the mafter was ruined.~S$ure this was
my brother’s houfe.

Mofes. Yes, Sirp—Mr. Charles bought it of Mr.

Jofeph, with furniture, piQures, &c. juft as the old
' E geatleman
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gentleman left it.—Sir Peter thought it a great piece
of extravagance in him,

Sir Oliver. In my mind, the other’s ceconomy in
felling it tohim, was more reprehenfible by half.” -

Enter Trye.

Trip. Gentlemen, my mafter is very forry he has
company at prefent, and cannot fee you.

Sir Oliver. If he knew who it was that wanted to
fee him, perhaps he would not have fent fuch a mef-
fage. ) :

ng‘p. Oh! yes, Ttold him who it was—I did not
forget my little Premium, no, no, :

Sir Oliver. Very well, Sir ; and pray what may
your name be ? :

Trip. ‘Trip, fir; 'I'riY, at your fervice.

. Sir Oliver. Very well, Mr. Trip,/—~you have a
pleafant fort of a place here, I guefs,

Trip. Pretty well—~There are four of us, who
pafs our time agreeably enough~—Our wages, indeed,
are but finall, and fometimes a little in arrear—~We
have but fifty guineas a year, and find our own bags
and bouquéts, ’

Sir Oliver, Bags and bouquets l-~halters and bafe
tinadoes | -

Trip. Oh, Mofes, hark’ye—did you get that little
"bill difcounted for me ? '

Sir Oliwer. Wants to raife money top {—Mercy
on me !—He has diftreffes, I warrant, like a Lord,

and affe@s creditors and duns. . [Afide.
Mofes. *Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip.
[Giwes the'note,

Trip. No! whyl thought when'my friend Bruth
had fet his mark on it, it was as good as cath.

Mofes. No, indeed, it wounld not do.

Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by way of
annuity.

Sir Oliver. An annuity I—A footmian raife mone
by arnuity I—Well faid luxury, egad. [Aﬁdg
Mofes.  Well, but you muft infure your place.

Trip. Oh! Pllinture my life if you pleafe.
Sit Oliver. ‘That’s more than I would your neck.
‘ » [Afide.
- \
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Trip. Well, butl fhould like to have it done be-
fore this damm’d regiftry takes place ; one would not
with to have one’s name made public. ‘

Mafes. No, certainly—but is there nothing you
cou'd depofit ? ,

Trip. Why, there’s none of my mafler’s cloaths
will fail very foon, I believe ; but I can givea mort-
gage on fome of his winter fuits. with equity of re<
demption before Chriftmas—or a poff obit on his blue
and filver, Now thefe, with a few pair of point rufs
fles, by way of fecurity (bell rings) coming, coming,
Gentlemen, if you'll waik this way, perhaps I may
introduce you now.—Mofes, don’t forget the annuity
—Lll infure my place, my little felow. .

Sir Oliwver. If the manis the fhadow of the maf-
ter, thisis the temple of diflipation indeed. :

[Exeunt Trip, Sir Oliver, and Mofes.
Cuarres, Carivess, Sir Tosy, and Gentlemen,
difcovered drinking. : :

Charles. Ha, ha, ha, ‘Fore Heaven you are
in the right—the degeneracy of the age is aftonithing,
there are many of out acquaintance who are men of
wit, genius, and fpirit, but thea they won't drink. .

Carelefs. True, Charles ; they fink into the more
fubftantial luxuries of the table, and quite negle®
the bottle. -

Charles. Right—befides fociety fuffers by it ; for,
inftead of the mirth and humour that ufed to mantle
over a bottle of Burgundy, their converfation is be-
come as infipid as the Spa water they drink, which
has all the pertnefs of Champaigne, without its {pi-
ritor flavour.

Sir Toby. But what will you fay to thofe who
prefer piay to the bottle ?-——There’s Harry, Dick,
and Carelefs himfelf, who are under a hazard regi-
men,

Charles. *Ptha! no fuch thing—What, would you
train a horfe for the courfe by keeping him from corn?
~—Let me throw upon a bottle of Burgundy and I
never lofe ; at leaft I never feel my lofs, and that’s

the fame thing.
Ez 1, Gent.
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1/} Gent. ‘True ; befides, ’tis wine that determines
if 2 man bereally inlove.

Charles. So it is—Fill up a dozen bumpers toa
dozen beauties, and fhe that floats at the top, is the
girl that-has bewitched you. .

Carelefs.- Bt come, Charles, you have not given
us your real favourite.

Charles, Faith1 have with held her only in com-
paflion to you, for if I give her, you muft toaft a
rour;)d of her peers, which is impoflible (fighs) on
earth,

Carelefs. We'll toaft fome heathen deity, or ce-
eftial goddefs to match her,

Charles.. Why then bumpers—bumpersall round’
~here’s Maria—Maria.—Sighs.

1/ Gent. Maria——"pfhaw-—give us her fir-name.

Charles. ’Pfhaw hang her fir-name, that’s toa
formal to be regiftered on lave’s calendar.

1ff. Gent. Maria, then—here’s Maria.

Sir Toby. Maria—come, here’s Maria.

Charles. Come, Sir Toby, havea care ; you muft
give a beauty fuperlative,

Sir Toby. Then I'llgive you Here’s

Carelefs. Nay, never hefitate—But Sir ‘Toby has
got a fong, that will excufe him.

Omnes . The fong~——The fong.

§ O N G,

Here’s to the maiden of blufhing fifteen,
Now to the widow of fifty ;
Here’s to the flaunting, extravagant quean,
And then to the houfewife that’s thrifty,
Let the toaft pafs, drink tothe lafs,
I warrant fhe'll find an excufe for the glafs,

Here’s to the charmer whofe dimples we prize,
‘Now to the damfel with none fir ;

Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes,
And now to the nymph with but one fir.

Let the toaft pafs, ¢,
v Here's
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Here’s to the maid with her bofom of fnow,
Now to her that’s as brown as a berry;
Here’s to the wife with her face full of woe,
And now to the damfel that’s merry.

Let the toaft pafs, Ue.

" For let them be clumfy, or let them be fliaz,
Young or ancient I care not a feather ;
So fill us 2 bumper quite up to the brim,
And e‘en let us toaft them together.
Let the toaft pafs, Ce.

Tx1p enters and whifpers CRARLES.

Charles. Gentlemen, I muft beg your pardon, '

(rifing) 1 muft leave you upon bufinefs—Carelefs
take the chair. .

Carelefs. What, this is fome wench~—but we
won’t lofe you for her.

_ Charles.” No, upon my honour—TIt is onlya Jew

and a broker that are come by appointment. ,

Carelefs. A Jew and a broker ! we’ll have ’em in.

Charles. ‘Then defire Mr. Mofes to walk in.

Trip. And little Premium too, Sir,

Carelefs. Aye, Mofes and Premium. (Exit Trip.)
Charles we’ll give the rafcals fome generous Burgundy.

Charles. I\glo, hang it—wine but draws forth the
natural qualities of a man’s heart, and to make them
drink, would only be to whet their knavery.

Enter Sir OL1vER and Mosks.,

Walk in, Gentlemen, walk in; Trip give chairs ¢
fit down Mr. Premium, fit down Mofes, Glafles,
“T'rip ; come, Mofes, I'll give you 2 fentiment. ¢“ Here's

Juccefs toufury.” Mofes, fill the gentleman a bumper.

Mafes. ~* Here’s fuccefs to ufury.” .

Carelefs. True, Charlefs ; ufury is induftry,and
deferves to fucceed.

Sir Oliver. 'Thenhere’s ¢ All the fuccefs it de-
ferves. .

Carelefs. Oh, dam’me, fir, that won’t do ; you
demur to the toaft, and ihall drink it ina pint bumper

at leaft,
Es Mofes.
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Mofes. Oh, fir, confider Mr. Premium is a gen-
tleman. '

Carelefs. And therefore loves good wine, and

Il fee juftice done to the bottle~Fill, Mofes, a °

quart. :

Charles. Pray, confider gentlemen, Mr. Premium
isa ftranger. ,

Sir Oliver. 1 with I was out of their company.

[Afide.

Carelefs. Come along, my boys, if they won’t
drink with us we’ll not ftay with them ; the dice are
in the next room-—~Yow’ll fettle your bufinefs, Charles
and come to us, : '

Charles. Aye, aye, but Carelefs, you muft
beready, perhaps I may have occafion for you.

Carelefs. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or annuity, "tis
all the fame to me. ‘ [Exit avith thereft.

Mofes. Mr. Premium is a gentleman of the firiQeft
honour and fecrecy, and always performs what he un-
dertakes.—Mr. Premium, this is- (formally.)

Charles. ’Pihaw | hold your tongue——my friend
Mofes, fir, isa very honeft fellow, but a little flow at
expreflion T fhall eut the matter very fhort ;
I’nE an extravagant young fellow that wants to borrow

who has got money to lend——I am fuch a fool as to
f'we fifty per cent. rather than go withoutit; and you
1 fuppofe are rogue enough to take an hundred if you
c3n get it. And now we underftand one another, and
may proceed to bufinefs without further ceremony.
gir Oliwer. Exceeding frank, upon my ward ; Ifee
you are not a man of compliments.
- -Charles. No, Sir.
Sir Oliver. Sir, 1 like you the better for jt—How-

ever you are miftaken in one thing ; I have no money.

to lend, but I believe 1 could procure you fome from
a friend ; but thenhe’s a damn’d wnconfcionable dog ;
is he not Mofes ?

Mofes  Yes, but you can’t help that.

Sir Oliver. And then he has not the money by
him, but muft fell flock at a great lofs, muft not he
Nofes? Mofes.

moneg s and you, as I take it are a prudent old fellow

-
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Myfes.. Yes, indeed———you know I always fpeak °
the truth, and fcorn to tell a lye. .

.. Charles, Ays, thofe who i{)vuk truth ufually do

~And Sir, I muft pay the difference, } fuppofe—Why
look’ye, Mr. Premium, 1 knew that money is not to
be had without paying for it.

Sir Oliver. Well—but what fecurity could you
give——you have not any land I fuppafe..

. Charles, Not a mole-hill, nor a twig but what
grows in bow-pots out at the windows.

Sir Oliver. Norany ftock I prefume.

_ Charles. None but live ftock, and they are enly
a few pointers and ponies.—=But pray, fir,are you. ac-
quainted withany of my conncétions ?

Sir Oliwer. ‘Tofay the truth I am.

Charles. ‘Then you muft have heard that T havea
rich old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from
whom I have the greateft expetatians.

-8ir Oliver. That you havea wealthy uncle I have
heard ; but how your expeations will turn oyt, is
more | believe, than youwcantell. . '

-Charles. Oh yes, I'm told 1 am a monfirous fa~
vourite, and that he intends leaving me every thing,

Sir Oliver. Indeed ! this is the firfk ] have heard
of ft.

-Charles. Yes, yes, he intends making me his heir
—Does he not, Mofes ?

Mofes. Oh yes, T'll take my oath of that.

Sir Oliver. Egad they’ll perfuade me prefently
that P'm at Bengal., (Afide.) :

Charles. Now, what I propofe, Mr. Premium, is
togive you a poft obit on my uncle’s life. Though
indeed my uncle Noll has been very kind to me, and
upon my foul Iihall be fincerely forry to hear any
thing has happened to him.

Sir Okiwer, Not more than 1 fhould I affure you.
But the bond you mention happens to be the worit
fecurity you could offer me, for I might live to be an
hundred, and never recover the princaipal.

:Charles, Oh, yes you would, for the moment he
dies, you come upon me for the money. Sie

ir
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Sir Oliver. ‘Then I believe I would be the moft
unwelcome dun you ever had in your life. ,

Charles. What, you are afraid, my little Premium,
that my uncle is too good a life. .

Sir Ofiver. No, indeed I am not; though I have
heard he’s as hale, and as hearty, as any man of his
years in Chriftendom. .

Charles. Oh, there you are mifinformed. No-—no,
poor uncle Oliver ! he breaksa pace, The climate,
fir, has hurt his conftitution, and Pm told he’s fo
much altered of late, that his neareft relations don’t -
know him. '

Sir Oliver. No! ha, ha, ha; fo much altered of
late, that his nearelt relations would not know him.
Ha, ha, ha, that’sdroll, egad.

Charles. What you are pleafed to-hear he’s on the
decline, my little Premium.

Sir Oliver. No, I amnot, 110, NG, NO.

" Charles. Yes, you are, for itmends your chance.
Sir Oliver. But I am told Sir Oliver is coming
overg——nay, fome fay heis aGually arrived. _
Charles. Oh, there you are mifinformed again—
No—no fuch thing—he is this moment at Bengal. -

What! I muftcertainly know better than you.

Sir Oliver. Very true, as you fay, you muft know
better than I; though I have it from very good au-
thority. Have I not, Mofes ¢

Mofes. Moft undoubtedly.

Sir Oliver. But, fir, as I underfland you want a
few hundreds immediately, is there nothing that you

would difpofe of ?

Charles. How do you mean ?

Sir Oliver. For inftance, now ; Ihave heard your
father left behind bim a great quantity of mafly old

late,

Charles. Yes, but that is gone long ago—Mofes
can inform you how better than I can.

Sir Oliver. Good lack ! all the family race cups,
and corporation bowls gone! (Afide) It was alfo
fuppoted, that his library was one of the moft valua-
ble and compleat, :

Charles.
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Charles. Much too large and valuablé fora pri-
vate gentleman ; for my part, I was always of a com-
municative difpofition, and thought it a pity to keep
fo much knowledge to myfelf.

Sir Oliver. Mercy on me] knowledge that has
run in the family, like a heir-loom. (4fide.) And
pray how may tZey have been difpofed of ? .

" Charles. O you muft afk the sutionier thatem—
1 don’t believe even Mofes can dire@ you there,

Mofes. No——1I never meddle with books.

Sir Oliver. ‘The profligate | (A4fde) And is there
nothing you can difpofe of ?

Charles, Nothing=——unlefs you have ¢ tafte for
old family piures. I have a whole room full of
anceftors above flairs, :

Sir Oliver, Why fure you would not fell your
relations |

Charles. Every foul of them to the beft bidder.

Sir Oliver, Not your great uncles and aunts,

Charles. Aye, and my grandfathers and grand-
mothers. . .

Sir Oliver. Tl never forgive him this. (A4fide.)
Why, what Do you take me for Shylock
in thye play, to raife money from me on- your own
flefh and blood.

Charles. Nay, don’t be in a paflion, my little
Premium ; what is it to you, if you have your mo-
ney’s worth. .

Sir Oliver. That's very true, as you fay———Well,
well, | believe 1 can difpofe of the family canvafs,
Fll never forgive him this, [Afide.

Enter CArELESS.

Carelefs. Come, Charles, what the Devil are you

doing fo long with the broker~~—~we are waiting for

Charles, Oh | Carelefs, you are juft come in time,
weare to havea fale above flairs.——I am going to
fell all my anceftors to little Premium.

Carelefs, Burn your anceftors,

Charles. No, no, he may do that afterwards if
. will, - But Carelefs, you fhall be auétionier.

: Carelefs.
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Carelefs. 'Withall my heart, 1 handle a hammer
as well as a dice-box a-going———a-going.
Charles. Bravo! And Mofes, you fhall be ap--
" praifer, if wewant one, '
Mofes. Yes, I'll be the appraifer.
Sir Oliwer. Oh the profligate ! [Afide.
Charles. But what's the matter, my little Premium?
You don’t feem to relifh this bufinefs, ’
. Sir Oliver. (Affedting to laugh) Oh, yes I do,
vaftly ; ha, ha, ha, I Oh the prodigal I' [Afide.
Charles. Very true; for when a man wants mo-
ney, who the devil can he make free with if he can’t,
with his own relations, [Exit,
Sir Oliwer. (Following) Tl never forgive him.
End of the TrIRD AcT.

, -&&é&&%*%&%&?&&&&&é@é&
ACT 1V, :

Enter'CuarrLes Sir OLIVER, CareLESS, and
Moses. :

. CHARLES,
WALK in gentlemen, walk in ; here they are—-
the family of the Surfaces up to the Conqueft.
_ Sir Oliver. And, in my opinion, a goodly collec-
tion, :

Charles. Ay, there they are, done in the true
fpirit and ftyle of portrait painting, and not like your
modern Raphael’s, who will make your picture inde-
pendent of yourfelf ;—no, the great merit of thefe
are, the inveterate likenefs they bear to the originals,
All ftiff and awkward as they were, and like nothing
in human nature befides.

Sir Oliver. Oh, we fhall never fee fuch figures of
men again.

Charles. 1hope not You fee, Mr. Premium,
what a domeftic man I am; here I fit of an evening
furrounded by my anceftors——-But come, let us pro-
ceed to bufinefs—To your pulpit, Mr. Auétionier.—
Oh, here’sa great chair ofP my father’s that feems fit.
for nothing elfe. Carelefs.
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FOR SCANDAL. 4
Carelefs, ‘The very thing—but what fhall 1do for

_ahammer, Charles? an Auionier is nothing with-

out 2 hammer. .

Charles. A hammer ! (Jocking round) let’s fee, what
hayve we here—Sir Richard, heir to Robert—a genea-
logy in full, egad Here, Carelefs, you thall have
no common bitof mohogany, here’s the family tree,
and now you may knock down my anceftors with
their own pedigree.

_ Sir Oliver. 'What an unnatural rogue he is j———
An expert fafto paracide. (Afide.)

. Carelefs. Gad, Charles, thisis lucky, for it will
not only ferve for a hammer, but a catalogue to6 if
we fhould want it.

Charles. True—Come, here’s my great uncle Sir
Richard Ravelin, a marvelous good generalin hisday

‘~—he ferved in all the Duke of Marlborough’s wars,

and got that cut ower his eye at the battle of Malpla-
quet——He is not drefled out in feathers like our
modern captains, but enveloped in wig and regimen-
tals, as a general fhould be~~What fay you, Mr.
Premium ?

Mofes. Mr. Premium would have you fpeak.

Charles. Why, you fhall have him for ten
pounds, and P'm fure that’s cheap enough for a ftaff
officer. o

Sir Oliver. Heayen deliver me! his great uncle
Sir Richard going for ten pounds—{ 4fide.)—Well,
fir, Ttake him at that price. -

Charles. Carelefs, knock down my uncle Richard.

Carelefs. Going, going——a-going-~gone,

Charles, This 1s a maiden fifter of his, my great
aunt Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to be one
bis beft pi€tures, and efteemed a very formidable
likerefs, There fhe fits, as a fhepherdefs feeding hgr
You thall have her for five pounds ten, I'm
fure the fheep are worth the money.
_ Sir Oliwer. Ah, poor avunt Deborah ! a woman
that fet {uch a value on herfelf, going for five pounds
gen——/Afide.)~—Well, fir, &e’s mine,

Charles. Knock down my aunt Deborah, (é;relle@.

. reiefs.
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Carelefs. Gone. '

Charles. Here are two coufins of theirs~—Mofes,
thefe piures were done when beaux wore perewigs, .
and ladies their own hair,

Sir Oliwer. Yes, truly—head-drefles feem to have
been fomewhat lower in thofe days.

Charles. Here’s a grandfather of my mother’s, &
judge well knownon the weftern circuit. What will
you give for him?

Mofes, Four guineas.

Charles. Four guineas! why you don’t bid the
price of his wig. Premium, you have more refpe&t
for the Wool Sack, do let me knock him down at
fifteen. ’

Sir Oliver. Byall means.

Carelefs. Gone.

Charles. Here are two brothers, William and
Walter Blunt, Efqrs. both members of parliament,
and great fpeakers ; and what’s very extraordinary,
1 believe this is the firft time they were ever bought
orfold, .

Sir Ofiver. That’s very extraordinary, indéed !
Tll take them at your own price for the honour of

- -parliament.

‘Charles. Well faid Premium, ) '
G Carelefs Tl knock ’em down at forty pounds——
: GOing-~m=megoing~——gone.

C/:%:rle.r. g_H;gre‘s a jolly, portly fellow, I don’t
know what relation heis to the family, but ke was
formerly mayor of Norwich, let’s knock Him down
at eight pounds.

Sir Oliver., No. Ithink fix is enough for a mayor.

Charles. Come, come, make it guineas, and I'll
throw you the two aldermen into the bargain.

_ 8ir Oliwer. Theyare mine, )

Charles, Carelefs, knock  down the mayor and
aldermen.

Carelefs. Gone. -

Charles. But hang it, we fhall be all day at this
‘rate ; come, come, give me three hundred pounds,
and take all on this fide the room in 2 lump,~——And
that will be the beft way. ool Sir
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FOR SCANDAL: 49

Sir Oliwer., Well, well, any thing to accommo-
date you; they are mine, But there’s one por~
trait you have always paffed over.

Carelefs. What, that little ill-looking fellow over
the fettee.

Sir Oliver. Yes, fir, ’tis that I mean but [
don’t think him fo ill-looking a fellow by any means.

Charles, That’s the pitture of my uncle Oliver—s
before he went abroad it was done, and is efteemed
& very great likenefs.

Carelefs. That your uncle Oliver! Then in my
opinion you will never be friends, for he is one of the
moft ftern looking rogues I ever beheld, he has an
unforgiving eye, and a damn’d difinheriting counte~
nance. Don’t you think fo, little Premium ?

Sir Oliwer. Upon my foul 1 do not, fir; I think
it as honeft a looking face.as any in the room, dead
or alive~—~But I fuppofe your uncle Oliver goes with
the reft of the lumber. )

Charles. No, hang it, the old gentleman has been
very good to me, and I'll keep his picture as long as
I have a room to put it in,

Sir Oliver. 'The rogue’s my nephew after all—I
forgive him every thing. (Afide} But fir, I have fome
how taken a fancy to that piture.

Charles. 1 am forry for it, mafter broker, for you
sertainly won’t have it=—What the devil, have you .
not got enough of the family. :

Sir Oliver. 1 forgive hun every thing. Afide.
Look, fir, I am a ftrange fort of a fellow, and when
I take 2 whim in my head I don’t value money : Fil

ive you as much for that as for all the reft.

Charlgs. Praythee don’t be troublefomne Ttell
you I won’t part withit, and there'san end on’t. .

Sir Oliver. How like his father the dog is 1
did not perceive it before, but I think I never faw (o
firong a refemblance. (A4fide) Well, fir, here’s a
draft for your fum. (giving a bill.

Charles. Why this bill is for eight hundred pounds.

Sir Oliver.  You'll not let Sir Oliver.go, then.

Charles. No, 1tell ymi: once for all,

133.
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SirOliver. ‘Then never mind the difference, we'll
balance thatsfome other time———but give me your
hand (prefle it) you are a damn’d honeft fellow,
Charles——O lord! I beg pardon, fir, for being
fo free~——come along Mofes. '

Charles. But hark’ye, Premium, youw'll provide
good lodgings for thefe gentlemen, (going.)

Sir Oliver. Tlifend for ’em in a day or two.

Charles. And pray let it be a genteel conveyance,

for I affure you moft of ’em have beenufed toride in
their own carriages.

Sir Oliwer. 1 will for all but Oliver,

Charles. For all but the honett little Nabob,

Sir Oliver. You are fixed on that.

Charles. Peremptorily.

Sir Oliver. Ah the dear extravagant dog! (Afde)
Good day, fir, Come, Mofes. Now let me fee
who dares call him profligate. [ Exit avith Mofes.

Carelefls, Why, Charles, this is the very prince
of Brokers, ' _

Charles. 1 wonder where Mofes got acquainted
with fo honeft a fellow.—But, Carelefs, itep into the
company ; I'll wait on you prefently, I fee old Rowley
eoming.

Carelefs. But harkee, Charles, don’t let that fel-
Jow make you part with any of that money to dif
charge mufty old debts. Tradefmen, you know, are
the moft impertinent people in the world.

Charles. 'True, and paying them would only be
encouraging them.

Carelefs. Well, fettle your bufinefs, and make
what hatte you can. [Exit.

Charles. Eight hundred pounds ! Two thirds of
this are mine by right—five hundred and thirty odd
pounds !—Gad, 1 never knew till now that my an-
ceftors were fuch valuable acquaintance—Kind ladies
and gentlemen, I am your very much obliged, and-
moft grateful humble fervant. (bowwing to the pidtures)
¢ Enter RowLEY, :
Ah, old Rowley, you are juft come in time to take
leave of your o{d acquaintance,

Rowley.
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Rowley.  Yes, fir ; 1 heard they were going.—But
how can you exprefs fuch fpirits under all your mif~
fortunes ¢

. Charles. 'That’s the caufe, Mafter Rowley; my
misfortunes are fo many, that I can’t afford to part
with my fpirits.

Rowley. And canyou really take leave of your
anceftors with fo much unconcern ?

Charles. Unconcern! what, I fuppofe you are
furprized that I am not more forrowful at lofing the
company of {o many worthy friends. It is verydif-
trefling to be fure ; but you fee, they never move a
mufcle, then why the Devil fhould I?

Rowley. Ab, dear Charles {—— ’

.. Charles. Butcome, I have no time for trifling ;—
here, take this bill and get it changed, and carry an
hundred pounds to poor Stanley, or we fhall have
fomebody call that has a better right to it.

Rowley.  Ah, fir, 1with you would remember the
proverb :

Charles. “ Be juft before you are gemerous.”———
Why fo 1 would if T could, but juftice is an old, lame,
hobbling beldame, and I can’t get her to keep pace
with generofity for the foul of me.

Rowley, Do, dear fir, refleit. :

C arles. That’s very true, as you fay—but Rowley
while I have, by Heavens Pll give—fo darn your mo-~
rality, and away to old Staniey with the money.

- [Exeuns.

And enter Sir OLiver and Moses.

Mofes. Well, fir, 1think, as Sir Peter faid, you
have feen Mr. Charlesin all his glory—"tis great pity
he’s fo extravagant,

Sir Oliver. ‘True—but he would not fell my pic-
ture,

Mofes. And loves wine and women fo much.

Sir Oliver. But he would not fell my piGturé,——
- Mofes.  And games fo deep.

Sir Oliver. But he wouldnot fell my piure.—~—
Oh, here comes Rowley. .

F a , Enter
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Enter RowLey.

Roawley. Well, fir, Ifind you have made a pur-
chafe. .

Sir Oliver. Yes, our young rake has parted with
his anceftors like tapefiry. '
"~ Rowley. And he has commiffioned me to return
you an hundred pounds of the purchafe money, but
under your fititious chara&er of old Stanley. Ifaw
a taylor and two hofiers dancing attendance, who, 1
know will go unpaid, and the two hundred pounds
‘would juft fatisfy them. _ -

Sir Oliver. Well, well, I'll pay his debts and his
‘benevolence too.—But now, I’'m no more a broker,
and you fhall introduce me to the elder brother as
.old Stanley. ) . =

Enter Trivr. :
"Trip. Gentlemen, F'in forry I was not inthe way
to fhew you out Hark’yeMofes. [Exit with Mofes.

Sir Oliver. There’s a fellow, now—Will you be-
lieve it, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our
coming, and wantcd to raife money before he got to
his mafter. ‘

Rowley. Indeed | .

Sir Oliver, And they are now planning an annuity
bufinefs ~——~Ch, Mafter Rowley, in my time fervants
were content with the Yollies of their mafters, when
they were wore a littie threadbare ; but now they
have their vices, like their birth-day cloaths, with
their glofs on. [Exeunt.

SCENE the Apartments of Josern Suxracs,
Enter Josern and a Servanv.

Josermn.

O letter from Lady Teazle.
Servant, No, fir,

Fofeph. 1 wonder fhe did not write if {he could noy
come—] hope Sir Peter does not fufpe& me but
Charles’s diflipation and extravagance are great potnts
in my favour (knocking at the door )—=fee if it 1s her. .

‘ . Servant,
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Serwant. ’Tis Lady Teazle, fir ; but fhe always
orders her chair to the milliner’s in the next ftreet,

Fofeph. Then draw that fcreen—my oppofite
neighbour is a maiden lady of fo curious a temper—s
;ou need not wait. (Exit jcyrvam)—My Lady Teazle,

'm afraid begins to fufpe& -my attachment to Maria 3
but fhe muft not be acquainted with that fecret till ¥
have her more in my power.

Enter Lady TeA2LE.

L. Teazle. What, fentiment in foliloquy I—Have
you been very impatinet now ? Nay, you look fo
grave,—I affure you I came as foon as [ could.

Fofeph. OH, madam, punétuality is a fpecies of
conftancy-—a very unfathionable cuftom among ladies,

» L.Teazle. Nay, now you wrong me ; I'm fure
-“you’d pity me if ‘yon knew my fituation—{botA fit)~—=
Sir Peter grows fo peevifh, and fo ill-natured, there’s
no enduring him; and then, to fufpe@ me with
Ch”flesf} T glad my & dsk
ofeph. . Tm glad my feandalous friendskeep u
: thz report, 8 y [g!ﬁz}g.

L. Teazle. For my part, I with Sir Peter to let
Maria marry him—Wou’dn’t you Mr. Surface #

Fofeph. (Afide) IndeedI would not.—Oh, tobe
fure ; and then my dear Lady Teazle would be con-

- vinced how groundlefs her fufpicions were, of my
having any thoughts of the filly girl.

L.Teazle. Then, there’s my friend Lady Sneer-
well, has propagated malicious flories about nre—
and what’s very provoking, all too without the leaft
foundation, ‘ ’

Fofeph. Ah ! there’s the mifchief j——for when 2
feandalous ftory is believed againft me, there’s nd
comfort like the confcioufnefs of having deferved it.

L. Teazle. And to be continually centured and fufe

e€ted, when I know the integrity of my own heart—
}t would almoft prompt me to give him fome grounds- '

or it.

{:70/':;/:. Certainly,—for when a hufband grows
fufpicious, and withdraws his confidence from his
wife, it then beconues ; part of her duty to encha- e

3 -
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vour to out-wit him.—~You owe it to the natural pri-
vilege of your fex, .
. L. Teazle. Indeed! o i

Fofeph. Oh, yes ; for your huiband fhould never
be deceived in you, and you ought to be frail in
¢ompliment to his difcernment,

L. Teazle, Thisis the neweft do@rine.

zo eph. 'Very wholefome, believe me. .

. Teazls. So, the only way 10 prevent his fuf~
picions, is to give him caufe for them. :
ofeph. Certainly. C
. L. Teazle. But then, the confcioufnefs of my
fnnocence. . ’

Fofeph. . Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, ’tis that con-
{cioufnefs of your innocence that ruins you —What -
1y it that makes you imprudent in your condu@, and
carelefs of the cenfures of the world ? The confci~
oufnefs of your innocence.~~What is it makes you
regardlefs of forms, and inattentive to your hufband’s
peace —Why, the confcioufnefs of your innocence,
~—Now, my dearLady Teazle, if you could only be
Pprevailed upon to make a trifling faux-pas, youcan’y
imagine how circumfpe& you would grow.

L. Teazle. Doyouthinkfo? = . _

Fofeph. Depend upon it——Your cafe at prefent,
my dear Lady Teazle, refembles that of a perfonin
a plethora—you " are abfolutely -dying of too much
health, _

L. Teazle, Why, indeed, if my underftanding could

be convinced. .

Fofesh. Your underftanding {—Oh yes, your un-
derftanding fhould be convinced, Heaven forbid that
I fhould perfuade you to any thing you thought
wrong. No, no, I have too much honour for that.

L. Teazle. Don’t you think you may as well leave
bonour out of the queflion? (Both rife.)

Fofeph. Ah, 1 fee, Lady Teazle, the effeds of
country education ftill remain. '

L. Teazle. Théy do; indeed, and T begin to find

‘o Joyfelf imprudent ; and if 1 fhould be brought te
"% wrong, it would be fooner from Sir Peter’s ill-
1, Goc treatinent
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greatment of me, than from your honourable logic®
laffure you. L
Fofeph. Then by this hand, which is unworthy
—{kneeling, a fervant enters)—What do you want
you fcoundrel ? o
Serwant. 1beg, pardon, fir—I thought you would:
pot chufe Sir Peter thould come up.
Fofeph. Sir Peter !
L. Teazle. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone l—What
thall I do? Hide me fomewhere; good Mr. Logic,
Fofeph. Here, here, behind this fcreen (fhe runs
behind the fcreen) and now reach me abook. (Sits
dewn, and reads) L .
Enter Sir PETER, , -
Sir Peter. Aye, there he is, ever improving him-
felf—Mr. Surface, Mr. Surface, N
Fofeph. (Affedting to gape.) Oh, Sir Peter!—1I
rejoice to fee f'ou-——l was got over a fleepy book here—
1 am vaftly glad to fee you—I thank you for this call
—1 believe you havenot been here fince I finithed my
library.—Books, books you know, are the only thing
Jama coxcombin. : :
* Sir Peter - Very prétty, indeed,—why .even your
fcreen is a fource of knowledge—hung round with
maps I fee, - o :
 Fofeph. Yes, Iind great ufe in thatfereen..
¢ Sir Petér: Yes, yes, fo you-muft - when you wens
‘to find any thingin a hurry. > o0 0 h - o
* Fofeph. Yes,orto hide-any thing in a hurryf4fde
* Bir Peter. But, my dear friend, I'want:ta have
fonte private talk with you. e et
_Fofeph. You need not wait. - [Exit fervant,
 Sir Peter.” Pray fit. down—(Both fit)—My dear
friend ] want to impart to. you fome of .my: diftrefles;
“ZIn fhort, Lady Teazle’s -behaviour of late Kas
given me very great vneafinefs. She not only. diffis:
pates and deffroys my fortune;- but 1have firong rea- .
fons to believe fhe has formed an attathment elfes,
where. : e ‘ s
ofeph. 1am unhappy to hearit. . .
ir Peter. Yes, and between you and me, I be-
lieve 1 have difcovered the-perfog, Fofeph.
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Fofeph.  You alarm me exceedingly.
Sir Peter. 1 knew you would fympathize with me.

. Jofeph. Believe me, Sir Peter, lgxch a difcovery
would affe@ me—juft as much as it does you. ;

Sir Peter.  What a happinefs to have a friend we
can truft; even with our family fecrets —Can’t you
guefs who itis ? v

Jofeph. 1hav'n’t the moft diftant idea.—~It can’t
be Sir Benjainin Backbite,

Sir Peter. No, no,—~What do you think of Charles?

Fofeph. My brother | impoflible I—I can’t think he
would be capable of fuch bafenefs and ingratitude.

Sir Peter. Ah, the goodnefs of your own mind
makes you flow to believe fuch villainy. )

Jofeph. Very wrue, Sir Peter.—The man who is
. eonfcious of his own integrity of heart, is very flow
to credit another’s bafenels.

- 8ir Peter. And yet, that the fon of y old friend
thould pra@ice againt the honour of my family.

Fofeph. Aye, there’s the cafe, Sir Peter,—when
ingratitude barbs the dart of injury, the waund feels
double fiart.

- Sir Peter.  What noble fentiments }-—-Heo never
ufed a fentiment, ungrateful bay ! that I alted as
guardian to, and who was brought up under myeye ; -
and I never in my life refufed him———my advice.

> Fefeph. 1don’t know, Sir Peter,—he may be fuch
a man——if it be fo, he is no longera brother of mine ;
¥ renounce him. T difclaim bim: For the man
who. can break throngh the laws of hofpitality, and
feduce the wife or daughter of his friend, deferves
to be branded as a peft to fociety. .

" Sir Peter. And yet, Jofeph, if T was to make it
public, I fhould only be fneered and laughed at.

Fofeph. Wehy, that’s very wrpe——Ne, no, you
muft not make it public, people would talk.
~-8ir Peter. 'Talk, they’d fay it wasall my own
faunlt; an old doating hatchelor to marry a young
giddy girl. They’d paragraph me in the news-papers,
and make ballads on me.

- Fofeph. And yet, Sir Peter, I can’t think that my
Lady Teazle’s honQur,——e— Sir
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Sir Peter. Ah, my dear friend, what’s her honour,
eppofed againft the flattery of a handfome young
fellow. But Jofeph, the has been upbraiding me
of late, that Ihave not made her a fettlement ; and
1think, in our laft quarrel, the told me fhe thould
not be very forry f I was dead. Now, I have
drafts of two deeds for your perufal, and ihe fhall
find, if Iwastodie, that I have not been inattentive
to her welfare while living. By the one, ‘the will en-
joy eight hundred pounds a year during my life ; and

"by the other, the bulk of my fortune after my death.

Fofeph. ‘This condu is truly generous. [ with
‘it mayn’t corrupt my pupil. [Afide.

Sir Peter. But 1 would not have her as yet ac-
quainted with the leaft mark of my affettion.

Fofeph. Nor I——if you could help it.

Sir Peter. And now Ihave unburthened myfelf to
‘you, let ustalk over your affair with Maria.

Fofeph. . Not a fyllable upon the fubje@ now,
{alar med)—Some other time ; 1am too much affe@ed
by yqur affairs to think of my own. For, the man
who can think of his own happinefs, while his friend
is in diftrefs, deferves to be hunted as a monfter to

fociety.
© Sir Peter. 1amfure of your affeion for her,

Fofeph. Let me entreat you, Sir Peter.

Sir Peter. And though you are fo averfe to Lady
"Teazle’s knowing it, 1 affure you the is not your ene~
my, and I am fenfibly chagrined you have made no
further progrefs.

. Fofeph. Sir Peter, I muft not hear you The
man who————(enter fervant) What do you want
firrah ?

Servant, Your brother, fir, is at the door talking
0 a gentleman ; he fays he knows you are at home,

,that Sir Peter is with you, and he muft fee you.

Fofeph. T'm not at home, :

Sir Peter. Yes, yes, you fhall be at home.

Fofeph. (After fome hefitation) Very well, let him
gome up. [Exit fervant.

Six Peter. Now, Jofeph, I'll hide myfelf, and do

: you
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you tax him about the affair with my Lady Teazle,
and fo draw the fecret from him.

Foferh. Ofiel Sir Peter,——what, join in a plot
to trepan my brother ¢

Sir Peter. Oh aye, to ferve your friend ;—befules,
if he isinnocent, as you fay heis, it wiil give him
an opportunity to clear himfelf, and make me ve7 .
bappy. Hark, I hear him coming Where fhail
I go ?——Behind this fcreen——What the Devil |
bere has been one liffner already, for I'll fwear 1 faw
& petticoat.

Joferh. (Affeding to laugh) It’s wery ridiculous—
ha! ha! ha-l—=aridiculous affair,ind alhal ha!
=——Hark ye, Sir Peter (pulling kim afide) though I
bold a man of intrigue to be a moft defpicable cha-
rafler, yet you know it does not follow, that one is
te be an abfolute Jofeph either. Hark ye, *tis a little
French Milliner, who calls upon me fometimes, and
hearing you were coming, and having fome chara@er
to lofe, fhe flipped behind the fcreen.

. Sir Peter. A French Milliner | (fmiling) cwnning
rogue ! Jofeph——r-"ly rogue————=8ur zounds, fhe
hg;_ over heard every thing that has pafied about my
wife.

Fofeph. Oh, never fear——Take my word it will
never go farther for her. ’

Sirf Pmr.N Won't it ?

ofeph. No, depend upon it, ; ~
ir Peter. Well?e:ell,px% it will go no further——
but—where fhall I hide myfelf,

Fofeph. Here, here, flip into this clofet, and you
may over-hear every word. -

L Teazle. Can ]fteal away. -(Peeping.)

ofeth. ‘Hufh! huth! don't ftir.

ir Peter. > Jofeph, tax him home. (Peeping.)
Zofeplx. In, in my dear Sir Peter. .

. Teazle. (S;n’t you lock the clofet door ?

Fofeph. Not & word you'll be difcovered.

8ir Peter. Jofeph, don’t fpare him.,

Fofeph. For Heaven’s fake lie clofe———e—=A pretty
fituation Iam in, to part man and wife in this manner.

[Afde.
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Sir Peter. You're fure the little French MiHiner
won’t blab; o
Enter Caarvres,
" Charles. Why, how now, brother, your fellow
denied you, they faid you were not at home.~——
What, have you had a Jew wench with you ?

Fofeph. Neither, brother, neither.

Charles. But where’s Sir Peter? I thought he
was with you.

Fofeph. He was, brother; but hearing you was
coming, he left the houfe,

‘Charles. 'What, was the old fellow afraid I wanted
to borrow money of him.

Fofeph. Borrow! np brother; but I am forry .to
hear you have given that worthy man caufe for great
uneafinefs. .

Charles. Yes,I am told Tdo that toa great many
worthy men: But how do you mean brother ?

Fofeph. Why ke thinks you have endeavoured to
alienate the affe@ions of Lady Teaule.

Charles. - Who, I alienate the affetions of Lady
‘Teazle1-~—~Upon my word he accufes me very
unjuftly, "'What has the old gentleman found out
that he has got a young wife, or what is worfe, has.

L

" the Lady found out that fhe has got an old hufband.

Jofepr. . For fhame, brother.
Charles. -Tis true, 1 did once fufpe& her Lady-
fhip had a partiality for me, but upon my foul, I
never gave her the leaft encouragement, for you know

my attachment was to Maria, i
Fofept. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy
But if {he had a partiality for you, fure you

- would not have been bafe enough———rmm .
Charles. 'Why, look ye, Jofeph, I hope T fhall
never deliberately do 2 difhonourable a&ion; butif
a pretty woman thould purpofely throw herfelf in my
way, and a that pretty woman fhould happen to be
married to a man old enough tobe her father.~

Jofeph. What then?
Charles. Why then, [ belisve I fhould
r

have
occafion
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:ﬁcaﬁon' to borrow a little of your morality bro-
er.

Jofeph. Oh fie, brother—The man who can jeft. e

Charles. Oh, that’s very true, as you were going
to obferve.But Jofeph, do you know that lam
furprized at your fufpe@ing me with Lady Teazle, |
thought you was always the favourite there,

Jofeph. Me!

_ Charles. Why yes, I have feen you exchange fuck
fignificant glances.

Jofeph. Phawl

Charles. Yes, 1 have; and don’t you remember
when I came in here, and caught you and her at——

Jofeph. Ymuft fop him (Afide.) (Stops his mouth.}
?ir Peter has over-heard every word "that you have

aid. :

Charles. Sir Peter { where is he ?~=What, in the.
clofet -'Foregad I'll have him out,

Jofeph. Wo, no. (Stopping him.)

Charles. 1 will—Sir Peter Teazle come into
court, (Enter Sir Peter) What, my old guardian
turn inquifitor, and take evidencein tog, :

Sir Peter. Giveme your hand,—I own, iy dear
boy, I have fufpeted you wrongfully, but yon muft
not be angry with Jofeph, it was all my plot, and I
fhall think of you as long I live for what I over-
heard. ) '

Charles. Then ’tis well you did not hear more.
Is it not Jofeph ?

Sir Peter.  What you would have retorted on
Jofeph, would you ?

Charles. And yet you might as well have fufpeted
him as me. Might not he Jofeph 2

Enter SErvanT.

Servant. (Whifpering Jofeph)}—Lady Sneerwell,
fir, is juft coming up, and fays the muit {ee you. \
Jofeph  Gentlemen, I mutt beg your pardon, I
have company waiting for me, give me leave to con-

du& you down ftairs.
a. Gharles, No, no, fpeak to ’em in another room;
© - Dilizedby I have
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Y have not feen Sir Peter a great while, and I wantto
talk with him, : :

“ Jofeph. Well, Pl fend away the perfon and return
immediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little
French Milliner. [Exit,

Sir Peter. Ah, Charles, whata pity it is you don'’t

* ffociate more with your brother, we might then have

fome hopes of your reformation, he’s a young man of
fuch fentiments.—Ah, there’s nothing in the world
fo noble as a man of fentiment, )

Charles. Oh, he’s too moral by half, and fo ap-
prehenfive of his good name, that, 1 dare fay, he
would as foon let a prieft into his houfe as a wench.

Sir Peter. No, no, you accufe him wrongfully—
Tho’ Jofeph is not a rake, he is no faint.

Charles. Oh! a perfe@t anchorite—a young hermit,
.. 8ir Peter. Huth, huth ; don’t abufe him, or he may
shance'to hear of it again. . :

" Charles.. Why, you won’t tell him will you ?

- 8ir Peter, No, no, but I have a great mind to
tell him (Afide)—(foems to hefitate)— Harke’ye,
Charles, have youa mind for a laugh at Jofeph?

Charles. 1{hould like it of all things—Ilet’s have it.

Sir Peter. Gad DP'il tell him~—Tl] be even with Jo-
feph for difcovering me in the clofet.—(Afide.)—
Hark’ye Charles, he had a girl with him when I called,

Charles. Who, Jofeph ! impoffible |

Sir Peter. Yes, a little French milliner (takes him
40 the front) and the beft of the joke is, ihe is now in
the room.

Charles. ‘The devil fhe is~—Where ?

Sir Peter. Huih, hujh—behind the fcreen.

Charles. Tl have her out,

Sir Peter.  No, no, no, no,

Charles. Yes,

Sir Peter. No.

~ Charles, By the Lord I will.—So now for*t.

th run up to the fcreen—(creen falls, at the [ame

time JOSEPH enters.

Charles. Lady Teazle, by all that’s wonderful !

8ir Peter, Lady Teaxle, by all that’s horrible !

G Charl-
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Charles. Sir Peter, this is the fmarteft Iittle French
milliner 1ever faw. But pray what’s the meaning of
all this? You feem to have been playing at hide and
feek here, and for iy part, I don’t know who’s in or
who’s out of the fecret.—Madam, will you pleafe to:
explain }—Not a word |—Brother, is it your pleafure
to illuftrate ?-—Morality dumb too I—Well, though
1 can make nothing of 1t, Ifuprofe you perfeély un-
derftand one another, good folks, and fo I'll leave
you. Brother Tam forry you have given that worthy.
man fo much caufe for uneafinefs—Sir Peter, there’s
nothing in the world fo noble as a man of fentiment,
~~—Ha, ha, -hal" : » [Exit.

Jofeph. Sir Peter, notwithftanding appearances are
againft me—if—if you’ll give me leave—I'll explain
every thing to your fatisfaction.

Sir Peter, 1If youpleafe, fir, -~ = ..

Jofeph. Lady Teazle knowing my~—Lady Teazle
~1 fay—knowing my pretenfions—to your ward-—
Maria—and—Lady Teazle—I fay—knowing the jes-
loufy of my—of your temper—ihe called in here=—in
order that the——that I-—might explain—what thefe
pretenfions were~—And~—hearing you were coming~—
and—as [ faid before—knowing the jealoufy of your
temper—ihe—my Lady Teazle~—! fay—~went behind
the fcreen——and—This is a full and clear account of
the whole affair, . i

Sir Peter. A very clear account truly ! and I dare
f:?'.thc Lady will vouch for the truth of every word
or 1t.

L. Teazle. (Advancing.) Far not one fyllable,
Sir Peter.

Sir Peter, What the devil! den't you think it worth
your while to agree in the lie.

L. Teazle. ‘There’s notone word of truth in what
that gentleman has been faying.

Jojeph. Zounds, madam, you won’t ruin me.

. L. Teazle. Stand out of the way, Mr.Hypocrite,
Tl fpeak for myfelf.

Sir Peter.  Aye, aye—Tlet her along—ihe’ll make
& berter ftory of it than you did,

L. Teazle,
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L. Teazle, 1 camné bere with nointention of liften-
ing to his addrefles to Maria, and even ignorant of
his pretenfions ; but feduced by his infidious arts, at
Jeaft to lifken to his addrefles, if not to facrifice his
‘honour, as well as my own, to his uowarrantable
defires.

g Sir Peter.  Now I believe the truth is coming in-
eed, ' .

Jofeph. What! is the woman mad ?

L. Teanle. No, fir, the has recovered her fenfes.
SirPeter, I cannot expet you will credit me; but

. .the tendernefs you exprefled for me, when I am cer-
tain you did notknow I was within -hearing, has pene-
arated fo deep into my foul, that could I have efcaped

- the mortification of this difcovery, my future life

. thould have convinced you of miy fincere repentance.
As for that finooth tongued hypocrite, whe would have
feduced the wife of his too credulous friend, while
hepretended an honourable paflion for his ward, I
now view him in fo defpicablea light, that I thall ne-
ver again refpe@ myfelf for having liftened to his ad-
drefles. [Exit.

Jofeph. Sit Peter—Notwithftanding all this—Hea-
wenis my witnefs

Sir Peter. That youare a villain—and fo 'l leave
tyou to your meditations.

Jofeph. Nay, Sir Peter, you muft not leave me—
‘The man who fhuts his ears againft convi@ion

Sir Peter. Oh, damn your fentiments—damn your
fentiments [Exit.  Jofeph following,

End of the FourTu AcT. '

TP PV ETETEE T TEee
. ACT V.
- SCENE Joserr Surrack’s Apartments,
Enter Josern and a SERVANT.

OSEPH,
MR. Stanley l-—why fhould you think I would
fee Mr. Stanley ; you know well enough be

comes intreating for fomething.
Ga , Servar
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Servant. 'They let him in before I knew of it?
and old Rowley is with him.

Jofeph. ’Pihaw, you blockhead ; Iam fo diftrae~
ted with my own misfortunes, Iam not in a humour
to {peak toany one—but thew the fellow up. [Exit
Servant.] Sure fortune never played a man of m
policy fuch a trick before—My charaéter ruined wit
Sir Peter—my hopes of Maria loft—I'm in a pretty
humour to liften to poor relations truly.—J fhan’t be
able to beftow even a benevolent fentiment on old
Stanley. Oh, here hecomes ; T'll retire, and endea-
vour to put a little charity in my face however. [Exit,

Enter Sir OL1ver and RowLEY.

Sir Oliver., What, does he avoid us? That was
him, was it not ?

Rowley, Yes,fir ; but his nerves are too weak to
bear the fight of a poor relation, 1 {hould have come
firft to break the matter to him.

Sir Oliver. A plague of his nerves—yet this is
he whony Sir Peter extols as a man of a moft benevo-
lent way of thinking. _

Rowvley. Yes—he has as much fpeculative bene-
volence as any man in the kingdom, though he is
not fo fenfualas to indulge himfelf in the exercife of
i,

Sir Oliver. Yet -he has a ftring of fentiments, I
fuppofe, at his fingers ends.

Roawley. And his favourite ohe is, TAat charity
begins at home.

Sir Oliver. And his, 1 prefume, is of that dome-
ftic fort, which never ftirs abroad at all.

Rowley. Well, fir, I'll leave you to introduce
yourfelf, as old Stanley ; Imuft be here again toan-
nounce you in your real charater.

Sir Oliver, ‘True—and you'll afterwards meet me
at Sir Peter’s. :

Roawley. Without lofing 2 moment. [Exit Rowley,

Sir Oliver. Here he comes 1 don’t like the
complaifance of his features.

Enter Joseru,

Jofeph. Sir, your moft obedient ; 1 beg pardon for

keeping you a moment—Mr. Stanley, I prefume.

[ 4
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Sir Olfwer. At your fervice, fir, .
Jofeph. Praybe feated Mr. Stanley, I intreat you,
fir.

Sir Oliwer. Dear fir, there’s no occafion. Too
ceremonious by half. [4fide.

Jofeph. ‘Though I have not the pleafure of your
acquaintance, I am very glad to fee you look fo well;
Ithink, Mr. Stanley, you was nearly related to
my mother.

Sir Oliver, 1was, fir, fo nearly, that my prefent
poverty I fear may do difcredit to her wealthy chil-
dren ; elfel would not prefume to trouble you now.

Jofeph. Ab, fir, don’t mention that—For the man,
who is in diftrefs has ever a right to claim kindred
with the wealthy ; Iam fure I wifh I was of that
number, or that it was in my power to afford you
even g fmall relief.

Sir Oliver. If your uncle Sir Oliver was here, 1
fhould have a friend.

Jofeph. 1 with he wasfir, you thould net want an
advocate with him, believe'me. .

Sir Oliver, 1 thould not need one, my diftrefles
would recommend me. But 1imagined his bounty had
enabled you 1o be the agent of his charities. ’

Jofeph.  Ah, fir, you are miftaken ; avarice, ava-
rice, Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age; to be fureit
has been fpread abroad thathe has been very bounti-
ful to me, but withdut the leaft foundation, .though
I never chufe to contradié the report.

Sir Oliver. And has he never remitted you bullien,
Tupees, or pagodas ? :

Jofeph.  Ob, dear fir, no fuch thing. Ihaveindeed
receivedfome trifling prefents from him, fuch as thawls
avadavats, and Indian crackers ; nothing more, fir,

Sir Oliver. There’s gratitude for twelve thoufand
pounds! (4fid.) Shawls, avadavats, and Indian
crackers !

Jofeph. Then, there’s my brother, Mr. Stan'ey, 5
one ‘would fcarce believe what I have done for that
unfortunate youny man,

Sir Oliver, Notlfor one, (Afide)
/ G3 Jfeths
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Jofeph. Oh, thefumsIhave lent him {——Well,
*twas an amiable weaknefs I muft own I can’t
defend it, though it appears more blameable at pre-
fent, as it prevents me from ferving you, Mr. Stanley,
as my heart direfts, ;

Sir Oliver. Diflemblera——{Afide)=——~Then you
cannot affift me. :

Jofeph. 1am very unhappy to fay it’s not in my
power at prefent; but you may depend upon hearing
from me when I can be of any fervice to you.

Sir Oliver. Sweet fir you are too good.

Jofeph. Not at all, fir ; to pity without the power
to relieve, is flill more painful, than to alk and be
denied. Indeed, Mr. Stanley, you have me deeply
affeted. Sir, your moft devoted ; I with you health
and fpirits,

Sir Oliver. Your ever grateful and perpetual
(bowing liw) humble fervant. '

Jofeph. | am extremely forry, fir, for your mif~
fortunes Here, open the door———Mr. Stanley
your moft devoted. o '

Sir Oliver. Your moft obliged fervant. Charles
you are my heir. (Afide, and exit;

Jofeph.  This is another of the evils that attend a
man’s having a fo good charader—It fubje@s himn to
the importunity of the neceffitous the pure and
fterling ore of charity, is a very expenfive article in
the catalogue of a man’s virtues ; whereas, the fen-
timental French Plate I ufe, anfwers the purpofe full
as well, and pays no tax. (Going.)

er RowrLEeYy.

Roawley. Mr. Surface, your moft obedient ; T wait
on you from your uncle who is juft arrived, (Gives
kim a note.)

Jofeph. How ! Sir Oliver arrived !|——Here, Mr.
————call back Mr. Stanley.

Rowley. 1t’s too late, fir, I met him going out of
the houfe. :

Jofeph. Was everany thing fo unfortunate! (Afide.)

1 hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and
fpirits,

Rowley,
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Rowley. Oh, very good, fir ; he bid me inform
you he’ll wait on you within this half hour.

Jofeph. Prefent him my kind love and duty, and
affure him P’m quite impatient to {ee him, (Bowing. )

Rowley. 1 fhall, fir. [Exit Rowley.
Jofeph. Pray do, fir (bows)—This was the moft
curfed pieceof ill-luck. [Exit Jofeph.

SCENE SirPerex ;Ijsazn e’s Houfe,
Enter Mrs, CANDOUR and Maip.

Maid. Indeed, madam, my Lady will fee no one
at prefent. -

Mrs. Candour. Did you tell her it was her friend
Mrs. Candour ? C

Maid. 1 did, madam,and fhe begs to be excufed,

Mrs. Candour.” Go again, for I'am fure the muft
be greatly diftreffed. (Exit Maid.) How provoking to
be kept waiting—! am not miftrefs of half the cir-
cumftances :———I t{hall have the whole affair in the
news papers, with the parties names at full length,
before I have dropped the ftory ata dozen houfes.

Enter Sir BenyaMin BackpiTe,

Mrs. Candour, Oh, Sir Benjamin, 1 am glad you
are come ; have you heard of Lady Teasle’s affair?
Well, I never was fo furprized—and I am fo diftreffed
for the parties.

Sir Benjamin. Nay, I can’t fay I pity Sir Peter, he
was always fo partial to Mr. Surface.

Mrs. Candour. Mr, Surface! why it was Charles,

Sir Benjamin, Oh, no, madam, Mr. Surface was
the gallant.

Mrs. Candour. No, Charles was the lover ; and
Mr. Surface, to do him juftice, was the caufe of the
difcovery ; he brought Sir Peter ; and——

Sir Benjamin. Oh, my dear madam, no fuch
thing ; for I had it from one ;

Mrs. Candsur.  Yes, and I had it from one, that
had it from one that knew

Sir Benjamin, And I bad it from onge— >

Mrs.
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Mrs, Candour. No fuch thing——But herecomes
my Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps fhe may have heard
the particulars. ,

Enter Lady SneerweLL,

L. Sneerwell. Oh, dear Mrs, Candour, here is 2
fad affair about our friend Lady Teazle, ’

Mrs. Candour. Why, to be fure poor thing, I am
much concerned for her.

L. Sneerwell. 1proteft fo am I-—=~though I muft
confefs fhe was always too lively for me,

Mrs. Candour. But fhe had & great deal of good-
nature, '

Sir Benjamin. And had a very ready wit,

Mrs. Candour. 'But do you know all the particu-
lars. (To Lady Sneeravell.) ,

Sir Benjamin. Yet who could have fufpe&ed Mr.,
Surface ? , ‘

Mrs. Candour. Charles you mean,

Sir Benjamin. No, Mr. Surface.

Mts. Candour. Oh, ’twas Charles.

L. Sneeravell. Charles!

Mrs. Candour. Yes, Charles.

" Sir Benjamin. Pll not pretend to difpute with you
Mrs, Candour ; but be it as it may, I hope Sir Peter’s
wounds won’t prove mortal. .

Mrs. Candour. Sir Peter’s wounds! what! did they
fight ! I never heard a word of that.

Sir Benjamin. No |——

Mrs. Candour. No'!

L. Sneerawell. Nor 1, a fyllable : Do, dear Sir Ben~
jamin, tell us,

Sir Benjamin. Oh, my dear madam, then you don’t
know half the affair W hy—why—"1l tell you—
Sir Peter, you muft know, had a long time fufpeted
Lady Teazle’s vifits to Mr. Surface.

"Mrs. Candour. 'To Charles you mean.

Sir Benjamin. No, Mr. Surface—and upon going’
to his houfe, and finding Lady Teazle there, fir, fays
Sir Peter, youare a very ungrateful fellow.

Mrs. Candour. Aye, that was Charles.

Sir Benjamin, Mr, Surface.——And old as I am,

fays
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fays he, I demand immediate fatisfa&ion : upon this,
they both drew their fwords, and to it they fell,

Mrs. Candour. That muft be Charles, for it is very
unli}e!y that Mr. Surface thould fight him in his own
houfe.

Sir Benfamin. ’Sdeath madam, not at all. Lady
Teazle, upon feeing Sir Peter in fuch danger ran out
of the room in firong hyfterics, and was foliowed by
Charles, calling out for hartfhorn and water. They
fought, and Sir Peter received 2 wound in his right
fide by the thruft of afmall fword.

Enter CRABTREE.

Crabiree. Piftols ! piftols! Nephew.

Mrs. Candour. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, I am glad you
are come ; now we fhall have the whole affair.

Sir Benjamin. No, no, it was a fmall fword, uncle.

Crabtree. " Zounds, nephew, I fay it was a piftol,

Sir Benjamin. A thruft in fecond through the fmall

ts.

Crabtree. A bullet lodged in the thorax.

Sir Benjamin. But give me leave, dear uncle, it
was a fmall fword.

Crabtree. 1tell you it was a piftol———Won’t you
fuffer any body to know any thing but yourfelf.——
It was a piftol, and Charlesm——

Mrs, Candour. Ayel 1knew it was Charles.

Sir Benjamin. Mr. Surface, uncle.

Crabtree. Why zounds, I fay it was Charles, muft
no body fpeak but yourfelf. Fll tell you how the
wh{:le affair \;}as. . -

. Sneeravell,

Ve oot 3 Ah do, dopray tellus,

Sir Benjamin. 1 fee my uncle knows nothing at
all about the matter,

Crabtree. Mr, Surface you muft know, Ladies,
came late from Salt-hill, where he had been the even-
ing before with a particular friend of his, who hasa
fon at Eton; his piftols were left on the beaurean,
and unfortunately loaded, and on Sir Peter’s taxing
Charles :

Sir Benjamin, Mr. Surface you mean,

Crabtyec
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Crabiree. Do, pray, nephew, hold your tongue,
and let me fpeak fometimes.—I fay, Ladies, upon his
taking Charles toacceunt, and taxing him 'with the
bafeftingratitude. }

Sir Benjamin.  Aye, Ladies, I told you Sir Peter
tuxed him with ingratitude. ’ '

Crabiree. 'They agreed each to take a piftolem——
‘They fired at the fame inftant——Charles’s ball took
place, and lodgedin the thorax. Sir Peter’s miffed,
and what is very extraordinary,the ball grased againt
a little bronze Shakefpeare that ftood over the chim-
ney, flew off through the window, at right angles,
and wounded the poft man, who was juft come to'the
door with a double letter from Northamptonthire,

Sir Benjamin, 1heard nothing of all this! I mug
own, Ladies, my uncle’s account is more circumitan-
tial, though mine is the true one. i

L. Sneerwell. 1am more interefted in this affair
than they imagine, and muft have better information,

[Afide, and exit.
Sir Benjamin. Lady Sneerwell’s alarm is very eafily
accounted for, v

Crabtree. . Why, yes ; -they do fay———but that’s
~peither here nor there.

Mrs. Candwuy. But pray where is Sir Peter now ¢
1 hope his wound won’t prove mortal,

Crabtree. He was carried bome immediately, ‘and
has given pofitive orders to be denied to every body.

Sir Benjamin. And 1 believe Lady Teagle isattend-
ing him.

Mrs. €andour. 1 do believe fotoo.

Crabtree. Certainly—1 met one of -the faculty as
lcame in.

Sir Benjamin. Gad fo ! and here he-comes,

‘Crabtree. Yes, yes, that’sithe Doftor. ‘

Mrs. Condour. Thet certainly muft be the phyfie
clan—Now we fhall get information, :

Enter Sir OLtvER SUREACE.

Dear Doétor how is your patient ?

Sir Benjamin. 1 hope his wounds are-not mertal:

Crabtree. Is-hedin a fairovayef regovery? ‘s

ir
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Sir Benjamin. Pray, Do&or, was he not wounded
by a thruft of a fword through the fmall guts ?

Crabtree. Was it not by s buliet that lodged in:
the thorax.

Sir Benjamin. Nay, pray anfwer me ?

Crabiree, Dear,dear Dotor fpeak,

. (AH pulling him.)

Sir Oliver. Hey, hey, good people, are you all
mad ?——Why w{at the devil is the matter po——a
fword throu gh the fmall guts, and a bullet lodged in
the thorax ] What woulf you all be at?

Sir Benjamin. ‘Then-perhaps, fir, you are not a2
Doctor.

Sir Oliwér, If 1am, fir, Iamto thank you for my

egree.

Crabtrée. Only a particular friend, 1 fuppofe,

Sir Qliver. Nothing more, fir. '

Sir Benjamin. Then I fuppofe, as you area friend
* you can be better able to give us fome account of his-

wounds, - - .

Sir Qliver Wonnds ! .

Mrs. Candour. What! havn’t you heard he w
wounded—The faddeft accident.

Sir Benjamin. A thruft with a fword through the -
fmall guts.

Crabtree. A ballet in the thorax. -

Sir Oliver. Good people, fpeakone at a time, T

befeech you—-——You both' agree, that Sir Peter is
dangeroufly wounded,
rabiree.

Sir Benjamin, } Ay, ay, we both agree in that.

Sir Oliver, Then I will be bold to fay, Sir Peter
is one of the moft imprudent men in the world, for
here he comes walking as if nothing had happened.

Enter Sir Petes. .

My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk about .
in this condition ; you fhould go to bed, you that
have had a fword through your finali guts, and 2
bullet lodged in your thorax.

Sir Peter. A fword through my fmall guts, and a
bullet lodged in my thorax | S

g
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. Sir Oliwer. Yes, thefe worthy people would have
killed you without law or phyfic, and wanted to dub
me a Do@or, in order to make me an accomplice.

Sir Peter. What is all this !

Sir Benjamin.  Sir Peter, we are all very glad te
find the ftory of the duel is not true.

Crabtree. And exceedingly forry for your other
misfortunes.

Sir Peter. So, fo, all aver the town already. .

, ~ ( Afde,

Mrs. Candour. ‘Though, as Sir Peter was fo good
ahufband, 1pity him fincerely.

Sir Peter. ~ Plague of your pity »

Grabires,  As you continued fo long a batchelor,
-you was certainly to blame to marry at all,

Sir Peter, Sir, 1defire you’ll confider this is my
ewn houfe,

Bir Benjamin. However, you muft not be offended
at the jefts you’ll meet on this occafion. ‘

Crabtree. "1t is no uncommon cafe, that’s one thing,

Sir Peter. 1infift upon being mafter here ; in plain
terms 1 défire you'll leave my houfe immediately.

Mrs. Candour.  Well, well, fir, we are going, and
you may depend upon it, we thall make the beft of the
ftory. - [Exit.

Sir Benjamin. Aad tell how badly you have been
treated. . - : co

Sir Peter. Leave my houfe dire@ly.

[Exit Sir Benjamin,
Crabtree. And how patiently you bear it. -
[Exit Crabtree,
Sir Peter, Leave my houfe, 1 fay,~—Fiends, fu-
ries, there is no bearing it ! )
N Enter Rowrey, .
Sir Oliwer, Well, Sir Peter, I have feen my Ne-
phews. . S - ) ’
Rowuley. -~ And Sir Oliver is convinced, your judg-
ment is right after all. . i
Sir Oliver. Aye, Jofeph is the man,
Rowley,  Such fentiments,
Sir Oliver,
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Sir Oliver. And a&s up to the fentiments he pro-
fefles. :

Rowley. Oh, ’tis edification to hear him talk.

Sir Oliver. He is a pattern for the young men of
the age. But how comes it Sir Peter, that you
don’t join in his praifes ?

Sir Peter. Sir Oliver we live in a damned wicked -
world, and the fewer we praife the better.

Sir Oliver.  Right, right, my old friend—But was
you always fo moderate in your judgment ?

Rowley. Do you fay fo, fir Peter, you who was
never miftaken in your life.

Sir Peter. Oh, plague of your jokes
you are acquainted with the whole affair.

Rowley. 1amindeed, fir—1Imet Lady Teazle re-
turaing from Mr. Surface’s fo humbled, that fhe
deigned to beg even me to become her advocate.

Sir Peter. What! does fir Oliver know it too?

- Sir Oliver. Aye, aye, every circumftance,

Sir Peter. What! about the clofet and the {creen,

Sir Oliver. Yes, and the little French milliner
too. [Inever laughed more in my life,

Sir Peter. And a very pleafant jeft it was.

Sir Oliver. ‘This is your man of fentiment, fir
Peter.

Sir Peter. Oh, damn his fentiments.

Sir Oliver. You muft have made a pretty appear-
ance when Charles dragged you out of the clofet.

Sir Peter. Yes, yes, that was very diverting.

Sir Oliver. And, egad fir Peter, T thould liks to
have feen your face when the fcreen was thrown
down, )

Sir Peter. My face when the fcreen was throvn
down ! oh yes [—There’sno bearing this,  (Afde.

Sir Oliwer. Come, come, my old friend, don’t be
vexed, for [ can’t help Jaughing for the foul of me.
Ha! ha! hat!

Sir Peter. Oh, laugh on—1I am not vexed—na, no,
it is the pleafanteft thing in the world. To be the
ftanding jeft of all one’s acquaintance, 'tis the happict
fituation imaginable,

1 fuppofe

Rovv'ev.
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- Rowley.  $e8, fir, yonder's my Lady Teazle coring
this way, and in tears, let me beg of you to be rg=
conciled. )

Sir Oliver.  Well, well, Tl leave Rowlky to me-
diate between. you, aad teke my leave ; but you muft
make hafte after me to Mr. Surface’s, where I go, if
not to reclaima libestine, at lesfd to expofe hypocgi{y.

~Sir Petor. TH be with you 93 the difcovery ; I
fhould liketo feeit, though it is a vile ualucky plage.
for difcoveries. Rowley (looking at) fhe is sot com-
ing this way. : v

Rowley.  No, fir, but fhe bas kfi the roomdoor
open, and waits yous comping.

Sir Pater. Well, certainly mortification is very he-
coming in a wife.~Don’t you think I had beft let hey
pine a little longer.

Rowley, ©Oh, fir, that'sbging too fevere.

Sir Peter. 1 don’t thisk {o; the letter | fousd
from Charles was evidently intended for hex. -
- Rowley. Indeed, fir Peter, you are much mifiaken.

Sir Peter.  If 1 was convinced of that—rfoe, Mafter
Rowley, the looks this way-—what a remaskeble
elegant turnof the head fhe hasg—I have 3 good mind
to go to her, : ,

Rowley, Do, dear fir.

Sir Peter. But when it is known that we arg re-

iconciled, I fhall be laughed at more than ever,

Rowley. Lst them laugh, on, 3nd retort their ma-
lice upon themfelves, by {hewing them yoy can be
bappy infpite of their fander. :

Sir Peter. Faithand fo I will, mafter Rowley, and
my Lady ‘Teazle and I may fiill be the happieft couple
inthe country, '

. Rowley. O fie, {ir Peter, he that lays afide fufpi-
cion — .
Sir Peter. My dear Rowley, if you have any re-
ard for me never let me hear you utrer. any thing
ike a fentiment again ; Ihave had enough of that te.
laft me the remajader of my life, [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE Josgra’s Library.
Enter Josern and Lady Sneerwire!

L. Sneeravefl. Tmpoffiblet will not fir Péter be
" immediately reconciled to Charles, and no longer op-
pole his unton with Matia,

Zoﬁ?ﬁ. Can paflion mend it.

neerwell. No, nor cutining neither.- I wasa
fodl to league with fuch a blunderer.

JYofepA. Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, Tam the great.
et fufferer in this affair, and yer, you fee, 1 bear it
with calmness.

L. Sneerwell, Becaufe the difappointmient dots
not reach your heart ; your inteteft only was concern-
ed. Mad you felt for Maria, what I do for that un-
fortunate hibertine your brother, you would not be
diffuaded from taking every revenge in your power,

Jofeph. Why wiﬁ you tail at me for the difap-
pomtiment.

L. Sneeravell. Are you not the caufe? Had you
fiota fufficient field for your roguery in impofing upon
fir Peter, and fupplanting ;om' brothet, but you mutt
endeavour to feduce his wife. I hate fuch an avarice
of crimes ; ’tis an unfair monopoly, and never prof.

rs.

Fofeph.. Well, T own Iam to blame—I have de-
viated from the dire@ rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot
think circuinftances are fo bad as your Ladyfhip ap-
ptehends, '

L. Sneerwell. Not

Yofeph. You tell me you have made another trial
of Snake, that he flill proves fteady to our intereft,
and that he is ready, i? occafion requires, to fwear
%a & contradt having pafled between Charlesand your

dyihip.

L.y Snfmvell. And what then ?

ofeph. Why, the letters which have been fo care-
fully citculated, will corroborate his evidence, and
prove the trith of the affertion, But I expe@t my
Ha ' uncle
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ancle every moment, and muft beg your Ladythip to
retire into the next room.
L. Sneeravell.  Butif he fhould find you out.
Fofeph. 1have no fear of that—Sir. Peter won't
tell for his own fake, and 1 {hall foon find out Sir
Oliver’s weak fide.
L. Sneeravell. Nay, I have no doubt of your abi-
lities, only be conftant to one villainy at a time.
Foferh. Well, T will, 1 will,—Exit Lady Sneer-
-well)——lt is confounded hard though to be baited by
_one’s confederates in wickednefs—(knocking)—Who
“have we got here? My uncle Oliver,I fuppofe—Oh,
Hld Stanley again! How came he here ? He muﬁ not
aQy—
Enter Sir OL IVER,
. Ttold you already, Mr. Stanley, that it was not in my
power to relieve you.
Sir Oliver. But 1 hear, fir, that Sir Oliver is ar-
rived, and perhaps he mlght
]fep/t Well, fir ; you cannot ftay now, fi fir; but
any other time, ﬁr you fhall certainly be relieved.
Sir Oliver. Oh, Sir Oliver and I muft be acquainted.
Fofeph. 1 muft infift upon. your going. Indeed,
" Mr. Stanley, you can’t ftay.
Sir Oliver. Pofitively I muft fee Sir Oliver.
Fofeph. Then pofitively you fhan’t fta
. [Pu/lng/um out,
Enler CHaRrLES.
Charles. Hey day ! what's the matter? Why, who
t'e devil have we got here? What, my little Pre-
mium. Oh, brother, you muft not hurt my lutle
“broker. But hark ye, Jofeph, what have you been
borrowing money too.,
Fofeph.  Borrowing money! no brother——We
expe& my uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr,
Stanley infifts upon feeing him.
Charles. Stanley ! Why his name is Premium.
Fofeph.  No, no! I tell you his name is Stanley.
Charles. But1tell youagain his name is Premium.
Tofeph. Tt don’t fignify what his name is.

_ Charles,” No more it don’t, as you fay brother, for

I fuppofe
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I fuppofe he goes by half @ hundred names; befides

A.B. at the coffee-houfes. But old Noll muft not
come and tateh my Httle breker here neither.

‘Z;I/'eph. Mr Stanley, Ibeg

arles. And I beg, Mr. Premium—a-

Fofeph. You muft go indeed, Mr. Stanley.
les. Ays, you muft go, Mr. Premium,

(Both pufhing Fim.)

Rater Sir Perer, Lady Trizie, Mm\zu‘, and
Rowtev.

Sir Peter. What, my old friend Sir Oliver { what’s
the matter ?=se—eIn the nashe ef wonder were there
ever two fuch ungracious nephews, to affault their
uncle at his fitfk vifit.

L.Teagle. On my word, fir, it was wall we eamie
to your refcue.

Fofeph. Charles}

Charles,  Jokeph |

Fofeph. Now our ruin is complete,

Chiarles. Very !

Sir Peter. You find, Sir Oliver, your neceffitowy
charadter of eld Stanley cowld not prote& you,

Sir Oliver. No | nor Premium neither, The ne~
ceflities of the former céuld not extrat a fhilling,
from that benevolent gentleman there ; and with the
other I ftood & werfe chance than my anceflors, and
had like to have beea knocked down witheut being
bid for. Sir Peter, my friend, and Rowley, look upon
that elder mephew of mine ; you both know what
Y have done for him, and hew gladly I would have
looked upoh half my fortune as held only in truft for
him. Judge thén, of my furprife and difappdintment,,
at finding him deftitute of truth, eharity, and gra-
titude.

Sir Peter. Sir Oliver, I thould be as much furpri-
fed s you, if 1 did net already know him to be artful,
felfifh, and hypocritieal.

. L. Teazle.  And if he pleads net guilty to all this,.
Jet him call on me to finith his charadter, .
H 3 ) Sir
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Sir Peter. ‘Then I believe we need not add more,
for if he knows himfelf, it will be a fufficient punith-
ment for him that he is known by the world.

Charles.  If they talk. this way to honefty, what

* will they fay to me by and by. (Afide.
Sir Qliver.  As for that profligate there
. CL (pointing to Charles.)
. Charles. Ay, now comes my turn; the damnd
family piCtures will ruin me. - [Afide.
Fofeph. Sir Oliver, will you honour me with a
hearing ? '

Charles. Now if Jofeph would make one of his
long fpeeches, I thould havetim to recolle@ myfelf.
- ' [Afide.

Sir Peter. I fuppofe you would undertake to j{{’(i-
fy yourfelf entirely. - oo

" Jofeph. I truft Icould, fir,

Sir Oliver. ’Pihaw (turns away from him) and 1
fuppofe you could juttify yourfelf too. (Ts Charks.)

Charles. Not that I know of, fir.

Sir Oliver. What, my little Premium was let too
'much into the fecret.

Charles. - Why yes, fir; but they were family fe-
crets, and fhouid go no further.

Rowley. -Come, gome, fir Oliver, I am fure youn
cannot look upon Charles’s follies with anger,

Sir Oliver.  No, nor with gravity neither, De
you know, fir Peter, the young rogue has been felling
me his anceftors : 1 bave bought judges and ftaff-ofh-
cers by the foot, and maiden aunts as cheap as old
china, (During this fpeech, Charles laughs behind his
hat)

Charles, Why, T that have made free with the
family canvas is true, my anceftors may rife in judg-
ment againft me, there’s no denying it; but believe
‘me when [ tell you (and upon my foul I would not
fay it, if it was not fo) if I don’t appear mortified
at the expofure of my follles, it is, gecaufel feelat
this moment the warmett fatisfation, at feeing you

my liberal benefaQor, (Embraces him.)

Sir
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Sir Oliwer. Charles, I forgive you ; give me your
‘hand again, the little ill-looking fellow over the fet-
tee has made your peace for you.

Charles, 'Then, fir, my gratitude to the original
is ttill increafed. . :

L. Teazle. Sir Oliver, here is another, with whom
I dare fay Charlesis no lefs anxious to be reconciled.
-~ Sir Oliwer. 1 have heard of that attachment be-
fore, and with the Lady’s leave———if I conftrue
right, that bluih . o

Sir Peter. Well, child, fpeak for yourfelf.

Maria. 1 have little more to fay, than that I wifh
him happy, and for any influence I might once have
had over his affeions, I moft willingly refign them
‘toone who has a better claim to them. '

Sir Peter. Hey! what’s the matternow } While
he was arake and a profligate, you would hear of no
body elfe ; and now that he is likely to reform, yow
won’t havehim. What’s the meaning of all this ?

Maria, Hisown heart, and Lady Sneerwell can
beft inform you. '

Charles. Lady Sneerwell !

Fofeph. 1 am very forry, brother,Tam obliged te
fpeak to this point, but juftice demands it from me ;
s.ndl Lady Sneerweil’s wrongs can no losger be con-
cealed,

. Enter Lady SNEERWELL.

Sir Peter. Another French milliner {—1]believe he
‘has one in every room in the houfe,

L. Sneerwell. Ungrateful Charles | well you may
feem confounded and furprized, at the indelicate fitua-
ation to which your perfidy has reduced me. :

Charles. Pray uncle is this another of your plots?
for, as I live, thisis the firft [ ever heard of it.

Fofeph. There is but one. witnefs, I believe, ne-
ceflary to the bufinefs.

Sir Peter. And that witnefs is Mr. Snake you
were perfetly in the right in bringing him with you.
Let him appear.

“Roawley, Defire Mr. Snake to walk in.—It is rather
unlucky, madam, that he fhould be brought to con-
front, and not fupport your Ladyfhip, Enter
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Ewter 8raxe, ‘
L. Sueeranslt. 1 am furprized | what, fpeak villain !
have you too confpired againft me ? ~

Snake. 1beg your Ladyfhip ten thoufand pardons ;
¥ muft own you paid me very liberally for the lying
queftions, bwt I have unfortunately been offered dou-
ble for fpeaking the truth.

Sir Priter. Plot and counter- plote—1 give your Lady-
fhip much joy of your negociatiot.

g ‘L Sm'erfwell.l May the torments of defpair and
ifappointment light upon you all. ing.)

L?P‘Z?mslc. Holgd, Lap:y S’ncerwell ,(gr:’cﬁf%u you go,
give me leave to return you thanks for the trouble
you and this gentleman took, in writing letters in my
name to Charles, and anfwering them yourfelf ;oo
and, at the fane time, I muft beg you will prefent
1y compliments to the fcandalous college, of which
you are prefident, and inform them, that Lady Tesa-
zle, licentiate, returns the diploma they granted her,
:lu the leaves off prakice, and kills charafiess no

onger. :

ﬁ Sneeravell. You too, madam ! Provoking In-
folent | may your huand live thefe fifty years.

. [Exit,

L. Teanls, ©h, Lord «wiat a malicious creature
Btis}

Sir Peter.# Not for her laft with, I hope.

L. Teazle. Oh, no, no, no. )

Sir Peter. Well, fir what have you to fay
for yourfelf ¥ (s Jofeph.) .

Fofeph. Sis, 1 am fo confounded that Lady Sneer-
well thould impofe upon us all, by feborning Mr.
Smake, that I know not what to fay———but———iIeft
her malice thould prompt ker to injire my brother—a
1 bad better follow her. [Exit.

Sir Peter. Moral tothe laft.

Sir Okiwer. Marry her, Jofeph, mmrry ker if you
can—Oil and Vinegar—yow’lt do very well toge-
ther. .
Rewley. M. Snake, I belive, we bave no further
occafion for you, o

: Snake,
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Snake. Before I go, I muft beg pardon of thefe
l§ood ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble I

ave been the humble inftrument of caufing.

Sir Peter. You have made amends by your open
confeffion. '

Snake. But I muft beg it as a favour that it may
never be fpoke of,

Sir Peter. What | are you athamed of having done
one good altion in your hife. _

Snake. Sir, I requeft you to confider that Ilive by .
the badnefs of my charaéter, and if it was once known
that I bad been betrayed into an honeft alion, I thould
loofe every friend 1 zave in the world. [Exit,

Sir Oliwer, Never fea?, we fhan’t traduce you by
faying any thing in your fpraife.

Sir Peter, ‘'There’s a fpecious rogue for you.

L. Teazle. You fee, Sir Oliver, 1t needed no great
perfuafion to reconcile your nephew and Maria.

Sir Oliver. So much the better, I'll have the wed-
ding to-morrow morning.

Sir Peter.  What, before you afk the girl’s confent.

Charles. 1have done that a long time fince
above a minute ago and fhe look’d

Maria. O fie, Charles——1 proteft, Sir Peter,
there has not been a word faid.

Sir Oliver. Well, well, the lefs the better (joining
their hands) there——and may your love never know
abatement.

Sir Peter. And may you live as happily. together,
as Lady Teazleand I mtend to do. _

Charles. 1 fulpe@, Rowley, I owe much to you,

Sir Oliver. You do indeed.

Roawley. Sir, if I had failed in my endeavours to
ferve you, you would have been indebted to me for
the attempt, But deferve to be happy, and you
overpay me,

Sir Peter. Ay, honeft Rowley always faid yon
would reform. .

Charles. Look ye, Sir Peter, as toreforming, 1
fhall make no promifes, and that I take to be the

: ftrongeft
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Tiongeft proof that I intend fetting ebout it. But
here thall be my menitor, my gentle guide———can I
leave the virtueus path thofe eyes illumine ?

Though thou, dear maid, ibew'd’'ft weave thy
. beauty’s fway, _ .

Thou il moft rale, betanfe { will ebky ;

An humble fugitive from folly view,

No fantuaty near but lovee—tnd you.

You can, indeed, each anxioty fear temove,

For even feandal diesasceasif you approve.
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