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Dramatis Perfonas.

MEN.
Don Antonky the Vice-Roy's Son,

Don Pedro^ a Noble Spaniard, his Friend,

In love with Flor'inda.

Belvile^ an EngUJh Colonel, in love with 7
Florinda, 3

milmore, the ROVER,
Frederick, 2in EngUJh GcntX&mzn, and Friend ?

to Behile and Blunt. . 5
Blunt, an Englijh Country Gentleman,

Stephana, Servant to Don Pedro^

Philippo, Lncetta's Gallant,

Sancho, Pimp to Lucetta,

Biskey and Sebajiian, two Bravoes to Ange
lica.

Officers and Soldiers.

Page to Do» Antonio,

Mr. Dyer.

Mx . Anderfon,

Mr. Ridout,

Mr. Smith.

Mr. Clarke .

Mr. Shuter

Mr. Bennett

Mr. IFhite.

Mr. Collins.

Mr. R. Smith.

Mr. Buck.

Mifs Hallam.

WOMEN,
Florinda, Sifter to Don Pedro, Mrs. ^/zwy.

i.W/>«^, a gay young Woman defign'd for -^
^^^^^ Woffi.gton.

\ nun, and bilter to tlorinda, 5
Angelica Bianco, a famous Curtezan, Mrs. Hamilton.

Moretta, her Woman, Mrs. Copin.

Callis, Governefs to Florinda and Hellena, Mifs Fergufon.

Lucetta^ ajilcing Wench. Mrs. Stephens.

Servants, other Mafquerades, Men and Women.
SCENE Naples., in GarniviiN time.
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ACT I. SCENE I.

A Chamber,

Enter Florinda and Hellena.

Flor. E A V N ' S ! What an impertinent Thing is a young
Girl bred in a Nunnery ! How full of Quelh'ons

!

Prithee no more Hellena ; I have already cold thee

more than thou underltand'ft.

Hel. The more is my Misfortune ; I am very de-

firous to know as much as you, which makes me fo inquifitive ; nor is't

enough to know you're a Lover, unlefs you alio, tell me who it is you
figh for.

Fhr. When you are a Lover, I ihall think you fit for a Secret of that

Nature; but not before.

Hel. I confefs. indeed, I vv^as never a Lover yet but I begin to

have a fhreud Guefs, what 'tis to be lo, and fanfy it very pretty to {igh„

and fing, and blulli, and wifh, and dream and wi/ii, and long and wilh to

fee lh% Man j and when I do, look pale and uembis j jult as you did when
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my Brother brought Home the fine Englijh Colonel to fee you—•-what
do you call him ? Don Belvile.

. Flor. Fie, Fie, Hdkna

!

Bel. Now that Blulh betrays you- —I am fure'cis fo or is it Don
Antonio the Vice-Roy's Son ?.—Or perhaps the rich old Don Vincentio,

whom my Father dcfigns for your Hufband ?—Why do you blu(h again ?

Flor. I blufh with Indignation ; and how near foever vsxy Father thinks

I am to marrying that hated Ojbjeft,. I fhall let him fee I underftand better

what's due to my Beauty, Birth and Fortune, and more to my Soul, than

to obey thofe unjuft and harfh Commands.
JieL Now hang me, if I don't love thee for that dear Difobedience,

I love Mifchief ftrangely, as moft of our Sex do, who are come to love

nothing elfe—But tell me, dear Florinda, don't you love that fine An-
^leje?' "for I vow next to loving him myfelf, 'twill pleafe me moft

that you do fo, for he is fo gay and fo handfome——and fo——you
know what.

Flor. Hellena, a Maid intended for a Nun, ought not to be fovery

curious in a Difcourfe of Love.

Hel. And doll thou think that I'll be a Nun ? Or at leafl till I'm fa

oldj I'm fit for nothing elfe. Faith no, Siller ; and that which makes
me long to know whether you love Belvile^ is, becaufe I hope he has fome
mad Companion or otherj that will {poll my Devotion; nay I'm refolv'd

to provide myfelf this Carnival, if there be e'er a handfome Fellow of

my Humour above Ground^ tho I fhould deviate from the common
Rules and afk firft.

Flor. Prithee be not {o wild.

Hel. What ! Now you have provided yourfelf with a Man, you are

under no manner of Concern for poor me——Prithee tell me, what doft

thou fee about me that is unfit for Love—Am not I in the Prime of

Youth ? Have not I a Humour gay ? A Beauty paffable ? A Vigour de-

firable? Welllhap'd..? Clean limb'd ? Sweet breath'd ? And Senfe enough

to know how all thefe ought to be employed to the beil Advantage : Yes,

I do and will. Therefore lay afide your Hopes of my Fortune, by my
being a Devotee, and tell me how you came acquainted with this Belvile i

for I perceive you knew him before he came to Naples.

Flor. Yes, I knew him at the Siege of Pampehna, he was then a Co-

lonel of French Horfe, who, when the Town was ranfack'd, nobly treated

my Brother and myfelf, preferving us from all Infolencies ; and I mud
own, (befides great Oljligations) I have I know not what, that pleads

tindly for him about my Heart, and will fufFer no other to enter——•
But fee my Brother.

Enter Don Pedro, Stephano, viith a Mafquing Habits and Callls.

Pedro. Good morrow. Siller. Pray when faw you your Lover, Doff

Vimentio ?
Flor. I kno.w not, ^vc-'-'-Callis, when was he here ? for I think of

it fo little, I know no: when it was,

?edro.
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' Pidro. I have a Command from my Father here to tell you, you

ought not to defpile him, a Man of fo vail a Fortune, and fuch a PalEon

for you

—

Stephana methinks

—

[^Puts on his Mafquivg Habit.

Flor. A Paffion for me ! 'Tis more than e'er I faw, or had a Defire

fhould be known—I hate Vincentis, and I would not have a Man fo dear

to me as my Brother follow the ill Cuftoms of our Country, and make

a Slave of his Sifter—And Sir, my Father's Will, I'am fure you may
divert.

Pedro. I know not how dear I am to you, but I wifh only to be rank'd

in your Efteem, equal with the Englijh Colonel Behile—Why do you

frown and blulh? Is there aay Guilt belongs to the Name of that

Cavalier ?

Flor. I'll not deny I value Behile : When I wasexpos'd to fuch Dan-
gers as the licens'd Lufl of common Soldiers threatned, when Rage and

Conquell flew thro' the City—then Behile, this Criminal for my fake,

threw himlelf into all Dangers to fave my Honour, and will you not

allow him my Efteem ?

Pedro. Yes, pay him what you will in Honour—but you muft con-

iider Don Fincentioh Fortune, and the large Jointure he'll make you.

Flor. Let him confider my Youth, Beauty and Fortune j which ought
not not to be thrown away on his Age and Jointure.

Pedro. 'Tis true, ht's not fo young and fine a Gentleman as that Bel-

vile—hui what Jewels will that Cavalier prelent you with ? Thofe of

his Eyes and Heart ?

Hel. And are not thofe better than any Don Vincentio has brought from
ihc Iniiei ?

Pedro. Why how now ! Has your Nunnery-breeding taught you to

underftand the Value of Hearts and Eyes ?

Hel. Better than to believe Vincentio deferves Value from any Woman-r-
He may perhaps increafe her Bags, but his Age has rendered him incapa-

ble to increafe her Family.

Pedro. This is fipe—Go up to your Devotion, you are not defign'd

for the Converfatiot) of Lovers.

Hel. Nor Saints yet a while, I hope. ^AJide.

Is't not enough that you make a Nun of me, but you muft caft my Sifter

away too, espofing her to a worfe Confinement than a religious Life ?

Pedro. The Girl's mad-—-ffs it a Confinement to be carry'd into the

Country, to an antient Villa belonging to the Family of the Vincentio'i,

thefe rive hundred Years, and have no other Profpeft than that pleafing one

of feeing all her own that meets her Eyes-r——?a fine Air, large Fields and
Gar,dens, where ftie may walk and gather Flowers ?

Hel. When ? By Moon-Light ? For I'm fure ftie dares not encounter

with the Heat of the Sun ; that were a Task only for Don Vincentia and
his Indian Breeding, who loves it in the Do§-days—And if thefe be her

4aily Divertifements, what are thofe of the Night, to lie in a wide Moth-
eaten Bed-Chamber with Furniture In Fafhion in the Reign of King San-

iho the Firft ; the Bed that which his Forefathers liv'd ^nd dy'd in.

Pedro. Very well.

mi.
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Uel. This Apartment (new furbifh'd and fitted out for the young Wife)

he (out of Freedom) makes his Dreffing-room ; and being' a frugal and a

jealous Coxcomb, inftead of a Valet to uncafe his feeble Carcafe, he defires

you to do that Office Signs of Favour, I'll aflure you, and fuch as

you muft not hope for, unlefs your Woman be out of the Way.
Pedro. Have you done yet ?

Hel. That Honour being pafl:, the Giant ftretches itfelf, yawrns and

fighs a Belch or two as loud as a Musket, throws himfelf into Bed, and

expedls you in his foul Sheets, and ere you can get yourfelf undrefl, he

entertains you with a Snore or two, but nothing eife—And are not thefe

£ne Bleflings to a young Lady.

Pedro. Have you done now ?

Hel. And this Man you muft kifs, nay, you maft kifs none but him
too——and nuzle thro' his Beard to find his Lips " -and this you muft

fubmit to for Life, and all for a mere Jointure.

Pedro. For all your Charafler of Don Vincentio, fhe is as like to marry

hira as fhe was before.

Hel. Marry Don Vincentio ! Hang me, fuch a Wedlock would be worfe

than Adultery with another Man : I had rather fee her in the Hojiel ds

Dieu, to wafte her Youth there in Vows, and be a Handmaid to La-

sers and Cripples, than to lofe it in fuch a Marriage.

Pedro. You have confider'd, Sifler, that Belvile ha.s no Fortune to bring

her to, is banifh'd his Country, defpis'd at home, and pity'd abroad.

Hel. What then ? The Vice-Roy's Son is better than that Old Sir

Fifty. Don rincentie I Don Indian ! He thinks he's trading to Gambo
ftill, and wou'd barter himfelf (that Bell and Bawble) for your Youth and

Fortune.

Pedro. Callis, take her hence, and lock her up all this Carnival, and at

Lent fhe fhall begin her everlafting Penance in a Monaftery.

Hel. 1 care not, I had rather be a Nun, than be oblig'd to marry as

you wou'd have me, if I were defign'd for't.

Pedro. Do not fear the BlefTing of. that Choice—you fhall be a Nun.
Hel. Shall I fo ? You may chance to be miftaken in my Way of De-

votion——A Nun ! Yes, I am like to make a fine Nun ! I have an ex-

cellent Humour for a Grate: No, I'll have a Saint of my own to prajr

to fhortly, if I like any that dares venture on me. ^^Ajtde-.

Pedro. Callis, make it your Bufinefs to watch this wild Cat. As for

you Flerinda, I've only try'd you all this while, and urg'd my Father's

Will ; but mine is, that you would love Antonio^ he is brave and young,

and all that can compleat the Happinefs of a gallant Maid—This Abfence

of my Father will give us Opportunity to free you from Vincentio, by
marrying here, which you muft do To-morrow.

Flor. To-morrow

!

Pedro. To-morrow, or 'twill be too late— 'tis not my Friendfhip to

Antonio, which makes- me urge this, but Love to thee, 4nd Hatixd to

Vincentio'—-^x\i&rdorc rcfolve upon't To-morrow.
Flor. Sir, L fhall ftrive to do, as fhall become your Sifter.

Psdro. I'll both believe and truft you - "" Adieu.

{Exit Pedro and Stephana.

Bch
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Hel As becomes his Sifter '—That is, to be as refolved your Way as

^g is [Hellena^fl^j /5 Callis,

Flor. I ne'er 'till now perceiv'd my Ruin near,

I've no Defence againft Antonio's Love,

For he has all th' Advantages of Nature,

The moving Arguments of Youth and Fortune.

Hel. But hark you, Callis, you will not be fo cruel to lock me up in-

deed ; Will you ?

Cal. I mull obey the Commands I hate——befides, do you confider

what a Life you are going to lead ?

Eel. Yes, Callis, that of a Nun : And till then I'll be indebted a World
of Prayers to you, if you let me now fee, what I never did, the Di-

vertifements of a Carnival.

Cal. What, go in Mafquerade ? 'Twill be a fine Farev/ell to the World
I take it— —pray what wou'd you do there?

Hel. That "which all the World does, as. I am told, be as mad as the

reft, and take all innocent Freedom—Sifter, you'll go too, will you not ?

come prithee be not fad- We'll out-wit twenty Brothers, if you'll be

ruled by me—Come put off this dull Humour with your Clothes, and

affume one as gay, and as fantaftick as the Drefs my Coufm Vakria and

I have provided, and let's ramble.

Flor. Callis, Will you give us leave to go ?

Cal. I have a youthful Itch of going myfelf. \_Afide.

——Madam, if I thought your Brother might not know it, and 1 might

be fuffered to wait on you, for by my troth I'll not truft young Girls

alone.

Flor. Thou fee'ft my Brother's gone already, and thou flialt attend and
watch us.

Enter Stephano.

Zteph. Madam, the Habits are come, and your Coufin Valeria is dreft,

and ftays for you.

Flor. Very well——I'll write a Note, and if I chance to fee Behile,
and want an Opportunity to fpeak to him, that fhali let him know what
I've refolv'd in favour of him.

Hel. Come let's in and drefs us. \Exeunt,

S C E N E II. ^ long Street.

Enter Belvile melancholy. Blunt and Frederick.

Fred. Why, what the Devil ails the Colonel, in a Time when all the

World is gay, to look like fable Lent thus ? Hadft thou been long enough
in Naples to have been in love, I fhould have fworn fome fuch Judgment
had befallen thee.

Belv. No, I have made no new Amours fince I came from Naples.

Fred. Have you left none behind you in Paris ?

Belv. Neither.

Fred. I can't divine the Caufe then j unlefs the old Caufe, the Wans
of Money.

Blum.
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Blunt. And another old Caufe, the want of a Wench.
Wou'd not that revive you ?

Belv. You're miftaken, Ned. •

Biunt. Nay, then thou art paft Cure.

Fred. I have found it out ; thou haft renewM thy Acquaintance with
the Lady that coft thee fo many Sighs at the Siege of Pampelona 'Pox
on't, what d'ye call her— —her Brother's a noble Spaniard Nephew
to the dead General ' "Florinda> '"ay, Flortnda -And will nothing

ferve thy turn but that damn'd virtuous Woman, whom onfmy Confcience

thou lov'ft in fpite too, becaufe thou fee'ft little or no Poffibility of gain-

ing her.

Belv. Thou art miftaken, I have Intereft enough in that lovely Vir-
gin's Heart, to make me proud and vain, were it not abated by the Se-

verity of a Brother, who perceiving my Happinefs- '

Fred. Has civilly forbid thee the Houfe ?

Belv. 'Tis fo, to make way for a powerful Rival, the Vice Roy's Son,

who has the Advantage of me, in being a Man of Fortune, a Spaniard^

and her Brother's Friend; which gives him Liberty to make his Court,

whilft I have recourfe only to Letters, and diftant Looks from her Win-
dow which are as foft and kind as thpfe which gracious Heav'n fends down
on Penitaits.

Blunt. Hey day \ Simile ! by this Light the Man is quire fpoil'd——

*

Frederick, what the Devil are we made of, that we cannot be thus con-

cern'd for a Wench ?——Our Cupids are like the Cooks of the Camp,
they can roaft or boil a Woman, but they have none of the fine Tricks to

fet them off, no Hogoes to make the Sauce pleafant, and the Sto-

mach iharp.

Fred. I dare fwear I have had a hundred as young, kind and handfome
as this Florinda \ and Devil take me, if they were not as troublefome

to me i'ch' Morning, as they were agreeable o'er Night.

Biunt. And yet, I warrant, he would not toaqh another Woman, if

he might have her for nothing.

BbIv. That's thy Joy, a cheap Whore.
Blunt. Why, truly. I love a frank Soul——•When did you ever hear

of an honeft Woman that took a Man's Money ? I warrant 'cm good

ones——^But, Gentlemen you may be free, you have been kept fo poor

with Parliaments and Prote£lors, that the little Stock you have is not worth

preferving—but I thank my Stars, I had more Grace than to forfeit my
Eliate by Cavaliering.

Belv. Methinks only following the Court fhould be fufficient to entitle

them to that.

Blunt. They know I follow it to do it no good, unlefs they pick s^

Hole in my Coat for lending you Money now and then ; which is a

greater Crime to my Confcience, Gentlemen, than to the Commonwealth.

Enter Willmore.

Wil. Ha ! <3ear Behile ! noble Colonel

!

Bel. Willmore! welcome afhore J my dear Rover!——what happy
Wind blew us this good Fortune I

Wih
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Wil Let me falute you K17 dear Fred, and then command me

How is'c honell Lad ? ,....,,, r

Fred. Faith, Sir, the old Compliment, mfinitely the better to fee my

dear mad Willmore again——Prithee why cam'ft thou aOiore? and

Where's the Prince ?
t-, »

Wil. He's well, and reigns Hill Lord of the watery Element——!

mull aboard again withm a Day or two, and my Bufmefs afhore was

only to enjoy myfelf a little this Carnival,

Belv. Pray know our new Friend, Sir, he's but bafhful, a raw Tra

veller, but honeft, ftour, and one of us. [^Embraces Blunt.

Wil. That you efteem him, gives him an Interell here.

Blunt. Your Servant, Sir.

Wil. But well-—-Faith I'm glad to meet you again in a warm Clr-

mate where the kind Sun has its God-like Power ftill over the Wine

and Women—Love and Mirth are my Bufmefs in Naples ; and If I

miftake not the Place, here's an excellent Market for Chapmen of my
Humour.

Belv. See here are thofe kind Merchants of Love you look for.

Enter Jeveral Men in mafquing Habits, Jotne playing on Mufick, other:

dancing after ; Women dreji like Curtezans^ with Papers pinned to

their Breajis, and Baskets of Flowers in their Hands.

Blunt. Zounds ! what have we here ?

Fred. Now the Game begins.

Wil. Charming pretty Creatures faith ! May a flranger have leave to

look and love ?—What's here

—

Rojes for every Month ! [Reads the Paper,

Blunt. Rofes for every Month .' What means that ?

Belv. They are, or wou'd have you think they're Curtezans, who
here in Naples are hired by the Month.

Wil. Kind and obliging to inform us——Pray where do thefe Rofes

grow ? I would fain plant ^'ome of 'em in a Bed of mine.

Wont. Beware fuch Rofes, Sir.

Wil. A Pox of a Fear : I'll be bak'd with thee between a pair of

Sheets, and that's thy proper Still, fo I might but ftrow fuch Rofes over

me and under me—Fair one I wifh you wou'd give me leave to ga-

ther at your Buih this idle Month, I wou'd go near to make fome Body
Imell of it all the Year after.

Belv. Indeed thou haft need of fuch Remedy, for thou ftinkeft of

Tar and Rope- ends, like a Dock or Pefthoufe.

[The Woman puts herfelf into the Hands of a Man, and Exit.

Wil. Nay, nay, you Ihall not leave me fo.

Belv. By all Means ufe no Violence here.

Wil. Death ! Juft as I was going to be damnably in love, to have her

kd off! I could plucH that Rofe out of his Hand, and even kifs the Bed»

the Bufti it grew in.

Fred. No Friend to Love like a long Voyage at Sea.

Blunt. Except a Nunnery, Fred.

Wil. Death \ But will they not be kind, quickly be kind ? Thou
know'ft I'm no tame Sigher, but a rampant Lion ot the Foreft.

5W?
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.Two Men dre^ all over with Horns offeveral fortSy making Grimaces at
ene another, with Papers finned on their Backs, advance from thefar-
ther end of the Scene.

Belv. Oh the fantaftical Rogues, how they are drefs'd ! 'Tis a Sicir

againft the whole Sex.

Wil. Is this a Fruit that grows in this warm Country ?

Beh. Yes ; 'Tis pretty to fee thefe Italians ftart, fwell, and ftab at
the Word Cuckold, and yet ilumble at Horns on every Threshold.

iVil. See what's on their B^ch--"—Flowers for every Night.
^f
Reads,

" "-Ah Rogue ! And more fweet than Rofes of ev'/y Month ! This is a
Gardiner of Adam's own breeding. [They dance.

Belv. What think you of thofe grave People ?——is a Wake in BJfex
half fo mad or extravagant ?

Wil. I like their fober grave way, 'tis a kind of legal authoriz'd For-
nication, where the Men are not chid for't, nor the Women defpis'd,

as amonglt our dull Englijb i even the Monfieurs want that part of good
Manners.

Belv. But here in Italy a Monfieur is the humbleft beft bred Gentle-
man-—Duels are fo baffled by Bravo's, that an Age ihews not one, but
between a Frenchman and a Hangman, who is as much too hard for

him on the Piazza, as they are for a Dutchman on the new Bridge .—
But fee another Crew.

Enter Florinda, Hellena, and Valeria, ireft like Gipftes, CalUs and -

Stephano, Lucetta, Philippe and Sancho in Majquerade.

Hel. Sifter, there's your Engli/hman, and with him a handfome pro-

per Fellow——I'll to him, and i'nilead of telling him his Fortune, try

ray own.
fFil. Giplles, on my Life' - Sure thefe will prattle if a Man crofs

their Hands. {_Goes to Hellena]- Dear pretty (and I hope) young
Devil, will you tell an amorous Stranger what Luck he's like to have ?

Hel. Have a care how you venture with me, Sir, left I pick your

Pocket, which will more vex your Englijb Humour, than an Italian

Fortune will pleafe you.

PFil. How the Devil cam'ft thou to know my Country and Humour ?

Hel. The firft I guefs by a certain forward Lnpudence, which does

»ot difpleafe me at this time ; and the Lofs of your Money will vex

you, becaufe I hope you have but very little to iofe.

Wil. Egad Child, thou'rt i'th' right; it is fo litde, I dare not ofFer

it thee for a Kindnefs——But cannot you divine that I have Ibmething

alfo of more value about me, that I would more willingly part with ?

Hel. Indeed no, that's the Bulinefs of a Witch, and I am but a

Gipfy yet" -Yet without looking in your Hand, I have a parlous

Guefs ; *tis fome foolifh Heart you mean, an inconftant Englijb Heart,

as little worth ftealing as your Purfe.

Wil. Nay, then thou doft deal with the Devil, that's certain——
Thou haft guefs'd as right as if thou hadft been one of that Number
it has languilht for——I find you'll be better acquainted with it ; nor

caa you take it in a better time, for 1 am come from Sea, Child ; and

Venus
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Venus not being propitious to me in her own Element, I have a

World of Love in ftore -Prithee Child, take fome on't off my Hands.

Hel. Why-—-—I could be inclin'd that way-- - 'but for a foolifli Vow
I am going to make ~ to die a Maid.

Wil. Then thou art damn'd without Redemption ; and as I am a

good Chrifiian, I ought in charity to divert fo wicked a Defign——there-

fore prithee dear Creature, let me know quickly when and where I Ihall

begin to fet a helping hand to fo good a Work.
Hel. If you fhould prevail with my tender Heart (as I begin to fear

you will, for you have horrible loving Eyes) there will be difficulty in't

that you'll hardly undergo for my fake.

Wil. Faith Child, \ have been bred in Dangers, and wear a Sword
that has been employ'd in a worfe Caufe, than for a handiome kind

Woman——Name the Danger let it be any thing but a long Siege,

and ril undertake it.

Hel. Can you Storm ?

Wil. Oh," moll furioufly.

. Hel. What think you of a Nunnery-wall ? For he that wins me, muft
gain that firll.

IVil. A Nun ! Oh how I love thee for't ! There's no Sinner like a

young Saint Nay, now there's no denyiag me : The old Law
had no Curfe (to a Woman) like dying a. Maid j witnefs Jephthas
Daughter.

Hel. A very good Text this, if well handled ; and I perceive, Father

Captain, you would impofe no fevere Penance on her who was inclin'd

to confole her felf before fhe took Orders.

IFil. If fhe be young and handfome.

Hel. Ay, there's the Thing——but if fne be not.

Wil. By this Hand, Child, I have an implicit Faith, and dare ven-

ture on thee with all Faults - befides, 'tis more meritorious to leave the

World when thou haft tafled and prov'd the Pleafure on't j then 'cwill be
a Virtue in thee, which now will be pure Ignorance.

Hel. I perceive, good Father Captain, you defign only to make me
fit for Heaven- " -but if on the contrary you fhould quite divert me
from it, and bring me back to the World again, I fhould have a new Man
to feek I find ; and what a Grief that will be———for when I begin, I

fanfy, I fhall love like any thing: I never try'd yet.

Wil. Egad, and that's kind -Prithee, dear Creature, give me Cre-

dit for a Heart, for faith I'm a very honeft Fellow——Oh, I long to

come firft to the Banquet of Love ; and fuch a fwinging Appetite I

bring Oh, I'm impatient. Thy Lodging Sweet-heart, thy Lodg-
ing, I'm a dead Man !

Hel. Why muft we Women be either guilty of Fornication or Mur-
der, if we converfe with you Men ?——And is there no difference be-

tween leave to love me, and leave to lie with me ?

Wil. Faith, Child, they were made to go together.

Lucet. Are you fure this is the Man ? [Painting to BlunU
Sancbo, When did I millake your Game ?

B Lucetc
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Lucet. This is a firanger, I know by his gazing ; if he be briflc he'll

venture to follow me; and then, if I underftand my Trade, ht'f aiine ;

he's Englip too, and they fay that's a fort of good natur'd loving Peo-

ple, and have generally fo kind an Opinion of themfelves, that a Woman
with any Wit may flatter 'em into any fort of Fool fne pleafes.

Blunt. 'Tis fo fhe is taken—i have Beauties which ray falfe Glafs

at home did not difcover,

[_Sb£ often pajfe; by Blunt, and gazes on bim ; he f>ruts, and cocksy

and walks, and gazes on her.

Flor. This Woman watches me fo, I fhall get no Opportunity to dif-

cover my ielf to him, and fo mifs the intent of my coming— But as

I was laying, Sir- -by this Line you iiwuld be a I^over.

\_L(!ikiiig in his Hand,

Be/v. I thought how right you giiefs'd, all Men are in love, or pre-

tend to be fo——Come, let me go, I'm weary of this fooling.

'ilValks azva^;.

Flor. I will not, till you have confefs'd whether thePalTion that you have

vow'd Florinda be true or faiie. [She balds bini, he firives togetfrora her.

fjeh. Florinda ! [Turns quick tszoards her.

Flor. Softly.

'Belv. Thou haft nam'd one will fix me here for ever.

Flor. She'll be difappointed then, who expedls you this Night at the

Garden gate, and if you'll fail not——as let me fee the other Hand——

>

you will go near to do— "fhe vows to die or make you happy.

[Looks on Callis, zvho objerves ""em.

Beh. V/hat cand thou mean ?

Flor. That which I iay——Farewel. [Offers to go.

Beh. Oh charming Sybil ftay, complete that joy, which, as it is,

will turn into Diftradion !
--—Where muft I be ? At the Garden- gate ?

I know it—at night, you fay—I'll fooner forfeit Heaven than difobey.

Enter Don Pedro and other Mafquers and pafs over the Stage.

Cal. Madam, your Brother's here.

Flor. Take this to inftrud you farther,

[Gives him a Letter, and goes off'.

Fred. Hare a care. Sir, what you promife ; this may be a Trap laid

by her Brother to ruin you.

Belv. Do not difturb my Happinefs with Doubts. [Opens the Letter,

VVil. My dear pretty Creature, a Thoufand Bleflings on thee i ftill in

this Habit, you fay, and after Dinner at this Place.

H^/. Yes, if you will fwear to keep your Heart, and not beftow it

between this time and tliat.

Wil. by all the little Gods of Love I fwear, I'll leave it with you ;

and if you run away with it, thofe Deities of Juftice will revenge rne.

[£.v. all Ibe Women.
Fred. Do you know the Hand ?

Belv. ''Tis Florinda" s.

All Blcffings fall upon the virtuous Maid.

Fred, Nay, no Idolatry, a fober Sacrifice TJI allow you.

Bch.
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^eh. Oh Friends ! The welcom'Il News, the fofreft Letter f—Nay,
you flial] fee it ; and could you now be kriou?, I might be made the

happiefl: Man the Sun e'er (hone on.

IVil. The Reafbn of this mighty Joy ?

B^/p. See how kindly ilie itsviies me to deliver her from the threatned

Violence of her Brother——will vou not affill me ?

IVil. I knovv not what thou mcan'lt, but i'U make one at any Mif-

chief where a Woman's concern'd——but ihe'Il be grateful to us for the

Favour, will fhe not ?

'Belv. How mean you ?

Wil- How fnould i mean ? Thou know'ft there's but one way for a

Woman to oblige me.

Beh. Don"! profane——the Maid is nicely virtuous.

Wil. Pfnaw ? pox, then fhe's fit for nothing but a Hufband ; e'en let

her go. Colonel.

Fred. Peace, Ihe's the Colonel'^ Millrefs, Sir.

WiL Let her be the Devil ; if ihe be thy Millrefi, I'll ferve her—

—

name the way.

Beh. Read here this Poftfcript. [Gives him a Letter.

Wil. [Reads.] At ten at night—at the Garden-Gate—af whichy if I
cannot get the Key, I will contrivi a tvay ever the IVall—come attended

taith a Friend or two "Kind heart, if w; three cannot weave a String

to let her down a Garden-Wall, 'twere pity but the Hangman wove one

for us all.

Fred. Let her alone for that : Your Woman's Wit, your fair kind Wo-
man, will out-trick a Brother or a Jew, and contrive like a Jefuit in

Chains—but fee, Ned Blunt is ftoPn out after the Lure of a Damfel.

[Ex. Blunt and Lucet,

'Beh. So he'll fcarce find his wa)^ home again, unlefs we get him cry'd

by the bell man in the Market place, and 'twou'd found prettily-— a

loft Englijh boy of thirty.

Fred. I hope 'tis fome common crafty finner, one that will fit him :

it may be fhe'll f<ill him for Peru, the Rogue's fturdy and would work

well in a Mine ; at leafl 1 hope fhe'll drefs him for our Mirth ; cheat

hira of all, then have him well-favour'dly bang'd, and turn'd out naked

at Midnight.

Wil. Prithee what Humour is he o(, that you wifh'd him io well ?

Beh. Why, of an Englijh Elder brother''s Humour, educated in a

Nurfery, with a Maid to tend him till Fifteen, and lies with his Grand-
mother till h<;'s of Age ; one that knows no -Pleafure beyond riding to the

next Fair, or going up to London with his. right Worfhipt'-il Father in

Parliament-time; wearing gay Clothes, or making honourable Love to

his Lady Mother's Laundry-Maid j gets drunk at a Hunting-match, and

ten to one gives fome Proofs of his Prowefs—-A pox upon him, he's

our banker, and has all our Cafh about him, and if he fail we are all

broke.

Fred. Oh let him alone for that matter, he's of a damn'd ftingy Qua-
lity, that will fecure our Stock; I know not in w'hat Danger it were in-

deed, if the jilt ihould pretend fhe's in love with him, for 'tis a kind

B 2 believing
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believing Coxcomb; otherwife if he part with more than a Piece of

Eight -geld him : for which offer he may chance to be beaten, if

fhe be a Whore of the lirft Rank.

"Beh. Nay the Rogue will not be eafily beaten, he's Ilout enough ;

perhaps if they talk L'jyond his Capacity, he may chance to exercife

his Courage upon fome of them; elfe I'm lure they'll find it as difficult

to beat as to pleafe him.

Wil. 'Tis a lucky Devil to light upon fo kind a Wench !

Fred. Thou hadft a great deal of Talk with thy little Gipfy, coud'ft

thou do no good upon her ? for mine was hard-hearted.

Wil. Hang her, fhe was certainly fome damn'd honeft Perfon of Qua-

lity, fhe was fo very free and witty. If her Face be but anfwerable tp

her Wit and Humour, I wou'd be bound to Conftancy this Month to

gain her. In the mean time, have you made no kind Acquaintance

fince you came to Town ?———you do not ufe to be honeil fo long.

Gentlemen.

Fred. Faith Love has kept us honeft, we have been all fir'd with a

beauty newly come to Town, the famous Paduana Angelica Eiana.

Wit, What, the Miftrefs of the dead Spanijh General ?

'Belv. Yes, fhe's now only the ador'd beauty of all the Youth in Na-

pies, who put on all their Charms to appear lovely in her fight, their

Coaches, Liveries, and themfelves, all gay, as on a Monarch's birth-

day, to attract the Eyes of this fair Charmer, while fhe has the Pleafure to

behold all languifh for her that fee her.

Fred. 'Tis pretty to fee with how much Love the Men regard her, and

how much Envy the Womenr
mi. What Gallant has fhe ?

Beh. None, fhe's expoi'd to Sale, and four Days in the Week fhe's

yours-———for fo much a Month.

Wil. The very Thought of it quenches all manner of Fire in me—

^

yet prithee let's fee her.

'Beh. Let's firfl to Dinner, and after that we'll pafs the Day as you
pleafe—but atNight ye mult all be at my Devotion.

WiL You may depend upon me, - {Exeunt,,

ACT
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ACT II. SCENE L

The Long Street,

Enter Eelvile and Frederick in Mafquing Habits, and Willmore in his

own Cletbes, with a Vixnrd in bis Hand.

Wil. "^"^ U T prithee, why thus difguis'd and muzzl'd ?

Belv. Becaufe whatever Extravagances we commit in

thefe Face5, oar own may not be oblig'd to anfwer 'em,

Ifil. Ifhould have chang'd my external buff too; but no

matter, my little Gipfy would not have found me out then : for if fhe fhou'd

change her's it is impoffible I fhould know her, unlefs I fhould hear her

pj-attle——A Pox on't, I cannot get her out of my Head : Pray Heaven,

if ever I do fee her again, fhe prove damnably ugly, chat I may fortify

myfelf againft her Tongue.

Belv. Have a care of Love, for o' my confcience fhe was not of a

Quality to give thee any Hopes.

Wil. Pox on 'em, why do they draw a Man in then ? She has play'd

with my Heart fo, that 'twill never lie ftill, till I have met with fome

liind Wench that will go through the Game with me Oh for my
Arms full of foft, white, kind -Woman \ fuch as I fanfy Angelica.

Belv. This is her Houfe, if you were but in ftock to get Admittance ;

they have not din'd yet ; I perceive the Pidure is not out.

Enter Blunt.

Wil. I long to fee the Shadow of the fair Subflance, a Man may ga:?;e

on that for nothing.

Blunt. Colonel, thy Hand and thine Fred. I have been an Afs, a

deluded Fool, a very Coxcomb from my Birth 'till this Hour, and hear-

tily repent my little Faith.

Belv. What the Devil's the Matter with thee Ned?
Blunt. O fuch a tempting Devil, Fred, fuch a Girl ! So fond, fo amo-

rous, fo toying and fine ! and all for fheer Love, ye Rogue ! Oh howr

flie look'd and kifs'd ! and footh'd my Heart from my Bofom. I cannot

think I was awake, and yet methinks 1 fee and feel her Charms ftill.

Belv. Ha, ha, ha

!

,

Wil. Death Man, where is fhe ?

'^lunt. What a Dog was I to Hay in dull England fo long—How
have I laugh'd at the Colonel when he figh'd for Love ! but now the lit-

tle Archer has reveng'd him, and by his own Dart, I can guefs at all

his
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his Joys, which then I took for Fancies, mere Dreams and Fablcc '

Well, I'm refolv'd to feli all in EJfex, and plant here for ever.

'^elv. What a Bleffing 'tis, thou hail: a Miftrefs thou dar'il boaft of,

for I know thy Humour is rather to have a prCiclaim'd Clap, than a

fecret Amour.
Wil. Doft thou know her Name ?

B/a«/. Her Name ? No: What Care I for Names?—She's fair,

young, brillc and kind, even to Ravifhment : and what a Pox care I for

knowing her by another Title.

W'lL Did you give her any thing ?

'Bilunt. Give her!——Ha, ha, ha? why, fhe's a Perfon of Quality—
That's a good one, give her ! doft think fuch Creatures are to be bought ?

Or are we provided for fueh a Purchafe ? Give her indeed ? Why fhe

prefented me with this Bracelet, for the Tpy of a Diamond I us'd to wear :

No, Gentlemen, tSed ^lunt is not every Body——She expeds me again

to night.

Wil. Egad that's well ; we'll all go.^

'Blunt. Not a Soul : No, Gentlemen, you are Wits ; I am a dull

Country Rogue, I.

Fred. Well, Sir, for all your Perfon of Quality, I fha'l be very glad

to underftand your Purfe be fecure ; 'tis our whole Eflate at prefent,

tvhich we are loath to hazard in one leaky Bottom : Come, Sir, unload.

Blunt. Take the fteceffary Trifle, ufelefs now to me, that am belov'd

hy fuch a Gentlewoman——Money ! Here take mine too.

Fred. No, keep that to be cozen'd, that we may laugh.

Wil. Cozen'd !——Death ! wou'd I cou'd meet with one, that wou'd
cozen me of all the Love I cou'd fpare to night.

Fred. Pox 'tis fome common Whore upon my Life.

Blunt. A Whore! yes with fuch Clothes! fuch Jewels! fuchaHoufe!
fuch Furniture, and fo attended ! a Whore tho!

!

Belv. Why yes, Sir, they are fuch Whores.

Wil. Pox on't, where do thefe fine Whores live ?

'Beh. Where no Rogues in OfHce dare give 'em Laws, nor the Wine-
infpir'd Bullies of the Town dare break their Wiiidows ; yet they are

Whores, tho' this EJfex Calf believes them Perfons of Quality.

Blunt. Y'are all Fools, there are fome Parts about this EJJex Calf, that

fhall take with the Ladies, beyond all your Wit and Parts. This Shape

and Size, Gentlemen, are not to be defpis'd ; my Wafte tolerably long,

with other inviting Signs, that fhall be namelefs.

Wil. Egad I believe he may have met with fome Perfon of Quality that

may be kind to him.

Beh. Doft thou perceive any fuch tempting Things about him, as

ftiou'd make a fine Woman, and a Woman of Quality, pick him out

from all Mankind, to throw away her Youth and Beauty upon, nay, and

her dear Heart too ?————No, no, Angelica has rais'd the Price

too high.

Wil. May fhe latiguifh for Mankind 'till fhe die, and be damn'd for

that one Sin alone.

Emer
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Eriter tm Bravoes, and hang up a great PiHure of AngelicaV againji the

balconyy and two little ones at each fide of the Door.

Beh. See there the fair Sign to the Inn, where a Man may lodge that's

Fool enough to give her Price. [Will, gazes on the ?i£iure,

^lunt. Zounds, Gentlemen, what's this ?

'%elv. A famous Curtezan that's to be fold.

B/aw/. How .' to be fold ! nay, then I have nothing to fay to her——

•

fold ! what Impudence is pradlis'd in this Country ?—with Order and

Decency Whoring's eftabliih'd here by virtue of the Inquifltion—Come
let's be gone, I'm fure we're no Chapmen for this Commodity.

Tred. Thou art none, I'm fure, unlefs thou coud'll have her in thy Bed

at the Price of a Coach in the Street.

Wil. How wondrous fair {he is—a Thoufand Crowns a Month—by
Heaven as many Kingdoms were too little. A plague of this Poverty-—

of which I ne'er complain, but when it hinders my Approach to Beauty,

which Virtue ne'er cou'd purchafc. \furns from the PiSare.

Blunt. What's this ? [Reads'] A Thoufand Crowns a Month t

Here's a Sum ! fure 'tis a Miilake,

Hark your Friend, does Ihe give or take fo much by the Month

!

Fred. A Thoufand Crowns ! Why, 'tis a Portion for the In/ant^.

Blunt. Hark ye Friends, won't fhe truli ?

Brav. This is a Trade, Sir, that cannot live by Credit.

Enter Don Pedro in Mafquerade, followed ky Stephano.

Belv. See, here's more Company, let's walk off a-while.

[Pedro Reads. \Exiunt Englifii.

Enter Angelica «W Moretta in the balcony, and draws a filk Curtain.

Fed. Fetch me a Thoufand Crovvns, I never wilh'd to buy this beauty

at an eafier Rate. {faffes off.

Ang. Prithee what faid thofe Fellows to thee^

Brav. ^Madam, the firll were Admirers of beauty only, but no Pur-

chafers ; they were merry with your Price and Piiflure, laught at the Sum,
and fo paft off.

Ang, No matter, I am not difpleas'd with their rallying i their Won-
der feeds my Vanity, and he that wiflies to buy, gives rne more Pride,

than he that gives my Price can give me Pleafure.

Brav. Madam, the laft I knew thro' all his Difguifes to be Don PedrOt

Nephew to the General, and who was with hin> in Farnpelona.

Ang. Don Pedro ! my old Gallant's Nephew ! When his Uncle dy'd,

he left him a vail Sum of Money j it is he who was fo in love with me
at Padua, and who us'd to make the General fo jealous.

Moret. Is this he that us'd to prance before our Window, and take fuch
care to Ihew himfelf an amorous Afs ? if I am not miftaken, he is the

ILkelieft Man to give your Price.

Ang. The Man is brave and generous, but of an Humour fo uneafy
and inconftant, that the Victory over his Heart is as foon loft as won ; s

a Slave that can add little to the Triumph of the Conqueror: but In-

conitancy's
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conllancy's the Sin of all Mankind, therefore I'm refolv'd that nothing but

Gold fhall charm my Heart.

Moret. I'm glad on't; 'tis only Interefl: that Women of our Profeffion

ought to confider : tho' I wonder what has kept yea from that general

Difeafe of our Sex fo long, I mean that of being in love.

Ang. A kind, but fallen Star, under which 1 had the Happinefs to

be born; yet I have had no Time for Love ; the bravell and nobleft of

Mankind have purchas'd my Favours at fo dear a Rate, as if no Coin bLic

Gold were current with our Trade—-But here's Don Fedro again, fetch

me my Lute——for 'tis for him or Don Antonio the Vice-Roy's Son,

that I have fpread my Nets.

Enter at one Doer Don Pedro and Stephano ; Don Antonio and Diego ^t

the other Door, with Pooplefollowing in Mafquerade, antickly attir''d,

fame with Mujick : they both go up to the Pi6ltire.

Ant. A Thoufand Crowns ! had not the Fainter flatter'd her, I fhou'J

not think it dear.

Pedro. Flatter'd her! by Heaven he cannot. I have feen the Original,

nor is there one Charm here more than adorns her Face and Eyes ; all this

foft and fweet, with a certain languilhing Air, that no Artill can reprel'ent.

Ant. What I heard of her beauty before had lir'd my Soul, but this

Confirmation of it, has blown it into a Flame.

Pag. Sir, I have known yoti throw away a thoufand Crowns on a worfe

Face, and tho' y'are near your Marriage, you may venture a little Love
here; I dare fay Florinda will not mifs it.

Pedro. Ha ! Florinda ! Sure 'tis Antonio.
^

Ant. Florinda ! name not thofe diftant Joy?, there's one Thought of

her will check my PafTion here.

Pedro. Florinda fcorn'd ! and all my Hopes defeated of the PofTeffion of
Angelical [A Noife of a Lute above. Ant. gazes up."] Her Injuries by
Hgaven he ihall not boaft of. [Song to the Lute above.SONG.

HEN Damon firfi began to love,

He languifht in a Joft Defirey

And knew not how the Gods to move,

1q leffen or increase his Fire.

For Cclia in her charmifig Eyes

Wore all Love's Sweet, and all his Crtielties,

II.

"Eut as btneath a Shade he lay.

Weaving of Flowers for Celia'/ Hair,

She chanced to lead her Flock that way.

Andfaw the arfCrous Shepherd there.

She gaz'd around upon the Place,

Andfaw the Grove (rejembhng Night)

To all the Joys of Love invite,

"SNhilfl guilty Smiles and blupjes dreft her Face,

At this the bafbful Youth all 7ranjport grew.

And with kind Ferce he taught the Virgin hozt/

2V yield what all his Sighs eeuld never do.

Ant.

w
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Ani. By Heav'n (he's charming fair !

[^t^ngcWcz throws opeti the Curtains, and bows to Antonio, who
pulls off his Vi%ard and bowit and Hows up Kiffls. Pedro ««-

Jeen looks in his face.

Pedro. 'Tis he, the fahe Antonio !

Ant. Friend, where muft 1 piy my Offering of Love? [To the Bravo.
Mv Thoufand Clowns i mean.

Pedro. Tliat Offering I have defign'd xp make.

And yours will come too late.

Ant. Prithee be gone, I fhall grow angry elfe,

And tlien tliou art not iafe.

Pedro. My Anger may be fatal, Sir, as yours j

And he that enters here may prove this Truth.

Ant. I know not who ihou art, but 1 am iure thou art worth my kjl-

iing, and aiming at Angelica. [They draio and jight.

Enter Willmore ani Blunt, zuho draw and part 'em.

Blunt. 'Sblood, here's fine doings.

IFil. Tilting for the wench I'm fure—nay gad, if that wou'd win her,

T have as good a fword as the beft ofye—Put up—put up, and take another

Time and Place, for this is defign'd for Lovers only. [They allput up.

Pedro. We arc prevented ; dare you meet me to-morrow on the Mole ?
For Pve aTitle to a better Quarrel,

That of Florinda, in whofe credulous Heart

Thou'ft made an Int'relf, and deftroy'd my Hopes.

Ant. Dare?
I'll meet thee there as eaily as the Day.

Pedro. We will come thus difguis'd, that whofoever chance to get the

better, he may efcape unknown.
Ant. It fliall be fo. [Ex. Vdxoand Stephano.

Who (hou'd this Rival be? unlefs the Englip Colonel, of whom I've

often heard Don Pedro fpeak ; it muft be he, and time he were removed,

who lays a claim to all my Happinefs,

[Willmore having gazed all this while on the Pi^ure, pulls dswn
a little one.

Wil. This Polture's loofe ani negligent,

The fight on't wou'd beget a warm defire

In fouls, whom impotence and age had chill'd.

This muft abng with me.

Brav. What means this Rudenefs, Sir ?———Reftore the Pidure.

Ant. Ha! Rudenefs committed to the fair Angelica!

Rcftore the Pidlure, Sir.

IVil. Indeed I will not. Sir.

Ant. By Heav'n but you fhall.

Wil. Nay, do not ihew your fword : ifyou do, by this dear beauty—
I will ihew mine too.

Ant. What right can you pretend to't ?

Wi7. Ihatof PoffelEon, which I will maintain-«-~-you perhaps have
Jooo Crowns to give for the Original.

C Aflt:
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Ant. No matter, Sir^ you fhall reftore the Piflure.

Ang. Oh Moretta ! what's the matter ? [Ang. andMoiQl.. aht'f.

Ant. Or leave your Life behind.

Wi/. Death! You lye 1 will do neither.

Ang. Hold I command you, if for me you fight.

[Tbeyjight, the Spaniard! join with Antonio, Blunt laying or.

like mad. 7hey leave off and bow.

VJil. How heavenly fair llie is! -Ah Plague of her Price.

Ai^. You Sir, in buff, you that appear like a foldier, that firfl began

this Infolence.

Wil. 'Tis true, I did fo, if you call it Infolence for a Man to preferve

himfelf ; "I faw your charming Pifture, and was wounded: Quite thro'

my fouleach pointed beauty ran; and wanting a. Thoulan'd Crowns to

procure ray Remedy, I laid this little Piftare to my bofom———which
if you cannot allow me, I'll refign.

Ang. No, you may keep the Trifle.

Ant. You ftiall firft aflj. me leave, •and this. [Figbt again as before^

Enter Belvile and Frederick, whojr.in with the Englilli.

Ang. Hold ; will you ruin me ? Btskey, Sebajlian, part them.

{The Spaniards are beaten off.

Morel. Oh Madam, we're undone, a pox upon that rude Fellow, he's

fet on to ruin us : we Utall never fee good Days, till all the fighting poor

Rogues are fent to the Gallies.

: Enter Belvile, Blunt and Willmore, %oith their Shirts bleady.

Blunt. Beat me at this fport, and I'll near wear fword more;

BeJv. The Devil's in thee for a mad Fellow, thou art always one at

an unlucky adventure. ' Come let's be gone whilft we're fafe, and

remember thefe are Spaniards, a fort of people that know how to revenge

an affront. r.TcWill.

B-ed: You bleed ; I hope you are not wounded.
' Wil. Not much :——a plague upon your Dons, if they £ght no better

they'll ne'er recover Flanders. What the Devil was't to them that

I took down the pifture ?

Blunt. Took it ! Faith we'll have the great one too ; 'tis ours by Con-

queft. ' Prithee help me up, and Til pull it down,—

Ang. Stay Sir, and ere you affront me farther, let me know how you

(durft commit this Outrage To you I fpeak Sir, for you appear like

a Gentleman.

, Wil- Tome, Madam?—Gentlemen, your Servant. I'Bdv. fla-^s him.

Beh. Is the De\41 in thee ? Do'il know the danger of entering the

Houfe of an ineens'd CuTtezan?

Wil. I thank you for your Care—- but there are other matters ia

Ijand, there are, tho' we have no great Temptation.—-Death ! Let me go.

Fred. Yes, to your Lodging, if you will, but not in here.— '-^

2)amn thefe gay Harlots -by this hand I'll have as found and

handfome h whore fox a Patacoon.'-^^-E^sath Man," Ihe^il murder the*.

Wil..
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Wil. Oil? Fear me not, (hall I not venture where a beauty calls? A
lovely charming beauty ? For fear of Danger! When by Heaven there's

none fo great as to long for her, v^hilft I want Money to purchafe her.

Fred. Therefore 'tis Lofs of time, unlels you had the thoufand Crowns

to pay.

IVil. It may be fhe may give a Favour for once, at ieafl: I ftiall have

the pleafure of fainting her when I enter, and when I depart.

Belv, Pox, (he'll as foon lie with m.e, as kifs thee, and fooner fta^

than do either you fliall not go.

Jng. Fear not. Sir, all I have to wound with, is my Eyes.

Blunt. Let him go, I believe the Gentlewoman means well.

Beh. Well, take thy Fortune, we'll expedt you in the nex? ftreet

Farewell Fool, Farewell. -

Wil. B'ye Colonel. [Qoes i/i.

Fred. The Rogue's ftark njad for a wench. \fixeuntf

SCENE A fine Chamber.

Enter Willmore, Angelica, and Moretta.

Ang. Infolent Sir. how durii you pull down my Pidure ?

Wil. Rather, how durft you fet it up, to tempt poor amorous Mortals

with fo much Excellence ? Which I find you have but too well confulted

hy the unmerciful Price you fet upon't.—Is all this Heaven of beauty

ftiewn to move defpair in thofe that cannot buy ? And can you think

{he effefts of that delpair fhou'd be lefs extravagant than I have fliewn.

Jng. I fent for you to afk my pardon. Sir, not to aggravate your

crime. <—I thought I fhou'd have feen you at my feet imploring it.

Wil, You are deceived, I earae to rail at you, and talk fuch Trutte

too, as Ihall let you fee the Vanity of that Pride, which taught you hqw
to fet fuch a price on fin. For fuch it ie, whilft that which is Joye's due
is meanly barter'd for.

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, alas good Captain, what pity 'tis edifying doflrinp

will do no good upon ffl-Ci .- Moretta, fetch the gentleman a glafs,

and let him furvey hiiBfelf, t^ fee what charnjis he has— —and guefs

ray bufuiefs. [Jftde in C foft Tone.

Moret. He knows himfelf of old, I believe thofe breeehes aad he have
^en acquainted ever lince he was beaten at Worcejler.

Ang. Nay, do not abufe the poor creature
Moret. Good weather-beaten corporal, will you march off? we have

no need of your Doftrine, tho' you have of our charity ; but at prefent

we have no fcraps, we can afford no Kiadnefs ; in fine. Sirrah, the price

is too high i'th' Month, therefore troop, I fay.

Wil. Here, good Fore-wornan of the fhop, ferve me, and I'll be gone.

Moret. Keep it to pay your Lauudrefs, your Linnen {links of the Gun-
Room ; for here's no felling by retail.

Wil. Thou haft fold plenty of thy ftale ware at a cheap rate.

Moret. Ay, the more filly kind heart I, but 'this is an age wherein

beauty is at higher rates, -i i wi lo fine, you know the priqe of this.
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"Wil. T grant you 'tis here fet down a thoufand crowns a Month-—*
Baud, take your black Lead and fum it up, that I mEy have a Piftole-

worth of thefe vain gay things, and I'll trouble you no more.

Moret. Pox on him, he'll fret me to Death :— ^abominable Fel-

low, I tell thee, we only fell by the whole piece.

Wil. Tis very hard, the whole cargo or nothing Faith, Madam,
jny ftock vvill not reach it, I cannot be your chapman. . -Yet I have

countrymen in town. Merchants of Love, like me j I'll fee if they'll put

for a {hare, we cannot lofe much by it, and what we have no Ufe for,

we'll fellupon the Fridaf^ Mart, at—W/S^ff gives more? I am ftudying.

Madam, how to purchafe you, tho' at prefent I am unprovided of Money.

Ang. Sure this from any other Man wou'd anger me——nor fhall he

know the conquell he has made- '
—Poor angry Man how I defpife this

tailing.

' W//. Yes, I am poor,———but I'm a Gentleman,

And one that fcorns this bafenefs which you pradlife.

Poor as I am, I woiild riot fell myfelf.

No, not to gain your charming high-priz'd Perfon.

Tho I admire you ftrangely for your beauty,

Yet I contemn your fordid Mind,

M-
- J 'And yet I wou'd at any Rate enjoy you ;

.At your own rate————but cannot— fee here

The only fum I can command on earth ;

I know not where to eat when this is gone

:

Yet fuch a Have I am to love and beauty.

This laft I'll facrifice to you and love
*

«——Nay, do not frown, I know you are to be boughJ-,

And wou'd be bought by me
For a mean trifling fum, if I could pay it down.
Which happy Knowledge I'll again repeat.

And lay it to my Heart, it has a Virtue in't,

And foon will cure thofe vvounds your eyes have made.

"—And yet—there's fomething io divinely powerful there-

Nay, I will gaze——to let you fee my ftrength.
:' {Holds her, looks on ber, andpaufesandfighs.

By Heaven, bright Creature-----I would not for the world thy Fame

were half fo fair as is thy Face. \Turns her awa-^from him.

Ang. His words go thro' me to the very foul. {.Afidt

*————If you have nothing elfe to fay to me.

W//. Yes, you iliall hear how infamous you are-

For which I do not hate thee

:

But that fecures my Heart, and all the Flames it feels

Are but fo many fierce unbridled Lulls,

I know it by their fudden bold Intrufion.

The Fire's impatient, and betrays, 'tis falfe "

For had it been the purer Flame of Love,

1 fhould have pin'd and languifh'd at your Feet,

Ere I had found aflurance to difcover it.

I now dare ftand your Scorn, and y(?ur Denial.

Morn,
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Moret. Sure file's bewitcht, that ftie can ftand thus tamely, and hear

his fancy railing' Sirrah, will you be gone ?

Jng. How dare you take this Liberty ?——Withdraw. \To Moret.

n, -Pray tell me, Sir, are not you guilty of the fame mercenary Crime ?.

when a lady is propofed to you for a wife, you never afk how fair, dif-

ereet, or virtuous fhe is ; but what's her Fortune which if but fmall,

you cry— ' " Ihe will not do my bufinefs and baiely leave her,^

tho' fhe may languifh for you.————Say, is not this as poor ?

W/7. It is a barbarous cuftom, which I will fcorn to defend in our

fex, and do defpife in yours.

Aug. Thou art a brave Fellow ! put up thy Gold, and know, that

were fhy Fortune large, as is thy foul, thou fhou'dft not buy my Love,

cou'dll: thou forget thofe mean Effefls of Vanity, which fet me out to

fale ; and as a Lover, prize my yielding Joys.

Can'ft thou believe tb.ey'll be entirely thine.

Without confideiing they were mercenary ?

Wi7. I cannot tell, I mull bethink me firfl "
. 'ha. Death, I'm

going to believe her. \_Afide.

Ang- Prithee confirm that Faith or if thou canft not—

—

flatter me a little, 'twill pleafe me a little from thy Mouth.
W//. Curfe on thy charming Tongue ! Dofl thou return my feign'd

Contempt with fo much fubtilty ? \_Afide,

Thou'tt found the ealieft way into my Heart,

Tho' I yet know that all thou fay'fl is falfe. \Jur7nngfrom her inaRage^
' Jltig. By all that's good 'tis real,

J never lov'd before, tho' oft a Miftrefs.

^. Shall my iirfl Vows be flighted ?

W;/. What can fhe mean ? TA/iJe,
Ang. I find you cannot credit me. (J/t a^ angry ToTK,
"Wil. I know you take meforan errant afs,

An afs that may be foorh'd into belief^

And then be us'd at pleafure.

»?— But, Madam, I have been fo often cheated

By perjur'd, foft, deluding Hypocrites,

That I've left no Faith for the cozening fex,

Efpecially for women of your trade.

Ang. The low-efteem you have of me, perhaps

May bring me back my Heart again :

For I have pride that yet furmounts my Love.

[Sbe turns with Pride, he holds her.
Wil. Throw ofF this pride this enemy to bliis.

And fhew the power of Love : 'tis with thofe arms
I can be only yanquifh'd, made a flave.

Ang. Js all my mighty Expeflation vanifht ?

' No, I will not hear thee talk,—--thou hafl a Charm
In every word, that draws my Heart away.
And all the thoufand Trophies I defign'd,

Thou haft undone why art thou foft ?

Thy Looks are bravely rough, and meant for war.

Could
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Could thou not ftorm on ftill ?

I then perhaps had been as free as thou.

W</; Death ' How fhe throws her Fire about my foul

!

-Take heed, fair Creature, how you raifc my Hopes,
\,Aftde.

Which once aflum'd pretend to a}l Dominion.

There's not 3 Joy thou haft in Itore

I jfhall not then command :

For which Ml pay thee back my foul, my Life.

Come, let's begin th' account this happy Minute.

Ang. And will you pay me then the price I aik.

Wil, Oh, why doll draw me from an awful worfhip.

By fhewing thou art no divinity ?

Conceal the fiend, and fhew me all the angel

;

Keep me but ignorant, and I'll be devout.

And pay my Vows for ever at this Ihrine. \Knedi, and kijes her hand.

Ang. The pay I mean is but thy Love for mine,

III 1

1 Can you give that ?

Wi/. Intirely—come, let's withdraw : where I'll rengw my vows,»^
and breathe 'em with fuch ardour, thou fhalt not doubt my Zeal.

Ang. Thou haft a power too ftrongto be refifted. \Ex. Wil. and Ang.
Moret. Now my curfe go with you—Is all our projecl fallen to this ?

To love the only enemy to our trade ? Nay, to love fuch a ftiameroon, %
very beggar ; nay, a pirate-beggar, whofe bufinefs is to rifle and be gone,

3 no-purchafe, no-pay Tatterdemalion, an Englip piccaroon ; a rogue

that fights for daily drink, and takes a pride in being loyally loufy—Oh,

i cQuld curfe now, if I durft——but this is the Fate of moft whores.

trophies, whichfrom believing fops me wi^t

4rs Jpili to tbofe who cozen us again.

ACT



^he BaniflSd Cavaliers, ^5

ACT III. SCENE L

yf Street,

I

Enter Florinda, Valeria, Hellena, in Jntick different Dreffes from wh^t
they were in be/are, Callis attending.

Flor. "W Cannot conceive what ftiould make my brother in fuch an ill

Humour i I hope he has nor found out our Ramble this

Morning.

Hel. No, if he had, we fhould have heard on't at both

Ears, and have been mew'd up this Afternoon ; which I would not for

the World fhould have happen'd—Hey ho ! I'm fad as a Lover's Lute.

Fal. Well, methinks we have learnt this Trade of Gipfies as readilv"

as if we had been bred upon the Road to Loretto ; and yet I did fo fum-
ble, when I told the Stranger his Fortune, that I was afraid I fhould

have told my own and yours by miftake-^But methinks Hellena has been

very ferious ever fince.

Flor. I would give my Garters Ihe were in k)ve, to be reveng'd upon
her, for abufing me —How is'i Hellena ?

Hel. Ah!—Would I had never feen my mad Monfieur—and yet for

all your laughing I am not in love and yet this Ima'l Acquaintance^

o'my Confcience, will never out of my Head.

Vttl. Ha, ha, ha,—I laugh to think how thou art fitted with a Lover,

a Fellow that, I warrant, loves and adores every new Face he fees.

Hel. Hum he has not kept his Word ^vith nie hei-e—and may be

taken up——that Thought is not very pleafant to me--"-'— vvhai: the Dace
fhould this be novv that I feel f

Val. What is't like ? .

•' .. - ,.

He\. Nay, the Lord knows-
'

-
" '

but if I fhould te hanged, I cannot

choofe but be angry and afraid, when I think that mad Fellow fhould be
in love with any body but me———What to think ©f my felf 1 know
not Would I could meet with foitie true damn'd Gipfy, that I might
know my Fortune.

Val. Know it ! Why there's nothing fo eafy : Thou xvilt love this

wand'ring Inconfiant till thou find'ft thy felf hanged about his Neck, and
then be as mad to get free again.

Flar. Yes, Valeria', we (hall fee her beftride his baggage- horfc, and fol-

low lum to the Camcaign.
'

.

Hel
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Hel. So, fo ; now you are provided for, there's no care taken of poor
me But fince you have fet my Heart a wifliing, I am refolv'd to

inow for what. I will not die of the Pip, indeed.

Flor. Art thou mad to talk (9 ? Who will like thee well enough to

have thee, that hears what a mad wench thou art ?

Hel. Like me ! I don't intend every Man that likes me fliall have me,
but he that I like: I fhou'd have ftaid in the Nufuiery Hill, if 1 had

]ike my Lady Abbefs as well as fhe lik'd me. No, I came thence, not

(as my wife brother imagines) to take an eternal P'arewel of the world,

but to love and to be belev'd j and I will be belov'd, or I'll get one of

your Men, fo I will.

Fal. Ami put into the Number of Lovers ?

Hel. You ! My Couz, I know thou ait too good-natur'd to leave us

in any Defign : Thou won't venture a Caft, tho' thou comefl; off a Lofer,

cfpecially with fuch a Gamefter—I obferv'd your Man, and your wil-

ling Ears incline that way j and if you are not a Lover, 'tis an Art foori

learnt that I find. [Sighs.

Flor. I wonder how you learnt to love fo eafily, I had a thoufand

Charms to meet my Eyes and Eaj s, 'ere I cou'd yield ; and 'twas the

Icnowledge of Belvile'^ Merit, not th-e furprizing Perlbn, took my Soul—
Thou art too rafh to give a Heart at firft fight. . '

Hel. Hang your confidering Lover ; I ne'er thought beyond the fanfy,

that 'twas a very pretty, idle, filly kind of Pleafure to pafs one's time

with, to write little, foft, nonfenfical billets, and with great difHcuIty and

danger receive Anfwers ; in which I fhall have my beaucy prais'd, my .

wit admir'd (tho' little or none) and have the Vanity and Power to know
I am defirable ; then I have the more Inclination that way, becaufe I

am to be a Nun, and fo fhall not be fulpefled 'to have any fuch earthly

Thoughts about me- -But when I walk thus- "and figh thus "

they'll think my Mind's upon my Monallery, and cry, how happy 'tis

Ihe's fo refolv'd !——But not a fingle word of Man.
Flor. What a mad Creature's this

!

Hel. I'll warrant, if my brother hears either of )'0U figh, he cries

(gravely) I fear you have the Indifcretion to be in love, but take heed of

the Honour of our Houfe, and your own unfpotted Fame ; and fo he

conjures on 'till he has laid the foft-wing'd God in your Hearts, or broke

the bird's neft——But fee here comes your Lover ; but where's my in-

conliant ? Let's ftep afide, and we may learn fomething. [Go afide.

Enter Belvile, Fred, and Blunt.

Beh. What means this? The Pidure's taken in.

Blunt. It may b^ the wench is good-natur'd, and will be kind gratis.

Your Friend's a ftout handfome Fellow.

Belv. I rather think fhc has cut his Throat and is fled : I am mad he

fhould throw himfelf into Dangers——-Pox ou'r, I Ihall want him to

night I 'let's knock and afk for him.

Hel. My Heart goes a-pit-a-pat, for fear 'lis my Man they talk of.

\Knocky Moiziu above.

Moret> What would you have?
Beh:
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Beh- Tell the Stranger that: enter'd here about two Hours ago, that

his Friends ftay here for him.

Morei. A Curfe upon him for Moretta, would he were at the Devil-
but he's coming to you. \Enier Wiilmoie.

Hel. I, I, 'tis he. Oh how this vexes me.

Belv. And how, and how, dear Lad, has Fortune fmil'd ? Are we to

break her windows, or raife up Altars to her ? Hah .'

WIL Does not my fortune fit triumphant on my brow ? doft not fee

the little wanton God there all gay and fmiling ? Have I not an Air a-

bout my face and eyes, that dillinguifh me from the Croud of common
Lovers ? By Heav'n, Cupid''s Quiver has not half fo many Dar:s as her

eyes——Oh fuch a Bona Roba, to fleep in her Arms is lying in Frefco,

all ferfum'd Air about me, 'tis Paradile.

Hel. Here's fine encouragement for me to fool on. \AfJe.
Wil. Hark ye, where didft thou purchafe that rich Canary we dranjc ra

day ? Tell me, that I may adore the Spigot, and facrifice to the Butt

:

The Juice \vas divine, into which I muft dip my Rofary, and then blefs

all things that I would have bold or fortunate.

Bel. Well, Sir, let's go take a bottle, and hear the Story ofyour Saccefs.

Fred. Would not French wine do better ?

Wil. Damn the hungry balderdafh ; cheerful Sack has a generous Vir-
tue in':, inipiring a fuccefsful Confidence, gives Eloquence to the Tongue,
and Vigour to the Soul ; and has in a {v<n Hours cojnpleated all my Hopes
and Wifhes. There's nothing left to raife a new Defire in me -Come
let's be gay and wanton——and Gentlemen, ftudy, ftudy what you want,

.for here are Friends, - -that will fupply. Gentlemen, hark ! What
a charming found they make 'tis he and fhe Gold whilft here, fliall

beget new Plealures every moment.

Blunt. But hark ye. Sir, you are not married, are you ?

Wil. All the Honey of Matrimony, but none of the Sting, Friend. I

am not chain'd.

Blunt. Oh ! thou'rt a fortunate Rogue.
Wil. I am fo. Sir, let thefe inform you.- -Ha, how fweetly they

chime ! Pox of Poverty, it makes a Man a Slave, makes wit and honour
fneak, my Soul grew lean and ruily for want of Credit.

Blunt. Now this 1 like very well, it looks like my lucky Bargain \

Oh how I long for the Approach of my 'Squire, that is to condudl me
to her Houfe again. Why ! here's two provided for.

Fred. By this Light y're happy Men.
Blunt. Fortune is pleafed to fmile on us, Gentlemen,—to fmile on us.

Enter Sancho, and pulls Blunt <5j? the Sleeve. They go ajtdt.

Sanche. Sir, my Lady experts you—fne has remov'd all thatmightop-

pofe your will and pleafure——and is impatient till you come.

Blunt. Sir, I'll attend you -Oh the happieft Rogue! I'll take no
leave, left they either dog me, or ftay me. [£.v. with Sancho,

Belv. But then the little Gipfy is forgot?
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WiL A Mifchief on thee for putting her into my thoughts ; I hac3

quite forgot her elfe, and this Night's Debauch had quite drown'd her.

Hel. Had it fo, good Captain ? \Claps him on the back.

W'tl. Ha! I hope Ihe did not hear.

Hel. What afraid of fuch a Champion ?

WiL Oh ! You're a fine Lady of your word, are you not ? To make
a Man languifh a whole day

Hel. In tedious fearch of me.

U il. Egad, Child, thou'rt in the right ; hadft thou feen what a me-
lancholy Dog I have been ever fince I was a Lover, how I have wallet

the Streets like a Capuchin, with my Hands in my Sleeves -Faith,

Sweatheart, thou wouldfl: pity me.

Hel. Now, if I fhould be hang'd, I can't be angry with him, he dif-

fembles fo heartily—Alas, good Captain, what pains you have taken—
Now were I ungrateful not to reward fo true a Servant.

Wil. Poor Soul ! That's kindly faid, I fee thou bearell a Confcience—
come then for a beginning fhew me thy dear Face.

Hel. I'm afraid my fmall Acquaintance, you have been flaying that

Twinging ftomach you boafted of this morning ; I remember then my lit-

tle Collation would have gone down with you, without the Sauce of a

handfome Face " Is your Stomach fo quefy now ?

Wz7. Faith, long failing, Child, fpoils a Man's Appetite - -"yet if

you durft treat, I could fo lay about me ftill.

Hel. And would you fall to, before a Priell fays Grace ?

W/7. Oh fie, fie, what an old out of fafhion'd thing haft thou nam'd ?

Thou coud'll not dafh me more out of Countenance, fhouldft thou fliew

me an ugly Face

.

VVhilft he is feemingly courting Hellena, enter Angelica, Moretta,

Bifkey, and Sebaftian, all in Mafquerade : Ang. fees Will, and

ftarts,

Ang. Heavens, is't he ? And paffionately fond to fee another woman ?

Moret. What cou'd you expeft lefs from fuch a Swaggerer.

Ang. Expeft I As much as I paid him, a Heart intire, which I had
pride enough to think when e'er 1 gave, it would have rais'd the Man a-

bove the Vulgar, made him all Soul, and that all foft and conftant.

Hel. You fee. Captain, how willing I am to be Friends with you, till

Time artd Ill-luck make us Lovers ; and afk you the Queftion firft, ra-

ther than put your Modefty to the blulh, by aflcing me : For alas, I

know you Captains are fuch ftrift Men, fevere Obfervers of your Vows
to Chaftity, that 'twill be hard to prevail with your tender Confcience to

marry a young willing Maid.
W//. Do not abufe fne, for fear I fhould take thee at thy word, and

marry thee indeed, which I'm fure will be Revenge fufficient.

H^/. C my Confcience, that will be our Delliny, becaufe we ae
both of one humour ; I am as inconltant as you, for I have confidered.

Captain, that a handfome woman has a great deal to do whilft her Face
is good, for then is our Harvdl-time to reap Friends ; and fhould I in

thefe days of my Youth, catch a fit of foolifh Conftancy, I were totally

Hndonci 'tis loitering by day.jight incur great Journey • Therefore I de-

clai e.
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c?are, I'll allow but one year for Love, one year for Indifference, and one

year for Hate—and then—go hang your felf -for I profefs my felf the

gay, the kind, and the inconfiant—the Devil's in'c if this won't pleafe you,

Wi/. Oh mo4l damnably !——I have a Heart with a hole quite thro'

it too, no Prifon like mine to keep a Miftrefs in.

Ang. Perjur'd Man ! How I believe thee now ! [AJide.

Hel. Well, I fee our bufinefs as well as Humours are alike, yours lo

cozen as many Maids as will truft you, and I as many Men as have

Faith—See if I have not as defperate a lying look, as you can have for

the heart of you. \_Pulls off" her Wizard ; hejiarti.

——How do you like ir, Captain .?

Wi/. Like it! By Heav'n, 1 never faw {o much beauty. Oh the

Charms of thofe fprightly black Eyes, that beautiful fair face, full of

Smiles and Dimples .' Thofe foft round melting cherry Lips I And fmall

eyen white Teeth ! Not to be exprefl, but filently adored ! Oh one Look
more, and ftrike me dumb, or I fliall repeat nothing elfe till I am mad.

\He feems to court her to pull off her Vizard: She refufes.

A7tg. I can endure no more— -nor is it fit to interrupt him ; for if

I do, my Jealoufy has fo deftroy'd my Reafon—— I fhall undo him—
Therefore I'll retire. And you Sebajiian \To one of her Bravoes'] follow

that woman, and learn who 'tis ; while you tell the Fugitive, I would

fpeak to him inftantly. \_7o the other Bravo. {^Exit.

[This while Flor. /; talking to Bglvile, zoho ftands fullenly, Fred.

courting Valeria.

Val. Prithee, dear Stranger, be not fo fullen ; for tho' you have loft

your Love, you fee my friend frankly offers you hers, to play with la.

the mean time.

Beh. Faith, Madam, I am forry I can't play at her Game.
Fred. Pray leave your Interceffion, and mind your own Aftair, they'll

better agree apart ', he's a modeft figher in Company, but alone no wo-
man efcapes him-

Flor. Sure he does but rally' ""yet if it fhould be true—I'll tempt

him farther——^Believe me, noble ftranger, I'm no common Miftrefs—

and for a little proof on't——wear this Jewel——nay, take if, Sir, 'tis

right, and bills of Exchange may fometimes mifcarry.

Belv. Madam, why am I chofe out of all Mankind to be the Objefl

of your bounty.

Val. There's another very civil Queftion aflct.

Fred. Devil take his Modefty, it fpoiis his own market, and hinders

mine.

Flor. Sir, From my window T have ofcen feen you ; and women of

Quality have fo few opportunittes for Love, that we ought to lofe none.

Fred. Ay, this is fomething! Here's a woman !——When fhall I be

bleft with fo much kindnefs from your fair Mouth !
"Take the Jewel,

fool. \_AJide to Belv.

Beh. You tempt me ftrangely. Madam, erery way.
Flor. So, if I find him falfe, my whole Repofe is gone. [^Afidi.

Beh. And but for a Vow I've made to a vcryfine Lady, this Goodnefs

had fubdu'd me.

D 2 Fred.
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Fred. Pox on't be kind, in pity to me be kind, for I am to thrive here
but as you treat her friend.

Hei. Tell me what did you in yonder hqufe, and I'll unmafque.
Wil. Yonder houie——oh 1 went——lo—a—to -why there's

a friend r.rmine lives there.

Bel. What a flie, oi* a he friend ?

Wil. A man upon my honour ! A Man——A flie friend? No, no.

Madam, you have done my buiinefs, I tl^ank you.

He! And v/as't your Man friend, that had more darts in's eyes than
Ckpia carries in's whole budget of Arrows ?

Wil. SoU
Hel. Ah fucb a Bo7ia Roha : To be in her Arms is. lying in Fre/cOf all

perfumed air about me Was this your man friend too ?

JTil. So!- «
He/. That gave you the He and the She——Gold, that begets young

Pleafures.

ffil. Well, well. Madam, then you fee there are ladies in the world,

that will not be cruel—there are, Madam, there are

Bel. And there be men to as fine, wild, inconffant fellows as your felf^

there are, Captain, there are, if you go to that now—-"-therefore I'm re-

folv'd .

Wil. Oh!
Hel. To fee your face no more-^-s

Wil. Oh!
Hel. Till to morrow

' Wil. Egad you frighted me.

Hel. Nor then neither, unlefs you'll fwear never to fee that lady more,

Wil. See her !•——why ! never to think of womankind again ?

Hel. Kneel, and fwear. [^Kneel, Jhe gives him her hand,

Wil. I do, never to think-«to fee—to love-—nor lie with any but

thy felf

He!. Kifs the book.

Wil. Oh, moft religioufly, I'KiJTes her hand.

Bel. Now what a wicked creature am I, to damn a proper fellow.

Cal. Madam, I'll flay no longer, 'tis e'en dark. [faFIor.

¥lor. However, Sir, I'll leave this with you——that when I'm gone,

3'ou may repent the opportunity you have loft by your modefly> \Givet

him the "Jewel, which is her Piclure, and Ex. he gazes after her,

Wil. 'Twill be an age till to morrow, "and till then I will mofl im-

patiently expefi: you-^ Adieu, my dear pretty angel. {Ex. all the women.

Belv. Hah ! Florindah pifture ! 'twas flie her felf- ^what a dull dog

was I ? I would have given the world for one minute's difcourfe with

her.-^r —

-

Fred. This comes of your modefty,-—ah pox on,your voWj 'twas ten

to one but" we had loft the [ewel by't.

Belv. Willmore I the bieffed'H opportunity lofil—Z/sr/z?^;?, friends,

Florinda !

Wil. Ah rogue ! fueh. black tyts, f.ich a face, fuch a mouth, fuch

testh,-—"——and fo much wit |-«7->«r-.
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Seh. All, all, and a thouTand charms befides.

Wz7. Why doll thou know her ?

Belv. Know her \ ay, ay, and a pox take me with all my heart for be*

ing modeft.

W//. But hark ye, friend, are you my rival j and have I been only

beating the bufh all this while ?

Belv. I underftand thee not—I'm mad—fee here— [Shews thePi8ure.

Wil. Ha ! whofe pifture is this ? ^'tis a fine wench.

Fred. The Coloners milbefs, Sir,

W/7, Oh, oh, here's- -I thought it had been another prize—-^
come, come, a bottle will let thee right again. \Gwes the Fi£iure bach.

'Belv. I am content to try, and by that 'twill be late enough for our

defign.

W?7. Agreed.

Love dties all da^ the SouPs great Empire keep.

But wine at night lulPs the foft God afleep.

SCENE II. Lucetta'j Hoi^Je.

Efitir Blunt a?!d Lucetta a'iih a Light.

Lucet. Now we are fafe and free, no fears of the coming home of my
old jealous hu/band, which made me a little thoughtful when you came
in firit— -but now love is all the bufmefs of my foul.

Blunt. I am tranfported Pox on't, that 1 had but feme fine things

to fay to her, fuch as lovers ufe 1 was a fool not to learn of Yredi

3 little by heart before I came 1—fomething I mull fay.— \^Afide.

Sweet ioul, I am not us'd to compliment, but I'm an honell gentleman,

and thy humble Servant,

Luc. 1 have nothing to pay for fo great a favour, but fuch a love as

cannot but be great, fince at firIt fight of that fweet face and Ihape it m%de
me your ablolute Captive.

Blunt. Kind heart, how prettily Ihc talks! Egadl'Il (hew her hufDand

a Spanijb trick ; fend him out of the world and marry her : Ihe's damna-

bly in love with me, and Will ne'er mmd Settlements, and fo there's that

fav'd. y/idh
Luc. Well, Sir, I'll go and undrefs me, and be with you inllantly.

Blunt. Make halle then, for 'dsheartlikins, dear foul thou canft not

guefs at the pain of a- longing lover, when his Joys are drawn within the

compals of a few minutes.

Luc. You fpeak my fenfe, and I'll make haile to provide it. [JJId,?.

Blunt. 'Tis a rare girl, and this one night's e>-'joyment- with her will

be worth all the days I ever pall in EJfex 1 wiili' 2je would go witJi

me into England, tho' to fay truth, there's plenty of whores there aU
ready.r But a pox on 'em they are fuch mercenary prodigal whore--,

that they want fuch a one as this, that's free and generous, to give 'en>

good examples :—Why, what a houfe (he has ! how rich and fine !

Sanch'j, Sir, my Lady has fent me to conduft you to her Chamber.

jEat. Sancho,

Blunt,
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Blunt, Sir, I fhall be proud to follow—"Here's one of her fervants

too : dlheartlikins, by his garb and gravity he might be a juftice of

peace in EJex, and he is but a pimp here. \_Exit.

*lhe Scene changes to a chamber with an alcove-bed in it, a table, &c.

Lucetta in bed. Enter Sancho and Blunt, viho takes the candle

of Sancho at the door,

Sancho. Sir, my commiflion reaches no farther.

Blunt. Sir, I'll excufe your compliiTjent :——what, in bed my fweet

jniftrefs ?

Luc. You fee, I ftill out-do you in kindnefs.

Bl^pt. And thou Ihalt fee what hafte I'll make to quit fcores

oh the luckieft rogue ! [Undrejfes himfelf

Luc. Shou'd you be falfe or cruel now ?

Blunt. Falfe, 'Sheartlikins, what doft thou take me for a Jew ? an

infenfible heathen. A pox of thy old jealous hufband ; and he

were dead, egad, fweet foul, it Jhould be none of my fault, if I did not

marry thee.

Luc. It never fliou'd be mine.

Blunt. Good foul, I'm the moft fortunate dog \

Luc. Are you not undreft yet ?

Blunt. As much as my impatience will permit.

IGoes towards the bed in his jhirt and drawers^

Lue. Hold, Sir, put out the light, it may betray us elfe.

Blunt. Any thing, I need no odier light, but that of thine eye? !-—

*

'iheartlikins, there I think I had it. [AJtde.

[Puts out the candle, the bed defcends, he grapes about to find it.

—Why—why—where am I got ? what not yet ? where are you

fweeteft ? ah, the rogue's filent now—a pretty love- trick this———-how
how fhe'll laugh at me anon ! you need not, my dear rogue ! you

need not ! Pm all on a fire already———come, come, now call me ia

for pity————Sure I'm, enchanted I I have been round the chamber,

and can find neither woman, norbed—I lock'd the door, I'm fure

Ihe cannot go that way ; or if fhe cou'd, the bed cou'd not—enough,
enough, my pretty wanton, do not carry the jeft too far,———Ha,
betray'd ! dogs ! rogues ! imps ! help ! help

!

[Lights on a trap, arid is let dovin.

Enter Lucetta, Philippo, and Sancho with a Light.

Phil. Ha, ha, ha, he's difpatcht finely.

Luc. Now, Sir, had I been coy, we had mid of this booty.

Phil. Nay when I faw 'twas a fubftantial fool, I was mollified; but

when you doat upon a ferenading coxcomb, upon a face, fine deaths, and

a lute, it makes me rage.

Luc. You know I never was guilty of that folly, my dear Philippo

but with yourfelf——but come let's fee what have we got by this.

Phil. A rich coat !—fword and hat !—thefe breeches too—are we^
lln'd !—fee here, a gold watch I—a purfe—ha ! gold !—at leaft two hun-
dred pifloles ! a bunch of diamond rings j and one with the family arms !•—

»

a gold



The Banijh'd Cavaliers, ^3

a,gold box !—with a medal of his king ? and his lady's mother's pi£lure !—
thefe were facred reliques, believe me !—old Queen Befs's. We have a

quarrel to her ever fince eighty eight, and may therefore juftify the theft,

the inquifuion might have committed it.

Luc. See, a bracelet of bow'd gold, thefe his filler ty'd about his arm

at parting but well for all this, I fear his being a ftranger may-

make a noife, and hinder our trade with them hereafter.

Phil That's our fecurity ; he is not only a ftranger to us, but to the

country too- -the common fhore into which he is defcended, thou

knowefl-, condufts. him into another ftreet, which this light will hinder

him from ever finding again be knows neither your name, nor the

ftreet where your houfe is, cay, nor the way to his own lodgings.

Luc. And art not thou an unmerciful rogue, not to aiford him one night

for all this r—— I ftiould not have been fuch a Jew.

Phil. Blame me not, Lucetta, to keep as much of thee as I can to

myfelf -come, that thought makes me wanton,——let's to bed——

•

Sanchsy lock up thefe ?

this is the fleece which fools do heaf}

Dejigr^dfor witty men to pare. [Exeunto

The Scene changes, and difcovers Blnnt, creeping out of a common Jhcret

bis face, &c. all dirty.

Blunt. Oh Lord I {Climbing up.

I am got out at laft, and (which is a miracle) without a clue—and novy

to damning and curfing,—but if that would eafe me, where Ihall I begin ?

with my fortune, myfelf, or the Quean that cozen'd me—what a dog was
I to believe in women .' Oh coxcomb—ignorant conceited coxcomb ! to

fanfy Ihe cou'd be enamour'd with my perfon, at thefirft fight enamour'd—
Oh, I'm a curfed puppy, 'tis plain, fool was writ upon my forehead, Ihe

perceir'd it,— faw the £^;e calfthere—for what allurements could there be
in this countenance ? which I can endure, becaufe I'm acquainted with it—

•

Oh, dull filly dog .' to be thus footh'd into a cozening ! Had I been drunk,

I might fondly have credited the young quean !—but as I was in my right-

wits, to be thus cheated, confirms I am a dull believing Englijb country

fop.-' --But my comrades ! Death and the Devil, there's the worft of

all 'then a ballad will be fung To-morrow on the Prado, to a loufy

tune of the enchanted fquire, and the annihilated damfel——but Fred.

that rogue, and the colonel, will abufe me beyond all chriftian patience-=»

had ftie left me my clothes, I have a bill of exchange at home wou'd have

fav'd my credit—but now all hope is taken from me—well, I'll home (if

I can find the way) with this confolation, that I am not the firft kind be-

lieving coxcomb ; but there are, gallants, many fuch good natures amongftyg.

Jnd tho you've better arts to hide your follies^

Jdjhe-artlikins ye'are all as errant cullies.

SCENE
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SCENE, The Garden in the N'lghi,

Enter Floiinda midrefs'd mth a Key^ and a little Box.

Flor. Well, thus far I'm in my way to happinefs ; I have got myfelf

-free from Callis ; my brother too, 1 find by yonder iight, is got into his

cabinet, and thinks not of me : I have by good fortune got the key of

the garden back-door,——I'll open it to prevent BehHe's knoricing, a lit-

tle nolle will now alarm my brother. Now am I as fearful as a young
thief.— {Unlocks the Door.] Hark,—'what noife is that ?— Oh ! 'twas the

wind that play'd amongft the boughs.

—

Belvile ilays long, methinks— it's

time—itay—for fear of a furprize, I'll hide thefe jewels in yonder jcfTamin.

\_^he goes to lay down the box.

Enter Wiilmore drunk. .
>

Wil. What the Devil is become of thefe fellows, Belvile and Frederick P

They proniis'd to ftay at the next corner for me, but who the devil knows

the corner of a full moon ?—Now—v/hereabouts am 1 ? hah—what have

we here ? a garden ! a very convenient place to fleep in—hah—what have

we got here F a female—by this light, a woman, I'm a. dog if it be not

a very wench.

flor. He's come !———hah who's there ?

Wil. Sweet foul, let me falute thy (hoe-ftring.

Fler, 'Tia not my Belvile——-good heavens, I know him not.—
Who are you, and from whence come you ? . -

ffil. Prithee- prithee child not io many hard queftions—

—

let it fulFice I am here. Child come, come kifs me.

Flor. Good Heav'n ! what luck is mine.
' Wil. Only good luck, child, parlous good luck.—Come hither,—'tis a

delicate fhining wench,—by this hand file's perfum'J, and fmells like a

inofegay.-—Prithee dear foul, let's not play the fool, and lofe time, -

precious time—for I'm as honeft a fellow as breathes, tho I'm a little

difguis'd at prefent.—Come, I fay—why, thou may'ft be free with me,

I'll be very fecret. I'll not boall who 'avas oblig'd me, not I—for hang

me if I know thy name.

Flor. Heavens ! what a filthy beaft is this

!

Wil I am fo, and thou oughtlf the fooner to lie with me for that rea-

fon,—for look you child, there will be no fin in't, becaufe 'twas neither

defign'd nor premeditated; tis pure accideut on both fides—that'i a cer-

tain thing now—indeed fhould I make love to you, and you vow fide-

lity—and fwear and lye till you believ'd and yielded—thou art there-

fore (as thou art a good chriftian) oblig'd in confcience to deny me no-

thing. Now,— come, be kind, without any more idle prating.

Flor. Oh, I am ruin'd -wicked m.an, unhand me.

Wit. Wicked I egad child, a judge, were he young and vigorous, and

faw thofe eyes of thine, would know 'twas they gave the firft blow—

—

the firll provocation. —Come, prithee let's lofe no lime, I fay—

—

this is a line convenient place.

Flor. Sir, let me go, 1 conjure you, or I'll call out.
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Wil. Ay, ay, -you were bell to call witnefs, to fee how finely you
treat me do.

Flor. ril cry murder, rape, or any thing, if you do not inftantly let

mc go.

^z7. A rape ! come, come, you lye you baggage : what, 1*11 warrant

you would fain have the world believe now that you are not lo forward as

I. No, not you, —why at this time of night was your cobweb door fet

open, dear fpider but to catch flies ? Hah come- or I Ihall

be damnably angry.- why what a coil is here '
'»»

F/or. Sir, can you think -

Wil. That you'd do it for nothing ? Oh, oh, I find what you'd be at—
look here, here's a piftole for you-—-««-—~»here's a work indeed

here take ir, I fay.

Flor. For Heav'ns fake. Sir, as you're a Gentleman————
Wz7. So' now—fhe wou'd be wheedling me for more what,

you will not take it then -you're refolv'd you will not Come,
come, take ir, or I'll put it up again ; for look ye, I never give more.—
Why, how now Miftrefs, are you fo high i'th'mouth, a piflole won't
down with you ? hah ?———why, what a w ork's here -in good
time—come, no flruggling, be gone—But an y'are good at a dumb wreftle,

I'm for ye, I'm for ye. [Sbejfruggks with him.

Enter Belvile and Frederick.

Bf/r. The door is open, a pox of this mad fellow, I'm angry that

we've loft him, I durft have fworn he had foilow'd us.

Fred. But you were fo haity, colonel, to be gone.

Flor. Help, help, murder ! ——help———oh, I'm ruin'd.

'Belv. Ha, fure that's Flormda's voice. [Comes up to them.

•———A man ! villain, let go that lady. \_A noife.

[Willmore turns and draws, Frederick interpofes.

Fhr. 'Behile ! Heav'ns ! my brother too is coming, and 'twill be im-
poffible to efcape. ^civile, I conjure you to walk under my cham-
ber-window, from whence I'll give you forae inftru6tions what to do «

this rude man has undone us. [Exit^

Wi/. Belvile!

Enter Pedro, Stephano, and other fervants with lights.

Fed. I'm betray'd; run Stephano, and fee if Florinda befafe. \Ex. Step,

So whoever they be, all is not well, I'll to Florinda''^ chamber.

[They Jight, and Pedro'i party beats ''em out; going out meets Stephano.

Stepb. You need not. Sir, the poor lady's fall afleep, and thinks no
harm : I woa'd not awake her. Sir, for fear of frighting her with your
danger.

Fed. I'm glad fhe's there—rafcals, how came the garden-door open ?

Steph. That queftion comes too late. Sir, fome of my fellow-fervants

mafquerading I'll warrant.

Fed. Mafquerading .' a leud cuftom to debauch our youth—-there's

fomething more inihis than I imagine. • [Exeunt,

E SCENE
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SCENE Changes to the Street.

Enter Belvi!e in rage, Frederick holding him, and Willmore melancholy,

WiL Why, how the devil fhou'd I know Florinda?

'Eelv. Ah plague of your ignorance! if it had not been Florinda, muft

you be a beaft ? -^—a brute, a fenfelels fwine ?

Vfil. Well, Sir^ you fee I'm endu'd with padcnce——I can beay——

«

tho' egad ye're very free v/ith me methinks 1 was in good hopes

the quarrel vvou'd have been on my fide, for fo uncivilly interrupting me.

Beh. Peace, brute, whilft thou'rt fafc ah I'm diftrafted.

WiJ. Nay, nay, I'rn an unlucky dog, that's certain. •

Bf/f . Ah curfe upon the War that rul'd my birth ! or vvhatfoever other

influence that makes me iliil fo wretched.

WiL Thou break'il my heart with thefe complaints ; there is no ftar

in fault, no influence but fack, the curfed fack I drank.

Fred. Why, how the devil came you fo drunk ?

JVil. Why how the devil came you fo fober ?

'Kelt). A curfe upon his thin skull, he was always before-hand that way.

FreL Prithee, dear colonel, forgive him, he's forry for his fault.

'Qelv. He's always fo, after he has done a mifchief————a plagiie

on all fuch brutes.

Wil. By this light I took her for a common harlot.

"Qeh. Damn your debaucht opinion : tell me, fot, hadfl: thou fo much
fenfe and light about thee to diitinguifli her to be a woman, and coud'fl

not fee fomething about her face and perfon, to lirike an awfiil reverence

into thy foul ?

IVil. Faith no, I confider'd her as mere a woman as I cou'd wi/h.

'Beh. 'Sdeath 1 have no patience— draw, or I'JI kill you.

Wi/. Let that alone 'till to-morrow, and if I fet not all right again,

ufe your pleafure.

Beh. To-morrow, dairln it.

The fpiteful light will lead me to no happincfs.

To morrow is Antonio's, and perhaps

Guides him to my undoing ; oh that I could meet

This rival, this powerful fortunate.

W;7. What then ?

Bif/f, Let thy own reafon, or my rageinfl:ruft thee.

W//. 1 fhall be finely inform'd then, no doubt ; hear me, colonel »

hear me fliew me the man, and I'll do his buflnefs,

Beh. J know him no more than thou, or if I did, I fliould not need thy aid.

W/7. This you fay is Angelica's houi'e ; I promis'd the kind baggage

£0 lie with her to night. [Offers to go in.

Enter Anloriio and his page. Ant. knochs on the hilt of bis fivord.

Ant. You paid the thoufand crowns I direfted ?

Faze. To the Lady's old woman. Sir, I did.

. Wi/. Who the Devil have we here ?
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"Beh. ril now plant myfelf under Florinia\ window, and if I find

no comfort thcie, I'll die. \Ex. Belv and Fred.

Enter Moretta.

Moret. Page!

Page. Here my lord.

WzV. How is this, a piccaroon going to board my frigate I here's one

chace-gun for you. \_Drauing his ftverd, juries Ant who turns

and draws. 'They fight. Am. falls.

Moret. Oh, blefs us, we are undone ! \_Runs in andJhuts the door.

Page. Help, murder ! [Belvile returns at the noife of fighting.

Bell/. Ha, the mad rogue's engag'd in feme unlucky adventure again.

Enter tzvo or three Mafqueraden.

Mafq. Ha, a man kill'd !

Wi/. How ! a man kill'd ' then I'll go home to ileep.

\Pitts up and reels out. Ex. Mafquers another way,

'Belv. Who fhou'd it be ! Pray Heaven the rogue is fate, for all my quar-

rel to him {_Js Belvile is groping about, enter an officer andfix foldiers.

Sold. Who's the: e ?

Offic. So, here's one difpatcht——-fecure the murderer.

Belv. Do not mittake my charity for murder

:

I came to his affillance. [^Soldiers feize on Belvile,

Ofiic. That fhall be tried. Sir. " St. Jago, fwords drawn in the

carnival time ! \_G0e5 to Antonio.

^nt. Thy hand prithee.

Ofiic. Ha, Don Antonio ! Look well to the villain there' —

«

How is't. Sir ?

Ant. I'm hurt.

Belv. Has my humanity made me a criminal ?

Offie. Away with him.

Belv. What a curfl chance is this! [E^. Soldiers with Belv.

Ant. This is the man that has fet upon me twice -carry him to my
apartment till you havefarther orders from me. \To the ofiicsr. Ex. Am. led.

^'^~

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

A fine Room.

Dijcovers Belvile, as iy Dark alone,

Bel-o. ^"^^^ H ! when fliall I be weary of railing on fortune, who is

refoWd never to turn with fmiles upon me ? —Two
fuch defeats in one night————none but the devil and

that raad rogue could have contriy'd to have plagued me
with- r-I am here a piriloner - but where? Heaven knows -

and if there be murder done, I can foon decide the fate of a ftranger in

a nation without mercy Yet this is nothing to the torture my foul

bows with, when I think of lofing my fair, my dear Florinda Hark
—my door opens a light -a man——and feems of

quality—^arm'd tooo.—-Now fhall I die like a dog without defence.

Enter Antonio in a Night-Gown, with a light ; his Arm in a Scarfs

and a/word under his Arm : He fets the Candle on the Table.

Ant. Sir, I come to know what iiyuries I have done you, that could

provoke you to fo mean an aftion, as to attack me bafely, without allow-

ing time for my defence,

Belv. Sir, for a man in my circumftances to plead innocence, would

look like fear but view me well, and you will find no marks of a

coward on me, nor any thing that betrays that brutality which you ac-

cufe me of

Ant. In vain. Sir, you impofe upon my fenfe.

You are not only he xvho drew on me laft night.

But yefterday before the fame houfe, that of Angelica.

Yet there is fomething in your face ana mien—

—

Belv. I own 1 fought to day in the defence of a friend of a mine, with
whom you (if you're the fame) and your party were firit engag'd.

Perhaps you think this crime enough to kill me.

But if you do, 1 cannot fear you'll do it bafely.

Ant. No, Sir, I'll make you fit for a defence with this.

\Gives him the Sword.

Belv. This gallantry furprizes me • nor know I how to ufe this

prefent, Sir, again 11 a man fo brave. .

Ant. You ftall not need ;

For know, I come to Ihatch you from a Danger

Tliat is decreed againft you •»

Feihaps
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Perliaps your life, or long imprlfonment

:

And 'twas with fo much courage you offended, •

1 cannot iee you punifht.

Beh. How fhall I pay this generofity ?
-

Ant. It had been fafter to have kiird another.

Than have attempted me

:

To (hew your danger. Sir, I'll let you know my Quality j

And 'tis the Vice-Roys Ton whom you have wounded.

Belv. The Vice-Roy's fon

!

Death and confufion ! Was this plague referved

To compleat all the reft ? oblig'd by him !

The man of all the world I wou'd dcftroy. \_Afiie.

Ant. You feem diforder'd, Sir.

Belv. Yes, truft me. Sir, I am, and 'tis with pain

That man receives fuch bounties.

Who wants the pow'r to pay 'em back again.

Ant. To gallant fpirits 'tis indeed uneafy ;

•^ —^But you may quickly over-pay me, Sir.

Belv. Then I am well—kind Heaven ! But fet us even.

That I may fight with him, and keep my honour fafe. \Aftde.

" -Oh, I'm impatient. Sir, to be difcounting

The mighty debt I owe you j command me quickly

Aut. I have a quarrel with a rival, Sir,

About the maid we love.

2£lv. Death, 'tis Florinda he means————
That thought deftroys my reafon, and I ihall kill him*™— \_/^Jide.

Ant, My rival. Sir,

Is one has all the virtues man can boaft of.

Belv. Death! Who fhou'd this be ? lAft^-
Ant. He challeng'd me to meet him on the Moky

As foon as day appear'd ; but laft night's quarrel

Has made my arm unfit to guide a fword.

Belv. I apprehend you, Sir, you'd have me kill the man
That lays a claim to the maid you fpeak of.

ril do't— ril fly to do't.

Ant. Sir, do you know her ?

Beh. —No, Sir, but 'tis enough fhe's admir'd by you.

Ant. Sir, I fhall rob you of the glory on't.

For you muft fight under my name and drefs.

Belv. That opinion muft be ftrangely obliging that makes you think I

can perfonate the brave Antonio, whom I can but ftrive to imitate.

Ant. You fay too much to my advantage.

Come, Sir, the day appears that calls you forth.

Within, Sir, is the habit. [£;^r// Antonio.
Belv. Fantaftick fortune, thou deceitful light.

That cheats the wearied Traveller by Night,
Tho' on a precipice each ftep you tread,

I am refolv'd to follow where you lead, [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE IheMoh.

Enter Florinda and Callis ;;? Mafques, with Stephano.

Flor. I'm dying with my fears ; 'Eelvile's not coming.

As I expefted, underneath my window.

Makes me believe that all thofe fears are true. [AJide.

« Canft thou not tell with whom my brother fights?

Steph. No, Madam, they were both in Mafquerade, I was by when
they challeng'd one another, they had decided the quarrel then, but were

prevented by fome Cavaliers ; v/hich made 'em put it off tUl now————

•

but I am fure 'tis about you they fight.

Flor. Nay then 'tis with Be/vile, for what other lover have I that dares

fight for me, except Antonio ? and he is too much in favour with my bro-

ther———If it be he, for whom fhall I dired: my prayers to Heaven ?

Stepb, Indeed, Madam, I muft leave you : for if my mafter fee me, I

fhall be hang'd for being your conduftor. I efcap'd narrowly for

the cxcufe I made for you laft night i'ch' garden.

Flor. And I'll reward thee for't——-prithee no more. [^Exit Steph,

Enter Don Pedro in his Majque Habit. "
'

Pidre. Antonio s late to day, the place will fill, and we may be pre-

vented. [Walks about.

Flor. Antonio ! Sure my ears deceiv'd me. \_Afidg»

Pedro. But who wou'd not excufe a happy loyer,

When foft fair arms confine the yielding neck i .

And the kind whifper languiihingly breathes,

Muft you be gone fo foon ?

Sure I had dwelt for ever on her bofom,
»———But fiay, he's here.

Enter BelVile dfejl in AntdnioV Clothes.

flor. 'Tis not ^civile, half my fears are vanilht.

Tedro. Antonio !< •

'Beh. This muft be he. lA/ide.
You're early, Sir,— I do not ufe to be out-done this way,

Pedro. The wretched. Sir, are watchful, and 'tis enough you have the
advantage of me in Angelica.

Beh. Angelica ! Or I've miftook my man ! Or elfe Antonio,
Can he forget his intereft in Florinda,

,
And fight for common Prize ? fA/ide.

Pedro. Come, Sir, you know our term.s-==-=—«—

-

Beh. By Heaven, not I. [AJide.
e--No talking, I am ready. Sir. IPJers tofght, Flor. rr^ns in.

Flor. Ob, hold ! Whoe'er you be, I do conjure you hold. [To Belv.
Pedro. Florinda

!

.

•

'

Beh. Flf-rinda imploring for my rival"!

Pedro,
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Pedro. Away, this kindnefs is unfeafonable.

{Puts her by, they fight ; Jbe run,s ifiji/fiasBdv, dlfarms Pedro.

Tlor. Who are you. Sir, that dare deny my prayers ?

'^eh. Thy prayers deftroy him ; if thou wouid'fl preferve him.

Do that thou'rt unacquainted with, and curfe him. \She holds him.

Flor. By all you hold moft dear, by her you love,

I do conjure you, touch him not.

Belv. By her I love !

See— 1 obey———and at your feet refign

The ufelefs Trophy of my Viftory. [,Lays hisfword at her Feet.

Pedro. Antorio, you've done enough to prove you love F/orinda,

Beh. Love Florhida !

Does Heav'n love Adoration, Pray'r, or Penitence ?

Love her ! Here Sir,——your fword again.

[Snatches up the fioerd, and gives it hin^.

Upon this Truth Til fight my life away.

Fed. No, you've redeem'd my filler, and my friendfhip !

^elv. Don Pedro !

\_He gives him Flor. and pulls off his Vizard toJhew his Face^md
puts it on again.

Pedro. Can you refign your claims Xo other women.
And give your heart incirely to F/ffrzW^?

^elv. Intire, as dying faints confeffions are.

I can delay my happinefs no longer.
'

This minute let me make Florinda mine ?

Pedro. This minute let it be no time {q proper.

This night my father will arrive from Rome^

And poffibly may hinder our intentions.

Flor. Oh Heavens ! This Minute !

[Enter Mafquerades, andpafs over.

Belv. Oh, do not ruin me !

Pedro. The place begins to fill ; and that we may not be obferv'd, do

you walk ofi to St. Peter^s Church, vvhere I will meet you, and conclude

your happinefs.

Belv. I'll meet you there —if there be no more faints churches in

Naples. i^f'de.

Flor. Oh flay, Sir, and recall your hafty doom

;

Alas I have not yet prepar'd my heart

To entertain fo ftrange a gueft.

Pedro. Away, this filly modefly is affum'd too late.

Bf/s'. Heaven, Madam ! What do you do ?

Flor. Do ! Defpife the man that lays a tyrant's claim

To what he ought to conquer by fubmiffion.

Belv. You do not know me—move a little this way. [Drazvsherafide.

Flor. Yes, you may even force me to the Altar,

But not fhe holy man that offers there

Shall force me to be thine, [Pedro talks to Calll; this tc'hile^

Beh^
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Belv. Oh do not lofe fo bleft an opportunity

!

'
-^

See 'tis your Belvile not Antonio,

Whom your millaken fcorn and anger ruins. [Pulls off hit Vizard.
Flor. Belvile !

Where was my foul it cou'd not meet thy voice.

And take this knowledge in ?

[As they are talking, enter V^WlmoxQ finely drejl, tf«^ Frederick.

Wil. No intelligence ! No news of Belvile yet- -well I am the moft

unlucky rafcal in nature -ha ! am I deceiv'd— or is it he look.

Fred. 'Tis he my dear Belvile.

[Vizardfalls out of his hand, runs and embraces him.

"Belv. Hell and confufion fdze thee!

Pedro. Ha! Belvile! I beg your pardon, Sir. [fakesVlox.from him,

Belv. Nay, touch her not, {he's mine by conciuelt. Sir.

I won her by my fword.

Wil. Did'il thou fo—and egad, child, we'll keep her by the fword.

[Draws on Pedro, Eelv. goes between.

Belv. Stand off.
, ,

Thou'rt {o profanely lend, fo curfl by heaven,

All Quarrels thou efpoufell mult be fatal.

Wil. Nay, an you be fo hot, my Valour's coy, and fhall be courted

when you want it next. [?uts up his Sword.

Belv- You know I ought to claim a Vidor's right, [Te Pedro.

But you're the brother to the divine Florinda,

- To whom I'm fuch a flav'e to purchafe her,

I durlt not hurt the man fhe holds \o dear.

Pedro. 'Twas by Antonio's, not by Belvile'' s fword.

This queftion fhould have been decided. Sir :

I muft confefs much to your bravery's due.

Both now, and when I met you lail in arms.

But I am nicely pundual in my word.
As men of honour ought, and beg your pardon,
— • ---For this miftake another time fhall clear :

——This was foms plot between you and Belvile :

But I'll prevent you. [Afide to Flor. as they are going out.

Belv. looks after her, and begins to walk up and down in a Rage.

Wil. Do not be model!: now, and lofe the woman : but if we Ihall

fetch her back, fo

Belv. Do not fpeak to me.
Wil. Not fpeak to you I———Egad PU fpeak to you, and will be

anfwered too.

Belv. Will you, Sir ?

_
Wil. I Icnow Pve done fome mifchief, but I'm fo dull a puppy, that

I am a fon of a whore, if I know how, or where—i—prithee inform my
underllanding.

Belv. Leave me I fay, and leave me inflantly.

WiL I will not leave you in this humour, nor till I know my crime.

'Beh.
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Belv. Death, I'll tell you, Sir

[Drnios and rum at Wil. he runs out; Belv. after him, ¥xti interpo/es.

Enter Angelica, Moietta, and Sebaflian,

Ang. Ha Sebajiian Is not that Willmore? hade, halle,

and bring him b^ck.

Fred. The Colonel's mad 1 neve;;-Jaw him thus before; I'll after

'em, left he do fome mikhief, for I am4ure Willmore will rot draw on
him. \Exit.

Ang. I am all rage ! My firft defires defeated for one for ought he knows,
that has no other merit than her quality,————her being Don Pednl's

filler———He loves her :

I know 'tis fo dull, dull, infenfible

He will not fee me now tho' oft invited

;

And broke his word laft night——falfe perjar'd man!
——He that but yefterday fought for my favours.

And would have made his life a facrifice

To've gain'd one night with me,

Muft now be hired and courted to my arm;.

Moret. I told you what wou'd come on't, but Moretta's an old doating

fool——Why did you girc him five hundred crowns to fet himielfout
for other lovers ? You (hou'd have kept him poor, if you had intended

to have had any good from him.

Ang. Oh, name not fuch mean trifles

Had 1 given him all my youth has earn'd from fin,

I had not loft a thought nor figh upon't.

But I have given him my eternal reft,

My whole repofe, my future Joys, my heart.

My Virgin heart. Moretta ! Oh 'tis gone .'

Moret. Curfe on the rafca), here he comes j

How fine ftie h,as made him too

!

Enter Willmore afid Sebaft. Ang. turns and toalks atoaj.

Wil. How now, are you turned fhadow ?

f1/ when I purfue, ai)4 follow when I fly ! [fings.

Stay gentle Shadow efmy Dovey

And tell me ere I go.

Whether the Subfiance may not prove

A fleeting Thing like ym.

There's a foft kind look remaining yet. \^As Jhe turmjhe looks on him,

Angy Well, Sir, you may be gay ; all happinefs, all joys purlue you
ftill, fortune's your flave, and gives you every hour choice of new hearts

and beauties, till you are cloy'd with the repeated blifs, which others

vainly languilh for -Bat know, falie man, that I fiiall be reveng'd.

[Turns away in a Rage.

Wil So, 'gad, there are of thofe faint-hearted lovers, whom fuph a

(harp leflTon next their hearts would make as impotent as fourfcore—

—

F pos
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pox o' tKis whining————my bufs'nefs is to laugh and love——-—a
pox on't; I hate your fulJen loi'er, a man fhall lofeas much time to put

you in humour now, as would ferve to gain a new woman,
^ng. I ("corn to cool that fire I cannot raife,

Or.do the drudgery of your virtuous miilrefs.

IViL A virtuous miftrefs ! Death, what a thing thoa haft found out for

me ! Why what the devil fhould I do with a virtuoas woman ? a

fort of ill-natured creatures, thatfske a. pride to torment a lover. Virtue

IS but an infirmity in women, a difeafe that renders even the handfome un-

grateful; whilft the ill-favour'd, for want of folli'citations and addrefs,

only fanfy themfelves fo.-^—^1 have lain with a woman of quality, who;

has been railing at whores all the while.

Jfg. I will not anfwer for your Miftrefs's virtue,

Tho' ihe be young enough to know no guilt

:

,

And I could wilh you would perfuade my heart,

'Twas the two hundred thoufand crowns you courted.

Wil. Two hundred thoufand crowns! What ftory's this ?—~What
trick ?- What wonian ? " Ha.

j^ng. How ftrange you make it ! Have you forgot the creature you en^

tertain'd on the Piazza laft night ?

pf'i/. Ha, my gipfy worth two hundred thoufand crowns J ^Oh.

how I long to be with her < " ' " pox, 1 knew Ihe was a woman of

quality. \_Jfide..

Ang. Falfe man, I fee my ruin in thy face.

How many vows you breath'd upon my bofom,

Never to he unjuft have.you forgot fo loon ?

Wil Faith no, I was juft coming to repeat 'em ^but here's a
humour indeed' —would make a n^an a faint Wou'd ilie'd be.

angry enough to leave me, and command me not to wait on her. [_Afide,

Enter Hellena, drefl in MetCs Clotheu

Hel. Thismuft be Angelica,! knowit by her mumping matron here—
Ay, ay, 'tis Ihe ; my mad Captain^s with her too, . for all his fwear-
i"g how this inconftant humour makes me love him :——Pray^-

good grave gentlewoman, is not this Angelica ?
Mont. My too young fir, it is ——I hope 'tis one from Don An-

ionio. \Goes to Angelica.

Eel Well fomethingPll do to vex him' for this. \_Afide.

Ang. I will not fpeak with him ; am I in humour to receive a lover ?

Wi/. Not fpeak with him ! Why, I'll be gone and wait your
idler minutes—Can I fhew lefs obedience to the thing I love fo fondly ?

\Pffers to g9.
Ang. A fine excufe this " - n .-^ ftay

W;\-. And hinder your advantage : Should I repay your bounties {<3

•ungratefully ? . ..

'

Ang. Come hither, boy- that I may let you fee

Kow much above the advantages you name
I prize one minute's joy with you.

^ ^ W/7.
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W?7. Oh, you deflroy me with this endearment. {Impatient t» begone.

Death, how fhall Iget a^Jv-ay ?——Madam, 'twil] not be fit I

liioald be feen with you bdides, it will not beconvenienc-

and I've a friend— that's dangeroufly fick, and I muft viiit him.

Ani^. 1 fee you're impatient yet you fhaJI Iky.

W/V. And mifs my affignation with my gipfy.

\_Afide, and walks about impatiently.

Hel. Madam, [Moretta brings Hellena, who addrejjes her jelfto

You'JI hardly pardon my intrufion, [Angelica,

When you fliall know my bufmefs

;

And I'm too young to tell my tale with art:

But there muil be a wond'rous ftore ofgoodnefs

Where {q much beauty dwells.

Aug. A pretty advocate, whoever (ent thee,

— x^rithee proceed———Nay Sir, you fliall not go.

[To Will, who is Jlealing off.

V\U!. Then (hall T lofe my dear gipfy for ever.

Pox on'r, fhe ftays me out oFipite. \^Ajide.

Hel. I am related to a lady, madam.
Young, rich, and nobly born, but has the fate

To be in love wiih a young Englifh gentlemafi.

Strangely fhe loves him, at firit fight Ihe lov'd him.

But did adore him when ftie heard hiin fpeak ;

For he, fhe faid, had charms in every word.

That faird not to furprize, to wound, and conquer———
W//. Ha, egad, I hope this concerns me. \_Afide.

Aug. 'Tis my fal:'e rnan, he means—

—

-—wou'd he were gone. This

praife will raife his pride and ruin me —Well, lince you are foJni-

patieot to be gone, I will releafe you. Sir. \To Wil.

W//. Nay, then I'm fure 'twas me he fpoke of, this cannot be the ef-^

fedls of kindnefs in her. \^Afide.

—————No, Madam, I've confider'd better on't.

And will not give you caufe of Jealoufy,

Aug. Bur, Sir, I've- —bufinefs, that——

—

Wi/. This fhall not do, I know 'cis but to try me.

Ang. Well, to your Ilory, boy,——tho"twill undo me. \^Afidt.

Hel. With this addition to hib other beauties.

He won her unrefifting tender heart.

He vow'd and figh'd, and fwore he lov'd her dearly

;

And fhe believ'd the cunning flatterer,

And thought her ftlf the happiefl maid alive:

To day was the appointed time by both.

To confummate their blifs

;

The Virgin, Altar, and the Prieft were dreft.

And whilft fhe langurifht for the expeded bridegroom,

She heard, he paid his broken vows to you.

W//. So, _this is fome dear rogue that's in love,with me, and this way
lets me know it ; or if it is not me, fhe means fome one whofe place I

may fupply. [^Afide.

F z Anz-
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-Ang. Now I perceive the caufe of thy impatience to be gone, and all

the bufinefs of this glorious drefs.

• JVil. Damn the young prater, I know not what he means.

HeI. Madam,
In your fair eyes I read too much concern

To tell my father bufinefs.

Jng. Prithee, fweet youth, talk on, thou may'll perhaps

Raife here a ftorm that may undo my paffion.

And then I'll grant thee any thing.

Hel. Madam, 'tis to intreat you, (oh unreafonablc !)

You wou'd not fee this Itranger ;

For if you do, fhe vows you are undone,

Tho' nature never made a man fo excellent;

And fure he'ad been a God, bat for inconflancy.

PFil. Ah, rogue, how finely he's inflruded ! {^AJide.

•—'Tis plain fome woman that has feen me en pajfant.

Ang. Oh, I ihall burft with jealoufy ! Do you know the man you

fpeak of?-

Hel. Yes, madam, he us'd to be in bufFand fcarlet.

Ang. Thou, falfe as hell, what canft thou fay to this? \^o Wil.

Wil- By heaven " •

Ang. Hold, do not damn thyfelf————

—

Hel. Not hope to be believ'd. \He walks about, tbeyfollea.

Ang. Oh, perjur'd man !

Is't thus you pay my generous paffion back ?

Hel. Why wou'd you. Sir, abufe my lady's faith ?

Ang. And ufe me {o inhumanly ?

Hel. A maid fo young, fo innocent———
Wil- Ah, young devil

!

Anz. Doft thou not know thy life is in my power ?

Hel. Or think ray lady cannot be reveng'd ?

Wit. So, {o, the llorm comes finely ow. \_AJlde,

Ang. Now thou art filent, guilt has flruck thee dumb.

Oh, hadft thou ftill been fo, I'd liv'd in fafery. [She turns azvay andtoeeps.

Wil. Sweetheart, the lady's name and houfe——

—

quickly : I'm impatient to be with her.—

—

Afide to Hellena, looks towards Angel, to watch her turning ; and as

Jhe comes towards, he meets her.

Hel. So now is he for another woman. \Afide.
Wil. The impudent'il young thing in nature f

I cannot perfuade him out of his error, madam.
Ang. 1 know he's in the right,—yet thou'ft a tongue

That wou'd perfuade him to deny his faith. \_In racre walks away.

Wil. Her name, her name, dear boy— [Saidjc/tly to Hell.

Hel. Have you forgot it. Sir ?

Wil. Oh, I perceive he's not to know I am a flranger to his lady. [AJide.

—Yes, yes, I do know—but— I have forgot the——* [Angel turns,

>M By heaven, fuch early confidenee I never faw^
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Ang. Did I not charge you with this miftrefs. Sir ?

Which you denied, tho' I beheld your perjury.

This little generofity of thine has render'd back my heart, [ffalh away,

"^il. So, you have made fweet work here, my little mifchiefj look

your lady be kind and good natur'd now, or I fhall have but a curfed

bargain on't. [Ang. turm towards them.

.——The rogue's bred up to mifchief.

Art thou fo great a fool to credit him ?

Ang. Yes, I do ; and you in vain impofe upon me.

. Come hither, boy— -is not this the man you fpeak of?

Eel. I think it is; I cannot fwear, but I vow he has jull fuch

another lying lover's look. [Hel. loaks in hisface, he gazes on her.

Wil. Hah I do I not know that face ?

By heaven, my little gypfy ! what a dull dog was I ?

Had I but lookt that way, I'd known her.

Are all my hopes of a new woman banifht ? [Ajtde,

Egad, if I don't fit thee for this, hang me.

Madam, I have found out the plot.

He/. O lord, what does he fay ? am I difcover'd now ?

Wil. Do you fee this young fpark here ?

Hel. He'll tell her who I am.

Wil. Who do you think this is ?

HeL Ay, ay, he does know me. '
"Nay, dear captain, I'am undone

if you difcover me.

Wil. Nay, nay, no cogging ; ftie fhall know what a precious mif-

trefs I have.

He/. Will you be fuch a devil ?

Wi/. Nay, nay, I'll teach you to fpoil fport you will not make

This fmali ambaffador comes not from a perfon of quality, as you imagine,

asd he fays j but from a very errant gypfy, the talkingft, pratingft, can-

tingft little animal thou ever faw'ft.

Ang. What news you tell me ! that's the thing I mean.

He/. Wou'd I were well off the place. If ever I go a captain

hunting again. > [Ajtde.

Wi/. Mean that thing ? that gipfy thing ? thou may'fl as well be jealous

of thy monkey, or parrot as her : a German motion were worth a dozen

of her, and a dream were a better enjoyment, a creature of a conflitution

litter for heaven than man.

He/. Tho* I'm fure he lyes, yet I confefs this vexes me. \_Afide.

Ang. You are miftaken, fhe's a Spanijh woman made up of no fuch

dull materials.

Wi/. Materials! Egad, an fhe be made of any that will either difpenfe^

or admit of love, I'll be bound to continence.

He/. Unreafonable man, do you think fo ? [.^fide io him.

Wi/. You may return, my little brazen head, and tell your lady, that

till fhe be handfom enough to be belov'd, or I dull enough to be religious,

there will be very fmall hopes of me.
Af!g. Did you not promife then to marry her ?

Wil. I^feit i by heaven.

Aitg.
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^f!g. You cannot undeceive my fears and tormenta, till you have vovv'd

you will not marry her.

Hil. If he fwears that, he'll be reveng'd on me indeed for all my rogueries-

^fig. I know what arguments you'll bringagainllme, fortune and honour.

Wi/. Honour I I tell you, 1 hate it in your fex ; and thole that mnfy
themfelves pofleli of that foppery, are the moll: impertinently troublefora

of all woman kind, and will tranfgreft nine commandments to keep one:
• and to fatisfy your jealoufy I fwear

Hel. Oh, no fw earing, dear captain-—— [^AJt^e to him.

Wil: If it were poffible I fhould ever be inclined to marry, it fhjuld be

fpme kind young finner, one that has generofity enough to give a favour

handlomely to one that can aik it difcreetly, one that has wit enough to

manage an intrigue of love —-oh, how civil luch a wench is, to a

man that does her the honour to marry her.

Jng. By heaven there's no faith in any thmg he fays.

Enter Sebaftian.

Sebafi. Madam, Dan AntoniO"^ •

Ang. Come hither.

He/. Ha, Antonio! he may becoming hither, and he'll certainly dif-

cover me, I'll therefore retire without a ceremony. \_Exit Hellena.

Ang. I'll fee him, get my coach ready.

Sebafi. It waits you. Madam.
, Wil. This is lucky : what» Madam, now I may be gone and leave you
to rhe enjoyment of my rival ?

Aug. Dull man, that canft not fee how ill, how poor

That fali'c difTiniulation looks ^Be gone, ;

And never let me fee thy cozening face again.

Left I relapfe and kill thee.

Wil. Yes, you can fpare me now,- —farewel till you are in better

humour I'm glad of this releafe

Now for my gipfv :

What tho' for worfe we change, yet ftill we find

New joys, new charms, in a new mifs that's kind. \_Ex. Wil,

Jng. He's gone, and in this ague of my foal

The fhivering lit again returns

;

Oh with what willing hade he took his leave.

As if the long for minute were arriv'd,

•Of fome bleft affignation.

In vain have I confulted all my charms.

In vain this beauty priz'd In vain believ'd

My eyes cou'd kindle any lafting fii es.

1 had forgot my name, my infamy,

And the reproach that honour lays on thofe

That dare pretend a fober paffion here.

Nife reputation, tho' it leave behind

More virtue than inhabit where that dwells.

Yet that once gone, thofe virtues fhine no more.
. .

•——Then iince I am not fit to be belov'd,

J am reiblv'd to think on fome revenge . .

O.'i him. that footh'd me thus to xay undoing [Exeunt, SCENE
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SCENE IIL A Street.

Enter Florinda ani Valeria in habits, different from what the'j have heen

feet} in,

F/or. We're happily efcap'd, yet I tremble flill.

FaL A lover and fear ! why, I am but half a one, and yet I have cou-

rage for any attempt. Would Heltena were here. I wou'd fain have

had. her as deep in this mifchief as we, fhe'll fare but ill elfe I doubt.

Fkr. She pretended a vifit to the Aiigujline nuns, but I believe feme
other defign carried her out, prays heavens we light on her.

Prithee what didfl: do with Ctf//n.?

Vfll. When I faw no. reafoa wouM do good on her, I follow'd her

into the wardrobe, and as fiie was looking for fomething in a great cheft,

I tumbjed her in by the heels, . fnatch'd the key of the apartment whera
you were conHn'd, lock'd her in, and left her bauling for help.

Flor. 'Tis well you refolve to follow my fortunes, for thou dareft ne-

ver appear at home again afrer fuch an aftion.

Val. That's according as the young ftranger and I ftiall agree———*
But our bufiuefs

—

• 1 delivered your note to Behile ; when I got

out nnder pretence of going to mafs, I found him at his lodging, and
believe me it came feafonably, for never was a. man in fodefperate a con-

dition. I told him of your refolution of making your dcape to day^

if your brother would be abfent long enough to permit you ; if npt,

that you would die rather than be ^>v/(j»zVs.

Flor. Thou. Ihou'dft have told him I was confin'd to my chamber upon
jny brother's fufpicion, that the bufinefs on the Molo was a plot laid be-

tween him and I.
'

Fal. I faid all. this., and told him your brother was now gone to his

devotion, and he refolves to vifit every church till he find him ; and not

only undeceive him in that, but carefs him fo.asiliall delay his xeturn.hoihe,

, .py^r. Oh heavens! he's there, and jSe/c^z/?. with him too.

[Tbey put on their Vizards,

Enter Don Vtixo, Eelvile, Willmore i Bel vile and Don Vtdxo feemlng
in ferioui difcourfe.

Val. Walk boldJy by them, I'll come at a diftance, left he fufped
us. She walks by them, and looks back on ther/t.

Wil, Ha [ woman ! and of an excellene mien !

Fed. She throws a kind look back on you.
Wil. Death, 'tis a likely wench, and that kind look Ihall not be

thrown away I'll follow her.

Beh'. Prithee .do not.

Wil. Do not ! by heavens to the antipodes, with fuch an inritation.

,
[j^he goes out) and Willmore foltozos.

^eJv. 'Tis a mad. fellow for a wench.

Smer
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Enter Frederick.

Fred. Oh colonel, fuch news

'

Beh. Prithee what ?
'

Fred. News that will make you laugh in fpite of fortune.

Beh. What, 'Blunt has had fome damn'd trick put upon him, cheated,

bang'd, or clap'd I fuppofe ?

Fred. Cheated, Sir, rarely cheated of all but his fhirt and drawers ;

the unconfcionable whore too turn'd him out before confummation, fo that

traverfing the ftreets at midnight, the watch found him in this frefco, and

conduced him home: by heaven 'cis fuch a fight, and yet I durft as well

have been hang'd as laugh at him, or pity him j he beats all that do but

aik him a queftion, and is in fuch a devilifti humour.———
Fed. Who is't has met with this ill uf^e, Sir:

Behi A friend of ours, whom you muft fee for mirth's fake. I'll

employ him to give Floriada time for an efcape. \_AJjde.

Fed. What is he ?

Beh. A young countryman of ours, one that has been educated at

fo plentiful a rate, he ne'er yet knew the want of money, and 'twill

be a great jell to fee how fimply he'll look without it. For my part I'll

lend him none, and the rogue knows not how to put on a borrowing

face, and alk hrll. I'll let him fee how good 'tis to play our parts whilft

I play his Prithee ir^^/. do you go home and keep him in that

pofture till we come. [Exeunt.

Enter FlonndiLfrom thefarther end of the fcene, looking behind her.

Flor. I am follow'd ftill—hah—my brother too advancing this way,

good heavens defend me from being feen by him. {She goes off.

Enter Willmore, and after him Valeria, at a little dijiance.

Wil. Ah ! There fhe fails, fhe looks back as if Ihe were willing to

be boarded, I'll warrant her prize. \He goes out^ Y&Wia.foIlomng,

Enter HeDem, juj} as he goes cuty with a page.

Hel. Hah, is not that my captain that has a woman in chafe P-^'tis

not Angelica, Boy, follow thofe people at a diftance, and bring me an
account where they go in———«I'JI find his haunts, and plague him
every where.——Ha——my brother ! [Exit page.

[Bel. Will. Ped. trofs the ftage : Hel. runs of.

Scene changes to another ftreet. Enter Florinda.

Flor. What fhall I do ? my brother now purfues me.
Will no kind power protect me from this tyranny?

Hah, here's a door open, I'll venture in, fince nothing can be worfe

than to fall into his hands, my life and honour are at ftake, and my ne-

ccfiity has no choice, [She goes in.

Enter
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Enter Valeria, and HeJlena'; Page peeping after Florinda,

Pag. Here fhe went in, I ftiall remember this houle. ^Exit boy.

Val. Jliis is BelviWi, lodgings; fhe's gone in as readily as if llie knew

Jt i——hah here's that mad fellow again, 1 dare not venture

in, I'll watch my opportunity. [Gc^i afide.

Enter Willmore, gazing about him.

Wil. I have loft her hereabouts Pox on't flie mull not efcape me
fo. [Goei out.

Sane changes to Blunt'/ chamber, difcovers him Jilting on a couch in his

Jhirt and drawer s, reading.

Blunt. So, now my mind's a little at peace, fince I have refolv'd
' revenge A pox on this taylor tho', for not bringing home the

clothes I befpoke ; and a pox of all poor cavaliers, a man can never keep
a Ipare fuit for 'em ; and I fhall have thefe rogues come in and find me
naked, and then I'm undone ; but I'm refolv'd to arm myfelf the

rafeals fhall notinfult over me too much. \_Puts on an old rufty Iword
and buff belt'\ ' Now, how like a morris-dancer I am equipt——

«

a fine lady-like whore to cheat me thus, without affording me a kindnefs

for my money ; a pox light on her, 1 fhall never be reconciled to the fex

more j fhe has made me as faithlefs as a phyfician, as uncharitable as a
churchman, and as ill-natur'd as a poet. O how I'll ufeall womenkind
hereafter! what woa'd I give to have one of 'em within my reach now !

any mortal thing in petticoats, kind fortune, fend me; and I'll forgive

thy lalf night's malice Here's a curfed book too, (a warning to all

young travellers) that can inilruft m^e how to prevent fuch mifchiefs now
'tis too late. Well 'tis a rare convenient thing to read a little now and
then, as well as hawk and hunt. [5/7x down again and reads.

Enter to him Florinda.

Elor. This honfe is haunted fure, 'tis well famifh'd and no living thing

inhabits it hah———a man ! Heav'ns how he's attir'd i fure

'tis fome rope-dancer, or fencmg-maller ; I tremble now for fear, and

yet I mull venture now to fpeak to him——Sir, if I may not interrupt

your meditations \_He fiarts up and gazes.

Blunt. Hah—what's here ? Are my wifhes granted .? and is not that

a fhe creature ? Adfheartlikins 'tis .' what wretched thing art thou—hah ?

Flor. Charitable Sir, you've told yourfelt already what I am ; a very

wretched maid^ forc'd by a flrange unlucky accident, to feek a fafety here,

and mull be ruin'd, if you do not grant it.

Blunt. Ruin'd ! Is there any ruin fo inevitable as that which now
threatens thee } Doll thou know, miferablc woman, into what den of,

mifchiefs thou art fall'n ? what a blifs of confufion ?——hah—jofl

not fee fomething in my looks that frights thy guilty foul, and makes thee

wifh to change that fhape of woman for any humble animal, or devil ?

for thofe were fafer for thee and lefs mifchievous.

F/or. Alas, what mean you, Sir ? I mull confefs your looks have
fomething in 'em makes me fear ; bat I befeech you, as you feem a

gentleman, pity a harmlefs virgin, that takes your houfe for fanftuary.

G ^lunt.
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Blunt. Talk on, talk on, and weep too, till my faith return. Do*
ilatrer me out of my fenfes again a harmlefs virgin with a pox
as much one as t'other, adflieartJikins. Why, what the Devil can I

nor be fafe in my houfe for you ? not in my chamber ? nay, even being

jnalced too cannot fecure me. This is an impudence greater than has

invaded me yet.—Come no refiftance. [Pu/h her rudely,

Fhr. Dare you be fo cruel ?

Blunt. Cruel! Adilieartlikins as a galley flave, or a Spanijb whore:
cruel, yes, I will kifs and beat thee all over ; kifs, and fee thee all over;

thou (halt lie with me too, not that I care for the enjoyment, but to let

you fee 1 have ta'en deliberated malice to thee, and will be reveng'd on

one whore for the fins of another ; I will fmile and deceive thee, flatter

thee, and beat thee, kifs and fwear, and lye to thee, embrace thee and

rob thee, as fhe did me, fawn on thee, and ilrip thee ftark naked, then

hang thee out at mv window by the heels, with a paper of (curvy verfes

falleii'd to thy breaft, in praife of damnable women—come, come along.

Flor. Alas, Sir, mull I be facrific'd for the crimes of the moil infa-

mous of my fex ? I never underftood the fins you name.

Blunt. Do, perfuade the fool you love him, or that one of you can be

jufl or honeft ; tell me I was not an ealy coxcomb, or any lirange im-

pofTible tale : it will be believM fooner tkan ihy falfe fhoweis orpioteila-

tions, A generation of damn'd hypocrites, to flatter my very" clothes

from my back ! diflembling witches! are thefe the returns you make an

honeil gentleman that truits, believes, and loves you ? But if I

be not even with you come along, or 1 ihall [Pu. lis her again.

Enter Frederick.

Fred. Ha, \vhat's here to do?
• Blunt. Adfheartlikins, Fred. I am glad thou art come, to be a witnefs

of my dire revenge.

Fred. What's this, a perfon of quality too, who is upon the ramble to

fupply the defeds of lome grave impotent hufband.

Blunt. No, this has another pretence, fome very unfortunate accident

brought her hither, to fave a life puvlu'd by I know not who, or why,

and forc'd to take faniluary here at a fool's haven. Adfheartlikins, to me
of all mankind for protedion ? Is the afs tobecajol'd again think ye \ No,
young one, no prayers or tears fhall mitigate my rage ; therefore prepare

for both iTiv plealure of enjoyment and revenge, for 1 am refolv'd to make
up my lofs here on 'hy body, I'll take it out in kindnefs and in beating.

' Fred. Now mirtrefs, what do you think of this ?

Flor. I think he will not '— "dares not be fo barbarous,

. Fred. Have a care, Blunt, fhe fetch'd a deep figh, flie is enamour'd

with thy fhirt and drawers, fhe'll ifrip thee even of that. There are

of her calling fuch unconfcionable baggages, and fuch dextrous thieves,

they'll f^ea a man, and he fhall ne'er mifs his ikin, till he feels the cold.

There was a countryman of ours robb'd of a row of teeth, whiltl he

was fleeping, which the jilt made him buy again when he awak'd.

Blunt. 'Dfheartlikins, why, this is moit abominable.

'Flor. Some fuch devils there may be, but by all thsfJ holy, I am no

fuch, I enter'd here to fave a life in danger.
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Blunt. For no goodnefs I'll warrant her.

Fred. Faith, damfel, you had betrer confefs the plain truth, for we are

fellows not to be caught twice in the fame trap : look on that wreck, a

tight vefFel when he let out of haven, well trim'd and laden, and fee how
a female piccaroon of this ifland of rogues has fiiatter'd him, and canll

thou hope for any mercy.

Blunt. No, no, gentlewoman, come along, adfheartlikins we mufl: be

better acquainted—we'll both lie with her, and then let me alone to

bang her.

Fred. I am very ready to ferve you in matters of revenge, that has a

(double pleafure in't.

Blunt, Well faid, you hear, little one, how you are condemn'd by

publick vote to the bed within, there's no refifting your deftinv, fweet-

heart. [Fulls h'.r.

Flor Stay, Sir, I have ieen you with BehUe, an Englif? ciiva.\'ier, for

his fake ufe me kindly ; you know him. Sir.

Blunt. Belfile ! why. yes, fweeting, we do know Beh'ile, and wifh

he were with us now, he's a cormorant at whore and bacon, he'd have a

limb or two of thee, my virgin pullet : but 'tis no matter, we'll leave

him the bones to pick.

flor. Sir, if you have any efteem for that Behnle, I conjure you to

treat rne with more gentlenefs ; he'll thank you for the jullice.

Fred. Hark ye, Blunt, I doubt we are miliaken in this matter.

Flor. Sir, if you find me not worth Belvile'h care, uTe me as you pleafe;

and that you may think I merit better treatment than you threaten—pray

take this piefent——

—

\Gives him a ring : he looks on it.

Blunt. Hum -A diamond .' why, 'tis a wonderful virtue now that lies

in this ring, a mollifying virtue ; adfheartlikins there's more perfuafive rhe-

toiick in't than all her dear bewitching fex an utter.

Fred: I begin to fufpeft fomething ; and 'twou'd anger us vilely to be
trufs'd up for a rape upon a maid of qualitv, when we only believe we
rijffle a hirlot.

Blunt. Thou art a credulous fellow, but adfheartlikins I have no faith

yet ; why, my faint prattled as parloufly as this does, fhe gave me a brace-

let too, a devil on her: but I fent my man to fell it today for neceiiaries,

and it prov'd as counterfeit as her vows of love.

Fred. However let it reprieve her till we fee Behile.

"Blunt. That's hard, yet I will grant it.

Enter a fervant.

Serv. Oh, Sir, the colonel is juli come with his new friend and a

Spaniard of quality, and talks of inviting you to dinner with 'em.

Blunt. 'Dfheartlikins, I'm undone— i wou'd not fee 'em for the world:

iiarkyc, Fred, lock up the wench in yoor chamber.

Fred. Fear nothing, madam, whatever he threatens, you're fafe whiift

in my hands. \_Ex. Frederick and Florinda.

Blunt And firrah—upon your life, fay— I am noi at home—or that

I am afleep—'Or—or any tiling "
.-away—I'll prevent their coming this

way. {^Loc'ki the door and exit,

ACT
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ACT V. SCENE I.

Blunt'j Roem.

After a great knocking at his Chamber- hor, enter Blunt /^/^, crojjing

the Stage in his Shirt and Drawers, as before.

A L L O ! "Ned, Ned Blunt, Ned Blunt. [Call within.

Blunt. The rogues are up in arms, 'dfheartlikins, this vil-

lanous Frederick has betray'd n^C;, they have heard of my blel-

fed fortune.

Ned Blunty Ned, Ned —

«

[ And knocking within.

Belv. Why, he's dead. Sir, without difputedead, he has not been fesn

to day ; let's break open the door— r^—here-! ^Boy -^

Blunt. Ha, break open the door ! 'Dfheartlikins that mad lellovv will

be as good as his word.

Belv. Boy, bring fomething to force the door.

\_A great noife within at the Door again,

"Blunt, So, now muft I fpeak in my own defence, I'll try what rhe-

torick will do——^hold——hold, what do you mean, gentlemen, what

do you mean ?
'

Belv. Oh rogue, art alive ? prithee open the door, and convince usc

Blunt, Yes, I am alive, gentlemen————but at prefent a little bufy

about private concerns.

Belv. How ! l^lunt grown a man of bufinefs ! come, come, open, and

let's fee this miracle. {within.

Blunt. No, no, no, no, gentlemen, 'tis no great bufinefs but—

t

I am -at—--my devotion,-——'dfheartlikins, will you not allow a

man time to pray ?

Belv. Turn'd, religious ! A greater wonder than the firft, therefore

open quickly, or we fhall unhinge, we fhall. \_Within.

Blunt. This wo'nt do- 'Why, hark ye. Colonel j to tell you the

plain truth, I am about a necefTary affair of life——1 have a wench v/ith

me '

- you apprehend me, the devil's in't if they can be fo uncivil

as to difturb me now.
Wil. How, a wench ! nay, then we mull enter and partake ; no re-

finance,- unlefs it be your lady of quality, fti;d then we'll Ijeep

our diflance.

Blunt. So> the bufinefs is out,
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Wil. Come, come, lend more hands to the door,——^now heave aU
together lb, well done, my boys

—

[break open the door.

Enter Belvile, Willrnore, Fred, and Pedro : Blunt looks Jimply^

'they all laugh at him, he lays'his hand an his /word, and comes

up ta Willrnore.

B/.Y^f. Hark- ye, Sir, laugh out yonr langh quickly, d'ye hear, and be

gone, I fhall fpoil your fport elfe ; Mfheartlikins, Sir, I fliall- t-the

jdft has been carried on too long,—a plague upon my taylor—— yAjide.

Wil. 'Sdeath, how the whore has drell him ! faith, Sir, I'm forry.

'Qlu7}i. Ajc you fo, Sir ? Keep'c to your felf then. Sir, I advife you,

d'ye hear ? for I can as little endure your pity as his mirth.

-

\_Lays his hand en's /word.

Beh. Indeed Willrnore, thou wert a litrle too rough with Ned Blunt\

miftrefs ; call a perfon of quality whore, and one fo young, fo handfomc,

and fo eloquent !—Ha, ha ha.

Blunt. Hark ye, Sir, you know me, and know I can be angry; have

a care——for 'dheartlikins I can fight too- ! can Sir,,' -do you
mark me—no more I entreat you.

Be/r. Why fo peevifh, good Ned? Some difappointments, I'll war-

j-gnt—What ! did the jealous Count her hufband return jull in the nick ?

B/&7^^ Or the devil, Sir, d'ye laugh .? [They laugh.

Look ye, fettle me a good fober countenace, and that quickly too, or

you (liall know Ned Blunt is not.

Beh. Not a Solomon, we know that.

Blunt. Not an af?, to be laught at. Sir.

Wil. Unconfcionable fmner, to bring a lover fo near his happinefs, a

vigorous paffionate lover, and then not only cheat him of his moveables,

but his defires too.

Belv. Ah, Sir, a miftrefs is a triile with Blunt, he'll have a dozen ,the

next time he looks abroad, his eyes have charms not to be refilled : there

reeds no more than to expofe that taking perfon to the view of the fair,

and he leads 'em all in triumph.

Fed. Sir, tho' I'm a ftranger to you, I'm afham'd at the rudenefs of

my nation ; and could you learn who did it, would affiftyou to make
an example of 'em.

Blunt- Why, ay, there's one freaks fenfe now, and handfomiy ; and

let me tell you, gentlemen, I fhould not have fhevv'd my felf a jack-

pudding, thus to have made you mirth, but that I have revenge within

my power ; for know, I have got into my pofTelTion a female, who had

better have fallen under my curfe, than the ruin I dcfign her : 'dlheardi-

kins, fne affauked me here in my own lodgings, and had doubtlefs com-
mitted a rape upon me, had not this fword defended me.

Fred. I knew not that, but o' my conlcience thou hadft ravifht her,

had fhe notredeem'd her felf with a ring——let's fee'c Blunt.

[Blunt Jhezi/s the ring.

Bdv. Hah! :the ring I gave Flsrinda when we exc;:ang'd our

VOWS

!

~
• hark ye Blunt ' [Goes to mhifper to him.

WiL
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WiL No whifperlng, good colonel, there's a woman in the cafe, no
whifpering.

^elv. Hark ye, fool be advis'd, and conceal both the ring and the

ftory, for your reputation's fake ; don't let people know what defpis'd

cullies we Englijb are ; to be c/ieated and abus'd by one whore, and an-

other rather bribe thee than \yi kind to thee, is an infamy to our nation.

Wil. Come, come, w here's the wench ? wie'll fee her, let her be

what fhe will, we'll fee her.

Ped Ay, ay, let us fee her, I can foon difcover vyhethpr fhe be of

quality, or for your diverfion.

'Blunt. She's in Fred's cuftody,

Wil. Come, come, the key.

[To Fred, who gives him the key, they are going,

Belv. Death ! what fliail I do ? Stay, gentlemen,' -yet if 1

hinder 'em, 1 fhall difcover all-r——hold, let's go one at once- " give me
the key.

mi. Nay, hold there, Colonel, I'll go firfl.

Fred. Nay, no difpute, Ned and 1 have the property of her.

Wi/. Damn property - then we'll draw cuts.

[Belv. goer to tvhifper Will.

Nay no corruption, good Colonel j come, the longeft fword carries her.—

•

iThey all draw, forgetting Don Pedro, being a Spaniard, had the longeft.

^lunt. I yield up my intereft to you, gentlemen, and that will be re-

venge fufficient.

Wil. The wench is yours = t(To Fed.) Pox of his Toledo, X

had forgot that.

Fred Come, Sir, I'll condufl you to the lady. [Ea*. Fred. (S;^^ Ped.

Bf/z'. To hinder him will certainly difcover————* ^Jftde.

Doll know, dull beaft, what mifchief thou haft done ?

[Will, walking up and down out ofHumour.

Wil. Ay, ay, to truft our fortune to lots, a devil on't, 'twas madnefs,

that's the truth on't.

Belv. Oh intolerable Sot

!

Enter Florinda, running mafqu'd, Pedro after her^ Will- gazing
round her.

Flor. Good heaven, defend me from difcovery. \Afide.
Pedro. Tis but in vain to fly me, you are fallen to my lot.

Beh. Sure fhe is undifcover'd yet, but now I fear there is no way to

bring her ofF.

WzY. Why, what a pox is not this my woman, the fame I foUow'd
but now.

^ [Ped. talking to Florinda, who walki up and down.
Ped. As if I did not know ye, and your bufmefs here.

Flor. Good heaven ! I fear he does indeed—— [Afide.
Ped. Come, pray be kind, 1 know you meant to be fo when you en-

ter'd here, for thefe are proper gentlemen.
W//. But, Sir- —perhaps the lady will not be impos'd upon, fhe'l|

choofe her man.
Fred. I am better bred, than not to leave her choice free. Enur
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Enter Valeria, and isfurpriz'd at the Sight of Don Pedro.

Fal. Don PeJ^o here ! There's no avoiding him. \_A/iJe.

Flor. Valeria! Then I'm undone- [Afide.

Val. Oh ! have I found you, Sir—^ [To Pedro, rnnning to him.

—The ftrangeft accident^ if I had breath' to tell it.

Fed. Speak is Florinda fafe ? tiellena well ?

Fal. Ay, ay. Sir

—

'-Florinda is fafe from any fears of you.

Fed. Why, where's Florinda? fpeak.

fal. Ay, where indeed, Sir ? I wifh J could inform you.

-But to hold you no longer in doubt-

Flor. Oh, what will (he fay ?
_

[/^fide

Fal. She's fled away in the habit of one of her pages. Sir— bu^

Callis thinks you may retrieve her yet, if you make hafte away ; Ihe^jl

tell you. Sir, the reft ifyou can find her out.
^

[Jjjde.

Fed. Difhonourable girl, ihe has undone my aim—Sir you fee my ne-

cefficy of leaving you, and I hope you'll pardon it : My fifter, 1 know, will

make her flight to you; and if ftiedo, I Ihal! expeftihefhouldbe render'db ack.

Belt'. I fliall confult my love and honour. Sir. {Ex. Ped.

Flor. My d-:ar preferver, let me embrace thee. [To Val.

Wil. What the devil's all this ?

Blitnt. Myllery by this light.

ral. Come, come, make hafte and get yourfelves married quickly, for

your brother will return again.

Belv. I am fo furpriz'd with fears and joys, Co amaz'd to find you here

in fafety, I can fcarce perfuade my heart into a faith of what I lee—

—

fFil. Harkye, colonel, is this that miftrefs who has coil: you fo many
fighs, and me fo many quarrels with you ?

Beh It is—Pray give him the honour of your hand. [To Flor,

fFil. Thus it muft be receiv'd then. \_Kneels and kijfes her hand.

And with it give your pardon too.

Flor. The friend to Belvi!ema.y command me any thing.

Wz7. Death, I wifii I might, 'tis a furprizing Beauty. {_Jfide.

Belv. Boy, run and fetch a father inftantly. \_Ex. Boy.

Fred. So, nowdo I ftand like a dog, and have not a fyllable to plead

my own caufe with, by this hand, Madam, I was never thorowly con-

founded before, nor fhall lever more dare look up with confidence, till you
are pleafed to pardon me.

Flor. Sir, I'll be reconcil'd to you on one condition, that you'll follow

the example of my friend, in marrying a maid that does not hate you, and

whofe fortune (I believe) will not be unwelcome to you.

Fred. Madam, had I no inclinations that way, I ftiou'd obey yout
kind commands.

Belv. Who, Fred, marry ? He has fo few inclinations for woman-
kind, that had he been pofTeft of Paradife, he might have continu'd there

to this day, if no crime but love cou'd have difmherited him.

Fred. Oh, I do not ufe to boaft of my intrigues.

Belv. Boail ! Why thou do'ft nothing but boaft ; and I dare fwear,

Wer't thou as innocent from the fin of the grape, as thou art from the ap-

ple, ihou might'ft yet claim that right in Eden which our firft parents loft

by too much loving. , Fre4^
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Fred. I wifli this lady would think me fo modeft a man.
Vdl. She fhou'd be forry then, and not like you half fo well, acd I

fhou'd be Joth to break my- word with you ; which was, that if your
friend and mine are agreed, it ihouM-be a match between yoa"'aad I.

\_^She gives htm her hand.

Fred. Bear witnefs, colonel, 'tis a bargain. \_KiJfes her hand.

Blunt.. T'have a pardon- to beg too ; but adiheartlikins I am fo out of

countenance, that 1 am a- dog if I can fay any thing to the purpofe.

[7"* Florioda.

Flor Sir, I heartily forgive you all

.

Blunt. That's nobly faid, fweet lady '— Belvile, prithee pre-

fent her her ring again, for I find I have not courage to a:pproach her

Jnyfelf. • - \Gwe$ him the ring, he gives it to Florinda.

Enter Boy.

Boy. Sir, I havebrought the father that yoii fent for.

Beh- 'Tis well, and now my dear Florinda, let's fly tocompleat that

.mighty joy we have fo Jong wifli'd and figh'd for. Come, Fred^

.you'll follow.

Fred. Your example. Sir, 'twas ever my ambition in war, and mull

be fo in love.

Wil. And muft not I fee this juggling knot ty'd ?

Belv. No. thou fhalt do us better fervice, and be our guard, left Don
Pedro''s fudden return interrupt the ceremony.

Ifil. Content ; I'll fecure this pafs. [Ex. Bel. Flor. Fred, and Val.

Enter Boy.

Boy. Sir, there'sa lady without v/ou'd fpeak with you, [Ta Wil.

Wil. Conduct her in, I dare not quit my poft.

Boy. "And, Sir, your taylor waits you in your chamber.

.B/ftKt. Sonie comfort yet, I Ihall not dance naked at the wedding.

[£.v. Blunt and Boy.

Enter again the Boy, conducing in Angelica in a mafquing habit and a

Vi%ard. 'WWl. runs to her.

. Wil. This can be none but my pretty gipfy———Oh, I fee you can

follow as well as i\y~--~———Come, confefs thyfelf the moft malicious

devil in nature, you think you have done my bus'nefs with Angelica *

. Ang. Stand off, bafe villain— [She draws a piflol and holds to bis breafi.

Wil. Hah, 'tis not fhe : Who art thou f And what's thy bufmefs ?

Angi One thou haft injur'd, and who comes to kill theefor't.

. Wil. What the devil canll thou mean ?

Ang. By all my hopes to kill thee——«-

[HoldsJim the piftol to his breaft, he going had, jhe following ftill.

Wil. Prithee on what acquaintance ? For 1 know thee not.

- Ang. Behold this face !—fo loft to thy remembrance

!

And then call all thy fins about thy foul, {Pulls off her vizard.

And let them die with thee.

Wil. Angelica

Aug. Yes, traitor.

Does not thy guilty blood run fbivering -thro' thy veins ?

Haft thou no horror at this fight, that tells thee,

Thou haft not long to boaft thy fhameful conqueft ?- •

.

W;7.
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Wit. Faith, no child, my blood keeps its ofd ebbs and flows (111], an

that ufual heat too, that cou'd oblige thee with a kindnefs, had I bue

opportunity.

Ang. Devil ! deft wanton with my pain '
"have at thy heart then.

Wil. Hold, dear virago ! hold thy hand a little,

J am not now at leifure to be kill'd—hold and hear me—
Death, I think ftie's in earneft. {^Afide.

Ang. Oh if I take not heed,

jMTy coward heart will leave me to his mercy. \_AJide, turningfrom him.

»——What have you, Sir, to fay ?—But fhould 1 hear thee,

Thoud'ft talk away all that is brave about me :

[FollstVi him with the pijlol to his breaji.

And I have vow'd thy death, by ail that's facred.

Ang. Yet -I wou'dgive thee time for penitence. [Paufingly.

Wil. Faith, child, I have ever took care to lead a good, fober, hopeful

life, and am of a religion that teaches me to believe, I fhall depart in peace.

Ang. So will the devil : Tel] me
How many poor believing fools thou haft undone ;

How many hearts thou haft betray'd to ruin!

. ..Yet thefe are little mifchiefs to the ills

Thou'ft taught mine to commit: Thou'iltaught it love.

Wit. Egad 'twas fhreudly hurt the while.

Ang. Love, that has robb'd it of its unconcerDj,

Of all that pride that taught me how to value it,

And in its room a mean fubmiilive paffion was coavey'd.

That made me humbly bow, which I ne'er did

To any thing but heaven.

———Thou, purjur'd man, didft this, and with thy oaths.

Which on thy knees thou didft devoutly make,

Soften'd my yielding heart—and then, I was a flave

Yet ftill had been content to've worn my chains.

Worn 'em wi'h vanity and joy for ever,

Hadft thou not broke thofe vows that put them on.

Twas then I was undone.

[All this whilefollows bim with a pijlol to his breaft.

Wil. Broke my vows ! Why, where haft thou lived ?

Amongft the Gods ! For J never heard of mortal man>

That has not broke a thoufand vows.

Ang. Oh, impudence

!

Wil. Angelica ! That beauty has been too long tempting.

Not to have made a thoufand lover? languifh.

Who in the amorous favour, no doubt have fworn
Like me ; did they all die in faith ? Still adoring ?

i do not think they did.

Ang. No, faithlefs man: had I repaid their vows, as I did thine, I

wou'd have kiird the ungrateful that had abandon'd me.
Wil- This old general has quite fpoil'd thee, nothiug makes a woman

fo vain, as being flatter'd ; your old lover ever fupplies the defeats of age,

with intolerable dotage, vaft charge, and that which you call conftancy ;

and attributing all this to your own merits, youdomineer, and throw
your favour's in's teeth, upbraiding him ftill with the defefts of age, and
cuckold him as often as he deceives your expe£tations. But the gay,

ypung, brifk lover, that brings his equal fires, and can give you dart for

dart, he'll be as nice as you fometimes.

Ang. All this thou'ft made me know, for which I hate thee.

Had I rcmain'd in innocent fecurity

J ihpu'd have though: all mea were born my flaves j



66 T^^ ROVERj (?^

And worn my pow'r like lightning in my eyes,

To have deflroy'd at pleafure when offended.

— But when love held the mirror, the undeceiving glaft '

Reflefted all the weaknefs of my foul, and made me know.

My richeft treafure being loil-, my honour,

All the remaining fpoil cou'd not be worth

The conqueror's care or value.

» —Oh how I fell like a, long worlhip'd Idol,

Diicovering all the cheat I
-

"Wou'd not the incenfc and rich facrifice.

Which blind devotion offer'd at my altars.

Have fall'n to thee ? ....
Why woud'fl thou then deflrey my fanfy'd povyer ?

W/7. By heaven thou art brave, and I admire thee ftrangely.

I wifh I were that dull, that conftant thing,

Which thou woud'ft have, and nature never meant me

;

I muft, like chearful birds, fing in all groves,

And perch on every bough,

Billing the next kind Ihe that flies to meet me i

Yet after all cou'd build my nell with thee,

Thitlier repairing when Vd lov'd my round.

And ftill referve a tributary flame.

-To gain your credit, I'll pay you back your charity.

And be oblig'd for nothing but for love. [Offers her a ^^^/^ "/ ^^oJd.

Ang. Oh that thou wert in earneft

!

So mean a thought of me,

Wou'd turn my rage to fcorn,. and I fiiou'd pity thee,

And give thee leave to live;

Which for the publick fafety of our fex.

And my own private injuries, I dare not do.

Prepare [FollomJfiU, as before,
•- -—I will no more be tempted with replies.

W/7. Sure————

•

Anp. Another word will damn jhee ! I've heard thee talk too long.

{She follows htm with a Piflol ready to jhtot : He retires /lill amaz*d
Enter Don Antonio, his arm in a fcarf and lays hold an the Pijiol.

Ant. Hal Angelica! '.

Ang. Antonio ! What the devil brought thee hither ?

Ant. Love and curiofity,. feeing your coach at door. Let me difarm

you of this unbecoming inftrument of death.*— [Takes atvay the Pijiol,.

Amongft the number of your flaves, were there not one worthy the ho-

nour to have fought your quarrel ?

—Who are you Sir, thst are fo very wretched
To merit death from her ?

;

W//. One, Sir, that cou'd have made a much better end of an amo-
rou.i quarrel without you, than with you.

Ant. Sure *ti.s fome rival——'nah—thejvery man that took down her

pidure yefterday -~the very fame that fet on me laft night-——

—

blefl: opportunity—

—

'
—

—

[Offers to fioot him.

Ang. Hold, you're millaken, Sir.

Ant- By heaven the very fame

!

»——— Sir, what pretenfions have you to this lady ?

Wi/. Sir, I don't ule to be examin'd, and am ill at all difputes but this—

•

[Draws, Anton, offers tofioet.

Ang. Oh, hold ! You fee he's arm'd with certain death ; [fa Will.
""'"""——And you, Antonio, I command you hokl,

By all the paffion vou've fo Jatelv vow'd me. Pcit
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Enter Don Pedro, J^es Antonio, anJjfayt.

Fed. Hah, Antonio ! and Angelica ! {^AJide^
' Ant. When I refufe obedience to your will.

May you deftroy me with your mortal hate.

By all that's holy I adore you fo,

That even my rival, who has charms enough

To make him fall a viftim to my jealoufy,

Shall live, nay, and have leave to love on ftill.

P^^. What's this I hear ? [Afide
Ang. Ah thus, 'twas thus he talk'd, and I believ'd. \?Qtnt\ng to Will

' —<-— Antonio, yefterday

I'd not have ibid my interelt in his heart.

For all the Tword has won and loft in battle.

—————But now to fiiow my utmoft of contempt,

I give thee life———which if thou would'ft prelerve.

Live where my eyes may never fee thee more.

Live to undo (bme one, whofe foul may prove

So bravely conftant to revenge my Love.

{Qoei out, h-DX.. folkvss, hut'^ti. pulls him bad
Ted. Antonio > Hay.

'

Ant. Don Pedro
'

Fed. What coward fear was that prevented thee

From meeting me this morning on the Molo ?
Ant. Meet thee ?

Fed. Yes me; I was the man that dar'd thee to*t,

Atit. Ha't ihDU fo often feen me fight in war.

To find no better caufe to excufe my abfence ?

•———I fent my fword and one to do thee right.

Finding my fe!f uncapable to ufe a fword.

Fed. But 'twas Florindd's quarrel that we fought.

And you to Ihevv how little you efteem'd her.

Sent me your rival, giving him your intereft.

•—'^ But I have found the caufe of this affront.

And when I meet you fit for the difpute,

**——I'll tell you my refentment.

Ant. I fhall be ready. Sir, ere long to do you fatisfaflion. TEx, Anto.
Fed. If I cou'd find Florinda, now whilft my anger's high, I think I

fhou'd be kind, and give her to Behile in revenge.

W;7. Faith, Sir, I know not what you wou'd do, but I believe the

jMeft within has been fo kind.
' Fed. How f my Siller married ?

Wz7. I hope by this time fhe is, and bedded too, or Belvile has not my
longings about him.

Fed. Dares he do thus ? Does he not fear my povv''r ?

Wil. Faith not at all. If you will go in, and thank him for the fa.

vour he has done your fifter, do; if not, Sir, my power's greater in this

houie than yours ; I have a damn'd furly crew here, that will keep you
till the next tide, and then clap you on board my prize; my fhip lie?

'

but a league off the Mo/a, and we lliill (how your Donfliip a damn'd
Iramontana rover's trick.

Enter Bel vile.

Belv. This rogue's in fome new milchief—hah, Pedro return'd ?

Fed. ColoHel Behi/e, I hear you have married my filler,

Bf/c. You have heard iru :h then. Sir.

Fed. Have I fo ? then, Sir, 1 wifh you joy.

Bt/v. How

!

>
.



bz "The ROVER; dr,

Ted. By tliis embrace I do, and I am glad on't.

^elv. Are you injearneft?

Ted. By our long friend;(hip and my obligations to thee, I am. The
fudden change I'll give your reafons for anon. Come lead me to my
fifler, that fhe may know l now approve her choice.

\ExM Belv. toith Ped. Will, goei to foUezo him.
Enter Hellena ai before in bofs dlathes, and pulls him back.

WiL Ha ! my gipfy——-Now a thoufand bleffings on thee for this

thidnefs. Egad, child, I was e'en in defpair of ever feeing thee again

;

my friends are all provided for within, each man his kind woman.
HeL Hah ! I thought they had ferv'd me fome fuch trick.

W/7. And I was e'en refolv'd to go abroad, condemn my felf to lone

cabin, and the thoughts of thee.

He I. And cou'd you have left me behind ? vvou'd you have been fo

ill-natur'd ?

Wil. Why, 'twould have broke my heart, child ' but fince we
are met again I would defy foul weather to part us.

Hel. And wou'd you be a faithful friend now, ifa maid ftiou'd truft you,
WtV. For a friend I cannot promife, thou art of a form fo excellent,

a face and humour too good for cold dull friendfhip ; I am parloufly

afraid of being in love, child, and you have not forgot how I'everely you
have us'd me.

Hel. That's all one, fuch ufage you mull ftill look for, to find out all
•

your haunts, to rail at you to all that love you, till I have made you love"

only me in your own defence, becaufe no body elfe will love.

W?7, But haft thon no better quality to recommend thy felf by ?

Me/. Faith none. Captain - Why, 'cwill be the greater charity to

take me for thy miltrefs, I am a lone child, a kind of Orphan lover; and

why I Ihou'd die a maid, and in a Captain's hands too, I do not underftand.

Wil. Egad, I was never claw'd away with broad fides from any female

fcefore, thou hail one virtue I adore, good- nature ; I hate a coy demure
miftrefs, (he's as troublefome as a colt, I'll break none ; no, give me a

mad miftrefs when mew'd, and in flying on I dare trull upon the wing,

that whilft file's kind will come to the lure.

Hel. Nay as kind as you will, good Captain, whilft it lafts, but let's

.

lofe no time.

Wil. My time's as precious to me, as thine can be j therefore dear crea-

ture, fince we are fo well agreed, let's retire to my chamber, and if ever

thou wert treated with fuch favory love-————Come, my bed's pre-

par'd for fuch a guell, all clean and iweet as thy fair felf ; I love to Ileal a

;

difh and a bottle with a friend, and hate long graces Come let's re-

tire and falltoo. '

Hel. 'Tis but getting my confent, and the bufinefs is foon done ; let

;

but old Gafl'er Hymett and his Priell fay Amen fo'c, and I dare lay my
njother's daughter by as proper a fellow as your father's fon, without fear

orbiufiiing.

Wil. Hold, hold, no bugg words, child ; prieft and Hymen I prithee

add hangman to 'em to make up the confort—No, no, we'll have no
vows but love, child, no witrefs but the lover ; the kind deity enjoins

naught but love and enjoyi Hymen and priell waited ftill upon the por-

tion, and jointure; love and beauty have their own ceremonies. Mar-
riage is as certain a bane to love, as lending money is to friendfhip : I'll

neither ask nor give a vow, tho' I could be content to turn gipfy, and
become a left-hand bridegroom, to have the pleafureof working that great

miracle of making a maid a mother if you durft venture f 'tis upfy gipfy

thar, and if I mifs, I'll lofe my labour.



He!. And if you do not lofe, what fhall I get ? A cradle full ofnoife and

milbhief, with a pack of repentance at my back ? Can you teach me to weave

inck to pafs my time with ? 'Tis upfe gipfy that too.

Wi/. I can teach thee to weave a true lover's knot better.

Hel. So can my dog.

W//. Well, I fee we are both upon our guard, and I fee there's no way
to conquer good nature, but by yielding- -here- ' '—give me thy hand

one kii's and lam thine-—
H(l. One kifs ? how like my page he fpeaks ; I am refolved you Ihall have

none, for asking luch a fneaking fum—He that will be fatisfied with one kifs,

will never die of that longing ; good friend fingle kifs, is all } our talking come
to this ? I ' A kifs, a caudle ! farewel captain fingle-kifs. '

[Going out hefiajs hr.
W;7. Nay if we part fo, let me die like a bird upon a bough, at the IhenfFs

charge. By heaven, both the Indies fliall not buy thee from me. I adore thy

humour and will marry thee, and we are fo ofone humour, it mull be a bargain

——give me thy hand——
^

IKiJ/es her band.

And now let the blind one s (love and fortune) do their worft.

Htl. Why, god-a-mercy, captain f

W/A But harkye—the bargain is now made ; but is it not fit we fhou'd

know each other's names ? That when we have reafon to curfe one another

hereafter, and people ask me who 'tis I give to the devil, I may at leait be able

to tell what family you came of.

Hel. Good reafon, captain ; and where I have a caufe, (as I doubt not but
I (hall have plentiful) that I may know at whom to throw my—blefSngs—

^

I beleech ye your name,

W/7. 1 am called Robert the Conjiant.

Hel. A very fine name! pray was it your faulkner or butler that chrillen'd

jou ? Do they not ufe to whittle when they call you ?

W:7. I hope you have a better, that a man may name without croffing

himfelf, you gtre fo merry with mine.

HeL I am call'd Hellena the inconjiant.

Enter Pedro, Belvile, florinda, Fred. Valeria.

Ped. Hah! Hellena I -

Flor. Hellena !

Hel. The very fame—hath my brother ! now captain Ihew your love artd

courage ; Hand to your arms, and defend me bravely, or I am lofl for ever.

Bed. What's this hear ? falfe girl, how came you hither, and what'j your
bufinefs ? Speak. [Qoes roughly to her.

V/il. Hold off. Sir, ypu have leave to parly only. \_Puts himfelfbetzveen.
HeL I had e'en as good tell it, as you guefs it. Faith brother, my bufmefs

is to love, and be loved, and here's the man,
Ped. Perfidious maid, haft thou deceiv'd me too, deceived thyfelfand heaven'?
Hel. 'Tis time enough to make my peace with that : Be you but kind, let

tne alone with heaven.

Ped. ^e\vi\e, I did not expeft this falfe play from you was't not enoligh you'd
jain F\orinda (which I pardon'd) but your leud friends too mult be "enrich'd
vith the fpoils of a noble family,

Ee\v. Faith Sir, 1 am as much furpriz'd at this as you can be: yet. Sir,

ny friends are gentlemen, and ought to be efteem'd for their misfortunes, fince
hey have the glory to fuffer with the beft of men and kings; 'tis true, he's a
over of fortune, yet a prince aboard his little wooden 'v.'orld.

Ped. What's this to the maintenance of a woman of her birth and quality,
W/1. Faith, Sir, I can boall of nothing but a iword which does me right where- .

'er I come, and has defended, a worie caufe than a woman'.,, and fince I lov'd her
lefore I either knew her birth or name, I mutt purfue my refolution, and
aarry her.



Vei. And is all your holy intent of becoming a nun debauch'd into-adefire

. of n\an ?
*

.

H^l. Why—I have confider'd the roatterj brother, and find the three hundred
thoufand crowns jpy uncle left me (and you cannot keep from me) will be better^

laid oat in love than in religion, and turn to as good, an account——let moll
yoicescarry it, for heaven or the captain ?

. jdU try. A captain, a captain.

HeI. Look ye. Sir, 'tis a clear cafe.

Fed. Oh I am mad—if I refuie, my life's in danger.

—

i4fide.—Come—

—

There's one motive induces me-—take her—I {hall now be free from the fear of

her honour J guard it you how, if you can, I have been a flave to't long

enoogh. . . ^ . . [Gives her to him.

. Wil. Faith, Sir, I am of a nation, that are of opinion a woman's ho-

nour is not vvorth guarding when ihe has a mind to part with it.

Hel. Well faid, captain.

Fed. This was your plot, miftrefs, but. I hope you have married one that

will revenge my quarrel to you —~ - [To Valeria.

Val. There's no altering deftiny, Sir.

Fed. Sooner than a woman's will, therefore I forgive you all and

wilh you may get my father's pardon as eaiily ; which I fear.

Enter Blunt dreji in a Spanifh habity looking ver^ ridituloujl^ ; hii man
'

adjujiin^ his bend.

Man. 'Tis very well. Sir.

B/«»/. Well. Sir, 'dflieartlikins I tell you 'tis damnable ill, Sir-

a Zfanip habit, good Lord ? Cou'ci the Devil anci^my taylor devife no other

punilhment for me, but the mode of a nation I abomiuacc ?

B^/j'. What's the matter AT^i.^

'Blunt. Pray view me round, and judge'." > " - t > \Turns round

"Belv. I mull confefs thou art a kind of an odd figure.

'Elunt. In a Spanijb habit with a vengeance J I had rather be in the inquifition

'for Judaifm, than in this doublet and breeches; a pillory' were an eafy collar

to this, three handiixls high ; and chefe fhoes too are worfe thi:n the llocks,

with the fole an inch ihorter than my foot : in fine, gentlemen, me thinks I look

altogether like a bag of bays ftuir'd full of fools flelh. , .

^eh. Methmks 'tis well, and makes thee look en Caval;^ :

Come, Sir, fettle your face, andfalute oa-r friends, Lady --««. . n. -^

Bltta/. Hah ! Say'ft thou fo, my little rover | {Ts Hellena.j Lady— (if

you be one) give me l«ive to kifsyour hacd^ and teU you* adiheartiikins, foir ail

I Jook fo, I am your humble fervant-*—^A pox of m/ ^snijh habit.

Will. Hark—what's this ? • • ' [Mujick is hard to play.

Entsr Bey.

"Bey. Sir, as the cuftom is, the gay people in mafijuerade^ who make

every man's houfc d^eir own, are coming up.

^ Enter jeveral tnen and zpotnm in mafquing habits^ .^itb mufickf they put

themfelves in order and dante. "t

BlaK/. Adfheartlikini^ vvou'd 'twere lawful to puH oiF their falfe fiice^

that I may fee if my doxy were not amongil 'em.

BAv. Ladies and gentlemen, (ince you are; come fo a propos, you muft tafa

a fmall collation, with us. '
•

\jo the majquers

W/1, Whilft we'll go to the good man within, who flays to- give us acai

of his office • [To Kell

Have you no trennbUng at the near approach ?

Hel. No more than a brave man has in an engagement or tempeft.

W/1. Egad thou'rt a brave girl, and I admire thy love and courage.

Lead on j no other dangers they can dread.

Who ventures a defencelefs maidenhead,

Amidft the ragmg ilorms o'th' marriage bed, [Exeunt^

FINIS.
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