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T T was a very fine Piece of Oiu*
•• tory of a young Lawyer at the

B^r^ who as Council againft a High-
wayman, obferved that the Profe-

cutor had been robbed of a dertaia

Quantity of Ore, which being puri-

fied by Fire, cut into circular Piec^^,

and imprefled with the Image of a

King and the Arms of a State,

brought with it the Neceflaries, the

Conveniencies and the Luxuries of
Life, 111 be hanged, fays an honeit

Country Gentleman who was ftind-



IT 7he 'Dedication.

ing by, if this flburiftiing Fool does
not mean Money. But if he had faid

it in one Word, would not all the
refl have been implied?

Juft fuch a Cenfure as this fliould I

deferve, if in an Addrefs to Mr. Tel-

loam I endeavoured to enumerate the

Qiialities he poffelTes. The Charac-

ters of great Men are generally con-

nected with their Names; and it is

impcffible for any one to read the

Name of Mr. Telham, without con-

necling with it, in his own Mind,
the Virtues of Humanitv.

It is therefore fufRcient that I

delire his Acceptance of this Play ;

that I acknowledge the Obligations

I owe him, and that I fubfcribe

myfelf . ^^3

'^' His mo/i grateful^
"'^

and

ma/I obedient Servajit,

Ebw. MoOREr



P R a L o
.Written and Spoken by Mr. GAR RICK,

LIKE famd La ManchaV Knight,' '^^io tkiinceihh^, '
'

Mounted his Steed tofree th" enchanted Land, - -

Our fixate Bardfetsforth a Monjier-tanting, - -'^^^li
^^^

^rm'dat all Points, to fight that Hydra GamiNC. ^* Vi«^?.

^loft on Pegafus he nvaws his Pen,
-'^'^

'*^ ,ViKro: t.^^r^.^ i\H

J^fid hurls Defiance at the Caitifs De^^^
^^"^"'^'- '^'^f. ^^-•*«^ *^

The Firfi enfancyd Giants fpent his Rage,, "^^"^ '•':<^)
-:}li^;t4 viT

But This has more than Windmills to engage^-^
'^^.•>-

He combats Pafiion, rooted in the Soul',
''''' ""'"

Whofe Ponuers at once delight ye and controu^

;

Whafe Magic Bondage each lofi Slave enjoys.

Nor luijhes Freedom, tho'' the Spell defrays.

To fa'ue our Land from this Magician'^ Charms,

And refcue Maids and Matrons from his Arms,

Our Knight Poetic comes And Oh ! ye Fair-!'

This black EnchanterV nuicked Arts bev:are!

His fubtle Poifon dims the Irightefi Eyes,

And at his Touch, each Grace and Beauty dies:

Lo've, Gentlentfs and foy to Rage gi've Way,

And the foft Dcve becomes a Bird of Prey: ^^ *'^^.

May this our bold Adnjenf'rer break the' Spell,
"-^-"-

And dri've the Damon to his nati've Hell.

Ye Sla^'cs of Pajfon, and ye Dupes of Chance,

Wake all ysar Po'vfrs from this deftrudi-ve Tratice t

Shake off the Shackle: of this Tyrant Vice :

Hear other Calls than thofe of Cards and Dice

:

Be learn"d in nobler Arts, than Arts cf Play^

And other Deity than thofe of Plonour pay.

:,i^. \la si

-A ja^'S

lv.j-i'\

^0 longer li've infetifible to Sha??te,

Loji to your Coimtiy, Families and Fame. '"'^^

Cotid our roma-ntic Mufe this Work atchji'Ut}

Woud there one Jmncfi Heart in Britain 'grie^L'ei'''-^^' '^t»^*-w au\

Th' Attempt, tho" tijild, <v:cud not in 'viiin- he^ i!7at&^
" ^'^"^ •\\vi^.

If enfyy honeji Hand nKCtid lend its. Afd„
' • "^VJ.vvH

E P J-
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Written by a FRIEND, .

And Spoken by Mrs, PRITCHARD.

ON ev'ry Gamefier in th" Arabian Naticn,

'"Tis /aid, that Mahomet denouncd Darmation j

But in Return for ivicked Cards and Di<ef j^
He gave them black-efd Girls in Paradi/ti. -Q

Should he thus freach, good Countrymen, to' Tou, .

^ ^ ^^
His Con'verts nxjould, J fear, be mighty feijj^ '^-.]^'-.

So much your Hearts are fet on fordid Gain,

The hrighteji Eyes around you fhine in 'vain.

Shoud the moji hea'v'nly
. Beauty bid you take her,

, ...^

Toud rather hold ——> two Aces and a Maker, ,;-\

By your Example, our poor Sex draivn in, ;; .

.

Is guilty of the fame unjiat''ral Sin ;

Ihe Study nonu of every Girl of Parts

Js hovj to ivin your Money, not your Heaxis.

O ! in luhat fo.-eet, ivhat ra-uijhing Delights,

Our Beaux and Belles together pafs their Nights !

By ardent Perturhations kept avjake.

Bach 'vie'zvs v.ith longing Eyes the other s——Stake,

The Smiles and Graces are from Britain flown^

Our Cupid is an errant Sharper groivn.

And fortune fits on Cythereds Throne.

In all thefe Things lh» Wotnen may be blam'd, \jx

Sure Men, the <vjtfer Men f/oud be ajhamd ! ,;.^

jind "'tis a horrid Scandal I declare

That four fringe ^.eens Jhotid rival all the Pair, . ^^ ijaU
Four Jilts voith neither Beauty, Wit nor Parts, \\'\,n ^:x^?.

O Shame I have got ' Pojjgjjion of their plearts ; •

\^^ -^jiAl

And thofe bold Sluts-, for all their ^eenly Pride, .-AaA itl

Have playdloofe Tricks, or elfe they're muchhelfd, •

\<^ Steffi,

Cards vjere at firfi for Benefits defign'd, ^^^^^ ^v»

Sent to amufe, and not enfiave the Mind. "^^ ^. ^^^

^rom Good to Bad havo eafy the Tranfition ! V.'aoO

Tor vuhat ivas Pleafure once, is no^^v Perdition,
"i

'\j "H
Fair Ladies then thefe vjicked Gamefiers Jhun, ->;>

tVhoever 'Kcds one, is, you fee, undope,,,, ., \
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Dramatis Perfonas,

MEN.
Beverley, JWr. Garrick.'

Lewfon^ Mr, Moffop.

Stokely^ Mr. Davies.

Jams, Mr, Berry.'.

Bates, ilfr- BurtonJ

BawfoSji Mr, Blakes.

Waiter, Mr. Ackman.

WOMEN.'
Mrs, Beverley^ Mrs, Pritchard.

Cbarlottc,

Lircj,

Mifs Haughton.

Mrs. Price.



The GAMESTER.
A

TRAGEDY.
ACT I. SCENE 1.

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte.

Mrs. Beverley. ^W"^ E comforted, my Dear

;

all may be well \^et. And
now, met a.;ks, t* e Lod-
gings begin to look with

another Face. O Sifter ! Sifter ! if thefc were

all my Hardfliips ; if all I hia 1 to ccmpldin of
were no more than quitting my Hoiife, Servmts,

Equipage and Shew, your Pity wou.d be Weak-
nefs.

Cbar. Is Poverty nothing then ?

Mrs. Bev. Nothing \;i the World, if it afteded

only Me. While we had a Fortune, I was the

happicft of the Rich: And now 'tis ^one, give

me but a bare Subfifiancc and my Hi iband's

Smiles, and I'll be the h.appieft of the Poor.

To me now thefe Lodgings want nothing but
their Mafter. Why do you look i\) at me ?

Cbar. That 1 may hate my brother.

B Ms. Bev.
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Mrs. Bev. Don't talk fo, Charlotte.

. Char. Has he not undone you?— Oh! this

pernicious Vice of Gaming ! But methinks his

uiu.ll Hours of four or five in the Morning
might have contented him; 'tv^^as Mifery enough
to wake for him till then. Need he have ftaid

out all Night ? I fhall learn to deteft him.

Mrs. Bev. Not for the fiift Fault. He never

flept from me before.

Char. Slept from you ! no, no, his Nights

have nothing to do with Sleep. How has this

one Vice driven him from every Virtue! Nay,
from his AfFedtions too! -~ The Time was. Sif-

ter

Mrs. Brv. And is. I have no fear of his Af-

fedions. Would I knew that he were fafe !

Char. From Rnin and his Companions
But that's impoffible. His poor little Boy too!

Vv^hat muft become of him .?

Mrs- Bev. Why, Want (hall teach him In-

duihy. From his Father's Miftakes he fhall

learn Prudence, and from his Mother's Rcfigna-

tion, Patience. Poverty has no fiich Terrors in

it as you, imagine. There's no Condition of Life,

Sicknefs and Pain excepted, where Happinefs is

excluded. The Husbandman, \yho rifes early to

his Labour, enjoys more welcome Red at Night

for't. His Bread is fweeter to him ; his Home
happier ; his Family dearer ; his Enjoyments

furcr. The Sun that roufes him in the Morning,

fets in the Evening to releafe him. All Situations

liave their Comforts, if fvveet Contentment dwell

in the Heart- But my poor Beverley has none.

The Thought of having ruin'd thole he loves, is

• Mifery
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Mifery for ever to him. Would I could eafe

his Mind of that

!

Char. If he alone were ruin'd, 'twere jufl: he
fhou'd be punidi'd. He is my Brother, 'tis true ;

but when I think of what he has done ; of the

Fortune you brought him 5 of his own large

Eflate too, fquander'd away upon this vileft of

Paffions, and among the vileft of Wretches ! O !

I have no Patience 1 My own little Fortune is

untouch'd, he fays. Wou'd Iwere fure on't.

Mrs. Bev. And fo you may— 'twould be a

Sin to doubt it.

Char. I will be fure on't 'Twas Madnefs

in me to give it to his Management. But I'll

demand it from him this Morning. I have a me-
lancholy Occafion for't.

Mrs. Bev, What Occafion?

Char. To fupport a Sifter.

Mrs, Bev. No j I have no Need on't. Take
it, and reward a Lover with it The generous

Leivfon deferves much more. Why won't you
make him happy?

Char. Becaufe my Sifter's miferable.

Mrs. Bev. You muft not think fo. I have my
Jewels left yet. I'll fell 'em to fupply our Wants

;

and when all's gone thefe Hands fhall toil for our

Support. The Poor fhould be induftrious——

.

Why thofe Tears, Charlotte ?

Char* They flow in Pity for you.

Mrs. Bev. All may be well yet. When he
has nothing to lofe I fhall fetter him in thele

Arms again ; and then what is it to be poor ?

Cbar. Cure him but of this deftrudivePaiTion,

2.1)^ jny Uncle's Death may retrieve all yet.

5 2 Mrs. Bev.
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Ms Bv, Ay, Charlotte, could we cure hlmr.

But ilie D leaf, of May sdmits no Cure but Po-

vert}? ; an i the Lofs of another Fortune wou'd
Kit encreafe his Shame and his AfBidion. Will

Mr. Leujon call this Morning >

Cb^ir. Ke faid fo lafl: Night. He gave me
Hints too, that he had Sulpicions of our Friend

Stuxel}'.

Mro. Brv. Not of Treachery to my Hufhand ?

TVat he loves Pliy I knowj but fureiy he's

honeft.

Char. He wou'd fain be thought fo ; therefore

I dnabt him. Honefty needs no Pains to fet it-

fclf off.

Mrs. Bev. What now,. Lu-cy ?

Enter Lucy.

Liry. Your old Steward, Madam. I had not

the Heart to deny him Admittance, the good old

Man begg'd fo hard for t. (Exit Lucy.

Enter Jarvls.

Mr?. Bev. Is this well, Jarvis ? I defir'd you

to avoid me.

jfar. Did you, Madam? I am an old Man,
and had forgot. Perh-iips too you forbad my
Tears ; but I am old, Madam, and Age will be

forgetful.

Mrs. Bfv, The faithful Creature! how he moves

me. {To Char.

Char. Not to have feen him had been Cruelty.

yar. I have forgot thefe Apartments too. I

remember none fuch in my young Maimer's Ploufe j

and yet I have liv'd in't thefe five and twenty

Years. FPis good Father would not have dif-

milVd mc. Mrs. Bev,
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jMrs. Bfi). He had no Reafon, ya>vis.

"Jar. I was faithful to him while he liv'd, and

when he dy'd, he bequeath'd me to his Son. I

have been faiihful to Him too.

Mrs. Bev. I know it, I know it, yarvis.

Char. We both know it.

Jar. I am an old Man, Madam, and have not

a long Time to live. I aflc'd but to have dy'd with

him, and he difmifs'd me.

Mrs. Bev. Prithee no more of this ! 'Twas his

Poverty that difmifs'd you.

Jar. Is he indeed fo poor then ? Oh ! he

was the Joy of my old Heart— But mufi his

Creditors have all?— And have they (old bis Ploufe

too ? His Father built it when He v/as but a

prating Boy. The Times I have carry'd him in

thefe Arms! And, Juvoiy^ fays lie, when a Beggar

has afk'd Charity of me, why {hocld People

be poor? You fhan*t be poor, J4?'vis', if I was a

King, no-body fhould be poor. Yet He is poor.

And then he was fo brave !——^O he was a brave

little Boy! And yet fo mercihil he'd not have

kiird the Gnat that fiung him.

Mrs. Bev. Speak to him Charlotte-, for I cannot.

Char, When 1 have vvip'd mv Eyes.

Jar. I have a litt'c Money, Madam; it might
have been more, but I have lov'd the Poor. All

that I have is yours.

Mrs. Bev. No, Jarvis; v/e have enough yet,

I thank you tho', and will deferv your Goodnefs,

Jar. But {hall I fee mv Mafrer? And will h^
let mc attend him in his DidreHes! 1*11 he no Es:-

pence to him : and 'twill kill me to be rsfufed.

Where is he. Madam ?

- ^ Mrs. Eev,>
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Mrs. Bcv. Not at home, Jarvis, You (hall

fee him another Time.
Char. To-morrow, or the next Day— O, Jar-

vis ! what a Change is here !

Jar, A Change indeed, Madam ! My old

Heart akes at it. And yet methinks—But here's

fomebody coming.

E?ifer Lucy laith Stukely.

Lticy, Mr. Stukely, Madam. {E^if l^ncj.

Siu. Good Morning to you, Ladies. Mr. Jar-
visy your Servant. Where's my Friend, Madam ?

(To Mrs. Bev.

Mrs. Bev. I fliou'd have afk'd that Queftioa

of You. Have notyouleen him to-day?

Sfu. No, Madam,
Cbar. Nor laft Night?

Sfu. Lail Night! Did not he come home then?

Mrs. Bev. No. Were not you together ?

St-i. At the Beginning of the Evening ; but

not fince. Where can he have ftaid ?

Char. You call yourfe'f his Friend, Sir; why
do you encourage him inthisMadnefs ofGaming ?

Sfu. You have niVd me that Queftion before,

Madam ; and I told you my Concern was that I

could not fave him ; Mr. Beverley is a Man, Ma-
dam ; and if the moft friendly Entreaties have no
Effe(5l upon him, I have no other Means. My
Purfe has been his, even to the Injury ofmy For-

tune. If That has been Encouragement, I de-

ferve Cenfure ; but I meant it to retrieve him.

Mrs. Bev. I don't doubt it, Sir; and I thank

you—But where did you leave him laft Night ?

Sfu. At JVilfoj2S, Madam, if I ought to tell;

in Company I did not like. Poffibly he may be

there
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there ftill. Mr. Jarvis knows the Houfe, I be-

lieve.

Jar. Shall I go, Madam ?

Mrs. Bev, No, he may take it ill.

Cbar. Re may go as from himfelf.

Sfu. And, if he pleafes, Madam, without

naming Me. I am faulty myfelf, and fhould con-

ceal the Errors of a Friend. But I can refufe

nothing here. (Bowing to the Ladies,

Jar. I would fain fee him methinks.

Mrs. Bev. Do fo then. But take care how you

upbraid him. I have never upbraided him.

Jar. Would I could bring him Comfort!
{Exit Jarvis.

Stu. Don't be too much alarm'd, Madam.
All Men have their Errors, and their Times of

feeing 'em. Perhaps my Friend's Time is not

come yet. But he has an Uncle j and old Men
don't live for ever. You ffiou'd look forward.

Madam ; we are taught how to value a fecond

fortune by the Lofs of a firfl.

{Knocking at the Dsor,

Mrs. Bev. Hark!— No— that Knocking was
too rude for Mr. Beverley. Fray Heaven he be
well I

Stu. Never doubt it. Madam. You (hall be
well too -Every Thing fhall he well.

{Knocking again.

Mrs. Bev. The knocking is a little loud the'—

•

Who waits there ? Will none of you anfwer ?——

-

None of you, did I fay ? Alas! what was I

thinking of! 1 had forgot myfelf.

Char. I'll gO; Sifler -But don't be alarm'd
fo- '

fEx/V Charlotte.
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Stti. What extraordinary Accident have you to

fear, Madam?
Mrs. Bf"v. I beg your Pardon ; but *tis ever thus

with me in Mr. Beverley s Abfence. No one
kroc' s at the Door, but I fancy it is a Meffenger
of ill News.

Stu. You are too fearful. Madam ; 'twas but
one Night o^ Abfence ; and if ill Thoughts in-

trude (as Love is always doubtful) think of your
Worth and Beauty, and drive 'em from your
Breaft;

Mrs. Bcv. What Thoughts ? I have no
Thoughts that wrong my Husband.

Stu, Such Thou'jjhts indeed would wrons
h\m. The WorM is fall of Slander ; and every

Wretch that knows himfclf uniuH-, charges his

N'vighbonr with like Paflions -, and by the general

Fraiky hides his own ^If you are wife, and

would be happy, turn a deaf Ear to fuch Re-
ports. ' ris Ruin to believe *em.

Mrs. Bev, Ay, worfe than Ruin. 'Twou'd be

to fin againft Convidion. Why was it mention'd ?

Stu. To guard you again ft Rumour. The
Sport of lialf Mankind is Mifchief; and for a

fingle Error they make Men Devils. If their

Tales reach you. disbelieve *em.

Mrs. Bev. What Tales? By whom ? Why toldr*

I have heard nothing—or if I had, with all his

Errors, my Beverley?, firm Faith admits no

Doubt It is my Safety, my Seat of Reft and

Joy, while the Storm threatens round me. I'll

not forfake it. (Stukely7l^-/)j and looks doivn) Why
tiarn you", Sir, away ? And why that Sigh ?

Siu. I was attentive. Madam j and Sighs will

come
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come wc know not why. Perhaps I have he* n

too bufy If it {hould fcem fo, impute my Ze-il

to Friendfhip, that meant to guard you again (t

evil Tongues. Your Beverley is wrong'd, flan-

der'd moft vilely My Life upon his Truth.

Mrs. Bev, And mine too. Who is't that

doubts it? But no Matter •! am prepar'd.

Sir -Yet why this Caution ? You are my
Husband's Friend ; I think you mine too , the

common Friend of both, {paufes) I had been

unconcern'd elfe.

Stu, For Heaven's Sake, Madam, be fo ftill !

I meant to guard you againji Sulpicion, not to

alarm it.

MrtL Bev. Nor have you, Sir. Who told you
of Sufpicion ? I have a Heart it cannot reach.

^tu. Then I am happy-^I wou'd id,y more—

«

but am prevented.

"Enter Charlotte.

Mrs. Bev. Who was it Charlotte^

Char, What a Heart has that yarvisl—-A
Creditor, Sifter. But the good old Man ha^: taken

him away Don't diftrefs his Wire! Dcn't
diftrefs his Sifter! I cou'd hear him fay. '"is

cruel to diftrefs the afflided——And when he
faw me at the Door, he begg'd Pardon that his

Friend had knock'd fo loud

Stu. I wlfh 1 h%ii known of this. Was it a

large Demand, Madam ?

Char. I heard not that ; but Vifits fuch as

thefe, we muft exped often.—>Why (o diftrcfs'd,

Sifter? This is no new AiE^dion.

Mrs, Bev. No, Charlotte
-y
bur I am faint with

watching quite funk and fpiritkfi- Will

C you
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jou excufb me, Sir ? I'll to my Chamber, and ivy

to reft a little.

Siu, Good Thoughts go with you, Madam^
{Exit Mrs. htv^

My Bait is taken then, {y^fide.} Poor Mrs. Bever-

ky ! How my Heart grieves to fee her thus!

C/jar. Cure her, and be a Friend then.

Stu. How cure her, Madam ?

Char. Reclaim my Brother.

Stu. Ay ; give him a new Creation y or breathe-

another Soul into him. Til think on't, Madam.
Advice I fee is thanklefs.

Cbar. Utelels I am fure it iSj if thro' miftakea

Friendship-, or other Motives, you feed his Paf-

lion with your Furfe, and footh it by Example.
Phyficians to cure Fevers keep from the Patient's-

tliirfty Lip the Cup that wou'denflame him ; You'
give it to his Hands

—

(a K?20cking.) Hark ! Sir

—

"Iheie are my Brother's defperate Symptoms
Another Creditor, ,

Stu. One not fo eafily got rid of What^,

Etwjont

Enter Lewfon*
Lew. Madam, your Servant——Yours, Sir.

I was enquiring for you at your Lodgings.

Stu. Tliis Morning? You had Bufinefs then ?

Lew. You'll Gall it by another Name, per-

haps. Where's Mr. 5fwr/fy, Madam?
Char.. We have lent to enquire for him,-

Le^^. Is he abroad then r He did not ufe tO' go

out fj earlv*.

Cbc/r..'No ; nor to ftay out fo late.

Leiv. Is that the Cafe. I am forry for it. Biit

Mr. Stukeif, perhaps, may dired you to him. .

Stu*
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'Stu. I have already, Sir. But what was
your Bufineifs with Me ?

Lew. To congratulate you upon your late Suc-

'ceflcs at Play. Poor Beverley ! But You are his

Friend; and there's a Comfort in having luccefsM

Friends.

Stu. And what am I to underhand by this ?

Lew. That Beverley s a poor Man, with a

rich Friend—that's all.

Stu. Your Words wotfd mean fomething, I

^lippofe. Another Time, Sir, I {hall defire an
Explanation.

Lew. And why nst now ? I am no Dealer in

long Sentences. A Minute or tw*o will do for me.

Stu. But not for Me, Sir. I am flow of Ap-
prehenfion, and muft have Time and Privacy. A
Lady's Prefence engages my Attention Ano-
ther Morning I may be found at Home.

Lew, Another Morning then, I'll wait upon

you.

Stu. I fhall expedl you. Sir. Madam, your

Servant. [Exit Stu,'

Char. What mean you by this 1

Lew. To hint to him that I know him.

Char. How knov/ him ? Mere Doubt and Sup-

oofition 1

Lew. I fliall have Proof foon.

Char. And what then ? Wou'd you rilk your

Life to be his Punifher.

Le%v. My Life, Madam 1 Don't be afraid. And
y€t^X ^^ happy in your Concern for me. Buf

let it content you that Iknow this Stukely

'Twou'd be as e^^Jy to make him honed as brave.

Char. And what do you intend to do ?

C 2 ... Lsi&.
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Lew. Nothing, *till I have Proof. Yet my
Safpicions are well grounded But methinks.
Madam, I am acfling here without Authority.

Cou'd I have leave to call Mr. Beverley Brother,

his Concerns would be my own. Why will you
make my Services appear officious ?

C'ar. You know my Reafons, and (hou'd not
prefs me. But I am cold, you fay ; and cold I

will be, while a poor Sifter's deftitute My
Heart bleeds for her ! and 'till I fee her Sorrows

moderated, Love has no Joys for me.

Lew. Can I be lefs a Friend by being a Bro-^

ther? I wou'd not fav an unkind Thing But
the Pillar of your Houfe is (liakeu. Prop it with

another, and it (hall ftand ftrm again- You
muH: comply.

Char And will

—

—when I have Peace within

mvklf. But let us change the Subject. Your
Bdfinefs here this Morning is with my Sifter.

Misfortunes prefs too hard upon her : Yet till

to Day fhe has borne *em nobly,

Lew. Where is flie?

Char. Gone to her Chamber Her Spirits

faii'd her.

Lew. I hear her coming Let what has

pafs'd wiih Siiikeh be a Secret—She has already

too much to trouble her,

Enter Mrs. Beverley.

Mrs. Bev. Good Morning, Sir ; I heard your

Voice, and as I thought, enquiring for Me -

Where's Mr. Stukely, CharJatie?

Qhar, This Moment gone—=—You have been

in Tears, SiiUr 5 but here's a Friend ftiall com-

fort you,
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Lew. Or if I add to your Diftrefles, Til beg

your Pardon, Madam. The Sale of your Houfc
and Furniture was finifh'd Ycfterday.

Mrs. Bev I know it, Sir. I know too youc

generous Reafon for putting me in Mind of it.

But you have obliged me too much already.

Lew. There are Trifles, Madam, which 1

know you have fet a Value on : Thofe I have

purchas'd, and will deliver. I have a Friend tod

that eftcems you He has bought largely ; and

will call nothing his, till he has feen you. If a

Vifit to him would not be painful, he has begg'd

it may be this Morning.

Mrs. Bev. Noc painful in the Icaft. My Pain

is from the Kindnefs of my Friends. Why am
I to be obligVl beyond the Power of Return ?

Lew, You iliall repay us at your own Time.
I have a Coach waiting at the Door Shall wc
have your Company, Madam? ('To Char.

Cha*-, No. My Brother may return foon

;

I'll ftay and receive him.

Mrs. Bev, He may want a Comforter,, per-

haps. But don't upbraid him, Charlotte, Wc
flian't be abfent long Come, Sir, fince I muft
be fo oblig'd

Lew. 'Tis I that am oblig'd. An Hour or lefs

will be fufficient for us. We (hall find you at

Home, Madam? {To Char.

(Exit Lew. & Mrs, Bev.

Char. Certainly. I have but little Inclination*

to appear abroad O! this Brother 1 this Bro-

ther i To what Wretchednefs has he reduced us.

(Exit Char.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to StukelyV Lodgings.

Eniir Stukely.

Sfu- That Lew/on fufpccS:? me, 'tis too plain.

Yet why (hou'd he fafpedl me ? i appear the.

Friend of Beverley as much as he.— L'ut I ani

rich it feems—^and fo I am ; Thanks to another's'

Folly and my, own Wifdom, To what Ufe iS'

Wifdom, but to take Advantage of the weak?
This Beverley's my Fool j I cheat him, and hs
calls me Friend But more Bufinefs muH: be

done yet. His Wife's Jewels are unfold; fo is

the Reverfion of his Uncle's Eftate. I muft have

thefe too And then there's a Trfafure above

all 1 love his Wife Before fhe knew this-

Beverky I lov'd her ; but like a cringing FO0I,

bow'd at a Diftance, while h& ftept in and won
ber Never, never will I forgive him for't.

My Pride, as well as Love, is wounded by this

Conqaeft. I muil: have Vengeance. Thofe Hints,

this Morning, were well.thrown in Already

they have faften'd on her. If Jealoufy fliou'd

weaken her AfFe{5tions, Want may corrupt hec

Virtue My Hate rejoyces in the Hope
Thefe Jewels may do much. He fi^ail demand

'esn of her ; wbich, when mine, fliall be con-

certed to fpecial Purpofes What now, Bates f

Enter Bates.

Bates. Is it a Wonder then to fee me ? The
Forces are in rcadinefs, and only wait for Orders.

Where's Beverley f

Stu. At lad Night's Rendezvous, waiting fo?

M '. Is Daw/on with you ?

Batis, Drefs'd like a'Nobleman; with Money
in
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in his Pocket, and a Set of Dice that (hall deceive

the Devil.

Stu. That Fellow has a Head t<y undo a Na-
tion. But for the reft, they are fuch low-man-
ner'd, ill-looking Dfjgs, I wonder Bet'erley has

not fufpe<fted 'em.

Bates, No Matter for Manners and Looks. Do
You fupply 'em with Money and they are Gen-
tlemen by Pfofeffion The PafTion of Gaming
eafts fuch a Mift before the Eyes, that the No-
bleman fliatl be furrounded with Sharpers, and
imagine hi mfelf in the beft Company.

Siu, There's that Williams too It was Pe^..

I fuppofe, that call'd at Beve>l^y% with the Note
this Morning. What Diredions did ycu give

him ?

Bates. To knock loud, and be clamorous.

Did not you fee him ?

Stu. No. The Fool fneak'd off with Jarvis,.

Had he appear'd within Doors, as diredtcd, the

Note had been d'dcharq-'d. I waited there on Pur-o
pofe. J want the Women to think well of me ;

i»or Lewfoiis grown lufpicious j he told me fo

him (elf.

Bates. What Anfwcr did vou make him ?

Stu. A (hort one That 1 wou'd fee hiai

fo»n, for father Explanation*

Bates. We muft take care of*him. But what
have we to do with Beverley .^ Daivjon and the-

reft are wondering at you.

Stu. Why let 'em wonder. I have Defigns

^ above their narrow Reach, They fee me lend
him. Money; and they ftare at me. But they are

Fqo1s»- I. want him to believe me beggar'd by him.

Bates,
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Bates. And what then ?

Stit. Ay, there's the Queftion ; but no Matter:

At Night you may know more. He waits for

me at Wiljbn\. I told the Women where to find

him.
Bates. To what Purpofe ?

^tu. To fave Sufpicion. It look'd friendly;

and they thank'd me. Old 'jarvis was dif-

patch'd to him.

Bates. And may intreat him Home.
Stu. No ; he cxpedts Money from me: But

I'll have none. His Wife's Jewels muft go

Women are eafy Creatures, and refufe nothing

where they love Follow to Wiljon\ j but be

fure he fees you not. You arc a Man of Cha-
rader, you knovv ; of Prudence and Difcretion,

W^ait for me in an outer Room j I fliall have Bu-
finefs for you prefently. Come, Sir—

L>et drudging Fools by Honejiy grow great,

^heJkorter Read to Riches is Deceit. (Exeunt.

End of the Jirji ACT.

ACT
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A C T II.

SCENE a Gaming Houfe, with a T^abky.

Box-, Dice, &c.

Beverley /; difcoverd fitting,

B E V E R L E r.

Hy^ what a World is this! The Slave

that digs for Gold, receives his daily

Pittance, and fleeps c&ntented ; while thofCj,-

for whom he labours, convert their Good to

Mifchiefj making Abundance the Means of
Want. O Shame ! Shame 1 Had Fortune

given me but a little, that little had been flill

my own. But Plenty leads to Waftej and
fliallow Streams maintain their Currents, while^

fwelling Rivers beat down their Banks, and
leave their Channels empty. What had I to-

do with Play ? I wanted nothing. My Wifties

and my Means were equal. The Poor follow'd

me with BleffmgSi Love fcatter'd Rofes on my'
Pillow, and Morning wak'd me to Delight

O, bitter Thought ! that leads to what I was,

by what I am ! I wou'd forget both "'

Who's there?
"•'

E?iter a Waiter.
^

Wait, A Gentleman, Sir, enquires for you. '

Bev. He misiht have us'd lefs Ceremony.

Stukely I fuppole ?

JVait. No, Sir, a Stranger.

5ft;.,. Well, fliew him in. (Ea:// Waiter.

A Meflenger from Siukely then ! From Him that

has undone me ! Yet all in Friendfhip ; and

nov/ he lends me from his Little, to bring back

Fortune to mt.

D E?. e"
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Efiter Jarv'is.

y.arvi's !. Why this Incrufion?- ^YonrAb-;
fence had been kinder

jfar. I came in Duty, Sir. If it be troa-

bleiomc-^ —
Bev. It is--—-I wouM be private--—hid

even from myfclf. Who fen t you hithei?-

y^r. One that wou'd peifuade you Home
again. iVIy,,.Miitrers. isjjiot welij . her <^ Tears

told mc iH;3j:t :;•.,- J ,.. li it:c::[v/ •
.

'v^^\' . Pp -v/ith thy Duty there then——But

d<)e8 ilie weep?.I am to blame to let her weep,

^ijthee begone; I have no Buhnefs for tijce.

Ij'Jf^zr* YeSj' Sir; to lead you from this. PJace,

l^i^jfii your Servant flili. Your i.^rolperous For-

ti;Kif€ blefs'd my old Ag^vj If That has left you,

Ic^iiift not (eave yoa. ,.,,
i

>'

,

f-Bev. Not leave me ! jRecall pad Time then ;

Of' through this Sea of Storms and Darknefs,

fbew me a. ^^tax to gtui^e. rpe ^^^tj .what

can'ft Thou?! oi -. ' :^L:-=';
'» -r v;

Jar. The httle that I cm, I will. You have

Ixten generous to me— 1 wou'd not offend

you. Sir but

Bev. No. Think'll thou I'd ruin Thee too!

I have enouo:h of Shame already My Wife !

my Wile! Wou'd'it thoir believe it, Jafvi.? I

have not feen her all this " long Ni^iic

—

1,

who have Icv'd her fo, that eveiy Hour of Ab-
f:nce feem'd as a Gap in Life. But other Bonds
have held me O 1 I have play'd the Boy,

dropping jTiy Counters in the Stream, and reach-

ing to redeem 'em, liave loft myfelf Why v/ilt

Thou follow Mifery ? Or if thou uilt, go to thy

Mifirefs. >>ht has no Guilt to" iling her, and
thtrefore may be comforted. J'^^-
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Jar. For Pity's Sake, Sir !—: -I have no
Heart to fee this Change.

Bev. Nor I to bear it How fpeaks the

World of me, Jarvis ?

y^r. As of a good Man dead. Of one, who
walking in a Dream, fell down a Precipice. The
Wor'd is forry for you.

Bev. Ay, and pities me. Says it not fo ?

Bat I was born to Infamy ^I'll ttil thee

what it iays. It calls me Villain j a treacherous

Husband^ a cruel Father ^ a falfe Brother; one.

ioft to Nature and her Charities. Or to fay all in

one fhort V/ord, it calls me—Gamefter. Goto
ithy Miftrefs— I'll fee her prefently.

j'ar. And wh)^ not now.? Rude People prefs

upon her; loud, bawling Creditors; Wretches,

who know no Pity 1 met 'one at the Door ;

he wou'd have itm my Miftrefs. I wanted

Means of prefent Payment, fo promis'd it To-
morrow.. But other-s may be preiTing ; and fhe

has Grief jenough already. Your Abfence hangs

too heavy on her.

Bev. Tell her I'll come then. I have a M9-
meni's Bufinefc. But what haft Thou to do with

My Diftrtffes ? Thj Honefty has left thee poor ;

:and Age wants Comfort. Keep what thou hafl

for Cordials ; left betv/een thee and the Grave,

Mifery ileal in. I have a Friend ftiail counftl me
'— This is that Friend.

EjUter Stukely,

^u. How fares it, BeverUy t Ploneft Mr.
yarvi^^ v^ell met; I hop'd to find you here.

That Viper Williams! Was it not He that trou-

bled you this Morning? noU n

Jar, My Miltrels heard him then? 1

afai forry that fhe heard him. Bev,
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Betj. A fid yarvrs promis'd Payment.

Siu. That muft not be. Tell him I'll fatisfy

him.

ja?'. Will yon, Sir ? Heaven will reward you for'c,

Bev, Generous Stukely ! Friendfliip like yours,

had it Ability like Will, wou'd more than ballance

the Wrongs of Fortune.

Stu, You think too kindly of me-^Make hafte

to TVilliams \ hisClamnurs may be rude elfe. [to Jar.

yar. And my Mafter will go Home again

—

Alas ! Sir, we know of Hearts there breakins; for

bisAbfence, '^^ .^^' {Exit..

Bev. Wou'd I were dead

!

Sfu. Or turn'd Hermic ; counting a String of

Beads in a dark Cave ; or under a n-ecping V/ij-

low, playing for Mercy on the Wicked. Ha 1

ha ! ha!---l'*rithce be a M.iji, and leave dying (q

'Difeafe ar^d old Age. Fortune may be oars again
j

^t Icaft we'll try fwf't.

J5e'^'. No; it has iool'd us on too far.

' Stu. Ay, ruin'd us ; and therefore we'll fit down
contented. Thcfe are the Dtfpondings of Men
without Money \ but let the ilVming Ore chink in

the Pocket, and Folly turns to Wifdom. We
are Fortune's Children-—True, (lie's a fickle Mo-
ther ; but dial! We droop becaafe She's peeviOi :--

No ; file has Sm les in Store. And thefe her frowns

arc meant to brighten 'em,

Bev. I=i this a TurieforLevity ? But You are fin-

ale in the Ruin, and therefore may talk lightly of

i-t. With Me 'cis complicated Pvliferv.

Stu. You ccnfure me nnjuirly

—

—I but af-

fum'd thefe Spirits to cheer rayf^ncnd. Heaven

knows he wants a Comforter.
: -inM?

. Bev. What new Misfortune ?

Stu^
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, Stu. I wou'd have brought you Money ; but

Lenders want Securities. What's to be done? All

that was mine is yours already.

Bev. And there's the double Weight that links

me. I have undone my Friend too -, one, wi^o to

fave a drowning Wretch, reach'd out his Hand,

and perifli'd with him.

Stu. Have better Thoughts.
' Bev. Whence are they to proceed ? .-I have

nothing left.

Stu. [Sighing) Then we're indeed undone.

What Nothing? No Moveables? Nor ufelefs Trin-

kets ? Bawbles lock d up in CaHcets to ftarve tiiclr

Owners? 1 have ventur'd deeply for you.

Beij. Therefore this Heart-ake ; for I am loft

beyond all Hope.

Stu. No ; Means may be found to fave us.

yarvis is rich. Who made him fo ? This is no
Time for Ceremony.

Bev. And is it for Difhonefty ? The good oid

Man ! Shall I rob Him too? My Friend wou d
grieve for't. No ; let the little that he ha;, buy
Food and Cloathing for him,

Stu. Good Morning then. (Going,

Bev. So hafty ! Why, then good Morning.

Stu. And when we meet again, upbraid me.

Say it was I that tempted you. Tell Lewfon

fo; and tell him I have wrong'd vou Hs has

Sufpicions of me, and will thank vou.

Bev. No; we have^becn Compinion? inarafh

Voyage, and the fame Storm has wrecked us both.,

Mdne Tnall be Self Unbraidings.

Stu. And will thev feed os ? You deal unkindly

by me. I hive fold .md bo-,ovvM tor you, while-

Land or Credit kiled j and now, when Fortune

fhou'd
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{hou'd be try'd, and my Heart whifpers me Suc-

cefe, I am deferted ; turn'd loofe to Beggary, j

"while You have Hoards. ,;-.

^ev, V/hat Hoards ? Name 'em, and take 'em.

Stu. Jewels.

Bev. And (hall this thriftlefs Hand feize Them
too ? My poor, poor Wife! Mud fhe lofe all ? I

wou'd not wound her Id.

Stu..JSoi' I, but from Neceffitv. One Effort

more, and Fortune may grow kind. I have ua-

ufual Hopes.

Bcv. Think of fome other Means then.

^Stu. I have 3 and you reie6lc'd 'em.

Beii. Prythee let mc be a Man.
Stu. Ay, and your Friend a poor one. But I

have done. And for thefe Trinkets of a Woman,
why, let her keep 'em to deck out Pride with,

and {hew a laughing World that flie has Finery to

flarve in.

• jBf'U. No ; flie fhall yield up all. My Friend

demands it. But need he have talk'd lightly of

her ? The Jewels that She values are Truth and

Innocence ^Thofe will adorn her ever j and

for the reft, fhe wore 'em for a Husband's Pride,

and to his Wants will give 'cm. Alas ! you know
her not. Where fliall we meet ?

Stu. No Matter. I have chang'd my Mind,
leave me to a Prifon ; 'tis the Reward of Friendfhip,

Bev. Perilli Mankind fir ft—Leave you to a Pri-

fon ! No; fallen f.s you fee me, Pm not that

Wretch, Nor wou'd I change thisHeart,o'erchargVi'

as 'tis with Follv uud Misfoilune, for one moft

prudent and moil iiappy, if callous,;:Q>a,Fri^n(;is

Dillrefles. •
,

''
r' T .-.-t vf

Stu.
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Stu. You are too warm.
Bev. Li fuch a Caufe, not to be warm is to be

fi-ozen. Farewel. I'll meet you at your Lodgings.

Stu. Refledl a little. The Jewels may be loft.

Better not hazard *cm 1 was too prefling.

Bev. And I ungrateful. Refledlon takes up
Time. I have no Leifure for't. Within an Hour
cxpe(ft me. (Exit.

Stu. The thoughtlefs, (hallow Prodigal ! We (hall

have Sp rt at Night then But hold

—

Tac Jew-
els are not ours, yet The Lady mayrefufe

'em The Husband may relent too

'Tis more than probable ^I'll write a Note to

Beverley y and the Contents (liall Ipur him to de-

mand 'em -But am I grown this Rogue thro*

Avarice ? No ; I have warmer Motives, Love and
Revenge —Ruin the Husband, and the Wife's

Virtue may be bid for ? 'Tis of uncertain Value,

and finks, or rifes in the Purchafe, as V/ant, or

Wealth, or Pafiion governs.. The Poor part

cheaply with it i rich Dames, tho' pleas'd with

felling, will have high Prices for't. Your Love-

fick Girls give it for Oaths and Lying. But tender

Wives, who boaft of Honour and Affe(ftions, keep

it againft a Famine Why, let the Famine
come then j I am in haftc to purchafe.

Enter Bates.

Look to your Men, Bates, there's Pvloney fllr-

ring. We meet To-night upon this Spot. Haften

and tcU 'em fo. Beverley calls upon me at mv
Lodgings, and we return together. Haftcn, I

fay, the Rogues v/ill fcatter eife.

Bates. Not 'till their Leader bids 'em.

Stu. Come on then. Give 'em the \Vord and

follow
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follow mc ; I muft advife with you This
is a Day of Bafinefs. (Exeunt

SCENE changes to Beverley j Lodgings^

'Enter Beverley and Charlotte.

Char, Your Looks are chang'd too ; there's

Wildncis in *em. My u'retched Sifler! How
will it grieve her to fee you thus!

Bcv. Noj no—a little Reil will eafe me. And
for ) our Leiz'/on'^ Kindnefs to her, it has my
Thanks j I have no more to give him.

Char. Yes; a Silrer and her Fortune. I trifle

with him a-nd he complains.—My Looks, he

fays, are cold upon him. He thinks too

Bni. That I have lofl: your Fortune—He dares

not think fo.

Char. Nor does he—You are too quick at

gueffing. He cares not ifyou had. That Care is

mine—I lent it you to husband, and now I claim it.

Bev. You have Sufpicions then.

Char. Cure 'cm^ and give it me.

Br^. To Hop a SiRer's Chiding.

Chr.r. To vindicate her Brother.

Bti\ Hovv' if he needs no Vindication?

Char. I would Law hope fo.

Brv. Ay, won'd and cannot. Leave it to

Time then : 'tv.iil latisfv all Doubts.

Char. Mine are already fatisfy'd.

Bii:. 'Tis wtll. And when the Subjedl is re-

ricw'd, fpeak to me like a Siller, and I will anfwer

like a Brother.

Char. To tell me i'fw a Beggar.—Why, tell it

now. I tlint can hear the Ruin of thofe dearer to

me, the Pvuin of a tifter and her Infant^ can bear

That too.

Bcv,
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Sev. No more of this— you wring my Heart.

Ci)a. Wou'd that the Mifery were all your own.

!

But Innocence muft fuffer— Unthinking Rioter

!

whofeHome was Heaven to him ; an Angel dwelt

there, and a little Cherub, that crown'd his Days
with Bleffings—How has he loft this Heaven, to

league with Devils

!

Bev. Forbear, I fay; Reproaches come too

late ; they fearch, but cure not : And for the For-

tune you demand, we'll talk To-morrow on't^

our Tempers may be milder.

Cha. Or if 'tis gone, why farewell all. I

claim'd it for a Sifter. She holds my Heart in

hers ; and every Pang fhe feels tears it in Pieces -r—

But I'll upbraid no more. What Heaven permits,

perhaps, it may ordain ; and Sorrow then is lin-

ful. Yet that the Huiband! Father! Brother!

ihould be its Inftrument of Vengeance !
«-— 'Tis

grievous to know that.

Bev. If you're my Sifter, fpare the Remem-
brance— it wounds too deeply. To-morrow fhall

clear all ; and when the worft is known, it may
be better than your Fears. Comfort my Wife;

and for the Pains of Abfence, I'll make Atone-

ment. The World may yet go well with us.

Cba. See where flie comes ! -^ Look chearfully

upon her-— Affiidions fuch as hers are prying,

and lend thofe Eyes that read the Soul,

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Lewfon,

Mrs. Bev. My Life !

Bev. My Love
J How fares it ? I have been a

truant Hu&nd.
E Mrs
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Mrs. Bev. But we meet now, and that heals

all— Doubts and Alarms I have had j but in this

dear Embrace I bury and forget 'em^—My Friend

here [pointing to Lewfon] has been indeed a

Friend". Charlotte^ 'tis yoa muft thank him : Your
Brother's Thanks and mine are of too little Value.

Bev. Yet what we have we'll pay. I thank

you, Sir, and am oblig'd. I wou'd lay more,

but that your Goodnefs to the Wife, upbraids the

Hulband's Follies. Had I been wife. She had not

trepafs'd on your Bounty.

Lew. Nor has flie trefpafs'd. The little I have

done, Acceptance over-pays.

Cha. So Friendfliip thinks—
Mrs. Bcv. And doubles Obligations by flriving

to conceal 'em— We'll talk another Time on't.

— You are too thoughtful, Love.

Bro. No, I have Reafon for thefe Thoughts.

Cha. And hatred for the Caufe—Wou'd you

had that too

!

Bev. I have—The Gaufe was Avarice.

CJoa. And who the Tempter ?

Bev. A ruin'd Friend — ruin'd by too much
Kindnefs.

Lew. Ay, worfe than ruin'd ; ftabb'd in his

Fame, mortally ftabb'd — Riches can't cure him.

Bev. Or if they cou'd, thofe I have drain'd

him of. Something of this he hinted in the Morn-
ing—That Lewfon had Sufpicions of him —Why
thefe Sufpicions ? [_a?igrily.

Lew. At School we knew this Sfiikeh. A
cunning plodding Boy he was, fordid and cruel.

Slow at his Tafk, but quick at Shifts and Trick-

ing. He fchem'd out Mifchief, that others might

be
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be punifli'd ^ and wou'd tell his Tale with fo much
Art, that for the Lafh he merited, Rewards and

Praife were given him. Shew me a Boy with

fucba Mind, and Time that ripens Manhood in

him, fliall ripen Vice too—I'll prove him, and

lay him open t'you—''Till then be warn'd— I

know him, and therefore fhun him.

Bev. As I wou'd thofe that wrong him-^You
are too bufy, Sir.

Mrs. Bev. No, not too bafy — Millaken per-

haps—That had been milder.

Lew. No matter, Madam. I can bear this,

and praife the Heart that prompts it— Pity fuch

Friendfliip il:iou'd be fo plac'd!

Bev. Again, Sir! But Til bear too— You
wrong him, Lewfon.^ and will be forry for't. ':^

Cha. Ay, when 'tis prov'd he wrongs hiril.

The World is full of Hypocrites.

Bev. And Stukely one—^fo you*d infer I think

— ril hear no more of this— my Heart akes foe

him—^ I have undone him.

Lew, The World fays otherwife

Bev. The World is falfe then— . have Bufinefs

with you. Love. [/^ Mn. Bev.] We'll leave 'em

to their Rancour. [going.

Cha. No. We fhall find Room vvlthin for't—
Come this way, Sir. , [to Lewfonl

Lew. Another Time my Friend will thank me.;

that Time is haftening too. [Ejjc, Lew. ^W Char,

Bev. They hurt me beyond beari;ig— Is Stuke'fy

falfe? Then Honeily has left us! 'Twere linning

againfl: Heav'n to think fo.

Mrs. Bev. I never doubted him.

E 2 , Bev,
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^^i;. No ; You are Chanty. Meeknefs and ever-

during Patience live in that Heart, and Love that

knows no Change— Why did I ruin you ?

Mrs. Bev. You have not ruin'd me. I have

no Wants vi^hen You are prefent, nor Wiflies in

your Abfence but to be bleft with your Return.

Be but refign'd to vi^hat has happen'd, and I am
rich beyond the Dreams of Avarice.

Bev. My generous Girl!— But Memory will

be buTy ; flill crouding on my Thoughts, to four

the Prefent by the Paft. I have another Pang

too.

Mrs. Bev. Tell It, and let me cure It.

Bev. That Friend- -that generous Friend,

whofe Fame they have traduc'd— 1 have undone

Him too. While he had Means he lent me largely

;

and now a Prifon muft be his Portion.

Mrs. Bev. No j I hope otherwife.

Bev. To hope muft be to a6l. The charitable

Wifti feeds not the Hungry— Something muft be

done.

Mvs.Bev. What?
Bev. In Bitterncfs of Heart he told me, juft

now he told me, I had undone him. Cou'd I

hear that, and think of Happinefs ? No ; I have

difclaim'd it, while He is miferable.

Mrs. Bev. The World may mend with us, and

then we may be grateful. There's Comfort in

that Hope.
Bev. Ay ; 'tis the fick Man's Cordial, his pro-

mised Cure ; while in preparing it the Patient dies.

What now ?

Enter
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"Enter Lucy.

Ijucy, A Letter, Sir. [deli'vers it and Ex»
Bev, The Hand is Stukelf^.

[opens and reads it to himfelf,

Mrs. Bev. And brings good News ^at leail

I'll hope fo What fays he. Love ?

Ben^. Why this too much for Patience.

Yet he diredls me to conceal it from you. \reads,

*' Let your Hafte to fee me be the only Proof
" of your Efteem for me. I have deter-

-
" min'd, fince v\^e parted, to bid Adieu to

" England', chufing rather to forfake my
*' Country than to owe my Freedom in it

*' to the Means we talk'd of. Keep this a
" Secret at Home, and haften to the ruin'd

*' R, StukeJy:\

Ruin'd by Friendship ! I mufl relieve or follow

him.

Mrs. Bev, Follow him, did you fay ? Then I

am loft indeed !

Bev. O this infernal Vice ! how has it funk me

!

A Vice, whofe higheft Joy was poor to my do-

meftic Happinefs. Yet how have I purfu'd it!

turn'd all my Comforts to bittereft Pangs ! and all

thy Smiles to Tears. Damn'd, damn'd Infatua-

tion- !

Mrs. Bev. Be cool, my Life \ What are the

Means the Letter talks of ? Have you have I

thofe Means ? Tell me, and eafe me. I have no
Life while you are wretched.

Bev. No, no ; it muft not be. 'Tis I alone

have linn'd; 'tis I alone muil faffer« You {hdXX

referve
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referve thofe Means to keep my Child and his

wrong'd Mother from Want and Wretchednefs.

Mrs. Brv. What Means ?

Bev. I came to rob.you of 'em—-but cannot

—

dare not — Thofe Jewels are your fole Support—
I fhou'd be more than Monfter to reqaeft 'em.

Mrs. Bev. My Jewels ! Trifles, not worth the

fpeaking of, if weigh'd againft a Hufband's Peace

;

but let 'em purchase That, and the World'sWealth

is of lefs Value.

5i?'u.* Amazing Gtsoc^nefs! Hov/ little do Ifeem
before fuch Virtues

!

Mrs. Bev. No mo'fe, my Love. I kept *em 'till

Occafion call'd to ufe 'em ; now is the Occafion,

and I'll refign 'em chearfuUy.

BeVi Why Vv^e'll be rich in Love then. But

this Excefs of Kindneis melts me. Yet for a Friend

one wou'd do much— He has deny'd Me no-

thing..
"

Mrs. Bev. Come to my Clofet But let him
manage wifely. We have no more to give him.

Bev. Where learn'd my Love this Excellence?.—'TisHeaven'sown teaching : That Heaven, which
to an Angel's Form has given a Mind more lovely.

lam unworthy of you, but will deferve you better.

Henceforth my Follies and NegkSis fiall ceafe.

And all to come he Penitence and Peace ;

VicePmU no more attraSl me with her Charms^

Nor Pleafure reach me, but in thefe dear Arms.

^Exeunt

»

End of the Second ACT.

ACT
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ACT m.

SCENE StukeljV Lodgings.

JS;z/^^r Stukely^W Bates.

Stu.C^O runs the World, ''M?2'fi, Fools are the

^J natural Prey of Knaves ; Nature defign'd

them To, when (he made Lambs for Wolves. The
Laws that Fear and Policy have fram'd. Nature

difclaims : She knows but two; and thofe are Force

and Cunning. The nobler Law is Force ; but

then there's Danger in't ; while Cunning, like a

ikillfal Miner, works fafely and unfeen.

Bat. And therefore wifely. Force muft have

Nerves and Sinews ; Cunning wants neither. The
Dwarf that has it fhall trip the Giant's Heels up.

Stu. And bind him to the Ground. Why,
we'll ered: a Shrine for Nature, and be her Oracles.

Confcience is Weaknefs ; Fear made it, and Fear

maintains it. The Dread of Shame, inward Re-
proaches, and fiiftitious Burnings fwell out the

Phantom. Nature knows none of this j Her Laws
are Freedom.

Bat. Sound Dodrine, and well deliver'd !

Stii. We are lincere too, and practice what we
teach. Let the grave Pedant fay as much.

But now to Bufinefs. The Jewels are difpos'd of;

and Beverley again worth Money. He vi^aits to

count his Gold out, and then Comes hither. If

my Delign fucceeds, this Night we finifh with

him. Go to your Lodgings and be bufy— You
underftand Conveyances, and can make Ruin fure.

Baf.
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Bat. Better flop here. The Sale of this Re-

veriion may be talk'd of— There's Danger in't.

Stu. No, 'tis the Mark I aim at. We'll thrive

and laugh. You are the Purchafer, and there's

the Payment. [ghi7Jg a Pocket Book.'] He thinks

you rich ; and fo you fhall be. Enquire for Titles,

and deal hardly ; 'twill look like Honefly.

Bat. How if he fufpeds us ?

Stu. Leave it to me. I ftudy Hearts, and

when to work upon 'em. Go to your Lodg-

ings ; and if we come, be bufy over Papers.

Talk of a though tlefs Age, of Gaming and Exr
travagance; you have a Face for't.

Bat. A Feeling too that wou'd avoid it. We
pufh too far ; but I have caution'd you. If it

^nds ill, you'll think of me -^ and fo adieu.

[Exit. Bates.

Stu. This Fellow fins by halves; his Fears are

Confcience to him. I'll turn thefe Fears to Ufe.

Rogues that dread Shame, will ilill be greater

Rogues to hide their Guilt—— This fhall be

thought of. Lewfon grows troublefome We*
muft get rid of him. — He knows too much. I

have a Tale for Beverky, Part of it Truth too •

—

He fliall call Lewjbn to Account— If it fucceeds,

'tis well J
if not, we muft try other Means— But

here he comes— I muft diffemble.

Enter Beverley.

Look to the Door there ! [iji a feeming Fright]

— My Friend ! I thought of other Vifitors.

Bev. No : Thefe fhall guard you from 'em—
[offering Notes] Take 'em, and ufe 'cm cautioufly

—^The World deals hardly by us,

Btu.



77:^^ GAMESTER. 33
Shi. And {hall I leave you deftkute ? No Your

Wants are greateft. Another Climate may treat

me kinder. The Shelter of To-nisiht takes meo
frorii this.

Bev, Let thefe be your Support then — Yet is

there need of Parting ? I may have Means again ;

We'll fiiare 'em, and live v^ifely.

Stu. No. I fhou'd tempt you on. Habit is

Nature in me ; Ruin can't cure it. Even now I

wou'd be gaming. Taught by Experience as I

am, and knowing this poor Sum is all that's left

us, I am for venturing ftill— And fay I am t<i

blame— Yet vj'iW this little fupply our Wants?
No ; We muft put it out to Ufury. Whether 'tis

Madnefs in me, or fome reliftlefs Impulfe of

good Fortune, I yet am Ignorant ; but ^^.^~.

Bev, Take it, and fucceed then. I'll try no more.

Sfu^ 'Tis furely Impulfe ; it pleads fo flrongly

— But you are cold —* We'll e'en part here then.

And for this laft Referve keep it for better ufes;

I'll have none on't. I thank yoii tho'^ and v^ill

feek Fortune fingly ^— One Thing I had forgot -^

Bev, What is it ?

Stu. Perhaps, 'tvi^ere beft forgotten. But I am:

open in my Nature, and zealous for the Honour
of my Friend — Leivfoji fpeaks freely of you.

Bev. Of You I know he does.

Stu. I can forgive him for't ; but for my Friend

I'm angry.

Bev. What fays he of Me ?

Stu. That Charlotte'^ Fortune is embezzled—
He talks on't loudly.

Bev. He (hall be .filenc'd then—How heard

you of it?

F Stu,
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. Stii. From many. He queftion'd 5^?^j aHout

it. You mull: account with ffim, he fays.

- Bev. Oi- He with Me — and foon too.

Stu. Speak mildly to him. Cautions are beft,

•• Be^o. I'll think on't— But whither go you ?

; S>tu. From Poverty -and Prifons— No matter

whither. If Fortune changes you may hear from

me.

. Bev, May thefe be profperous then, \_offermg

the Notes, ivhich he reflifes^^ Nay, they are yours

— I have fworn it, and will have nothing—-take

'em and ufe 'em.

- . Stu. Singly I will not. My Cares are for my
Friend ; for his loft Fortune, and ruin'd Family.

All feparate Interefts I difclaim. Together we
have faU'n : together we muft rife. My Heart,

my Honour and AtfecStions, all will have it fo.

• Bev. I am weary of being fool'd.

Stu. And fo am I— Here let us part then—

-

Thefe Bodings of Good- fortune (hall all be ftifled

;

I'll call 'ern Folly, and forget 'em— This one

Embrace, and then farewel. \_offeringto Embrace.

Bev. No ; Stay a Moment — How my poor

Heart's diilraded ! I have thefe Bodings too ; but

whether caught from You, or prompted by my
good or evil Genius, I know not— The Trial {hall

determine— And yet, my Wife ^ '

Stu. Ay, ay, flie'll chide.

Bev. No; My Chidings are all here.

[pointing to his Heart.

-Stu. I'll not perfwade you. *

Bev. I am perfwaded ; by Reafon too ; the

ilrongeft Reafon ; Neceffity. Oh! cou'd I' but

regain the Height I have fallen from. Heaven
fliou'd
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'fliGU*d -forfake me in my lateft Hour, if 1 again

jnlx'd in thefe Scenes, or facrific'd the Huiban.d's

Peace, his Joy and. bfifl-Affections to Avarice and
Infamy! ' 'i^rnoW r ; "f^rL^r

'

Stu. I have refolv'd like You^j.^nd fince ouj

Motives are fo honed, vt^hy fliou'd we fear Succefsf

Bev, Come on then— where fliall we meet f

Stu. At Wilfon\— Yet if it hurts you, leave

me : I have mifled you often.

Bev. We have milled each other— But come-!

— Fortune is fickle, and may be tir'd with plagiiinp'

us— There let us reft our Hopes.

Stu, Yet think a little

Be'u. I cannot— thinking but dill:rad:s me.

When Tiefperation leads all T'houghts are vain,^^

Reafon wLoii'd loje^ what RaJJmefs may ohtabt, •

[Exeunt.

S-CENE changes to Beverley'j- Lodgi7i.gs.;

'Enter Mrs. Beverley a?2d Charlotte.

Cha. 'Twas all a Scheme, a mean one ; unworthy

of my Brother.

Mrs. Bev. No, I am lure it was not— Stukley

is honeft too ; I know he is— This Madnefs has

undone 'em both.

Cha. My Brother irrecoverably— You are too

fpiritlefs a Wife— A mournful Tale, mixt with

^ few kind Words, will fteal away your Soul. The
World's too fubtle for fuch Goodnefs. Had I been

by, he fiiou'd have alk'd your Life fooner than

thofe Jewels.

F 2 Mrs.
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Mrs.BcV. He (hou'd have had it then, [warmly^

I live but to oblige him. She who can love, and is

belov'dlike Me, will do as much. Men havp done

more for MiftrelTcs, and Women for a bafe Delu-

der. And fhall a Wife do lefs? Your Chidings

hurt me, Charlotte,

Cha. And come too late ; they might have fav'<i

you elfe. How cou'd he ufe fo ?

Mrs. Bev. 'Twas Friendship did it. His Heart ^

was breaking for a Friend.

Cba. The Friend that has betray'd him.

Mrs. Bdv. Prithee don't think lo.

Cha. To-morrow he Accounts with Me.
Mrs. Bev. And fairly—- I will not doubt it.

Cha. Unlefs^a Friend has wanted— I have no

Patience -— Sifter ! Sifter !
* we are bound to curfc

this Friend.

Mrs. Bev. My Be-jerks fpeaks nobly of him.

Cha. And Lewfoji ix\i\y—Bm I difpleafe you

5Cvith this Talk ---To-morrow will inftruft us,"

Mrs. J5t"u. Stay till it comes then— I wou'd

not think fo hardly.

Cha. Nor I, but from Convidion --r Yet we
have Hope of better Days. My Uncle is infirm,

and of an Age that threatens hourly— Or if

he lives, you never have offended him; and for

Diftrefles fo unmerited he will have Pity.

Mrs. Bev. I know it, and am chearful. We
have no more to lofe ; and for what's gone, if it

brings Prudence Home, the Purchafe was well

made.

Cha. My Lewfon will be kind too. While he

and I have Life and Means, You fliall divide with

us -^- And fee, he*s here.
• Eni£r
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Enter Lewfon.

We were juft fpeaking of you.

Lew. *Tis beft to interrupt you then. Few Char
rad:ers will bear a Scrutiny j and where the Bad

out-weighs the Good, he's fafeft that's lead talk'd

®f. What fay you, Madam ? .
• [To Charlotte,

Cha. That I hate Scandal, thp' a Woman •

therefore talk feldom of you.

Mrs. Eev. Or, with more Truth, that, tho' a

Woman, ihe loves to Praife— Therefore talks al-

ways of you. ril leave you to decide it.

[Exit. Mrs. Bev.

Lew. How good and amiable ! I came to talk in

private with you ; of Matters that concern you.

" Cha. What Matters ?

Lew. Fir ft anfwer me fincerely to what I afk.

Cha, I will-— But you alarm me.

Lew. I am too grave, perhaps ; but be alTur^d

of this, I have no News that troubles Me, and

therefore (hou'd not You.

Cha. I am eafy then— Propofe your Queftion.

Lew. 'Tis now a tedious Twelve-month, fince

with an open and kind Heart you faid you lov'd me.

Cha. So tedious, did you fay ?

Lew. And when in Confequence of fuch fweet

Words, I prefs'd for Marriage, you gave a volun-

tary Promife that you wou'd live for Me.
Cha. You think me chang'd then ? [angrily.

Lew. I did not fay fo. A thoufand times I

have prefs'd for the Performance of this Promife;

but private Cares, a Brother's and a Sifter's Ruin,

were fleafons.for delaying it.

y^
' "

'

Cha,
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Cha, I had no other Reafons—Where will this

end?

Lew. It fhall end prefently,

Cha. Go on. Sir.

Lew, A Promife, fuch as this, given freely,

not extorted, The World thinks binding ; but J

think otherwife.*

Cha. And wou'd releafe me from it ?

Lew. You are too impatient. Madam.
Cha. Cool, Sir— quite cool ---Pray go on.

Lew, Time and a near Acquaintance with my
Faults may have brought Change— if it be fo;

or for a Moment, if you have wifh'd this Promife

were unmade, here I acquit you of it— This is

my Queftion then; and with fuch Plainnefs as I

afk it, I Ihall entreat an Anfwer. Have you re-p

pented of this Promife ?
~

Cha. Stay, Sir. The Man that can Sufpedt me,
fhail Find me chang'd—Why am I doubted ?

Lew.. My Doubts are of myfelf. I have my
Faults, and You have Obfervation. If from my
Temper, my Words or Adions, you have con-

ceiv'd a Thought againft me, or even a Wiik for

Separation, all that has pafs'd is Nothing, /.^ih-vs

Cha. You ftartle me-— But tell me—-I muft

be anfwer'd firil. Is it from Honour you fpeak

this? or do you wifh me chang'd ?

Lew. Heaven knows I do not. Life and my
Charlotte are fo conneded, that to lofe one, were

Lofs of both. Yet for a Promife, tho' given in

Love, and meant for binding ; if Time, or Ac^

cident, or Reafon fliou'd change Opinion ^

with Me that Promife has no Force. . . -

ja '
' Qha.
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Cha. Why, now I'll anfwer you. Your Doubts

are Prophecies—i-T am really chang'd.

Lew. Indeed! uto^'i
' .-I

Cha, I cou'd torrnent you now, as you have

Me
J but 'tis not in my Nature— That I am

chang'd Town j for what- at firftwas Inclination,

is now grown Reafon in me ; and from that Rea-

fon, had I the World! nay, were I poorer than

the pooreft, and you too wanting Bread j with but

a Hovel to invite me to— I wou'd be yours, and

happy.

. Lew, My kindeft Charlottte ! [ taking hef

Hanl^ Thanks are too poor for this— and Words
too weak! But if we love fo, why fhou'd our

Union be delav'd ?

. Cha, For happier Times. The prefent are too

wretched.

Lew. I may have Reafons that prefs it now.
' Cha. WhatReafons?
Lew. The ftrongeft Reafons ; unanfwerable

ones.

Cha. Be quick and name 'em.

Lew. No, Madam ; I am bound in Honour to

make Conditions firft— I am bound by Inclina-

tion too. This fweet Profuiion of kind Words
pains while it pleafes. I dread the lofing you.

Cha. Aftonifliment ! What mean you ?

Lew. Firll: promife, that To-morrow, or next

Day, you will be mine for ever.

Cha. I do— tho' Mifery fliou'd fucceed.

' Lew. Thus then I feize you ! And with yoU

every Joy on this fide Heaven !

Cha. And thus I feal my Promife. [emi?rad?7g

him] Now, Sir, vcvr Secret?

Lew,
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Lew. Your Fortune's loft.

Cha. My Fortune loft !— I'll ftudy to be humble
then. But was my Promife claim'd for this ? How
nobly generous ! Where learnt you this fad News?

Lew, From Bates^ Stukefy's prime Agent. I

have oblig'd him, and he's grateful— He told it

me in Friendfliip, to warn me from my Charlotte,

Cha. 'Twas honeft in him, and I'll efteem hira

for't.

Lew. He knows rtiuch more than he has told.

Cha. For Me it is enough. And for your gene*

rous Love, I thank you from my SouL If you'd
oblige me more, give me a little Time*
Lew. Why Time ? It robs us of our Happinefs.

Cha. I have a Tafk to learn firft. The litde

Pride this Fortune giave me muft be fubdu'd.

Once we were equal ; and might have met oblig-"

ing and oblig'd. Bat now 'tis otherwife ; and
for a Life of Obligations, I have not learnt to

bear it.

Lew. Mine is that Life. You are too noble.

Cha. Leave me to think on't.

Lew., To-morrow then you'll fix my Happi-

nefs ?

Cha. All that I can, I will

Lew. It muft be fo, we live but for each other*

Keep what you know a Secret ; and when we
meet To-morrow, more may be known*—^Fare-
well. [Exit. Lewfon*

Cha. My poor, poor Sifter! how wou'd this

wound her 1 But I'll conceal it, and fpeak Com-
fort to her. [Exit,

SCENE
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^Qene changes to a Room in the Gdming-Honfe.

E72ter Beverley ^/z/Stukely.

'Ben), 'Whither wou'd you lead me? (Angrilj,

Stu, Where we may vent our Curfes.

Bev, Ay, on yourfeif, and thofe damn'd Coun-
fels that have deftroy'd me. A thoufand Fiends

•were in that Bofonij and ail let loofs to tempt

-nie-^— I liad refifted elfe.

Stu. Go on. Sir -— I have deferv'd this from

you.

Bev. And Curfes evcrlailing*-— Time is too

fcanty for .'em

; Stu. What have I done ?

; Bev, What the Arcii-Devil of old did «

footh'd with falfe Hopes, for certain Ruin.
' Stu. Myfelf unhurt i nay, pleas'd at your De-
-ftrudtion-^So your Words mean. Why; tell it to

the World. I am too poor to find a Friend in't.

Biv. A Friend ! what's he ? I had a Friend.

Stu. And have one ftill.

Bev. Ay 5 I'll teil you of this Friend. He
found me happieft of the Happy. Fortune and

Honour. crown'd me ; and Love and Peace liv'd

in my Heart. One Spark of Folly lurk'd there 5

That tao h.e found ; and hy deceitful Breath blew

4t to Flames that have confum'd me. This Friend

were you to me.
- Stu. A little more perhaps—The Friend who
gave his A!l to fave you j and not fucceedino-,

chofe Ruin with you. But no matter, I have

undone you, and am a Villain.

Bev. No; I think not~«*The Villaips are

within.

G Stu,
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StiL What Villains ?

Bev. Da^jojon and the refi We have been

Dn.pf^s to Sharpers.

^tu. How know you this ? I have had Doubts

as well as you j yet ftill as Fortune chang'd I

Mufh'd at my ov/n Thoughts— But You have

spToofs, perhaps.

idrBev. Ay, damn'd ones. Repeated Loffes—
Night after Night, and no Reverie—Chance has

no Kand in. this.

Stu. I think more charitably 5 yet I am peevifh

in my Nature, and apt to doubt—^—The World
Ipeaks fairly of this Dawjon, fo does it of the

reft. We have watch'd 'em clofely too. But 'tis

a Right uliirp'd by Lofers, to think the Winners
Knaves — We'll have more Manhood in us.

-. -Be-v. I know not what to think. This Night

has ftung me to the quick-^Blafted my Reputa-

tion too 1 have bound my Honour to thefe

Vipers ; play'd meanly upon Credit, 'till I tir'd

'em • and nov/ they (liun me to rifle . one an-

other.' V/hat's to be done ?

h Sill. Nothing. My Counfels have been fatal.

h'- Bev. By Heaven I'll not furvive this Shame

—

Traitor ! 'tis you have brought it on me. (taking

hold of him.) Shew me the Means to fave me, or

rii commit a Murder here, and next upon my-
felf.

< Etu. Why do it then, and rid me of Ingra-

.titude.

Bev. Prithee forgive this Language— I fpeak

I know not what—Rage and Defpair are in my
Heart, and hurry me to Madnefs. . My Home
is Horror to nie I'll not return to't. Speak

quickly j
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tfti-iekly^ tell me, if in this Wreck of For-

tune, one Hope remains ? Name it, and be my
Oracle.

Stti. To vent your Curfes on— You have be-

ftow'd 'em Hberally. Take your own Counfel

:

and fliou'd a defperate Hope prefent itfelf, 'twill

fuit your defperate Fortune. I'll net advife you,

Bev. What Hope ? By Heaven I'll catch at

it, however defperate. I am io funk in Mifery,

it cannot lay me lower.

Stu. You have an Uncle.

.Bev, Ay. What of Him ? -

>Stu. Old Men live long by Temperance ;

while their Heirs flarve on Expediation.

Bev. What mean you ?

Stu. That the Reveriion of his Eflate is yours j

and will bring Money to pay Debts with—Nay
more, it may retrieve what's pall.

Bev. Or leave my Child a Beggar.

Stu. And what's his Father ? A difhonourable

one 5 engag'd for Sums he cannot pay That
iliou'd be thought of.

Bev. It is m.y Shame the Poifon that en-

fiames me. Where fhall we go } To whom ^ I

am impatient 'till all's loft.

Stu.' All may be yours again— Your Man Is

Bates He has large Funds at his Command,
snd will deal juflly by you. -

Bev. I am refolv'd—•— Tell 'em within we'll

,meet 'em prefently • and with ,jfiji.U ;Eprfes,,jtqo

—

Come,, follow m.e. .. r .n

Stu. No. ril have no hand in this ; nor do

I counfel it

—

'fJiQ your- Difcretion, and a6l froax

that. You'll find me at my Lodgings.

':A G 2 Bc%\
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Bev. Succeed what Will, this Night ril dare

the worft,

*Tis lofs of Fear, to be compleatly curs'd.- ^"^

'

(Exit Bev.

Sfi(. Why, lofe it then for ever— Fear is the

Mind's worft Evil ; and 'tis a friendly OfHce to

drive it from the Bofom—Thus far has Fortune

crown'd me—Yet Beverley is rich j rich in-his

Wife's bell Treafure, her Honour and Affec-

tions. I vvou'd fupplant him there too. But 'tis

theCurfe ofthinking Minds to raife up Difficulties.

Fools only conquer Women. Fearlefs of Dan-
gers which they fee not, they prefs on boldly,

and by perlifting, profper. Yet may a Tale of

Art do much —- Charlotte is fometimes abfent.

The Seeds of ]ealoufy are fown already. If I

miftake not, they have taken Root too. Now
is the Time to ripen 'em, and reap the Haiveft.

The fofteft of her Sex, if wrong'd in Love, or

thinking that file's wrong'd, becomes a Tygrcfs

in Revenge—— I'll inftantly Xo Beverley's—-1:^0

Matter for the Danger—When Beauty leads us

On, 'tis Jndifcretion to refled:, and Cowardice to

doubt. (Exit.

Scene changes to Beverley's Lodging's. '

Enter Mrs. Beverley and hncy.

Mrs. Bev, Did Charlotte tell you any Thing I^

Lu. No, Madarri;
—-hWlo'bi

Mrs. Bev. She look'd confus'd methought ; faid

fh" had Bufinefs vi'ith her Lewfon-^ which, when
1 prefs'd to know, Tears only were her Anfw^r.

Lu, She feem'd in hafte too—Yet her Retarh

may bring you Comfort.
Mrs.
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Mrs. Bev. No, my kind Girl 3 I was not born

for't—But why do I diflrefs thee ? Thy fympa-

thizing Heart bleeds for the Ills of others—What
Pity that thy Millrefs can't reward thee ! But

there's a Power above, that fees, and will re-

member all. Prithee footh me with the Song

thou fung'ft laft Night. It fuits this Change

of Fortune ; and there's a Melancholy in't that

pleafes me.

Lu. I fear it hurts you. Madam—Your Good-
jiefs too draws Tears from me—But I'll dry 'em,

and obey you.

SONG.
JVJ3e7i Damon languijh'd at my Feet^

And I believ'd him true,

The Moments of Delight howfweet !

But ah I how fwift theyJiew !

The funny Hilly the flow'ry Vale,

The Garden and the Grove^

Have echo'd to his ardent Tale,

And Vows of endlefs Love.

2.

The Conquefl gaind, he left his Prize,

He lejt her to complain ;

To talk of Joy with weeping Eyes,

And meafure Time hy Bain,

But Heavn will take the Mourner's Baft,

In pity to Defpair -,

And the laft Sigh that rends the Heart,

Shall waft the Spirit there.

Mrs. Bev. I thank thee, Lucy* -I thank

Heaven too my Griefs, are none of thefe. Yet

Stukely deals in Hints ^—He talks of Rumours
-ru
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—I'll urge him to fpeak plainly— Hark! there's

iome one entering.

Lu. Perhaps my Mailer, Madam. (Exit.

Mrs. Bev. Let him be well too, and I am
ktify'd. (Gees to the ''"Dggt, and iijlens.) No ;

'tis another's Voice ^ his had been Mufic to me.
Who is it hiicy ^

Re-enter Lncy ivith Stukely.

Lu. Mr. Stlikely, Madam. (Exit.

Stu. To niQQt you thus alone, Madam, vvas

what I wifh'd. Unfeafonable Vifits, when Friend-

iliip warrants 'em, need no Excule —Therefore
I make none.

Mrs. Bev. What mean you, Sir .> And whereas

your Friend ?

Stu. Men may have Secrets, Madam, which
their bed Friends are not admitted to. We
parted in the Morning, not foon to meet again.

Mrs. Bev. You mean to leave us* then ? To
leave your Country too } I am no Stranger to

your Reafons, and pity your Misfortunes.

Stu. Your Pity has undone you. Cou'd Be-
verley do this ? That Letter was a falfe one 3 a

mean Contrivance to rob you of your jewels—
I wrote it not.

Mrs. Bcv. Impofiible ! whence came it then ?

^\Siu. Wrong'd as I am, Madam., I mufl fpeak

plainly

M.^s,' Bev. Do fo, and eafe me. Your Hijits

have troubled me. Reports, you fay, are flir-

rinc;—— Recorts of whom ? You wifh'd me not

to credit 'em. What, Sir, are thefe Reports?

Sfti. I thought 'em Slander, Madam ; and

caution'd you in Fi-iendHiip : left from officious

• " 2 Tongues
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Tongues the Tale had reach'd you, with double

Aeeravatlon.

Mrs. Bev, Proceed, Sir.

Stu. It is a Debt due to my Fame, due to

an injur'd ¥/ife too^ We both are injur' d.

Mrs. Bf-r. How injur'd ? And who has in-

jmr'd us? -
'

Sill. My Friend, your Huiband.

Mrs. Bev. You wou'd refent for both then ?

But know, Sir, My Injuries are my own, and do

TiOt need a Champion.
Stu. Be not too hafty, Madam» I" come not

in Refentment, but for Acquittance You
thought me poor ; and to the feign'd Diitreffes

of a Friend gave up your Jewels.

Mrs. Bev. 1 gave 'em to a Hufband.

Stu. Who gave 'em to a

Mrs. Bev. What ? Whom did he give 'em to ?

Stui A Miilrefs.

Mrs. Beij. No ; on my Life he did not.

Stu. Himfelf confefs'd it, with Curfes on her

Avarice.

Mrs. Bev. I'll not believe it He has no
Millrefs— or if he has, why is it told to Me?

Stu. To guard you againfl Infults. He told

me, that to move you to Compliance, he forg'd

that Letter j pretending I was ruin'd ; ruin'd by

"Him too. The Fraud fucceeded ; and what a

trufling Wife beftow'd in Pity, was lavtfh'd on

a Wanton.
Mrs. Bev. Then I am loft indeed j and my

Afflictions are too powerful for me— His Follies

i have borne without upbraiding, and faw the

Approach of Poverty without a Tear^—my Affec-

tions
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tionSj.my ftrong Affedions fapported me through
every Trial.

*S/z/, Be patientj Madam.
Mrs. Bev. Patient ! The barbarous, ungrateful

Man .! And does he think that the Tendernefs of

my Heart is his beft Security for wounding it ?

But he fhall find that Injuries fuch as thefe can

arm my Weaknefs for Vengeance and Redrefs.

Stu. Ha ! then I may fucceed (Afide.

Redrefs is in your Power.

Mrs. Bev, What Redrefs ?

Sitii. Forgive me, Madam, if in my. Zeal to

ferve you, I hazard your Difpleafure. Think
of your, wretched State. Already Want fur-

rounds you. Is it in Patience to bear that ? To
fee your helplefs little one robb'd of his Birth-

right ? A Sifter too, with unavailing Tears, la-

menting her loft Fortune .? No Comfort left you,

but ineffectual Pity from the Few, out-weigh'd

by Infults from the Many ?

Mrs. Be'\^. Am I fo loft a Creature ? Well,

Sir, my Redrefs ?

S>tu. To be refolv'd is fo fecufe it. The mar-

riage Vow, once violated, is in the Sight of

Heaven dift^olv'd Start not, but hear me 1 'Tis

now the Summer of your Youth j Time has not

cropp'd the Rofes from your Cheek, tho' Sorrow

long has wafti'd 'em Then ufe your Beauty

wifely ; and freed by Injuries, fly from the

crueleft of Men, for Shelter with the kindeft.

Mrs. Bcv. And who is he ?

^tii. A Friend to the Unfortunate; a bold one

too i who while the Storm is burfting on your

Brow, and Lightening flafliing from your Eyes,

dares tell you that he loves you. Mrs.
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Mrs. Bev. Wou'd that thefe Eyes had Heaven's

own Lightening ! that with a Look, thus I might

blafl thee ! Am I then fallen Co low ? Has Po-

verty fo humbled me, that I fhou'd liflen to a

hellirti Offer, and fell my Soul for Bread ? O
Villain! Villain!— But now I know thee,

and thank thee for the Knowledge*
S.tu. If you are wife, you fhall have Caufe to

thank me.

Mrs. Bev. An injur'd Hufband too fhall thank

thee.

S^u. Yet know, proud Woman, I have a

Heart as ftubborn as your Own j as haughty and
imperious ; and as it loves, fo can it hate.

Mrs. Bev. Mean defpicable Villain ! I fcorn

thee and thy Threats. Was it for this that Be-*

veHey was falfe ? That his top credulous Wife
fhou'd in Defpair and Vengeance give up her

Honour to a Wretch ? But he ihall know it, and

Vengeance fhall be his.

Stu. Why fend him for Defiance then. T^l
him I love his Wife j but that a worthlefs Huf-^

band forbids our Union. I'lf make a Widow of*

you, and court you honourably.

Mrs. Bev. O Coward I Coward 1 thy Soul will

fhrink at him. Yet in the Thought of what
may happen, I feel a Woman's Fears. Keep
thy own Secret, and begone. Who's there ?

Enter Lucy*

Your Abfence. Sir, wou'd pleafe me.

Stu, I'll not offend you, Madam.
{Ex. Stu. with Lucy*

H Mrs.
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Mrs. Bvv. Why opens not the Earth to fwal-

low fuch a Monfter ? Be Confcience then his

Puniiher, 'till Heaven in Mercy gives him Peni-

tence, or dooms him in his Juftke.

Re enter Lucy.

Come to my Chamber, Lucy ; I have a Tale to

tell thee, {hall make thee weep for thy poor

Miflrefs.
'

Tet Hea'u'n the giiiltlefs SiiffWer regards^

. A7td whom it mofi aJliBs, it mojl rewards.

(Exeunt.

End of the Third Act,

ACT
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A C T IV.

SCENE Beverley 'i Lodgings,

E?2fer Mrs. 'Bevevhyj Charlotte, ^W Lewfon.

CharJ i '^HE fmooth-tongu'd Hypocrite!

j[ Lew. But we have found him, and will

requite him—Be chearful, Madam j {to Mrs, Bev.)

and for the Infults of this Ruffian, you fhall have

ample Retribution*

Mrs. Bev. But not by Violence— Remember
you have fworn it j I had been filent elfe.

Lew. You need not doubt me \ I fhall be cool

as Patience.

yU%.Bev. See him To-morrov/ then.

Lew. And why not 'now^ ? By Heaven tlid

verieft Worm that crawls is made of braver Spirit

than this Stukely—Yet for my Promife, I'll deal

gently with him—-I mean to watch his Looks-—-

From thofe, and from his Anfwers to my Charge,

rnuch may be learnt. Next I'll to Bates^ and

fift him to the Bottom. If I fail there, the Gang
is numerous, and for a Bribe will each betrify the

other—-Good Night j Fll lofe no Time.
{Ex, Lewfon.

• Mrs. Bev. Thefe boiflerous Spirits! how they

wound me ! But Reafoning U in vain. Come,
Charlotte-, we'll to our ufuai Watch. The Night
grows late.

'

;
H 2 Cba.
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Cha. I am f^rful of Events j yet pleas'd—

-

To-morrow may relive us. {Going,

Enter Jarvis.

Cha. How now, good Jarvis ?

J^ir. I have heard ill News, Madam.
Mrs. Bez\ What News ? Speak quickly.

Jar. Men are not what they feem. I fear me
Mr. Stukely is dilhoneft.

Char. We know it, Jarvis. But what's your

News ?

Jar. That there's an Adion againft my Mafter,

at his Friend's Suit.

Mrs ^d^'u.O Villain! Villain! 'twas this he

threaten'd then. Run to that Den of Robbers,

Wilfon's—Your Mafter may be there. Entreat

him Home, good Jarvis. Say I have Bufinefs

with him—But tell him not of Stukely— It may
provoke him to Revenge— Hafte ! hafle ! good

Jarvis. {Exit Jarvis.

Cha. This Minifler of Hell ! O I cou'd tear

him Piece-meal

!

Mrs. Bev. I am fick of fuch a World—Yet
Heaven is juft ; and in its own good Time, will

hurl Deftrud:ion on fuch Monflers. {Exeimt,

SCENE cha?2ges to Stukely 'j Lodgings,

Enter Stukely a?id Bates meeting.

Bates. Where have you been ?

Sfu. Fooling my Time away— Playing my
Tricks, like a tame Monkev, to entertain a Wo-
man—No Matter where—1 have been vext and

difappointed. Tell me ©f Beverly-^ How bore

he his la ft Shock ? ^ Bat^
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Bat. Like one [(o Dawfo7i hy^) whofe Senfes

had been numb'd with Mifery. When all was

loft, he fixt his Eyes upon the Ground, and

ftood fome Time, with folded Arms, ftupid and

motionlefs. Then fnatching his Sword, that

hung againft the Wainfcot, he fat him down
\

and with a Look of £xt Attention, drew Figures

on the Floor—At laft he ftarted up, look'd wild,

and trembled ; and like a Woman, feiz'd with

her Sex's Fits, laugh'd out aloud, while the

Tears trickled down his Face—fo left the Room,
Stu. Why, this was Madnefs.

Bat. The Madnefs of Defpair.

Stu. W^e mull confine him then. A Pfifon

wou'd do well, [a Knocking at the Door) Hark !

that Knocking may be his. Go that Way down

;

{Ex. Bates.

Who's there ?

Enter Lewfon.

Lew. An Enemy—an open and avow'd one.

Stu: Why am I thus broke in upon? This

Houfe is mine, Sir ; and Ihou'd protedt me from
Infult and Ill-manners.

Lew. Guilt has no Place of Sanctuary ; where-

ever found, 'tis Virtue's lawful Game. The Fox's

Hold, and Tyger's Den are no Security againft

the Hunter.

Stu. Your Bufinefs, Sir ?

Lew. To tell you that I know you—Why this

Confufion ? That Look of Guilt and Terror?—Is

Beverley awake ? Or has hisWife told Tales ? The
Man that dares like Yon, fhou'd have a Soul tq

jijftify his Deeds, and Courage to confront Ac-
cufers.
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cufers. Not with a Coward's Fear to fhrink be-

neath Reproof.

Stu. Who waits there ?

vf'r [Aloudy and in Confufwn,

iLeiv. By Heaven he dies that interrupts us.

(JJmtting the Door.) You (lipu'd have weigh'd

jour Strength, Sirj and then, inftead of climbing

to high Fortune, the World had mark'd you for

what you are, a little paultry Villain.

, Stu, You think I fear you.

Lew. I know you fear me. This is to prove

Tt. [pulls L'lm. hy the Sleeve,) You wanted Pri-

vacy ! A Lady's Prefence took up your Attention !

Now we are alone, Sir. Why, what a Wretch !

{flings him fr0771 hi??2,) The vileft Infed: in Cre-

ation will turn when trampled on ; yet has this

Thing undone a Man— by Cunning and mean
"Arts undone him. But we have found you, Sir

;

trac'd you thro' all your Labyrinths. If you
wou'd fave yourfelf, fall to Confeffion. No
Mercy will be (liewn elfe.

Stu. Firll prove me what you think me

—

'Till then your Threatenings are in vain—And
for this Lifult, Vengeance may yet be mine.

Lew. Infamous Coward ! why, take it now
then— [d^'awSy and Stukely retires.) Alas! I pity

thee— Yet that a Wretch like this fhou'd over-

come a Beverley ! it fills me with Aftonifliment

!

'A Wretch, fo mean of Soul, that even Defpe-

ration cannot animate him to look upon an Ene-
my— You fliou'd not thus have foar'd, Sir, un-

lefs, like others of your black Profeffion, you had

a Sword to keep the Fools in Awe, your Villany

has ruined.

Stu,
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Stu. Villany ! 'Twere beft to curb this Licence

of your Tongue ; for know, Sir, while there are

Laws, this Outrage on my Reputation will not

be borne with. j;\ '. '^^. ' "

"f,.

Lew. Laws! dar'ft Thou feek' Shelter frora

the Laws ? Thofe Laws, which thou and thy in-

fernal Crew live in the conftant Violation of ?

Talk'ft thou of Reputation too ? when under

Friendfhip's facred Name, thou hail betray'(j,

robb'd, and dellroy'd?

Stu. Ay, rail at Gaming ; 'tis a rich Topic,

and alFords noble Declamation— Go, preach a-

gainft it in the City : You'll find a Congregation

in every Tavern. If they fhou'd laugh at you,

fly to my Lord, and fermonize it there. He'il

thank you' and reform.

Lew. And will Example fandify a Vice? No,
Wretch J the Cuftom of my Lord, or of the

Cit that apes him, cannot excufe a Breach of

Law, or make the Gamefter's Calling reputable.

Stu. Rail on, I fay— But is this Zeal for beg-

gar'd Beverley ? Is it for Him that I am treated

thus? No; he and his Wife might both have

groan'd in Prifon, had but the Sifter's Fortune

efcap'd the Wreck, to have rev^'arded the dilin^

terefted, Love of honeft Mr. Lew/on.

Lew. How I deteft thee for the Thought 1

But thou art loft to every human Feeling. Yet

let me tell thee, and may it wring thy Heart I

that tho' my Friend is ruin'd by thy Snares, thou

haft unknowingly been kind to Me.
Stu. JIave I ? It was indeed unknowingly.

Lew. Thou haft aftifted me in Love ;
givea

me the Merit that I wanted j fince but for Thee,

my
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my Charlotte had not known 'twas her dear felf

I figh'd for, and not her Fortune.

Stu. Thank me, and take her then.

i^ew. And as a Brother to poor Beijerky, 1^

will purfue the Robber that has ftript him, and

fnatch him from his Gripe.

• Stu. Then know, imprudent Man, he is within

my Gripe j and fhou'd my Friendfliip for him
be ilander'd once again, the Hand that has fup*

ply'd him, (hall fall and crafh him.

Lc'-ji'. Why, now there's Spirit in thee 1 This is

indeed to be a Villain ! But I (liall reach thee..

yet—Fly where thou wilt, my Vengeance fliall

purfue thee—And Beverley fliall yet be fav'd, be

fav'd from Thee, thou Monfterj nor owe his

Refcue to his Wife's Diflionour. (Exit,

Stu. {paiifmg) Then Ruin has enclos'd me.

Curfe on my coward Heart ! I wou'd be bravely

viilanous j but 'tis my Nature to fhrink at Dan-
ger, and he has found me. Yet Fear brings

Caution, and That Security—More Mifchief mud
be done -to hide the paft—Look to yourfelf, o^-
q\o\i?> Leiojoji— there may be Danger liirring

—

How now, Bates ?

Kntcr Bates.

Bat. What is the Matter r 'Twas Lewfon and

not Beverley that left you—I heard him loud—-•

You feem alarm'd too.

Stu. Ay. and with Reafon—We are difcover'd.

Bat. I fear'd as much, and therefore caution'd

you But You were peremptory.

Siu. Thus Fools talk ever ; fpending their idle

Bi-eath on what is pafi, and. trembling at the fu-

ture.
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tare. We muft be aflive. [Beverley, at wofil, is

but fufpicious ; but Lew/on'^ Genius, and his

Hate to Me, will lay all open. Means niuft be

found to ftop him. ^

Bdt. What Means? :

"
•

.
-

Stu. Difpatch him— Na}?-^ ftart not^ De-
iperate Occafions call for defperate Deeds——We
live but by his Death.

Bat. You cannot mean it ?

Shi, I do, by Heaven.
*

Bat, Good Night then. (Gm2g»
Stu, Stay. I muft be lieard, theft anAVer'd.

Perhaps the Motion was too fudden j and human
Weaknefs ftarts at Murder, tho' flrong Neceffity

compels it. I have thought long of this; and
my firft Feelings were like yours j a fbolifh

Confcience aw'd me, which loon I conquer'd.

The Man that wou'd undo me, Nature c-i-ies

out, undo. Brutes know their Foes by Inftindl

;

and where fuperior Force is given, they ufe it for

Deftrudiion. Shall Man do lefs ? Leivfon purfues

us to our Ruin ; and (hall we, with the Means
to cruih him, fly^from our Hunter, or turn and
tear him ? 'Tis Folly even to hefit^te.

'

Bat. He has oblig'd me, and I dare not.

Stu, Why, live to Shame then, to Beggary and

Punifhment. You wou'd be privy to the Deed,
yet wiant the Soul to a<ft it. Nay more; had my
Dengns been levelPd at his Fortune, you I^ad

ftept in the foremoft—-^— Aild what is Life with-

out its Comforts ? Thofe vou wou'd roh him of:

and by a lingring Death, add Cruelty to Murder.

HenceMrth adieu to hali^marde Vilkins^^Th^re^s

Danger in 'em. What you have got is your's;

1 keep
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keep it, and hide with it— I'll deal my future

Bounty to thofe who merit it.

Bat, What's the Reward ?

Stti. Equal Divlfion of our Cains. I fwear

it, and will be juft.

Bat, Think of the Means then.

Stu. He's gone to Beverlefs—Wait for him in

the Street
—

'Tis a dark Night, and fit for Mis-

chief. A Dagger would be ufeful.

Bat, He fleeps no more.

Stu, Confider the Reward ! When the Deed's

done, I have farther Bufinefs with you. Send

"Dawfoji to me.

Bat, Think it already done—and fo farewel.

(Exit.

Stu. Why, farewel Lewfoji then y and farewel

to my Fears—This Night fecures me. I'll wait

: the Event within, (Exit,

Scene changes to the Street. Stage darken d,

^nter Beverley.

Bev. How like an Out-caft do I wander ?

Loaded with every Curfe, that drives the Soul to

Defperation-——The Midnight Robber, as he

;walks his Rounds, fees by the glimmering Lamp
iny frantic Looks, and dreads to meet me.—

-

Whither am I going?—My Home lies tliere j

all that is dear on Earth it holds too ; yet are

the Gates of Death more welcome to me— I'll

enter it no more—Who pafies there ? 'Tis Lewfon
—He meets me in a gloomy Hour ; and Memory

.
tells me he has been meddling with ig^ Fame.

J>ili Enter
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'Enter Lewfon.

Lew, Beverley I Well met. I have been bufy

in your Affairs.
'

Bev. So I have heard, Sir; and now miifl

-thank you as I ought.

Lew, To-morrow I may deferve your Thanks. •

Late as it is, I go to Bates. Difcoveries are

making that an arch Villain trembles at.

Bev. Difcoveries are made, Sir, that You (hall

tremble at. Where is this boafted Spirit ? this

high Demeanour, that was to call me to Ac-'
count ? You fay I have wrong'd my Sifter

'

Now fay as much. But firft be ready for De-
fence, as I am for Refentment. (Draws.

Lew. What mean you ? I underftand you not,

Bev. The Coward's ftale Acquittance. Who,
v/hen he fpreads foul Calumny abroad, and-

dreads juft Vengeance on him, cries out, What«
mean you, I underftand you not.

Lew. Coward, and Calumny ! Whence are

thofe Words ? But I forgive, and pity you.

Bev. Your Pity had been kinder to my Fame.
But you have traduc'd it ; told a vile Story to

the public Ear, that I have wrong'd my Sifter.

Lew. 'Tis falfe. Shew me the Man that dares

accufe me.

Bev. I thought you brave, and of a Soul Su-

perior to low Malice J but I have found you, and

will have Vengeance. This is no Place for Ar-
gument.

Lew. Nor fhall it be for Violence. Impru-

dent Man ! who in Revenge for fancy'd Injuries,

wou'd pierce the Heart that loves him. But
honeft Friendftiip ads from itfelf, unmov'd by

I z Slander^
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Slander or Ingratitude. The Life you thirft for,

ll^all be empl.oy'd to ferve you.

Bev, "T\?, thus you wou'd compound then

—

Firft do a Wrong beyond Forgivenefs, and to re-

drefs it, load me with Kindnefs unfolicited. I'll

not receive it. Your Zeal is troublefome.

Lew. Ko Matter. It (liall be ufeful.

Bev. It will not be accepted.

JCfw. It muft. You know me not.

Bev. Yes ; for the Slanderer ofmy Fi.me. Who
unjd?r fhew of Friendfhip, arraigns me of In-

juiiice. Buzzing in every Ear foul Breach of

Trqft, and Family Diflionour.

^ew. Have I done this ? Who told you fo ?

B^"^' The World'
—

'Tis talk'd of every where.

It plc?is'"(J you to add Threats too. You were to

cgll me to Account—-—Why, do it now then j I

fhall be proud of fuch an Arbiter.

Lew. Put up your Sword, and know me bet-

ter. I never injur'd you. The bafe Suggeftion

comes from Stukely j I fee hini and his Aims.

Bev, What Ainis ? I'll not conceal it ; 'twas

Stukely that accus'd you.

Lew. To rid him of an Enemy Perhaps

of two-—— He. fears Difcovery, and frames 2,

Tale of Falfehood, to ground Revenge and Mur*
der on.

Bev, I muft have Proof of this.

Lew, Wait till To-morrow then.

Bev. I will.

Lew. Good Night— I go to ferve you—For-

get what's paft as 1 do ; and chear your Family

with Smiles. To-morrow may confirm 'em, and

make all happy, .

(Exit,

Bev,
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Bev, (Patijing.) How vile, . and how abfiird

is Man! His boafled Honour is but another

Name for Pride; which ealler bears the Con-
fcioufnefs of Guilt, than the World's juft Re-
proofs. But *tis the Fafhion of the Times -, and
in defence of Falfehood and falfe Honour, Men
die Martyrs. I knew not that my Nature was

\,^l','' - 'Enter Bates and Jarvjs. ..,, .n:-r;:ro^

\y^r. This Way the Noife was-^- and yondcr's

my poor Mafter.
;

Bat. I heard him at high^^prpls with Le^fon.

The Caufe I know not. -.-y t
...q;'

.,Jar. I heard him too. Misfortunes vex him. -^

Bat. Go to him, and lead him Home—But he,

comes this Way I'll not be feen by him.

£a:. Bates.

Bev. (Jlarting) What Fellow's that ? (feeing

Jarvis) Art thou a Murderer, Friend ? Come,
lead the Way j I have a Hand as mifchievous as

thine j a Heart as defperate too-^ Jar^uis !—
To Bed, old Man, the Cold will chill thee.

Jar. Why are you wandering at this late

Hour ?—Your Sword drawn too !—For Heav'n's

Sake fheath it. Sir— the Sight diftrads me.

BeVj Whofe Voice was that ? {wildly.

Jar. 'Twas mine, Sir. Let me intreat you to

give the Sword to Me.
Bev, Ay, take it—quickly take it—Perhaps I

am not £b curs'd, but Heav'n may have fent thee

^t this Moment to fnatch me from Perdition.

Jar. Then I am blefs'd.

Bev. Continue fo, and leave me. My Sor-

rows aire contagious. No one is bleft that's near

me. y^^'^
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^

''Jar. I came to feek you, Sir.

Bev, And now thou haft found me, leave me
—MyThoughtsare wild and will not be difturb'd."

Jar, Such Thoughts are beft difturb'd.

^^^^ev. I tell thee that they will not -r—Who ibnfe

thee hither? -^'^^ - ^'^^- '" ^.r.^:jiobni

-^'Jar. My weeping Miftrefs. " T
Bev. Am 1 fo meek a Hufband then ? that ar

commanding Wife prefcribes my Hours, .and

iends t-o chide me for my Abfence ?—• Tell her,

I'll not return.

Jiir, Thofe Words wou'd kill her.

Bev. Kill her ! Wou'd they not be kind theia ?

But fhe fhall live to curfe me—I.have deferv'd it

of her. Does (he not hate me, Jarvis F

Jar. Alas, Sir! Forget your Griefs, and

kt me lead you to her. TJi^ Streets are dan-

serous. •
^'^-*^-'-^ •-*=' \o----

Bev. Be wife, ^ana- leave me-theh: • The Night's-

black Horrors are fuited to myTiioughts ^—

•

Thefe Stones ftiall be my Refting-place. {lies

down.) Here fhall my Soul brood o'er its Mife-

ries ; 'till with the Fiends officii, and Guilty of

the Earth, I ftart and tremble at the Morning's

Li2;ht. '" ^^'*''

Jar. For Pity's Sake, Sir !—Upon my Knees I

beg you to quit this Place, and thefe fad Thoughts.

Let Patience, not Defpair, poflefs you— Rife, I

befeech you—There's not a Moment of your Ab-
fence, that my poor Miftrefs does not groan for.

Be^j. Have I undone her, and is ilie ftill fo

kind ? [ftarting up) It is too much My Brain

can't hold it— O, Jarvis! how defperate is that

Wretch's State, which only Death or Madnefs
can relieve. Jar,
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yar, Appeafe his Mind, good Heaven ! and
give him Refignation ! Alas, Sir, cou'd Beings in

the other World perceive theEvents of this, how
wou'd your Parents bleffed Spirits grieve for you,

tiven in Heaven!— Let me conjure you by their

honour'd Memories ; by the fweet Innocence of

your yet helplefs Child, and by the ceafelefs Sor-

rovv^s of my poor Miftrefs, to rouze your Man-
hood, and ilruggle with thefe Griefs.

Bev. Thou virtuous, good old Man ! thy Tears

.and thy Entreaties have reach'd my Heart, thro'

all its Miferies. O ! had Iliflen'd to thy honeft

Warnings, no earthly Bleifing had been wanting

to me !— I was fo happy, that even a Wi{h for

more than I poifefs'd, was arrogant Prefumption.

•But I have warr'd againft the Power that blefs'd

me, and now am fentenc'd to the Hell I merit.

Jar. Be but refign'd, Sir, and Happinefs may
yet be yours.

Bev. Prithee be honeft, and do not flatter

Mifery.

Jar. I do not, Sir— Hark ! I hear Voices——
•Come this Way j we may reach Home un-

notic'd.

Bev, Well, lead me then— Un-notic'd did'fl

thou fay?. Alas! 1 dread no Looks, but of thofe

Wretches Lhave made at Home. (Exeunt^

SCENE changes to Stukely'j.

Enter Stukely and Dawfon.

Stii. Come hither Dawfon. My Limbs are on
the Rack, and my Soul fliivers in me, 'till this

Night's Bufinefs be complete. Tell me thy

Thoughts

:
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Thoughts : Is Bates determined, or does he
waver ?

Daw. At firft he fecm'd irrefolute; wilh'd

the Employment had been mine ; and mutter'd

Curfes on his Coward Hand, that trembled at

the Deed.

Stu, And did he leave you fo ?

Daw, No. We walk'd together ; and fhel-

ter'd by the Darknefs, faw Beverley and Lewfon
in v^^arm Debate. But foon they cool'd ; and

then I left 'em to haflen hither; but not 'till

'twas refolv'd Lewfon fhou'd die.

Stu. Thy Words have given me Life—That
Quarrel too was fortunate ; for if my Hopes de-

ceive me not, it promifes a Grave to Beverley.

Daw. You mifconceive me. Lewfon and he
were Friends.

Stu. But my prolific Brain fhall make *em
Enemies. If Lewfon falls, he falls by Beverley.

An upright Jury fliall decree it. Afk me no
Queftions, but do as I dired. This Writ (takes

out a "Pocket Book) for fome Days paft, I have

treafur'd here, 'till a convenient Time call'd for

its Ufe. That Time is come. Take it, and
give it to an Officer. It muft be ferv'd this In-

ilant. (Gives a Paper,

\v.Daw. On Beverley?

Bev. Look at it. 'Tis for the Sums that I

have lent him.

Daw. Mufl he to Prifon then ?

Stu. I afk'd Obedience 3 not Replies. This

Night a Jail muft be his Lodging. 'Tis pro-

bable he's not gone Home yet. Wait at his

Doof, and fee it executed. -* cu.**.-.- s^^^^--

: c';tji.';w'.'l - 2 Dau\
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Daw, Upon a Beggar? He has no Means of

Payment.

Stu. Doll and infenfible ! If Lewfon dies, who
was it kili'd him ? Why, he that was feen quarrel-

ing with him; and I that knew of Beverley's In-

tents, arrefted him in Frienddiip— A httle late,

perhaps ; but 'twas a virtuous Ad:, and Men will

thank me for't. Now, Sir, you underiland me?
Daw. Moft perfedly— And will about it.

Stu. Hafte then ; and when 'tis done, come
back and tell me.

Daw. 'Till then farewel. \_Exif.

StiL Now tell thy Tale, fond Wife 1 And
hewfon^ if again thou can'fl: infult me, I'll kneel

and own thee for my Mafter*

Not Avarice now^ hut Vengeance fires my Breaft^

And onejhort Hour mufi make me curji or ble/i.

Exit.

End of the Fourth ACT.

ACT Y. Scene continues.

Enter Stukcly, Bates, and Dawfon.

£^/.X)OOR Lewfon I -— But I told you enough

laft Night — The Thought of him is

horrible to me.

Stu, In the Street, did you fay ? And no one

near him ?

Bat. By his own Door ; he was leading me to

his Houfe. I pretended Bufinefs with him, and

K ftabb'd
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ilabb'd him to the Heart, while he was reaching

at the Bell.

Stu. And did he fall fo fuddenly ?

. Bat. The Repetition pleafes you, I fee. I told

you, he fell without a Groan.

Stu. "What heard you of him this Morning ?

Bat. That the Watch found him in their

Rounds, and alarm'd the Servants. I mingled

with the Croud juft now, and faw him dead in his

own Houfe.—The Sight terrify 'd me.

Stu. Away with Terrors, 'till his GhoU: rife

and accufe us—We have no living Enemy to fear

—unlefs 'tis Beverley j and him we have lodg'd

fafe in Prifon.

Bat. Muft He be murder'd too?

Stu. No ; I have a Scheme to make the Law
his Murderer— At what Hour did Lewfon fall ?

Bat. The Clock ftruck Twelve as I turn'd to

leave him. 'Twas a melancholy Bell, I thought,

toUing for his Death.

Stu. The Time was lucky for us

—

Beverley was

arrefted at One, you fay ? \j:o Dawfon.

Daw. Exactly.

Stu. Good. We'll talk of this prefently

The Women were with him, I think?

Daw. And old Jarvis. I wou'd have told you

of 'em, laft Night, but your Thoughts were too

bufy. 'Tis well you have a Heart of Stone, the

Tale wou'd melt it elfe.

Stu. Out w^ith it then.

Daw, I trac'd him to his Lodgings ; and pre-

tended Pity for his Misfortunes, kept the Door

open, while the Officers feiz'd him. 'Twas a

damn'd Deed—- but no Matter— I follow'd my
inftrudtions* Stu,
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Stu. And what faid he ?

Daw. He upbraided me with Treachery j call'd

-You a Villain : acknov^^ledg'd the Sums you had

lent him, and fubmitted to his Fortune.

Stu, And the Women
Daw, For a few Minutes Aftonilliment kept

em. lilent -— They look'd wildly at one another,

while the Tears ftream'd down their Cheeks. But

Rage and Fury foon gave 'em Words; and then,

in the very Bitternefs of Defpair, they curs'd me,

and the Monfter that had employ 'd me.

Stu. And you bore it with Philofophy ?

Draw. 'Till* the Scene chang'd, and then I

melted. I order'd the Officers to take away their

Prifoner. The Women fliriek'd, and wou'd have

follovv^'d him ; but we forbad 'em. 'Twas then

they fell upon their Knees, the Wife fainting, the

Sifter raving, and both with all the Eloquence of

Mifery endeavouring to foften us. I never felt

Compaffioh 'till that Moment ; and had the Offi-

cers been mov'd like Me, we had left the Buiinefs

"undone, and fled with Curfes on ourfelves. Bat their

Hearts were fteel'd by Cuftom. The Tears of

Beauty and thePangsof Affisdiion were beneath their

Pity. They tore him from their Arms, and lodg'd

him in Prifon, with only Jarvis to comfort him.

Stu. There let him lie, 'till we have farther

Bufinefs with him — And for You, Sir, let m.e

hear no more of your Com.paffion-^-- A Fellow

nurs'd in Villany, and employ'd from Childhood

in the Bufinefs of Hell, fhou'd have no Dealings

. with Compaffion.

Daw. Say you fo, Sir?^ .You fliou'd have

. Iiam'd the Devil that tempted me -—

—

K 2 Stu,
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Sfu. 'Tis falfe, I found you a Villain, and

therefore employ'd you— Bat no more of this—
We have embark'd too far in Mifchief to recede.

Lewfo?t is dead, and we are all Principals in his

Murder. Think of that— There's Time enough
for Pity, when ourfclves are out of Danger

Beverley flill lives, tho' in a Jail— His Ruin
will fit heavy on himj and Difcoveiies may be

made to undo us all. Something muft be done,

and fpeedily You iaw him quarrelling with

Lewfo?! in the Street laft Night ? [To Bates.

Bat, 1 did j his Steward, Jarvis^ faw him
too.

Sill. And fliall attefl it. Here's Matter to

work upon 7^ —An unwilling Evidence carries

weight with him. Something of my Defign I

have hinted t'you before -Beverley muft be the

Author of this Murder ; and we the Parties to

convi(5t him— But how to proceed will require

Time and Thought— Come along with Me ; the

Room within is fitter for Privacy— But no Com-
pafiion, Sir

—

\to Dawfon] We. want Leifure

for't This Way, [Exeujit.

SCENE changes to BevqrleyV Lodgings,

Enter Mrs. Beverley and Charlotte.

JAx^, Bev. No News of Lewfcn yet?

Char, None. He went out early, and knows
not what has happen'd.

Mrs.Bev. The Clock ftrikes Eight-- I'll wait

iiQ longer,

Cha,



72;^ G A M E S T E R. 69

Cba. Stay but Mil yarvis comes. He has fent

twice to ftop us 'till we fee him.

Mrs. £ev. I have no Life in this Separation—
O ] What a Night was laft Night ! I wou'd not

pafs another fuch to purchafe Worlds by it^

My poor Beverley too ! What mud He have felt

!

The very Thought diftrads me ! To have

him torn at Midnight from me !— A loathfome

Prifon his Habitation ! A cold damp Room his

Lodging ! The bleak Winds perhaps blowing up-

on his Pillow ! No fond Wife to lull him to his

Reft ! and na Reflexions but to wound and tear

him!— 'Tis too horrible— I wanted Love for

him, or they had not forc'd him from me. They
fhou'd have parted Soul and Body firft-— I was

too tame.

Cha.- You muft not Talk fo. All that we cou'd

we did; iLud yarvis did the reft— The faithful

Creature will give him Comfort. Why does he

delay coming ?

Mrs. Bev, And there's another Fear. His poor

Mafter may be claiming the laft kind Office from

him— His Heart perhaps is breaking.

Cba. See where he comes-— His Looks are

chearful too.

Enfer Jarvis.

Mrs. Bev. Are Tears then chearful ? Alas, he

weeps! Speak to him Charlotte 1 have no

Tongue to afk him Queftions.

Char. How does your Mafter, yarvis f

yar. I am old and foolifti. Madam ; and Tears

will come before my Words— But don't You
weep
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weep, [to Mrs. Bev.] I h^ve a Tale of Joy for

you.

Mrs. ^t'-i;. What Tale?— Say bat he's well,

and I have Joy enough.

Jar. His Mind too fhall be well— all {hall be

well— -I have News for him that lliall make his

poor Heart bound again— Fie upon old Age—
How childifh it makes me ! I have a Tale of Joy
for you, and my Tears drown it. -i ^i\\

Cha. Shed 'em in Showers then, andlnake Hafle

to tell it.

Mrs, Bev. What is it, Jarijis f A
yar. Yet why fhou'd I rejoice when a good Man

dies? Your Uncle, Madam, dy'd Yefterday. ••.

'hixs.Bev. My Uncle!-—O Heavens ! \\

Cha. How heard you of his Death ? i

ycir. His Steward came Exprefs, Madam—

I

met him in the Street, enquiring for your Lodg-
ings^— I fliou'd not rejoice perhaps— but he

was old, and my poor Mafter a Prifoner— Now
he {hall live ag;ain-—O 'tis a brave Fortune 1 and

'twas Death to me to fee him a Prifoner.

Cha. Where left you the Steward ?

Jar. I wou'd not bring him hither, to be a

Witnefs of vour Diftreffes; and befides, I wanted

once before I die, to be the Me{renger of Joy
t'you. My good Mafter will be a Man again.

Mrs. Bcv. Hafle, hade then ; and let us fly to

.him—fWe are delaying our ovvn Happinefs.

Jar, I had forgot a Coach, Madam ; and Lucy

has order'd one.

Mrs. Bev. Where was the Need of that ? The
iNews has given me Wing?,
f; Cha.
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Cha. I have no Joy, ^till my poor Brother {hares

it with me. How did he pafs the Night, Jarvis?

Jar, Why now, Madam, I can tell you. Like

a Man dreaming of Death and Horrors. When
they led him to his Cell— For 'twas a poor Apart^

ment for my Mafter—-He flung himfeif upon a

wretched Bed, and lay fpeechlefs 'till Day-breaki

A Sigh now and then, and a few Tears that fol-

iow'd thofe Sighs, were all that told me he was

alive. I fpoke to him, but he wou'd not hear

me ; and when I perflfted, he rais'd his Hand
at me, and knit his Brow fo 1 thought h@

v^oa'd have ftruck me.

Mrs. Bev. O Miferable ! But wliat faid he^

yarvis ? Or was he lilent all Night ?

Jar. At Day-break he ftarted from the Bed,

and looking wildly at me, afk'd who I was.

I told him, and bid him be of Comfort— Be-

gone old Wretch, fays he— I have fworn never

to know Comfort— My Wife ! my Child ! mj
Siller ! I have undone 'em all, and will know no

Comfort — - Then letting go his Hold, and falling

upon his Knees, he imprecated Curfes upon him-
self.

Mrs. Bev. This is too horrible ! —But vou did

not leave him fo ?

Cha. No, I am fure he did not.

Jar, I had not the Heart, Madam. By De-
'grees I brought him to himfeif. A Shower of

Tears came to his Relief; and then he call'd me
fcis kindeft Friend, and begg'd Forgivenefs of me
like a Child— I was a Child too, when he begg'd

Forgivenefs of me. My Heart tlirobb'd fo, I

could not fpeak to him. He turn'd from me for a

- ^ . Minute
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Minute or two, and fuppreffing a few bitter Sighs,

enquir'd after his wretched Family—-Wretched
was his Word, Madam— - Afk'd how you bore

the Mifery of laft Night— If you had Goodnefs

enough to fee him in Prifon— And then begg'd

me to haften to you. I told him he muft be

more himfelf firft— He promis'd me he wou'd ;

and bating a few fullen Intervals, he became
compos'd and eafy— And then I left him; but

not without an Attendant— A Servant in the Pri-

fon, whom I hir'd to wait upon him---'Tis an

Hour fince we parted— I was prevented in my
Hafte to be the Meffenger of Joy t'you.

Mrs. Bev, What a Tale is this ?— But we have

flaid too long— A Coach is needlefs.

Cba. Hark ! I hear one at the Door.

yar. And Lucy comes to tell us— We'll away
this Moment.

Mrs. Bev, To comfort him or die with him.

[_Exeu?tf,

SCENE changes to StukelyV Lodgings.

Enter Stukely, Bates and Dav/fon.

Stu, Here's prefumptlve Evidence at leaft -—

or if we want more, why, we muft fwear more.

But all unwillingly— We gain Credit by Relud-

ance— I have told you how to proceed. Beverley

muft die—We hunt him in View now, and

muft not flacken in the Chace. 'Tis either Death

for Him, or Shame and Punifliment for Us. Think

of that, and remember your Inftrud-ions— You,

Bates, muft to the Prifon immediately. I wou'd
be

A .-Y-



The G A JVt :g,S T E R. 73a jtv;

be there but a few Minutes before vou. And yoa,

JDawfon, muH follow in a few Minutes .after. So
'

here we divide But anfwer me ; are you

refolv'd upon this Bufinefs like Men ?

Bdes. Like Villains rather—But you miy de-

pend upon us.

Stu, Like what we are then—-You make no

Anfwer, Dawfin— Compafiion, I iuppofe, has

ftizM you.'

Daw. No ; I have diiclaim'd it—My Anfwer

is jB^z/t'j'S" -You may depend upon me.

Sfu. Confider the Reward ! Riches and Secu-

rity! I have fworn to divide with you to the lalt

Shilling—So heie we feparate 'till we meet in Pri-

fon Remember your In llrations and be

Mcn> (Exeunt:

SCENE changes to a Pri/oit.

Beverley is di]cover d Jitting. Jlfter a p^ort

Taufe hejlarts up, and comesforward.

Bev. Why, there's an End then. ! have judged

deliberately, and the Refult is D^ath. How the

Self-Murderer's Account may (land, 1 kiiow nat.

But this I know—the Load of batefal Life op-

preiTes me too much— The Horrors of my Soul

are more than 1 can bear

—

(Offers to kneel) Fa-

ther of Mercy! Lcannot pray— Delpair has

laid his iron H^-nd upon me, and fcal'd me for

Perdition—Confcience.'Confcience! thy Clamours

are too loud— -Here's that fliall filence thee.

(Takes a Vial out of his Pocket, and locks at it.)

Thou art mofl: fiiendly to the Miferab'e. Come
then, thou Cordial for lick Minds Come

L to
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to my Heart. (Drinks.) O, that the Grave
wou'd bury Memory as well as Body ! For if the

Soul fees and feels the Sufferings of thofe dear

Ones it leaves behind, the Everlafting has no Ven-
geance to torment it deeper 1']] think no
more on't Refleciion comes too late

Once '"there vi^as a Time for't— but now 'tis paft.

Who's there?

Enter Jarvis.

Jar. One that hop'd to fee you with better

Looks -Why d'you turn fo from me ? I have

brought Comfort with me——And fee who comes

to,2;ive it welcome.

Bev. My Wife and Sifter! Why, 'tis but one

Pang then, and farewel World. (Afide.

Enter Mri. Beverley and Charlotte.

Mrs. Bev. Where is he ? (Runs and embraces

him) O I have him 1 I have him ! And now they

fliall never part us more—I have News, Love, to

make you happy for ever.—-But don't look coldly

on me.

Char, How is it, Brother ?

Mrs. Bev. Alas! he hears us not-—-Speak to

me, Love. I have no Heart to fee you thus.

Bcv. Nor I to hear the Senfe of fo much
Shame —This is a fad Place.

Mrs. B.e^j. We come to take you from it. To
' tell you that the World goes well again. That
l^rovidence has feen our Sorrows, and fent the

Means to heal 'em Yoqr Uncle dy'd Yefterday.

Bev. Mv Uncle!—-:No, do not fay fo— O ! I

^m fick at H^art

!

. I Mrs. BcV,
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Mrs. Bev, Indeed ! ^ I meant to bring you

Comfort.

Bev. Tell me he lives then—^^—If you wou'd

give me Comfort, tell me he lives.

Mrs. Bev. And if I did -I have no Power

to raife the Dead—He dy'd Yeflerday.

Bev. And I am Heir to him ?

Jar. To his whole Eft ate. Sir—But bear it

patiently—pray bear it patiently.

Bev. Well, well— [Paufing) Why, Fame fays

I am rich then ?

Mrs. Bev. And truly fo—Why do you look fo

wildly ?

Bev. Do I ? The News was unexpected. But

has he left me all ?

^ar. All, all. Sir—-He cou'd not leave it frotn

Bev. I m forry for it.

Cha. Sorry ! Why forry ?

Biv. Your Uncle's dead, Charlotte.

Char. Peace be with his Soul then—Is it fo

terrible that an old Man (hould die ?

Bev. Hefhou'd have been immortal.

Mrs. Bev. Heaven knows I wifh'd not for his

Death* 'Twas the Will of Providence that he
fhou'd die—Why are you difturb'd fo ?

Bev. Has Death no Terrors in it?

Mrs. Bev. Not an old Man*s Death. Ye^ if it

troubles you, I wifh him living.

Bev. And I, with all my Heart*

Char. Why, what's the Matter?

Bev. Nothing—How heard you of his Death?

Mrs. Bev. His Steward came Erprefs. Wou'd
I had never known it

!

.La Bev,
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St"U. Or ha'd heard it one Day fooner-Tt^For

Ihavc a T.ile to tell, fliall turn you .into' Stone ';

of if the Power ot Speech remain, you fliall

kneel, dovvn and cn'Te me.

Wcs,BiV.. Alas! What Tale is this? And why-

are we to cuffe you ? I'll blefs you for ever.

Btv. No ; I have d'eferv'd no BlefTing^, The
World holds not fiich another Wretch. All this

large Fortune, this, fecond Bounty of Heaven,

that might hpve heal'd our Sorrow?^ and latisFy'd

our. utmoft Hopes, Ixi a curs'd Hour I fold laft

'Nis^ht.
'

'

'

Char. So\d ! How fc Id

!

M*"?. Bev. impolTible !' It cannot be !

Bev. Tha*- Devil Stukely, with all Hell to aid

him, tempted me to the Deed. To pay falfe-
'

Deh's of Honour, and to redeem pail: Errors, I

fo'.d the ReveiTion Sold it for a fcanty Sum,
and loft it among. Villains.

Char. Why, fare^-el allth'env

Bei:. Liberty and Life Come, kneel and

curie me.

Mrs. BciK Then hear me Fleaven ! \Kneeh)

Look down with Mercy on his Sorrows! Give

Softnefs to his Looks, and Quiet to his Heart 1

Take from his Memory the Senfe of what h paft,

and cure him of Delpair ! On Me! on Me ! if

Miferv muft be the Lot of cither, multiply Mis-

fortunes! I'll be r 'em patiently, fo He is happy!

Thefe H.inds fliail toil tor his Support! Thefe

Ey o h- lif ed up f':;r hourly Bleffines on him! And
Lverv Ou^y of a fond and faithful Wife be doubly

d<-.n'* 'o cheer and Comfort him ! So hear

iiiC ! So reward me! (R'i/eT,

Bcv.
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' iBev. I woa'd kneel too, bat that offended,

Heaven wou'd turn my Prayers into Curfes.

What have I to aik for ? I who have {hook Hands
with Hope ? Is it for Length of Days that I ihoifd

kneel ? No ; My Time is limited. Or is it for

this World's Eleffings upon You and Yours? To
pour out my Heart in Wifhes for a ruin'd Wife,

a Child and Sifter? O! no! For I have done a

Deed to make Life horrible t'you.

—

—
Mrs. Bev. Why horrible ? Is Poverty fo hor-

ible? The real Wants of Life are few. A
little Induftry will fupply 'em all—And Chcar-

fulncfs will follow It is the Privilege of honcfl

Induftry, and we'll enjoy it fully.

Bev. Never, never O, I have told you but

in Part. The irrevocable Deed is done.

Mrs. Bev. What Deed ? And why do you
look fo at me ?

Bev. A Deed that dooms my Spul to Venp-e-

ance That feals Your Mifery here, and Mine
herrafter.

Mrs. Bev. No,' no ; You have a Heart too

-good for't Alas! he raves, Charlotte His
Looks too terrify me—Speak Comfort to him-—
He can have done no Deed of Wicked nefs.

Char. And yet I fe^r the v/orft

—

•—What is it,.

Brother ?

Bev. A Deed of Horror.

Jar. Aflc him no Que /lion?, Madam— This
laft Misfortune has hurt his Brain. A little Time-
will give him Patience.

'Rnter Stukely.

. Bev, Why is this Villain here ?

^tu. To givt;\ou Liberty and Sar3!y. There,

Madam'S'
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Madam's his Difcharge. (Giving a Paper to Mrs.
Beverley) Let him fly this Moment. The Arreft

Jaft Night was meant in Friendship > but came
too late.

Char. What mean you, Sir ?

Stu,' The Arreft was too late, I fay ; I wou'd
have kept hb Hands from Blood, but was too late*

Mrs. Bev. His Hands from Blood!——Whofe
Blood? O, Wretch! Wretch!

Stu. From Leivlons Blood.

Char. No, Villain 1 Yet what of Lewfon ?

Speak quickly.

Stu. You are ignorant then! I thought I heard

the Murderer at Confeffion.

Char. What Murderer ?—-And M'ho is mur-
der'd ? Not Lewfin ?----Say he lives, and I'll kneel

and wor(l:i!p you.

Stu. In Pity, fo I wou'd ; but that the Tongues
of all cry Murder. I came in Pity, not in Malicej

to fave the Brother, not kill the Sifter. Your
Lewfon^ dead.

Char. O horrible 1—Why who has kill'd him ?

And yet it cannot be. What Crime hadHecom-
mitted that he fliou'd die ? Villain ! he lives ! he

lives! and iQiall revenge thefe Pangs.

Mrs. Bev. Patience, fweet Charlotte I

Char. O, tis too much for Patience

!

Mrs. Bev. He comes in Pity, he fays. O ! ex-

ecrable Villain ! The Friend is kill'd then, and
this the Murderer ?

Bev- Silence, 1 charge you Pioceed, Sir.

Stu. No. Juflice may ftop the Tale—and

here's an Evidence,

Enter



^T/^^ G A M E S T E R. 79

Enter Bates,

Bates, The News, I fee has reach'd you. But

take Comfort, Madam. {I'd Char.) There's one

Without enquiring for you

—

Go to him and lofe

Eo Time.
Char. O Mifery ! Mifery ! {Exit,

Mrs. Bev. Follow her, yarvls. If it be true

that Lewfon\ dead, her Grief may kill her.

Bates. Jarvis mufl (lay here. Madam. I have

fome Qiieftions for him.

Stu. Rather let hira fly. His Evidence may
crufh his Mafter.

Bev. Why ay; this looks like Management.
Bates, He found you quarrelling with Lewfon

in the Street lafl Night. [To Bev*

Mrs. Bev. No ; I am fure he did not.

Jar. Or if I did

Mrs. Bev, 'Tis falfe, old Man—They had no
Quarrel 5 there was no Caufe for Quarrel.

^ Bev. Let him proceed, I fay—O ! I am fick !

fick !——Reach me a Chair. (He fits down,

Mrs. Bev. You droop, and tremble, Love.

—

Your Eyes are fixt too^—Yet You are innocent.

If Lew/on^ dead. You kill'd him not.

Enter Dawfon.
Sti/. Who fent for Dawfon f

Bates. 'Twas I^~We have a Witncfs too, you
little think of—rWid^out there!

Stu. What Wicnefs ?

Bates. A right one. Look at him.

Enter Lewfon and Charlotte.

§tu, LewJonX O Villains! Villains!

(To Bates i3,;^/i Dawfon,

Mrs. B^r.
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Mrs. Bev. Rifen from the Dead ! Why, this

is unexped:ed Happinefs !

Char. Or is't his Ghoft ? {^o Stukely) That
Sight wo'-i'd pleaie you, Sir.

J^r.What Rrddle's this?

Bev. Ee quick and tell it My Minutes are

but few.

Mrs. Bcn). Alas 1 why io ? You iliall live long

and happily

Le'iv. While Shame and PunilLment (hall rack

that Viper {Pointing fi^StukelyjTheTale 13 (liort—

I was too bufy in his Secrets, and therefore

doom'd to die. Bates ^ to prevent the Murder,

undertook it—I kept aloof to give it Credit

—

Char. And gave Me Pangs unutterable.

hiw. I felt 'em all, and v/cu'd have told you— But Vengeance wanted ripening. The Vil-

lain's Scheme was but half executed. The Arreft

by Dawfon follow'd the fuppos'd Murder—And
nov/, depending on his once wricked Affociates,

he comes to fix the Guilt on Beverley.

Mrs. Bev. O 1 execrable Wretch !

Bates. Dawfo^ d.nd I are Witneffes ofthis.

Lew. And of a thoufand Frauds. His For-

tune ruin'd by Sharpers and fa fe Dice; and

Stzikeiy fole Contriver and Poffjfil.r of all.

Daw. Had he but ftopt on this Side Murder,

'we had- been Villains ftill.

- Mrs. Bev. Thus Heaven turns Evil intxD

Good ; and by permitting Sin, warns Men to

Virtue.

Lew. Yet punidies the Inflrument. So {Iiall

our Laws; tho' not with Death. But. Death

.'W'erC::Mercy. Shame, Ueggary, and Imprifin-

. 7/d /:: „ mer.t.
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ment, unpity'd Mifery, the Stings of Confcience,
and the Curfes of Mankind ihall make Life hate-

ful to him——till at laft, his own Hand end
him——How does my Friend ? (To Bev.

Bev. Why, well. Who's he that afks mc ?

Mrs. Bev. 'Tis Lew/on, Love -Why do
you look fo at him ?

Bev. They told me he was murdered. {Wildly,

Mrs. Bev. Ay ; but he lives to fave us.

Bev^ Lend me your Hand——The Room turns

round.

Mrs. Bev. O Heaven!
Lew. This Villain here, diflurbs him. Re-

move him from his Sight And for your

Lives, fee that you guard him. (Stukely is taken

off by Dawfon ^W Bates.) How is it. Sir ?

Bev. 'Tis here—and here. {Pointing to hisHead
and Heart.) And now it tears me !

Mrs. Bev. You feel convuls'd too—What is't

difturbs you ?

Lew. This fudden Turn of Joy perhaps—

-

He wants Reft too——Laft Night was dreadful to

him. His Brain is giddy.

Char. Ay, never to be cur'd Why, Bro-

ther 1 O \ I fear I I fear 1

Mrs. Bev. Preferve him. Heaven 1—My Love !

my Life ! look at me ! How his Eyes flame I

Bev. A Furnace rages in this Heart—-I have

been too hafty.

Mrs. Bev. Indeed 1—-O me 1 Ovnt I—Help,

Jarvis ! Fly, fly for Help ! Your Mafter dies

elfe—Weep not but fly ! {Ex, Jar.) What is this

hafty Deed ? Yet do not anfwer me My
Fears have guefs'd'it.

Bev
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Bev. Call back the MuTenger—

—
'Tis not m

Medicine's Power to help me.

Mrs. Bev. Is it then fo ?

Bev. Down, reAIels Fiames !— {Laying kis

Hand en bis Heart) down to your native HelU—
There yoa (liall rack me——O ! for a Paufe from
P.in \

Mis. Benj. Help Charlotte ! Support him, Sir !

{'To Lewfon) 1 his is a killing Sight

!

Bev. That Pang was welj——It has numb'd my
Sen fes,—-Where's my Wife ?-—Can you forgive

me. Love ?

M\-z. Bev. Alas! for what ?

Bev. {Starting again) And there's another

Fang—"Now all is quiet—WHl you forgive me ?

Mrs. Bev. 1 wii!---Tell mc for what?

BeV' For meanly dying.

Mrs. Bev. No—do not fay It.

Bev. As trrily as my Soul niufl anfwer it

—

Hud Jarvis ftaid this Morning, all had been well.

Bat prefs'd by Shame—pent in a Prifon tor-

mented w'th my Pangs for You-^—driven to Dcf-

pair and Kladnefs— I took the Advantage of his

-Abferce, conupted the poor Wretch he left t©

.guard me, apci- fwallow'd Foilon.

Mrj. Ba 0\ fatal Detd I

• Char. Diecdfnl and cmel !

Bev. Av, mod accurs'd-—And now! go tomy
Account^. Thi- Rtll trom Pain brings Death

;
yet

'r s Heavei^i^, Kindnef> to me. I wiih'd for Eafe,

a Moment's Eaic, ilTat cool Repentance and Con-
tiition mii^ht foftcn' VLMi<T"ance—Bend me, and

let fne knceh {Thex lift him frofn his Chair and

J^pport him on leis Kncei) I'ii pyay for You too'.

' Thou
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Thou Power that mad' ft me, hear me ! If for a

Life of Frailty, and this too hafty Deed of Death,

thy Jaiiice dooms me, here I acquit the Sentence.

But if, enthron'd in Mercy where thou fit'fl, thy

Pity has beheld me, lend nie a Gleam of Hopej
that in thefe laft and bitter Moments my Soul

may tafte of Comfort ! And for thefe Mourners
here, O ! let their Lives be peacefu.l, and their

Deaths happy ! Now raife me,

(Ihey lift him to the Chair,

Mrs. Bev. Reftore him, Heaven !, Stretch forth

thy Arm omnipotent, and fnatch him from the

Gravel—O fave him ! favehim!

Bev. Alas! that Prayer is fiuitlefs. Already Death
has feiz'd me—Yet fleaven is gracious— I aik'd

for Hope, ss the bright Prefage of Forgivenefs,

and like a Light, blazing thro' Darknefs, it came
and chear'd me—^*Twas all I liv'd for, and now
Idle.

Mrs. Bev. Not yet !—Not yet !—Stay but a
little and Fil die too.

Bev. No; live I charge you. We have a

Jittle One. Tho' I have left him. You will not

leave him.-—To Lewfon^ Kindneis I bequeath

him—Is not this Charlotte ? We have liv'd in

Love, tho' I have wrong'd you—Can you forgive

me, Charlotte ?

Char. Forgive you I—O my poor Brother!

Bev. Lend me your Hand, Love— fo—raife

me—No—'twill not he—My Life is finifh'd

—

O ! for a few fliort Moments ! to tell you how my
Heart bleeds for you—That even now, thus dying

as I am, dubious and fearful of Hereafter, my bo-

fom Pang is for Yoar Miferics. Support her

Heaven !
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Heavefi ! And now I go O, Mercy'"!'

Mercy 1 {Dies,

Lew. Then all is over How is it, Ma-
dam ? My poor Charktte too !

"Enter Jarvis.

^ar. How does my Mafter, Madam ? Here's

Help at Hand Am I too late then ?

[Senng Beverley.

Char,. Tears ! Tears ! Why fall you not ? •

O wrctcked Sifter ! Speak to her, Lewfon--^

Her Grief is fpeechlefs.

Lew. Remove her from this Sight Go to

her, Jarvis Lead and fupport her. Sorrow

like Hers forbids Complaint Words are for

lighter Griefs——Some miniftring Angel bring her

Peace ! (Jar. and Char, lead her off.

And Thou, poor breathlefs Corps, may thy depart-

ed Soul have found the Reft it pray'd for ! Save

but one Error, and this laft fatal Deed, thy Life

was lovely. Let frailer Minds take Warning 5

and from Example learn, that Want ofPrudence

is Want of Virtue,

Follies, if iincontrourd, of every Kind^

Grow into Pajfions,' andfubdue the Mind ;

With Senfe and Heafon hold fuperior Strife,

And cofKi'uer Honour^ Nature, Fame and Life^

FINIS.
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