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SHE STOOPSTO CONQUER;
OR,

THEMISTAKES
OFA NIGHT.

A COMEDY.
by

Oliver Goldsmith

ToSAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D.

Dear Sir,—By inscribing thisdlight performancetoyou, | do
not mean so much to compliment you asmysdlf. It may do me
somehonour toinformthepublic, that | havelived many years
inintimacy withyou. It may servetheinterestsof mankind aso
toinformthem, that the greatest wit may befound inacharac-
ter, without impairing themost unaffected piety.

| have, particularly, reason to thank you for your partiaity to
thisperformance. Theundertaking acomedy not merely senti-
mental was very dangerous; and Mr. Colman, who saw this
pieceinitsvariousstages, awaysthought it 0. However, | ven-
tured to trust it to the public; and, though it was necessarily
delayedtill lateinthe season, | haveevery reasonto begrateful.

| am, dear Sir, your most sincerefriend and admirer,

OLIVERGOLDSMITH.
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PROLOGUE, BY DAVID GARRICK, ESQ.

Enter Mr. Woodward, dressed in black, and holding ahand-
kerchief tohiseyes.

Excuse me, sirs, | pray—I can't yet speak—I’'m crying
now—and have beendl theweek. “’ Tisnot a onethismourn-
ingsuit,” good masters. “I’ vethat within”—for whichthereare
no plasters! Pray, would you know thereasonwhy I’ m cry-
ing? The Comic Muse, long sick, isnow a-dying! Andif she
goes, my tearswill never stop; For asaplayer, | can't squeeze
out onedrop: | amundone, that’sall—shall lose my bread—
I’ d rather, but that’ snothing—Il ose my head. When the sweet
maidislaid uponthebier, Shuter and| shal bechief mourners
here. To her amawkish drab of spuriousbreed, Who dealsin
sentimentals, will succeed! Poor Ned and | are dead to all
intents; We can as soon speak Greek as sentiments! Both ner-
vous grown, to keep our spirits up. We now and then take
down ahearty cup. What shall wedo?1f Comedy forsakeus,
They’ Il turn usout, and no onee sewill take us. But why can't
| be moral >—L et metry—My heart thus pressing—fixed my

face and eye—With asententious|ook, that nothing means,
(Facesareblocksin sentimental scenes) Thus| begin: “Allis
not gold that glitters, “Pleasure seems sweet, but provesa
glass of bitters. “When Ignorance enters, Folly isat hand:
“Learning isbetter far than houseand land. “ L et not your vir-
tuetrip; whotripsmay sumble, “ Andvirtueisnot virtue, if she
tumble”

| giveit up—moraswon't do for me; Tomakeyoulaugh, |
must play tragedy. One hope remains—hearing themaid was
ill, A Doctor comesthisnight to show hisskill. To cheer her
heart, and give your musclesmotion, He, in Five Draughts
prepar’ d, presentsapotion: A kind of magic charm—for be
assur’ d, If youwill swallow it, themaidiscur’ d: But desper-
ate the Doctor, and her caseis, If you reject the dose, and
makewry faces! Thistruth he boasts, will boast it while he
lives, No poisonousdrugsaremixed inwhat he gives. Should
he succeed, you' |l givehim hisdegree; If not, within hewill
receiveno fee! The Collegeyou, must his pretensionsback,
Pronounce him Regular, or dub him Quack.
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ACT THE FIRST.

SCENE—A Chamber in an old-fashioned House.

Enter MRS HARDCASTLE and MR. HARDCASTLE.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. | vow, Mr. Hardcastle, you' revery
particular. Isthereacreaturein thewholecountry but ourselves,
that does not take atrip to town now and then, to rub off the
rust alittle? There' sthetwo MissHoggs, and our neighbour
Mrs. Grigsby, gototakeamonth’spolishing every winter.

HARDCASTLE. Ay, and bring back vanity and affectation
to last them the whole year. | wonder why L ondon cannot
keepitsownfoolsat home! Inmy time, thefolliesof thetown
crept dowly among us, but now they travel faster than astage-
coach. Itsfopperies come down not only asinside passen-
gers, butinthevery basket.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Ay, your timeswerefinetimesin-
deed; you have beentelling us of them for many along year.

Hereweliveinanold rumbling mansion, that looksfor al the
world likeaninn, but that we never see company. Our best
visitors are old Mrs. Oddfish, the curate’'s wife, and little
Cripplegate, thelame dancing-master; and all our entertain-
ment your old stories of Prince Eugene and the Duke of
Marlborough. I hate such ol d-fashioned trumpery.

HARDCASTLE. Andl loveit. | loveeverything that’sold:
oldfriends, oldtimes, old manners, old books, oldwine; and |
believe, Dorothy (taking her hand), you’'ll own | have been
pretty fond of anoldwife.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Lord, Mr. Hardcastle, you'refor
ever a your Dorothysand your old wifes. Youmay beaDarby,
but I’ [l be no Joan, | promiseyou. I’'m not so old asyou'd
makeme, by morethan onegood year. Add twenty to twenty,
and makemoney of that.

HARDCASTLE. Let mesee; twenty added to twenty makes
just fifty and seven.
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MRS. HARDCASTLE. It'sfalse, Mr. Hardcastle; | was
but twenty when | was brought to bed of Tony, that | had by
Mr. Lumpkin, my first husband; and he'snot cometo yearsof
discretion yet.

HARDCASTLE. Nor ever will, | dareanswer for him. Ay,
you havetaught himfinely.

MRS.HARDCASTL E. Nomatter. Tony Lumpkinhasagood
fortune. My sonisnot toliveby hislearning. | don’t think aboy
wantsmuch learning to spend fifteen hundred ayear.

HARDCASTLE. Learning, quothal amere composition of
tricksand mischief.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Humour, my dear; nothing but
humour. Come, Mr. Hardcastle, you must allow the boy a
littlehumour.

HARDCASTLE. I’ d sooner dlow himahorse-pond. If burn-
ing thefootmen’ s shoes, frightening the maids, and worrying

thekittens be humour, he hasit. It wasbut yesterday hefas-
tened my wig to the back of my chair, and when | went to
make abow, | popt my bald head in Mrs. Frizzle' sface.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Andam| to blame? The poor boy
wasawaystoo sickly to do any good. A school would behis
death. When he comesto bealittle stronger, who knowswhat
ayear or two'sLatin may do for him?

HARDCASTLE. Latinfor him! A cat andfiddle. No, no; the
aehouseand the stable arethe only schoolshe'll ever goto.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Well, we must not snub the poor
boy now, for | believe we shan’t have him long among us.

Anybody that looksin hisface may seehe’ sconsumptive.

HARDCASTLE. Ay, if growing too fat be oneof the symp-
toms.

MRS.HARDCASTL E. He coughs sometimes.
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HARDCASTLE. Yes, when hisliquor goesthewrong way.
MRS.HARDCASTLE. I'mactually afraid of hislungs.
HARDCASTLE. Andtruly soaml; for he sometimeswhoops
like a speaking trumpet—(Tony hallooing behind the
scenes)—O, therehe goes—avery consumptivefigure, truly.
Enter TONY, crossing the stage.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Tony, where are you going, my
charmer?Won't you give papaand | alittle of your company,
lovee?

TONY . I’min haste, mother; | cannot stay.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. You shan’'t venture out this raw
evening, my dear; youlook most shockingly.

TONY. | can't stay, | tell you. The Three Pigeonsexpectsme
down every moment. There’' ssomefun going forward.

HARDCASTLE. Ay; thedehouse, theold place: | thought so.
MRS.HARDCASTLE. A low, paltry set of fellows.

TONY. Not solow, neither. There's Dick Mugginsthe ex-
ciseman, Jack Slang the horse doctor, Little Aminadab that
grindsthe music box, and Tom Twist that spinsthe pewter

platter.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Pray, my dear, disappoint them for
onenight at least.

TONY. Asfor disgppointing them, | should not somuch mind,
but | can’t abideto disappoint mysalf.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (detaining him.) You shan’t go.

TONY. [ will, I tdl you.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. | say youshan't.
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TONY.WE Il seewhichisstrongest, you or |. [Exit, hauling
her out.]

HARDCASTLE. (solus.) Ay, theregoesapair that only spoil
each other. Butisnot thewholeageinacombinationtodrive
senseand discretion out of doors? There'smy pretty darling
Kate! thefashionsof thetimeshaveamost infected her too.
By living ayear or two intown, sheisasfond of gauze and
French frippery asthe best of them.

Enter MISSHARDCASTLE.

HARDCASTLE. Blessingson my pretty innocence! drest
out asusua, my Kate. Goodness! What aquantity of super-
fluoussilk hast thou got about thee, girl! | could never teach
thefoolsof thisage, that theindigent world could be clothed
out of thetrimmingsof thevain.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Youknow our agreement, Sir. You
alow methemorningto receiveand pay vidits, andtodressin
my own manner; andintheevening | put on my housewife's

dressto pleaseyou.

HARDCASTLE. Well, remember, | insist on theterms of
our agreement; and, by thebye, | believel shall haveoccasion
totry your obediencethisvery evening.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | protest, sir, | don’t comprehend
your meaning.

HARDCASTLE. Thentobeplainwithyou, Kate, | expect
theyoung gentleman | have chosen to beyour husband from
townthisvery day. | have hisfather’sletter, inwhich hein-
formsmehissonisset out, and that heintendsto follow him-
sdf shortly efter.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Indeed! | wish | had known some-
thing of thisbefore. Blessme, how shall | behave?1t’ sathou-
sandtoonel shan’t like him; our meeting will be soformal,
and so likeathing of business, that | shall find no room for
friendship or esteem.
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HARDCASTL E. Depend uponit, child, I'll never control your
choice; but Mr. Marlow, whom | have pitched upon, istheson
of my oldfriend, Sr CharlesMarlow, of whomyou haveheard
metalk so often. Theyoung gentleman hasbeen bred ascholar,
andisdesignedfor anemploymentintheserviceof hiscountry.
| amtold he’'saman of an excellent understanding.
MISSHARDCASTLE. Ishe?

HARDCASTLE. Very generous.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | believel shdl likehim.
HARDCASTLE. Youngand brave.
MISSHARDCASTLE. I'msurel shal likehim.

HARDCASTLE. Andvery handsome.

MISSHARDCASTLE. My dear papa, say no more, (kiss-
ing hishand), he' smine; I'll havehim.

10

HARDCASTLE. And, to crown all, Kate, he’'sone of the
most bashful and reserved young fellowsinal theworld.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Eh! you have frozen meto death
again. That word RESERVED hasundoneall therest of his
accomplishments. A reserved lover, itissaid, awaysmakesa
suspicious husband.

HARDCASTL E. Onthecontrary, modesty seldom resides
inabreast that isnot enriched with nobler virtues. It wasthe
very featurein hischaracter that first struck me.

MISSHARDCASTLE. He must have more striking fea-
turesto catch me, | promiseyou. However, if hebe soyoung,
s0 handsome, and so everything asyou mention, | believehe'll
dodill. I think I’ll havehim.

HARDCASTLE. Ay, Kate, but thereisstill anobstacle. It's
morethan an even wager hemay not haveyou.

MISSHARDCASTLE. My dear papa, why will you mor-
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tify oneso?—Well, if herefuses, instead of breaking my heart
a hisindifference, I ll only break my glassfor itsflattery, set
my cap to some newer fashion, and look out for someless
difficult admirer.

HARDCASTLE. Bravely resolved! Inthemeantimel’ll go
preparethe servantsfor hisreception: aswe seldom see com-
pany, they want asmuch training asacompany of recruitsthe
first day’smuster. [Exit.]

MISSHARDCASTLE. (Alone). Lud, thisnewsof papa's
putsmeadl inaflutter. Young, handsome: these heput last; but
| put them foremost. Sensible, good-natured; | likeall that.
But then reserved and sheepish; that’smuch against him. Yet
can't hebecured of histimidity, by being taught to be proud of
hiswife?Yes, and can't —But | vow I’ m disposing of the
husband before| have secured thelover.

Enter MISSNEVILLE.

MISSHARDCASTLE. I’'mgladyou recome, Neville, my
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dear. Tell me, Constance, how do| look thisevening?Isthere
anything whimsical about me?1sit one of my well-looking
days, child? Am| infaceto-day?

MISSNEVILLE. Perfectly, my dear. Yet now | look again—
bless mel—sure no accident has happened among the canary
birdsor thegoldfishes. Hasyour brother or the cat been med-
dliing?or hasthelast novel beentoo moving?
MISSHARDCASTLE. No; nothing of al this. | have been
threatened—I can scarce get it out—I have been threatened
withalover.

MISSNEVILLE. Andhisname—
MISSHARDCASTLE. IsMarlow.

MISSNEVILLE. Indeed!

MISSHARDCASTLE. Thesonof Sir CharlesMarlow.
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MISSNEVILLE. Asl live, themost intimatefriend of Mr.
Hastings, my admirer. They arenever asunder. | believeyou
must have seen himwhenwelivedintown.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Never.

MISSNEVILLE. He' savery singular character, | assure
you. Amongwomen of reputation and virtueheisthemodestest
man dive; but hisacquaintancegivehimavery different char-
acter among creatures of another stamp: you understand me.

MISSHARDCASTLE. An odd character indeed. | shall
never be ableto manage him. What shall | do? Pshaw, think
no moreof him, but trust to occurrencesfor success. But how
goesonyour own affair, my dear? has my mother been court-
ing you for my brother Tony asusua?

MISSNEVILLE. I havejust comefrom oneof our agreegble
tete-a-tetes. She hasbeen saying ahundred tender things, and
Setting off her pretty monster asthevery pink of perfection.

12

MISSHARDCASTLE. And her partiality issuch, that she
actudly thinkshim so. A fortunelikeyoursisno small tempta
tion. Besides, as she hasthe sole management of it, I’ m not
surprised to seeher unwillingtolet it go out of thefamily.

MISSNEVILLE. A fortunelikemine, which chiefly congsts
injewels, isno such mighty temptation. But at any rate, if my
dear Hastings be but constant, | make no doubt to betoo hard
for her at last. However, | let her supposethat | aminlove
with her son; and she never once dreamsthat my affections
arefixed upon another.

MISSHARDCASTLE. My good brother holdsout stoutly.
| could amost lovehim for hating you so.

MISSNEVILLE. Itisagood-natured creature at bottom,
and I’ m surewould wish to see me married to anybody but
himsdlf. But my aunt’sbell ringsfor our afternoon’ swalk round
theimprovements. Allons! Courageisnecessary, asour af-
farsarecritical.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. “Wouldit werebed-time, and dl were
well.” [Exeunt.]

SCENE—AnN Alehouse Room. Several shabby Fellows
with punch and tobacco. TONY at the head of the table,
a little higher than the rest, a mallet in his hand.

OMNES. Hurrea! hurreal hurreal bravo!

FIRST FEL L OW Now, gentlemen, silencefor asong. The
‘squireisgoing to knock himself downfor asong.

OMNES. Ay, asong, asong!

TONY. Then!’ll sngyou, gentlemen, asong | madeuponthis
alehouse, the Three Pigeons.

13

SONG.

L et schoolmasterspuzzletheir brain

With grammar, and nonsense, and learning,
Good liquor, | stoutly maintain,
Givesgenusabetter discerning.

L et them brag of their heathenish gods,

Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygians,
Ther Quis, and their Quaes, and their Quods,
They'redll but aparcel of Pigeons.

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll.

When methodi st preachers come down,
A-preachingthat drinkingissinful,

I’ll wager therascalsacrown,

They aways preach best withaskinful.

But when you come down with your pence,
For adiceof their scurvy religion,

I’ll leaveittoal men of sense,

But you, my good friend, arethe Pigeon.
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll.
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Then come, put thejorum about,

Andlet usbe merry and clever,

Our heartsand our liquorsare stout,

Here'sthe Three Jolly Pigeonsfor ever.

L et some cry up woodcock or hare,

Your bustards, your ducks, and your widgeons;
But of al thegaybirdsintheair,
Here'sahedthtothe Three Jolly Pigeons.
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll.

OMNES. Bravo, bravo!

FIRST FELLOW. The*squirehasgot spunk in him.

SECOND FELLOW. | lovesto hear him sing, bekeayshe
never givesusnothing that’slow.

THIRD FELLOW. O damn anything that’slow, | cannot
bear it.
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FOURTH FEL L OW. Thegented thing isthegenteel thing
any time: if so bethat agentleman beesin aconcatenation
accordingly.

THIRD FELLOW. 1 likesthemaxum of it, Master Muggins.
What, though | am obligated to dance abear, aman may bea
gentlemanfor al that. May thisbemy poison, if my bear ever
dancesbut to thevery genteelest of tunes; “Water Parted,” or
“TheminuetinAriadne.”

SECOND FEL L OW.What apity itisthe‘squireisnot come
to hisown. It would bewell for all the publicanswithinten
milesround of him.

TONY . Ecod, and soit would, Master Slang. I’ d then show
what it wasto keep choice of company.

SECOND FELLOW. O hetakes after his own father for
that. To besureold* Squire Lumpkin wasthefinest gentleman
| ever set my eyeson. For winding the straight horn, or beating
athicket for ahare, or awench, henever had hisfellow. It was
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asayinginthe place, that he kept the best horses, dogs, and
girls, inthewholecounty.

TONY. . Ecod, andwhen!’mof age, I'll beno bastard, | prom-
iseyou. | havebeen thinking of Bet Bouncer andthemiller’s
grey mareto beginwith. But come, my boys, drink about and
bemerry, for you pay no reckoning. Well, Stingo, what’sthe
meatter?

Enter Landlord.

LANDL ORD. There betwo gentlemen in apost-chaise at
thedoor. They havelost their way upo’ theforest; and they
aretaking something about Mr. Hardcastle.

TONY. Assureascan be, oneof them must bethe gentleman
that’s coming down to court my sister. Do they seemto be
Londoners?

LANDLORD. | believethey may. They look woundily like
Frenchmen.
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TONY. Thendesirethemto step thisway, and I’ [ set them
rightinatwinkling. (Exit Landlord.) Gentlemen, asthey mayn't
be good enough company for you, step down for amoment,
and!’ll bewithyouinthe squeezing of alemon. [ Exeunt mob.]

TONY.. (solus). Father-in-law hasbeen callingmewhelpand
hound thishalf year. Now, if | pleased, | could be so revenged
upon the old grumbletonian. But then I’ m afraid—afraid of
what?1 shall soon beworthfifteen hundred ayear, andlet him
frighten meout of that if he can.

Enter Landlord, conducting MARLOW and HASTINGS,

MARL OW. What atediousuncomfortable day havewehad
of it! Weweretoldit wasbut forty milesacrossthe country,
and we have come abovethreescore.

HASTINGS. Andal, Marlow, fromthat unaccountablere-
serveof yours, that would not let usinquiremorefrequently on
theway.
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MARLOW. | own, Hastings, | amunwillingtolay mysdaf un-
der an obligation to every one | meet, and often stand the
chance of an unmannerly answer.

HASTINGS. At present, however, wearenot likely tore-
celveany answer.

TONY. No offence, gentlemen. But I’ mtold you have been
inquiring for oneMr. Hardcastlein these parts. Do you know

what part of the country you arein?

HASTINGS. Not intheleast, sir, but should thank you for
informetion.

TONY . Nor theway you came?
HASTINGS. No, sir: but if you caninform us——
TONY . Why, gentlemen, if you know neither theroad you are

going, nor where you are, nor the road you came, the first
thing | havetoinformyouis, that—you havelost your way.
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MARL OW. Wewanted no ghost to tell usthat.

TONY. Pray, gentlemen, may | be so bold so asto ask the
placefromwhenceyou came?

MARL OW. That’snot necessary towardsdirecting uswhere
we areto go.

TONY. No offence; but question for questionisall fair, you
know. Pray, gentlemen, isnot thissame Hardcastleacross-
grained, old-fashioned, whimsica felow, withanugly face, a
daughter, and apretty son?

HASTINGS. Wehave not seen the gentleman; but he hasthe
family youmention.

TONY. Thedaughter, atal, trapesing, trolloping, talkative
maypole; the son, apretty, well-bred, agreeableyouth, that

everybody isfond of .

MARLOW. Our information differsinthis. Thedaughter is
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said to bewdl|-bred and beautiful ; the son an awkward booby,
reared up and spoiled at hismother’sapron-string.

TONY . He-he-hem!—Then, gentlemen, dl | havetotell you
is, that you won’t reach Mr. Hardcastl€'shouse thisnight, |
believe.

HASTINGS. Unfortunate!

TONY. It'sadamn’ dlong, dark, boggy, dirty, dangerousway.
Stingo, tell the gentlemen theway to Mr. Hardcastle’'sl (Wink-
ing upon the Landlord.) Mr. Hardcastle's, of Quagmire
Marsh, you understand me.

LANDL ORD. Master Hardcastle's! Lock-a-daisy, my mas-
ters, you' recome adeadly deal wrong! When you cameto
the bottom of thehill, you should have crossed down Sgquash
Lane.

MARL OW. Crossdown Sgquash Lane!

17

LANDL ORD. Thenyou wereto keep straight forward, till
you cameto four roads.

MARL OW. Cometowherefour roads meet?

TONY. Ay; but you must be sureto take only one of them.
MARLOW. O, gr, you' refacetious.

TONY . Thenkeepingtotheright, you areto go sidewaystill
you come upon Crackskull Common: there you must |ook
sharpfor thetrack of thewheel, and go forward ill you come
tofarmer Murrain’sbarn. Coming to thefarmer’sbarn, you
aretoturntotheright, andthentotheleft, and then to theright

about again, till youfind out theold mill—

MARL OW. Zounds, man! we could assoon find out thelon-
gitude!

HASTINGS. What'sto bedone, Marlow?
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MARL OW. Thishouse promisesbut apoor reception; though
perhapstheland ord can accommodate us.

LANDL ORD. Alack, master, we have but one sparebedin
thewholehouse.

TONY . Andto my knowledge, that’staken up by threelodg-
ersaready. (After a pause, in which the rest seem discon-
certed.) | havehitit. Don’t you think, Stingo, our landlady
could accommaodate the gentlemen by thefire-side, with——
three chairsand abolster?

HASTINGS. | hatedeeping by thefire-side.

MARLOW. And| detest your three chairsand abol ster.
TONY . Youdo, doyou?then, let me see—what if yougoon
amilefurther, tothe Buck’ sHead; theold Buck’sHead onthe

hill, oneof thebest innsin thewhole county?

HASTINGS. O ho! so we have escaped an adventure for
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thisnight, however.

LANDLORD. (apart to TONY). Sure, you ben’t sending
themtoyour father’'sasaninn, beyou?

TONY. Mum, youfool you. Let themfind that out. (To them.)
You haveonly to keep on straight forward, till you cometoa
large old house by the road side. You'll seeapair of large
hornsover thedoor. That'sthesign. Drive up theyard, and
call stoutly about you.

HASTINGS. Sir, weareobliged to you. Theservantscan’t
misstheway?

TONY. No, no: but | tell you, though, thelandlordisrich, and
going to leave off business; so hewantsto bethought agentle-
man, saving your presence, he! he! he! He'll befor giving you
hiscompany; and, ecod, if you mind him, he'll persuadeyou
that hismother wasan dderman, and hisaunt ajustice of peace.

LANDLORD. A troublesome old blade, to be sure; but a
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keeps as good winesand bedsasany inthewhole country.

MARLOW. W, if hesuppliesuswith these, we shall want
no farther connexion. Weareto turnto theright, did you say?

TONY . No, no; sraght forward. I’ ll just sep mysdlf, and show
you apiece of theway. (Tothe Landlord.) Mum!

LANDLORD. Ah, blessyour heart, for asweet, pleasant—
damn’ d mischievous son of awhore. [ Exeunt.

19

ACT THE SECOND.

SCENE—AnN old-fashioned House.

Enter HARDCASTLE, followed by three or four awkward
Servants.

HARDCASTLE. Well, | hopeyou are perfectinthetable
exercise | have been teaching you thesethreedays. You all
know your postsand your places, and can show that you have
been used to good company, without ever stirring from home.

OMNES. Ay, ay.

HARDCASTL E. When company comesyou are not to pop
out and stare, andthenruninagain, likefrightened rabbitsina
warren.

OMNES. No, no.

HARDCASTLE. You, Diggory, whom | havetaken from
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thebarn, areto makeashow at the sde-table; and you, Roger,
whom | have advanced from the plough, areto placeyourself
behind my chair. But you' re not to stand so, with your hands
inyour pockets. Takeyour handsfrom your pockets, Roger;
and from your head, you blockhead you. See how Diggory
carrieshishands. They' realittletoo tiff, indeed, but that’sno
great matter.

DIGGORY'. Ay, mind how | hold them. | learned to hold my
handsthisway when | wasupon drill for themilitia. And so
being upondrill—

HARDCASTLE. Youmust not besotakative, Diggory. You
must beall attention to the guests. You must hear ustalk, and
not think of talking; you must see usdrink, and not think of
drinking; you must see useat, and not think of eating.

DIGGORY. By the laws, your worship, that’s parfectly
unpossible. Whenever Diggory seesyeating going forward,
ecod, he'sawayswishing for amouthful himself.
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HARDCASTL E. Blockhead! Isnot abelly-full inthekitchen
asgood asabdly-full in the parlour? Stay your ssomachwith
that reflection.

DIGGORY'. Ecod, | thank your worship, I'll makeashift to
stay my stomach with adlice of cold beef inthe pantry.

HARDCASTLE. Diggory, you aretootakative—Then, if |
happento say agood thing, or tell agood story & table, you must
not al burst out a-laughing, asif you made part of thecompany.

DIGGORY . Then ecod your worship must not tell the story
of Ould Grouseinthegun-room: | can’'t help laughing at that—
he! he! hel—for the soul of me. Wehavelaughed at that these
twenty years—ha! hal hal

HARDCASTLE. Ha! hal ha! Thestory isagood one. Well,
honest Diggory, you may laugh at that—but still remember to
be attentive. Suppose one of the company should call for a
glassof wine, how will you behave?A glassof wine, g, if you
please (to DIGGORY).—Eh, why don’t you move?
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DIGGORY . Ecod, your worship, | never have couragetill |
seethe eatables and drinkables brought upo’ thetable, and
thenl’masbauld asalion.

HARDCASTLE. What, will nobody move?

FIRST SERVANT. I’'mnot toleavethispleace.
SECOND SERVANT. I'msureit’sno pleace of mine.
THIRD SERVANT. Nor mine, for sartain.

DIGGORY. Wauns, andI’m sureit cannabemine.
HARDCASTLE. Younumskullsl and sowhile, likeyour bet-
ters, you arequarrelling for places, the guestsmust be starved.
Oyoudunces! | find I must begindl over again——But don’t
| hear acoach driveinto theyard? To your posts, you block-

heads. I’ll gointhemeantimeand givemy oldfriend’'ssona
hearty reception at the gate. [Exit HARDCASTLE.]
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DIGGORY. By theelevens, my pleaceisgone quite out of
my head.

ROGER. | know that my pleaceisto be everywhere.

FIRST SERVANT. Wherethedevil ismine?

SECOND SERVANT. My pleaceisto be nowhereat al;
and so I’ ze go about my business. [Exeunt Servants, run-
ning about asif frightened, different ways.]

Enter Servant with candles, showing in MARLOW and
HASTINGS.

SERVANT. Welcome, gentlemen, very welcome! Thisway.

HASTINGS. After the disappointmentsof theday, welcome
once more, Charles, to the comforts of aclean room and a
goodfire. Upon my word, avery well-looking house; antique
but creditable.
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MARLOW. Theusual fateof alargemansion. Having first
ruined the master by good housekeeping, it at |ast comesto
levy contributionsasaninn.

HASTINGS. Asyou say, we passengersareto betaxed to
pay all thesefineries. | have often seen agood sideboard, or a
marble chimney-piece, though not actualy put inthebill, in-
flameareckoning confoundedly.

MARLOW. Travellers, George, must pay in all places. the
only differenceis, that ingood innsyou pay dearly for luxuries;
inbadinnsyou arefleeced and starved.

HASTINGS. You havelived very much among them. Intruth,
| have been often surprised, that you who have seen so much
of theworld, with your natural good sense, and your many
opportunities, could never yet acquirearequisite share of as-
surance.

MARL OW. TheEnglishman’smalady. But tell me, George,
wherecould| havelearned that assuranceyoutak of ?My life
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hasbeen chiefly spentinacollegeor aninn, inseclusonfrom
that lovely part of the creation that chiefly teach men confi-
dence. | don’t know that | wasever familiarly acquainted with
asinglemodest woman—aexcept my mother—But among fe-
males of another class, you know——

HASTINGS. Ay, among them you areimpudent enough of
al conscience.

MARLOW. They areof US, you know.

HASTINGS. Butinthecompany of womenof reputation| never
saw suchanidiot, suchatrembler; youlook for al theworld asif
youwanted an opportunity of stealing out of theroom.

MARL OW. Why, man, that’sbecause | dowant to steal out
of theroom. Faith, | have often formed aresol ution to break
theice, andrattle away at any rate. But | don’t know how, a
singleglancefrom apair of fineeyeshastotally overset my
resolution. Animpudent fellow may counterfeit modesty; but
I'll behanged if amodest man can ever counterfeitimpudence.
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HASTINGS. If you could but say half thefinethingsto them
that | have heard you lavish upon the bar-maid of aninn, or
even acollege bed-maker——

MARLOW. Why, George, | can’t say finethingsto them;
they freeze, they petrify me. They may talk of acomet, or a
burning mountain, or some such bagatelle; but, to me, amod-
est woman, drest out inal her finery, isthe most tremendous
object of thewholecreation.

HASTINGS. Hal hal hal At thisrate, man, how can you
ever expect to marry?

MARL OW. Never; unless, asamong kingsand princes, my
bridewereto be courted by proxy. If, indeed, likean Eastern
bridegroom, one were to be introduced to awife he never
saw before, it might be endured. But to go through all the
terrorsof aforma courtship, together with the episode of aunts,
grandmothers, and cousins, and at | ast to blurt out the broad
gtaring question of, Madam, will you marry me?No, no, that's
astrain much aboveme, | assureyou.
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HASTINGS. | pity you. But how doyouintend behavingtothe
lady you arecomedowntovist at therequest of your father?

MARLOW. Asl behaveto al other ladies. Bow very low,
answer yesor notoal her demands—But for therest, | don't
think | shdl venturetolook inher facetill | ssemy father’sagain.

HASTINGS. I'msurprised that onewhoissowarmafriend
can beso cool alover.

MARLOW. To beexplicit, my dear Hastings, my chief in-
ducement down wasto beinstrumental inforwarding your
happiness, not my own. MissNevillelovesyou, thefamily
don’t know you; asmy friend you are sure of areception, and
let honour dotherest.

HASTINGS. My dear Marlow! But I’ ll suppresstheemotion.
Werel awretch, meanly seekingto carry off afortune, you should
bethelast manintheworld | would apply tofor assstance. But
MissNevilleé spersonisal | ask, andthat ismine, bothfromher
deceasad father’ sconsent, and her owninclination.
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MARL OW. Happy man! You havetaentsand art to capti-
vate any woman. I'm doom'’ d to adore the sex, and yet to
conversewiththeonly part of it | despise. Thisstammer inmy
address, and thisawkward prepossessing visage of mine, can
never permit meto soar abovethereach of amilliner’s’ prentice,
or oneof theduchessesof Drury-lane. Pshaw! thisfellow here
tointerrupt us.

Enter HARDCASTLE.

HARDCASTL E. Gentlemen, oncemoreyou areheartily wel -
come. WhichisMr. Marlow? Sir, you are heartily welcome.
It'snot my way, you see, to receive my friendswith my back
tothefire. I likegivethem ahearty receptionintheold styleat
my gate. | liketo seetheir horsesand trunkstaken care of.

MARLOW. (Aside.) He has got our names from the ser-
vantsalready. (To him.) We approve your caution and hospi-
tality, r. (ToHASTINGS) | have been thinking, George, of
changing our travelling dressesin themorning. | am grown
confoundedly ashamed of mine.
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HARDCASTLE. | beg, Mr. Marlow, you' Il useno ceremony
inthishouse.

HASTINGS. | fancy, Charles, you'reright: thefirstblow is
half the battle. | intend opening the campaign with thewhite
andgold.

HARDCASTL E. Mr. Marlow—Mr. Hagtings—gentlemen—
pray beunder no congtraint inthishouse. ThisisLiberty-hall,
gentlemen. You may do just asyou please here.

MARLOW. Yet, George, if weopenthecampaigntoofiercey
at first, we may want ammunition beforeitisover. | think to
reservetheembroidery to securearetreat.

HARDCASTLE. Your talking of aretreat, Mr. Marlow, puts
mein mind of the Duke of Marlborough, when wewent to
besiege Denain. Hefirst summoned the garrison——

MARLOW. Don't you think the ventred’ or wai stcoat will
dowiththe plain brown?
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HARDCASTL E. Hefirst summoned thegarrison, which might
consst of about five thousand men——

HASTINGS. | think not: brown andyelow mix but very poorly.

HARDCASTLE. | say, gentlemen, asl wastelling you, be
summoned thegarrison, which might cons & of about fivethou-
sand men——

MARLOW. Thegirlslikefinery.

HARDCASTL E. Which might consist of about five thou-
sand men, well appointed with stores, ammunition, and other
implements of war. Now, saysthe Duke of Marlborough to
George Brooks, that stood next to him—you must have heard
of George Brooks—I'll pawn my dukedom, says he, but |
takethat garrison without spilling adrop of blood. So——

MARL OW. What, my good friend, if you gaveusaglassof
punchinthemeantime; it would help usto carry onthesiege
withvigour.
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HARDCASTLE. Punch, sir! (Aside.) Thisisthe most unac-
countablekind of modesty | ever met with.

MARLOW. Yes, sir, punch. A glassof warm punch, after
our journey, will becomfortable. ThisisLiberty-hal, youknow.

HARDCASTLE. Here'sacup, Sir.

MARLOW. (Aside.) Sothisfellow, inhisLiberty-hall, will
only let ushavejust what he pleases.

HARDCASTLE. (Taking thecup.) | hopeyou'll findit to
your mind. | have prepared it with my own hands, and | be-
lieveyou'll own theingredientsaretolerable. Will you be so
good asto pledge me, sir? Here, Mr. Marlow, hereisto our
better acquaintance. [Drinks]

MARLOW. (Aside)) A very impudent fellow this! but he'sa
character, and I’ Il humour himalittle. Sir, my servicetoyou.
[Drinks)]
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HASTINGS. (Aside.) | seethisfellow wantsto giveushis
company, and forgetsthat he'san innkeeper, before he has
learned to be agentleman.

MARL OW. Fromtheexcelence of your cup, my oldfriend,
| supposeyou haveagood deal of businessinthispart of the
country. Warmwork, now and then, at elections, | suppose.

HARDCASTLE. No, sir, | havelong giventhat work over.
Sinceour bettershave hit upon the expedient of electing each
other, thereisno business“for usthat sell ale.”

HASTINGS. So, then, you havenoturnfor politics, | find.

HARDCASTLE. Notintheleast. Therewasatime, indeed,
| fretted myself about the mistakesof government, like other
people; but finding mysdf every day grow moreangry, andthe
government growing no better, | left it to mend itself. Since
that, | no more trouble my head about Hyder Ally, or Ally
Cawn, than about Ally Croker. Sir, my serviceto you.
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HASTINGS. Sothat with eating above stairs, and drinking
bel ow, with receiving your friendswithin, and amusing them
without, you lead agood pleasant bustling life of it.

HARDCASTLE. | dostir about agreat deal, that’s certain.
Haf thedifferencesof theparishareadjustedinthisvery parlour.

MARLOW. (After drinking.) And you havean argument in
your cup, old gentleman, better than any in Westmingter-hall.

HARDCASTLE. Ay, young gentleman, that, and alittle phi-
losophy.

MARLOW. (Asde) Well, thisisthefirst timel ever heard of
aninnkeeper’sphilosophy.

HASTINGS. Sothen, like an experienced general, you at-
tack them on every quarter. If you find their reason manage-
able, you attack it with your philosophy; if you find they have
no reason, you attack them with this. Here' syour health, my
philosopher. [Drinks.]



Oliver Goldsmith

HARDCASTLE. Good, very good, thank you; hal ha! Your
genera ship putsmeinmind of Prince Eugene, when hefought
the Turksat the battle of Belgrade. You shall hear.

MARL OW. Instead of the battle of Belgrade, | believeit’'s
almost timeto talk about supper. What hasyour philosophy
got inthe housefor supper?

HARDCASTLE. For supper, sir! (Aside.) Wasever sucha
request to aman in hisown house?

MARLOW. Yes, sir, supper, Sit; | begintofeel an appetite. |
shall makedevilishwork to-night inthelarder, | promiseyou.

HARDCASTLE. (Asde.) Such abrazen dog sure never my
eyesbeheld. (Tohim.) Why, redlly, sir, asfor supper | can’'t
well tell. My Dorothy and the cook-maid settle these things
between them. | leavethesekind of thingsentirely to them.

MARLOW. You do, doyou?
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HARDCASTLE. Entirely. By thebye, | believethey arein
actual consultation uponwhat’sfor supper thismomentinthe
kitchen.

MARLOW. Thenl begthey’ Il admit measoneof their privy
council. It'saway | havegot. When | travel, | dwayschoseto
regulate my own supper. L et the cook becalled. No offencel
hope, air.

HARDCASTLE. Ono, g, noneintheleast; yet | don’'t know
how; our Bridget, the cook-maid, isnot very communicative
upon these occas ons. Should we send for her, shemight scold
usall out of thehouse.

HASTINGS. Let'sseeyour list of thelarder then. | ask it as
afavour. | dwaysmatch my appetiteto my bill of fare.

MARLOW. (To HARDCASTLE, who looks at themwith
surprise.) Sir, he'svery right, and it’smy way too.

HARDCASTLE. Sir, you have aright to command here.
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Here, Roger, bring usthebill of farefor to-night’s supper: |
believeit’sdrawn out—Your manner, Mr. Hastings, putsme
in mind of my uncle, Colondl Wallop. It wasasaying of his,
that no man wassure of hissupper till hehad eatenit.

HASTINGS. (Aside.) All upon the high rope! Hisunclea
colond! weshal soon hear of hismother being ajustice of the
peace. But let’shear thebill of fare.

MARLOW. (Perusing.) What'shere? For thefirst course;
for the second course; for the dessert. Thedevil, sir, doyou
think we have brought down awhole Joiners Company, or
the corporation of Bedford, to eat up such asupper? Two or
threelittlethings, clean and comfortable, will do.

HASTINGS. But let’shear it.

MARL OW. (Reading.) For thefirst course, at thetop, apig
and prune sauce.

HASTINGS. Damnyour pig, | say.
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MARL OW. And damnyour prunesauce, say |.

HARDCASTLE. Andyet, gentlemen, to men that are hun-
gry, pig with prune sauceisvery good eating.

MARLOW. At thebottom, acaf’stongueand brains.

HASTINGS. Let your brainsbeknocked out, my good sir, |
don’'t likethem.

MARLOW. Or you may clap them onaplateby themselves.
| do.

HARDCASTLE. (Aside.) Their impudence confoundsme.
(Tothem.) Gentlemen, you are my guests, makewhat alter-
ationsyou please. Isthere anything el seyou wish toretrench
or dter, gentlemen?

MARLOW. Item, apork pie, aboiled rabbit and sausages, a
Florentine, ashaking pudding, and adish of tiff—taff—taffety
cream.
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HASTINGS. Confound your madedishes; | shdl beasmuch
at alossinthishouse asat agreen and yellow dinner at the
French ambassador’stable. I'mfor plain eating.

HARDCASTLE. I’'msorry, gentlemen, that | have nothing
you like, but if there be anything you have aparticular fancy
to—

MARLOW. Why, redlly, sir, your bill of fareisso exquisite,
that any one part of itisfull asgood asanother. Send uswhat
you please. So much for supper. And now to see that our
bedsareaired, and properly taken care of.

HARDCASTLE. | entreat you'll leavethat to me. You shdll
not stir astep.

MARLOW. Leavethat toyou! | protest, Sir, you must ex-
cuseme, | alwayslook to thesethingsmysalf.

HARDCASTLE. | mustingst, ar, you' ll makeyourself easy
onthat head.
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MARLOW. You see I’'m resolved on it. (Aside.) A very
troublesomefdlow this, asl ever met with.

HARDCASTLE. Well, sir, I'mresolved at |east to attend
you. (Aside.) Thismay be modem modesty, but | never saw
anything look so like old-fashioned impudence. [Exeunt
MARLOW and HARDCASTLE.]

HASTINGS. (Alone)) Sol findthisfelow’scivilitiesbeginto
grow troublesome. But who can beangry at those assiduities
which are meant to please him? Hal what do | see? Miss
Neville, by dl that’shappy!

Enter MISSNEVILLE.

MISSNEVILLE. My dear Hastings! To what unexpected
good fortune, to what accident, am | to ascribe this happy

mesting?

HASTINGS. Rather et me ask the samequestion, as| could
never have hoped to meet my dearest Constance at aninn.
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MISSNEVILLE. Aninn! sureyou mistake: my aunt, my
guardian, liveshere. What could induceyouto think thishouse
aninn?

HASTINGS. My friend, Mr. Marlow, with whom | came
down, and |, havebeen sent hereastoaninn, | assureyou. A
young fellow, whom we accidentally met at ahouse hard by,
directed ushither.

MISSNEVILLE. Certainly it must be one of my hopeful
cousin’stricks, of whomyou have heard metak so often; ha!
hal hal

HASTINGS. Hewhomyour aunt intendsfor you?heof whom
| have such just apprehensions?

MISSNEVILLE. You havenothingtofear fromhim, | as-
sureyou. You' d adore him, if you knew how heartily hede-
spisesme. My aunt knowsit too, and has undertaken to court
mefor him, and actually beginsto think she hasmade acon-
quest.
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HASTINGS. Thou dear dissembler! You must know, my
Constance, | havejust seized thishappy opportunity of my
friend’ svigt hereto get admittanceinto thefamily. Thehorses
that carried usdown are now fatigued with their journey, but
they’ | soon berefreshed; and then, if my dearest girl will trust
in her faithful Hastings, we shall soon belanded in France,
where even among davesthelawsof marriage are respected.

MISSNEVILLE. | haveoftentold you, that though ready to
obey you, | yet should leavemy littlefortune behind with reluc-
tance. Thegreatest part of it wasleft meby my uncle, thelndia
director, and chiefly consistsinjewels. | have beenfor some
time persuading my aunt to let mewesar them. | fancy I'mvery
near succeeding. Theinstant they are put into my possession,
you shd| find meready to makethem and myself yours.

HASTINGS. Perishthebaubles! Your personisal | desire.
Inthe mean time, my friend Marlow must not beletinto his
mistake. | know the strangereserve of histemper issuch, that
if abruptly informed of it, hewould instantly quit the house
before our plan wasripefor execution.
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MISSNEVILLE. But how shdl wekesphiminthedeception?
MissHardcastleisjust returned fromwalking; what if we il
continueto deceivehim?2——This, thisway——{ They confer.]

Enter MARLOW.

MARL OW. Theassduitiesof these good peopleteaze me
beyond bearing. My host seemstothink it ill mannerstoleave
mealone, and so he clapsnot only himself, but hisold-fash-
ioned wife, on my back. They talk of coming to sup with us
too; and then, | suppose, weareto runthe gantlet through all
therest of thefamily.—What havewegot here?

HASTINGS. My dear Charles! Let me congratulateyou!—
Themog fortunateacci dent'—Who doyouthink isjust dighted?

MARL OW. Cannot guess.
HASTINGS. Our mistresses, boy, MissHardcastleand Miss

Neville. Givemeleavetointroduce Miss Constance Neville
to your acquai ntance. Happening to dinein the neighbourhood,
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they called on their return to take fresh horses here. Miss
Hardcastle hasjust stept into the next room, and will be back
inaninstant. Wasn't it lucky?eh!

MARLOW. (Aside.) | have been mortified enough of al
conscience, and here comes something to complete my em-
barrassment.

HASTINGS. Well, but wasn’t it themost fortunatething in
theworld?

MARLOW. Oh! yes. Very fortunate—amost joyful encoun-
ter—But our dresses, George, you know arein disorder—
What if we should postpone the happinesstill to-morrow?—
To-morrow at her own house—It will beevery bit asconve-
nient—and rather more respectful—To-morrow let it be. [Of-
fering to go.]

MISSNEVILLE. By nomeans, Sir. Your ceremony will dis-
pleaseher. Thedisorder of your dresswill show the ardour of
your impatience. Besides, sheknowsyou arein the house,
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and will permit youto seeher.

MARLOW. O! thedevil! how shall | supportit?Hem! hem!
Hastings, you must not go. You areto assist me, you know. |
shall be confoundedly ridiculous. Yet, hangit! Il take cour-
age. Hem!

HASTINGS. Pshaw, man! it'sbut thefirst plunge, and al’s
over. She'sbut awoman, you know.

MARLOW. And, of all women, she that | dread most to
encounter.

Enter MISSHARDCASTLE, as returned from walking, a
bonnet, etc.

HASTINGS. (Introducing them.) Miss Hardcastle, Mr.
Marlow. I’m proud of bringing two personsof such merit to-

gether, that only want to know, to esteem each other.

MISSHARDCASTLE. (Asde.) Now for meeting my mod-
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est gentleman with ademureface, and quitein hisown man-
ner. (After a pause, in which he appears very uneasy and
disconcerted.) I'mglad of your safearrival, sir. I’ mtold you
had some accidentsby theway.

MARLOW. Only afew, madam. Yes, we had some. Yes,
madam, a good many accidents, but should be sorry—
madam—or rather glad of any accidents—that are so agree-
ably concluded. Hem!

HASTINGS. (To him.) You never spoke better in your whole
life. Kegpit up, and!’ll insureyouthevictory.

MISSHARDCASTLE. I'mafraidyouflatter, Sir. You that
have seen so much of thefinest company, canfind little enter-
tainment in an obscure corner of the country.

MARLOW. (Gathering courage.) | havelived, indeed, in
theworld, madam; but | havekept very littlecompany. | have
been but an observer upon life, madam, while otherswere

enjoyingit.
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MISSNEVILLE.Butthat, | antold, istheway toenjoy it at
last.

HASTINGS. (To him.) Cicero never spoke better. Once
more, and you are confirmed in assurancefor ever.

MARLOW. (To him.) Hem! Stand by me, then, and when
I’m down, throw inaword or two, to set me up again.

MISSHARDCASTLE. An observer, like you, upon life
were, | fear, disagreeably employed, sinceyou must havehad
much moreto censurethanto approve.

MARL OW. Pardon me, madam. | wasawayswillingto be
amused. Thefolly of most peopleisrather an object of mirth
than uneasiness.

HASTINGS. (To him.) Bravo, bravo. Never spoke so well
inyour wholelife. Well, MissHardcastle, | seethat you and
Mr. Marlow aregoing to bevery good company. | believe our
being herewill but embarrasstheinterview.
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MARLOW. Notintheleast, Mr. Hastings. Welikeyour com-
pany of al things. (To him.) Zounds! George, sureyouwon'’t
go?how canyou leaveus?

HASTINGS. Our presencewill but spoil conversation, sowell
retireto thenext room. (To him.) You don't consider, man, that
weareto managealittletete-a-tete of our own. [ Exeunt.]

MISSHARDCASTLE. (after apause). But you have not
been wholly an observer, | presume, sir: theladies, | should
hope, have employed some part of your addresses.

MARLOW. (Relapsinginto timidity.) Pardon me, madam,
|—l—I|—asyet have studied—only—to—deservethem.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Andthat, somesay, isthevery worst
way to obtainthem.

MARL OW. Perhaps so, madam. But | loveto converseonly
withthemoregraveand sensible part of thesex. But I’ mafraid
| grow tiresome.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. Notat al, sr; thereisnothing I like
so much asgrave conversation mysdlf; | could hear it for ever.
Indeed, | have often been surprised how aman of sentiment
could ever admirethoselight airy pleasures, where nothing
reachesthe heart.

MARL OW. It's——adisease——of themind, madam. In
thevariety of tastesthere must be somewho, wanting arel-
ish——Ffor——um—a—um.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | understand you, sir. Theremust
be some, who, wanting arelishfor refined pleasures, pretend
to despisewhat they areincapable of tasting.

MARL OW. My meaning, madam, but infinitely better ex-
pressed. And | can’t help observing——a——

MISSHARDCASTLE. (Aside.) Who could ever suppose
thisfellow impudent upon some occasions? (To him.) You
weregoingto observe, Sr——
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MARLOW. | wasobserving, madam—I protest, madam, |
forget what | wasgoing to observe.

MISSHARDCASTLE. (Aside.) | vow and so do I. (To
him.) You wereobserving, sir, that in thisage of hypocrisy—
something about hypocrisy, Sir.

MARLOW. Yes, madam. Inthisage of hypocrisy thereare
few who upon strict inquiry do not—a—a—a—

MISSHARDCASTLE. | understand you perfectly, sir.

MARLOW. (Asde.) Egad! and that’smorethan | do mysdlf.
MISSHARDCASTLE. You meanthat inthishypocritical
agethere arefew that do not condemn in public what they
practisein private, and think they pay every debt to virtue

whenthey praiseit.

MARL OW. True, madam; those who have most virtuein
thair mouths, haveleast of itintheir bosoms. But I’ msurel tire
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you, madam.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Notintheleast, sir; there'ssome-
thing so agreeable and spirited in your manner, suchlifeand
force—pray, Sir, goon.

MARLOW. Yes, madam. | was saying——that there are
some occasions, when atotal want of courage, madam, de-
stroysall the——and putsus——upon a—a—a—

MISSHARDCASTLE. | agreewithyou entirely; awant of
Ccourage upon some occas ons assumesthe appearance of ig-
norance, and betrays uswhen we most want to excel. | beg
you'll proceed.

MARLOW. Yes, madam. Morally speaking, madam——But |
see MissNeville expecting usin the next room. | would not
intrudefor theworld.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | protest, sir, | never was more
agreeably entertainedinal my life. Pray goon.
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MARLOW. Yes, madam, | was——But shebeckonsusto
join her. Madam, shall I do myself the honour to attend you?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Well, then, I [l follow.

MARLOW. (Asde.) Thispretty smooth dialogue hasdone
for me. [Exit.]

MISSHARDCASTLE. (Alone) Hal hal hal Wasthereever
such asober, sentimental interview? |’ m certain he scarce
looked inmy facethewholetime. Yet thefellow, but for his
unaccountabl e bashfulness, ispretty well too. He hasgood
sense, but then so buriedin hisfears, that it fatiguesonemore
thanignorance. If | couldteach himalittle confidence, it would
be doing somebody that | know of apieceof service. But who
isthat somebody?—T hat, faith, isaquestion | can scarce an-
swer. [Exit.]

Enter TONY and MISS NEVILLE, followed by MRS.
HARDCASTLE and HASTINGS.
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TONY. What do you follow mefor, cousin Con?| wonder
you' re not ashamed to be so very engaging.

MISSNEVILLE. | hope, cousin, one may speak to one’'s
own relations, and not beto blame.

TONY. Ay, but | know what sort of arelation you want to
make me, though; but it won’t do. | tell you, cousin Con, it
won't do; so | beg you' Il keep your distance, | want no nearer
relationship. [ Shefollows, coquetting himto the back scene.]

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Wdl! | vow, Mr. Hastings, you are
very entertaining. There snothingintheworld| lovetotak of
so much as London, and the fashions, though | was never
theremysdlf.

HASTINGS. Never there! You amaze me! From your air
and manner, | concluded you had beenbred al your lifeeither
at Randlagh, St. James's, or Tower Wharf.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. O! sir, you' reonly pleased to say
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s0. We country personscan haveno manner at dl. I’'minlove
with thetown, and that servesto raise me above some of our
neighbouring rugtics, but who can haveamanner, that hasnever
seenthe Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, the Borough, and such
placeswherethenobility chiefly resort?All | candoistoen-
joy London at second-hand. | take careto know every tete-
artetefrom the Scandal ous Magazine, and have al thefash-
ions, asthey comeout, inaletter from thetwo MissRicketsof
Crooked Lane. Pray how doyou likethishead, Mr. Hastings?

HASTINGS. Extremely elegant and degagee, upon my word,
madam. Your friseur isaFrenchman, | suppose?

MRS.HARDCASTLE.I protest, | dressedit myself froma
printintheLadies Memorandum-book for thelast year.

HASTINGS. Indeed! Such ahead inaside-box at the play-
housewould draw asmany gazersasmy Lady Mayoressat a

City Ball.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. | vow, sSnceinoculation began, there
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IS no such thing to be seen as a plain woman; so one must
dressalittle particular, or one may escapein the crowd.

HASTINGS. But that can never beyour case, madam, inany
dress. (Bowing.)

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Yet, what Sgnifiesmy dressngwhen
| have such apieceof antiquity by my sideasMr. Hardcastle:
al | cansay will never argue down asingle button from his
clothes. I have often wanted him to throw off hisgreat flaxen
wig, and wherehewasbald, to plaster it over, likemy Lord
Pately, with powder.

HASTINGS. You areright, madam; for, asamong theladies
thereare none ugly, so among the men therearenoneold.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. But what do you think hisanswer
was?Why, withhisusud Gothicvivacity, hesad| only wanted
him to throw off hiswig, to convert it into atetefor my own
wearing.

37

HASTINGS. Intolerable! At your ageyou may wear what
you please, and it must becomeyou.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Pray, Mr. Hastings, what do you
taketo be the most fashionable age about town?

HASTINGS. Sometimeago, forty wasall themode; but I'm
told theladiesintend to bring up fifty for theensuing winter.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Serioudy. Then| shall betooyoung
for thefashion.

HASTINGS. Nolady beginsnow to put on jewelstill she's
past forty. For instance, Missthere, inapolitecircle, would be
considered asachild, asameremaker of samplers.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Andyet Mrs. Niecethinkshersdf as
much awoman, andisasfond of jewd s, astheoldest of usal.

HASTINGS. Your niece, isshe? And that young gentleman,
abrother of yours, | should presume?
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MRS.HARDCASTLE. My son, sir. They are contracted
to each other. Observetheir little sports. They fall inand out
ten timesaday, asif they were man and wife already. (To
them.) Well, Tony, child, what soft thingsare you saying to
your cousin Constancethisevening?

TONY. | have been saying no soft things; but that it’svery
hard to be followed about so. Ecod! I’ ve not aplaceinthe
house now that’sleft to myself, but the stable.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Never mind him, Con, my dear.
He'sin another story behind your back.

MISSNEVILLE. There ssomething generousinmy cousin's
manner. Hefallsout beforefacesto beforgivenin private.

TONY . That'sadamned confounded—crack.
MRS.HARDCASTLE. Ahl he'sady one. Don’t you think

they arelike each other about the mouth, Mr. Hastings? The
Blenkinsop mouthtoaT. They’reof asizetoo. Back to back,
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my pretties, that Mr. Hastingsmay seeyou. Come, Tony.

TONY . You had asgood not makeme, | tell you. (Measur-
ing.)

MISSNEVILLE. Olud! hehasamost cracked my head.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. O, themonster! For shame, Tony.
You aman, and behave so!

TONY. If I'maman, let mehavemy fortin. Ecod! I'll not be
madeafool of nolonger.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Isthis, ungrateful boy, al that I'm
toget for the pains| havetakeninyour education?l that have
rocked you inyour cradle, and fed that pretty mouthwitha
spoon! Did not | work that waistcoat to make you genteel ?
Did not | prescribe for you every day, and weep while the
recei pt was operating?

TONY'. Ecod! you had reason to weep, for you have been
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dosing meever sincel wasborn. | have gonethrough every
recei pt in the Complete Huswifetentimesover; and you have
thoughtsof coursing methrough Quincy next spring. But, ecod!
| tell you, I’ 1l not be made afool of nolonger.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Wasn'tital for your good, viper?
Wasn'tit al for your good?

TONY. | wishyou dlet meand my good alone, then. Snub-
bing thisway when I’ mingpirits. If I'mto haveany good, let it
comeof itsalf; not to keep dinging it, dingingit into oneso.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. That'sfase; | never seeyouwhen
you'rein spirits. No, Tony, you then go to the alehouse or
kennel. I’ m never to be delighted with your agreeablewild
notes, unfegling mongter!

TONY . Ecod! mamma, your own notesarethewildest of thetwo.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Was ever the like? But | see he
wantsto break my heart, | see hedoes.
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HASTINGS. Dear madam, permit meto lecturetheyoung
gentlemanalittle. I’'mcertain| can persuade himto hisduty.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Well, | must retire. Come,
Constance, my love. You see, Mr. Hastings, the wretched-
nessof my situation: wasever poor woman so plagued witha
dear sweet, pretty, provoking, undutiful boy?[Exeunt MRS
HARDCASTLE and MISSNEVILLE.]

TONY. (Snging.) “ Therewasayoung man riding by, and
fainwould havehiswill. Rang do didio dee.”——Don't mind
her. Let her cry. It sthe comfort of her heart. | have seen her
and sister cry over abook for an hour together; and they said
they liked the book the better the moreit madethem cry.

HASTINGS. Thenyou' renofriendtotheladies, | find, my
pretty young gentleman?

TONY.That'sasl find‘um.

HASTINGS. Not to her of your mother’schoosing, | dare
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answer? And yet she appearsto me apretty well-tempered
girl.

TONY . That'sbecauseyou don't know her aswell asl. Ecod!

| know every inch about her; and there's not amore bitter
cantankeroustoad inall Christendom.

HASTINGS. (Aside) Pretty encouragement thisfor alover!
TONY. | have seen her sincethe height of that. She hasas
many tricks as a hare in athicket, or acolt the first day’s
breaking.

HASTINGS. Tomesheappearssensibleand silent.

TONY'. Ay, before company. But when she’ swith her play-
mate, she'sasloud asahoginagate.

HASTINGS. But there is a meek modesty about her that
charmsme.
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TONY. Yes, but curb her never so little, shekicksup, and
you' reflunginaditch.

HASTINGS. Well, but you must alow her alittle beauty.—
Yes, you must alow her some beaity.

TONY . Bandbox! She'sal amade-up thing, mun. Ah! could
you but see Bet Bouncer of these parts, you might then talk of
beauty. Ecod, she hastwo eyesasblack asdoes, and cheeks
asbroad and red asapul pit cushion. She' d maketwo of she.

HASTINGS. Well, what say youto afriend that would take
thishitter bargain off your hands?

TONY.Anon.

HASTINGS. Would you thank him that would take Miss
Neville, and leaveyou to happinessand your dear Betsy?

TONY . Ay; but whereisthere such afriend, for whowould
takeher?
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HASTINGS. | am he. If you but assist me, I'll engageto
whip her off to France, and you shall never hear moreof her.

TONY. Assistyou! Ecod | will, to thelast drop of my blood.
Il clap apair of horsesto your chaisethat shdl trundleyou off
inatwinkling, and may beget you apart of her fortinbeside, in
jewels, that you littledream of .

HASTINGS. My dear ‘ squire, thislookslikealad of spirit.

TONY . Comeaong, then, and you shal seemoreof my spirit
beforeyou have donewith me.

(Snging.)
“Wearetheboys
That fearsno noise
Wherethethundering cannonsroar.” [Exeunt.]
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ACT THE THIRD.

Enter HARDCASTLE, alone.

HARDCASTL E. What could my oldfriend Sr Charlesmean
by recommending hisson asthemodestest young manintown?
To mehe appearsthe most impudent piece of brassthat ever
spoke with atongue. He has taken possession of the easy
chair by the fire-side already. He took off hisbootsin the
parlour, and desired meto seethemtaken careof. I’ m desir-
ousto know how hisimpudence affectsmy daughter. Shewill
certainly be shocked at it.

Enter MISSHARDCASTLE, plainly dressed.
HARDCASTLE. Well, my Kate, | see you have changed
your dress, as | bade you; and yet, | believe, there was no

great occasion.

MISSHARDCASTLE. I find suchapleasure, sir, in obey-
Ing your commands, that | take careto observe them without
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ever debating their propriety.

HARDCASTLE. Andyet, Kate, | sometimesgiveyou some
cause, particularly when | recommended my modest gentle-
man to you asalover to-day.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Youtaught meto expect something
extraordinary, and | find the original exceedsthedescription.

HARDCASTLE. | wasnever sosurprisedinmy lifel Hehas
quiteconfounded al my faculties!

MISSHARDCASTLE. I never saw anything likeit: anda
man of theworld too!

HARDCASTLE. Ay, helearnedit all abroad—what afool
wasl, tothink ayoung man couldlearn modesty by travelling.
Hemight as soon learn wit at amasquerade.

MISSHARDCASTLE. It seemsall natural to him.
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HARDCASTLE. A good ded assisted by bad company and
aFrench dancing-master.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Sureyou mistake, papal A French
dancing-master could never havetaught him that timidlook—
that awkward address—that bashful manner—

HARDCASTL E. Whoselook?whose manner, child?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Mr. Marlow’s: hismauvai se honte,
histimidity, struck meat thefirst sight.

HARDCASTLE. Thenyour first sight deceived you; for |
think him one of the most brazen first sightsthat ever aston-
ished my senses.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Sure, sr, youraly! | never saw any
one so modest.

HARDCASTLE. And canyou be serious?| never saw such
abouncing, swaggering puppy sincel wasborn. Bully Dawson
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wasbut afool to him.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Surprising! Hemet mewithare-
spectful bow, astammering voice, and alook fixed on the
ground.

HARDCASTLE. Hemet mewithaloudvoice, alordly air,
and afamiliarity that mademy blood freeze again.

MISSHARDCASTL E. Hetreated mewith diffidence and
respect; censured the manners of the age; admired the pru-
denceof girlsthat never laughed; tired mewith apologiesfor
being tiresome; then left the room with abow, and“Madam, |
would not for theworld detainyou.”

HARDCASTL E. Hespoketo measif heknew medl hislife
before; asked twenty questions, and never waited for an an-
swer; interrupted my best remarkswith somesily pun; andwhen
| wasin my best story of the Duke of Marlborough and Prince
Eugene, heasked if | had not agood hand at making punch.
Yes, Kate, heasked your father if hewasamaker of punch!
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MISSHARDCASTLE. Oneof usmust certainly bemis-
taken.

HARDCASTLE. If hebewhat he hasshown himsaf, I'm
determined he shall never have my consent.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Andif hebethesullenthing | take
him, heshall never havemine.

HARDCASTLE. Inonethingthenweare agreed—toreject
him.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Yes: but upon conditions. For if you
should find himlessimpudent, and | more presuming—if you
find him more respectful, and | moreimportunate—I don’t
know—thefellow iswell enough for aman—Certainly, we
don’t meet many such at ahorse-racein the country.

HARDCASTLE. If weshould find him so——-But that’sim-
possible. Thefirst gppearance hasdonemy business. I'm sdl-
domdeceivedinthat.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. Andyet there may be many good
qualitiesunder that first appearance.

HARDCASTLE. Ay, whenagirl findsafellow’soutsideto
her taste, shethen setsabout guessing therest of hisfurniture.
With her, asmooth face standsfor good sense, and agenteel
figurefor every virtue.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | hope, sir, aconversation begun
with acompliment to my good sense, won't end with asneer
at my understanding?

HARDCASTLE. Pardon me, Kate. But if young Mr. Bra-
zen canfind theart of reconciling contradictions, hemay please

usboth, perhaps.

MISSHARDCASTL E. And asoneof usmust be mistaken,
what if we go to makefurther discoveries?

HARDCASTLE. Agreed. But dependon’t I’mintheright.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Anddependon’t |’ mnot muchin
thewrong. [Exeunt.]

Enter Tony, running in with a casket.

TONY. Ecod! | have got them. Here they are. My cousin
Con’snecklaces, bobsand all. My mother shan’t cheat the
poor soulsout of their fortin neither. O! my genus, isthat you?

Enter HASTINGS.

HASTINGS. My dear friend, how have you managed with
your mother?1 hope you have amused her with pretending
lovefor your cousin, and that you arewilling to bereconciled
at last? Our horseswill berefreshed in ashort time, and we
shall soon beready to set off.

TONY . And here's something to bear your charges by the
way (givingthe casket); your sweetheart’sjewds. Keegp them:
and hang those, | say, that would rob you of one of them.
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HASTINGS. But how haveyou procured them from your
mother?

TONY.Askmenoquestions, and Il tell you nofibs. | pro-
cured them by therule of thumb. If | had not akey to every
drawer inmother’sbureau, how could | go to thealehouse so
oftenas| do? An honest man may rob himself of hisown at

anytime,

HASTINGS. Thousandsdoit every day. But to beplain with
you; MissNevilleisendeavouring to procure them from her
aunt thisvery ingtant. If shesucceeds, it will bethemost deli-
cateway at least of obtaining them.

TONY. Well, keep them, till you know how it will be. But |
know how it will bewell enough; she' d as soon part withthe
only sound tooth in her head.

HASTINGS. But | dread the effects of her resentment, when
shefindsshehaslost them.
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TONY. Never youmind her resentment, leave ME to manage
that. | don’t value her resentment the bounce of acracker.
Zounds! herethey are. Morrice! Prance! [Exit HASTINGS]

Enter MRS HARDCASTLE and MISSNEVILLE.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Indeed, Constance, you amazeme.
Suchagirl asyouwant jewels! 1t will betimeenoughfor jew-
els, my dear, twenty yearshence, when your beauty beginsto
want repairs.

MISSNEVILLE. But what will repair beauty at forty, will
certainly improveit at twenty, madam.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Yours, my dear, can admit of none.
That natural blush isbeyond athousand ornaments. Besides,
child, jewelsarequiteout at present. Don’'t you see half the
ladies of our acquaintance, my Lady Kill-daylight, and Mrs.
Crump, and therest of them, carry their jewelsto town, and
bring nothing but paste and marcasites back.
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MISSNEVILLE. But who knows, madam, but somebody
that shall be namelesswould like me best with all my little
finery about me?

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Consult your glass, my dear, and
then seeif, with such apair of eyes, youwant any better spar-
klers. What do you think, Tony, my dear?doesyour cousin
Con. want any jewelsinyour eyesto set off her beauty?

TONY . That'sasthereafter may be.

MISSNEVILLE. My dear aunt, if you knew how it would
obligeme.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. A parce of old-fashioned roseand
table-cut things. They would makeyou look likethe court of
King Solomon at a puppet-show. Besides, | believe, | can't
readily comeat them. They may bemissing, for aught | know
tothecontrary.

TONY. (Apart to MRS HARDCASTLE.) Then why don’t
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you tell her so at once, asshe’ssolonging for them? Tell her
they’'relost. It stheonly way to quiet her. Say they'relost,
and call meto bear witness.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Apartto TONY.) You know, my
dear, I’'monly keeping themfor you. Soif | say they’ regone,
you'll bear mewitness, will you?He! he! hel

TONY. Never fear me. Ecod! I'll say | saw them taken out
withmy owneyes.

MISSNEVILLE. | desirethem but for aday, madam. Just
to be permitted to show them asrelics, and then they may be
locked up again.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. To be plain with you, my dear
Congtance, if | could find themyou should havethem. They're
missing, | assureyou. Lost, for aught | know; but we must
have patience wherever they are.

MISSNEVILLE.I'll not believeit! thisisbut ashalow pre-
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tenceto deny me. | know they aretoo valuableto be sodightly
kept, and asyou areto answer for theloss—

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Don't beaarmed, Constance. If
they belogt, | must restore an equivalent. But my son knows
they aremissing, and not to befound.

TONY. That | can bear witnessto. They aremissing, and not
tobefound; I'll takemy oath on'’t.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Youmust learnresignation, my dear;
for though we lose our fortune, yet we should not lose our
patience. See me, how cam | am.

MISSNEVILLE. Ay, peoplearegenerally cam at themis-
fortunesof others.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Now | wonder agirl of your good
sense should waste athought upon such trumpery. We shall
soon find them; and inthemeantimeyou shal makeuseof my
garnetstill your jewelsbefound.
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MISSNEVILLE. | detest garnets.

MRS. HARDCASTL E. Themost becoming thingsin the
world to set off aclear complexion. You have often seen how
well they look upon me. You shall havethem. [Exit.]

MISSNEVILLE.| didikethemof al things Youshan't ir—
Was ever anything so provoking, to mislay my own jewels,
and forcemeto wear her trumpery?

TONY. Don't beafool. If she givesyou the garnets, take
what you can get. The jewelsare your own already. | have
stolenthem out of her bureau, and shedoesnot know it. Fly to
your spark, he'll tell you more of the matter. Leave meto
manage her.

MISSNEVILLE. My dear cousin!
TONY. Vanish. She' shere, and hasmissed them already. [ Exit

MISSNEVILLE.] Zounds! how shefidgetsand spits about
likeaCatherinewhed.
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Enter MRS HARDCASTLE.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Confusion! thieves! robbers! we
are cheated, plundered, broke open, undone.

TONY . What'sthe matter, what’' sthe matter, mamma?| hope
nothing has happened to any of thegood family!

MRS. HARDCASTLE. We are robbed. My bureau has
been broken open, thejewel staken out, and I’ m undone.

TONY.Oh! isthat dl?Hal hal hal By thelaws, | never saw it
acted better in my life. Ecod, | thought you wasruinedin ear-
nest, hal ha! hal

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Why, boy, | AM ruinedin earnest.
My bureau has been broken open, and all taken away.

TONY. Stick tothat: hal hal ha! stick tothat. I’ [| bear witness,
you know; call meto bear witness.
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MRS.HARDCASTLE. | tell you, Tony, by all that’spre-
cious, thejewelsaregone, and | shall beruinedfor ever.

TONY. Surel know they’ regone, and I’m to say so.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. My dearest Tony, but hear me.
They’regone, | say.

TONY . By thelaws, mamma, you make mefor tolaugh, hal
ha! | know who took them well enough, ha! ha! hal

MRS.HARDCASTL E. Wasthere ever such ablockhead,
that can’t tell the difference between jest and earnest?| tell
youl’mnotinjest, booby.

TONY. That'sright, that’sright; you must beinabitter pas-
sion, and then nobody will suspect either of us. I’ [l bear wit-
nessthat they aregone.

MRS.HARDCASTL E. Wasthereever suchacross-grained
brute, that won’t hear me? Can you bear witnessthat you're
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no better than afool ? Was ever poor woman so beset with
foolson onehand, and thieves on the other?

TONY. | can bear witnesstothat.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Bear witnessagain, you blockhead
you, and I’ Il turn you out of theroom directly. My poor niece,
what will becomeof her? Do you laugh, you unfedling brute,
asif you enjoyed my distress?

TONY . | can bear witnessto that.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Doyouinsult me, mongter?!’ll teach
you tovex your mother, | will.

TONY. | can bear witnessto that. [Herunsoff, shefollows
him.]

Enter MissHARDCASTLE and Maid.

MISSHARDCASTL E. What an unaccountablecreatureis
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that brother of mine, to send themto thehouseasaninn! hal
ha! | don’t wonder at hisimpudence.

MAID. But what ismore, madam, the young gentleman, as
you passed by inyour present dress, asked meif you werethe
bar-maid. He mistook you for the bar-maid, madam.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Didhe?Thenasl live, I'mresolved
to keep up thedelusion. Tell me, Pimple, how doyou likemy
present dress?Don’t you think | look something like Cherry in
the Beaux Stratagem?

MAID. It'sthedress, madam, that every lady wearsin the
country, but when shevisitsor recelvescompany.

MISSHARDCASTLE. And areyou sure he does not re-
member my face or person?

MAID. Certainof it.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | vow, | thought so; for, though we
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spokefor sometimetogether, yet hisfearswere such, that he
never oncelooked up during theinterview. Indeed, if he had,
my bonnet would havekept him from seeing me.

MAID. But what do you hopefrom keeping himinhismis-
take?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Inthefirst place| shall be seen,
and that isno small advantageto agirl who bringsher faceto
market. Then| shdl perhgpsmake an acquaintance, and that’s
no small victory gained over onewho never addressesany but
thewildest of her sex. But my chief amis, totakemy gentle-
man off hisguard, and, likean invisiblechampion of romance,
examinethegiant’sforce beforel offer to combat.

MAID. But you aresureyou can act your part, and disguise
your voice so that he may mistakethat, ashe hasaready mis-
taken your person?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Never fear me. | think | have got
thetruebar cant—Did your honour call>—Attend the Lion
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there—Pipesand tobacco for the Angel. —TheLamb hasbeen
outrageousthishaf-hour.

MAID. Itwill do, madam. But he'shere. [Exit MAID.]

Enter MARLOW.

MARLOW. What abawling in every part of the house! |
have scarceamoment’srepose. If | go to thebest room, there
| find my host and hisstory: if | fly tothegdllery, therewehave
my hostesswith her curtsey downtotheground. | haveat last
got amoment to mysalf, and now for recollection. [V\alksand
muses.]

MISSHARDCASTLE. Didyoucal, sir?Did your honour
cdl?

MARLOW. (Musing.) Asfor Miss Hardcastle, she’'stoo
grave and sentimental for me.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Did your honour cal? (She till
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places herself before him, he turning away.)

MARLOW. No, child. (Musing.) Besides, fromtheglimpse
| had of her, | think she squints.

MISSHARDCASTLE. I'msure, sir, | heard thebell ring.
MARLOW. No, no. (Musing.) | have pleased my father,
however, by coming down, and I’ Il to-morrow please myself
by returning. [ Taking out histablets, and perusing.]
MISSHARDCAST L E. Perhgpstheother gentlemancdled, sr?

MARLOW. | tell you, no.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | should beglad to know, sir. We
have suchaparce of servants!

MARLOW. No, no, | tell you. (Looksfull in her face.) Yes,
child, I think I did call. | wanted—I wanted—I vow, child,
you arevastly handsome.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. Ola, gr, you'll make one ashamed.

MARLOW. Never saw amoresprightly maliciouseye. Yes,
yes, my dear, | did call. Haveyou got any of your—a—what
d'yecdl itinthehouse?

MISSHARDCASTLE. No, sir, we have been out of that
theseten days.

MARLOW. Onemay call inthishouse, | find, tovery little
purpose. Suppose | should call for ataste, just by way of a
trid, of thenectar of your lips; perhaps| might bedisappointed
inthat too.

MI1SS HARDCASTLE. Nectar! nectar! That's a liquor
there'sno call for inthese parts. French, | suppose. Wesell no
Frenchwineshere, sir.

MARL OW. Of true English growth, | assureyou.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Thenit'sodd | should not know it.
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Webrew all sortsof winesinthishouse, and | havelived here
theseeighteenyears.

MARL OW. Eighteen years! Why, onewould think, child,
you kept the bar before you wereborn. How old areyou?

MISSHARDCASTLE. O! gr, | must not tell my age. They
say women and music should never be dated.

MARLOW. To guess at this distance, you can’'t be much
aboveforty (approaching). Yet, nearer, | don’t think so much
(approaching). By coming close to somewomen they ook
younger dill; but whenwe comevery closeindeed—(attempt-
ing to kiss her).

MISSHARDCASTLE. Pray, Sir, keep your distance. One
would think you wanted to know one' sage, asthey do horses,
by mark of mouth.

MARLOW. | protest, child, you usemeextremely ill. If you
keep meat thisdistance, how isit possibleyouand | can ever
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be acquainted?

MISSHARDCASTLE. And who wantsto be acquainted
withyou?| want no such acquaintance, not . I'm sureyou did
not treat MissHardcastl e, that was here awhile ago, inthis
obstropalous manner. I’ Il warrant me, before her you looked
dashed, and kept bowing to theground, and talked, for al the
world, asif youwasbeforeajustice of peace.

MARLOW. (Aside.) Egad, shehashit it, sureenough! (To
her.) Inaweof her, child?Hal ha! hal A mereawkward squint-
ing thing; no, no. | find you don’t know me. | laughed and
ralied her alittle; but | wasunwilling to betoo severe. No, |
could not betoo severe, curse me!

MISSHARDCASTLE. O! then, sir, you areafavourite, |
find, anong theladies?

MARLOW. Yes, my dear, agreat favourite. And yet hang
me, | don’t seewhat they findinmetofollow. AttheLadies
Clubintown|’mcaledtheir agreeable Rattle. Rattle, child, is
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not my real name, but one I’'m known by. My name is
Solomons; Mr. Solomons, my dear, at your service. (Offer-
ing to salute her.)

MISSHARDCASTLE. Hold, sir; you areintroducing me
toyour club, not to yourself. And you' reso great afavourite
there, you say?

MARLOW. Yes, my dear. There' sMrs. Mantrap, Lady Betty
Blackleg, the Countessof Sligo, Mrs. Langhorns, old Miss
Biddy Buckskin, and your humble servant, keep up the spirit
of theplace.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Thenit'savery merry place, | sup-
pose?

MARLOW. Yes, asmerry ascards, supper, wine, and old
women can makeus.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Andtheir agreegbleRaitle, hal hal hal
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MARLOW. (Aside.) Egad! | don't quitelikethischit. She
looksknowing, methinks. Youlaugh, child?

MISSHARDCASTLE. | can't but laugh, to think what time
they al havefor minding their work or their family.

MARLOW. (Aside.) All’swell; shedon’t laugh at me. (To
her.) Doyou ever work, child?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Ay, sure. There'snot a screen or
quilt inthewhole house but what can bear witnessto that.

MARLOW. Odso! thenyou must show meyour embroidery.
| embroider and draw patterns myself alittle. If you want a
judgeof your work, you must apply to me. (Saizing her hand.)

MISSHARDCASTLE. Ay, but the coloursdo not |ook well
by candldight. You shdl seedl inthemorning. (Struggling.)

MARL OW. And why not now, my angel? Such beauity fires
beyond the power of resi stance—Pshaw! thefather here! My
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oldluck: | never nicked seventhat | did not throw amesace
threetimesfollowing. [Exit MARLOW.]

Enter HARDCASTLE, who standsin surprise.

HARDCASTLE. So, madam. So, | find thisisyour modest
lover. Thisisyour humbleadmirer, that kept hiseyesfixed on
theground, and only adored at humbledistance. Kate, Kate,
art thou not ashamed to deceive your father so?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Never trust me, dear papa, but he's
gtill themodest man || first took himfor; you' |l be convinced of
itaswell asl.

HARDCASTLE. By thehand of my body, | believehisim-
pudenceisinfectious! Didn't | seehim saizeyour hand?Didn’t
| seehim haul you about likeamilkmaid? And now you talk of
hisrespect and hismodesty, forsooth!

MISSHARDCASTLE. Butif | shortly convinceyou of his
modesty, that he hasonly thefaultsthat will passoff withtime,
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andthevirtuesthat will improvewithage, | hopeyou Il forgive
him.

HARDCASTL E. Thegirl would actualy makeonerun mad!
[ tell you, Il not be convinced. | am convinced. Hehasscarce
been three hoursin the house, and he has already encroached
onall my prerogatives. Youmay like hisimpudence, and cal it
modesty; but my son-in-law, madam, must havevery different
qudifications

MISSHARDCASTLE. Sir, | ask but thisnight to convince
you.

HARDCASTLE. Youshal not havehalf thetime, for | have
thoughtsof turning him out thisvery hour.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Givemethat hour then, and | hope
to satisfy you.

HARDCASTLE. Wel, anhour letit bethen. But I’ Il haveno
triflingwithyour father. All fair and open, doyou mind me.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. | hope, sir, you have ever found
that | considered your commandsasmy pride; for your kind-
nessissuch, that my duty asyet has been inclination. [ Ex-
eunt.]
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ACT THE FOURTH.

Enter HASTINGS and MISS NEVILLE.

HASTINGS. You surpriseme; Sir CharlesMarlow expected
herethisnight! Wherehaveyou had your information?

MISSNEVILLE. You may depend uponit. | just saw his
letter to Mr. Hardcastle, inwhich hetellshim heintends setting
out afew hoursafter hisson.

HASTINGS. Then, my Constance, all must be completed
before hearrives. Heknowsme; and should hefind mehere,
would discover my name, and perhaps my designs, totherest
of thefamily.

MISSNEVILLE. Thejewels, | hope, are safe?
HASTINGS. Yes, yes, | have sent them to Marlow, who

keepsthe keys of our baggage. Inthemeantime, I'll goto
prepare mattersfor our elopement. | have had the*squire’s
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promiseof afresh pair of horses; andif | should not seehim
again, will write himfurther directions. [Exit.]

MISSNEVILLE. Wel! successattend you. Inthemeantime
I’1l go and amuse my aunt with the old pretence of aviolent
passion for my cousin. [Exit.]

Enter MARLOW, followed by a Servant.

MARL OW. | wonder what Hastings could mean by sending
me so valuable athing as acasket to keep for him, when he
knowstheonly placel haveisthe seat of apost-coach at an
inn-door. Have you deposited the casket with the landlady, as
| ordered you?Haveyou put it into her own hands?
SERVANT. Yes, your honour.

MARLOW. Shesaid she' d keep it safe, did she?

SERVANT. Yes, shesaid she' d keep it safeenough; sheasked
me how | came by it; and she said she had agreat mind to
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make me give an account of myself. [Exit Servant.]

MARLOW. Ha! hal ha! They’re safe, however. What an
unaccountable set of beingshavewegot amongst! Thislittle
bar-maid though runsin my head most strangely, and drives
out theabsurditiesof al therest of thefamily. She'smine, she
must bemine, or I’'mgreatly mistaken.

Enter HASTINGS.

HASTINGS. Bless me! | quite forgot to tell her that I in-
tended to prepare at the bottom of the garden. Marlow here,
andinspiritstoo!

MARLOW. Givemejoy, George! Crown me, shadow me
with laurelsl Well, George, after all, wemodest fellowsdon't
want for successamong thewomen.

HASTINGS. Some women, you mean. But what success
hasyour honour’s modesty been crowned with now, that it
grows soinsolent upon us?
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MARLOW. Didn’'t you seethetempting, brisk, lovely little
thing, that runs about the house with abunch of keystoits
girde?

HASTINGS. Well, and what then?

MARL OW. She'smine, you rogueyou. Suchfire, suchmo-
tion, such eyes, suchlips; but, egad! shewould not let mekiss
themthough.

HASTINGS. But areyou so sure, so very sureof her?

MARL OW. Why, man, shetalked of showing me her work
above stairs, and | amto improvethe pattern.

HASTINGS. But how can you, Charles, go about torob a
woman of her honour?

MARLOW. Pshaw! pshaw! Weall know the honour of the
bar-maid of aninn. | don'tintend to rob her, takemy word for
it; there’snothing in thishousel shan’t honestly pay for.
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HASTINGS. | believethegirl hasvirtue.

MARLOW. Andif shehas, | should bethelast maninthe
world that would attempt to corrupt it.

HASTINGS. You have taken care, | hope, of the casket |
sent youtolock up?Isitinsafety?

MARLOW. Yes, yes. It'ssafe enough. | havetaken care of
it. But how could you think the seat of apost-coach at aninn-
door aplaceof safety? Ah!l numskull! | havetaken better pre-
cautionsfor you than you did for yourse f——I have——
HASTINGS. What?

MARLOW. | havesentit tothelandlady to keep for you.

HASTINGS. Tothelandlady!

MARLOW. Thelandlady.
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HASTINGS. Youdid?

MARLOW. | did. She'sto beanswerablefor itsforthcom-
ing, you know.

HASTINGS. Yes, she'll bring it forthwith awitness.

MARLOW.Wasn't| right?1 believeyou |l allow that | acted
prudently upon thisoccasion.

HASTINGS. (Aside.) Hemust not see my uneasiness.

MARL OW. You ssemalittledisconcerted though, methinks.
Surenothing has happened?

HASTINGS. No, nothing. Never wasin better spiritsin all
my life. And so you left it with thelandlady, who, no doubt,
very readily undertook the charge.

MARL OW. Rather too readily. For she not only kept the
casket, but, through her great precaution, wasgoing to keep
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the messenger too. Hal ha! hal

HASTINGS. He! he! he! They’resafe, however.

MARLOW. Asaguineainamiser’spurse.

HASTINGS. (Aside.) Sonow al hopesof fortuneareat an
end, and we must set off without it. (To him.) Well, Charles,
I’ll leave youto your meditationsonthe pretty bar-maid, and,
he! he! hel may you beassuccessful for yourself, asyou have
beenfor me! [Exit.]

MARLOW. Thank ye, George: | ask no more. Hal ha! hal

Enter HARDCASTLE.

HARDCASTLE. | nolonger know my ownhouse. It'sturned
al topsy-turvy. Hisservantshavegot drunk aready. I’ ll bear it
no longer; and yet, frommy respect for hisfather, I’ ll becam.
(Tohim.) Mr. Marlow, your servant. I’ m your very humble
servant. (Bowing low.)
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MARLOW. Sir, your humbleservant. (Aside.) What'sto be
thewonder now?

HARDCASTLE. | believe, ar, you must besensible, sir, that
no man alive ought to be more welcomethan your father’s
son, sir. | hopeyou think so?

MARLOW.| dofrommy soul, Sr. | don’t want much entregty.
| generally makemy father’ ssonwel comewherever hegoes.

HARDCASTLE. | believeyou do, from my soul, sir. But
though | say nothing to your own conduct, that of your ser-
vantsisinsufferable. Their manner of drinkingissetting avery
bad exampleinthishouse, | assureyou.

MARLOW. | protest, my very good sir, that isno fault of
mine. If they don’'t drink asthey ought, they areto blame. |
ordered them not to sparethecdllar. | did, | assureyou. (To
the side scene.) Here, let one of my servantscome up. (To
him.) My positivedirectionswere, that as| did not drink my-
sdf, they should make up for my deficienciesbel ow.
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HARDCASTLE. Thenthey had your ordersfor what they
do?!'msatisfied!

MARLOW. They had, | assureyou. You shal hear from one
of themsdlves.

Enter Servant, drunk.

MARLOW. You, Jeremy! Comeforward, sirrah! What were
my orders? Wereyou not told to drink fredly, and call for what
you thought fit, for the good of the house?

HARDCASTLE. (Aside.) | begintolosemy patience.

JEREMY . Please your honour, liberty and Fleet-street for
ever! Though I’ m but aservant, I’ m asgood as another man.
I’ll drink for no man before supper, sir, damme! Good liquor
will sit upon a good supper, but agood supper will not sit
upon——-hiccup——onmy conscience, Sir.

MARLOW. You see, my oldfriend, thefellow isasdrunk as
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hecan possibly be. | don’t know what you’ d have more, un-
lessyou’ d havethe poor devil soused inabeer-barrd.

HARDCASTLE. Zounds! he'll drivemedistracted, if | con-
tan mysef any longer. Mr. Marlow—Sir; | have submitted to
your insolencefor morethan four hours, and | seeno likeli-
hood of itscoming to anend. I’m now resolved to be master
here, sir; and | desirethat you and your drunken pack may
leavemy housedirectly.

MARL OW. Leaveyour housel——Sureyou jest, my good
friend! What?when I’m doingwhat | canto pleaseyou.

HARDCASTLE. | tell you, sir, you don’'t please me; so |
desireyou’ |l leavemy house.

MARL OW. Sureyou cannot be serious?At thistimeo’ night,
and such anight?You only mean to banter me.

HARDCASTLE. I tdl you, dr, I’mserious! and now that my
passionsareroused, | say thishouseismine, sir; thishouseis
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mine, and | command youto leaveit directly.

MARLOW. Ha! ha! hal A puddleinastorm.| shan'tstira
step, | assureyou. (Inaserioustone.) Thisyour house, fel-
low! It'smy house. Thisismy house. Mine, whilel chooseto
stay. What right have you to bid meleavethishouse, sir?1

never met with suchimpudence, curseme; never inmy whole
lifebefore,

HARDCASTLE. Nor I, confound meif ever | did. Tocome
tomy house, to call for what helikes, to turn me out of my
ownchair, toinsult thefamily, to order hisservantsto get drunk,
andthentotell me, “Thishouseismine, sir.” By al that’sim-
pudent, it makesmelaugh. Hal hal ha! Pray, sir (bantering),
asyou takethe house, what think you of taking therest of the
furniture? There’'sapair of silver candlesticks, and there’'sa
fire-screen, and here'sapair of brazen-nosed bellows; per-
hapsyou may takeafancy to them?

MARLOW. Bring meyour bill, sir; bring meyour bill, and
let’smake no morewordsabout it.
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HARDCASTLE. Thereareaset of prints, too. What think
you of the Rake’s Progress, for your own apartment?

MARLOW. Bringmeyour bill, | say; and I’ ll leaveyou and
your inferna housedirectly.

HARDCASTLE. Thenthere’samahogany tablethat you
may seeyour ownfacein.

MARLOW. My bill, | say.

HARDCASTLE. | had forgot thegreat chair for your own
particular dumbers, after ahearty medl.

MARLOW. Zounds! bringmemy hill, | say, andlet’shear no
moreon't.

HARDCASTL E. Young man, young man, fromyour father’s
letter to me, | wastaught to expect awell-bred modest man as
avisitor here, but now I find him no better than acoxcomb
and abully; but hewill bedown here presently, and shall hear
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moreof it. [Exit.]

MARL OW. How'sthis? Surel have not mistaken the house.
Everything lookslikeaninn. The servants cry, coming; the
attendanceisawkward; the bar-maid, too, to attend us. But
she'shere, and will further inform me. Whither sofast, child?
A word withyou.

Enter MISSHARDCASTLE.
MISSHARDCASTLE. Letitbeshort, then.I’'minahurry.
(Aside)) | believebebeginstofind out hismistake. Butit'stoo

soon quiteto undeceivehim.

MARLOW. Pray, child, answer meonequestion. What are
you, and what may your businessin thishouse be?

MISSHARDCASTLE. A relation of thefamily, Sir.

MARL OW. What, apoor relation.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. Yes, sSit. A poor relation, appointed
to keepthekeys, and to seethat the guestswant nothinginmy
power to givethem.

MARLOW. Thatis, you act asthe bar-maid of thisinn.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Inn! O lawv——what brought that
inyour head? One of the best familiesin the country keep an
inn—Hal hal ha! old Mr. Hardcastle shouseaninn!

MARLOW. Mr. Hardcastle shouse! IsthisMr. Hardcastle's
house, child?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Ay, sure! Whoseelseshould it be?

MARLOW. So then, al’sout, and | have been damnably
imposed on. O, confound my stupid head, | shall belaughed
at over thewholetown. | shall be stuck upin caricaturainall
the print-shops. The Dullissimo Maccaroni. To mistakethis
houseof all othersfor aninn, and my father’sold friend for an
innkeeper! What aswaggering puppy must hetake mefor!
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What asilly puppy do | find myself! Thereagain, may | be
hanged, my dear, but | mistook you for the bar-maid.

MISS HARDCASTLE. Dear me! dear me! I’'m sure
there’snothing in my behaviour to put me on alevel with
one of that stamp.

MARL OW. Nothing, my dear, nothing. But | wasinfor alist
of blunders, and could not hel p making you asubscriber. My
stupidity saw everything thewrong way. | mistook your assi-
duity for assurance, and your smplicity for alurement. Butit's
over. Thishouse | no more show my facein.

MISSHARDCASTLE. I hope, sir, | have done nothing to
disobligeyou. I’msurel should besorry to affront any gentle-
man who has been so polite, and said so many civil thingsto
me. I’m sure | should be sorry (pretending to cry) if heleft
thefamily uponmy account. I’msurel shouldbesorry if people
sad anything amiss, sincel haveno fortunebut my character.

MARLOW. (Aside)) By Heaven! sheweeps. Thisisthefirst
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mark of tenderness| ever had from amodest woman, and it
touchesme. (To her.) Excuse me, my lovely girl; you arethe
only part of thefamily | leavewithreluctance. Buttobeplain
with you, the difference of our birth, fortune, and education,
makes an honourable connexionimpossible; and | can never
harbour athought of seducing simplicity that trustedin my
honour, of bringing ruin upon onewhoseonly fault wasbeing
toolovely.

MISSHARDCASTLE. (Aside.) Generousman! | now be-
ginto admirehim. (To him.) But | am suremy family isas
good as Miss Hardcastle's; and though I’ m poor, that’s no
great misfortuneto acontented mind; and, until thismoment, |

never thought that it was bad to want fortune.

MARL OW. Andwhy now, my pretty smplicity?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Becauseit puts me at adistance
fromonethat, if | had athousand pounds, | would giveital to.

MARLOW. (Aside.) Thissmplicity bewitchesme, sothat if
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| stay, I’'mundone. | must make onebold effort, and leave her.
(Toher.) Your partiality in my favour, my dear, touchesme
most sensibly: and werel tolivefor myself done, | could eas-
ily fix my choice. But | owetoo much to the opinion of the
world, too much to the authority of afather; so that—I can
scarcely speak it—it affectsme. Farewell. [Exit.]

MISSHARDCASTLE. I never knew haf hismerittill now.
Heshall not go, if | have power or art todetainhim. I’ Il still
preservethe character inwhich | stooped to conquer; but will
undeceive my papa, who perhaps may laugh him out of his
resolution. [Exit.]

Enter Tony and MISSNEVILLE.
TONY. Ay, you may sted for yourselvesthenexttime. | have
donemy duty. Shehasgot thejewelsagain, that’sasurething;

but shebdlievesit wasall amistake of the servants.

MISSNEVILLE. But, my dear cousin, sureyouwon't for-
sakeusinthisdistress?|f sheintheleast suspectsthat | am
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going off, | shall certainly belocked up, or sent to my aunt
Pedigree’'s, whichistentimesworse.

TONY . Tobesure, auntsof al kindsaredamned bad things.
But what can| do?| havegot you apair of horsesthat will fly
like Whistle-jacket; and I’'m sure you can’'t say but | have
courted you nicely before her face. Here she comes, we must
court abit or two more, for fear she should suspect us. [ They
retire, and seemto fondle.]

Enter MRS HARDCASTLE.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Wdll, | wasgreatly fluttered, to be
sure. But my sontellsmeit wasal amistakeof theservants. |
shan't be easy, however, till they arefairly married, and then
let her keep her own fortune. But what do | see? fondling
together, asI’malive. | never saw Tony so sprightly before.
Ah! havel caught you, my pretty doves? What, billing, ex-
changing stolen glancesand broken murmurs? Ah!

TONY. Asfor murmurs, mother, wegrumblealittlenow and
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then, to besure. But there' sno lovelost between us.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. A meresprinkling, Tony, uponthe
flame, only to makeit burn brighter.

MISSNEVILLE. Cousin Tony promisesto give usmoreof
hiscompany at home. Indeed, he shan't leave usany more. It
won'tleaveus, cousin Tony, will it?

TONY. O! it'sapretty creature. No, I’d sooner leave my
horsein apound, thanleave you when you smile upon one so.
Your laugh makesyou so becoming.

MISSNEVILLE. Agreeable cousin! Who can help admir-
ing that natural humour, that pleasant, broad, red, thoughtless
(patting hischeek)—ah! it'sabold face.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Pretty innocence!

TONY.I’'msurel dwaysloved cousin Con.’shazleeyes, and
her pretty long fingers, that shetwiststhisway and that over
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thehaspicholls, likeaparcel of bobbins.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Ah! hewould charm thebird from
thetree. | wasnever so happy before. My boy takesafter his
father, poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. Thejewels, my dear Con.,
shall beyoursincontinently. You shall havethem. Isn't hea
sweet boy, my dear? You shall be married to-morrow, and
we'll put off therest of hiseducation, like Dr. Drowsy’s ser-
mons, to afitter opportunity.

Enter DIGGORY.

DIGGORY. Wherée'sthe’ squire?| havegot aletter for your
worship.

TONY . Giveitto my mamma. Shereadsall my lettersfirs.

DIGGORY. | had ordersto deliver it into your own hands.

TONY . Whodoesit comefrom?
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DIGGORY. Your worshipmun ask that 0’ theletter itself.

TONY. | couldwishto know though (turning theletter, and
gazing onit).

MISSNEVILLE. (Aside.) Undone! undone! A letter to him
from Hastings. | know the hand. If my aunt seesit, we are
ruined for ever. I’ l| keep her employed alittleif | can. (To
MRS HARDCASTLE.) But | have not told you, madam, of
my cousin’s smart answer just now to Mr. Marlow. We so
laughed.—You must know, madam.—Thisway alittle, for he
must not hear us. [ They confer .]

TONY. (Still gazing.) A damned cramp piece of penman-
ship, asever | saw inmy life. | canread your print hand very
well. But here are such handles, and shanks, and dashes, that
one can scarce tell the head from the tail.—" To Anthony
Lumpkin, Esquire.” It'svery odd, | can read theoutside of my
letters, wheremy own nameis, well enough; but when | come
toopenit, it'sall——buzz. That's hard, very hard; for the
ingdeof theletter isawaysthe cream of the correspondence.
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MRS. HARDCASTLE. Ha ha! ha! Very well, very well.
And so my sonwastoo hard for the philosopher.

MISSNEVILLE. Yes, madam; but you must hear therest,
madam. A little morethisway, or hemay hear us. You'll hear
how hepuzzled himagain.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. He seems strangely puzzled now
himsdf, methinks.

TONY. (Sill gazing.) A damned up and down hand, asif it
wasdisguisedinliquor—(Reading.) Dear Sir,—ay, that'sthat.
Thenthere'sanM, andaT, and an S, but whether the next be
anizzard, or an R, confound me, | cannot tell.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. What'sthat, my dear? Can| give
you any assistance?

MISSNEVILLE. Pray, aunt, let meread it. Nobody readsa
cramp hand better than |. (Twitching the letter from him.)
Doyouknow whoitisfrom?
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TONY . Can'ttell, except from Dick Ginger, thefeeder.

MISSNEVILLE. Ay, soitis. (Pretending to read.) Dear
‘Squire, hoping that you' rein health, as1 am at this present.
The gentlemen of the Shake-bag club hascut the gentlemen of
Goose-green quite out of feather. The odds—um—odd
battle—um—Iong fighting—um—here, here, it’sall about
cocksandfighting; it'sof no consequence; here, put it up, put
it up. (Thrusting the crumpled letter upon him.)

TONY.Butl tell you, miss, it'sof al the consequenceinthe
world. | would not losetherest of it for aguinea. Here, mother,
do you make it out. Of no consequence! (Giving MRS
HARDCASTLE theletter.)

MRS. HARDCASTLE. How’s this?—(Reads.) “Dear
‘Squire, I'm now waiting for MissNeville, withapost-chaise
and pair, at the bottom of the garden, but | find my horsesyet
unableto performthejourney. | expect you'll assist uswitha
pair of fresh horses, asyou promised. Dispatch isnecessary,
astheHAG (ay, the hag), your mother, will otherwise sus-
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pect us! Yours, Hastings.” Grant mepatience. | shall rundis-
tracted! My rage chokesme.

MISSNEVILLE. | hope, madam, you’ll suspend your re-
sentment for afew moments, and not imputeto meany imper-
tinence, or sinister design, that belongsto another.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Curtseying very low.) Fine spo-
ken, madam, you aremost miraculoudy polite and engaging,
and quitethevery pink of courtesy and circumspection, madam.
(Changing her tone.) And you, you great ill-fashioned oaf,
with scarce sense enough to keep your mouth shut: wereyou,
too, joined against me?But I’ || defeat all your plotsinamo-
ment. Asfor you, madam, sinceyou havegot apair of fresh
horsesready, it would be cruel to disappoint them. So, if you
please, instead of running away with your spark, prepare, this
very moment, to run off with me. Your old aunt Pedigree will
keep you secure, I’ [| warrant me. You too, sir, may mount
your horse, and guard usupontheway. Here, Thomas, Roger,
Diggory! I'll show you, that | wish you better than you do
yourselves. [Exit.]
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MISSNEVILLE. Sonow I’m completely ruined.

TONY. Ay, that'sasurething.

MISSNEVILLE. What better could be expected from be-
ing connected with such astupid fool,—and after al thenods
and sgnsl madehim?

TONY. By thelaws, miss, it wasyour own cleverness, and
not my stupidity, that did your business. You were so niceand
50 busy with your Shake-bagsand Goose-greens, that | thought
you could never bemaking believe.

Enter HASTINGS.
HASTINGS. So, gr, | find by my servant, that you have shown
my letter, and betrayed us. Wasthiswell done, young gentle-

man?

TONY . Here' sanother. Ask missthere, who betrayed you.
Ecod, it washer doing, not mine.
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Enter MARLOW.

MARLOW. Sol havebeenfindy used hereamong you. Ren-
dered contemptible, drivenintoill manners, despised, insulted,
laughed at.

TONY . Here sanother. Weshd | haveold Bedlam brokeloose
presently.

MISSNEVILLE. Andthere, sir, isthegentlemanto whom
weall oweevery obligation.

MARLOW. What can | say to him, amere boy, anidiot,
whoseignorance and age are aprotection?

HASTINGS. A poor contemptible booby, that would but dis-
gracecorrection.

MISSNEVILLE. Yet with cunning and malice enough to
make himself merry withal our embarrassments.
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HASTINGS. Aninsensiblecub.

MARL OW. Repletewithtricksand mischief.

TONY. Baw! damme, but I'll fight you both, one after the
other—with baskets.

MARLOW. Asfor him, he'sbe ow resentment. But your con-
duct, Mr. Hastings, requires an explanation. You knew of my

mistakes, yet would not undeceive me.

HASTINGS. Tortured asl amwith my own disappointments,
isthisatimefor explanations?Itisnot friendly, Mr. Marlow.

MARLOW.But,sr—

MISSNEVILLE. Mr. Marlow, we never kept onyour mis-
taketill it wastoo lateto undeceiveyou.

Enter Servant.



Oliver Goldsmith

SERVANT. My midressdesiresyou' |l get ready immediatdly,
madam. The horsesare putting to. Your hat and thingsarein
the next room. We areto go thirty milesbeforemorning. [Exit
Servant.]

MISSNEVILLE. Wdl, wdl: I'll come presently.

MARLOW. (ToHASTINGS) Wasit well done, Sir, toassist
inrendering meridiculous? To hang meout for thescorn of al
my acquaintance? Depend uponit, Sir, | shall expect anexpla-
nation.

HASTINGS. Wasit well done, sir, if you' reupon that sub-
ject, to deliver what | entrusted to yourself, to the care of
another Sr?

MISSNEVILLE. Mr. Hastings! Mr. Marlow! Why will you
increase my distressby thisgroundlessdispute?| implore, |

entreat you—

Enter Servant.
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SERVANT. Your cloak, madam. My mistressisimpatient.
[Exit Servant.]

MISSNEVILLE. | come. Pray bepacified. If | leaveyou
thus, | shal diewith apprehension.

Enter Servant.

SERVANT. Your fan, muff, and gloves, madam. The horses
arewaiting.

MISSNEVILLE. O, Mr. Marlow! if you knew what ascene
of constraint and ill-natureliesbeforeme, I’ m sureit would
convert your resentment into pity.

MARLOW. I'msodistracted with avariety of passions, that
| don’t know what | do. Forgive me, madam. George, forgive

me. You know my hasty temper, and should not exasperateit.

HASTINGS. Thetortureof my situationismy only excuse.
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MISSNEVILLE. Well, my dear Hastings, if you havethat
esteemfor methat | think, that | am sureyou have, your con-
stancy for three yearswill but increase the happiness of our
future connexion. If——

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Wthin.) MissNeville. Constance,
why Constance, | say.

MISSNEVILLE.I’mcoming. Well, constancy, remembe,
constancy istheword. [Exit.]

HASTINGS. My heart! how can | support this? To be so
near happiness, and such happiness!

MARLOW. (To Tony.) You see now, young gentleman, the
effectsof your folly. What might beamusement toyou, ishere
disappointment, and even distress.

TONY. (Fromareverie.) Ecod, | havehitit. It'shere. Your
hands. Yoursand yours, my poor Sulky!—My bootsthere,
hol—M eet metwo hours hence at the bottom of the garden;
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andif you don't find Tony Lumpkin amoregood-natured fel-
low than you thought for, I'll giveyou leaveto take my best
horse, and Bet Bouncer into the bargain. Come along. My
boots, ho! [Exeunt.]
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ACT THE FIFTH.

(SCENE continued.)

Enter HASTINGS and Servant.

HASTINGS. You saw theold lady and MissNevilledrive
off, you say?

SERVANT. Yes, your honour. They went off in apost-coach,
and theyoung ‘ squirewent on horseback. They’ rethirty miles
off by thistime.

HASTINGS. Thenadl my hopesareover.
SERVANT. Yes, sir. Old Sir Charleshasarrived. Heand the
old gentleman of thehousehavebeenlaughingat Mr. Marlow’s

mistakethishaf hour. They arecoming thisway.

HASTINGS. Then | must not be seen. So now tomy fruitless
appointment at the bottom of the garden. Thisisabout the
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time. [Exit.]

Enter SR CHARLESand HARDCASTLE.

HARDCASTLE. Ha! ha! hal The peremptory toneinwhich
he sent forth hissublime commands!

SIR CHARLES. Andthereservewithwhich| suppose he
treated al your advances.

HARDCASTLE. Andyet hemight have seen somethingin
me above acommon innkeeper, too.

SIR CHARLES. Yes, Dick, but be mistook you for an un-
commoninnkeeper, hal hal ha!

HARDCASTLE. Well, I’'mintoo good spiritsto think of
anything but joy. Yes, my dear friend, thisunion of our families
will makeour persond friendships hereditary; and though my
daughter’sfortuneisbut small—
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SIR CHARLES. Why, Dick, will youtalk of fortunetoME?
My sonispossessed of more than acompetencea ready, and
canwant nothing but agood and virtuousgirl to share hishap-
pinessandincreaseit. If they like each other, asyou say they
do—

HARDCASTLE. If, man! | tell youthey DO like each other.
My daughter asgood astold me so.

SIR CHARLES. But girlsare apt to flatter themselves, you
know.

HARDCASTLE. | saw himgrasp her hand inthewarmest
manner mysalf; and here he comesto put you out of your IFS,
| warrant him.

Enter MARLOW.
MARLOW. | come, sir, once more, to ask pardon for my

strange conduct. | can scarcereflect on my insolence without
confusion.
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HARDCASTLE. Tut, boy, atrifle! Youtakeittoo gravely.
Anhour or two'slaughing with my daughter will set dl torights
again. She'll never likeyou theworsefor it.

MARLOW. Sir, | shall bealwaysproud of her approbation.

HARDCASTLE. Approbation is but a cold word, Mr.
Marlow; if | am not decelved, you have something morethan
approbation thereabouts. You take me?

MARLOW. Redly, gir, | have not that happiness.

HARDCASTLE. Come, boy, I’'man oldfellow, and know
what’swhat aswell asyou that areyounger. | know what has
passed between you; but mum.

MARL OW. Sure, Sit, nothing has passed between usbut the
most profound respect on my side, and the most distant re-
serveon hers. You don’t think, sir, that my impudence has
been passed upon dl therest of thefamily.



Oliver Goldsmith

HARDCASTLE. Impudence! No, | don’t say that—not quite
impudence—though girlsliketo be played with, and rumpled
alittletoo, sometimes. But she hastold notaes, | assureyou.
MARLOW. | never gave her thedightest cause.
HARDCASTLE. Well, wdll, | likemodesty initsplacewdl
enough. But thisisover-acting, young gentleman. You may be
open. Your father and | will likeyou all the better for it.

MARLOW. May | die, gir, if | ever——

HARDCASTLE. I tdl you, shedon’'tdidikeyou; andasl’'m
sureyou like her——

MARLOW. Dear Sir—I protest, Ssr——

HARDCASTLE. | see no reason why you should not be
joined asfast asthe parson cantieyou.

MARLOW. But hear me, sir—
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HARDCASTLE. Your father approvesthe match, | admire
it; every moment’sdelay will bedoing mischief. So—

MARL OW. But why won'’t you hear me?By all that’sjust
andtrue, | never gave MissHardcastle the dightest mark of
my attachment, or even the most distant hint to suspect me of
affection. We had but one interview, and that was formal,
modest, and uninteresting.

HARDCASTLE. (Asde.) Thisfellow’sforma modest im-
pudenceisbeyond bearing.

SIR CHARLES. Andyou never grasped her hand, or made
any protestations?

MARLOW. AsHeavenismy witness, | camedownin obe-
dienceto your commands. | saw thelady without emotion,
and parted without reluctance. | hopeyou’ Il exact nofarther
proofs of my duty, nor prevent mefrom leaving ahousein
which | suffer somany mortifications. [Exit.]
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SIR CHARLES. I'm astonished at theair of sincerity with
which he parted.

HARDCASTLE. AndI’mastonished at theddiberateintre-
pidity of hisassurance.

SIR CHARLES. | darepledgemy lifeand honour upon his
truth.

HARDCASTL E. Herecomesmy daughter, and | would stake
my happinessupon her veracity.

Enter MISSHARDCASTLE.

HARDCASTLE. Kate, comehither, child. Answer ussin-
cerely and without reserve: has Mr. Marlow made you any
professionsof love and affection?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Thequestionisvery abrupt, Sir. But
sinceyou require unreserved sincerity, | think he has.
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HARDCASTLE. (ToSRCHARLES) You see.

SIR CHARLES. And pray, madam, have you and my son
had morethan oneinterview?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Yes, s, severdl.

HARDCASTLE. (ToSRCHARLES) You see.

SIR CHARLES. But did be professany attachment?

MISSHARDCASTLE. A lasting one.

SIR CHARLES. Did hetalk of love?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Much, sir.

SIRCHARLES. Amazing! Andal thisformally?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Formaly.
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HARDCASTLE. Now, my friend, | hopeyou are satisfied.

SIR CHARLES. And how did he behave, madam?

MISSHARDCASTLE. Asmost profest admirersdo: said
somecivil thingsof my face, talked much of hiswant of merit,
and the greatness of mine; mentioned hisheart, gave ashort
tragedy speech, and ended with pretended rapture.

SIR CHARLES. Now I’'m perfectly convinced, indeed. |
know his conversation among women to be modest and sub-
missive: thisforward canting ranting manner by no meansde-
scribeshim; and, | am confident, he never sat for the picture.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Then, what, gr, if | should convince
youtoyour faceof my sincerity?1f you and my papa, in about
half anhour, will placeyoursavesbehind that screen, you shall
hear him declare hispassionto mein person.

SIR CHARLES. Agreed. Andif | find him what you de-
scribe, all my happinessin himmust havean end. [Exit.]
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MISSHARDCASTLE. Andif youdon't find himwhat |
describe—I fear my happinessmust never haveabeginning.
[Exeunt.]

SCENE changes to the back of the Garden.

Enter HASTINGS

HASTINGS. What anidiot am |, towait herefor afellow
who probably takesadelight in mortifying me. Henever in-
tended to be punctual, and I’ [l wait nolonger. What do | see?
Itishe! and perhapswith newsof my Constance.

Enter Tony, booted and spattered.

HASTINGS. My honest ‘squire! | now find you aman of
your word. Thislookslikefriendship.

TONY. Ay, I’'myour friend, and the best friend you havein
theworld, if youknew but al. Thisriding by night, by thebye,
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iscursedly tiresome. It hasshook meworsethan the basket of
astage-coach.

HASTINGS. But how?wheredid you leave your fellow-
travellers? Arethey in safety? Arethey housed?

TONY. Fiveand twenty milesin two hoursand ahalf isno
such bad driving. The poor beasts have smoked for it: rabbit
me, but I’ drather rideforty milesafter afox thantenwith such
varment.

HASTINGS. Well, but where haveyou left theladies?| die
withimpatience.

TONY. Left them! Why whereshould | leavethem but where
| found them?

HASTINGS. Thisisariddle.

TONY . Riddlemethisthen. What'sthat goesround the house,
and round the house, and never touchesthe house?
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HASTINGS. I'mdtill astray.

TONY. Why, that'sit, mon. | haveled them astray. By jingo,
there'snot apond or ad ough withinfivemilesof theplacebut
they cantell thetasteof.

HASTINGS. Ha! ha! ha! | understand: you took themina
round, whilethey supposed themsel vesgoing forward, and so
you haveat last brought them homeagain.

TONY. You shall hear. | first took them down Feather-bed
Lane, wherewestuck fastinthemud. | thenrattled them crack
over thestonesof Up-and-down Hill. | then introduced them
to the gibbet on Heavy-tree Heath; and from that, with a
circumbendibus, | fairly lodged theminthehorse-pond at the
bottom of the garden.

HASTINGS. But no accident, | hope?

TONY . No, no. Only mother isconfoundedly frightened. She
thinkshersdf forty milesoff. She'ssick of thejourney; andthe
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cattle can scarcecrawl. Soif your own horsesbeready, you
may whip off with cousin, and I’ [ be bound that no soul here
can budgeafoot tofollow you.

HASTINGS. My dear friend, how can | begrateful ?

TONY. Ay, now it'sdear friend, noble‘ squire. Just now, it
wasall idiot, cub, and run methrough the guts. Damn your
way of fighting, | say. After wetakeaknock inthispart of the
country, wekissand befriends. But if you had run methrough
the guts, then | should be dead, and you might go kissthe

hangmean.
HASTINGS. Therebukeisjust. But | must hastentorelieve

MissNeville: if you keeptheoldlady employed, | promiseto
take care of theyoung one. [Exit HASTINGS]

TONY. Never fear me. Here she comes. Vanish. She'sgot
fromthe pond, and draggled up tothewaist likeamermaid.

Enter MRS HARDCASTLE.
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MRS.HARDCASTLE. Oh, Tony, I'mkilled! Shook! Bat-
teredtodegth. | shdl never surviveit. That lastjolt, that laid us
against the quickset hedge, hasdone my business.

TONY. Alack, mamma, it wasall your ownfault. Youwould
befor running away by night, without knowing oneinch of the

way.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. | wish we were at home again. |
never met so many accidentsin so short ajourney. Drenched
inthemud, overturnedinaditch, stuck fastinasough, jolted
toajelly, and at last to lose our way. Whereabouts do you
think weare, Tony?

TONY . By my guesswe should comeupon Crackskull Com-
mon, about forty milesfrom home.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Olud! Olud! Themost notorious
spot in all the country. We only want arobbery to make a
completenight on't.
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TONY . Don't beafraid, mamma, don’t beafraid. Two of the
fivethat kept here are hanged, and the other three may not
findus. Don't beafraid—Isthat amanthat’sgdloping behind
us?No; it'sonly atree—Don’t beafraid.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Thefright will certainly kill me.

TONY . Doyou seeanything likeablack hat moving behind
thethicket?

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Oh, desth!

TONY. No; it'sonly acow. Don't beafraid, mamma; don’t
heafraid.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. AsI’'m dlive, Tony, | seeaman
comingtowardsus. Ah! I'msureon’t. If heperceivesus, we
areundone.

TONY. (Asde.) Father-in-law, by dl that’sunlucky, cometo
takeoneof hisnight walks. (To her.) Ah, it'sahighwayman
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with pistolsaslongasmy arm. A damned ill-looking fellow.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Good Heaven defend us! He ap-
proaches.

TONY. Doyou hideyourself inthat thicket, and leavemeto
manage him. If therebe any danger, I’ll cough, and cry hem.
When | cough, be sureto keep close. (MRS HARDCASTLE
hides behind a tree in the back scene.)

Enter HARDCASTLE.

HARDCASTLE. I’'mmistaken, or | heard voicesof people
inwant of help. Oh, Tony! isthat you?| did not expect you so
soon back. Areyour mother and her chargein safety?

TONY. Very safe, Sir, at my aunt Pedigree’s. Hem.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. (Frombehind.) Ah, death! | find
there’ sdanger.
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HARDCASTLE. Forty milesinthree hours; surethat’stoo
much, my younggter.

TONY . Stout horsesand willing mindsmake short journeys,
asthey say. Hem.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Frombehind.) Surehe'll do the
dear boy no harm.

HARDCASTLE. Butl heard avoicehere; | shouldbeglad
to know fromwhenceit came.

TONY. Itwasl, gir, talking to myself, sir. | was saying that
forty milesinfour hourswasvery good going. Hem. Asto be
sureit was. Hem. | havegot asort of cold by being out inthe
ar. We'll goin, if you please. Hem.

HARDCASTLE. Butif you talked to yourself you did not
answer yourself. I’'mcertain | heard two voices, and amre-
solved (raising hisvoice) to find the other ouit.
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MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Frombehind.) Oh! he'scoming
tofind meout. Oh!

TONY.What needyougo, s, if | tell you?Hem. I’ll lay down
my lifefor thetruth—hem—I’ll tll you dll, Sr. [Detaininghim]

HARDCASTLE. I tell youl will not bedetained. | insist on
seeing. It'sinvaintoexpect I'll believeyou.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. (Running forward from behind.)
O lud! he'll murder my poor boy, my darling! Here, good
gentleman, whet your rage upon me. Takemy money, my life,
but spare that young gentleman; sparemy child, if you have
any mercy.

HARDCASTLE. My wife, aslI’maChristian. Fromwhence
can shecome? or what does she mean?

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Kneeling.) Take compassion on
us, good Mr. Highwayman. Take our money, our watches, all
we have, but spareour lives. Wewill never bringyoutojus-
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tice; indeed wewon't, good Mr. Highwayman.

HARDCASTLE. | believethewoman’sout of her senses.
What, Dorothy, don’t you know me?

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Mr. Hardcastle, asl’ m alive! My
fearsblinded me. But who, my dear, could have expected to
meet you here, inthisfrightful place, sofar from home?What
hasbrought youto follow us?

HARDCASTLE. Sure, Dorothy, you have not lost your
wits? So far from home, when you arewithinforty yards of
your own door! (To him.) Thisisone of your old tricks, you
gracelessrogue, you. (To her.) Don’t you know the gate,
and the mulberry-tree; and don’t you remember the horse-
pond, my dear?

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Yes, | shal remember the horse-
pondaslongasl live; | havecaught my deathinit. (ToOTONY.)
Anditistoyou, you gracelessvarlet, | oweall this?I’ll teach
you to abuseyour mother, | will.
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TONY . Ecod, mother, all the parish saysyou have spoiled
me, and so you may takethefruitson't.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. I'll spoil you, | will. [Followshim
off the stage. Exit.]

HARDCASTLE. There'smorality, however, in hisreply.
[Exit.]

Enter HASTINGS and MISSNEVILLE.

HASTINGS. My dear Constance, why will you deliberate
thus? If we delay amoment, all islost for ever. Pluck up a
little resolution, and we shall soon be out of the reach of her
maignity.

MISSNEVILLE.I finditimpossible. My spiritsareso sunk
withtheagitations| have suffered, that | am unabletofaceany
new danger. Two or threeyears patiencewill at last crownus
with happiness.
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HASTINGS. Such atediousdeay isworsethaninconstancy.
Let usfly, my charmer. Let usdate our happinessfromthisvery
moment. Perishfortune! Loveand content will increasewhat
we possessbeyond amonarch’srevenue. Let meprevail!

MISSNEVILLE. No, Mr. Hastings, no. Prudenceoncemore
comestomy relief, and | will obey itsdictates. Inthemoment
of passion fortune may be despised, but it ever producesa
lasting repentance. I’ m resolved to apply to Mr. Hardcastle's
compassion and justicefor redress.

HASTINGS. But though hehad thewill, hehasnot the power
torelieveyou.

MISSNEVILLE. But he hasinfluence, and uponthat | am
resolvedtorely.

HASTINGS. | haveno hopes. But sinceyou persist, | must
reluctantly obey you. [Exeunt.]
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SCENE changes.

Enter SR CHARLESand MISSHARDCASTLE.

SIR CHARLES. What asituationam | in! If what you say
appears, | shall thenfind aguilty son. If what he saysbetrue,
| shall thenlose onethat, of al others, | most wished for a
daughter.

MISSHARDCASTLE. | am proud of your approbation,
and to show | meritit, if you placeyourselvesas| directed,
you shal hear hisexplicit declaration. But he comes.

SIR CHARLES. I'll toyour father, and keep him to the ap-
pointment. [Exit SRCHARLES]

Enter MARLOW.
MARL OW. Though prepared for setting out, | come once

moretotakeleave; nor did |, till thismoment, know thepain|
fed intheseparation.
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MISSHARDCASTLE. (In her own natural manner.) |
believe sufferings cannot bevery great, sir, which you can so
easily remove. A day or two longer, perhaps, might lessen
your uneasiness, by showing thelittle value of what you now
think proper toregret.

MARLOW. (Asde.) Thisgirl every moment improvesupon
me. (To her.) It must not be, madam. | have aready trifled too
long with my heart. My very pride beginsto submit to my
passion. Thedisparity of education and fortune, theanger of a
parent, and the contempt of my equals, begin to lose their
weight; and nothing can restore me to myself but thispainful
effort of resolution.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Thengo, gr: I ll urgenothing more
to detainyou. Though my family beasgood ashersyou came
downtovigt, and my education, | hope, notinferior, what are
these advantageswithout equal affluence?l must remain con-
tented with the slight approbation of imputed merit; | must
have only themockery of your addresses, whileall your seri-
ousamsarefixed onfortune.
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Enter HARDCASTLE and SR CHARLES from behind.

SIR CHARLES. Here, behind this screen.

HARDCASTLE. Ay, ay; makenonoise. I'll engagemy Kate
covershimwith confusonat last.

MARL OW. By heavens, madam! fortunewasever my smdl-
est consideration. Your beauty at first caught my eye; for who
could seethat without emotion? But every moment that | con-
versewith you stealsin somenew grace, heightensthepicture,
and givesit stronger expression. What at first seemed rustic
plainness, now appearsrefined smplicity. What seemed for-
ward assurance, now strikesme astheresult of courageous
Innocence and consciousvirtue.

SIR CHARLES. What canit mean? He amazes mel

HARDCASTLE. told you how it would be. Hush!

MARLOW. | annow determined to stay, madam; and | have
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too good an opinion of my father’ sdiscernment, when he sees
you, to doubt hisapprobation.

MISSHARDCASTLE. No, Mr. Marlow, | will not, cannot
detainyou. Doyouthink | could suffer aconnexioninwhich
thereisthesmallest roomfor repentance?Do you think | would
take the mean advantage of atransient passion, to load you
with confuson?Doyouthink | could ever relish that happi-
nesswhich wasacquired by lessening yours?

MARLOW. By dl that'sgood, | can have no happiness but
what’sinyour power to grant me! Nor shall | ever feel repen-
tance but in not having seenyour meritsbefore. | will stay even
contrary to your wishes; and though you should persst to shun
me, | will makemy respectful assduitiesatonefor thelevity of
my past conduct.

MISSHARDCASTLE. Sir, | must entreat you'll desist. As
our acquaintancebegan, soletit end, inindifference. | might
havegiven an hour or twotolevity; but serioudy, Mr. Marlow,
doyouthink | could ever submit to aconnexionwherel must
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appear mercenary, and you imprudent? Do you think | could
ever catch at the confident addresses of asecureadmirer?

MARLOW. (Kneeling.) Doesthislook like security? Does
thislook like confidence? No, madam, every moment that
showsmeyour merit, only servestoincrease my diffidence
and confusion. Herelet me continue—

SIR CHARLES. | canholdit nolonger. Charles, Charles,
how hast thou deceived me! Isthisyour indifference, your
uninteresting conversation?

HARDCASTLE. Your cold contempt; your formd interview!
What have you to say now?

MARLOW. That I'mal amazement! What canit mean?

HARDCASTLE. It meansthat you can say and unsay things
at pleasure: that you can addressalady in private, and deny it
in public: that you have one story for us, and another for my
daughter.
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MARL OW. Daughter!—Thislady your daughter?

HARDCASTLE. Yes, s, my only daughter; my Kate; whose
elseshould shebe?

MARL OW. Oh, thedevil!

MISSHARDCASTLE. Yes, gr, that very identical tall squint-
ing lady you were pleased to take mefor (courtseying); she
that you addressed asthe mild, modest, sentimental man of
gravity, andthebold, forward, agreeable Rattleof theLadies
Club. Ha! ha! ha!

MARLOW. Zounds! there'sno bearing this; it' sworsethan
degth!

MISSHARDCASTLE. Inwhich of your characters, sir, will
you give usleaveto addressyou? Asthefaltering gentleman,
with looks on the ground, that speaksjust to be heard, and
hateshypocrisy; or theloud confident creature, that keepsit
upwithMrs. Mantrap, and old MissBiddy Buckskin, till three
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inthemorning?Hal ha! ha!

MARLOW. O, curseonmy noisy head. | never attemptedto
beimpudent yet, that | was not taken down. | must be gone.

HARDCASTL E. By thehand of my body, but you shall not.
| seeitwasdl amistake, and | amregjoicedtofindit. You shal
not, gr, | tell you. | know shée' Il forgiveyou. Won't you forgive
him, Kate?\We' Il al forgiveyou. Take courage, man. (They
retire, she tormenting him, to the back scene.)

Enter MRS HARDCASTLE and Tony.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. So, so, they’ regone off. Let them
go, | carenot.

HARDCASTLE. Whogone?
MRS.HARDCASTLE. My dutiful nieceand her gentle-

man, Mr. Hastings, from town. Hewho came down with our
modest visitor here.
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SIR CHARL ES. Who, my honest George Hastings? Aswor-
thy afellow aslives, and thegirl could not have madeamore
prudent choice.

HARDCASTLE. Then, by thehand of my body, I’m proud
of theconnexion.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Wel, if hehastaken away thelady,
he hasnot taken her fortune; that remainsin thisfamily to con-
soleusfor her loss.

HARDCASTLE. Sure, Dorothy, youwould not be so mer-
cenary?

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Ay, that’smy affair, not yours.
HARDCASTLE. But you know if your son, when of age,
refusesto marry hiscousin, her wholefortuneisthen at her

owndisposal.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. Ay, but he'snot of age, and shehas
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not thought proper towait for hisrefusal.

Enter HASTINGS and MISSNEVILLE.

MRS.HARDCASTLE. (Aside.) What, returned so soon! |
beginnottolikeit.

HASTINGS. (To HARDCASTLE.) For my late attempt to
fly off with your niecelet my present confusion bemy punish-
ment. We are now come back, to appeal from your justiceto
your humanity. By her father’sconsent, | first paid her my ad-
dresses, and our passionswerefirst founded in duty.

MISSNEVILLE. Sincehisdeath, | have been obliged to
stoop to dissmulationto avoid oppression. Inan hour of lev-
ity, | wasready to giveup my fortuneto securemy choice. But
| am now recovered from the delusion, and hope from your
tendernesswhat is denied mefrom anearer connexion.

MRS. HARDCASTLE. Pshaw, pshaw! thisisall but the
whining end of amodern novel.
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HARDCASTLE. Beitwhat itwill, I’'m glad they’ recome
back to reclaim their due. Come hither, Tony, boy. Do you
refusethislady’shand whom | now offer you?

TONY . What signifiesmy refusing?You know | can’t refuse
her till I'mof age, father.

HARDCASTL E. Whilel thought concealing your age, boy,
waslikely to conduceto your improvement, | concurred with
your mother’s desireto keep it secret. But since | find she
turnsit to awrong use, | must now declare you have been of
agethesethreemonths.

TONY. Of age! Am| of age, father?

HARDCASTLE. Abovethreemonths.

TONY. Thenyou'll seethefirst usel’ll make of my liberty.
(Taking MISSNEVILLE'shand.) Witnessall men by these

presents, that |, Anthony Lumpkin, Esquire, of blank place,
refuseyou, ConstantiaNeville, spinster, of no placeat all, for
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my true and lawful wife. So Constance Neville may marry
whom she pleases, and Tony Lumpkinishisown man again.

SIRCHARLES. Obrave‘squire!

HASTINGS. My worthy friend!

MRS.HARDCASTLE. My undutiful offspring!

MARLOW. Joy, my dear George! | giveyou joy sincerely.
And could | prevail uponmy littletyrant hereto belessarbi-
trary, | should bethe happiest manaive, if youwould return
methefavour.

HASTINGS. (To MISSHARDCASTLE.) Come, madam,
you arenow drivento thevery last scene of all your contriv-
ances. | know you like him, I’m surehelovesyou, and you
must and shall havehim.

HARDCASTLE. (Joining their hands.) And | say so too.
And, Mr. Marlow, if shemakesasgood awifeasshehasa
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daughter, | don’t believeyou’ll ever repent your bargain. So
now to supper. To-morrow we shal gather all the poor of the
parish about us, and the mistakes of the night shall be crowned
with amerry morning. So, boy, take her; and as you have
been mistaken inthemistress, my wishis, that you may never
be mistaken inthewife. [Exeunt Omnes.]
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