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				Dedication

				To Samuel John­son, LL.D.

			
			Dear Sir,

			By in­scrib­ing this slight per­form­ance to you, I do not mean so much to com­pli­ment you as my­self. It may do me some hon­our to in­form the pub­lic, that I have lived many years in in­tim­acy with you. It may serve the in­terests of man­kind also to in­form them, that the greatest wit may be found in a char­ac­ter, without im­pair­ing the most un­af­fected piety.

			I have, par­tic­u­larly, reas­on to thank you for your par­ti­al­ity to this per­form­ance. The un­der­tak­ing a com­edy not merely sen­ti­ment­al was very dan­ger­ous; and Mr. Col­man, who saw this piece in its vari­ous stages, al­ways thought it so. How­ever, I ven­tured to trust it to the pub­lic; and, though it was ne­ces­sar­ily delayed till late in the sea­son, I have every reas­on to be grate­ful.

			
				
					I am, dear sir,
					

					Your most sin­cere friend
					

					And ad­mirer,
				

				Oliv­er Gold­smith
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				Prologue

				By Dav­id Gar­rick, Esq.

			
			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Mr. Wood­ward, dressed in black, and hold­ing a handker­chief to his eyes.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Ex­cuse me, sirs, I pray—I can’t yet speak—
								

								Ex­cuse me, sirs, I pray—I can’t yet speak—
								

								I’m cry­ing now—and have been all the week!
								

								“ ’Tis not alone this mourn­ing suit,” good mas­ters;
								

								“I’ve that with­in”—for which there are no plasters!
								

								Pray, would you know the reas­on why I’m cry­ing?
								

								The Com­ic Muse, long sick, is now a-dy­ing!
								

								And if she goes, my tears will nev­er stop;
								

								For as a play­er, I can’t squeeze out one drop;
								

								I am un­done, that’s all—shall lose my bread—
								

								I’d rather, but that’s noth­ing—lose my head.
								

								When the sweet maid is laid upon the bier,
								

								Shuter and I shall be chief mourn­ers here.
								

								To her a mawk­ish drab of spuri­ous breed,
								

								Who deals in sen­ti­ment­als, will suc­ceed.
								

								Poor Ned and I are dead to all in­tents;
								

								We can as soon speak Greek as sen­ti­ments!
								

								Both nervous grown, to keep our spir­its up,
								

								We now and then take down a hearty cup.
								

								What shall we do? If Com­edy for­sake us,
								

								They’ll turn us out, and no one else will take us.
								

								But why can’t I be mor­al?—Let me try:
								

								My heart thus press­ing—fixed my face and eye—
								

								With a sen­ten­tious look, that noth­ing means,
								

								(Faces are blocks in sen­ti­ment­al scenes),
								

								Thus I be­gin—“All is not gold that glit­ters,
								

								Pleas­ure seems sweet, but proves a glass of bit­ters.
								

								When Ig­nor­ance enters, Folly is at hand;
								

								Learn­ing is bet­ter far than house and land.
								

								Let not your vir­tue trip; who trips may stumble,
								

								And vir­tue is not vir­tue, if she tumble.”
							

						
					

					
							
							
							
								I give it up—mor­als won’t do for me;
								

								To make you laugh, I must play tragedy.
								

								One hope re­mains—hear­ing the maid was ill,
								

								A Doc­tor comes this night to show his skill.
								

								To cheer her heart, and give your muscles mo­tion,
								

								He, in Five Draughts pre­pared, presents a po­tion:
								

								A kind of ma­gic charm—for be as­sured,
								

								If you will swal­low it, the maid is cured:
								

								But des­per­ate the Doc­tor, and her case is,
								

								If you re­ject the dose, and make wry faces.
								

								This truth he boasts, will boast it while he lives,
								

								No pois­on­ous drugs are mixed in what he gives.
								

								Should he suc­ceed, you’ll give him his de­gree;
								

								If not, with­in he will re­ceive no fee!
								

								The col­lege you, must his pre­ten­sions back,
								

								Pro­nounce him Reg­u­lar, or dub him Quack.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				Scene I. A Cham­ber in an old-fash­ioned house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Hard­castle and Mr. Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								I vow, Mr. Hard­castle, you’re very par­tic­u­lar. Is there a creature in the whole coun­try but ourselves, that does not take a trip to town now and then, to rub off the rust a little? There’s the two Miss Hoggs, and our neigh­bour Mrs. Grigsby, go to take a month’s pol­ish­ing every winter.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ay, and bring back van­ity and af­fect­a­tion to last them the whole year. I won­der why Lon­don can­not keep its own fools at home! In my time, the fol­lies of the town crept slowly among us, but now they travel faster than a stage­coach. Its fop­per­ies come down not only as in­side pas­sen­gers, but in the very bas­ket.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Ay, your times were fine times in­deed; you have been telling us of them for many a long year. Here we live in an old rum­bling man­sion, that looks for all the world like an inn, but that we nev­er see com­pany. Our best vis­it­ors are old Mrs. Odd­fish, the cur­ate’s wife, and little Crip­pleg­ate, the lame dan­cing-mas­ter; and all our en­ter­tain­ment your old stor­ies of Prince Eu­gene and the Duke of Marl­bor­ough. I hate such old-fash­ioned trumpery.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								And I love it. I love everything that’s old: old friends, old times, old man­ners, old books, old wine; and I be­lieve, Dorothy, Tak­ing her hand. you’ll own I have been pretty fond of an old wife.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Lord, Mr. Hard­castle, you’re forever at your Dorothys and your old wifes. You may be a Darby, but I’ll be no Joan, I prom­ise you. I’m not so old as you’d make me, by more than one good year. Add twenty to twenty, and make money of that.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Let me see; twenty ad­ded to twenty—makes just fifty and sev­en.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								It’s false, Mr. Hard­castle; I was but twenty when I was brought to bed of Tony, that I had by Mr. Lump­kin, my first hus­band; and he’s not come to years of dis­cre­tion yet.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Nor ever will, I dare an­swer for him. Ay, you have taught him finely.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								No mat­ter. Tony Lump­kin has a good for­tune. My son is not to live by his learn­ing. I don’t think a boy wants much learn­ing to spend fif­teen hun­dred a year.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Learn­ing, quotha! a mere com­pos­i­tion of tricks and mis­chief.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Hu­mour, my dear; noth­ing but hu­mour. Come, Mr. Hard­castle, you must al­low the boy a little hu­mour.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I’d soon­er al­low him a horsepond. If burn­ing the foot­men’s shoes, fright­en­ing the maids, and wor­ry­ing the kit­tens be hu­mour, he has it. It was but yes­ter­day he fastened my wig to the back of my chair, and when I went to make a bow, I popped my bald head in Mrs. Frizzle’s face.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								And am I to blame? The poor boy was al­ways too sickly to do any good. A school would be his death. When he comes to be a little stronger, who knows what a year or two’s Lat­in may do for him?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Lat­in for him! A cat and fiddle. No, no; the ale­house and the stable are the only schools he’ll ever go to.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Well, we must not snub the poor boy now, for I be­lieve we shan’t have him long among us. Any­body that looks in his face may see he’s con­sumptive.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ay, if grow­ing too fat be one of the symp­toms.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								He coughs some­times.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Yes, when his li­quor goes the wrong way.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								I’m ac­tu­ally afraid of his lungs.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								And truly so am I; for he some­times whoops like a speak­ing trum­pet—Tony hal­loo­ing be­hind the scenes.—O, there he goes—a very con­sumptive fig­ure, truly.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tony, cross­ing the stage.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Tony, where are you go­ing, my charm­er? Won’t you give papa and I a little of your com­pany, lovey?
						

						
								Tony
								I’m in haste, moth­er; I can­not stay.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								You shan’t ven­ture out this raw even­ing, my dear; you look most shock­ingly.
						

						
								Tony
								I can’t stay, I tell you. The Three Pi­geons ex­pects me down every mo­ment. There’s some fun go­ing for­ward.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ay; the ale­house, the old place: I thought so.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								A low, paltry set of fel­lows.
						

						
								Tony
								Not so low, neither. There’s Dick Mug­gins the ex­cise­man, Jack Slang the horse doc­tor, little Amin­adab that grinds the mu­sic box, and Tom Twist that spins the pew­ter plat­ter.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Pray, my dear, dis­ap­point them for one night at least.
						

						
								Tony
								As for dis­ap­point­ing them, I should not so much mind; but I can’t abide to dis­ap­point my­self.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								De­tain­ing him. You shan’t go.
						

						
								Tony
								I will, I tell you.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								I say you shan’t.
						

						
								Tony
								We’ll see which is strongest, you or I.
						

						
								
								
								Exit, haul­ing her out.
							
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Alone. Ay, there goes a pair that only spoil each oth­er. But is not the whole age in a com­bin­a­tion to drive sense and dis­cre­tion out of doors? There’s my pretty darling Kate! the fash­ions of the times have al­most in­fec­ted her too. By liv­ing a year or two in town, she is as fond of gauze and French frip­pery as the best of them.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Miss Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								
								Bless­ings on my pretty in­no­cence! Dressed out as usu­al, my Kate. Good­ness! What a quant­ity of su­per­flu­ous silk hast thou got about thee, girl! I could nev­er teach the fools of this age, that the in­di­gent world could be clothed out of the trim­mings of the vain.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								You know our agree­ment, sir. You al­low me the morn­ing to re­ceive and pay vis­its, and to dress in my own man­ner; and in the even­ing I put on my house­wife’s dress to please you.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Well, re­mem­ber, I in­sist on the terms of our agree­ment; and, by the by, I be­lieve I shall have oc­ca­sion to try your obed­i­ence this very even­ing.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								I protest, sir, I don’t com­pre­hend your mean­ing.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Then to be plain with you, Kate, I ex­pect the young gen­tle­man I have chosen to be your hus­band from town this very day. I have his fath­er’s let­ter, in which he in­forms me his son is set out, and that he in­tends to fol­low him­self shortly after.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								In­deed! I wish I had known some­thing of this be­fore. Bless me, how shall I be­have? It’s a thou­sand to one I shan’t like him; our meet­ing will be so form­al, and so like a thing of busi­ness, that I shall find no room for friend­ship or es­teem.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								De­pend upon it, child, I’ll nev­er con­trol your choice; but Mr. Mar­low, whom I have pitched upon, is the son of my old friend, Sir Charles Mar­low, of whom you have heard me talk so of­ten. The young gen­tle­man has been bred a schol­ar, and is de­signed for an em­ploy­ment in the ser­vice of his coun­try. I am told he’s a man of an ex­cel­lent un­der­stand­ing.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Is he?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Very gen­er­ous.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								I be­lieve I shall like him.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Young and brave.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								I’m sure I shall like him.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								And very hand­some.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								My dear papa, say no more, Kiss­ing his hand. he’s mine; I’ll have him.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								And, to crown all, Kate, he’s one of the most bash­ful and re­served young fel­lows in all the world.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Eh! you have frozen me to death again. That word re­served has un­done all the rest of his ac­com­plish­ments. A re­served lov­er, it is said, al­ways makes a sus­pi­cious hus­band.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								On the con­trary, mod­esty sel­dom resides in a breast that is not en­riched with no­bler vir­tues. It was the very fea­ture in his char­ac­ter that first struck me.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								He must have more strik­ing fea­tures to catch me, I prom­ise you. How­ever, if he be so young, so hand­some, and so everything as you men­tion, I be­lieve he’ll do still. I think I’ll have him.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ay, Kate, but there is still an obstacle. It’s more than an even wager he may not have you.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								My dear papa, why will you mor­ti­fy one so? Well, if he re­fuses, in­stead of break­ing my heart at his in­dif­fer­ence, I’ll only break my glass for its flat­tery, set my cap to some new­er fash­ion, and look out for some less dif­fi­cult ad­mirer.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Bravely re­solved! In the mean­time I’ll go pre­pare the ser­vants for his re­cep­tion: as we sel­dom see com­pany, they want as much train­ing as a com­pany of re­cruits the first day’s muster. Exit.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Alone. Lud, this news of papa’s puts me all in a flut­ter. Young, hand­some: these he put last; but I put them fore­most. Sens­ible, good-natured; I like all that. But then re­served and sheep­ish; that’s much against him. Yet can’t he be cured of his timid­ity, by be­ing taught to be proud of his wife? Yes, and can’t I—But I vow I’m dis­pos­ing of the hus­band be­fore I have se­cured the lov­er.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Miss Neville.
							
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								I’m glad you’re come, Neville, my dear. Tell me, Con­stance, how do I look this even­ing? Is there any­thing whim­sic­al about me? Is it one of my well-look­ing days, child? Am I in face today?
						

						
								Miss Neville
								Per­fectly, my dear. Yet now I look again—bless me!—sure no ac­ci­dent has happened among the ca­nary birds or the gold fishes. Has your broth­er or the cat been med­dling? or has the last nov­el been too mov­ing?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								No; noth­ing of all this. I have been threatened—I can scarce get it out—I have been threatened with a lov­er.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								And his name—
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Is Mar­low.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								In­deed!
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								The son of Sir Charles Mar­low.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								As I live, the most in­tim­ate friend of Mr. Hast­ings, my ad­mirer. They are nev­er asun­der. I be­lieve you must have seen him when we lived in town.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Nev­er.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								He’s a very sin­gu­lar char­ac­ter, I as­sure you. Among wo­men of repu­ta­tion and vir­tue he is the mod­est­est man alive; but his ac­quaint­ance give him a very dif­fer­ent char­ac­ter among creatures of an­oth­er stamp: you un­der­stand me.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								An odd char­ac­ter in­deed. I shall nev­er be able to man­age him. What shall I do? Pshaw, think no more of him, but trust to oc­cur­rences for suc­cess. But how goes on your own af­fair, my dear? has my moth­er been court­ing you for my broth­er Tony as usu­al?
						

						
								Miss Neville
								I have just come from one of our agree­able tête-à-têtes. She has been say­ing a hun­dred tender things, and set­ting off her pretty mon­ster as the very pink of per­fec­tion.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								And her par­ti­al­ity is such, that she ac­tu­ally thinks him so. A for­tune like yours is no small tempta­tion. Be­sides, as she has the sole man­age­ment of it, I’m not sur­prised to see her un­will­ing to let it go out of the fam­ily.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								A for­tune like mine, which chiefly con­sists in jew­els, is no such mighty tempta­tion. But at any rate, if my dear Hast­ings be but con­stant, I make no doubt to be too hard for her at last. How­ever, I let her sup­pose that I am in love with her son; and she nev­er once dreams that my af­fec­tions are fixed upon an­oth­er.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								My good broth­er holds out stoutly. I could al­most love him for hat­ing you so.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								It is a good-natured creature at bot­tom, and I’m sure would wish to see me mar­ried to any­body but him­self. But my aunt’s bell rings for our af­ter­noon’s walk round the im­prove­ments. Al­lons. Cour­age is ne­ces­sary, as our af­fairs are crit­ic­al.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								“Would it were bed­time, and all were well.”
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene II. An 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! hur­rea! hur­rea! bravo!
						

						
								First Fel­low
								Now, gen­tle­men, si­lence for a song. The Squire is go­ing to knock him­self down for a song.
						

						
								Omnes
								Ay, a song, a song!
						

						
								Tony
								Then I’ll sing you, gen­tle­men, a song I made upon this ale­house, The Three Pi­geons.
						

						
								
								
								Song.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Let school­mas­ters puzzle their brain
									

									With gram­mar, and non­sense, and learn­ing,
									

									Good li­quor, I stoutly main­tain,
									

									Gives genus a bet­ter dis­cern­ing.
									

									Let them brag of their hea­then­ish gods,
									

									Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Sty­gi­ans,
									

									Their quis, and their quaes, and their quods,
									

									They’re all but a par­cel of pi­geons.
									

									
										Toroddle, toroddle, tor­oll!
									
								

								
									When Meth­od­ist preach­ers come down,
									

									A-preach­ing that drink­ing is sin­ful,
									

									I’ll wager the ras­cals a crown,
									

									They al­ways preach best with a skin­ful.
									

									But when you come down with your pence,
									

									For a slice of their scurvy re­li­gion,
									

									I’ll leave it to all men of sense,
									

									But you, my good friend, are the pi­geon.
									

									
										Toroddle, toroddle, tor­oll!
									
								

								
									Then come, put the jor­um about,
									

									And let us be merry and clev­er,
									

									Our hearts and our li­quors are stout,
									

									Here’s the Three Jolly Pi­geons forever.
									

									Let some cry up wood­cock or hare,
									

									Your bus­tards, your ducks, and your widgeons;
									

									But of all the gay birds in the air,
									

									Here’s a health to the Three Jolly Pi­geons.
									

									
										Toroddle, toroddle, tor­oll!
									
								

							
						

						
								Omnes
								Bravo, bravo!
						

						
								First Fel­low
								The Squire has got spunk in him.
						

						
								Second Fel­low
								I loves to hear him sing, bekeays he nev­er gives us noth­ing that’s low.
						

						
								Third Fel­low
								O damn any­thing that’s low, I can­not bear it.
						

						
								Fourth Fel­low
								The gen­teel thing is the gen­teel thing any time: if so be that a gen­tle­man bees in a con­cat­en­a­tion ac­cord­ingly.
						

						
								Third Fel­low
								I likes the maxum of it, Mas­ter Mug­gins. What, though I am ob­lig­ated to dance a bear, a man may be a gen­tle­man for all that. May this be my pois­on, if my bear ever dances but to the very gen­tee­lest of tunes; “Wa­ter Par­ted,” or “The Min­uet in Ariadne.”
						

						
								Second Fel­low
								What a pity it is the Squire is not come to his own. It would be well for all the pub­lic­ans with­in ten miles round of him.
						

						
								Tony
								Ecod, and so it would, Mas­ter Slang. I’d then show what it was to keep choice of com­pany.
						

						
								Second Fel­low
								Oh, he takes after his own fath­er for that. To be sure old Squire Lump­kin was the finest gen­tle­man I ever set my eyes on. For wind­ing the straight horn, or beat­ing a thick­et for a hare, or a wench, he nev­er had his fel­low. It was a say­ing in the place, that he kept the best horses, dogs, and girls, in the whole county.
						

						
								Tony
								Ecod, and when I’m of age, I’ll be no bas­tard, I prom­ise you. I have been think­ing of Bet Boun­cer and the miller’s grey mare to be­gin with. But come, my boys, drink about and be merry, for you pay no reck­on­ing. Well, Stingo, what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Land­lord.
							
						

						
								Land­lord
								There be two gen­tle­men in a post-chaise at the door. They have lost their way upo’ the forest; and they are talk­ing some­thing about Mr. Hard­castle.
						

						
								Tony
								As sure as can be, one of them must be the gen­tle­man that’s com­ing down to court my sis­ter. Do they seem to be Lon­don­ers?
						

						
								Land­lord
								I be­lieve they may. They look wound­ily like French­men.
						

						
								Tony
								Then de­sire them to step this way, and I’ll set them right in a twink­ling.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Land­lord.
							
						

						
								
								Gen­tle­men, as they mayn’t be good enough com­pany for you, step down for a mo­ment, and I’ll be with you in the squeez­ing of a lem­on.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt mob.
							
						

						
								Tony
								Alone. Fath­er-in-law has been call­ing me whelp and hound this half year. Now, if I pleased, I could be so re­venged upon the old grumb­leto­ni­an. But then I’m afraid—afraid of what? I shall soon be worth fif­teen hun­dred a year, and let him fright­en me out of that if he can.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Land­lord, con­duct­ing Mar­low and Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Mar­low
								What a te­di­ous un­com­fort­able day have we had of it! We were told it was but forty miles across the coun­try, and we have come above threescore.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								And all, Mar­low, from that un­ac­count­able re­serve of yours, that would not let us in­quire more fre­quently on the way.
						

						
								Mar­low
								I own, Hast­ings, I am un­will­ing to lay my­self un­der an ob­lig­a­tion to every­one I meet, and of­ten stand the chance of an un­man­nerly an­swer.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								At present, how­ever, we are not likely to re­ceive any an­swer.
						

						
								Tony
								No of­fence, gen­tle­men. But I’m told you have been in­quir­ing for one Mr. Hard­castle in these parts. Do you know what part of the coun­try you are in?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Not in the least, sir, but should thank you for in­form­a­tion.
						

						
								Tony
								Nor the way you came?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								No, sir: but if you can in­form us—
						

						
								Tony
								Why, gen­tle­men, if you know neither the road you are go­ing, nor where you are, nor the road you came, the first thing I have to in­form you is, that—you have lost your way.
						

						
								Mar­low
								We wanted no ghost to tell us that.
						

						
								Tony
								Pray, gen­tle­men, may I be so bold so as to ask the place from whence you came?
						

						
								Mar­low
								That’s not ne­ces­sary to­wards dir­ect­ing us where we are to go.
						

						
								Tony
								No of­fence; but ques­tion for ques­tion is all fair, you know. Pray, gen­tle­men, is not this same Hard­castle a cross-grained, old-fash­ioned, whim­sic­al fel­low, with an ugly face, a daugh­ter, and a pretty son?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								We have not seen the gen­tle­man; but he has the fam­ily you men­tion.
						

						
								Tony
								The daugh­ter, a tall, traipsing, trol­lop­ing, talk­at­ive May­pole; the son, a pretty, well-bred, agree­able youth, that every­body is fond of?
						

						
								Mar­low
								Our in­form­a­tion dif­fers in this. The daugh­ter is said to be well-bred and beau­ti­ful; the son an awk­ward booby, reared up and spoiled at his moth­er’s ap­ron-string.
						

						
								Tony
								He-he-hem!—Then, gen­tle­men, all I have to tell you is, that you won’t reach Mr. Hard­castle’s house this night, I be­lieve.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Un­for­tu­nate!
						

						
								Tony
								It’s a damned long, dark, boggy, dirty, dan­ger­ous way. Stingo, tell the gen­tle­men the way to Mr. Hard­castle’s! Wink­ing upon the Land­lord. Mr. Hard­castle’s of Quag­mire Marsh, you un­der­stand me.
						

						
								Land­lord
								Mas­ter Hard­castle’s! Lack-a-daisy, my mas­ters, you’re come a deadly deal wrong! When you came to the bot­tom of the hill, you should have crossed down Squash Lane.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Cross down Squash Lane!
						

						
								Land­lord
								Then you were to keep straight for­ward, till you came to four roads.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Come to where four roads meet?
						

						
								Tony
								Ay; but you must be sure to take only one of them.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Oh, sir, you’re fa­cetious.
						

						
								Tony
								Then keep­ing to the right, you are to go side­ways till you come upon Crack­skull Com­mon: there you must look sharp for the track of the wheel, and go for­ward till you come to farm­er Mur­rain’s barn. Com­ing to the farm­er’s barn, you are to turn to the right, and then to the left, and then to the right about again, till you find out the old mill—
						

						
								Mar­low
								Zounds, man! we could as soon find out the lon­git­ude!
						

						
								Hast­ings
								What’s to be done, Mar­low?
						

						
								Mar­low
								This house prom­ises but a poor re­cep­tion; though per­haps the land­lord can ac­com­mod­ate us.
						

						
								Land­lord
								Alack, mas­ter, we have but one spare bed in the whole house.
						

						
								Tony
								And to my know­ledge, that’s taken up by three lodgers already. After a pause, in which the rest seem dis­con­cer­ted. I have hit it. Don’t you think, Stingo, our land­lady could ac­com­mod­ate the gen­tle­men by the fireside, with—three chairs and a bol­ster?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I hate sleep­ing by the fireside.
						

						
								Mar­low
								And I de­test your three chairs and a bol­ster.
						

						
								Tony
								You do, do you? then, let me see—what if you go on a mile fur­ther, to the Buck’s Head; the old Buck’s Head on the hill, one of the best inns in the whole county?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								O ho! so we have es­caped an ad­ven­ture for this night, how­ever.
						

						
								Land­lord
								Apart to Tony. Sure, you ben’t send­ing them to your fath­er’s as an inn, be you?
						

						
								Tony
								Mum, you fool you. Let them find that out. To them. You have only to keep on straight for­ward, till you come to a large old house by the road side. You’ll see a pair of large horns over the door. That’s the sign. Drive up the yard, and call stoutly about you.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Sir, we are ob­liged to you. The ser­vants can’t miss the way?
						

						
								Tony
								No, no: but I tell you, though, the land­lord is rich, and go­ing to leave off busi­ness; so he wants to be thought a gen­tle­man, sav­ing your pres­ence, he! he! he! He’ll be for giv­ing you his com­pany; and, ecod, if you mind him, he’ll per­suade you that his moth­er was an al­der­man, and his aunt a justice of peace.
						

						
								Land­lord
								A trouble­some old blade, to be sure; but a keeps as good wines and beds as any in the whole coun­try.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Well, if he sup­plies us with these, we shall want no farther con­nec­tion. We are to turn to the right, did you say?
						

						
								Tony
								No, no; straight for­ward. I’ll just step my­self, and show you a piece of the way. To the Land­lord. Mum!
						

						
								Land­lord
								Ah, bless your heart, for a sweet, pleas­ant—damn’d mis­chiev­ous son of a whore.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			Scene. An old-fash­ioned house.

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Hard­castle, fol­lowed by three or four awk­ward Ser­vants.
						
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Well, I hope you are per­fect in the table ex­er­cise I have been teach­ing you these three days. You all know your posts and your places, and can show that you have been used to good com­pany, without ever stir­ring from home.
					

					
							Omnes
							Ay, ay.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							When com­pany comes you are not to pop out and stare, and then run in again, like frightened rab­bits in a war­ren.
					

					
							Omnes
							No, no.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							You, Dig­gory, whom I have taken from the barn, are to make a show at the side-table; and you, Ro­ger, whom I have ad­vanced from the plough, are to place your­self be­hind my chair. But you’re not to stand so, with your hands in your pock­ets. Take your hands from your pock­ets, Ro­ger; and from your head, you block­head you. See how Dig­gory car­ries his hands. They’re a little too stiff, in­deed, but that’s no great mat­ter.
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Ay, mind how I hold them. I learned to hold my hands this way when I was upon drill for the mi­li­tia. And so be­ing upon drill—
					

					
							Hard­castle
							You must not be so talk­at­ive, Dig­gory. You must be all at­ten­tion to the guests. You must hear us talk, and not think of talk­ing; you must see us drink, and not think of drink­ing; you must see us eat, and not think of eat­ing.
					

					
							Dig­gory
							By the laws, your wor­ship, that’s par­fectly un­possible. Whenev­er Dig­gory sees yeat­ing go­ing for­ward, ecod, he’s al­ways wish­ing for a mouth­ful him­self.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Block­head! Is not a belly­ful in the kit­chen as good as a belly­ful in the par­lour? Stay your stom­ach with that re­flec­tion.
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Ecod, I thank your wor­ship, I’ll make a shift to stay my stom­ach with a slice of cold beef in the pantry.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Dig­gory, you are too talk­at­ive.—Then, if I hap­pen to say a good thing, or tell a good story at table, you must not all burst out a-laugh­ing, as if you made part of the com­pany.
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Then, ecod, your wor­ship must not tell the story of Ould Grouse in the gun room: I can’t help laugh­ing at that—he! he! he!—for the soul of me. We have laughed at that these twenty years—ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Ha! ha! ha! The story is a good one. Well, hon­est Dig­gory, you may laugh at that; but still re­mem­ber to be at­tent­ive. Sup­pose one of the com­pany should call for a glass of wine, how will you be­have? A glass of wine, sir, if you please—To Dig­gory. Eh, why don’t you move?
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Ecod, your wor­ship, I nev­er have cour­age till I see the eat­ables and drink­ables brought upo’ the table, and then I’m as bauld as a li­on.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							What, will nobody move?
					

					
							First Ser­vant
							I’m not to leave this pleace.
					

					
							Second Ser­vant
							I’m sure it’s no pleace of mine.
					

					
							Third Ser­vant
							Nor mine, for sar­tain.
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Wauns, and I’m sure it canna be mine.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							You num­skulls! and so while, like your bet­ters, you are quar­rel­ling for places, the guests must be starved. Oh, you dunces! I find I must be­gin all over again—But don’t I hear a coach drive in­to the yard? To your posts, you block­heads. I’ll go in the mean­time and give my old friend’s son a hearty re­cep­tion at the gate.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Dig­gory
							By the el­ev­ens, my pleace is gone quite out of my head.
					

					
							Ro­ger
							I know that my pleace is to be every­where.
					

					
							First Ser­vant
							Where the dev­il is mine?
					

					
							Second Ser­vant
							My pleace is to be nowhere at all; and so I’ze go about my busi­ness.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Ser­vants, run­ning about as if frightened, dif­fer­ent ways.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Ser­vant with candles, show­ing in Mar­low and Hast­ings.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Wel­come, gen­tle­men, very wel­come! This way.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							After the dis­ap­point­ments of the day, wel­come once more, Charles, to the com­forts of a clean room and a good fire. Upon my word, a very well-look­ing house; an­tique but cred­it­able.
					

					
							Mar­low
							The usu­al fate of a large man­sion. Hav­ing first ruined the mas­ter by good house­keep­ing, it at last comes to levy con­tri­bu­tions as an inn.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							As you say, we pas­sen­gers are to be taxed to pay all these finer­ies. I have of­ten seen a good side­board, or a marble chim­ney piece, though not ac­tu­ally put in the bill, in­flame a reck­on­ing con­foun­dedly.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Trav­el­lers, George, must pay in all places: the only dif­fer­ence is, that in good inns you pay dearly for lux­ur­ies; in bad inns you are fleeced and starved.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							You have lived very much among them. In truth, I have been of­ten sur­prised, that you who have seen so much of the world, with your nat­ur­al good sense, and your many op­por­tun­it­ies, could nev­er yet ac­quire a re­quis­ite share of as­sur­ance.
					

					
							Mar­low
							The Eng­lish­man’s mal­ady. But tell me, George, where could I have learned that as­sur­ance you talk of? My life has been chiefly spent in a col­lege or an inn, in se­clu­sion from that lovely part of the cre­ation that chiefly teach men con­fid­ence. I don’t know that I was ever fa­mil­iarly ac­quain­ted with a single mod­est wo­man, ex­cept my moth­er. But among fe­males of an­oth­er class, you know—
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Ay, among them you are im­pudent enough of all con­science.
					

					
							Mar­low
							They are of us, you know.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But in the com­pany of wo­men of repu­ta­tion I nev­er saw such an idi­ot, such a trem­bler; you look for all the world as if you wanted an op­por­tun­ity of steal­ing out of the room.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Why, man, that’s be­cause I do want to steal out of the room. Faith, I have of­ten formed a res­ol­u­tion to break the ice, and rattle away at any rate. But I don’t know how, a single glance from a pair of fine eyes has totally over­set my res­ol­u­tion. An im­pudent fel­low may coun­ter­feit mod­esty; but I’ll be hanged if a mod­est man can ever coun­ter­feit im­pudence.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							If you could but say half the fine things to them that I have heard you lav­ish upon the bar­maid of an inn, or even a col­lege bed-maker—
					

					
							Mar­low
							Why, George, I can’t say fine things to them; they freeze, they pet­ri­fy me. They may talk of a comet, or a burn­ing moun­tain, or some such baga­telle; but, to me, a mod­est wo­man, dressed out in all her finery, is the most tre­mend­ous ob­ject of the whole cre­ation.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Ha! ha! ha! At this rate, man, how can you ever ex­pect to marry?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Nev­er; un­less, as among kings and princes, my bride were to be cour­ted by proxy. If, in­deed, like an East­ern bride­groom, one were to be in­tro­duced to a wife he nev­er saw be­fore, it might be en­dured. But to go through all the ter­rors of a form­al court­ship, to­geth­er with the epis­ode of aunts, grand­moth­ers, and cous­ins, and at last to blurt out the broad star­ing ques­tion of “Madam, will you marry me?” No, no, that’s a strain much above me, I as­sure you.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							I pity you. But how do you in­tend be­hav­ing to the lady you are come down to vis­it at the re­quest of your fath­er?
					

					
							Mar­low
							As I be­have to all oth­er ladies. Bow very low, an­swer yes or no to all her de­mands. But for the rest, I don’t think I shall ven­ture to look in her face till I see my fath­er’s again.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							I’m sur­prised that one who is so warm a friend can be so cool a lov­er.
					

					
							Mar­low
							To be ex­pli­cit, my dear Hast­ings, my chief in­duce­ment down was to be in­stru­ment­al in for­ward­ing your hap­pi­ness, not my own. Miss Neville loves you, the fam­ily don’t know you; as my friend you are sure of a re­cep­tion, and let hon­our do the rest.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							My dear Mar­low! But I’ll sup­press the emo­tion. Were I a wretch, meanly seek­ing to carry off a for­tune, you should be the last man in the world I would ap­ply to for as­sist­ance. But Miss Neville’s per­son is all I ask, and that is mine, both from her de­ceased fath­er’s con­sent, and her own in­clin­a­tion.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Happy man! you have tal­ents and art to cap­tiv­ate any wo­man. I’m doomed to ad­ore the sex, and yet to con­verse with the only part of it I des­pise. This stam­mer in my ad­dress, and this awk­ward pre­pos­sess­ing vis­age of mine, can nev­er per­mit me to soar above the reach of a mil­liner’s ’pren­tice, or one of the Duch­esses of Drury Lane. Pshaw! this fel­low here to in­ter­rupt us.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Gen­tle­men, once more you are heart­ily wel­come. Which is Mr. Mar­low? Sir, you are heart­ily wel­come. It’s not my way, you see, to re­ceive my friends with my back to the fire. I like give them a hearty re­cep­tion in the old style at my gate. I like to see their horses and trunks taken care of.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. He has got our names from the ser­vants already. To him. We ap­prove your cau­tion and hos­pit­al­ity, sir. To Hast­ings. I have been think­ing, George, of chan­ging our trav­el­ling dresses in the morn­ing. I am grown con­foun­dedly ashamed of mine.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I beg, Mr. Mar­low, you’ll use no ce­re­mony in this house.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							I fancy, Charles, you’re right: the first blow is half the battle. I in­tend open­ing the cam­paign with the white and gold.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Mr. Mar­low—Mr. Hast­ings—gen­tle­men—pray be un­der no con­straint in this house. This is Liberty Hall, gen­tle­men. You may do just as you please here.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yet, George, if we open the cam­paign too fiercely at first, we may want am­muni­tion be­fore it is over. I think to re­serve the em­broid­ery to se­cure a re­treat.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Your talk­ing of a re­treat, Mr. Mar­low, puts me in mind of the Duke of Marl­bor­ough, when we went to be­siege De­nain. He first summoned the gar­ris­on—
					

					
							Mar­low
							Don’t you think the ventre d’or waist­coat will do with the plain brown?
					

					
							Hard­castle
							He first summoned the gar­ris­on, which might con­sist of about five thou­sand men—
					

					
							Hast­ings
							I think not: brown and yel­low mix but very poorly.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I say, gen­tle­men, as I was telling you, be summoned the gar­ris­on, which might con­sist of about five thou­sand men—
					

					
							Mar­low
							The girls like finery.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Which might con­sist of about five thou­sand men, well ap­poin­ted with stores, am­muni­tion, and oth­er im­ple­ments of war. “Now,” says the 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 I take that gar­ris­on without spill­ing a drop of blood.” So—
					

					
							Mar­low
							What, my good friend, if you gave us a glass of punch in the mean­time; it would help us to carry on the siege with vigour.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Punch, sir! Aside. This is the most un­ac­count­able kind of mod­esty I ever met with.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, sir, punch! A glass of warm punch, after our jour­ney, will be com­fort­able. This is Liberty Hall, you know.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Here’s a cup, sir.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. So this fel­low, in his Liberty Hall, will only let us have just what he pleases.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Tak­ing the cup. I hope you’ll find it to your mind. I have pre­pared it with my own hands, and I be­lieve you’ll own the in­gredi­ents are tol­er­able. Will you be so good as to pledge me, sir? Here, Mr. Mar­low, here is to our bet­ter ac­quaint­ance. Drinks.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. A very im­pudent fel­low this! but he’s a char­ac­ter, and I’ll hu­mour him a little. Sir, my ser­vice to you. Drinks.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Aside. I see this fel­low wants to give us his com­pany, and for­gets that he’s an innkeep­er, be­fore he has learned to be a gen­tle­man.
					

					
							Mar­low
							From the ex­cel­lence of your cup, my old friend, I sup­pose you have a good deal of busi­ness in this part of the coun­try. Warm work, now and then, at elec­tions, I sup­pose.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							No, sir, I have long giv­en that work over. Since our bet­ters have hit upon the ex­pedi­ent of elect­ing each oth­er, there is no busi­ness “for us that sell ale.”
					

					
							Hast­ings
							So, then, you have no turn for polit­ics, I find.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Not in the least. There was a time, in­deed, I fret­ted my­self about the mis­takes of gov­ern­ment, like oth­er people; but find­ing my­self every day grow more angry, and the gov­ern­ment grow­ing no bet­ter, I left it to mend it­self. Since that, I no more trouble my head about Hy­der Ally, or Ally Cawn, than about Ally Croker. Sir, my ser­vice to you.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							So that with eat­ing above stairs, and drink­ing be­low, with re­ceiv­ing your friends with­in, and amus­ing them without, you lead a good pleas­ant bust­ling life of it.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I do stir about a great deal, that’s cer­tain. Half the dif­fer­ences of the par­ish are ad­jus­ted in this very par­lour.
					

					
							Mar­low
							After drink­ing. And you have an ar­gu­ment in your cup, old gen­tle­man, bet­ter than any in West­min­ster Hall.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Ay, young gen­tle­man, that, and a little philo­sophy.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. Well, this is the first time I ever heard of an innkeep­er’s philo­sophy.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							So then, like an ex­per­i­enced gen­er­al, you at­tack them on every quarter. If you find their reas­on man­age­able, you at­tack it with your philo­sophy; if you find they have no reas­on, you at­tack them with this. Here’s your health, my philo­soph­er. Drinks.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Good, very good, thank you; ha! ha! Your gen­er­al­ship puts me in mind of Prince Eu­gene, when he fought the Turks at the battle of Bel­grade. You shall hear.
					

					
							Mar­low
							In­stead of the battle of Bel­grade, I be­lieve it’s al­most time to talk about sup­per. What has your philo­sophy got in the house for sup­per?
					

					
							Hard­castle
							For sup­per, sir! Aside. Was ever such a re­quest to a man in his own house?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, sir, sup­per, sir; I be­gin to feel an ap­pet­ite. I shall make dev­il­ish work to­night in the lar­der, I prom­ise you.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Aside. Such a brazen dog sure nev­er my eyes be­held. To him. Why, really, sir, as for sup­per I can’t well tell. My Dorothy and the cook-maid settle these things between them. I leave these kind of things en­tirely to them.
					

					
							Mar­low
							You do, do you?
					

					
							Hard­castle
							En­tirely. By the by, I be­lieve they are in ac­tu­al con­sulta­tion upon what’s for sup­per this mo­ment in the kit­chen.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Then I beg they’ll ad­mit me as one of their privy coun­cil. It’s a way I have got. When I travel, I al­ways choose to reg­u­late my own sup­per. Let the cook be called. No of­fence I hope, sir.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							O no, sir, none in the least; yet I don’t know how; our Brid­get, the cook-maid, is not very com­mu­nic­at­ive upon these oc­ca­sions. Should we send for her, she might scold us all out of the house.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Let’s see your list of the lar­der then. I ask it as a fa­vour. I al­ways match my ap­pet­ite to my bill of fare.
					

					
							Mar­low
							To Hard­castle, who looks at them with sur­prise. Sir, he’s very right, and it’s my way too.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Sir, you have a right to com­mand here. Here, Ro­ger, bring us the bill of fare for to­night’s sup­per: I be­lieve it’s drawn out—Your man­ner, Mr. Hast­ings, puts me in mind of my uncle, Col­on­el Wal­lop. It was a say­ing of his, that no man was sure of his sup­per till he had eaten it.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Aside. All upon the high rope! His uncle a col­on­el! we shall soon hear of his moth­er be­ing a justice of the peace. But let’s hear the bill of fare.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Per­us­ing. What’s here? For the first course; for the second course; for the dessert. The dev­il, sir, do you think we have brought down a whole Join­ers’ Com­pany, or the cor­por­a­tion of Bed­ford, to eat up such a sup­per? Two or three little things, clean and com­fort­able, will do.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But let’s hear it.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Read­ing. “For the first course, at the top, a pig, and prune sauce.”
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Damn your pig, I say.
					

					
							Mar­low
							And damn your prune sauce, say I.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							And yet, gen­tle­men, to men that are hungry, pig with prune sauce is very good eat­ing.
					

					
							Mar­low
							“At the bot­tom, a calf’s tongue and brains.”
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Let your brains be knocked out, my good sir, I don’t like them.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Or you may clap them on a plate by them­selves. I do.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Aside. Their im­pudence con­founds me. To them. Gen­tle­men, you are my guests, make what al­ter­a­tions you please. Is there any­thing else you wish to re­trench or al­ter, gen­tle­men?
					

					
							Mar­low
							“Item: a pork pie, a boiled rab­bit and saus­ages, a Florentine, a shak­ing pud­ding, and a dish of tiff—taff—taf­fety cream!”
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Con­found your made dishes; I shall be as much at a loss in this house as at a green and yel­low din­ner at the French am­bas­sad­or’s table. I’m for plain eat­ing.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I’m sorry, gen­tle­men, that I have noth­ing you like, but if there be any­thing you have a par­tic­u­lar fancy to—
					

					
							Mar­low
							Why, really, sir, your bill of fare is so ex­quis­ite, that any one part of it is full as good as an­oth­er. Send us what you please. So much for sup­per. And now to see that our beds are aired, and prop­erly taken care of.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I en­treat you’ll leave that to me. You shall not stir a step.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Leave that to you! I protest, sir, you must ex­cuse me, I al­ways look to these things my­self.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I must in­sist, sir, you’ll make your­self easy on that head.
					

					
							Mar­low
							You see I’m re­solved on it. Aside. A very trouble­some fel­low this, as I ever met with.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Well, sir, I’m re­solved at least to at­tend you. Aside. This may be mod­ern mod­esty, but I nev­er saw any­thing look so like old-fash­ioned im­pudence.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Mar­low and Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Alone. So I find this fel­low’s ci­vil­it­ies be­gin to grow trouble­some. But who can be angry at those as­siduit­ies which are meant to please him? Ha! what do I see? Miss Neville, by all that’s happy!
					

					
							
							
							Enter Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							Miss Neville
							My dear Hast­ings! To what un­ex­pec­ted good for­tune, to what ac­ci­dent, am I to ascribe this happy meet­ing?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Rather let me ask the same ques­tion, as I could nev­er have hoped to meet my dearest Con­stance at an inn.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							An inn! sure you mis­take: my aunt, my guard­i­an, lives here. What could in­duce you to think this house an inn?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							My friend, Mr. Mar­low, with whom I came down, and I, have been sent here as to an inn, I as­sure you. A young fel­low, whom we ac­ci­dent­ally met at a house hard by, dir­ec­ted us hith­er.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Cer­tainly it must be one of my hope­ful cous­in’s tricks, of whom you have heard me talk so of­ten; ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							Hast­ings
							He whom your aunt in­tends for you? he of whom I have such just ap­pre­hen­sions?
					

					
							Miss Neville
							You have noth­ing to fear from him, I as­sure you. You’d ad­ore him, if you knew how heart­ily he des­pises me. My aunt knows it too, and has un­der­taken to court me for him, and ac­tu­ally be­gins to think she has made a con­quest.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Thou dear dis­sem­bler! You must know, my Con­stance, I have just seized this happy op­por­tun­ity of my friend’s vis­it here to get ad­mit­tance in­to the fam­ily. The horses that car­ried us down are now fa­tigued with their jour­ney, but they’ll soon be re­freshed; and then, if my dearest girl will trust in her faith­ful Hast­ings, we shall soon be landed in France, where even among slaves the laws of mar­riage are re­spec­ted.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I have of­ten told you, that though ready to obey you, I yet should leave my little for­tune be­hind with re­luct­ance. The greatest part of it was left me by my uncle, the In­dia dir­ect­or, and chiefly con­sists in jew­els. I have been for some time per­suad­ing my aunt to let me wear them. I fancy I’m very near suc­ceed­ing. The in­stant they are put in­to my pos­ses­sion, you shall find me ready to make them and my­self yours.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Per­ish the baubles! Your per­son is all I de­sire. In the mean­time, my friend Mar­low must not be let in­to his mis­take. I know the strange re­serve of his tem­per is such, that if ab­ruptly in­formed of it, he would in­stantly quit the house be­fore our plan was ripe for ex­e­cu­tion.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							But how shall we keep him in the de­cep­tion? Miss Hard­castle is just re­turned from walk­ing; what if we still con­tin­ue to de­ceive him?—This, this way—They con­fer.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mar­low.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							The as­siduit­ies of these good people tease me bey­ond bear­ing. My host seems to think it ill man­ners to leave me alone, and so he claps not only him­self, but his old-fash­ioned wife, on my back. They talk of com­ing to sup with us too; and then, I sup­pose, we are to run the gaunt­let through all the rest of the fam­ily.—What have we got here?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							My dear Charles! Let me con­grat­u­late you!—The most for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent!—Who do you think is just alighted?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Can­not guess.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Our mis­tresses, boy, Miss Hard­castle and Miss Neville. Give me leave to in­tro­duce Miss Con­stance Neville to your ac­quaint­ance. Hap­pen­ing to dine in the neigh­bour­hood, they called on their re­turn to take fresh horses here. Miss Hard­castle has just stepped in­to the next room, and will be back in an in­stant. Wasn’t it lucky? eh!
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. I have been mor­ti­fied enough of all con­science, and here comes some­thing to com­plete my em­bar­rass­ment.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Well, but wasn’t it the most for­tu­nate thing in the world?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Oh! yes. Very for­tu­nate—a most joy­ful en­counter—But our dresses, George, you know are in dis­order—What if we should post­pone the hap­pi­ness till to­mor­row?—To­mor­row at her own house—It will be every bit as con­veni­ent—and rather more re­spect­ful—To­mor­row let it be. Of­fer­ing to go.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							By no means, sir. Your ce­re­mony will dis­please her. The dis­order of your dress will show the ar­dour of your im­pa­tience. Be­sides, she knows you are in the house, and will per­mit you to see her.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Oh, the dev­il! how shall I sup­port it? Hem! hem! Hast­ings, you must not go. You are to as­sist me, you know. I shall be con­foun­dedly ri­dicu­lous. Yet, hang it! I’ll take cour­age. Hem!
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Pshaw, man! it’s but the first plunge, and all’s over. She’s but a wo­man, you know.
					

					
							Mar­low
							And, of all wo­men, she that I dread most to en­counter.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Miss Hard­castle, as re­turned from walk­ing, a bon­net, etc.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							In­tro­du­cing them. Miss Hard­castle, Mr. Mar­low. I’m proud of bring­ing two per­sons of such mer­it to­geth­er, that only want to know, to es­teem each oth­er.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Aside. Now for meet­ing my mod­est gen­tle­man with a de­mure face, and quite in his own man­ner. After a pause, in which he ap­pears very un­easy and dis­con­cer­ted. I’m glad of your safe ar­rival, sir. I’m told you had some ac­ci­dents by the way.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Only a few, 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 agree­ably con­cluded. Hem!
					

					
							Hast­ings
							To him. You nev­er spoke bet­ter in your whole life. Keep it up, and I’ll in­sure you the vic­tory.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I’m afraid you flat­ter, sir. You that have seen so much of the finest com­pany, can find little en­ter­tain­ment in an ob­scure corner of the coun­try.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Gath­er­ing cour­age. I have lived, in­deed, in the world, madam; but I have kept very little com­pany. I have been but an ob­serv­er upon life, madam, while oth­ers were en­joy­ing it.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							But that, I am told, is the way to en­joy it at last.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							To him. Cicero nev­er spoke bet­ter. Once more, and you are con­firmed in as­sur­ance forever.
					

					
							Mar­low
							To him. Hem! Stand by me, then, and when I’m down, throw in a word or two, to set me up again.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							An ob­serv­er, like you, upon life were, I fear, dis­agree­ably em­ployed, since you must have had much more to cen­sure than to ap­prove.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Par­don me, madam. I was al­ways will­ing to be amused. The folly of most people is rather an ob­ject of mirth than un­eas­i­ness.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							To him. Bravo, bravo. Nev­er spoke so well in your whole life.—Well, Miss Hard­castle, I see that you and Mr. Mar­low are go­ing to be very good com­pany. I be­lieve our be­ing here will but em­bar­rass the in­ter­view.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Not in the least, Mr. Hast­ings. We like your com­pany of all things. To him. Zounds, George, sure you won’t go? How can you leave us?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Our pres­ence will but spoil con­ver­sa­tion, so we’ll re­tire to the next room. To him. You don’t con­sider, man, that we are to man­age a little tête-à-tête of our own.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Hast­ings with Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							After a pause. But you have not been wholly an ob­serv­er, I pre­sume, sir: the ladies, I should hope, have em­ployed some part of your ad­dresses.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Re­lapsing in­to timid­ity. Par­don me, madam, I—I—I—as yet have stud­ied—only—to—de­serve them.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And that, some say, is the very worst way to ob­tain them.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Per­haps so, madam. But I love to con­verse only with the more grave and sens­ible part of the sex. But I’m afraid I grow tire­some.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Not at all, sir; there is noth­ing I like so much as grave con­ver­sa­tion my­self; I could hear it forever. In­deed, I have of­ten been sur­prised how a man of sen­ti­ment could ever ad­mire those light airy pleas­ures, where noth­ing reaches the heart.
					

					
							Mar­low
							It’s—a dis­ease—of the mind, madam. In the vari­ety of tastes there must be some who, want­ing a rel­ish—for—um—a—um—
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I un­der­stand you, sir. There must be some, who, want­ing a rel­ish for re­fined pleas­ures, pre­tend to des­pise what they are in­cap­able of tast­ing.
					

					
							Mar­low
							My mean­ing, madam, but in­fin­itely bet­ter ex­pressed. And I can’t help ob­serving—a—
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Aside. Who could ever sup­pose this fel­low im­pudent upon some oc­ca­sions? To him. You were go­ing to ob­serve, sir—
					

					
							Mar­low
							I was ob­serving, madam—I protest, madam, I for­get what I was go­ing to ob­serve.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Aside. I vow and so do I. To him. You were ob­serving, sir, that in this age of hy­po­crisy—some­thing about hy­po­crisy, sir.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, madam. In this age of hy­po­crisy there are few who upon strict in­quiry do not—a—a—a—
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I un­der­stand you per­fectly, sir.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. Egad! and that’s more than I do my­self.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							You mean that in this hy­po­crit­ic­al age there are few that do not con­demn in pub­lic what they prac­tise in private, and think they pay every debt to vir­tue when they praise it.
					

					
							Mar­low
							True, madam; those who have most vir­tue in their mouths, have least of it in their bos­oms. But I’m sure I tire you, madam.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Not in the least, sir; there’s some­thing so agree­able and spir­ited in your man­ner, such life and force—pray, sir, go on.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, madam. I was say­ing—that there are some oc­ca­sions—when a total want of cour­age, madam, des­troys all the—and puts us—upon a—a—a—
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I agree with you en­tirely; a want of cour­age upon some oc­ca­sions as­sumes the ap­pear­ance of ig­nor­ance, and be­trays us when we most want to ex­cel. I beg you’ll pro­ceed.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, madam. Mor­ally speak­ing, madam—But I see Miss Neville ex­pect­ing us in the next room. I would not in­trude for the world.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I protest, sir, I nev­er was more agree­ably en­ter­tained in all my life. Pray go on.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, madam, I was—But she beck­ons us to join her. Madam, shall I do my­self the hon­our to at­tend you?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Well, then, I’ll fol­low.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. This pretty smooth dia­logue has done for me.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Alone. Ha! ha! ha! Was there ever such a sober, sen­ti­ment­al in­ter­view? I’m cer­tain he scarce looked in my face the whole time. Yet the fel­low, but for his un­ac­count­able bash­ful­ness, is pretty well too. He has good sense, but then so bur­ied in his fears, that it fa­tigues one more than ig­nor­ance. If I could teach him a little con­fid­ence, it would be do­ing some­body that I know of a piece of ser­vice. But who is that some­body?—That, faith, is a ques­tion I can scarce an­swer.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Tony and Miss Neville, fol­lowed by Mrs. Hard­castle and Hast­ings.
						
					

					
							Tony
							What do you fol­low me for, cous­in Con? I won­der you’re not ashamed to be so very en­ga­ging.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I hope, cous­in, one may speak to one’s own re­la­tions, and not be to blame.
					

					
							Tony
							Ay, but I know what sort of a re­la­tion you want to make me, though; but it won’t do. I tell you, cous­in Con, it won’t do; so I beg you’ll keep your dis­tance, I want no near­er re­la­tion­ship. She fol­lows, coquet­ting him to the back scene.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Well! I vow, Mr. Hast­ings, you are very en­ter­tain­ing. There’s noth­ing in the world I love to talk of so much as Lon­don, and the fash­ions, though I was nev­er there my­self.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Nev­er there! You amaze me! From your air and man­ner, I con­cluded you had been bred all your life either at Ranelagh, St. James’s, or Tower Wharf.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Oh, sir, you’re only pleased to say so. We coun­try per­sons can have no man­ner at all. I’m in love with the town, and that serves to raise me above some of our neigh­bour­ing rus­tics; but who can have a man­ner, that has nev­er seen the Pan­theon, the Grotto Gar­dens, the Bor­ough, and such places where the no­bil­ity chiefly re­sort? All I can do is to en­joy Lon­don at second­hand. I take care to know every tête-à-tête from the Scan­dal­ous Magazine, and have all the fash­ions, as they come out, in a let­ter from the two Miss Rick­ets of Crooked Lane. Pray, how do you like this head, Mr. Hast­ings?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Ex­tremely el­eg­ant and dé­gagé, upon my word, madam. Your friseur is a French­man, I sup­pose?
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							I protest, I dressed it my­self from a print in the Ladies’ Memor­andum Book for the last year.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							In­deed! Such a head in a side box at the play­house would draw as many gazers as my Lady Mayor­ess at a city ball.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							I vow, since in­ocu­la­tion began, there is no such thing to be seen as a plain wo­man; so one must dress a little par­tic­u­lar, or one may es­cape in the crowd.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But that can nev­er be your case, madam, in any dress. Bow­ing.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Yet, what sig­ni­fies my dress­ing when I have such a piece of an­tiquity by my side as Mr. Hard­castle: all I can say will nev­er ar­gue down a single but­ton from his clothes. I have of­ten wanted him to throw off his great flax­en wig, and where he was bald, to plaster it over, like my Lord Pately, with powder.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							You are right, madam; for, as among the ladies there are none ugly, so among the men there are none old.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							But what do you think his an­swer was? Why, with his usu­al Goth­ic vi­va­city, he said I only wanted him to throw off his wig, to con­vert it in­to a tête for my own wear­ing.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							In­tol­er­able! At your age you may wear what you please, and it must be­come you.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Pray, Mr. Hast­ings, what do you take to be the most fash­ion­able age about town?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Some time ago, forty was all the mode; but I’m told the ladies in­tend to bring up fifty for the en­su­ing winter.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Ser­i­ously. Then I shall be too young for the fash­ion.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							No lady be­gins now to put on jew­els till she’s past forty. For in­stance, Miss there, in a po­lite circle, would be con­sidered as a child, as a mere maker of samplers.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							And yet Mis­tress Niece thinks her­self as much a wo­man, and is as fond of jew­els, as the old­est of us all.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Your niece, is she? And that young gen­tle­man, a broth­er of yours, I should pre­sume?
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							My son, sir. They are con­trac­ted to each oth­er. Ob­serve their little sports. They fall in and out ten times a day, as if they were man and wife already. To them. Well, Tony, child, what soft things are you say­ing to your cous­in Con­stance this even­ing?
					

					
							Tony
							I have been say­ing no soft things; but that it’s very hard to be fol­lowed about so. Ecod! I’ve not a place in the house now that’s left to my­self, but the stable.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Nev­er mind him, Con, my dear. He’s in an­oth­er story be­hind your back.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							There’s some­thing gen­er­ous in my cous­in’s man­ner. He falls out be­fore faces to be for­giv­en in private.
					

					
							Tony
							That’s a damned con­foun­ded—crack.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Ah! he’s a sly one. Don’t you think they are like each oth­er about the mouth, Mr. Hast­ings? The Blen­kin­sop mouth to a T. They’re of a size too. Back to back, my pret­ties, that Mr. Hast­ings may see you. Come, Tony.
					

					
							Tony
							You had as good not make me, I tell you. Meas­ur­ing.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							O lud! he has al­most cracked my head.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							O, the mon­ster! For shame, Tony. You a man, and be­have so!
					

					
							Tony
							If I’m a man, let me have my fortin. Ecod! I’ll not be made a fool of no longer.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Is this, un­grate­ful boy, all that I’m to get for the pains I have taken in your edu­ca­tion? I that have rocked you in your cradle, and fed that pretty mouth with a spoon! Did not I work that waist­coat to make you gen­teel? Did not I pre­scribe for you every day, and weep while the re­ceipt was op­er­at­ing?
					

					
							Tony
							Ecod! you had reas­on to weep, for you have been dos­ing me ever since I was born. I have gone through every re­ceipt in the Com­plete Huswife ten times over; and you have thoughts of cours­ing me through Quincy next spring. But, ecod! I tell you, I’ll not be made a fool of no longer.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Wasn’t it all for your good, vi­per? Wasn’t it all for your good?
					

					
							Tony
							I wish you’d let me and my good alone, then. Snub­bing this way when I’m in spir­its. If I’m to have any good, let it come of it­self; not to keep din­ging it, din­ging it in­to one so.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							That’s false; I nev­er see you when you’re in spir­its. No, Tony, you then go to the ale­house or ken­nel. I’m nev­er to be de­lighted with your agree­able wild notes, un­feel­ing mon­ster!
					

					
							Tony
							Ecod! mamma, your own notes are the wild­est of the two.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Was ever the like? But I see he wants to break my heart, I see he does.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Dear madam, per­mit me to lec­ture the young gen­tle­man a little. I’m cer­tain I can per­suade him to his duty.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Well, I must re­tire. Come, Con­stance, my love. You see, Mr. Hast­ings, the wretched­ness of my situ­ation. Was ever poor wo­man so plagued with a dear sweet, pretty, pro­vok­ing, un­du­ti­ful boy?
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Mrs. Hard­castle and Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							Tony
							Singing. “There was a young man rid­ing by, and fain would have his will. Rang do didlo dee.”—Don’t mind her. Let her cry. It’s the com­fort of her heart. I have seen her and sis­ter cry over a book for an hour to­geth­er; and they said they liked the book the bet­ter the more it made them cry.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Then you’re no friend to the ladies, I find, my pretty young gen­tle­man?
					

					
							Tony
							That’s as I find ’um.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Not to her of your moth­er’s choos­ing, I dare an­swer? And yet she ap­pears to me a pretty well-tempered girl.
					

					
							Tony
							That’s be­cause you don’t know her as well as I. Ecod! I know every inch about her; and there’s not a more bit­ter can­tan­ker­ous toad in all Christen­dom.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Aside. Pretty en­cour­age­ment this for a lov­er!
					

					
							Tony
							I have seen her since the height of that. She has as many tricks as a hare in a thick­et, or a colt the first day’s break­ing.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							To me she ap­pears sens­ible and si­lent.
					

					
							Tony
							Ay, be­fore com­pany. But when she’s with her play­mate, she’s as loud as a hog in a gate.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But there is a meek mod­esty about her that charms me.
					

					
							Tony
							Yes, but curb her nev­er so little, she kicks up, and you’re flung in a ditch.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Well, but you must al­low her a little beauty.—Yes, you must al­low her some beauty.
					

					
							Tony
							Band­box! She’s all a made-up thing, mun. Ah! could you but see Bet Boun­cer of these parts, you might then talk of beauty. Ecod, she has two eyes as black as sloes, and cheeks as broad and red as a pul­pit cush­ion. She’d make two of she.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Well, what say you to a friend that would take this bit­ter bar­gain off your hands?
					

					
							Tony
							Anon!
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Would you thank him that would take Miss Neville, and leave you to hap­pi­ness and your dear Betsy?
					

					
							Tony
							Ay; but where is there such a friend, for who would take her?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							I am he. If you but as­sist me, I’ll en­gage to whip her off to France, and you shall nev­er hear more of her.
					

					
							Tony
							As­sist you! Ecod I will, to the last drop of my blood. I’ll clap a pair of horses to your chaise that shall trundle you off in a twink­ling, and may he get you a part of her fortin be­side, in jew­els, that you little dream of.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							My dear Squire, this looks like a lad of spir­it.
					

					
							Tony
							Come along then and you shall see more of my spir­it be­fore you have done with me. Singing.
					

					
							
							
							
								We are the boys
								

								That fears no noise
								

								Where the thun­der­ing can­nons roar.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			Scene. The house.

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Hard­castle
							What could my old friend Sir Charles mean by re­com­mend­ing his son as the mod­est­est young man in town? To me he ap­pears the most im­pudent piece of brass that ever spoke with a tongue. He has taken pos­ses­sion of the easy chair by the fireside already. He took off his boots in the par­lour, and de­sired me to see them taken care of. I’m de­sirous to know how his im­pudence af­fects my daugh­ter. She will cer­tainly be shocked at it.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Miss Hard­castle, plainly dressed.
						
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Well, my Kate, I see you have changed your dress, as I bade you; and yet, I be­lieve, there was no great oc­ca­sion.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I find such a pleas­ure, sir, in obey­ing your com­mands, that I take care to ob­serve them without ever de­bat­ing their pro­pri­ety.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							And yet, Kate, I some­times give you some cause, par­tic­u­larly when I re­com­men­ded my mod­est gen­tle­man to you as a lov­er today.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							You taught me to ex­pect some­thing ex­traordin­ary, and I find the ori­gin­al ex­ceeds the de­scrip­tion.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I was nev­er so sur­prised in my life! He has quite con­foun­ded all my fac­ulties!
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I nev­er saw any­thing like it: and a man of the world too!
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Ay, he learned it all abroad—what a fool was I, to think a young man could learn mod­esty by trav­el­ling. He might as soon learn wit at a mas­quer­ade.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							It seems all nat­ur­al to him.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							A good deal as­sisted by bad com­pany and a French dan­cing-mas­ter.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Sure you mis­take, papa. A French dan­cing mas­ter could nev­er have taught him that tim­id look—that awk­ward ad­dress—that bash­ful man­ner.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Whose look? whose man­ner, child?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Mr. Mar­low’s: his mauvaise honte, his timid­ity, struck me at the first sight.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Then your first sight de­ceived you; for I think him one of the most brazen first sights that ever as­ton­ished my senses.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Sure, sir, you rally! I nev­er saw any­one so mod­est.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							And can you be ser­i­ous? I nev­er saw such a boun­cing, swag­ger­ing puppy since I was born. Bully Dawson was but a fool to him.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Sur­pris­ing! He met me with a re­spect­ful bow, a stam­mer­ing voice, and a look fixed on the ground.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							He met me with a loud voice, a lordly air, and a fa­mili­ar­ity that made my blood freeze again.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							He treated me with dif­fid­ence and re­spect; cen­sured the man­ners of the age; ad­mired the prudence of girls that nev­er laughed; tired me with apo­lo­gies for be­ing tire­some; then left the room with a bow, and “Madam, I would not for the world de­tain you.”
					

					
							Hard­castle
							He spoke to me as if he knew me all his life be­fore; asked twenty ques­tions, and nev­er waited for an an­swer; in­ter­rup­ted my best re­marks with some silly pun; and when I was in my best story of the Duke of Marl­bor­ough and Prince Eu­gene, he asked if I had not a good hand at mak­ing punch. Yes, Kate, he asked your fath­er if he was a maker of punch!
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							One of us must cer­tainly be mis­taken.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							If he be what he has shown him­self, I’m de­term­ined he shall nev­er have my con­sent.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And if he be the sul­len thing I take him, he shall nev­er have mine.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							In one thing then we are agreed—to re­ject him.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Yes—but upon con­di­tions. For if you should find him less im­pudent, and I more pre­sum­ing; if you find him more re­spect­ful, and I more im­por­tunate—I don’t know—the fel­low is well enough for a man—Cer­tainly, we don’t meet many such at a horse race in the coun­try.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							If we should find him so—But that’s im­possible. The first ap­pear­ance has done my busi­ness. I’m sel­dom de­ceived in that.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And yet there may be many good qual­it­ies un­der that first ap­pear­ance.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Ay, when a girl finds a fel­low’s out­side to her taste, she then sets about guess­ing the rest of his fur­niture. With her, a smooth face stands for good sense, and a gen­teel fig­ure for every vir­tue.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I hope, sir, a con­ver­sa­tion be­gun with a com­pli­ment to my good sense won’t end with a sneer at my un­der­stand­ing!
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Par­don me, Kate. But if young Mr. Brazen can find the art of re­con­cil­ing con­tra­dic­tions, he may please us both, per­haps.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And as one of us must be mis­taken, what if we go to make fur­ther dis­cov­er­ies?
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Agreed. But de­pend on’t I’m in the right.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And de­pend on’t, I’m not much in the wrong.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Tony, run­ning in with a cas­ket.
						
					

					
							Tony
							Ecod! I have got them. Here they are. My cous­in Con’s neck­laces, bobs and all. My moth­er shan’t cheat the poor souls out of their fortin neither. O! my genus, is that you?
					

					
							
							
							Enter Hast­ings.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							My dear friend, how have you man­aged with your moth­er? I hope you have amused her with pre­tend­ing love for your cous­in, and that you are will­ing to be re­con­ciled at last? Our horses will be re­freshed in a short time, and we shall soon be ready to set off.
					

					
							Tony
							And here’s some­thing to bear your charges by the way; Giv­ing the cas­ket. your sweet­heart’s jew­els. Keep them: and hang those, I say, that would rob you of one of them.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But how have you pro­cured them from your moth­er?
					

					
							Tony
							Ask me no ques­tions, and I’ll tell you no fibs. I pro­cured them by the rule of thumb. If I had not a key to every draw­er in moth­er’s bur­eau, how could I go to the ale­house so of­ten as I do? An hon­est man may rob him­self of his own at any time.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Thou­sands do it every day. But to be plain with you; Miss Neville is en­deav­our­ing to pro­cure them from her aunt this very in­stant. If she suc­ceeds, it will be the most del­ic­ate way at least of ob­tain­ing them.
					

					
							Tony
							Well, keep them, till you know how it will be. But I know how it will be well enough; she’d as soon part with the only sound tooth in her head.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But I dread the ef­fects of her re­sent­ment, when she finds she has lost them.
					

					
							Tony
							Nev­er you mind her re­sent­ment; leave me to man­age that. I don’t value her re­sent­ment the bounce of a crack­er. Zounds! here they are. Mor­rice! Prance!
					

					
							
							
							Exit Hast­ings.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mrs. Hard­castle and Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							In­deed, Con­stance, you amaze me. Such a girl as you want jew­els! It will be time enough for jew­els, my dear, twenty years hence, when your beauty be­gins to want re­pairs.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							But what will re­pair beauty at forty, will cer­tainly im­prove it at twenty, madam.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Yours, my dear, can ad­mit of none. That nat­ur­al blush is bey­ond a thou­sand or­na­ments. Be­sides, child, jew­els are quite out at present. Don’t you see half the ladies of our ac­quaint­ance, my Lady Kill-day­light, and Mrs. Crump, and the rest of them, carry their jew­els to town, and bring noth­ing but paste and mar­cas­ites back.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							But who knows, madam, but some­body that shall be name­less would like me best with all my little finery about me?
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Con­sult your glass, my dear, and then see if, with such a pair of eyes, you want any bet­ter spark­lers. What do you think, Tony, my dear? does your cous­in Con want any jew­els in your eyes to set off her beauty?
					

					
							Tony
							That’s as there­after may be.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							My dear aunt, if you knew how it would ob­lige me.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							A par­cel of old-fash­ioned rose and table-cut things. They would make you look like the court of King So­lomon at a pup­pet show. Be­sides, I be­lieve, I can’t read­ily come at them. They may be miss­ing, for aught I know to the con­trary.
					

					
							Tony
							Apart to Mrs. Hard­castle. Then why don’t you tell her so at once, as she’s so long­ing for them? Tell her they’re lost. It’s the only way to quiet her. Say they’re lost, and call me to bear wit­ness.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Apart to Tony. You know, my dear, I’m only keep­ing them for you. So if I say they’re gone, you’ll bear me wit­ness, will you? He! he! he!
					

					
							Tony
							Nev­er fear me. Ecod! I’ll say I saw them taken out with my own eyes.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I de­sire them but for a day, madam. Just to be per­mit­ted to show them as rel­ics, and then they may be locked up again.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							To be plain with you, my dear Con­stance, if I could find them you should have them. They’re miss­ing, I as­sure you. Lost, for aught I know; but we must have pa­tience wherever they are.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I’ll not be­lieve it! this is but a shal­low pre­tence to deny me. I know they are too valu­able to be so slightly kept, and as you are to an­swer for the loss—
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Don’t be alarmed, Con­stance. If they be lost, I must re­store an equi­val­ent. But my son knows they are miss­ing, and not to be found.
					

					
							Tony
							That I can bear wit­ness to. They are miss­ing, and not to be found; I’ll take my oath on’t.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							You must learn resig­na­tion, my dear; for though we lose our for­tune, yet we should not lose our pa­tience. See me, how calm I am.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Ay, people are gen­er­ally calm at the mis­for­tunes of oth­ers.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Now I won­der a girl of your good sense should waste a thought upon such trumpery. We shall soon find them; and in the mean­time you shall make use of my gar­nets till your jew­els be found.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I de­test gar­nets.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							The most be­com­ing things in the world to set off a clear com­plex­ion. You have of­ten seen how well they look upon me. You shall have them.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I dis­like them of all things. You shan’t stir.—Was ever any­thing so pro­vok­ing, to mis­lay my own jew­els, and force me to wear her trumpery?
					

					
							Tony
							Don’t be a fool. If she gives you the gar­nets, take what you can get. The jew­els are your own already. I have stolen them out of her bur­eau, and she does not know it. Fly to your spark, he’ll tell you more of the mat­ter. Leave me to man­age her.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							My dear cous­in!
					

					
							Tony
							Van­ish. She’s here, and has missed them already.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							
							Zounds! how she fid­gets and spits about like a Cath­er­ine wheel.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mrs. Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Con­fu­sion! thieves! rob­bers! we are cheated, plundered, broke open, un­done.
					

					
							Tony
							What’s the mat­ter, what’s the mat­ter, mamma? I hope noth­ing has happened to any of the good fam­ily!
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							We are robbed. My bur­eau has been broken open, the jew­els taken out, and I’m un­done.
					

					
							Tony
							Oh! is that all? Ha! ha! ha! By the laws, I nev­er saw it ac­ted bet­ter in my life. Ecod, I thought you was ruined in earn­est, ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Why, boy, I am ruined in earn­est. My bur­eau has been broken open, and all taken away.
					

					
							Tony
							Stick to that: ha! ha! ha! stick to that. I’ll bear wit­ness, you know; call me to bear wit­ness.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							I tell you, Tony, by all that’s pre­cious, the jew­els are gone, and I shall be ruined forever.
					

					
							Tony
							Sure I know they’re gone, and I’m to say so.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							My dearest Tony, but hear me. They’re gone, I say.
					

					
							Tony
							By the laws, mamma, you make me for to laugh, ha! ha! I know who took them well enough, ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Was there ever such a block­head, that can’t tell the dif­fer­ence between jest and earn­est? I tell you I’m not in jest, booby.
					

					
							Tony
							That’s right, that’s right; you must be in a bit­ter pas­sion, and then nobody will sus­pect either of us. I’ll bear wit­ness that they are gone.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Was there ever such a cross-grained brute, that won’t hear me? Can you bear wit­ness that you’re no bet­ter than a fool? Was ever poor wo­man so be­set with fools on one hand, and thieves on the oth­er?
					

					
							Tony
							I can bear wit­ness to that.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Bear wit­ness again, you block­head, you, and I’ll turn you out of the room dir­ectly. My poor niece, what will be­come of her? Do you laugh, you un­feel­ing brute, as if you en­joyed my dis­tress?
					

					
							Tony
							I can bear wit­ness to that.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Do you in­sult me, mon­ster? I’ll teach you to vex your moth­er, I will!
					

					
							Tony
							I can bear wit­ness to that.
					

					
							
							
							He runs off; she fol­lows him.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Miss Hard­castle and Maid.
						
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							What an un­ac­count­able creature is that broth­er of mine, to send them to the house as an inn! ha! ha! I don’t won­der at his im­pudence.
					

					
							Maid
							But what is more, madam, the young gen­tle­man, as you passed by in your present dress, asked me if you were the bar­maid. He mis­took you for the bar­maid, madam.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Did he? Then, as I live, I’m re­solved to keep up the de­lu­sion. Tell me, Pimple, how do you like my present dress? Don’t you think I look some­thing like Cherry in the Beaux’ Stratagem?
					

					
							Maid
							It’s the dress, madam, that every lady wears in the coun­try, but when she vis­its or re­ceives com­pany.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And are you sure he does not re­mem­ber my face or per­son?
					

					
							Maid
							Cer­tain of it.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I vow, I thought so; for, though we spoke for some time to­geth­er, yet his fears were such, that he nev­er once looked up dur­ing the in­ter­view. In­deed, if he had, my bon­net would have kept him from see­ing me.
					

					
							Maid
							But what do you hope from keep­ing him in his mis­take?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							In the first place I shall be seen, and that is no small ad­vant­age to a girl who brings her face to mar­ket. Then I shall per­haps make an ac­quaint­ance, and that’s no small vic­tory gained over one who nev­er ad­dresses any but the wild­est of her sex. But my chief aim is, to take my gen­tle­man off his guard, and, like an in­vis­ible cham­pi­on of ro­mance, ex­am­ine the gi­ant’s force be­fore I of­fer to com­bat.
					

					
							Maid
							But you are sure you can act your part, and dis­guise your voice so that he may mis­take that, as he has already mis­taken your per­son?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Nev­er fear me. I think I have got the true bar cant—Did your hon­our call?—At­tend the Li­on there—Pipes and to­bacco for the An­gel.—The Lamb has been out­rageous this half-hour.
					

					
							Maid
							It will do, madam. But he’s here.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Maid.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mar­low.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							What a bawl­ing in every part of the house! I have scarce a mo­ment’s re­pose. If I go to the best room, there I find my host and his story: if I fly to the gal­lery, there we have my host­ess with her curt­sey down to the ground. I have at last got a mo­ment to my­self, and now for re­col­lec­tion. Walks and muses.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Did you call, sir? Did your hon­our call?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Mus­ing. As for Miss Hard­castle, she’s too grave and sen­ti­ment­al for me.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Did your hon­our call? She still places her­self be­fore him, he turn­ing away.
					

					
							Mar­low
							No, child. Mus­ing. Be­sides, from the glimpse I had of her, I think she squints.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I’m sure, sir, I heard the bell ring.
					

					
							Mar­low
							No, no. Mus­ing. I have pleased my fath­er, how­ever, by com­ing down, and I’ll to­mor­row please my­self by re­turn­ing. Tak­ing out his tab­lets, and per­us­ing.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Per­haps the oth­er gen­tle­man called, sir?
					

					
							Mar­low
							I tell you, no.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I should be glad to know, sir. We have such a par­cel of ser­vants!
					

					
							Mar­low
							No, no, I tell you. Looks full in her face. Yes, child, I think I did call. I wanted—I wanted—I vow, child, you are vastly hand­some.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Oh, la, sir, you’ll make one ashamed.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Nev­er saw a more sprightly, ma­li­cious eye. Yes, yes, my dear, I did call. Have you got any of your—a—what d’ ye call it in the house?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							No, sir, we have been out of that these ten days.
					

					
							Mar­low
							One may call in this house, I find, to very little pur­pose. Sup­pose I should call for a taste, just by way of a tri­al, of the nec­tar of your lips; per­haps I might be dis­ap­poin­ted in that too.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Nec­tar! nec­tar! That’s a li­quor there’s no call for in these parts. French, I sup­pose. We sell no French wines here, sir.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Of true Eng­lish growth, I as­sure you.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Then it’s odd I should not know it. We brew all sorts of wines in this house, and I have lived here these eight­een years.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Eight­een years! Why, one would think, child, you kept the bar be­fore you were born. How old are you?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							O! sir, I 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 above forty. Ap­proach­ing. Yet, near­er, I don’t think so much. Ap­proach­ing. By com­ing close to some wo­men, they look young­er still; but when we come very close in­deed—At­tempt­ing to kiss her.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Pray, sir, keep your dis­tance. One would think you wanted to know one’s age, as they do horses, by mark of mouth.
					

					
							Mar­low
							I protest, child, you use me ex­tremely ill. If you keep me at this dis­tance, how is it pos­sible you and I can ever be ac­quain­ted?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And who wants to be ac­quain­ted with you? I want no such ac­quaint­ance, not I. I’m sure you did not treat Miss Hard­castle, that was here awhile ago, in this ob­stro­po­l­ous man­ner. I’ll war­rant me, be­fore her you looked dashed, and kept bow­ing to the ground, and talked, for all the world, as if you was be­fore a justice of peace.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. Egad, she has hit it, sure enough! To her. In awe of her, child? Ha! ha! ha! A mere awk­ward, squint­ing thing! No, no. I find you don’t know me. I laughed and ral­lied her a little; but I was un­will­ing to be too severe. No, I could not be too severe, curse me!
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Oh, then, sir, you are a fa­vour­ite, I find, among the ladies?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, my dear, a great fa­vour­ite. And yet hang me, I don’t see what they find in me to fol­low. At the Ladies’ Club in town I’m called their agree­able Rattle. Rattle, child, is not my real name, but one I’m known by. My name is So­lomons; Mr. So­lomons, my dear, at your ser­vice. Of­fer­ing to sa­lute her.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Hold, sir; you are in­tro­du­cing me to your club, not to your­self. And you’re so great a fa­vour­ite there, you say?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, my dear. There’s Mrs. Man­trap, Lady Betty Blackleg, the Count­ess of Sligo, Mrs. Lang­horns, old Miss Biddy Buck­skin, and your humble ser­vant, keep up the spir­it of the place.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Then it’s a very merry place, I sup­pose?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, as merry as cards, sup­per, wine, and old wo­men can make us.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							And their agree­able Rattle, ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. Egad! I don’t quite like this chit. She looks know­ing, me­thinks.—You laugh, child?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I can’t but laugh, to think what time they all have for mind­ing their work or their fam­ily.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. All’s well; she don’t laugh at me. To her. Do you ever work, child?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Ay, sure. There’s not a screen or quilt in the whole house but what can bear wit­ness to that.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Odso! then you must show me your em­broid­ery. I em­broid­er and draw pat­terns my­self a little. If you want a judge of your work, you must ap­ply to me. Seiz­ing her hand.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Hard­castle, who stands in sur­prise.
						
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Ay, but the col­ours do not look well by candle­light. You shall see all in the morn­ing. Strug­gling.
					

					
							Mar­low
							And why not now, my an­gel? Such beauty fires bey­ond the power of res­ist­ance. Pshaw! the fath­er here! My old luck; I nev­er nicked sev­en that I did not throw ames ace three times fol­low­ing.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Mar­low.
						
					

					
							Hard­castle
							So, madam. So, I find this is your mod­est lov­er. This is your humble ad­mirer, that kept his eyes fixed on the ground, and only ad­ored at humble dis­tance. Kate, Kate, art thou not ashamed to de­ceive your fath­er so?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Nev­er trust me, dear papa, but he’s still the mod­est man I first took him for; you’ll be con­vinced of it as well as I.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							By the hand of my body, I be­lieve his im­pudence is in­fec­tious! Didn’t I see him seize your hand? Didn’t I see him haul you about like a milk­maid? And now you talk of his re­spect and his mod­esty, for­sooth!
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							But if I shortly con­vince you of his mod­esty, that he has only the faults that will pass off with time, and the vir­tues that will im­prove with age, I hope you’ll for­give him.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							The girl would ac­tu­ally make one run mad! I tell you, I’ll not be con­vinced. I am con­vinced. He has scarce been three hours in the house, and he has already en­croached on all my prerog­at­ives. You may like his im­pudence, and call it mod­esty; but my son-in-law, madam, must have very dif­fer­ent qual­i­fic­a­tions.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Sir, I ask but this night to con­vince you.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							You shall not have half the time, for I have thoughts of turn­ing him out this very hour.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Give me that hour then, and I hope to sat­is­fy you.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Well, an hour let it be then. But I’ll have no tri­fling with your fath­er. All fair and open, do you mind me.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I hope, sir, you have ever found that I con­sidered your com­mands as my pride; for your kind­ness is such, that my duty as yet has been in­clin­a­tion.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			Scene. The house.

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Hast­ings and Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							You sur­prise me! Sir Charles Mar­low ex­pec­ted here this night! Where have you had your in­form­a­tion?
					

					
							Miss Neville
							You may de­pend upon it. I just saw his let­ter to Mr. Hard­castle, in which he tells him he in­tends set­ting out a few hours after his son.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Then, my Con­stance, all must be com­pleted be­fore he ar­rives. He knows me; and should he find me here, would dis­cov­er my name, and per­haps my designs, to the rest of the fam­ily.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							The jew­els, I hope, are safe?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Yes, yes, I have sent them to Mar­low, who keeps the keys of our bag­gage. In the mean­time, I’ll go to pre­pare mat­ters for our elope­ment. I have had the Squire’s prom­ise of a fresh pair of horses; and if I should not see him again, will write him fur­ther dir­ec­tions.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Well! suc­cess at­tend you. In the mean­time I’ll go and amuse my aunt with the old pre­tence of a vi­ol­ent pas­sion for my cous­in.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mar­low, fol­lowed by a Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							I won­der what Hast­ings could mean by send­ing me so valu­able a thing as a cas­ket to keep for him, when he knows the only place I have is the seat of a post coach at an inn door. Have you de­pos­ited the cas­ket with the land­lady, as I ordered you? Have you put it in­to her own hands?
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Yes, your hon­our.
					

					
							Mar­low
							She said she’d keep it safe, did she?
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Yes, she said she’d keep it safe enough; she asked me how I came by it; and she said she had a great mind to make me give an ac­count of my­self.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							Ha! ha! ha! They’re safe, how­ever. What an un­ac­count­able set of be­ings have we got amongst! This little bar­maid though runs in my head most strangely, and drives out the ab­surdit­ies of all the rest of the fam­ily. She’s mine, she must be mine, or I’m greatly mis­taken.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Hast­ings.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Bless me! I quite for­got to tell her that I in­ten­ded to pre­pare at the bot­tom of the garden. Mar­low here, and in spir­its too!
					

					
							Mar­low
							Give me joy, George! Crown me, shad­ow me with laurels! Well, George, after all, we mod­est fel­lows don’t want for suc­cess among the wo­men.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Some wo­men, you mean. But what suc­cess has your hon­our’s mod­esty been crowned with now, that it grows so in­solent upon us?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Didn’t you see the tempt­ing, brisk, lovely little thing, that runs about the house with a bunch of keys to its girdle?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Well, and what then?
					

					
							Mar­low
							She’s mine, you rogue, you. Such fire, such mo­tion, such eyes, such lips—but, egad! she would not let me kiss them though.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But are you so sure, so very sure of her?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Why, man, she talked of show­ing me her work above stairs, and I am to im­prove the pat­tern.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							But how can you, Charles, go about to rob a wo­man of her hon­our?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Pshaw! pshaw! We all know the hon­our of the bar­maid of an inn. I don’t in­tend to rob her, take my word for it; there’s noth­ing in this house I shan’t hon­estly pay for.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							I be­lieve the girl has vir­tue.
					

					
							Mar­low
							And if she has, I should be the last man in the world that would at­tempt to cor­rupt it.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							You have taken care, I hope, of the cas­ket I sent you to lock up? Is it in safety?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Yes, yes. It’s safe enough. I have taken care of it. But how could you think the seat of a post coach at an inn door a place of safety? Ah! num­skull! I have taken bet­ter pre­cau­tions for you than you did for your­self—I have—
					

					
							Hast­ings
							What?
					

					
							Mar­low
							I have sent it to the land­lady to keep for you.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							To the land­lady!
					

					
							Mar­low
							The land­lady.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							You did?
					

					
							Mar­low
							I did. She’s to be an­swer­able for its forth­com­ing, you know.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Yes, she’ll bring it forth with a wit­ness.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Wasn’t I right? I be­lieve you’ll al­low that I ac­ted prudently upon this oc­ca­sion.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Aside. He must not see my un­eas­i­ness.
					

					
							Mar­low
							You seem a little dis­con­cer­ted though, me­thinks. Sure noth­ing has happened?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							No, noth­ing. Nev­er was in bet­ter spir­its in all my life. And so you left it with the land­lady, who, no doubt, very read­ily un­der­took the charge.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Rather too read­ily. For she not only kept the cas­ket, but, through her great pre­cau­tion, was go­ing to keep the mes­sen­ger too. Ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							Hast­ings
							He! he! he! They’re safe, how­ever.
					

					
							Mar­low
							As a guinea in a miser’s purse.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Aside. So now all hopes of for­tune are at an end, and we must set off without it. To him. Well, Charles, I’ll leave you to your med­it­a­tions on the pretty bar­maid, and, he! he! he! may you be as suc­cess­ful for your­self as you have been for me!
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							Thank ye, George: I ask no more. Ha! ha! ha!
					

					
							
							
							Enter Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I no longer know my own house. It’s turned all topsy-turvy. His ser­vants have got drunk already. I’ll bear it no longer; and yet, from my re­spect for his fath­er, I’ll be calm. To him. Mr. Mar­low, your ser­vant. I’m your very humble ser­vant. Bow­ing low.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Sir, your humble ser­vant. Aside. What’s to be the won­der now?
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I be­lieve, sir, you must be sens­ible, sir, that no man alive ought to be more wel­come than your fath­er’s son, sir. I hope you think so?
					

					
							Mar­low
							I do from my soul, sir. I don’t want much en­treaty. I gen­er­ally make my fath­er’s son wel­come wherever he goes.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I be­lieve you do, from my soul, sir. But though I say noth­ing to your own con­duct, that of your ser­vants is in­suf­fer­able. Their man­ner of drink­ing is set­ting a very bad ex­ample in this house, I as­sure you.
					

					
							Mar­low
							I protest, my very good sir, that is no fault of mine. If they don’t drink as they ought, they are to blame. I ordered them not to spare the cel­lar; I did, I as­sure you. To the side scene. Here, let one of my ser­vants come up. To him. My pos­it­ive dir­ec­tions were, that as I did not drink my­self, they should make up for my de­fi­cien­cies be­low.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Then they had your or­ders for what they do? I’m sat­is­fied!
					

					
							Mar­low
							They had, I as­sure you. You shall hear from one of them­selves.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Ser­vant, drunk.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							You, Jeremy! Come for­ward, sir­rah! What were my or­ders? Were you not told to drink freely, and call for what you thought fit, for the good of the house?
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Aside. I be­gin to lose my pa­tience.
					

					
							Jeremy
							Please your hon­our, liberty and Fleet Street forever! Though I’m but a ser­vant, I’m as good as an­oth­er man. I’ll drink for no man be­fore sup­per, sir, damme! Good li­quor will sit upon a good sup­per, but a good sup­per will not sit upon—hic­cup—upon my con­science, sir.
					

					
							Mar­low
							You see, my old friend, the fel­low is as drunk as he can pos­sibly be. I don’t know what you’d have more, un­less you’d have the poor dev­il soused in a beer bar­rel.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Zounds! he’ll drive me dis­trac­ted, if I con­tain my­self any longer. Mr. Mar­low, Sir; I have sub­mit­ted to your in­solence for more than four hours, and I see no like­li­hood of its com­ing to an end. I’m now re­solved to be mas­ter here, sir, and I de­sire that you and your drunk­en pack may leave my house dir­ectly.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Leave your house!—Sure you jest, my good friend? What? when I’m do­ing what I can to please you.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I tell you, sir, you don’t please me; so I de­sire you’ll leave my house.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Sure you can­not be ser­i­ous? At this time of night, and such a night? You only mean to banter me.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I tell you, sir, I’m ser­i­ous! and now that my pas­sions are roused, I say this house is mine, sir; this house is mine, and I com­mand you to leave it dir­ectly.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Ha! ha! ha! A puddle in a storm. I shan’t stir a step, I as­sure you. In a ser­i­ous tone. This your house, fel­low! It’s my house. This is my house. Mine, while I choose to stay. What right have you to bid me leave this house, sir? I nev­er met with such im­pudence, curse me; nev­er in my whole life be­fore.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Nor I, con­found me if ever I did! To come to my house, to call for what he likes, to turn me out of my own chair, to in­sult the fam­ily, to or­der his ser­vants to get drunk, and then to tell me, “This house is mine, sir.” By all that’s im­pudent, it makes me laugh. Ha! ha! ha! Pray, sir, Ban­ter­ing. as you take the house, what think you of tak­ing the rest of the fur­niture? There’s a pair of sil­ver can­dle­sticks, and there’s a fire screen, and here’s a pair of brazen-nosed bel­lows; per­haps you may take a fancy to them?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Bring me your bill, sir; bring me your bill, and let’s make no more words about it.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							There are a set of prints, too. What think you of the Rake’s Pro­gress, for your own apart­ment?
					

					
							Mar­low
							Bring me your bill, I say; and I’ll leave you and your in­fernal house dir­ectly.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Then there’s a ma­hogany table that you may see your own face in.
					

					
							Mar­low
							My bill, I say.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							I had for­got the great chair for your own par­tic­u­lar slum­bers, after a hearty meal.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Zounds! bring me my bill, I say, and let’s hear no more on’t.
					

					
							Hard­castle
							Young man, young man, from your fath­er’s let­ter to me, I was taught to ex­pect a well-bred, mod­est man as a vis­it­or here, but now I find him no bet­ter than a cox­comb and a bully; but he will be down here presently, and shall hear more of it.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							How’s this? Sure I have not mis­taken the house. Everything looks like an inn. The ser­vants cry, com­ing; the at­tend­ance is awk­ward; the bar­maid, too, to at­tend us. But she’s here, and will fur­ther in­form me. Whith­er so fast, child? A word with you.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Miss Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Let it be short, then. I’m in a hurry. Aside. I be­lieve he be­gins to find out his mis­take. But it’s too soon quite to un­de­ceive him.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Pray, child, an­swer me one ques­tion. What are you, and what may your busi­ness in this house be?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							A re­la­tion of the fam­ily, sir.
					

					
							Mar­low
							What, a poor re­la­tion.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Yes, sir. A poor re­la­tion, ap­poin­ted to keep the keys, and to see that the guests want noth­ing in my power to give them.
					

					
							Mar­low
							That is, you act as the bar­maid of this inn.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Inn! O law—what brought that in your head? One of the best fam­il­ies in the coun­try keep an inn—Ha! ha! ha! old Mr. Hard­castle’s house an inn!
					

					
							Mar­low
							Mr. Hard­castle’s house! Is this Mr. Hard­castle’s house, child?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Ay, sure! Whose else should it be?
					

					
							Mar­low
							So, then, all’s out, and I have been dam­nably im­posed on. Oh, con­found my stu­pid head, I shall be laughed at over the whole town! I shall be stuck up in ca­ri­ca­tura in all the print-shops. The Dullis­simo Mac­car­oni. To mis­take this house of all oth­ers for an inn, and my fath­er’s old friend for an innkeep­er! What a swag­ger­ing puppy must he take me for! What a silly puppy do I find my­self! There, again, may I be hanged, my dear, but I mis­took you for the bar­maid.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Dear me! dear me! I’m sure there’s noth­ing in my be­ha­viour to put me on a level with one of that stamp.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Noth­ing, my dear, noth­ing. But I was in for a list of blun­ders, and could not help mak­ing you a sub­scriber. My stu­pid­ity saw everything the wrong way. I mis­took your as­siduity for as­sur­ance, and your sim­pli­city for al­lure­ment. But it’s over—this house I no more show my face in.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I hope, sir, I have done noth­ing to dis­ob­lige you. I’m sure I should be sorry to af­front any gen­tle­man who has been so po­lite, and said so many civil things to me. I’m sure I should be sorry Pre­tend­ing to cry. if he left the fam­ily upon my ac­count. I’m sure I should be sorry if people said any­thing amiss, since I have no for­tune but my char­ac­ter.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. By Heav­en! she weeps. This is the first mark of ten­der­ness I ever had from a mod­est wo­man, and it touches me. To her. Ex­cuse me, my lovely girl; you are the only part of the fam­ily I leave with re­luct­ance. But to be plain with you, the dif­fer­ence of our birth, for­tune, and edu­ca­tion, makes an hon­our­able con­nec­tion im­possible; and I can nev­er har­bour a thought of se­du­cing sim­pli­city that trus­ted in my hon­our, of bring­ing ru­in upon one whose only fault was be­ing too lovely.
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Aside. Gen­er­ous man! I now be­gin to ad­mire him. To him. But I am sure my fam­ily is as good as Miss Hard­castle’s; and though I’m poor, that’s no great mis­for­tune to a con­ten­ted mind; and, un­til this mo­ment, I nev­er thought that it was bad to want for­tune.
					

					
							Mar­low
							And why now, my pretty sim­pli­city?
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							Be­cause it puts me at a dis­tance from one that, if I had a thou­sand pounds, I would give it all to.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Aside. This sim­pli­city be­witches me so, that if I stay I’m un­done. I must make one bold ef­fort, and leave her. To her. Your par­ti­al­ity in my fa­vour, my dear, touches me most sens­ibly; and were I to live for my­self alone, I could eas­ily fix my choice. But I owe too much to the opin­ion of the world, too much to the au­thor­ity of a fath­er; so that—I can scarcely speak it—it af­fects me! Farewell.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Miss Hard­castle
							I nev­er knew half his mer­it till now. He shall not go if I have power or art to de­tain him. I’ll still pre­serve the char­ac­ter in which I stooped to con­quer; but will un­de­ceive my papa, who, per­haps may laugh him out of his res­ol­u­tion.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Tony and Miss Neville.
						
					

					
							Tony
							Ay, you may steal for yourselves the next time. I have done my duty. She has got the jew­els again, that’s a sure thing; but she be­lieves it was all a mis­take of the ser­vants.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							But, my dear cous­in, sure you won’t for­sake us in this dis­tress? If she in the least sus­pects that I am go­ing off, I shall cer­tainly be locked up, or sent to my aunt Ped­i­gree’s, which is ten times worse.
					

					
							Tony
							To be sure, aunts of all kinds are damned bad things. But what can I do? I have got you a pair of horses that will fly like Whistle Jack­et; and I’m sure you can’t say but I have cour­ted you nicely be­fore her face. Here she comes; we must court a bit or two more, for fear she should sus­pect us. They re­tire, and seem to fondle.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mrs. Hard­castle.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Well, I was greatly fluttered, to be sure. But my son tells me it was all a mis­take of the ser­vants. I shan’t be easy, how­ever, till they are fairly mar­ried, and then let her keep her own for­tune. But what do I see? Fond­ling to­geth­er, as I’m alive. I nev­er saw Tony so sprightly be­fore. Ah! have I caught you, my pretty doves? What, billing, ex­chan­ging stolen glances and broken mur­murs? Ah!
					

					
							Tony
							As for mur­murs, moth­er, we grumble a little now and then, to be sure. But there’s no love lost between us.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							A mere sprink­ling, Tony, upon the flame, only to make it burn bright­er.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Cous­in Tony prom­ises to give us more of his com­pany at home. In­deed, he shan’t leave us any more. It won’t leave us, cous­in Tony, will it?
					

					
							Tony
							O! it’s a pretty creature. No, I’d soon­er leave my horse in a pound, than leave you when you smile upon one so. Your laugh makes you so be­com­ing.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Agree­able cous­in! Who can help ad­mir­ing that nat­ur­al hu­mour, that pleas­ant, broad, red, thought­less Pat­ting his cheek.—ah! it’s a bold face.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Pretty in­no­cence!
					

					
							Tony
							I’m sure I al­ways loved cous­in Con’s hazel eyes, and her pretty long fin­gers, that she twists this way and that over the haspich­olls, like a par­cel of bob­bins.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Ah! he would charm the bird from the tree. I was nev­er so happy be­fore. My boy takes after his fath­er, poor Mr. Lump­kin, ex­actly. The jew­els, my dear Con, shall be yours in­con­tin­ently. You shall have them. Isn’t he a sweet boy, my dear? You shall be mar­ried to­mor­row, and we’ll put off the rest of his edu­ca­tion, like Dr. Drowsy’s ser­mons, to a fit­ter op­por­tun­ity.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Dig­gory.
						
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Where’s the Squire? I have got a let­ter for your wor­ship.
					

					
							Tony
							Give it to my mamma. She reads all my let­ters first.
					

					
							Dig­gory
							I had or­ders to de­liv­er it in­to your own hands.
					

					
							Tony
							Who does it come from?
					

					
							Dig­gory
							Your wor­ship mun ask that o’ the let­ter it­self.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Dig­gory.
						
					

					
							Tony
							I could wish to know, though. Turn­ing the let­ter, and gaz­ing on it.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Aside. Un­done, un­done! A let­ter to him from Hast­ings. I know the hand. If my aunt sees it, we are ruined forever. I’ll keep her em­ployed a little if I can. To Mrs. Hard­castle. But I have not told you, madam, of my cous­in’s smart an­swer just now to Mr. Mar­low. We so laughed—you must know, madam—this way a little, for he must not hear us. They con­fer.
					

					
							Tony
							Still gaz­ing. A damned cramp piece of pen­man­ship, as ever I saw in my life. I can read 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’s very odd, I can read the out­side of my let­ters, where my own name is, well enough; but when I come to open it, it’s all—buzz. That’s hard, very hard; for the in­side of the let­ter is al­ways the cream of the cor­res­pond­ence.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Ha! ha! ha! Very well, very well. And so my son was too hard for the philo­soph­er.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Yes, madam; but you must hear the rest, madam. A little more this way, or he may hear us. You’ll hear how he puzzled him again.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							He seems strangely puzzled now him­self, me­thinks.
					

					
							Tony
							Still gaz­ing. A damned up-and-down hand, as if it was dis­guised in li­quor.—Read­ing. Dear Sir—Ay, that’s that. Then there’s an M, and a T, and an S, but wheth­er the next be an iz­zard, or an R, con­found me, I can­not tell!
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							What’s that, my dear? Can I give you any as­sist­ance?
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Pray, aunt, let me read it. Nobody reads a cramp hand bet­ter than I. Twitch­ing the let­ter from him. Do you know who it is from?
					

					
							Tony
							Can’t tell, ex­cept from Dick Ginger, the feed­er.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Ay, so it is. Pre­tend­ing to read. Dear Squire, hop­ing that you’re in health, as I am at this present. The gen­tle­men of the Shake-bag club has cut the gen­tle­men of Goose-green quite out of feath­er. The odds—um—odd battle—um—long fight­ing—um—here, here, it’s all about cocks, and fight­ing; it’s of no con­sequence; here, put it up, put it up. Thrust­ing the crumpled let­ter upon him.
					

					
							Tony
							But I tell you, miss, it’s of all the con­sequence in the world! I would not lose the rest of it for a guinea. Here, moth­er, do you make it out. Of no con­sequence! Giv­ing Mrs. Hard­castle the let­ter.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							How’s this?—Reads. “Dear Squire, I’m now wait­ing for Miss Neville with a post chaise and pair, at the bot­tom of the garden, but I find my horses yet un­able to per­form the jour­ney. I ex­pect you’ll as­sist us with a pair of fresh horses, as you prom­ised. Dis­patch is ne­ces­sary, as the hag (ay, the hag), your moth­er, will oth­er­wise sus­pect us. Yours, Hast­ings.” Grant me pa­tience. I shall run dis­trac­ted! My rage chokes me.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I hope, madam, you’ll sus­pend your re­sent­ment for a few mo­ments, and not im­pute to me any im­per­tin­ence, or sin­is­ter design, that be­longs to an­oth­er.
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							Curt­sey­ing very low. Fine spoken, madam; you are most mi­ra­cu­lously po­lite and en­ga­ging, and quite the very 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—were you, too, joined against me? But I’ll de­feat all your plots in a mo­ment. As for you, madam, since you have got a pair of fresh horses ready, 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’ll war­rant me. You too, sir, may mount your horse, and guard us upon the way. Here, Thomas, Ro­ger, Dig­gory! I’ll show you that I wish you bet­ter than you do yourselves.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Miss Neville
							So now I’m com­pletely ruined.
					

					
							Tony
							Ay, that’s a sure thing.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							What bet­ter could be ex­pec­ted from be­ing con­nec­ted with such a stu­pid fool—and after all the nods and signs I made him?
					

					
							Tony
							By the laws, miss, it was your own clev­erness, and not my stu­pid­ity, that did your busi­ness. You were so nice and so busy with your Shake-bags and Goose-greens, that I thought you could nev­er be mak­ing be­lieve.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Hast­ings.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							So, sir, I find by my ser­vant, that you have shown my let­ter, and be­trayed us. Was this well done, young gen­tle­man?
					

					
							Tony
							Here’s an­oth­er. Ask miss there, who be­trayed you. Ecod, it was her do­ing, not mine.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mar­low.
						
					

					
							Mar­low
							So I have been finely used here among you. Rendered con­tempt­ible, driv­en in­to ill man­ners, des­pised, in­sul­ted, laughed at.
					

					
							Tony
							Here’s an­oth­er. We shall have old Bed­lam broke loose presently.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							And there, sir, is the gen­tle­man to whom we all owe every ob­lig­a­tion.
					

					
							Mar­low
							What can I say to him, a mere boy, an idi­ot, whose ig­nor­ance and age are a pro­tec­tion?
					

					
							Hast­ings
							A poor con­tempt­ible booby, that would but dis­grace cor­rec­tion.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Yet with cun­ning and malice enough to make him­self merry with all our em­bar­rass­ments.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							An in­sens­ible cub.
					

					
							Mar­low
							Re­plete with tricks and mis­chief.
					

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

					
							Mar­low
							As for him, he’s be­low re­sent­ment. But your con­duct, Mr. Hast­ings, re­quires an ex­plan­a­tion. You knew of my mis­takes, yet would not un­de­ceive me.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Tor­tured as I am with my own dis­ap­point­ments, is this a time for ex­plan­a­tions? It is not friendly, Mr. Mar­low.
					

					
							Mar­low
							But, sir—
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Mr. Mar­low, we nev­er kept on your mis­take till it was too late to un­de­ceive you.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							My mis­tress de­sires you’ll get ready im­me­di­ately, madam. The horses are put­ting to. Your hat and things are in the next room. We are to go thirty miles be­fore morn­ing.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Well, well: I’ll come presently.
					

					
							Mar­low
							To Hast­ings. Was it well done, sir, to as­sist in ren­der­ing me ri­dicu­lous? To hang me out for the scorn of all my ac­quaint­ance? De­pend upon it, sir, I shall ex­pect an ex­plan­a­tion.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							Was it well done, sir, if you’re upon that sub­ject, to de­liv­er what I en­trus­ted to your­self, to the care of an­oth­er sir?
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Mr. Hast­ings! Mr. Mar­low! Why will you in­crease my dis­tress by this ground­less dis­pute? I im­plore, I en­treat you—
					

					
							
							
							Enter Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Your cloak, madam. My mis­tress is im­pa­tient.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I come.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							
							Pray, be pa­ci­fied. If I leave you thus, I shall die with ap­pre­hen­sion.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Ser­vant
							Your fan, muff, and gloves, madam. The horses are wait­ing.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Ser­vant.
						
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Oh, Mr. Mar­low! if you knew what a scene of con­straint and ill-nature lies be­fore me, I’m sure it would con­vert your re­sent­ment in­to pity.
					

					
							Mar­low
							I’m so dis­trac­ted with a vari­ety of pas­sions, that I don’t know what I do. For­give me, madam. George, for­give me. You know my hasty tem­per, and should not ex­as­per­ate it.
					

					
							Hast­ings
							The tor­ture of my situ­ation is my only ex­cuse.
					

					
							Miss Neville
							Well, my dear Hast­ings, if you have that es­teem for me that I think, that I am sure you have, your con­stancy for three years will but in­crease the hap­pi­ness of our fu­ture con­nec­tion. If—
					

					
							Mrs. Hard­castle
							With­in. Miss Neville! Con­stance! why, Con­stance, I say!
					

					
							Miss Neville
							I’m com­ing! Well, con­stancy. Re­mem­ber, con­stancy is the word.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Hast­ings
							My heart! how can I sup­port this? To be so near hap­pi­ness, and such hap­pi­ness!
					

					
							Mar­low
							To Tony. You see now, young gen­tle­man, the ef­fects of your folly. What might be amuse­ment to you, is here dis­ap­point­ment, and even dis­tress.
					

					
							Tony
							From a rev­er­ie. Ecod, I have hit it. It’s here! Your hands. Yours, and yours, my poor Sulky!—My boots there, ho!—Meet me, two hours hence, at the bot­tom of the garden; and if you don’t find Tony Lump­kin a more good-natured fel­low than you thought for, I’ll give you leave to take my best horse, and Bet Boun­cer in­to the bar­gain! Come along. My boots, ho!
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				Scene I. The house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Hast­ings and Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								You saw the old lady and Miss Neville drive off, you say?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Yes, your hon­our. They went off in a post coach, and the young Squire went on horse­back. They’re thirty miles off by this time.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Then all my hopes are over.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Yes, sir. Old Sir Charles has ar­rived. He and the old gen­tle­man of the house have been laugh­ing at Mr. Mar­low’s mis­take this half hour. They are com­ing this way.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Then I must not be seen. So now to my fruit­less ap­point­ment at the bot­tom of the garden. This is about the time.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Charles and Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ha! ha! ha! The per­emp­tory tone in which he sent forth his sub­lime com­mands!
						

						
								Sir Charles
								And the re­serve with which I sup­pose he treated all your ad­vances.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								And yet he might have seen some­thing in me above a com­mon innkeep­er, too.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Yes, Dick, but he mis­took you for an un­com­mon innkeep­er, ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Well, I’m in too good spir­its to think of any­thing but joy. Yes, my dear friend, this uni­on of our fam­il­ies will make our per­son­al friend­ships hered­it­ary; and though my daugh­ter’s for­tune is but small—
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Why, Dick, will you talk of for­tune to me? My son is pos­sessed of more than a com­pet­ence already, and can want noth­ing but a good and vir­tu­ous girl to share his hap­pi­ness and in­crease it. If they like each oth­er, as you say they do—
						

						
								Hard­castle
								If, man! I tell you they do like each oth­er. My daugh­ter as good as told me so.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								But girls are apt to flat­ter them­selves, you know.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I saw him grasp her hand in the warmest man­ner my­self; and here he comes to put you out of your ifs, I war­rant him.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mar­low.
							
						

						
								Mar­low
								I come, sir, once more, to ask par­don for my strange con­duct. I can scarce re­flect on my in­solence without con­fu­sion.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Tut, boy, a trifle! You take it too gravely. An hour or two’s laugh­ing with my daugh­ter will set all to rights again. She’ll nev­er like you the worse for it.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Sir, I shall be al­ways proud of her ap­prob­a­tion.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ap­prob­a­tion is but a cold word, Mr. Mar­low; if I am not de­ceived, you have some­thing more than ap­prob­a­tion there­abouts. You take me?
						

						
								Mar­low
								Really, sir, I have not that hap­pi­ness.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Come, boy, I’m an old fel­low, and know what’s what as well as you that are young­er. I know what has passed between you; but mum.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Sure, sir, noth­ing has passed between us but the most pro­found re­spect on my side, and the most dis­tant re­serve on hers. You don’t think, sir, that my im­pudence has been passed upon all the rest of the fam­ily.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Im­pudence! No, I don’t say that—not quite im­pudence—though girls like to be played with, and rumpled a little too, some­times. But she has told no tales, I as­sure you.
						

						
								Mar­low
								I nev­er gave her the slight­est cause.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Well, well, I like mod­esty in its place well enough; but this is over­act­ing, young gen­tle­man. You may be open. Your fath­er and I will like you all the bet­ter for it.
						

						
								Mar­low
								May I die, sir, if I ever—
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I tell you, she don’t dis­like you; and as I’m sure you like her—
						

						
								Mar­low
								Dear sir—I protest, sir—
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I see no reas­on why you should not be joined as fast as the par­son can tie you.
						

						
								Mar­low
								But hear me, sir—
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Your fath­er ap­proves the match; I ad­mire it; every mo­ment’s delay will be do­ing mis­chief; so—
						

						
								Mar­low
								But why won’t you hear me? By all that’s just and true, I nev­er gave Miss Hard­castle the slight­est 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
								Aside. This fel­low’s form­al mod­est im­pudence is bey­ond bear­ing.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								And you nev­er grasped her hand, or made any prot­est­a­tions?
						

						
								Mar­low
								As Heav­en is my wit­ness, I came down in obed­i­ence to your com­mands. I saw the lady without emo­tion, and par­ted without re­luct­ance. I hope you’ll ex­act no farther proofs of my duty, nor pre­vent me from leav­ing a house in which I suf­fer so many mor­ti­fic­a­tions.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Charles
								I’m as­ton­ished at the air of sin­cer­ity with which he par­ted.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								And I’m as­ton­ished at the de­lib­er­ate in­trep­id­ity of his as­sur­ance.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								I dare pledge my life and hon­our upon his truth.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Here comes my daugh­ter, and I would stake my hap­pi­ness upon her vera­city.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Miss Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Kate, come hith­er, child. An­swer us sin­cerely and without re­serve: has Mr. Mar­low made you any pro­fes­sions of love and af­fec­tion?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								The ques­tion is very ab­rupt, sir. But since you re­quire un­re­served sin­cer­ity, I think he has.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								To Sir Charles. You see.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								And pray, madam, have you and my son had more than one in­ter­view?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Yes, sir, sev­er­al.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								To Sir Charles. You see.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								But did be pro­fess any at­tach­ment?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								A last­ing one.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Did he talk of love?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Much, sir.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Amaz­ing! And all this form­ally?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Form­ally.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Now, my friend, I hope you are sat­is­fied.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								And how did he be­have, madam?
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								As most pro­fessed ad­mirers do; said some civil things of my face; talked much of his want of mer­it, and the great­ness of mine; men­tioned his heart, gave a short tragedy speech, and ended with pre­ten­ded rap­ture.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Now I’m per­fectly con­vinced, in­deed. I know his con­ver­sa­tion among wo­men to be mod­est and sub­missive: this for­ward cant­ing rant­ing man­ner by no means de­scribes him; and, I am con­fid­ent, he nev­er sat for the pic­ture.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Then, what, sir, if I should con­vince you to your face of my sin­cer­ity? If you and my papa, in about half an hour, will place yourselves be­hind that screen, you shall hear him de­clare his pas­sion to me in per­son.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Agreed. And if I find him what you de­scribe, all my hap­pi­ness in him must have an end.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								And if you don’t find him what I de­scribe—I fear my hap­pi­ness must nev­er have a be­gin­ning.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene II. The back of the garden.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								What an idi­ot am I, to wait here for a fel­low who prob­ably takes a de­light in mor­ti­fy­ing me. He nev­er in­ten­ded to be punc­tu­al, and I’ll wait no longer. What do I see? It is he! and per­haps with news of my Con­stance.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tony, booted and spattered.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								My hon­est Squire! I now find you a man of your word. This looks like friend­ship.
						

						
								Tony
								Ay, I’m your friend, and the best friend you have in the world, if you knew but all. This rid­ing by night, by the by, is cursedly tire­some. It has shook me worse than the bas­ket of a stage­coach.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								But how? where did you leave your fel­low-trav­el­lers? Are they in safety? Are they housed?
						

						
								Tony
								Five and twenty miles in two hours and a half is no such bad driv­ing. The poor beasts have smoked for it: rab­bit me, but I’d rather ride forty miles after a fox than ten with such var­ment.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Well, but where have you left the ladies? I die with im­pa­tience.
						

						
								Tony
								Left them! Why where should I leave them but where I found them?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								This is a riddle.
						

						
								Tony
								Riddle me this then. What’s that goes round the house, and round the house, and nev­er touches the house?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I’m still astray.
						

						
								Tony
								Why, that’s it, mon. I have led them astray. By jingo, there’s not a pond or a slough with­in five miles of the place but they can tell the taste of.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Ha! ha! ha! I un­der­stand: you took them in a round, while they sup­posed them­selves go­ing for­ward, and so you have at last brought them home again.
						

						
								Tony
								You shall hear. I first took them down Feather­bed Lane, where we stuck fast in the mud. I then rattled them crack over the stones of Up-and-down Hill. I then in­tro­duced them to the gib­bet on Heavy-tree Heath; and from that, with a cir­cum­bendibus, I fairly lodged them in the horsepond at the bot­tom of the garden.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								But no ac­ci­dent, I hope?
						

						
								Tony
								No, no. Only moth­er is con­foun­dedly frightened. She thinks her­self forty miles off. She’s sick of the jour­ney; and the cattle can scarce crawl. So if your own horses be ready, you may whip off with cous­in, and I’ll be bound that no soul here can budge a foot to fol­low you.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								My dear friend, how can I be grate­ful?
						

						
								Tony
								Ay, now it’s “dear friend,” “noble Squire.” Just now, it was all “idi­ot,” “cub,” and run me through the guts. Damn your way of fight­ing, I say. After we take a knock in this part of the coun­try, we kiss and be friends. But if you had run me through the guts, then I should be dead, and you might go kiss the hang­man.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								The re­buke is just. But I must hasten to re­lieve Miss Neville; if you keep the old lady em­ployed, I prom­ise to take care of the young one.
						

						
								Tony
								Nev­er fear me. Here she comes. Van­ish! Exit Hast­ings. She’s got from the pond, and draggled up to the waist like a mer­maid.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Oh, Tony, I’m killed! Shook! Battered to death. I shall nev­er sur­vive it. That last jolt, that laid us against the quick­set hedge, has done my busi­ness.
						

						
								Tony
								Alack, mamma, it was all your own fault. You would be for run­ning away by night, without know­ing one inch of the way.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								I wish we were at home again. I nev­er met so many ac­ci­dents in so short a jour­ney. Drenched in the mud, over­turned in a ditch, stuck fast in a slough, jol­ted to a jelly, and at last to lose our way. Where­abouts do you think we are, Tony?
						

						
								Tony
								By my guess we should come upon Crack­skull Com­mon, about forty miles from home.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								O lud! O lud! The most no­tori­ous spot in all the coun­try. We only want a rob­bery to make a com­plete night on’t.
						

						
								Tony
								Don’t be afraid, mamma; don’t be afraid. Two of the five that kept here are hanged, and the oth­er three may not find us. Don’t be afraid. Is that a man that’s gal­lop­ing be­hind us? No; it’s only a tree. Don’t be afraid.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								The fright will cer­tainly kill me.
						

						
								Tony
								Do you see any­thing like a black hat mov­ing be­hind the thick­et?
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Oh, death!
						

						
								Tony
								No; it’s only a cow. Don’t be afraid, mamma; don’t be afraid.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								As I’m alive, Tony, I see a man com­ing to­wards us. Ah! I’m sure on’t. If he per­ceives us, we are un­done.
						

						
								Tony
								Aside. Fath­er-in-law, by all that’s un­lucky, come to take one of his night walks. To her. Ah, it’s a high­way­man with pis­tols as long as my arm. A damned ill-look­ing fel­low.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Good Heav­en de­fend us! He ap­proaches.
						

						
								Tony
								Do you hide your­self in that thick­et, and leave me to man­age him. If there be any danger, I’ll cough, and cry hem. When I cough, be sure to keep close. Mrs. Hard­castle hides be­hind a tree in the back scene.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I’m mis­taken, or I heard voices of people in want of help. Oh, Tony! is that you? I did not ex­pect you so soon back. Are your moth­er and her charge in safety?
						

						
								Tony
								Very safe, sir, at my aunt Ped­i­gree’s. Hem.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								From be­hind. Ah, death! I find there’s danger.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Forty miles in three hours; sure that’s too much, my young­ster.
						

						
								Tony
								Stout horses and will­ing minds make short jour­neys, as they say. Hem.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								From be­hind. Sure he’ll do the dear boy no harm.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								But I heard a voice here; I should be glad to know from whence it came.
						

						
								Tony
								It was I, sir, talk­ing to my­self, sir. I was say­ing that forty miles in four hours was very good go­ing. Hem. As to be sure it was. Hem. I have got a sort of cold by be­ing out in the air. We’ll go in, if you please. Hem.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								But if you talked to your­self you did not an­swer your­self. I’m cer­tain I heard two voices, and am re­solved Rais­ing his voice. to find the oth­er out.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								From be­hind. Oh! he’s com­ing to find me out. Oh!
						

						
								Tony
								What need you go, sir, if I tell you? Hem. I’ll lay down my life for the truth—hem—I’ll tell you all, sir. De­tain­ing him.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I tell you I will not be de­tained. I in­sist on see­ing. It’s in vain to ex­pect I’ll be­lieve you.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Run­ning for­ward from be­hind. O lud! he’ll murder my poor boy, my darling! Here, good gen­tle­man, whet your rage upon me. Take my money, my life, but spare that young gen­tle­man; spare my child, if you have any mercy.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								My wife, as I’m a Chris­ti­an! From whence can she come, or what does she mean?
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Kneel­ing. Take com­pas­sion on us, good Mr. High­way­man. Take our money, our watches, all we have, but spare our lives. We will nev­er bring you to justice; in­deed we won’t, good Mr. High­way­man.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I be­lieve the wo­man’s out of her senses. What, Dorothy, don’t you know me?
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Mr. Hard­castle, as I’m alive! My fears blinded me. But who, my dear, could have ex­pec­ted to meet you here, in this fright­ful place, so far from home? What has brought you to fol­low us?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Sure, Dorothy, you have not lost your wits? So far from home, when you are with­in forty yards of your own door! To him. This is one of your old tricks, you grace­less rogue, you! To her. Don’t you know the gate, and the mul­berry tree; and don’t you re­mem­ber the horsepond, my dear?
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Yes, I shall re­mem­ber the horsepond as long as I live; I have caught my death in it. To Tony. And it is to you, you grace­less var­let, I owe all this? I’ll teach you to ab­use your moth­er, I will.
						

						
								Tony
								Ecod, moth­er, all the par­ish says you have spoiled me, and so you may take the fruits on’t.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								I’ll spoil you, I will.
						

						
								
								
								Fol­lows him off the stage. Exit.
							
						

						
								Hard­castle
								There’s mor­al­ity, how­ever, in his reply.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Hast­ings and Miss Neville.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								My dear Con­stance, why will you de­lib­er­ate thus? If we delay a mo­ment, all is lost forever. Pluck up a little res­ol­u­tion, and we shall soon be out of the reach of her ma­lig­nity.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								I find it im­possible. My spir­its are so sunk with the agit­a­tions I have suffered, that I am un­able to face any new danger. Two or three years’ pa­tience will at last crown us with hap­pi­ness.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Such a te­di­ous delay is worse than in­con­stancy. Let us fly, my charm­er. Let us date our hap­pi­ness from this very mo­ment. Per­ish for­tune! Love and con­tent will in­crease what we pos­sess bey­ond a mon­arch’s rev­en­ue. Let me pre­vail!
						

						
								Miss Neville
								No, Mr. Hast­ings, no. Prudence once more comes to my re­lief, and I will obey its dic­tates. In the mo­ment of pas­sion for­tune may be des­pised, but it ever pro­duces a last­ing re­pent­ance. I’m re­solved to ap­ply to Mr. Hard­castle’s com­pas­sion and justice for re­dress.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								But though he had the will, he has not the power to re­lieve you.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								But he has in­flu­ence, and upon that I am re­solved to rely.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I have no hopes. But since you per­sist, I must re­luct­antly obey you.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				Scene III The house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Charles and Miss Hard­castle.
							
						

						
								Sir Charles
								What a situ­ation am I in! If what you say ap­pears, I shall then find a guilty son. If what he says be true, I shall then lose one that, of all oth­ers, I most wished for a daugh­ter.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								I am proud of your ap­prob­a­tion, and to show I mer­it it, if you place yourselves as I dir­ec­ted, you shall hear his ex­pli­cit de­clar­a­tion. But he comes.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								I’ll to your fath­er, and keep him to the ap­point­ment.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir Charles.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mar­low.
							
						

						
								Mar­low
								Though pre­pared for set­ting out, I come once more to take leave; nor did I, till this mo­ment, know the pain I feel in the sep­ar­a­tion.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								In her own nat­ur­al man­ner. I be­lieve suf­fer­ings can­not be very great, sir, which you can so eas­ily re­move. A day or two longer, per­haps, might lessen your un­eas­i­ness, by show­ing the little value of what you now think prop­er to re­gret.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Aside. This girl every mo­ment im­proves upon me. To her. It must not be, madam. I have already trifled too long with my heart. My very pride be­gins to sub­mit to my pas­sion. The dis­par­ity of edu­ca­tion and for­tune, the an­ger of a par­ent, and the con­tempt of my equals, be­gin to lose their weight; and noth­ing can re­store me to my­self but this pain­ful ef­fort of res­ol­u­tion.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Then go, sir; I’ll urge noth­ing more to de­tain you. Though my fam­ily be as good as hers you came down to vis­it, and my edu­ca­tion, I hope, not in­feri­or, what are these ad­vant­ages without equal af­flu­ence? I must re­main con­ten­ted with the slight ap­prob­a­tion of im­puted mer­it; I must have only the mock­ery of your ad­dresses, while all your ser­i­ous aims are fixed on for­tune.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Hard­castle and Sir Charles from be­hind.
							
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Here, be­hind this screen.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Ay, ay; make no noise. I’ll en­gage my Kate cov­ers him with con­fu­sion at last.
						

						
								Mar­low
								By heav­ens, madam! for­tune was ever my smal­lest con­sid­er­a­tion. Your beauty at first caught my eye; for who could see that without emo­tion? But every mo­ment that I con­verse with you steals in some new grace, height­ens the pic­ture, and gives it stronger ex­pres­sion. What at first seemed rus­tic plain­ness, now ap­pears re­fined sim­pli­city. What seemed for­ward as­sur­ance, now strikes me as the res­ult of cour­ageous in­no­cence and con­scious vir­tue.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								What can it mean? He amazes me!
						

						
								Hard­castle
								I told you how it would be. Hush!
						

						
								Mar­low
								I am now de­term­ined to stay, madam; and I have too good an opin­ion of my fath­er’s dis­cern­ment, when he sees you, to doubt his ap­prob­a­tion.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								No, Mr. Mar­low, I will not, can­not de­tain you. Do you think I could suf­fer a con­nec­tion in which there is the smal­lest room for re­pent­ance? Do you think I would take the mean ad­vant­age of a tran­si­ent pas­sion, to load you with con­fu­sion? Do you think I could ever rel­ish that hap­pi­ness which was ac­quired by lessen­ing yours?
						

						
								Mar­low
								By all that’s good, I can have no hap­pi­ness but what’s in your power to grant me! Nor shall I ever feel re­pent­ance but in not hav­ing seen your mer­its be­fore. I will stay even con­trary to your wishes; and though you should per­sist to shun me, I will make my re­spect­ful as­siduit­ies atone for the lev­ity of my past con­duct.
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Sir, I must en­treat you’ll de­sist. As our ac­quaint­ance began, so let it end, in in­dif­fer­ence. I might have giv­en an hour or two to lev­ity; but ser­i­ously, Mr. Mar­low, do you think I could ever sub­mit to a con­nec­tion where I must ap­pear mer­cen­ary, and you im­prudent? Do you think I could ever catch at the con­fid­ent ad­dresses of a se­cure ad­mirer?
						

						
								Mar­low
								Kneel­ing. Does this look like se­cur­ity? Does this look like con­fid­ence? No, madam, every mo­ment that shows me your mer­it, only serves to in­crease my dif­fid­ence and con­fu­sion. Here let me con­tin­ue—
						

						
								Sir Charles
								I can hold it no longer. Charles, Charles, how hast thou de­ceived me! Is this your in­dif­fer­ence, your un­in­ter­est­ing con­ver­sa­tion?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Your cold con­tempt; your form­al in­ter­view! What have you to say now?
						

						
								Mar­low
								That I’m all amazement! What can it mean?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								It means that you can say and un­say things at pleas­ure: that you can ad­dress a lady in private, and deny it in pub­lic: that you have one story for us, and an­oth­er for my daugh­ter.
						

						
								Mar­low
								Daugh­ter!—This lady your daugh­ter?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Yes, sir, my only daugh­ter—my Kate; whose else should she be?
						

						
								Mar­low
								Oh, the dev­il!
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								Yes, sir, that very identic­al tall, squint­ing lady you were pleased to take me for; Curtsy­ing. she that you ad­dressed as the mild, mod­est, sen­ti­ment­al man of grav­ity, and the bold, for­ward, agree­able Rattle of the Ladies’ Club. Ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Mar­low
								Zounds! there’s no bear­ing this; it’s worse than death!
						

						
								Miss Hard­castle
								In which of your char­ac­ters, sir, will you give us leave to ad­dress you? As the fal­ter­ing gen­tle­man, with looks on the ground, that speaks just to be heard, and hates hy­po­crisy; or the loud con­fid­ent creature, that keeps it up with Mrs. Man­trap, and old Miss Biddy Buck­skin, till three in the morn­ing? Ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Mar­low
								O, curse on my noisy head. I nev­er at­temp­ted to be im­pudent yet, that I was not taken down. I must be gone.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								By the hand of my body, but you shall not. I see it was all a mis­take, and I am re­joiced to find it. You shall not, sir, I tell you. I know she’ll for­give you. Won’t you for­give him, Kate? We’ll all for­give you. Take cour­age, man. They re­tire, she tor­ment­ing him, to the back scene.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Hard­castle and Tony.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								So, so, they’re gone off. Let them go, I care not.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Who gone?
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								My du­ti­ful niece and her gen­tle­man, Mr. Hast­ings, from town. He who came down with our mod­est vis­it­or here.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Who, my hon­est George Hast­ings? As worthy a fel­low as lives, and the girl could not have made a more prudent choice.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Then, by the hand of my body, I’m proud of the con­nec­tion.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Well, if he has taken away the lady, he has not taken her for­tune; that re­mains in this fam­ily to con­sole us for her loss.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Sure, Dorothy, you would not be so mer­cen­ary?
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Ay, that’s my af­fair, not yours.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								But you know if your son, when of age, re­fuses to marry his cous­in, her whole for­tune is then at her own dis­pos­al.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Ay, but he’s not of age, and she has not thought prop­er to wait for his re­fus­al.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Hast­ings and Miss Neville.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Aside. What, re­turned so soon! I be­gin not to like it.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								To Hard­castle. For my late at­tempt to fly off with your niece let my present con­fu­sion be my pun­ish­ment. We are now come back, to ap­peal from your justice to your hu­man­ity. By her fath­er’s con­sent, I first paid her my ad­dresses, and our pas­sions were first foun­ded in duty.
						

						
								Miss Neville
								Since his death, I have been ob­liged to stoop to dis­sim­u­la­tion to avoid op­pres­sion. In an hour of lev­ity, I was ready to give up my for­tune to se­cure my choice. But I am now re­covered from the de­lu­sion, and hope from your ten­der­ness what is denied me from a near­er con­nec­tion.
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								Pshaw, pshaw! this is all but the whin­ing end of a mod­ern nov­el.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Be it what it will, I’m glad they’re come back to re­claim their due. Come hith­er, Tony, boy. Do you re­fuse this lady’s hand whom I now of­fer you?
						

						
								Tony
								What sig­ni­fies my re­fus­ing? You know I can’t re­fuse her till I’m of age, fath­er.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								While I thought con­ceal­ing your age, boy, was likely to con­duce to your im­prove­ment, I con­curred with your moth­er’s de­sire to keep it secret. But since I find she turns it to a wrong use, I must now de­clare you have been of age these three months.
						

						
								Tony
								Of age! Am I of age, fath­er?
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Above three months.
						

						
								Tony
								Then you’ll see the first use I’ll make of my liberty. Tak­ing Miss Neville’s hand. Wit­ness all men by these presents, that I, An­thony Lump­kin, Es­quire, of blank place, re­fuse you, Con­stan­tia Neville, spin­ster, of no place at all, for my true and law­ful wife. So Con­stance Neville may marry whom she pleases, and Tony Lump­kin is his own man again.
						

						
								Sir Charles
								Oh, brave Squire!
						

						
								Hast­ings
								My worthy friend!
						

						
								Mrs. Hard­castle
								My un­du­ti­ful off­spring!
						

						
								Mar­low
								Joy, my dear George! I give you joy sin­cerely. And could I pre­vail upon my little tyr­ant here to be less ar­bit­rary, I should be the hap­pi­est man alive, if you would re­turn me the fa­vour.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								To Miss Hard­castle. Come, madam, you are now driv­en to the very last scene of all your con­triv­ances. I know you like him, I’m sure he loves you, and you must and shall have him.
						

						
								Hard­castle
								Join­ing their hands. And I say so too. And, Mr. Mar­low, if she makes as good a wife as she has a daugh­ter, I don’t be­lieve you’ll ever re­pent your bar­gain. So now to sup­per. To­mor­row we shall gath­er all the poor of the par­ish about us, and the mis­takes of the night shall be crowned with a merry morn­ing. So, boy, take her; and as you have been mis­taken in the mis­tress, my wish is, that you may nev­er be mis­taken in the wife.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Omnes.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					Epilogue
					I
				

				By Dr. Gold­smith

			
			Spoken by Mrs. Buckley in the char­ac­ter of Miss Hard­castle

			
				
					
							
							
							
								Well, hav­ing stooped to con­quer with suc­cess,
								

								And gained a hus­band without aid from dress,
								

								Still, as a bar­maid, I could wish it too,
								

								As I have conquered him to con­quer you:
								

								And let me say, for all your res­ol­u­tion.
								

								That pretty bar­maids have done ex­e­cu­tion.
								

								Our life is all a play, com­posed to please;
								

								“We have our exits and our en­trances.”
								

								The first act shows the simple coun­try maid,
								

								Harm­less and young, of everything afraid;
								

								Blushes when hired, and with un­mean­ing ac­tion,
								

								“I hopes as how to give you sat­is­fac­tion.”
								

								Her second act dis­plays a live­li­er scene—
								

								Th’ un­blush­ing bar­maid of a coun­try inn,
								

								Who whisks about the house, at mar­ket caters.
								

								Talks loud, coquettes the guests, and scolds the waiters.
								

								Next the scene shifts to town, and there she soars,
								

								The cho­p­h­ouse toast of ogling con­nois­seurs.
								

								On Squires and Cits she there dis­plays her arts,
								

								And on the grid­iron broils her lov­ers’ hearts;
								

								And, as she smiles, her tri­umphs to com­plete,
								

								E’en com­mon coun­cil­men for­get to eat.
								

								The fourth act shows her wed­ded to the Squire,
								

								And Madam now be­gins to hold it high­er;
								

								Pre­tends to taste, at Op­er­as cries caro!
								

								And quits her Nancy Dawson for Che Faro:
								

								Dotes upon dan­cing, and in all her pride.
								

								Swims round the room, the Heinel of Cheapside;
								

								Ogles and leers, with ar­ti­fi­cial skill,
								

								Till, hav­ing lost in age the power to kill.
								

								She sits all night at cards, and ogles at spa­dille.
								

								Such, through our lives, th’ event­ful his­tory!
								

								The fifth and last act still re­mains for me:
								

								The bar­maid now for your pro­tec­tion prays,
								

								Turns fe­male bar­ris­ter, and pleads for Bayes.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				
					Epilogue
					II
				

				By J. Crad­dock, Esq.

			
			To be spoken in the char­ac­ter of Tony Lump­kin

			
				
					
							
							
							
								Well, now all’s ended, and my com­rades gone,
								

								Pray what be­comes of moth­er’s only son?
								

								A hope­ful blade!—in town I’ll fix my sta­tion,
								

								And try to make a bluster in the na­tion.
								

								As for my cous­in Neville, I re­nounce her.
								

								Off, in a crack, I’ll carry big Bet Boun­cer.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							
								Why should not I in the great world ap­pear?
								

								I soon shall have a thou­sand pounds a year;
								

								No mat­ter what a man may here in­her­it,
								

								In Lon­don—gad, they’ve some re­gard to spir­it
								

								I see the horses pran­cing up the streets.
								

								And big Bet Boun­cer bobs to all she meets;
								

								Then hoiks to jigs and pas­times every night—
								

								Not to the plays—they say it ain’t po­lite:
								

								To Sadler’s Wells, per­haps, or op­er­as go.
								

								And once, by chance, to the ror­ator­io.
								

								Thus, here and there, forever up and down.
								

								We’ll set the fash­ions, too, to half the town;
								

								And then at auc­tions—money ne’er re­gard—
								

								Buy pic­tures, like the great, ten pounds a yard:
								

								Zounds! we shall make these Lon­don gentry say,
								

								We know what’s damned gen­teel as well as they!
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