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			Introduction

			Ear­ly in the spring of 1776 Richard Brins­ley Sheri­dan suc­ceed­ed David Gar­rick as the man­ag­er of Drury Lane The­atre. With­in a lit­tle more than a year Sheri­dan had brought out the Ri­vals a com­e­dy in five acts, St. Patrick’s Day, a farce in one act, and the Duen­na, an opera in three acts. Great ex­pec­ta­tions were ex­cit­ed by the an­nounce­ment of his first play at his own the­atre. The pro­duc­tion of the Trip to Scar­bor­ough in Feb­ru­ary, 1777, was on­ly a tem­po­rary dis­ap­point­ment, for it was soon noised abroad that a more im­por­tant com­e­dy in five acts was in prepa­ra­tion. At last, on May 8, 1777, the School for Scan­dal was act­ed for the first time on any stage.

			Gar­rick had read the play, and he thought even more high­ly of it than he had thought of Mrs. Sheri­dan’s Dis­cov­ery many years be­fore. He aid­ed the au­thor with much prac­ti­cal ad­vice, and vol­un­teered to write the pro­logue, a form of com­po­si­tion for which his live­ly fan­cy and neat ver­si­fi­ca­tion were par­tic­u­lar­ly suit­ed. The great hopes ex­cit­ed for the com­e­dy bare­ly es­caped dis­ap­point­ment—for on the night be­fore the first per­for­mance, as Sheri­dan told the House of Com­mons many years lat­er, he was in­formed that it could not be per­formed, as a li­cense was re­fused. It hap­pened at this time there was the fa­mous city con­test for the of­fice of cham­ber­lain, be­tween Wilkes and Hop­kins. The lat­ter had been charged with some prac­tices sim­i­lar to those of Moses, the Jew, in lend­ing mon­ey to young men un­der age, and it was sup­posed that the char­ac­ter of the play was lev­elled at him, in or­der to in­jure him in his con­test, in which he was sup­port­ed by the min­is­te­ri­al in­ter­est. In the warmth of a con­test­ed elec­tion, the piece was rep­re­sent­ed as a fac­tious and sedi­tious op­po­si­tion to a court can­di­date. The au­thor, how­ev­er, went to Lord Hert­ford, then lord cham­ber­lain, who laughed at the af­fair and gave the li­cense. Sheri­dan told Lord By­ron that the next night, af­ter the grand suc­cess of the School for Scan­dal, he was knocked down and tak­en to the watch-house, for mak­ing a row in the street, and be­ing found in­tox­i­cat­ed by the watch­man.

			Per­haps this was on­ly a bit of Hi­ber­ni­an hy­per­bole, though a man’s head might well reel un­der a tri­umph so over­whelm­ing. There seems to have been hard­ly a dis­sent­ing voice. Mer­ry—Del­la-Cr­us­can Mer­ry, the fu­ture hus­band of Miss Brun­ton, who, un­der his name, was af­ter­ward the lead­ing ac­tress of Amer­i­ca did, it is true, ob­ject to the great scan­dal-scene. “Why do not the drama­tis per­sona,” he said, “stop talk­ing, and let the play go on?” The com­e­dy was a suc­cess from the ris­ing of the cur­tain, but it was the fall­ing of the screen—al­though Gar­rick thought the ac­tors stood a lit­tle too long with­out mov­ing—which raised the au­di­ence to the high­est de­gree of en­thu­si­asm. Reynolds, the drama­tist, re­lates that as he was pass­ing about nine on this evening through the pit-pas­sage, “I heard such a tremen­dous noise over my head that, fear­ing the the­atre was pro­ceed­ing to fall about it, I ran for my life; but found the next morn­ing that the noise did not arise from the fall­ing of the house, but from the fall­ing of the screen in the fourth act, so vi­o­lent and tu­mul­tuous were the ap­plause and laugh­ter.”

			The sin­gu­lar suc­cess of the School for Scan­dal seems to have been great­ly aid­ed by the un­usu­al ex­cel­lence of the act­ing. Charles Lamb says, “No piece was ev­er so com­plete­ly cast in all its parts as this man­ag­er’s com­e­dy.” Sheri­dan chose his per­form­ers, and mod­i­fied his play, if need­ed, to suit their pe­cu­liar­i­ties, with the same shrewd­ness that he showed in all such mat­ters. When re­proached with not hav­ing writ­ten a love-scene for Charles and Maria, he said that it was be­cause nei­ther Mr. Smith nor Miss P. Hop­kins (who played the parts) was an adept at stage love­mak­ing. King, the orig­i­nal Lord Ogle­by in the Clan­des­tine Mar­riage—a part writ­ten by Gar­rick him­self—was Sir Pe­ter; and Mrs. Abing­ton was La­dy Tea­zle. No one was bet­ter suit­ed than John Palmer, from whom Sheri­dan may well have de­rived some hints of Joseph Sur­face; Boad­en re­lates a char­ac­ter­is­tic in­ter­view be­tween him and the man­ag­er, when he re­turned to the the­atre af­ter an es­capade. “My dear Mr. Sheri­dan,” be­gan the ac­tor, with clasped hands and pen­i­tent hu­mil­i­ty, “if you could but know what I feel at this mo­ment here!” lay­ing one hand up­on his heart. Sheri­dan, with his usu­al quick­ness, stopped him at once: “Why, Jack, you for­got I wrote it!” Palmer de­clared that the man­ag­er’s wit cost him some­thing, “for I made him add three pounds per week to the salary I had be­fore my de­ser­tion.” The oth­er ac­tors were hard­ly in­fe­ri­or to King and Palmer. Par­sons, af­ter­ward the orig­i­nal Sir Fret­ful Pla­gia­ry, was Crab­tree; and Dodd, who has been called “the Prince of Pink Heels and Soul of Emp­ty Em­i­nence,” was Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite. The var­i­ous char­ac­ters fit­ted the ac­tors who played them with the most ex­act nice­ty; and the re­sult was a var­ied and har­mo­nious per­for­mance of the en­tire com­e­dy. The act­ing showed the smooth­ness, and the sym­me­try, and the due sub­or­di­na­tion of the parts to the whole, which is the high­est, and, alas! the rarest of dra­mat­ic ex­cel­lences. Walpole has not­ed that there were more parts bet­ter played in the School for Scan­dal than he al­most ev­er re­mem­bered to have seen in any oth­er play; and Charles Lamb thought it “some com­pen­sa­tion for grow­ing old, to have seen the School for Scan­dal in its glo­ry.”

			Dr. Watkins, in his un­nec­es­sary bi­og­ra­phy of Sheri­dan, saw fit to in­sin­u­ate there­in that Sheri­dan was not the re­al au­thor of the School for Scan­dal, but that it was the com­po­si­tion of a young la­dy, daugh­ter of a mer­chant in Thames Street, who had left it with Sheri­dan for his judg­ment as a man­ag­er, “soon af­ter which the fair writ­er, who was then in a state of de­cline, went to Bris­tol Hot-Wells, where she died.”

			Pope well knew the type to which this Dr. Watkins be­longed (“with him most au­thors steal their works or buy; Garth did not write his own Dis­pen­sary”); and the sto­ry which Pope crip­pled, as if by an­tic­i­pa­tion, Moore read­i­ly brought to ground by the pub­li­ca­tion of the ear­li­er and in­choate sug­ges­tions from which Sheri­dan fi­nal­ly formed the fin­ished play. With the ev­i­dence of these grow­ing and gath­er­ing frag­ments be­fore us, we can trace the in­cep­tion of the idea, and the slow ac­cre­tion by which it got round­ed at last in­to its present com­plex sym­me­try. Moore fills page af­ter page of his life of Sheri­dan with ex­tracts from the notes and drafts of two dis­tinct plays one con­tain­ing the ma­chin­ery of the scan­dalous col­lege, to have been called pos­si­bly the Slan­der­ers, and the oth­er set­ting be­fore us the Tea­zles and the Sur­faces. This lat­ter was, per­haps, the two-act com­e­dy which Sheri­dan an­nounced to Mr. Lin­ley in 1775, as be­ing in prepa­ra­tion for the stage. The grad­u­al amal­ga­ma­tion of these two dis­tinct plots, the growth of the hap­py thought of us­ing the malev­o­lent tit­tle-tat­tle of the first play as a back­ground to set off the in­trigues of the sec­ond, can be clear­ly traced in the ex­tracts giv­en by Moore. In the eyes of some small crit­ics this rev­e­la­tion of Sheri­dan’s la­bo­ri­ous method of work­ing, this ex­hi­bi­tion of the chips of his work­shop has had a low­er­ing ef­fect on their opin­ion of Sheri­dan’s abil­i­ty. It is, per­haps, his own fault, for he af­fect­ed lazi­ness and sought the rep­u­ta­tion of an off­hand wit. But the School for Scan­dal is ob­vi­ous­ly not a spon­ta­neous im­pro­vi­sa­tion. Its sym­met­ri­cal smooth­ness and per­fect pol­ish cost great labour. It did not spring full armed from the brain of Jove;—Jupiter was a god, and mere mor­tals must cud­gel their poor brains long years to bring forth wis­dom. No mas­ter­piece was ev­er dashed off hur­ried­ly. The pow­er of hard work, and the will­ing­ness to take pains, are among the at­tributes of the high­est ge­nius. Balzac had them; he spent the whole of one long win­ter night on a sin­gle sen­tence. So had Sheri­dan; he told Ridge­way, to who he had sold the copy­right of this very play, and who asked for the man­u­script again and again in vain, that he had been for nine­teen years en­deav­our­ing to sat­is­fy him­self with the style of the School for Scan­dal but had not yet suc­ceed­ed. A di­a­mond of the first wa­ter, like this, is worth care­ful cut­ting—and even the chips are of val­ue. Those giv­en to the world by Moore are cu­ri­ous in them­selves, in­de­pen­dent of their use in dis­prov­ing the charge of lit­er­ary lar­ce­ny pre­ferred by Dr. Watkins.

			Since the pub­li­ca­tion of these ex­tracts, those who seek to dis­cred­it Sheri­dan’s orig­i­nal­i­ty have shift­ed their ground, and con­tent them­selves with draw­ing at­ten­tion to the sin­gu­lar sim­i­lar­i­ty of Joseph and Charles to Tom Jones and Bli­fil. They al­so re­mark up­on the like­ness of the scan­dal-scene to a satir­i­cal episode in the Mis­an­thrope of Molière, and on the like­ness of Joseph Sur­face to Tartuffe. Taine, who seems some­times to speak slight­ing­ly of Sheri­dan, puts this ac­cu­sa­tion in­to most ef­fec­tive shape: “Sheri­dan took two char­ac­ters from Field­ing, Bli­fil and Tom Jones, two plays of Molière, Le Mis­an­thrope and Tartuffe, and from his puis­sant ma­te­ri­als, con­densed with ad­mirable clev­er­ness, he has con­struct­ed the most bril­liant fire­works imag­in­able.”

			A glance at the play it­self will show this to be a most ex­ag­ger­at­ed state­ment. The use of Molière and Field­ing is far sljghter than al­leged; and at most to what does it all amount? But lit­tle more than the out­line and faint colour­ing of two char­ac­ters, and of a very few in­ci­dents. While the play could not ex­ist with­out them, they are far from the most im­por­tant. La­dy Tea­zle and Sir Pe­ter, the screen­scene and the auc­tion-scene—these are what made the suc­cess of the School for Scan­dal, and not what Sheri­dan may have de­rived from Field­ing and Molière. Nor is this bor­row­ing at all as ex­ten­sive as it may seem. Joseph is a hyp­ocrite—so is Tartuffe, so is Bli­fil; but there are hyp­ocrites, and hyp­ocrites, and the re­sem­blance can scarce­ly be stretched much far­ther. The rather rus­tic and—if the word may be risked—vul­gar Tom Jones is as un­like as may be to that light and easy gen­tle­man Charles. Yet it seems prob­a­ble that Sheri­dan found in Tom Jones the first idea of the con­trast­ed broth­ers of the School for Scan­dal. Boad­en has even seen the em­bry­on­ic sug­ges­tion of the fall of the screen in the drop­ping of the rug in Mol­ly Sea­grim’s room, dis­cov­er­ing the philoso­pher Square. Now, Sheri­dan had a mar­vel­lous pow­er of as­sim­i­la­tion. He ex­tend­ed a ready wel­come to all float­ing seeds of thought; and in his fer­tile brain they would speed­i­ly spring up, bring­ing forth the best they could. But to evolve from the pet­ty dis­com­fi­ture of Square the al­most un­equalled ef­fect of the screen-scene—to see in the one the germs of the oth­er—were a task wor­thy even of Sheri­dan’s quick eye. The in­debt­ed­ness to Molière is even less than to Field­ing. We may put on one side Sheri­dan’s ig­no­rance of French—for in Col­ley Cib­ber’s Non-Ju­ror, or in Bick­er­staff’s Hyp­ocrite, he could find Molière’s Tartuffe; and the scan­dal-lov­ing Ce­limene of the Mis­an­thrope, he might trace in Wycher­ley’s Plain-Deal­er. If Sheri­dan had bor­rowed from Molière he was on­ly fol­low­ing in the foot­steps of his fa­ther, whose sole play, Cap­tain O’Blun­der, is based on Mon­sieur de Pourceaugnac. But Sheri­dan’s in­debt­ed­ness to Molière is bare­ly vis­i­ble. It is al­most as slight, in­deed, as the bor­row­ing from the School for Scan­dal of which Madame de Gi­rardin was guilty for her fine com­e­dy, La­dy Tartuffe. In any case, Sheri­dan’s in­debt­ed­ness is less to the Mis­an­thrope than to Tartuffe—and even here there is lit­tle re­sem­blance be­yond the gener­ic like­ness of all hyp­ocrites. This re­sem­blance, such as it is, the French adapters of the School for Scan­dal chose to em­pha­size by call­ing their ver­sion the Tartuffe des Moeurs.

			Al­though Sheri­dan was in gen­er­al orig­i­nal in in­ci­dent, he un­hesi­tat­ing­ly made use of any hap­py phras­es or ef­fec­tive lo­cu­tions which struck his fan­cy in the course of his read­ings. He will­ing­ly dis­tilled the per­fume from a pre­de­ces­sor’s flow­er; and it was with plea­sure that he cut and set the gem which an ear­li­er writ­er may have brought to light. Wit­ty him­self, he could bold­ly con­quer and an­nex the wit of oth­ers, sure to in­crease its val­ue by his or­der­ly gov­ern­ment. This can per­haps be jus­ti­fied on the ground that the rich can bor­row with im­puni­ty; or, deem­ing wit his pat­ri­mo­ny, Sheri­dan may have felt that, tak­ing it, he was but come in­to his own again; as Molière said, “I take my own where I find it.” In the pref­ace to the Ri­vals, how­ev­er, Sheri­dan has cho­sen to meet the charge of pla­gia­rism. “Fad­ed ideas,” he said, “float in the fan­cy like half-for­got­ten dreams, and the imag­i­na­tion in its fullest en­joy­ments be­comes sus­pi­cious of its off­spring, and doubts whether it has cre­at­ed or adopt­ed.” It is a cu­ri­ous co­in­ci­dence that this very pas­sage is quot­ed by Bur­goyne to ex­plain his ac­ci­den­tal adop­tion, in the Heiress, of an im­age of Ar­ios­to’s and Rousseau’s, which By­ron did not scru­ple to use again in his mon­ody on Sheri­dan him­self:—

			
				
					“Sigh­ing that Na­ture formed but one such man,
					

					And broke the die in mould­ing Sheri­dan.”
				

			

			In the School for Scan­dal the con­struc­tion, the or­der­ing of the scenes, the de­vel­op­ment of the elab­o­rate plot, is much bet­ter than in the come­dies of any of Sheri­dan’s con­tem­po­raries. A play in those days need not re­veal a com­plete and self-con­tained plot. Great lax­i­ty of episode was not on­ly per­mit­ted, but al­most praised; and that Sheri­dan, with a sub­ject which lent it­self so read­i­ly to di­gres­sion, should have lim­it­ed him­self as he did, shows his ex­act ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the source of dra­mat­ic ef­fect. But it must be con­fessed that the con­struc­tion of the School for Scan­dal when mea­sured by our mod­ern stan­dards, seems a lit­tle loose—a lit­tle dif­fuse, per­haps. It shows the weld­ing of the two dis­tinct plots. There can hard­ly be seen in it the rul­ing of a dom­i­nant idea, sub­or­di­nat­ing all the parts to the ef­fect of the whole. But, al­though the two orig­i­nal mo­tives have been unit­ed me­chan­i­cal­ly, al­though they have not flowed and fused to­geth­er in the hot spurt of ho­mo­ge­neous in­spi­ra­tion, the join­ing has been so care­ful­ly con­cealed, and the whole struc­ture has been over­laid with so much wit, that few peo­ple af­ter see­ing the play would care to com­plain. The wit is cease­less; and wit like Sheri­dan’s would cov­er sins of con­struc­tion far greater than those of the School for Scan­dal. It is “steeped in the very brine of con­ceit, and sparkles like salt in the fire.”

			In his con­cep­tion of char­ac­ter Sheri­dan was a wit rather than a hu­morist. He cre­at­ed char­ac­ter by a dis­tinct­ly in­tel­lec­tu­al process; he did not bring it forth out of the depths, as it were, of his own be­ing. His hu­mour—fine and dry as it was—was the hu­mour of the wit. He had lit­tle or none of the rich and juicy, nay, al­most oily hu­mour of Fal­staff, for in­stance. His wit was the wit of com­mon-sense, like Jer­rold’s or Syd­ney Smith’s; it was not wit in­formed with imag­i­na­tion, like Shake­speare’s wit. But this is on­ly to say again that Sheri­dan was not one of the few world­wide and all-em­brac­ing ge­nius­es. He was one of those al­most equal­ly few who in their own line, lim­it­ed though it may be, are un­sur­passed. It has been said that po­ets—among whom drama­tists are en­ti­tled to stand—may be di­vid­ed in­to three class­es: those who can say one thing in one way—these are the great ma­jor­i­ty; those who can say one thing in many ways—even these are not so many as they would be reck­oned gen­er­al­ly; and those who can say many things in many ways—these are the cho­sen few, the scant half-dozen who hold the high­er peak of Par­nas­sus. In the front rank of the sec­ond class stood Sheri­dan. The one thing he had was wit—and of this in all its forms he was mas­ter. His wit in gen­er­al had a metal­lic smart­ness and a crys­talline cold­ness; it rarely lifts us from the re­al to the ide­al; and yet the whole com­e­dy is in one sense, at least, ide­al­ized; it bears, in fact, the re­sem­blance to re­al life that a well-cut di­a­mond has to a drop of wa­ter.

			Yet, the play is not whol­ly cold. Sheri­dan’s wit could be ge­nial as well as icy—of which there could be no bet­ter proof than the suc­cess with which he has en­list­ed our sym­pa­thies for the char­ac­ters of his com­e­dy. Sir Pe­ter Tea­zle is an old fool, who has mar­ried a young wife; but we are all glad when we see a prospect of his fu­ture hap­pi­ness. La­dy Tea­zle is flighty and fool­ish; and yet we can­not help but like her. Charles we all wish well; and as for Joseph, we feel from the first so sure of his ul­ti­mate dis­com­fi­ture, that we are ready to let him off with the light pun­ish­ment of ex­po­sure. There are, it is true, here and there blem­ish­es to be de­tect­ed on the gen­er­al sur­face, an oc­ca­sion­al hard­ness of feel­ing, an ap­par­ent lack, at times, of taste and del­i­ca­cy—for in­stance, the blood­thirsty way in which the scan­dal­mon­gers pounce up­on their prey, the al­most bru­tal ex­pres­sion by La­dy Tea­zle of her will­ing­ness to be a wid­ow, the iron­i­cal speech of Charles af­ter the fall of the screen; but these are more the fault of the age than of the au­thor.

			The great de­fect of the School for Scan­dal—the one thing which shows the dif­fer­ence be­tween a com­ic writ­er of the type of Sheri­dan and a great drama­tist like Shake­speare is the un­vary­ing wit of the char­ac­ters. And not on­ly are the char­ac­ters all wit­ty, but they all talk alike. Their wit is Sheri­dan’s wit, which is very good wit in­deed; but it is Sheri­dan’s own, and not Sir Pe­ter Tea­zle’s, or Back­bite’s, or Care­less’s, or La­dy Sneer­well’s. It is one man in his time play­ing many parts. It is the one voice al­ways; though the hands be the hands of Esau, the voice is the voice of Ja­cob. And this quick wit and ready repar­tee is not con­fined to the ladies and gen­tle­men; the mas­ter is no bet­ter off than the man, and Care­less airs the same wit as Charles. As Sheri­dan said in the Crit­ic, he was “not for mak­ing slav­ish dis­tinc­tions in a free coun­try, and giv­ing all the fine lan­guage to the up­per sort of peo­ple.” It is a fact that the char­ac­ters all talk too well; the com­e­dy would be far less en­ter­tain­ing if they did not. The stage is not life, and it is not meant to be; a mere tran­script of or­di­nary talk would be in­suf­fer­able. Con­den­sa­tion is nec­es­sary; and se­lec­tion al­so, and a height­en­ing and bright­en­ing of talk. No doubt Sheri­dan pushed this li­cense to its ut­most lim­it—at times even be­yond it; but in con­se­quence his com­e­dy, if a lit­tle less artis­tic in the read­ing, is far more live­ly in the act­ing. It has been said that in Shake­speare we find not the lan­guage we would use in the sit­u­a­tions, but the lan­guage we should wish to use—that we should talk so if we could. We can­not all of us be as wit­ty as the, char­ac­ters of the School for Scan­dal but who of us would not if he could?

			Wit of this kind is not to be had with­out labour. Be­cause Sheri­dan some­times bor­rowed, it does not fol­low that he was in­ca­pable of orig­i­nat­ing; or, be­cause he al­ways pre­pared when pos­si­ble, that he was in­ca­pable of im­promp­tu. But he be­lieved in do­ing his best on all oc­ca­sions. If caught un­awares, his nat­u­ral wit was ready; if, how­ev­er, he had time for prepa­ra­tion, he spared no pains. He grudged no labour. He was will­ing to heat and ham­mer again and again—to file, and pol­ish, and ad­just, and oil, un­til the del­i­cate ma­chin­ery ran smooth­ly, and to the sat­is­fac­tion even of his fas­tid­i­ous eye. Even in his ear­ly youth Sheri­dan had the fac­ul­ty of toil­ing over his work to his im­me­di­ate im­prove­ment; his friend Hal­hed com­pli­ment­ed him on this in a let­ter writ­ten in 1770. As Sheri­dan him­self said in two lines of Clio’s Protest, pub­lished in 1770 a cou­plet of­ten cred­it­ed to Rogers:

			
				
					“You write with ease, to show your breed­ing,
					

					But easy writ­ing ’s curst hard read­ing.”
				

			

			The School for Scan­dal was not easy writ­ing then, and it is not hard read­ing now. Not con­tent with a wealth of wit alone—for he did not hold with the old max­im which says that jests, like salt, should be used spar­ing­ly; he salt­ed with a lav­ish hand, and his plays have per­haps been pre­served to us by this At­tic salt—he sought the ut­most re­fine­ment of lan­guage. An ac­com­plished speak­er him­self, he smoothed ev­ery sen­tence till it ran trip­ping­ly on the tongue. His di­a­logue is easy to speak as his songs are easy to sing. To add in any way to the lus­tre and bril­liance of the slight­est sen­tence of the School for Scan­dal, to bur­nish a bit of di­a­logue, or bright­en a so­lil­o­quy, could nev­er cost Sheri­dan, lazy though he was, too much labour. “This kind of writ­ing,” as M. Taine says, “ar­ti­fi­cial and con­densed as the satires of La Bruyere, is like a cut vial, in­to which the au­thor has dis­tilled, with­out reser­va­tion, all his re­flec­tions, his read­ing, his un­der­stand­ing.” That this is true of Sheri­dan is ob­vi­ous. In the School for Scan­dal he has done the best he could; he put in­to it all he had in him; it is the com­plete ex­pres­sion of his ge­nius; be­yond it he could not go.

			Af­ter its first great suc­cess, the School for Scan­dal was not long in cross­ing to Amer­i­ca; and its usu­al luck fol­lowed it to these shores. Ire­land, in his ad­mirable Records of the New York Stage, which it is al­ways a du­ty and a plea­sure to praise, not­ed what was prob­a­bly its first per­for­mance in New York, on the evening of De­cem­ber 16, 1785, and on this oc­ca­sion the com­e­dy was cast to the full strength of the best com­pa­ny which had been then seen in Amer­i­ca. Its suc­cess was in­stant and em­phat­ic; and from that day to this it has nev­er ceased to hold a first place among act­ing plays. It be­came at once the stan­dard by which oth­er suc­cess­ful plays were to be mea­sured. Come­dies were an­nounced as “equal to the School for Scan­dal, or to any play of the cen­tu­ry, the School for Scan­dal not ex­cept­ed.” This sort of “odor­ous com­par­i­son” con­tin­ued to ob­tain for many years, and when some in­dis­creet ad­mir­er likened Mrs. Mowatt’s Fash­ion to Sheri­dan’s com­e­dy, Poe took oc­ca­sion to point out that the gen­er­al tone of Fash­ion was adopt­ed from the School for Scan­dal, to which, how­ev­er, it bore, he said, just such affin­i­ty as the shell of the lo­cust to the lo­cust that ten­ants it, “as the spec­trum of a Con­greve rock­et to the Con­greve rock­et it­self.” It does not, how­ev­er, need a cru­el crit­ic to show us how un­fair it was to com­pare Mrs. Mowatt’s pret­ty but pre­ten­tious play with the Con­greve rock­ets and the Con­greve wit of Sheri­dan’s mas­ter­piece. That the School for Scan­dal was the favourite play of Wash­ing­ton, who was fond of the the­atre, has been record­ed by Mrs. White­lock (the sis­ter of Sarah Sid­dons and of John Kem­ble, and for a time the lead­ing trag­ic ac­tress of Amer­i­ca). And in one point in par­tic­u­lar are these last-cen­tu­ry per­for­mances in this coun­try of es­pe­cial in­ter­est to the stu­dent of Amer­i­can dra­mat­ic lit­er­a­ture. On April 16, 1786, was first act­ed in this city the Con­trast, a com­e­dy in five acts, by Roy­al Tyler, af­ter­ward Chief Jus­tice of Ver­mont. It was the first Amer­i­can play per­formed on the pub­lic stage by pro­fes­sion­al co­me­di­ans. It con­tained in Jonathan, act­ed by Wignell, the first of stage Yan­kees, and the pre­cur­sor, there­fore, of Asa Tren­chard, Colonel Mul­ber­ry Sell­ers, and Judge Bard­well Slote. Per­haps a short ex­tract from the play, which was pub­lished in 1790, will show its con­nec­tion with the School for Scan­dal. Jonathan, green and in­no­cent, and hold­ing the the­atre to be the “dev­il’s draw­ing room,” gets in­to it, how­ev­er, in the be­lief that he is go­ing to see a con­jur­er:—

			
				
					
							Jen­ny
							Did you see the man with his tricks?
					

					
							Jonathon
							Why, I vow, as I was look­ing out for him, they lift­ed up a great green cloth and let us look right in­to the next neigh­bour’s house. Have you a good many hous­es in New York made in that ’ere way?
					

					
							Jen­ny
							Not many. But did you see the fam­i­ly?
					

					
							Jonathon
							Yes, swamp it, I seed the fam­i­ly.
					

					
							Jen­ny
							Well, and how did you like them?
					

					
							Jonathon
							Well, I vow, they were pret­ty much like oth­er fam­i­lies; there was a poor, good-na­tured curse of a hus­band, and a sad rantipole of a wife.
					

					
							Jen­ny
							But did you see no oth­er folks?
					

					
							Jonathon
							Yes; there was one young­ster, they called him Mr. Joseph; he talked as sober and as pi­ous as a min­is­ter; but, like some min­is­ters that I know, he was a sly tike in his heart, for all that; he was go­ing to ask a young wom­an to spark it with him, and—the Lord have mer­cy on my soul—she was an­oth­er man’s wife!
					

				
			

			It was in Amer­i­ca al­so that two of the most note­wor­thy in­ci­dents in the ca­reer of the School for Scan­dal oc­curred. One took place dur­ing a vis­it to this coun­try of Macready, who, ear­ly ac­cus­tomed to en­act the heavy vil­lains of the stage, took a fan­cy to the part of Joseph, and, not find­ing it as prom­i­nent as he liked, sought to rec­ti­fy this de­fect by bold­ly cut­ting down the oth­er char­ac­ters; and thus with the ex­ci­sion of the scan­dal-scene, the pic­turescene, and sev­er­al oth­er scenes, the School for Scan­dal, re­duced to three acts, was played as an af­ter­piece, with Macready, very im­per­fect in the words of the part, as Joseph, dressed in the black coat and trousers of the nine­teenth cen­tu­ry. It may be re­mem­bered that Macready’s greater pre­de­ces­sor as the chief of Eng­lish trage­di­ans, John Philip Kem­ble, was al­so wont to act in the School for Scan­dal; but he chose to ap­pear as the more jovial and younger of the Sur­faces, and his per­for­mance of the care­less hero was known as “Charles’s Mar­tyr­dom.”

			The sec­ond note­wor­thy in­ci­dent was the per­for­mance of the School for Scan­dal, on the cen­te­nary of its first pro­duc­tion, on May 8, 1877, at the Grand Opera House, Toron­to, in the pres­ence of the Gov­er­nor Gen­er­al of Cana­da, Lord Duf­ferin, the great­grand­son of the au­thor.

			In the same year that this mem­o­rable per­for­mance took place in a for­mer French prov­ince, Miss Genevieve Ward, an Amer­i­can ac­tress, ap­peared as La­dy Tea­zle in Paris in a French ver­sion; and the fore­most of Parisian dra­mat­ic crit­ics, Fran­cisque Sarcey seized the op­por­tu­ni­ty for a most in­ter­est­ing ap­pre­ci­a­tion of the play. He con­sid­ered it one of the best of the sec­ond class, and, as in his view the first class would con­tain few plays but those of Shake­speare and Molière, this is high praise. He ranked the School for Scan­dal with the Mariage de Fi­garo, and in­sti­tut­ed the com­par­i­son of Sheri­dan with Beau­mar­chais, which Taine had al­ready at­tempt­ed. But Sarcey held a more just as well as a more favourable opin­ion of the School for Scan­dal than Taine. An ear­li­er French crit­ic, Ville­main, who edit­ed a close trans­la­tion of the play for the se­ries of for­eign mas­ter­pieces, de­clared it to be one of the most amus­ing and most wit­ti­ly-com­ic plays which can any­where be seen, and he hit up­on one of its un­doubt­ed mer­its when he point­ed out that its “wit is so rad­i­cal­ly com­ic that it can be trans­lat­ed, which, as all know, is the most per­ilous tri­al for wit pos­si­ble.” Sarcey in­formed us that the School for Scan­dal is now and has been for years, used as a text­book in French schools, and that he him­self was taught to read Eng­lish out of Sheri­dan’s play. Such was al­so the opin­ion of M. Hégésippe Cler, who pub­lished a French trans­la­tion of the School for Scan­dal in 1879, with a pref­ace, in which he de­clared that Sheri­dan’s com­e­dy, was par­tic­u­lar­ly French, nay, even Parisian, and that it is ab­so­lute­ly harm­less and fit­ted ex­act­ly for use in teach­ing in schools for girls. Odd­ly enough this is the ex­act re­verse of the opin­ion of the French crit­ics of a cen­tu­ry ago. In 1788 the auc­tion and screen scenes had been in­tro­duced in­to a lit­tle piece called the Deux Neveux; a year lat­er a trans­la­tion in French by Delille, with the per­mis­sion, ap­par­ent­ly, of Sheri­dan him­self, was pub­lished in Lon­don. Cer­tain episodes were uti­lized in the Por­traits de Famille, the Deux Cousins and Val­sain et Florville; and fi­nal­ly, in 1789, a ver­sion of the whole play by Pluteau was act­ed as L’Homme Sen­ti­men­tal—but the sub­ject was too risky, and the scenes were too broad for the fas­tid­i­ous taste of the Parisians. Even Grimm was shocked by it and one would think it took much to shock Grimm. A sec­ond adap­ta­tion was pro­duced at the The­atre Fran­cais; it was called the Tartuffe des Moeurs. A few years lat­er, yet an­oth­er ver­sion, L’Ecole du Scan­dale., by two melo­dra­mat­ic writ­ers, Cros­nier and Jouslin de la Salle, was act­ed at the Porte St.-Mar­tin The­atre, with the pa­thet­ic Mme. Dor­val as Mi­la­dy Ti­zlé. Odd­ly enough it was Mme. Dor­val’s hus­band, Mer­le, who was the cause of the first per­for­mance in France of the School for Scan­dal in Eng­lish by Eng­lish ac­tors. Mer­le was one of the man­agers of the Port St.-Mar­tin The­atre in 1822; and he ar­ranged for a se­ries of per­for­mances by the com­pa­ny of the Brighton The­atre, then man­aged by Mr. Pen­ley. The British co­me­di­ans opened their sea­son with Oth­el­lo; but it was on­ly sev­en years af­ter Wa­ter­loo, and Shake­speare was stormi­ly re­ceived. For the sec­ond per­for­mance Sheri­dan took Shake­speare’s place, and the School for Scan­dal was an­nounced for Fri­day, Au­gust 2, 1822. But the day was un­lucky, and the mob which took pos­ses­sion of the the­atre would not al­low the Eng­lish com­e­dy to be act­ed at all. It is in­ter­est­ing to note the change which took place in France in the short space of five years. In 1827, when the Covent Gar­den com­pa­ny ap­peared at the Odeon The­atre, they met with a cor­dial wel­come; and they be­gan their sea­son with Sheri­dan’s oth­er com­e­dy, the Ri­vals.

			The Ger­mans were not be­hind the French in the en­joy­ment of the School for Scan­dal. Shröder, the ac­tor and au­thor, went from Vi­en­na to Lon­don—no small jour­ney, in the eigh­teenth cen­tu­ry—ex­press­ly for the pur­pose of see­ing it act­ed. He un­der­stood Eng­lish well, and at­tend­ed ev­ery per­for­mance of the piece while he was in Eng­land. On his re­turn to Vi­en­na, he pro­duced an adap­ta­tion—for it is such, and not a trans­la­tion, though the spir­it of the orig­i­nal is well pre­served—which has held the Ger­man stage ev­er since. The tex­ture of the School for Scan­dal, its so­lid­i­ty of sit­u­a­tion, its com­pact and eas­i­ly com­pre­hen­si­ble plot, and its cease­less play of wit, “a sort of El Do­ra­do of wit,” as Moore calls it, “where the pre­cious met­al is thrown about by all class­es as care­less­ly as if they had not the least idea of its val­ue,” these were all qual­i­ties sure to com­mend it to Ger­man au­di­ences as to French. Macready records him­self as hav­ing seen in Venice an Ital­ian ver­sion of the play that by Carpani, prob­a­bly which could hard­ly have fol­lowed the orig­i­nal as close­ly as was to be de­sired; but the strength of the sit­u­a­tions and the con­trast of the char­ac­ters would al­ways car­ry the piece through in any lan­guage and in spite of any al­ter­ations. There are trans­la­tions of the School for Scan­dal in many oth­er lan­guages. In 1877 it was act­ed with suc­cess in Dutch at the Hague; and in 1884 a Gu­jarati ver­sion, adapt­ed to mod­ern Parsee life by Mr. K. N. Kabra­jee, was pro­duced, al­so with suc­cess, at the Es­planade The­atre in Bom­bay.

		
	
		
			
				A Portrait

				Ad­dressed to Mrs. Crewe, With the Com­edy of the School for Scan­dal

				By R. B. Sherid­an, Esq.

			
			
				
					Tell me, ye prim ad­epts in Scan­dal’s school,
					

					Who rail by pre­cept, and de­tract by rule,
					

					Lives there no char­ac­ter, so tried, so known,
					

					So deck’d with grace, and so un­like your own,
					

					That even you as­sist her fame to raise,
					

					Ap­prove by envy, and by si­lence praise!
					

					At­tend!—a mod­el shall at­tract your view—
					

					Daugh­ters of calumny, I sum­mon you!
					

					You shall de­cide if this a por­trait prove,
					

					Or fond cre­ation of the Muse and Love.
					

					At­tend, ye vir­gin crit­ics, shrewd and sage,
					

					Ye mat­ron cen­sors of this child­ish age,
					

					Whose peer­ing eye and wrinkled front de­clare
					

					A fixt an­ti­pathy to young and fair;
					

					By cun­ning, cau­tious; or by nature, cold,
					

					In maid­en mad­ness, vir­u­lently bold!—
					

					At­tend! ye skilled to coin the pre­cious tale,
					

					Cre­at­ing proof, where in­nu­en­dos fail!
					

					Whose prac­tised memor­ies, cruelly ex­act,
					

					Omit no cir­cum­stance, ex­cept the fact!—
					

					At­tend, all ye who boast—or old or young—
					

					The liv­ing li­bel of a slan­der­ous tongue!
					

					So shall my theme as far con­tras­ted be,
					

					As saints by fiends, or hymns by calumny.
					

					Come, gentle Amoret (for ’neath that name,
					

					In wor­thi­er verse is sung thy beauty’s fame);
					

					Come—for but thee who seeks the Muse? and while
					

					Ce­les­ti­al blushes check thy con­scious smile,
					

					With tim­id grace, and hes­it­at­ing eye,
					

					The per­fect mod­el, which I boast, sup­ply:—
					

					Vain Muse! couldst thou the humblest sketch cre­ate
					

					Of her, or slight­est charm couldst im­it­ate—
					

					Could thy blest strain in kindred col­ours trace
					

					The faintest won­der of her form and face—
					

					Po­ets would study the im­mor­tal line,
					

					And Reyn­olds own his art sub­dued by thine;
					

					That art, which well might ad­ded lustre give
					

					To Nature’s best and Heav­en’s su­per­lat­ive:
					

					On Granby’s cheek might bid new glor­ies rise,
					

					Or point a purer beam from Devon’s eyes!
					

					Hard is the task to shape that beauty’s praise,
					

					Whose judg­ment scorns the homage flat­tery pays!
					

					But prais­ing Amoret we can­not err,
					

					No tongue o’er­val­ues Heav­en, or flat­ters her!
					

					Yet she, by Fate’s per­verse­ness—she alone
					

					Would doubt our truth, nor deem such praise her own!
					

					Ad­orn­ing Fash­ion, un­adorn’d by dress,
					

					Simple from taste, and not from care­less­ness;
					

					Dis­creet in ges­ture, in de­port­ment mild,
					

					Not stiff with prudence, nor un­couthly wild:
					

					No state has Amoret; no stud­ied mien;
					

					She frowns no god­dess, and she moves no queen.
					

					The softer charm that in her man­ner lies
					

					Is framed to cap­tiv­ate, yet not sur­prise;
					

					It justly suits th’ ex­pres­sion of her face—
					

					’Tis less than dig­nity, and more than grace!
					

					On her pure cheek the nat­ive hue is such,
					

					That, form’d by Heav­en to be ad­mired so much,
					

					The hand di­vine, with a less par­tial care,
					

					Might well have fix’d a faint­er crim­son there,
					

					And bade the gentle in­mate of her breast—
					

					In­shrined Mod­esty—sup­ply the rest.
					

					But who the per­il of her lips shall paint?
					

					Strip them of smiles—still, still all words are faint,
					

					But mov­ing Love him­self ap­pears to teach
					

					Their ac­tion, though denied to rule her speech;
					

					And thou who seest her speak and dost not hear,
					

					Mourn not her dis­tant ac­cents ’scape thine ear;
					

					View­ing those lips, thou still may’st make pre­tence
					

					To judge of what she says, and swear ’tis sense:
					

					Cloth’d with such grace, with such ex­pres­sion fraught,
					

					They move in mean­ing, and they pause in thought!
					

					But dost thou farther watch, with charm’d sur­prise,
					

					The mild ir­res­ol­u­tion of her eyes,
					

					Curi­ous to mark how fre­quent they re­pose,
					

					In brief ec­lipse and mo­ment­ary close—
					

					Ah! seest thou not an am­bush’d Cu­pid there,
					

					Too tim’rous of his charge, with jeal­ous care
					

					Veils and un­veils those beams of heav­enly light,
					

					Too full, too fatal else, for mor­tal sight?
					

					Nor yet, such pleas­ing ven­geance fond to meet,
					

					In pard’ning dimples hope a safe re­treat.
					

					What though her peace­ful breast should ne’er al­low
					

					Sub­du­ing frowns to arm her al­ter’d brow,
					

					By Love, I swear, and by his gentle wiles,
					

					More fatal still the mercy of her smiles!
					

					Thus lovely, thus ad­orn’d, pos­sess­ing all
					

					Of bright or fair that can to wo­man fall,
					

					The height of van­ity might well be thought
					

					Prerog­at­ive in her, and Nature’s fault.
					

					Yet gentle Amoret, in mind su­preme
					

					As well as charms, re­jects the vain­er theme;
					

					And, half mis­trust­ful of her beauty’s store,
					

					She barbs with wit those darts too keen be­fore:—
					

					Read in all know­ledge that her sex should reach,
					

					Though Gre­ville, or the Muse, should deign to teach,
					

					Fond to im­prove, nor timor­ous to dis­cern
					

					How far it is a wo­man’s grace to learn;
					

					In Mil­lar’s dia­lect she would not prove
					

					Apollo’s priest­ess, but Apollo’s love,
					

					Graced by those signs which truth de­lights to own,
					

					The tim­id blush, and mild sub­mit­ted tone:
					

					Whate’er she says, though sense ap­pear through­out,
					

					Dis­plays the tender hue of fe­male doubt;
					

					Deck’d with that charm, how lovely wit ap­pears,
					

					How grace­ful sci­ence, when that robe she wears!
					

					Such too her tal­ents, and her bent of mind,
					

					As speak a sprightly heart by thought re­fined:
					

					A taste for mirth, by con­tem­pla­tion school’d,
					

					A turn for ri­dicule, by cand­our ruled,
					

					A scorn of folly, which she tries to hide;
					

					An awe of tal­ent, which she owns with pride!
					

					Peace, idle Muse! no more thy strain pro­long,
					

					But yield a theme thy warmest praises wrong;
					

					Just to her mer­it, though thou canst not raise
					

					Thy feeble verse, be­hold th’ ac­know­ledged praise
					

					Has spread con­vic­tion through the en­vi­ous train,
					

					And cast a fatal gloom o’er Scan­dal’s reign!
					

					And lo! each pal­lid hag, with blister’d tongue,
					

					Mut­ters as­sent to all thy zeal has sung—
					

					Owns all the col­ours just—the out­line true;
					

					Thee my in­spirer, and my mod­el—Crewe!
				

			

		
	
		
			
				Prologue

				Writ­ten by Mr. Gar­rick

			
			
				
					A School for Scan­dal! tell me, I be­seech you,
					

					Needs there a school this mod­ish art to teach you?
					

					No need of les­sons now, the know­ing think;
					

					We might as well be taught to eat and drink.
					

					Caused by a dearth of scan­dal, should the va­pours
					

					Dis­tress our fair ones—let them read the pa­pers;
					

					Their power­ful mix­tures such dis­orders hit;
					

					Crave what you will—there’s quantum suf­fi­cit.
					

					“Lord!” cries my Lady Worm­wood (who loves tattle,
					

					And puts much salt and pep­per in her prattle),
					

					Just ris­en at noon, all night at cards when thresh­ing
					

					Strong tea and scan­dal—“Bless me, how re­fresh­ing!
					

					Give me the pa­pers, Lisp—how bold and free! Sips.
					

					
						Last night Lord L. sips was caught with Lady D.
					
					

					For aching heads what charm­ing sal volat­ile! Sips.
					

					
						If Mrs. B. will still con­tin­ue flirt­ing,
					
					

					
						We hope she’ll draw, or we’ll un­draw the cur­tain.
					
					

					Fine satire, poz—in pub­lic all ab­use it,
					

					But, by ourselves Sips, our praise we can’t re­fuse it.
					

					Now, Lisp, read you—there, at that dash and star:”
					

					“Yes, ma’am—A cer­tain lord had best be­ware,
					

					
						Who lives not twenty miles from Gros­ven­or Square;
					
					

					
						For, should he Lady W. find will­ing,
					
					

					Worm­wood is bit­ter”—“Oh! that’s me! the vil­lain!
					

					Throw it be­hind the fire, and nev­er more
					

					Let that vile pa­per come with­in my door.”
					

					Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart;
					

					To reach our feel­ings, we ourselves must smart.
					

					Is our young bard so young, to think that he
					

					Can stop the full spring-tide of calumny?
					

					Knows he the world so little, and its trade?
					

					Alas! the dev­il’s soon­er raised than laid.
					

					So strong, so swift, the mon­ster there’s no gag­ging:
					

					Cut Scan­dal’s head off, still the tongue is wag­ging.
					

					Proud of your smiles once lav­ishly be­stow’d,
					

					Again our young Don Quix­ote takes the road;
					

					To show his grat­it­ude he draws his pen,
					

					And seeks his hy­dra, Scan­dal, in his den.
					

					For your ap­plause all per­ils he would through—
					

					He’ll fight—that’s write—a caval­liero true,
					

					Till every drop of blood—that’s ink—is spilt for you.
				

			

		
	
		
			Dramatis Personae

			As ori­gin­ally ac­ted at Drury-Lane Theatre, May 8, 1777.

			
					
					Sir Peter Teazle—Mr. King

				

					
					Sir Oliv­er Sur­face—Mr. Yates

				

					
					Sir Harry Bump­er—Mr. Gaw­dry

				

					
					Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite—Mr. Dodd

				

					
					Joseph Sur­face—Mr. Palmer

				

					
					Charles Sur­face—Mr. Smith

				

					
					Care­less—Mr. Far­ren

				

					
					Snake—Mr. Pack­er

				

					
					Crab­tree—Mr. Par­sons

				

					
					Row­ley—Mr. Aikin

				

					
					Moses—Mr. Bad­de­ley

				

					
					Trip—Mr. Lamash.

				

			

			
					
					Lady Teazle—Mrs. Abing­ton

				

					
					Lady Sneer­well—Miss Sherry

				

					
					Mrs. Cand­our—Miss Pope

				

					
					Maria—Miss Hop­kins

				

					
					Gen­tle­men, Maid and Ser­vants.

				

			

			Scene—Lon­don.

		
	
		
			School for Scandal

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lady Sneer­well’s dress­ing-room

				Lady Sneer­well dis­covered at her dress­ing table; Snake drink­ing chocol­ate.

				
					
						
								Lady Sneer­well
								The para­graphs, you say, Mr. Snake, were all in­ser­ted?1
						

						
								Snake
								They were, madam; and, as I copied them my­self in a feigned hand, there can be no sus­pi­cion whence they came.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Did you cir­cu­late the re­port of Lady Brittle’s in­trigue with Cap­tain Boastall?
						

						
								Snake
								That’s in as fine a train as your lady­ship could wish. In the com­mon course of things, I think it must reach Mrs. Clackitt’s ears with­in four-and-twenty hours; and then, you know, the busi­ness is as good as done.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Why, truly, Mrs. Clackitt has a very pretty tal­ent, and a great deal of in­dustry.
						

						
								Snake
								True, madam, and has been tol­er­ably suc­cess­ful in her day. To my know­ledge, she has been the cause of six matches be­ing broken off, and three sons be­ing dis­in­her­ited; of four forced elope­ments, and as many close con­fine­ments; nine sep­ar­ate main­ten­ances, and two di­vorces. Nay, I have more than once traced her caus­ing a tête-á-tête in The Town and Coun­try Magazine, when the parties, per­haps, had nev­er seen each oth­er’s face be­fore in the course of their lives.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								She cer­tainly has tal­ents, but her man­ner is gross.
						

						
								Snake
								’T is very true. She gen­er­ally designs well, has a free tongue and a bold in­ven­tion; but her col­our­ing is too dark, and her out­lines of­ten ex­tra­vag­ant. She wants that del­ic­acy of tint, and mel­low­ness of sneer, which dis­tin­guish your lady­ship’s scan­dal.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								You are par­tial, Snake.
						

						
								Snake
								Not in the least; every­body al­lows that Lady Sneer­well can do more with a word or look than many can with the most la­boured de­tail, even when they hap­pen to have a little truth on their side to sup­port it.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Yes, my dear Snake; and I am no hy­po­crite to deny the sat­is­fac­tion I reap from the suc­cess of my ef­forts. Wounded my­self, in the early part of my life, by the en­ven­omed tongue of slander, I con­fess I have since known no pleas­ure to equal to the re­du­cing oth­ers to the level of my own repu­ta­tion.
						

						
								Snake
								Noth­ing can be more nat­ur­al. But, Lady Sneer­well, there is one af­fair in which you have lately em­ployed me, wherein, I con­fess, I am at a loss to guess your motives.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								I con­ceive you mean with re­spect to my neigh­bour, Sir Peter Teazle, and his fam­ily?
						

						
								Snake
								I do. Here are two young men, to whom Sir Peter has ac­ted as a kind of guard­i­an since their fath­er’s death; the eld­est pos­sess­ing the most ami­able char­ac­ter, and uni­ver­sally well spoken of—the young­est, the most dis­sip­ated and ex­tra­vag­ant young fel­low in the king­dom, without friends or char­ac­ter: the former an avowed ad­mirer of your lady­ship, and ap­par­ently your fa­vour­ite; the lat­ter at­tached to Maria, Sir Peter’s ward, and con­fessedly be­loved by her. Now, on the face of these cir­cum­stances, it is ut­terly un­ac­count­able to me, why you, the wid­ow of a city knight, with a good join­ture, should not close with the pas­sion of a man of such char­ac­ter and ex­pect­a­tions as Mr. Sur­face; and more so why you should be so un­com­monly earn­est to des­troy the mu­tu­al at­tach­ment sub­sist­ing between his broth­er Charles and Maria.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Then, at once to un­ravel this mys­tery, I must in­form you that love has no share whatever in the in­ter­course between Mr. Sur­face and me.
						

						
								Snake
								No!
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								His real at­tach­ment is to Maria, or her for­tune; but, find­ing in his broth­er a fa­voured rival, he has been ob­liged to mask his pre­ten­sions, and profit by my as­sist­ance.
						

						
								Snake
								Yet still I am more puzzled why you should in­terest your­self in his suc­cess.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Heav­ens! how dull you are! Can­not you sur­mise the weak­ness which I hitherto, through shame, have con­cealed even from you? Must I con­fess that Charles—that lib­ertine, that ex­tra­vag­ant, that bank­rupt in for­tune and repu­ta­tion—that he it is for whom I am thus anxious and ma­li­cious, and to gain whom I would sac­ri­fice everything?
						

						
								Snake
								Now, in­deed, your con­duct ap­pears con­sist­ent: but how came you and Mr. Sur­face so con­fid­en­tial?
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								For our mu­tu­al in­terest. I have found him out a long time since. I know him to be art­ful, selfish, and ma­li­cious—in short, a sen­ti­ment­al knave; while with Sir Peter, and in­deed with all his ac­quaint­ance, he passes for a youth­ful mir­acle of prudence, good sense, and be­ne­vol­ence.
						

						
								Snake
								Yes; yet Sir Peter vows he has not his equal in Eng­land—and, above all, he praises him as a man of sen­ti­ment.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								True; and with the as­sist­ance of his sen­ti­ment and hy­po­crisy he has brought Sir Peter en­tirely in­to his in­terest with re­gard to Maria; while poor Charles has no friend in the house—though, I fear, he has a power­ful one in Maria’s heart, against whom we must dir­ect our schemes.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Mr. Sur­face.2
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Show him up.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								He gen­er­ally calls about this time. I don’t won­der at people’s giv­ing him to me for a lov­er.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Joseph Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								My dear Lady Sneer­well, how do you do today—your most obed­i­ent.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Snake has just been ral­ly­ing me on our mu­tu­al at­tach­ment; but I have in­formed him of our real views. You know how use­ful he has been to us; and be­lieve me the con­fid­ence is not ill placed.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Madam, it is im­possible for me to sus­pect a man of Mr. Snake’s sens­ib­il­ity and dis­cern­ment.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Well, well, no com­pli­ments now; but tell me when you saw your mis­tress, Maria—or, what is more ma­ter­i­al to me, your broth­er.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I have not seen either since I left you; but I can in­form you that they nev­er meet. Some of your stor­ies have taken a good ef­fect on Maria.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Ah! my dear Snake the mer­it of this be­longs to you. But do your broth­er’s dis­tresses in­crease?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Every hour. I am told he has had an­oth­er ex­e­cu­tion in his house yes­ter­day. In short, his dis­sip­a­tion and ex­tra­vag­ance ex­ceed any­thing I have ever heard of.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Poor Charles!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								True madam; not­with­stand­ing his vices one can’t help feel­ing for him. Poor Charles! I’m sure I wish it was in my power to be of any es­sen­tial ser­vice to him; for the man who does not share in the dis­tresses of a broth­er, even though mer­ited by his own mis­con­duct, de­serves—
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								O Lud! you are go­ing to be mor­al, and for­get that you are among friends.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Egad, that’s true! I’ll keep that sen­ti­ment till I see Sir Peter. How­ever it is cer­tainly a char­ity to res­cue Maria from such a lib­ertine who, if he is to be re­claimed, can be so only by a per­son of your lady­ship’s su­per­i­or ac­com­plish­ments and un­der­stand­ing.
						

						
								Snake
								I be­lieve, Lady Sneer­well, here’s com­pany com­ing; I’ll go and copy the let­ter I men­tioned to you. Mr. Sur­face, your most obed­i­ent.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, your very de­voted—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Snake.
							
						

						
								
								Lady Sneer­well, I am very sorry you have put any farther con­fid­ence in that fel­low.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Why so?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I have lately de­tec­ted him in fre­quent con­fer­ence with old Row­ley who was formerly my fath­er’s stew­ard, and has nev­er, you know, been a friend of mine.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								And do you think he would be­tray us??
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Noth­ing more likely; take my word for’t, Lady Sneer­well, that fel­low hasn’t vir­tue enough to be faith­ful even to his own vil­lany.—Ah, Maria!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Maria.
							
						

						
								
								Maria, my dear, how do you do?—what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Maria
								Oh! there is that dis­agree­able lov­er of mine, Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite, has just called at my guard­i­an’s with his odi­ous uncle, Crab­tree—so I slipt out and ran hith­er to avoid them.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Is that all?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								If my Broth­er Charles had been of the party, madam, per­haps you would not have been so much alarmed.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Nay, now you are severe; for I dare swear the truth of the mat­ter is, Maria heard you were here. But my dear, what has Sir Ben­jamin done that you should avoid him so?
						

						
								Maria
								Oh He has done noth­ing—but ’tis for what he has said: his con­ver­sa­tion is a per­petu­al li­bel on all his ac­quaint­ance.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ay, and the worst of it is there is no ad­vant­age in not know­ing him; for he’ll ab­use a stranger just as soon as his best friend: and his uncle’s as bad.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Nay, but we should make al­low­ance; Sir Ben­jamin is a wit and a poet.
						

						
								Maria
								For my part, I own madam, wit loses its re­spect with me, when I see it in com­pany with malice. What do you think, Mr. Sur­face?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Cer­tainly, madam; to smile at the jest which plants a thorn on an­oth­er’s breast is to be­come a prin­cip­al in the mis­chief.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Pshaw! there’s no pos­sib­il­ity of be­ing witty without a little ill nature: the malice of a good thing is the barb that makes it stick. What’s your opin­ion, Mr. Sur­face?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								To be sure madam: that con­ver­sa­tion where the spir­it of raillery is sup­pressed, will ever ap­pear te­di­ous and in­sip­id.
						

						
								Maria
								Well I’ll not de­bate how far scan­dal may be al­low­able; but in a man, I am sure it is al­ways con­temt­able. We have pride, envy, rival­ship, and a thou­sand motives to de­pre­ci­ate each oth­er; but the male slan­der­er must have the cow­ardice of a wo­man be­fore he can tra­duce one.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Maria
								Madam, Mrs. Cand­our is be­low, and, if your lady­ship’s at leis­ure, will leave her car­riage.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Beg her to walk in.—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								Now, Maria, how­ever here is a char­ac­ter to your taste; for though Mrs. Cand­our is a little talk­at­ive, every­body al­lows her to be the best-natured and best sort of wo­man.
						

						
								Maria
								Yes—with a very gross af­fect­a­tion of good­nature and be­ne­vol­ence, she does more mis­chief than the dir­ect malice of old Crab­tree.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I’ faith that’s true, Lady Sneer­well: whenev­er I hear the cur­rent run­ning against the char­ac­ters of my friends, I nev­er think them in such danger as when Cand­our un­der­takes their de­fence.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Hush!—here she is!—
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Cand­our.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								My dear Lady Sneer­well, how have you been this cen­tury?—Mr. Sur­face—what news do you hear?—though in­deed it is no mat­ter, for I think one hears noth­ing else but scan­dal.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Just so, in­deed, ma’am.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Oh Maria! child—what, is the whole af­fair off between you and Charles?—His ex­tra­vag­ance, I pre­sume—the town talks of noth­ing else.
						

						
								Maria
								I am very sorry, ma’am, the town has so little to do.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								True, true, child: but there’s no stop­ping people’s tongues. I own I was hurt to hear it, as I in­deed was to learn, from the same quarter, that your guard­i­an, Sir Peter, and Lady Teazle have not agreed lately so well as could be wished.
						

						
								Maria
								’Tis strangely im­per­tin­ent for people to busy them­selves so.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Very true, child: but what’s to be done? People will talk—there’s no pre­vent­ing it. Why it was but yes­ter­day I was told that Miss Gad­about had eloped with Sir Fil­agree Flirt. But, Lord! there’s no mind­ing what one hears; though to be sure I had this from very good au­thor­ity.
						

						
								Maria
								Such re­ports are highly scan­dal­ous.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								So they are, child—shame­ful, shame­ful! But the world is so cen­sori­ous no char­ac­ter es­capes.—Lord, now who would have sus­pec­ted your friend, Miss Prim, of an in­dis­cre­tion? Yet such is the ill-nature of people, that they say her uncle stopped her last week, just as she was step­ping in­to York di­li­gence with her dan­cing-mas­ter.
						

						
								Maria
								I’ll an­swer for’t there are no grounds for the re­port.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Oh, no found­a­tion in the world I dare swear: no more prob­ably than for the story cir­cu­lated last month, of Mrs. Fest­ino’s af­fair with Col­on­el Cas­sino—though, to be sure, that mat­ter was nev­er rightly cleared up.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								The li­cense of in­ven­tion some people take is mon­strous in­deed.
						

						
								Maria
								’Tis so; but in my opin­ion, those who re­port such things are equally culp­able.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								To be sure they are; tale­bear­ers are as bad as the tale-makers—’tis an old ob­ser­va­tion, and a very true one: but what’s to be done, as I said be­fore? how will you pre­vent people from talk­ing? Today, Mrs. Clackitt as­sured me, Mr. and Mrs. Hon­ey­moon were at last be­come mere man and wife, like the rest of their ac­quaint­ance. She like­wise hin­ted that a cer­tain wid­ow, in the next street, had got rid of her dropsy and re­covered her shape in a most sur­pris­ing man­ner. At the same time Miss Tattle, who was by af­firmed, that Lord Buf­falo had dis­covered his lady at a house of no ex­traordin­ary fame; and that Sir Harry Bou­quet and Tom Saunter were to meas­ure swords on a sim­il­ar pro­voca­tion.—But, Lord, do you think I would re­port these things? No, no! tale­bear­ers as I said be­fore, are just as bad as the tale-makers.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ah! Mrs. Cand­our, if every­body had your for­bear­ance and good nature—
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								I con­fess, Mr. Sur­face I can­not bear to hear people at­tacked be­hind their backs; and when ugly cir­cum­stances come out against our ac­quaint­ances I own I al­ways love to think the best.—By the by, I hope ’tis not true that your broth­er is ab­so­lutely ruined?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I am afraid his cir­cum­stances are very bad in­deed, ma’am.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ah! I heard so—but you must tell him to keep up his spir­its: every­body al­most is in the same way: Lord Spindle, Sir Thomas Splint, Cap­tain Quin­ze, and Mr. Nick­it—all up, I hear, with­in this week; so, if Charles is un­done, he’ll find half his ac­quaint­ance ruined too, and that, you know, is a con­sol­a­tion—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Doubt­less, ma’am—a very great one.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Mr. Crab­tree and Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								So, Maria, you see your lov­er pur­sues you: pos­it­ively you shan’t es­cape.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Crab­tree and Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite.
							
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Lady Sneer­well, I kiss your hand. Mrs. Cand­our, I don’t be­lieve you are ac­quain­ted with my neph­ew Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite? Egad, ma’am, He has a pretty wit, and is a pretty poet, too. Isn’t he Lady Sneer­well?
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								O fie, uncle!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Nay egad it’s true; I back him at a re­bus or a charade against the best rhymer in the king­dom.—Has your lady­ship heard the epi­gram he wrote last week on Lady Frizzle’s Feath­er catch­ing fire?—Do, Ben­jamin re­peat it, or the charade you made last night ex­tem­pore at Mrs. Drowzie’s con­ver­sazione. Come now; your first is the name of a fish, your second a great nav­al com­mand­er, and—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Dear Uncle—now—prithee—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								I’ faith, ma’am, ’twould sur­prise you to hear how ready he is at all these things.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								I won­der, Sir Ben­jamin, you nev­er pub­lish any­thing.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								To say truth, ma’am, ’tis very vul­gar to print: and as my little pro­duc­tions are mostly satires and lam­poons on par­tic­u­lar people, I find they cir­cu­late more by giv­ing cop­ies in con­fid­ence to the friends of the parties.—How­ever I have some love ele­gies, which, when fa­voured with this lady’s smile, I mean to give to the pub­lic. Point­ing to Maria.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								To Maria. ’Fore Heav­en, ma’am, they’ll im­mor­tal­ize you!—you will be handed down to pos­ter­ity, like Petrarch’s Laura, or Wall­er’s Sacharissa.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								To Maria. Yes madam, I think you will like them, when you shall see in a beau­ti­ful quarto page, where a neat rivu­let of text shall me­ander through a mead­ow of mar­gin.—’Fore Gad they will be the most el­eg­ant things of their kind!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								But, ladies, that’s true—have you heard the news?
						

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

						
								Crab­tree
								No ma’am that’s not it.—Miss Nicely is go­ing to be mar­ried to her own foot­man.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Im­possible!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Ask Sir Ben­jamin.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								’Tis very true, ma’am: everything is fixed, and the wed­ding liv­ery be­spoke.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Yes—and they do say there were press­ing reas­ons for it.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Why, I have heard some­thing of this be­fore.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								It can’t be—and I won­der any­one should be­lieve such a story of so prudent a Lady as Miss Nicely.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								O Lud! ma’am, that’s the very reas­on ’twas be­lieved at once. She has al­ways been so cau­tious and so re­served, that every­body was sure there was some reas­on for it at bot­tom.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Why, to be sure, a tale of scan­dal is as fatal to the cred­it of a prudent lady of her stamp as a fever is gen­er­ally to those of the strongest con­sti­tu­tions. But there is a sort of puny, sickly repu­ta­tion, that is al­ways ail­ing, yet will out­live the ro­buster char­ac­ters of a hun­dred prudes.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								True, madam, there are va­le­tu­din­ari­ans in repu­ta­tion as well as con­sti­tu­tion, who, be­ing con­scious of their weak part, avoid the least breath of air, and sup­ply their want of stam­ina by care and cir­cum­spec­tion.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Well, but this may be all mis­take. You know, Sir Ben­jamin very tri­fling cir­cum­stances of­ten give rise to the most in­jur­i­ous tales.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								That they do, I’ll be sworn ma’am. Did you ever hear how Miss Piper came to lose her lov­er and her char­ac­ter last sum­mer at Tun­bridge?—Sir Ben­jamin you re­mem­ber it?
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Oh, to be sure!—the most whim­sic­al cir­cum­stance.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								How was it, pray?
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Why, one even­ing at Mrs. Ponto’s as­sembly, the con­ver­sa­tion happened to turn on the breed­ing Nova Sco­tia sheep in this coun­try. Says a young lady in com­pany, “I have known in­stances of it; for Miss Leti­tia Piper, a first cous­in of mine, had a Nova Sco­tia sheep that pro­duced her twins.”—“What!” cries the old Dow­ager Lady Dun­dizzy (who you know is as deaf as a post), “has Miss Piper had twins?”—This mis­take, as you may ima­gine, threw the whole com­pany in­to a fit of laughter. How­ever ’twas the next morn­ing every­where re­por­ted, and in a few days be­lieved by the whole town, that Miss Leti­tia Piper had ac­tu­ally been brought to bed of a fine boy and girl: and in less than a week there were people who could name the fath­er, and the farm­house where the ba­bies were put to nurse.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Strange in­deed!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Mat­ter of fact, I as­sure you—O Lud! Mr. Sur­face pray is it true that your uncle, Sir Oliv­er, is com­ing home?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Not that I know of, in­deed, sir.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								He has been in the East In­dies a long time. You can scarcely re­mem­ber him, I be­lieve—Sad com­fort, whenev­er he re­turns, to hear how your broth­er has gone on!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Charles has been im­prudent, sir to be sure; but I hope no busy people have already pre­ju­diced Sir Oliv­er against him. He may re­form.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								To be sure he may: for my part, I nev­er be­lieved him to be so ut­terly void of prin­ciple as people say; and, though he has lost all his friends, I am told nobody is bet­ter spoken of by the Jews.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								That’s true, egad, neph­ew. If the Old Je­w­ry was a ward, I be­lieve Charles would be an al­der­man: no man more pop­u­lar there, ’fore Gad! I hear he pays as many an­nu­it­ies as the Ir­ish tontine and that whenev­er he’s sick, they have pray­ers for the re­cov­ery of his health in the syn­agogue.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Yet no man lives in great­er splend­our. They tell me, when he en­ter­tains his friends he will sit down to din­ner with a dozen of his own se­cur­it­ies; have a score of trades­men wait­ing in the ante­cham­ber, and an of­ficer be­hind every guest’s chair.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								This may be en­ter­tain­ment to you gen­tle­men but you pay very little re­gard to the feel­ings of a broth­er.
						

						
								Maria
								Aside. Their malice is in­tol­er­able!—Aloud. Lady Sneer­well, I must wish you a good morn­ing: I’m not very well.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Maria.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								O dear! She changes col­our very much!
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Do, Mrs. Cand­our, fol­low her; she may want your as­sist­ance.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								That I will, with all my soul ma’am—Poor dear girl, who knows—what her situ­ation may be!
						

						
								
								
								Exit Mrs. Cand­our.
							
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								’Twas noth­ing but that she could not bear to hear Charles re­flec­ted on, not­with­stand­ing their dif­fer­ence.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								The young lady’s pen­chant is ob­vi­ous.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								But Ben­jamin, you mustn’t give up the pur­suit for that: fol­low her and put her in­to good hu­mour. Re­peat her some of your own verses. Come, I’ll as­sist you.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Mr. Sur­face, I did not mean to hurt you; but de­pend on’t your broth­er is ut­terly un­done.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								O Lud, aye! un­done as ever man was—can’t raise a guinea!—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								And everything sold, I’m told, that was mov­able.—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								I have seen one that was at his house.—Not a thing left but some empty bottles that were over­looked, and the fam­ily pic­tures, which I be­lieve are framed in the wains­cots—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								And I’m very sorry to hear some bad stor­ies against him. Go­ing.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Oh, he has done many mean things, that’s cer­tain!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								But, how­ever, as he is your broth­er—Go­ing.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								We’ll tell you all an­oth­er op­por­tun­ity.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Crab­tree and Sir Ben­jamin.
							
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Ha! ha! ’tis very hard for them to leave a sub­ject they have not quite run down.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								And I be­lieve the ab­use was no more ac­cept­able to your lady­ship than Maria.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								I doubt her af­fec­tions are farther en­gaged than we ima­gine. But the fam­ily are to be here this even­ing, so you may as well dine where you are, and we shall have an op­por­tun­ity of ob­serving farther; in the mean­time, I’ll go and plot mis­chief and you shall study sen­ti­ment.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Sir Peter Teazle’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter Teazle.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								When an old bach­el­or mar­ries a young wife, what is he to ex­pect? ’T is now six months since Lady Teazle made me the hap­pi­est of men—and I have been the most miser­able dog ever since! We tifted a little go­ing to church, and fairly quar­relled be­fore the bells had done ringing. I was more than once nearly choked with gall dur­ing the hon­ey­moon, and had lost all com­fort in life be­fore my friends had done wish­ing me joy. Yet I chose with cau­tion—a girl bred wholly in the coun­try, who nev­er knew lux­ury bey­ond one silk gown, nor dis­sip­a­tion above the an­nu­al gala of a race ball. Yet she now plays her part in all the ex­tra­vag­ant fop­per­ies of fash­ion and the town with as ready a grace as if she nev­er had seen a bush or a grass-plot out of Gros­ven­or Square! I am sneered at by all my ac­quaint­ance, and para­graphed in the news­pa­pers. She dis­sip­ates my for­tune, and con­tra­dicts all my hu­mours; yet the worst of it is, I doubt I love her, or I should nev­er bear all this. How­ever, I’ll nev­er be weak enough to own it.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Row­ley.3
							
						

						
								Row­ley
								Oh! Sir Peter, your ser­vant: how is it with you, sir?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Very bad, Mas­ter Row­ley, very bad. I meet with noth­ing but crosses and vex­a­tions.
						

						
								Row­ley
								What can have happened to trouble you since yes­ter­day?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								A good ques­tion to a mar­ried man!
						

						
								Row­ley
								Nay, I’m sure, Sir Peter, your lady can’t be the cause of your un­eas­i­ness.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Why, has any­body told you she was dead?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Come, come, Sir Peter, you love her, not­with­stand­ing your tem­pers don’t ex­actly agree.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								But the fault is en­tirely hers, Mas­ter Row­ley. I am, my­self, the sweetest-tempered man alive, and hate a teas­ing tem­per; and so I tell her a hun­dred times a day.
						

						
								Row­ley
								In­deed!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay; and what is very ex­traordin­ary, in all our dis­putes she is al­ways in the wrong! But Lady Sneer­well, and the set she meets at her house, en­cour­age the per­verse­ness of her dis­pos­i­tion. — Then, to com­plete my vex­a­tion, Maria, my ward, whom I ought to have the power of a fath­er over, is de­term­ined to turn rebel too, and ab­so­lutely re­fuses the man whom I have long re­solved on for her hus­band; mean­ing, I sup­pose, to be­stow her­self on his prof­lig­ate broth­er.
						

						
								Row­ley
								You know, Sir Peter, I have al­ways taken the liberty to dif­fer with you on the sub­ject of these two young gen­tle­men. I only wish you may not be de­ceived in your opin­ion of the eld­er. For Charles, my life on’t! he will re­trieve his er­rors yet. Their worthy fath­er, once my hon­oured mas­ter, was, at his years, nearly as wild a spark; yet, when he died, he did not leave a more be­ne­vol­ent heart to lament his loss.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								You are wrong, Mas­ter Row­ley. On their fath­er’s death, you know, I ac­ted as a kind of guard­i­an to them both, till their uncle Sir Oliv­er’s lib­er­al­ity gave them an early in­de­pend­ence: of course, no per­son could have more op­por­tun­it­ies of judging of their hearts, and I was nev­er mis­taken in my life. Joseph is in­deed a mod­el of the young men of the age. He is a man of sen­ti­ment, and acts up to the sen­ti­ments he pro­fesses, but, for the oth­er, take my word for ’t, if he had any grain of vir­tue by des­cent, he has dis­sip­ated it with the rest of his in­her­it­ance. Ah! my old friend, Sir Oliv­er, will be deeply mor­ti­fied when he finds how part of his bounty has been mis­ap­plied.
						

						
								Row­ley
								I am sorry to find you so vi­ol­ent against the young man, be­cause this may be the most crit­ic­al peri­od of his for­tune. I came hith­er with news that will sur­prise you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What! let me hear.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Sir Oliv­er is ar­rived, and at this mo­ment in town.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								How! you as­ton­ish me! I thought you did not ex­pect him this month.
						

						
								Row­ley
								I did not; but his pas­sage has been re­mark­ably quick.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Egad, I shall re­joice to see my old friend. ’T is fif­teen years since we met. — We have had many a day to­geth­er:—but does he still en­join us not to in­form his neph­ews of his ar­rival?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Most strictly. He means, be­fore it is known, to make some tri­al of their dis­pos­i­tions.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah! there needs no art to dis­cov­er their mer­its—how­ever he shall have his way; but, pray, does he know I am mar­ried?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Yes, and will soon wish you joy.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What, as we drink health to a friend in a con­sump­tion! Ah! Oliv­er will laugh at me. We used to rail at mat­ri­mony to­geth­er, but he has been steady to his text. — Well, he must be soon at my house, though—I’ll in­stantly give or­ders for his re­cep­tion.—But, Mas­ter Row­ley, don’t drop a word that Lady Teazle and I ever dis­agree.
						

						
								Row­ley
								By no means.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								For I should nev­er be able to stand Noll’s jokes; so I’ll have him think, Lord for­give me! that we are a very happy couple.
						

						
								Row­ley
								I un­der­stand you:—but then you must be very care­ful not to dif­fer while he is in the house with you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Egad, and so we must—and that’s im­possible. Ah! Mas­ter Row­ley, when an old bach­el­or mar­ries a young wife, he de­serves—no—the crime car­ries its pun­ish­ment along with it.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A room in Sir Peter Teazle’s house

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter and Lady Teazle.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Lady Teazle, Lady Teazle, I’ll not bear it!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Sir Peter, Sir Peter, you may bear it or not, as you please; but I ought to have my own way in everything, and what’s more, I will too. What! though I was edu­cated in the coun­try, I know very well that wo­men of fash­ion in Lon­don are ac­count­able to nobody after they are mar­ried.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Very well, ma’am, very well;—so a hus­band is to have no in­flu­ence, no au­thor­ity?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Au­thor­ity! No, to be sure:—if you want au­thor­ity over me, you should have ad­op­ted me, and not mar­ried me: I am sure you were old enough.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Old enough!—ay, there it is. Well, well, Lady Teazle, though my life may be made un­happy by your tem­per, I’ll not be ruined by your ex­tra­vag­ance!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								My ex­tra­vag­ance! I’m sure I’m not more ex­tra­vag­ant than a wo­man of fash­ion ought to be.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, no, madam, you shall throw away no more sums on such un­mean­ing lux­ury. ’Slife! to spend as much to fur­nish your dress­ing-room with flowers in winter as would suf­fice to turn the Pan­theon in­to a green­house, and give a fête champêtre at Christ­mas.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								And am I to blame, Sir Peter, be­cause flowers are dear in cold weath­er? You should find fault with the cli­mate, and not with me. For my part, I’m sure I wish it was spring all the year round, and that roses grew un­der our feet!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oons! madam—if you had been born to this, I shouldn’t won­der at your talk­ing thus; but you for­get what your situ­ation was when I mar­ried you.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No, no, I don’t; ’twas a very dis­agree­able one, or I should nev­er have mar­ried you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, yes, madam, you were then in some­what a hum­bler style—the daugh­ter of a plain coun­try squire. Re­col­lect, Lady Teazle, when I saw you first sit­ting at your tam­bour, in a pretty figured lin­en gown, with a bunch of keys at your side, your hair combed smooth over a roll, and your apart­ment hung round with fruits in worsted, of your own work­ing.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Oh, yes! I re­mem­ber it very well, and a curi­ous life I led. — My daily oc­cu­pa­tion to in­spect the dairy, su­per­in­tend the poultry, make ex­tracts from the fam­ily re­ceipt book, and comb my aunt De­borah’s lap­dog.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, yes, ma’am, ’twas so in­deed.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								And then you know, my even­ing amuse­ments! To draw pat­terns for ruffles, which I had not ma­ter­i­als to make up; to play Pope Joan with the cur­ate; to read a ser­mon to my aunt; or to be stuck down to an old spin­et to strum my fath­er to sleep after a fox-chase.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I am glad you have so good a memory. Yes, madam, these were the re­cre­ations I took you from; but now you must have your coach—vis-à-vis—and three powdered foot­men be­fore your chair;4 and, in the sum­mer, a pair of white cats to draw you to Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens. No re­col­lec­tion, I sup­pose, when you were con­tent to ride double, be­hind the but­ler, on a docked coach-horse.5
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No—I swear I nev­er did that: I deny the but­ler and the coach-horse.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								This, madam, was your situ­ation; and what have I done for you? I have made you a wo­man of fash­ion, of for­tune, of rank—in short, I have made you my wife.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Well, then, and there is but one thing more you can make me to add to the ob­lig­a­tion, that is—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								My wid­ow, I sup­pose?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Hem! hem!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I thank you, madam—but don’t flat­ter your­self; for, though your ill con­duct may dis­turb my peace of mind, it shall nev­er break my heart, I prom­ise you: how­ever, I am equally ob­liged to you for the hint.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Then why will you en­deav­our to make your­self so dis­agree­able to me, and thwart me in every little el­eg­ant ex­pense?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								’Slife, madam, I say, had you any of these little el­eg­ant ex­penses when you mar­ried me?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Lud, Sir Peter! would you have me be out of the fash­ion?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								The fash­ion, in­deed! what had you to do with the fash­ion be­fore you mar­ried me?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								For my part, I should think you would like to have your wife thought a wo­man of taste.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay—there again—taste! Zounds! madam, you had no taste when you mar­ried me!6
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								That’s very true, in­deed, Sir Peter! and after hav­ing mar­ried you, I should nev­er pre­tend to taste again, I al­low. But now, Sir Peter, since we have fin­ished our daily jangle, I pre­sume I may go to my en­gage­ment at Lady Sneer­well’s.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, there’s an­oth­er pre­cious cir­cum­stance—a charm­ing set of ac­quaint­ance you have made there!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Nay, Sir Peter, they are all people of rank and for­tune, and re­mark­able ten­a­cious of repu­ta­tion.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, egad, they are ten­a­cious of repu­ta­tion with a ven­geance; for they don’t choose any­body should have a char­ac­ter but them­selves! Such a crew! Ah! many a wretch has rid on a hurdle who has done less mis­chief than these ut­ter­ers of forged tales, coin­ers of scan­dal, and clip­pers of repu­ta­tion.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								What, would you re­strain the free­dom of speech?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah! they have made you just as bad as any­one of the so­ci­ety.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Why, I be­lieve I do bear a part with a tol­er­able grace.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Grace in­deed!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								But I vow I bear no malice against the people I ab­use. — When I say an ill-natured thing, ’tis out of pure good hu­mour; and I take it for gran­ted they deal ex­actly in the same man­ner with me. But, Sir Peter, you know you prom­ised to come to Lady Sneer­well’s too.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, well, I’ll call in, just to look after my own char­ac­ter.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Then, in­deed, you must make haste after me, or you’ll be too late. So good­bye to ye.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Lady Teazle.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								So—I have gained much by my in­ten­ded ex­pos­tu­la­tion! Yet with what a charm­ing air she con­tra­dicts everything I say, and how pleas­ingly she shows her con­tempt for my au­thor­ity! Well, though I can’t make her love me, there is great sat­is­fac­tion in quar­rel­ling with her; and I think she nev­er ap­pears to such ad­vant­age as when she is do­ing everything in her power to plague me.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Lady Sneer­well’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Lady Sneer­well, Mrs. Cand­our, Crab­tree, Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite, and Joseph Sur­face, dis­covered.
							
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Nay, pos­it­ively, we will hear it.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yes, yes, the epi­gram, by all means.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								O plague on’t, uncle! ’tis mere non­sense.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								No, no; ’fore Gad, very clev­er for an ex­tem­pore!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								
								But, ladies, you should be ac­quain­ted with the cir­cum­stance. You must know that one day last week, as Lady Betty Cur­ricle was tak­ing the dust in Hyde Park, in a sort of duo­decimo phaeton, she de­sired me to write some verses on her ponies; upon which, I took out my pock­et­book, and in one mo­ment pro­duced the fol­low­ing:—

								
									
										Sure nev­er was seen two such beau­ti­ful ponies;
										

										Oth­er horses are clowns, but these ma­car­on­ies:
										

										To give them this title I’m sure can’t be wrong,
										

										Their legs are so slim and their tails are so long.7
									

								

							
						

						
								Crab­tree
								There, ladies, done in the smack of a whip, and on horse­back too.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								A very Phoe­bus, moun­ted—in­deed, Sir Ben­jamin!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Oh dear, sir! trifles—trifles.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Teazle and Maria.
							
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								I must have a copy.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Lady Teazle, I hope we shall see Sir Peter?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I be­lieve he’ll wait on your lady­ship presently.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Maria, my love, you look grave. Come, you shall sit down to pi­quet with Mr. Sur­face.
						

						
								Maria
								I take very little pleas­ure in cards—how­ever, I’ll do as your lady­ship pleases.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I am sur­prised Mr. Sur­face should sit down with her; I thought he would have em­braced this op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to me be­fore Sir Peter came. Aside.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Now, I’ll die; but you are so scan­dal­ous, I’ll for­swear your so­ci­ety.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								What’s the mat­ter, Mrs. Cand­our?
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								They’ll not al­low our friend Miss Ver­mil­lion to be hand­some.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Oh, surely she is a pretty wo­man.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								I am very glad you think so, ma’am.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								She has a charm­ing fresh col­our.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Yes, when it is fresh put on.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								O, fie! I’ll swear her col­our is nat­ur­al: I have seen it come and go!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I dare swear you have, ma’am: it goes off at night, and comes again in the morn­ing.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								True, ma’am, it not only comes and goes; but, what’s more, egad, her maid can fetch and carry it!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ha! ha! ha! how I hate to hear you talk so! But surely, now, her sis­ter is, or was, very hand­some.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Who? Mrs. Ever­green? O Lord! she’s six-and-fifty if she’s an hour!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Now pos­it­ively you wrong her; fifty-two or fifty-three is the ut­most—and I don’t think she looks more.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Ah! there’s no judging by her looks, un­less one could see her face.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Well, well, if Mrs. Ever­green does take some pains to re­pair the rav­ages of time, you must al­low she ef­fects it with great in­genu­ity; and surely that’s bet­ter than the care­less man­ner in which the wid­ow Ochre caulks her wrinkles.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Nay, now, Lady Sneer­well, you are severe upon the wid­ow. Come, come, ’tis not that she paints so ill—but, when she has fin­ished her face, she joins it on so badly to her neck, that she looks like a men­ded statue, in which the con­nois­seur may see at once that the head is mod­ern, though the trunk’s an­tique.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Ha! ha! ha! Well said, neph­ew.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ha! ha! ha! Well, you make me laugh; but I vow I hate you for it. — What do you think of Miss Sim­per?
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Why, she has very pretty teeth.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Yes; and on that ac­count, when she is neither speak­ing nor laugh­ing (which very sel­dom hap­pens), she nev­er ab­so­lutely shuts her mouth, but leaves it al­ways on ajar, as it were—thus. Shows her teeth.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								How can you be so ill-natured?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Nay, I al­low even that’s bet­ter than the pains Mrs. Prim takes to con­ceal her losses in front. She draws her mouth till it pos­it­ively re­sembles the aper­ture of a poor’s-box, and all her words ap­pear to slide out edge­wise, as it were—thus: How do you do, madam? Yes, madam. Mim­ics.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Very well, Lady Teazle; I see you can be a little severe.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								In de­fence of a friend it is but justice. — But here comes Sir Peter to spoil our pleas­antry.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter Teazle.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ladies, your most obed­i­ent. —Aside. Mercy on me, here is the whole set! a char­ac­ter dead at every word, I sup­pose.8
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								I am re­joiced you are come, Sir Peter. They have been so cen­sori­ous—and Lady Teazle as bad as any­one.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								That must be very dis­tress­ing to you, in­deed, Mrs. Cand­our.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Oh, they will al­low good qual­it­ies to nobody; not even good nature to our friend, Mrs. Pursy.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								What, the fat dow­ager who was at Mrs. Quad­rille’s last night?
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Nay, her bulk is her mis­for­tune; and, when she takes so much pains to get rid of it, you ought not to re­flect on her.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								That’s very true, in­deed.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Yes, I know she al­most lives on acids and small whey; laces her­self by pul­leys; and of­ten, in the hot­test noon in sum­mer, you may see her on a little squat pony, with her hair plaited up like a drum­mer’s and puff­ing round the Ring on a full trot.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								I thank you, Lady Teazle, for de­fend­ing her.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, a good de­fence, truly.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Truly, Lady Teazle is as cen­sori­ous as Miss Sal­low.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Yes, and she is a curi­ous be­ing to pre­tend to be cen­sori­ous—an awk­ward gawky, without any one good point un­der heav­en.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Pos­it­ively you shall not be so very severe. Miss Sal­low is a near re­la­tion of mine by mar­riage, and, as for her per­son, great al­low­ance is to be made; for, let me tell you, a wo­man la­bours un­der many dis­ad­vant­ages who tries to pass for a girl of six-and-thirty.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Though, surely, she is hand­some still—and for the weak­ness in her eyes, con­sid­er­ing how much she reads by candle­light, it is not to be wondered at.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								True, and then as to her man­ner; upon my word, I think it is par­tic­u­larly grace­ful, con­sid­er­ing she nev­er had the least edu­ca­tion: for you know her moth­er was a Welsh mil­liner, and her fath­er a sug­ar-baker at Bris­tol.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Ah! you are both of you too good-natured!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, damned good-natured! This their own re­la­tion! mercy on me! Aside.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								For my part, I own I can­not bear to hear a friend ill spoken of.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, to be sure!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Oh! you are of a mor­al turn. Mrs. Cand­our and I can sit for an hour and hear Lady Stucco talk sen­ti­ment.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Nay, I vow Lady Stucco is very well with the dessert after din­ner; for she’s just like the French fruit one cracks for mot­toes—made up of paint and pro­verb.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Well, I will nev­er join in ri­dicul­ing a friend; and so I con­stantly tell my cous­in Ogle, and you all know what pre­ten­sions she has to be crit­ic­al on beauty.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Oh, to be sure! she has her­self the oddest coun­ten­ance that ever was seen; ’tis a col­lec­tion of fea­tures from all the dif­fer­ent coun­tries of the globe.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								So she has, in­deed—an Ir­ish front—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Cale­do­ni­an locks—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Dutch nose—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Aus­tri­an lips—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Com­plex­ion of a Span­iard—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								And teeth à la Chinoise—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								In short, her face re­sembles a table d’hôte at Spa—where no two guests are of a na­tion—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Or a con­gress at the close of a gen­er­al war—wherein all the mem­bers, even to her eyes, ap­pear to have a dif­fer­ent in­terest, and her nose and chin are the only parties likely to join is­sue.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Mercy on my life!—a per­son they dine with twice a week! Aside.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Go, go; you are a couple of pro­vok­ing toads.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Nay, but I vow you shall not carry the laugh off so—for give me leave to say that Mrs. Ogle—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Madam, madam, I beg your par­don—there’s no stop­ping these good gen­tle­men’s tongues. But when I tell you, Mrs. Cand­our, that the lady they are ab­us­ing is a par­tic­u­lar friend of mine, I hope you’ll not take her part.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Ha! ha! ha! well said, Sir Peter! but you are a cruel creature—too phleg­mat­ic your­self for a jest, and too peev­ish to al­low wit in oth­ers.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah, madam, true wit is more nearly al­lied to good-nature than your lady­ship is aware of.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								True, Sir Peter: I be­lieve they are so near akin that they can nev­er be united.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Or rather, madam, sup­pose them man and wife, be­cause one sel­dom sees them to­geth­er.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								But Sir Peter is such an en­emy to scan­dal, I be­lieve he would have it put down by par­lia­ment.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								’Fore heav­en, madam, if they were to con­sider the sport­ing with repu­ta­tion of as much im­port­ance as poach­ing on man­ors, and pass an act for the pre­ser­va­tion of fame, as well as game, I be­lieve many would thank them for the bill.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								O Lud! Sir Peter; would you de­prive us of our priv­ileges?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, madam, and then no per­son should be per­mit­ted to kill char­ac­ters and run down repu­ta­tions, but qual­i­fied old maids and dis­ap­poin­ted wid­ows.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Go, you mon­ster!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								But, surely, you would not be quite so severe on those who only re­port what they hear?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, madam, I would have law mer­chant for them too;9 and in all cases of slander cur­rency, whenev­er the draw­er of the lie was not to be found, the in­jured party should have a right to come on any of the en­dors­ers.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Well, for my part, I be­lieve there nev­er was a scan­dal­ous tale without some found­a­tion.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, nine out of ten of the ma­li­cious in­ven­tions are foun­ded on some ri­dicu­lous mis­rep­res­ent­a­tion.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Come, ladies, shall we sit down to cards in the next room?
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ser­vant, who whis­pers Sir Peter.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I’ll be with them dir­ectly.—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								I’ll get away un­per­ceived. Aside.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Sir Peter, you are not go­ing to leave us?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Your lady­ship must ex­cuse me; I’m called away by par­tic­u­lar busi­ness. But I leave my char­ac­ter be­hind me.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir Peter.
							
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Well—cer­tainly Lady Teazle, that lord of yours is a strange be­ing: I could tell you some stor­ies of him would make you laugh heart­ily if he were not your hus­band.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Oh, pray don’t mind that; come, do let’s hear them.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt all but Joseph Sur­face and Maria.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Maria, I see you have no sat­is­fac­tion in this so­ci­ety.
						

						
								Maria
								How is it pos­sible I should?—If to raise ma­li­cious smiles at the in­firm­it­ies or mis­for­tunes of those who have nev­er in­jured us be the province of wit or hu­mour, Heav­en grant me a double por­tion of dull­ness!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yet they ap­pear more ill-natured than they are; they have no malice at heart.
						

						
								Maria
								Then is their con­duct still more con­tempt­ible; for, in my opin­ion, noth­ing could ex­cuse the in­tem­per­ance of their tongues but a nat­ur­al and un­con­trol­lable bit­ter­ness of mind.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Un­doubtedly, madam; and it has al­ways been a sen­ti­ment of mine, that to propag­ate a ma­li­cious truth wan­tonly is more despic­able than to falsi­fy from re­venge. But can you, Maria, feel thus for oth­ers, and be un­kind to me alone? Is hope to be denied the tenderest pas­sion?
						

						
								Maria
								Why will you dis­tress me by re­new­ing this sub­ject?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ah, Maria! you would not treat me thus, and op­pose your guard­i­an, St. Peter’s will, but that I see that prof­lig­ate Charles is still a fa­voured rival!
						

						
								Maria
								Un­gen­er­ously urged! But, whatever my sen­ti­ments are for that un­for­tu­nate young man, be as­sured I shall not feel more bound to give him up, be­cause his dis­tresses have lost him the re­gard even of a broth­er.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Nay, but, Maria, do not leave me with a frown: by all that’s hon­est, I swear—Kneels.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Lady Teazle be­hind.
							
						

						
								
								Aside. Gad’s life, here’s Lady Teazle. — Aloud to Maria. You must not—no, you shall not—for, though I have the greatest re­gard for Lady Teazle—
						

						
								Maria
								Lady Teazle!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yet were Sir Peter to sus­pect—
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Com­ing for­ward. What is this, pray? Does he take her for me?—Child, you are wanted in the next room. —
						

						
								
								
								Exit Maria.
							
						

						
								
								What is all this, pray?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, the most un­lucky cir­cum­stance in nature! Maria has some­how sus­pec­ted the tender con­cern I have for your hap­pi­ness, and threatened to ac­quaint Sir Peter with her sus­pi­cions, and I was just en­deav­our­ing to reas­on with her when you came in.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								In­deed! but you seemed to ad­opt a very tender mode of reas­on­ing—do you usu­ally ar­gue on your knees?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, she’s a child, and I thought a little bom­bast—But, Lady Teazle, when are you to give me your judg­ment on my lib­rary, as you prom­ised?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No, no; I be­gin to think it would be im­prudent, and you know I ad­mit you as a lov­er no farther than fash­ion re­quires.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								True—a mere Pla­ton­ic cicisbeo—what every wife is en­titled to.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Cer­tainly, one must not be out of the fash­ion. — How­ever, I have so many of my coun­try pre­ju­dices left, that, though Sir Peter’s ill-hu­mour may vex me ever so, it nev­er shall pro­voke me to—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								The only re­venge in your power. — Well, I ap­plaud your mod­er­a­tion.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Go—you are an in­sinu­at­ing wretch! But we shall be missed—let us join the com­pany.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								But we had best not re­turn to­geth­er.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Well, don’t stay; for Maria shan’t come to hear any more of your reas­on­ing, I prom­ise you.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								A curi­ous di­lemma, truly, my polit­ics have run me in­to! I wanted, at first, only to in­gra­ti­ate my­self with Lady Teazle, that she might not be my en­emy with Maria; and I have, I don’t know how, be­come her ser­i­ous lov­er. Sin­cerely I be­gin to wish I had nev­er made such a point of gain­ing so very good a char­ac­ter, for it has led me in­to so many cursed roguer­ies that I doubt I shall be ex­posed at last.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A room in Sir Peter Teazle’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Oliv­er Sur­face and Row­ley.
							
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ha! ha! ha! so my old friend is mar­ried, hey?—a young wife out of the coun­try. Ha! ha! ha! that he should have stood bluff to old bach­el­or so long, and sink in­to a hus­band at last!
						

						
								Row­ley
								But you must not rally him on the sub­ject, Sir Oliv­er; ’tis a tender point. I as­sure you, though he has been mar­ried only sev­en months.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Then he has been just half a year on the stool of re­pent­ance!—Poor Peter! But you say he has en­tirely giv­en up Charles—nev­er sees him, hey?
						

						
								Row­ley
								His pre­ju­dice against him is as­ton­ish­ing, and I am sure greatly in­creased by a jeal­ousy of him with Lady Teazle, which he has in­dus­tri­ously been led in­to by a scan­dal­ous so­ci­ety in the neigh­bour­hood, who have con­trib­uted not a little to Charles’s ill name. Where­as, the truth is, I be­lieve, if the lady is par­tial to either of them, his broth­er is the fa­vour­ite.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ay, I know there is a set of ma­li­cious, prat­ing, prudent gos­sips, both male and fe­male, who murder char­ac­ters to kill time, and will rob a young fel­low of his good name be­fore he has years to know the value of it. — But I am not to be pre­ju­diced against my neph­ew by such, I prom­ise you!—No, no; if Charles has done noth­ing false or mean, I shall com­pound for his ex­tra­vag­ance.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Then, my life on’t, you will re­claim him.—Ah, sir, it gives me new life to find that your heart is not turned against him, and that the son of my good old mas­ter has one friend, how­ever, left.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								What! shall I for­get, Mas­ter Row­ley, when I was at his years my­self? Egad, my broth­er and I were neither of us very prudent youths; and yet, I be­lieve, you have not seen many bet­ter men than your old mas­ter was?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Sir, ’tis this re­flec­tion gives me as­sur­ance that Charles may yet be a cred­it to his fam­ily. — But here comes Sir Peter!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Egad, so he does! Mercy on me! he’s greatly altered, and seems to have a settled mar­ried look! One may read hus­band in his face at this dis­tance!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter Teazle.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ha! Sir Oliv­er—my old friend! Wel­come to Eng­land a thou­sand times!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter! and i’ faith I am glad to find you well, be­lieve me!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh! is a long time since we met—fif­teen years, I doubt, Sir Oliv­er, and many a cross ac­ci­dent in the time.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ay, I have had my share. But, what! I find you are mar­ried, hey, my old boy? Well, well, it can’t be helped; and so—I wish you joy with all my heart!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Thank you, thank you, Sir Oliv­er. — Yes, I have entered in­to—the happy state;—but we’ll not talk of that now.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								True, true, Sir Peter; old friends should not be­gin on griev­ances at first meet­ing. No, no no—
						

						
								Row­ley
								Aside to Sir Oliv­er. Take care, pray, sir.—
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, so one of my neph­ews is a wild rogue, hey?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Wild! Ah! my old friend, I grieve for your dis­ap­point­ment there; he’s a lost young man, in­deed. How­ever, his broth­er will make you amends; Joseph is, in­deed, what a youth should be—every­body in the world speaks well of him.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I am sorry to hear it—he has too good a char­ac­ter to be an hon­est fel­low. Every­body speaks well of him! Pshaw! then he has bowed as low to knaves and fools as to the hon­est dig­nity of geni­us and vir­tue.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What, Sir Oliv­er! do you blame him for not mak­ing en­emies?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, if he has mer­it enough to de­serve them.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, well, you’ll be con­vinced when you know him. ’T is edi­fic­a­tion to hear him con­verse; he pro­fesses the noblest sen­ti­ments.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, plague of his sen­ti­ments! If he sa­lutes me with a scrap of mor­al­ity in his mouth, I shall be sick dir­ectly. But, how­ever, don’t mis­take me, Sir Peter; I don’t mean to de­fend Charles’s er­rors: but, be­fore I form my judg­ment of either of them, I in­tend to make a tri­al of their hearts; and my friend Row­ley and I have planned some­thing for the pur­pose.
						

						
								Row­ley
								And Sir Peter shall own for once he has been mis­taken.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, my life on Joseph’s hon­our!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well—come, give us a bottle of good wine, and we’ll drink the lads’ health, and tell you our scheme.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Al­lons, then!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								And don’t, Sir Peter, be so severe against your old friend’s son. Odds my life! I am not sorry that he has run out of the course a little: for my part, I hate to see prudence cling­ing to the green suck­ers of youth; ’tis like ivy round a sap­ling, and spoils the growth of the tree.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A room in Sir Peter Teazle’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter Teazle, Sir Oliv­er Sur­face, and Row­ley.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, then we will see this fel­low first, and have our wine af­ter­wards. — But how is this, Mas­ter Row­ley? I don’t see the jet of your scheme.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Why, sir, this Mr. Stan­ley, whom I was speak­ing of, is nearly re­lated to them by their moth­er. He was once a mer­chant in Dub­lin, but has been ruined by a series of un­deserved mis­for­tunes. He has ap­plied, by let­ter, both to Mr. Sur­face and Charles: from the former he has re­ceived noth­ing but evas­ive prom­ises of fu­ture ser­vice, while Charles has done all that his ex­tra­v­agence has left him power to do; and he is, at this time, en­deav­our­ing to raise a sum of money, part of which, in the midst of his own dis­tresses, I know he in­tends for the ser­vice of poor Stan­ley.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ah! he is my broth­er’s son.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, but how is Sir Oliv­er per­son­ally to—
						

						
								Row­ley
								
								Why, sir, I will in­form Charles and his broth­er, that Stan­ley has ob­tained per­mis­sion to ap­ply per­son­ally to his friends; and, as they have neither of them ever seen him, let Sir Oliv­er as­sume his char­ac­ter, and he will have a fair op­por­tun­ity of judging, at least, of the be­ne­vol­ence of their dis­pos­i­tions: and be­lieve me, sir, you will find in the young­est broth­er one who, in the midst of folly and dis­sip­a­tion, has still as our im­mor­tal bard ex­presses it—

								
									
										“a heart to pity, and a hand,
										

										Open as day, for melt­ing char­ity.”
									

								

							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Pshaw! What sig­ni­fies his hav­ing an open hand or purse either, when he has noth­ing left to give? Well, well—make the tri­al, if you please. But where is the fel­low whom you brought for Sir Oliv­er to ex­am­ine, re­l­at­ive to Charles’s af­fairs?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Be­low, wait­ing his com­mands, and no one can give him bet­ter in­tel­li­gence. — This, Sir Oliv­er, is a friendly Jew, who, to do him justice, has done everything in his power to bring your neph­ew to a prop­er sense of his ex­tra­vag­ance.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Pray let us have him in.
						

						
								Row­ley
								De­sire Mr. Moses to walk up­stairs. Apart to Ser­vant.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								But, pray, why should you sup­pose he will speak the truth?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Oh, I have con­vinced him that he has no chance of re­cov­er­ing cer­tain sums ad­vanced to Charles but through the bounty of Sir Oliv­er, who he knows is ar­rived; so that you may de­pend on his fi­del­ity to his own in­terests. I have also an­oth­er evid­ence in my power, one Snake, whom I have de­tec­ted in a mat­ter little short of for­gery, and shall shortly pro­duce to re­move some of your pre­ju­dices, Sir Peter, re­l­at­ive to Charles and Lady Teazle.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I have heard too much on that sub­ject.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Here comes the hon­est Is­rael­ite. —
						

						
								
								
								Enter Moses.
							
						

						
								
								—This is Sir Oliv­er.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Sir, I un­der­stand you have lately had great deal­ings with my neph­ew Charles.
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, Sir Oliv­er, I have done all I could for him; but he was ruined be­fore he came to me for as­sist­ance.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								That was un­lucky, truly; for you have had no op­por­tun­ity of show­ing your tal­ents.
						

						
								Moses
								None at all; I hadn’t the pleas­ure of know­ing his dis­tresses till he was some thou­sands worse than noth­ing.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Un­for­tu­nate, in­deed!—But I sup­pose you have done all in your power for him, hon­est Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, he knows that. — This very even­ing I was to have brought him a gen­tle­man from the city, who does not know him, and will, I be­lieve, ad­vance him some money.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What—one Charles has nev­er had money from be­fore?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, Mr. Premi­um, of Crutched Fri­ars, formerly a broker.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Egad, Sir Oliv­er, a thought strikes me!—Charles, you say, does not know Mr. Premi­um?
						

						
								Moses
								Not at all.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Now then, Sir Oliv­er, you may have a bet­ter op­por­tun­ity of sat­is­fy­ing your­self than by an old ro­man­cing tale of a poor re­la­tion! go with my friend Moses, and rep­res­ent Premi­um, and then, I’ll an­swer for it, you’ll see your neph­ew in all his glory.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Egad, I like this idea bet­ter than the oth­er, and I may vis­it Joseph af­ter­wards as old Stan­ley.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								True—so you may.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Well, this is tak­ing Charles rather at a dis­ad­vant­age, to be sure. How­ever, Moses, you un­der­stand Sir Peter, and will be faith­ful?
						

						
								Moses
								You may de­pend upon me. — Looks at his watch. This is near the time I was to have gone.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I’ll ac­com­pany you as soon as you please, Moses—But hold! I have for­got one thing—how the plague shall I be able to pass for a Jew?
						

						
								Moses
								There’s no need—the prin­cip­al is Chris­ti­an.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Is he? I’m very sorry to hear it. But, then again, an’t I rather too smartly dressed to look like a moneylender?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Not at all: ’t would not be out of char­ac­ter, if you went in your own car­riage—would it, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Not in the least.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, but how must I talk? there’s cer­tainly some cant of usury and mode of treat­ing that I ought to know.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, there’s not much to learn. The great point, as I take it, is to be ex­or­bit­ant enough in your de­mands. Hey, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, that’s a very great point.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I’ll an­swer for ’t I’ll not be want­ing in that. I’ll ask him eight or ten per­cent on the loan, at least.
						

						
								Moses
								If you ask him no more than that, you’ll be dis­covered im­me­di­ately.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Hey!—what the plague—how much then?
						

						
								Moses
								That de­pends upon the cir­cum­stances. If he ap­pears not very anxious for the sup­ply, you should re­quire only forty or fifty per­cent; but if you find him in great dis­tress, and want the moneys very bad, you may ask double.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								A good hon­est trade you’re learn­ing, Sir Oliv­er!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Truly, I think so—and not un­prof­it­able.
						

						
								Moses
								Then, you know, you haven’t the moneys your­self, but are forced to bor­row them for him of a friend.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh! I bor­row it of a friend, do I?
						

						
								Moses
								And your friend is an un­con­scion­able dog: but you can’t help that.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								My friend an un­con­scion­able dog, is he?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, and he him­self has not the moneys by him, but is forced to sell stock at a great loss.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								He is forced to sell stock at a great loss, is he? Well, that’s very kind of him.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I’faith, Sir Oliv­er—Mr. Premi­um, I mean—you’ll soon be mas­ter of the trade. But, Moses! would not you have him run out a little against the An­nu­ity Bill?10 That would be in char­ac­ter, I should think.
						

						
								Moses
								Very much.
						

						
								Row­ley
								And lament that a young man now must be at years of dis­cre­tion be­fore he is suffered to ru­in him­self.
						

						
								Moses
								Ay, great pity.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And ab­use the pub­lic for al­low­ing mer­it to an act whose only ob­ject is to snatch mis­for­tune and im­prudence from the ra­pa­cious grip of usury, and give the minor a chance of in­her­it­ing his es­tate without be­ing un­done by com­ing in­to pos­ses­sion.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								So, so—Moses shall give me farther in­struc­tions as we go to­geth­er.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								You will not have much time, for your neph­ew lives hard by.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, nev­er fear! my tu­tor ap­pears so able, that though Charles lived in the next street, it must be my own fault if I am not a com­plete rogue be­fore I turn the corner.
						

						
								
								
								Exit with Moses.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								So, now, I think Sir Oliv­er will be con­vinced: you are par­tial, Row­ley, and would have pre­pared Charles for the oth­er plot.
						

						
								Row­ley
								No, upon my word, Sir Peter.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, go bring me this Snake, and I’ll hear what he has to say presently. — I see Maria, and want to speak with her. —
						

						
								
								
								Exit Row­ley.
							
						

						
								
								I should be glad to be con­vinced my sus­pi­cions of Lady Teazle and Charles were un­just. I have nev­er yet opened my mind on this sub­ject to my friend Joseph—I am de­term­ined I will do it—he will give me his opin­ion sin­cerely.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Maria.
							
						

						
								
								So, child, has Mr. Sur­face re­turned with you?
						

						
								Maria
								No, sir; he was en­gaged.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, Maria, do you not re­flect, the more you con­verse with that ami­able young man, what re­turn his par­ti­al­ity for you de­serves?
						

						
								Maria
								In­deed, Sir Peter, your fre­quent im­por­tun­ity on this sub­ject dis­tresses me ex­tremely—you com­pel me to de­clare that I know no man who has ever paid me a par­tic­u­lar at­ten­tion whom I would not prefer to Mr. Sur­face.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								So—here’s per­verse­ness!—No, no, Maria, ’tis Charles only whom you would prefer. ’T is evid­ent his vices and fol­lies have won your heart.
						

						
								Maria
								This is un­kind, sir. You know I have obeyed you in neither see­ing nor cor­res­pond­ing with him: I have heard enough to con­vince me that he is un­worthy my re­gard. Yet I can­not think it culp­able, if, while my un­der­stand­ing severely con­demns his vices, my heart sug­gests some pity for his dis­tresses.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, well, pity him as much as you please; but give your heart and hand to a wor­thi­er ob­ject.
						

						
								Maria
								Nev­er to his broth­er!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Go, per­verse and ob­stin­ate! But take care, madam; you have nev­er yet known what the au­thor­ity of a guard­i­an is: don’t com­pel me to in­form you of it.
						

						
								Maria
								I can only say you shall not have just reas­on. ’T is true, by my fath­er’s will, I am for a short peri­od bound to re­gard you as his sub­sti­tute; but must cease to think you so, when you would com­pel me to be miser­able.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Maria.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Was ever man so crossed as I am? everything con­spir­ing to fret me! I had not been in­volved in mat­ri­mony a fort­night, be­fore her fath­er, a hale and hearty man, died, on pur­pose, I be­lieve, for the pleas­ure of plaguing me with the care of his daugh­ter. — Lady Teazle sings without. But here comes my help­mate! She ap­pears in great good hu­mour. How happy I should be if I could tease her in­to lov­ing me, though but a little!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Teazle.
							
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Lud! Sir Peter, I hope you haven’t been quar­rel­ling Maria? It is not us­ing me well to be ill-hu­moured when I am not by.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah, Lady Teazle, you might have the power to make me good-hu­moured at all times.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I am sure I wish I had; for I want you to be in a charm­ing sweet tem­per at this mo­ment. Do be good-hu­moured now, and let me have two hun­dred pounds, will you?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Two hun­dred pounds; what, an’t I to be in a good hu­mour without pay­ing for it! But speak to me thus, and i’ faith there’s noth­ing I could re­fuse you. You shall have it; but seal me a bond for the re­pay­ment.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Oh, no—there—my note of hand will do as well. Of­fer­ing her hand.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And you shall no longer re­proach me with not giv­ing you an in­de­pend­ent set­tle­ment. I mean shortly to sur­prise you:—but shall we al­ways live thus, hey?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								If you please. I’m sure I don’t care how soon we leave off quar­rel­ling, provided you’ll own you were tired first.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well—then let our fu­ture con­test be, who shall be most ob­li­ging.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I as­sure you, Sir Peter, good nature be­comes you. You look now as you did be­fore we were mar­ried, when you used to walk with me un­der the elms, and tell me stor­ies of what a gal­lant you were in your youth, and chuck me un­der the chin, you would; and ask me if I thought I could love an old fel­low who would deny me noth­ing—didn’t you?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, yes, and you were as kind and at­tent­ive—
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Ay, so I was, and would al­ways take your part, when my ac­quaint­ance used to ab­use you, and turn you in­to ri­dicule.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								In­deed!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Ay, and when my cous­in Sophy has called you a stiff, peev­ish old bach­el­or, and laughed at me for think­ing of mar­ry­ing one who might be my fath­er, I have al­ways de­fen­ded you—and said, I didn’t think you so ugly by any means.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Thank you.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								And I dared say you’d make a very good sort of a hus­band.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And you proph­esied right; and we shall now be the hap­pi­est couple—
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								And nev­er dif­fer again?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, nev­er!11—though at the same time, in­deed, my dear Lady Teazle, you must watch your tem­per very ser­i­ously; for in all our little quar­rels, my dear, if you re­col­lect, my love, you al­ways began first.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I beg your par­don, my dear Sir Peter: in­deed you al­ways gave the pro­voca­tion.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Now see, my an­gel! take care—con­tra­dict­ing isn’t the way to keep friends.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Then don’t you be­gin it, my love!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								There, now! you—you are go­ing on. You don’t per­ceive, my life, that you are just do­ing the very thing which you know al­ways makes me angry.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Nay, you know if you will be angry without any reas­on, my dear—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								There! now you want to quar­rel again.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No, I’m sure I don’t: but if you will be so peev­ish—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								There now! who be­gins first?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Why, you, to be sure. I said noth­ing—but there’s no bear­ing your tem­per.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, no, madam: the fault’s in your own tem­per.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Ay, you are just what my cous­in Sophy said you would be.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Your cous­in Sophy is a for­ward, im­per­tin­ent gipsy.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								You are a great bear, I’m sure, to ab­use my re­la­tions.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Now may all the plagues of mar­riage be doubled on me, if ever I try to be friends with you any more!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								So much the bet­ter.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, no, madam: ’tis evid­ent you nev­er cared a pin for me, and I was a mad­man to marry you—a pert, rur­al coquette, that had re­fused half the hon­est ’squires in the neigh­bour­hood!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								And I am sure I was a fool to marry you—an old dangling bach­el­or, who was single at fifty, only be­cause he nev­er could meet with any­one who would have him.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, ay, madam; but you were pleased enough to listen to me: you nev­er had such an of­fer be­fore.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No! didn’t I re­fuse Sir Tivy Ter­ri­er, who every­body said would have been a bet­ter match? for his es­tate is just as good as yours, and he has broke his neck since we have been mar­ried.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I have done with you, madam! You are an un­feel­ing, un­grate­ful—but there’s an end of everything. I be­lieve you cap­able of everything that is bad. Yes, madam, I now be­lieve the re­ports re­l­at­ive to you and Charles, madam. Yes, madam, you and Charles are—not without grounds—
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Take care, Sir Peter! you had bet­ter not in­sinu­ate any such thing! I’ll not be sus­pec­ted without cause, I prom­ise you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Very well, madam! very well! A sep­ar­ate main­ten­ance as soon as you please. Yes, madam, or a di­vorce! I’ll make an ex­ample of my­self for the be­ne­fit of all old bach­el­ors. Let us sep­ar­ate, madam.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Agreed! agreed! And now, my dear Sir Peter, we are of a mind once more, we may be the hap­pi­est couple, and nev­er dif­fer again, you know: ha! ha! ha! Well, you are go­ing to be in a pas­sion, I see, and I shall only in­ter­rupt you—so, by! by!
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Plagues and tor­tures! Can’t I make her angry either! Oh, I am the most miser­able fel­low! But I’ll not bear her pre­sum­ing to keep her tem­per: no! she may break my heart, but she shan’t keep her tem­per.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Charles Sur­face’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Trip, Moses, and Sir Oliv­er Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Trip
								Here, Mas­ter Moses! if you’ll stay a mo­ment, I’ll try wheth­er—what’s the gen­tle­man’s name?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Mr. Moses, what is my name? Aside to Moses.
						

						
								Moses
								Mr. Premi­um.
						

						
								Trip
								Premi­um—Very well.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Trip, tak­ing snuff.
							
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								To judge by the ser­vants, one wouldn’t be­lieve the mas­ter was ruined. But what!—sure, this was my broth­er’s house?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, sir; Mr. Charles bought it of Mr. Joseph, with the fur­niture, pic­tures, etc., just as the old gen­tle­man left it. Sir Peter thought it a piece of ex­tra­vag­ance in him.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								In my mind, the oth­er’s eco­nomy in selling it to him was more rep­re­hens­ible by half.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Trip.
							
						

						
								Trip
								My mas­ter says you must wait, gen­tle­men: he has com­pany, and can’t speak with you yet.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								If he knew who it was wanted to see him, per­haps he would not send such a mes­sage?
						

						
								Trip
								Yes, yes, sir; he knows you are here—I did not for­get little Premi­um: no, no, no.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Very well; and I pray, sir, what may be your name?
						

						
								Trip
								Trip, sir; my name is Trip, at your ser­vice.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, then, Mr. Trip, you have a pleas­ant sort of place here, I guess?
						

						
								Trip
								Why, yes—here are three or four of us pass our time agree­ably enough; but then our wages are some­times a little in ar­rear—and not very great either—but fifty pounds a year, and find our own bags and bou­quets!12
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Bags and bou­quets! hal­ters and bas­ti­nadoes. Aside.
						

						
								Trip
								And apro­pos, Moses—have you been able to get me that little bill dis­coun­ted?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Wants to raise money too!—mercy on me! Has his dis­tresses too, I war­rant, like a lord, and af­fects cred­it­ors and duns. Aside.
						

						
								Moses
								’T was not to be done, in­deed, Mr. Trip.
						

						
								Trip
								Good lack, you sur­prise me! My friend Brush has en­dorsed it, and I thought when he put his name at the back of a bill ’twas the same as cash.
						

						
								Moses
								No, ’t wouldn’t do.
						

						
								Trip
								A small sum—but twenty pounds. Hark’ee, Moses, do you think you couldn’t get it me by way of an­nu­ity?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								An an­nu­ity! ha! ha! a foot­man raise money by way of an­nu­ity! Well done, lux­ury, egad! Aside.
						

						
								Moses
								Well, but you must in­sure your place.
						

						
								Trip
								Oh, with all my heart! I’ll in­sure my place and my life too, if you please.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								It is more than I would your neck. Aside.
						

						
								Moses
								But is there noth­ing you could de­pos­it?
						

						
								Trip
								Why, noth­ing cap­it­al of my mas­ter’s ward­robe has dropped lately; but I could give you a mort­gage on some of his winter clothes, with equity of re­demp­tion be­fore Novem­ber—or you shall have the re­ver­sion of the French vel­vet,13 or a post-ob­it on the blue and sil­ver;—these, I should think, Moses, with a few pair of point ruffles, as a col­lat­er­al se­cur­ity—hey, my little fel­low?
						

						
								Moses
								Well, well. Bell rings.
						

						
								Trip
								Egad, I heard the bell! I be­lieve, gen­tle­men, I can now in­tro­duce you. Don’t for­get the an­nu­ity, little Moses! This way, gen­tle­men, I’ll in­sure my place, you know.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. If the man be a shad­ow of the mas­ter, this is the temple of dis­sip­a­tion in­deed!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				An­oth­er room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Charles Sur­face, Sir Harry Bump­er, Care­less, and Gen­tle­men, dis­covered drink­ing.
							
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								’Fore heav­en, ’tis true!—there’s the great de­gen­er­acy of the age. Many of our ac­quaint­ance have taste, spir­it, and po­lite­ness; but, plague on’t, they won’t drink.
						

						
								Care­less
								It is so, in­deed, Charles! they give in to all the sub­stan­tial lux­ur­ies of the table, and ab­stain from noth­ing but wine and wit. Oh, cer­tainly so­ci­ety suf­fers by it in­tol­er­ably! for now, in­stead of the so­cial spir­it of raillery that used to mantle over a glass of bright Bur­gundy, their con­ver­sa­tion is be­come just like the Spa-wa­ter they drink, which has all the pert­ness and flat­u­lency of cham­pagne, without its spir­it or fla­vour.
						

						
								1st Gen­tle­man
								But what are they to do who love play bet­ter than wine?
						

						
								Care­less
								True! there’s Sir Harry di­ets him­self for gain­ing, and is now un­der a haz­ard re­gi­men.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Then he’ll have the worst of it. What! you wouldn’t train a horse for the course by keep­ing him from corn? For my part, egad, I am nev­er so suc­cess­ful as when I am a little merry: let me throw on a bottle of cham­pagne, and I nev­er lose.
						

						
								All
								Hey, what?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								At least I nev­er feel my losses, which is ex­actly the same thing.
						

						
								2nd Gen­tle­man
								Ay, that I be­lieve.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								And then, what man can pre­tend to be a be­liev­er in love, who is an ab­jurer of wine? ’T is the test by which the lov­er knows his own heart. Fill a dozen bump­ers to a dozen beau­ties, and she that floats at the top is the maid that has be­witched you.
						

						
								Care­less
								Now then, Charles, be hon­est, and give us your real fa­vour­ite.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, I have with­held her only in com­pas­sion to you. If I toast her, you must give a round of her peers, which is im­possible—on earth.
						

						
								Care­less
								Oh! then we’ll find some can­on­ized vestals or hea­then god­desses that will do, I war­rant!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Here then, bump­ers, you rogues! bump­ers! Maria! Maria!—
						

						
								Sir Harry
								Maria who?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, damn the sur­name!—’tis too form­al to be re­gistered in Love’s cal­en­dar—Maria!
						

						
								All
								Maria!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								But now, Sir Harry, be­ware, we must have beauty su­per­lat­ive.
						

						
								Care­less
								Nay, nev­er study, Sir Harry: we’ll stand to the toast, though your mis­tress should want an eye, and you know you have a song will ex­cuse you.
						

						
								Sir Harry
								
								Egad, so I have! and I’ll give him the song in­stead of the lady.14

								
									
										Song

									
									
										Here’s to the maid­en of bash­ful fif­teen;
										

										Here’s to the wid­ow of fifty;
										

										Here’s to the flaunt­ing ex­tra­vag­ant quean,
										

										And here’s to the house­wife that’s thrifty.
									

									
										Chor­us. Let the toast pass—
										

										Drink to the lass,
										

										I’ll war­rant she’ll prove an ex­cuse for the glass.
									

									
										Here’s to the charm­er whose dimples we prize;
										

										Now to the maid who has none, sir:
										

										Here’s to the girl with a pair of blue eyes,
										

										And here’s to the nymph with but one, sir.
									

									
										Chor­us. Let the toast pass, etc.
									

									
										Here’s to the maid with a bos­om of snow:
										

										Now to her that’s as brown as a berry,
										

										Here’s to the wife with a face full of woe,
										

										And now to the dam­sel that’s merry.
									

									
										Chor­us. Let the toast pass, etc.
									

									
										For let ’em be clumsy, or let ’em be slim,
										

										Young or an­cient, I care not a feath­er;
										

										So fill a pint bump­er quite up to the brim,
										

										So fill up your glasses, nay, fill to the brim,
										

										And let us e’en toast them to­geth­er.
									

									
										Chor­us. Let the toast pass, etc.
									

								

							
						

						
								All
								Bravo! bravo!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Trip, and whis­pers Charles Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Gen­tle­men, you must ex­cuse me a little—Care­less, take the chair, will you?
						

						
								Care­less
								Nay, prithee, Charles, what now? This is one of your peer­less beau­ties, I sup­pose, has dropped in by chance?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								No, faith! To tell you the truth, ’tis a Jew and a broker, who are come by ap­point­ment.
						

						
								Care­less
								Oh, damn it! let’s have the Jew in.
						

						
								1st Gen­tle­man
								Ay, and the broker too, by all means.
						

						
								2nd Gen­tle­man
								Yes, yes, the Jew and the broker.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Egad, with all my heart!—Trip, bid the gen­tle­men walk in. —
						

						
								
								
								Exit Trip.
							
						

						
								
								Though there’s one of them a stranger, I can tell you.
						

						
								Care­less
								Charles, let us give them some gen­er­ous Bur­gundy, and per­haps they’ll grow con­scien­tious.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, hang ’em, no! wine does but draw forth a man’s nat­ur­al qual­it­ies; and to make them drink would only be to whet their knavery.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Trip, with Sir Oliv­er Sur­face and Moses.
							
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								So, hon­est Moses; walk in, pray, Mr. Premi­um—that’s the gen­tle­man’s name, isn’t it, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, sir.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Set chairs, Trip.—Sit down, Mr. Premi­um.—Glasses, Trip.—
						

						
								
								
								Gives chairs and glasses, and exit.
							
						

						
								
								Sit down, Moses.—Come, Mr. Premi­um, I’ll give you a sen­ti­ment; here’s Suc­cess to usury!—Moses, fill the gen­tle­man a bump­er.
						

						
								Moses
								
								Suc­cess to usury!
								Drinks.
							
						

						
								Care­less
								Right, Moses—usury is prudence and in­dustry, and de­serves to suc­ceed.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Then—here’s all the suc­cess it de­serves! Drinks.
						

						
								Care­less
								No, no, that won’t do! Mr. Premi­um, you have de­murred at the toast, and must drink it in a pint bump­er.
						

						
								1st Gen­tle­man
								A pint bump­er, at least.
						

						
								Moses
								Oh, pray, sir, con­sider—Mr. Premi­um’s a gen­tle­man.15
						

						
								Care­less
								And there­fore loves good wine.
						

						
								2nd Gen­tle­man
								Give Moses a quart glass—this is mutiny, and a high con­tempt for the chair.
						

						
								Care­less
								Here, now for ’t! I’ll see justice done, to the last drop of my bottle.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Nay, pray, gen­tle­men—I did not ex­pect this us­age.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								No, hang it, you shan’t; Mr. Premi­um’s a stranger.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Odd! I wish I was well out of their com­pany. Aside.
						

						
								Care­less
								Plague on ’em! if they won’t drink, we’ll not sit down with them. Come, Harry, the dice are in the next room.—Charles, you’ll join us when you have fin­ished your busi­ness with the gen­tle­men?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I will! I will!—
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Sir Harry Bump­er and Gen­tle­men; Care­less fol­low­ing.
							
						

						
								
								Care­less!
						

						
								Care­less
								Re­turn­ing. Well!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Per­haps I may want you.
						

						
								Care­less
								Oh, you know I am al­ways ready: word, note, or bond, ’tis all the same to me.—
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Moses
								Sir, this is Mr. Premi­um, a gen­tle­man of the strict­est hon­our and secrecy; and al­ways per­forms what he un­der­takes. Mr. Premi­um, this is—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Pshaw! have done. Sir, my friend Moses is a very hon­est fel­low, but a little slow at ex­pres­sion: he’ll be an hour giv­ing us our titles. Mr. Premi­um, the plain state of the mat­ter is this: I am an ex­tra­vag­ant young fel­low who wants to bor­row money; you I take to be a prudent old fel­low, who have got money to lend. I am block­head enough to give fifty per­cent soon­er than not have it; and you, I pre­sume, are rogue enough to take a hun­dred if you can get it. Now, sir, you see we are ac­quain­ted at once, and may pro­ceed to busi­ness without farther ce­re­mony.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ex­ceed­ing frank, upon my word. I see, sir, you are not a man of many com­pli­ments.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, no, sir! plain deal­ing in busi­ness I al­ways think best.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Sir, I like you the bet­ter for it. How­ever, you are mis­taken in one thing; I have no money to lend, but I be­lieve I could pro­cure some of a friend; but then he’s an un­con­scion­able dog. Isn’t he, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								But you can’t help that.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								And must sell stock to ac­com­mod­ate you. — Mustn’t he, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, in­deed! You know I al­ways speak the truth, and scorn to tell a lie!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Right. People that speak truth gen­er­ally do. But these are trifles, Mr. Premi­um. What! I know money isn’t to be bought without pay­ing for ’t!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, but what se­cur­ity could you give? You have no land, I sup­pose?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Not a mole­hill, nor a twig, but what’s in the bough-pots out of the win­dow!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Nor any stock, I pre­sume?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Noth­ing but live stock—and that’s only a few point­ers and ponies. But pray, Mr. Premi­um, are you ac­quain­ted at all with any of my con­nec­tions?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Why, to say truth, I am.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Then you must know that I have a dev­il­ish rich uncle in the East In­dies, Sir Oliv­er Sur­face, from whom I have the greatest ex­pect­a­tions?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								That you have a wealthy uncle, I have heard; but how your ex­pect­a­tions will turn out is more, I be­lieve, than you can tell.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, no!—there can be no doubt. They tell me I’m a prodi­gious fa­vour­ite, and that he talks of leav­ing me everything.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								In­deed! this is the first I’ve heard of it.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Yes, yes, ’tis just so. — Moses knows ’tis true; don’t you, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Oh, yes! I’ll swear to ’t.16
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Egad, they’ll per­suade me presently I’m at Bengal. Aside.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Now I pro­pose, Mr. Premi­um, if it’s agree­able to you, a post-ob­it on Sir Oliv­er’s life; though at the same time the old fel­low has been so lib­er­al to me, that I give you my word, I should be very sorry to hear that any­thing had happened to him.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Not more than I should, I as­sure you. But the bond you men­tion hap­pens to be just the worst se­cur­ity you could of­fer me—for I might live to a hun­dred and nev­er see the prin­cip­al.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, yes, you would! the mo­ment Sir Oliv­er dies, you know, you would come on me for the money.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Then I be­lieve I should be the most un­wel­come dun you ever had in your life.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								What! I sup­pose you’re afraid that Sir Oliv­er is too good a life?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								No, in­deed I am not; though I have heard he is as hale and healthy as any man of his years in Christen­dom.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								There, again, now you are mis­in­formed. No, no, the cli­mate has hurt him con­sid­er­ably, poor uncle Oliv­er. Yes, yes, he breaks apace, I’m told—and is so much altered lately that his nearest re­la­tions don’t know him.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								No! Ha! ha! ha! so much altered lately that his nearest re­la­tions don’t know him! Ha! ha! ha! egad—ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ha! ha!—you’re glad to hear that, little Premi­um?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								No, no, I’m not.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Yes, yes, you are—ha! ha! ha!—you know that mends your chance.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								But I’m told Sir Oliv­er is com­ing over; nay, some say he is ac­tu­ally ar­rived.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Pshaw! sure I must know bet­ter than you wheth­er he’s come or not. No, no, rely on’t he’s at this mo­ment at Cal­cutta. — Isn’t he, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Oh, yes, cer­tainly.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Very true, as you say, you must know bet­ter than I, though I have it from pretty good au­thor­ity. — Haven’t I, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Yes, most un­doubtedly!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								But, sir, as I un­der­stand, you want a few hun­dreds im­me­di­ately—is there noth­ing you could dis­pose of?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								How do you mean?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								For in­stance, now, I have heard that your fath­er left be­hind him a great quant­ity of massy old plate.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								O Lud! that’s gone long ago. Moses can tell you how bet­ter than I can.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Good lack! all the fam­ily race-cups and cor­por­a­tion-bowls! Aloud. Then it was also sup­posed that his lib­rary was one of the most valu­able and com­pact—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Yes, yes, so it was—vastly too much so for a private gen­tle­man. For my part, I was al­ways of a com­mu­nic­at­ive dis­pos­i­tion, so I thought it a shame to keep so much know­ledge to my­self.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Mercy upon me! learn­ing that had run in the fam­ily like an heir­loom—Aloud. Pray, what are be­come of the books?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								You must in­quire of the auc­tion­eer, Mas­ter Premi­um, for I don’t be­lieve even Moses can dir­ect you.
						

						
								Moses
								I know noth­ing of books.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								So, so, noth­ing of the fam­ily prop­erty left, I sup­pose?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Not much, in­deed; un­less you have a mind to the fam­ily pic­tures. I have got a room full of an­cest­ors above; and if you have a taste for old paint­ings, egad, you shall have ’em a bar­gain!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Hey! what the dev­il! sure, you wouldn’t sell your fore­fath­ers, would you?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Every man of them, to the best bid­der.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								What, your great-uncles and aunts?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, and my great-grand­fath­ers and grand­moth­ers too.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Now I give him up!—Aloud. What the plague, have you no bowels for your own kindred? Odd’s life! do you take me for Shylock in the play, that you would raise money of me on your own flesh and blood?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Nay, my little broker, don’t be angry: what need you care, if you have your money’s worth?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, I’ll be the pur­chaser: I think I can dis­pose of the fam­ily can­vas. — Aside. Oh, I’ll nev­er for­give him this! nev­er!
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Care­less.
							
						

						
								Care­less
								Come, Charles, what keeps you?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I can’t come yet. I’faith, we are go­ing to have a sale above-stairs; here’s little Premi­um will buy all my an­cest­ors!
						

						
								Care­less
								Oh, burn your an­cest­ors!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								No, he may do that af­ter­wards, if he pleases. Stay, Care­less, we want you: egad, you shall be auc­tion­eer—so come along with us.
						

						
								Care­less
								Oh, have with you, if that’s the case. I can handle a ham­mer as well as a dice-box! Go­ing! go­ing!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, the prof­lig­ates! Aside.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Come, Moses, you shall be ap­praiser, if we want one. Gad’s life, little Premi­um, you don’t seem to like the busi­ness?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, yes, I do, vastly! Ha! ha! ha! yes, yes, I think it a rare joke to sell one’s fam­ily by auc­tion—ha! ha!—Aside. Oh, the prod­ig­al!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								To be sure! when a man wants money, where the plague should he get as­sist­ance, if he can’t make free with his own re­la­tions?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I’ll nev­er for­give him; nev­er! nev­er!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				A pic­ture room in Charles Sur­face’s house

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Charles Sur­face, Sir Oliv­er Sur­face, Moses, and Care­less.
							
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Walk in, gen­tle­men, pray walk in;—here they are, the fam­ily of the Sur­faces, up to the Con­quest.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								And, in my opin­ion, a goodly col­lec­tion.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, ay, these are done in the true spir­it of por­trait-paint­ing; no volontière grace or ex­pres­sion. Not like the works of your mod­ern Raphaels, who give you the strongest re­semb­lance, yet con­trive to make your por­trait in­de­pend­ent of you; so that you may sink the ori­gin­al and not hurt the pic­ture. — No, no; the mer­it of these is the in­vet­er­ate like­ness—all stiff and awk­ward as the ori­gin­als, and like noth­ing in hu­man nature be­sides.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ah! we shall nev­er see such fig­ures of men again.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I hope not. — Well, you see, Mas­ter Premi­um, what a do­mest­ic char­ac­ter I am; here I sit of an even­ing sur­roun­ded by my fam­ily. — But come, get to your pul­pit, Mr. Auc­tion­eer;17 here’s an old gouty chair of my grand­fath­er’s will an­swer the pur­pose.
						

						
								Care­less
								Ay, ay, this will do. — But, Charles, I haven’t a ham­mer; and what’s an auc­tion­eer without his ham­mer?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Egad, that’s true. What parch­ment have we here? Oh, our gene­a­logy in full. Tak­ing ped­i­gree down. Here, Care­less, you shall have no com­mon bit of ma­hogany, here’s the fam­ily tree for you, you rogue! This shall be your ham­mer, and now you may knock down my an­cest­ors with their own ped­i­gree.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								What an un­nat­ur­al rogue!—an ex post facto par­ri­cide! Aside.
						

						
								Care­less
								Yes, yes, here’s a list of your gen­er­a­tion in­deed;—faith, Charles, this is the most con­veni­ent thing you could have found for the busi­ness, for ’t will not only serve as a ham­mer, but a cata­logue in­to the bar­gain. Come, be­gin—A-go­ing, a-go­ing, a-go­ing!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Bravo, Care­less! Well, here’s my great-uncle, Sir Richard Rav­e­line,18 a mar­vel­lous good gen­er­al in his day, I as­sure you. He served in all the Duke of Marl­bor­ough’s wars, and got that cut over his eye at the battle of Mal­plaquet. What say you, Mr. Premi­um? look at him—there’s a hero! not cut out of his feath­ers, as your mod­ern clipped cap­tains are, but en­vel­oped in wig and re­gi­ment­als, as a gen­er­al should be. — What do you bid?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside to Moses. Bid him speak.
						

						
								Moses
								Mr. Premi­um would have you speak.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, then, he shall have him for ten pounds, and I’m sure that’s not dear for a staff-of­ficer.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Heav­en de­liv­er me! his fam­ous uncle Richard for ten pounds!—Aloud. Very well, sir, I take him at that.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Care­less, knock down my uncle Richard. — Here, now, is a maid­en sis­ter of his, my great-aunt De­borah, done by Kneller, thought to be in his best man­ner, and a very for­mid­able like­ness. There she is, you see, a shep­herd­ess feed­ing her flock. You shall have her for five pounds ten—the sheep are worth the money.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Ah! poor De­borah! a wo­man who set such a value on her­self!—Aloud. Five pounds ten—she’s mine.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Knock down my aunt De­borah!—Here, now, are two that were a sort of cous­ins of theirs. — You see, Moses, these pic­tures were done some time ago, when beaux wore wigs, and the ladies their own hair.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, truly, he­ad­dresses ap­pear to have been a little lower in those days.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Well, take that couple for the same.
						

						
								Moses
								’T is a good bar­gain.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Care­less!—This, now, is a grand­fath­er of my moth­er’s, a learned judge, well known on the west­ern cir­cuit. — What do you rate him at, Moses?
						

						
								Moses
								Four guineas.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Four guineas! Gad’s life, you don’t bid me the price of his wig. — Mr. Premi­um, you have more re­spect for the wool­sack; do let us knock his lord­ship down at fif­teen.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								By all means.
						

						
								Care­less
								Gone!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								And there are two broth­ers of his, Wil­li­am and Wal­ter Blunt, Es­quires, both mem­bers of par­lia­ment, and noted speak­ers; and, what’s very ex­traordin­ary, I be­lieve, this is the first time they were ever bought or sold.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								That is very ex­traordin­ary, in­deed! I’ll take them at your own price, for the hon­our of par­lia­ment.
						

						
								Care­less
								Well said, little Premi­um!—I’ll knock them down at forty.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Here’s a jolly fel­low—I don’t know what re­la­tion, but he was may­or of Manchester: take him at eight pounds.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								No, no; six will do for the may­or.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Come, make it guineas, and I’ll throw you the two al­der­men there in­to the bar­gain.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								They’re mine.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Care­less, knock down the may­or and al­der­men. — But, plague on’t! we shall be all day re­tail­ing in this man­ner: do let us deal whole­sale; what say you, little Premi­um? Give me three hun­dred pounds for the rest of the fam­ily in the lump.
						

						
								Care­less
								Ay, ay, that will be the best way.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, well, any­thing to ac­com­mod­ate you; they are mine. But there is one por­trait which you have al­ways passed over.
						

						
								Care­less
								What, that ill-look­ing little fel­low over the settee?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, sir, I mean that; though I don’t think him so ill-look­ing a little fel­low, by any means.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								What, that?—Oh; that’s my uncle Oliv­er! ’twas done be­fore he went to In­dia.
						

						
								Care­less
								Your uncle Oliv­er!—Gad, then you’ll nev­er be friends, Charles. That, now, to me, is as stern a look­ing rogue as ever I saw; an un­for­giv­ing eye, and a damned dis­in­her­it­ing coun­ten­ance! an in­vet­er­ate knave, de­pend on’t. Don’t you think so, little Premi­um?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Upon my soul, sir, I do not; I think it is as hon­est a look­ing face as any in the room, dead or alive. — But I sup­pose uncle Oliv­er goes with the rest of the lum­ber?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								No, hang it! I’ll not part with poor Noll. The old fel­low has been very good to me, and, egad, I’ll keep his pic­ture while I’ve a room to put it in.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. The rogue’s my neph­ew after all!—Aloud. But, sir, I have some­how taken a fancy to that pic­ture.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I’m sorry for ’t, for you cer­tainly will not have it. Oons, haven’t you got enough of them?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. I for­give him everything!—Aloud. But, sir, when I take a whim in my head, I don’t value money. I’ll give you as much for that as for all the rest.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Don’t tease me, mas­ter broker; I tell you I’ll not part with it, and there’s an end of it.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. How like his fath­er the dog is!—Aloud. Well, well, I have done. — Aside. I did not per­ceive it be­fore, but I think I nev­er saw such a strik­ing re­semb­lance. — Aloud. Here is a draft for your sum.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, ’tis for eight hun­dred pounds!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								You will not let Sir Oliv­er go?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Zounds! no! I tell you once more.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Then nev­er mind the dif­fer­ence, we’ll bal­ance that an­oth­er time. — But give me your hand on the bar­gain; you are an hon­est fel­low, Charles—I beg par­don, sir, for be­ing so free. — Come, Moses.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Egad, this is a whim­sic­al old fel­low!—But hark’ee, Premi­um, you’ll pre­pare lodgings for these gen­tle­men.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, yes, I’ll send for them in a day or two.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								But hold; do now send a gen­teel con­vey­ance for them, for, I as­sure you, they were most of them used to ride in their own car­riages.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I will, I will—for all but Oliv­er.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, all but the little na­bob.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								You’re fixed on that?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Per­emp­tor­ily.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. A dear ex­tra­vag­ant rogue!—Aloud. Good day!—Come, Moses. — Aside. Let me hear now who dares call him prof­lig­ate!
						

						
								
								
								Exit with Moses.
							
						

						
								Care­less
								Why, this is the oddest geni­us of the sort I ever met with!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Egad, he’s the prince of brokers, I think. I won­der how the dev­il Moses got ac­quain­ted with so hon­est a fel­low. — Ha! here’s Row­ley. — Do, Care­less, say I’ll join the com­pany in a few mo­ments.
						

						
								Care­less
								I will—but don’t let that old block­head per­suade you to squander any of that money on old musty debts, or any such non­sense; for trades­men, Charles, are the most ex­or­bit­ant fel­lows.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Very true, and pay­ing them is only en­cour­aging them.
						

						
								Care­less
								Noth­ing else.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, ay, nev­er fear. —
						

						
								
								
								Exit Care­less.
							
						

						
								
								So! this was an odd old fel­low, in­deed. — Let me see, two-thirds of this is mine by right, five hun­dred and thirty odd pounds. ’Fore Heav­en! I find one’s an­cest­ors are more valu­able re­la­tions than I took them for!—Ladies and gen­tle­men, your most obed­i­ent and very grate­ful ser­vant.—Bows ce­re­mo­ni­ously to the pic­tures.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Row­ley.
							
						

						
								
								Ha! old Row­ley! egad, you are just come in time to take leave of your old ac­quaint­ance.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Yes, I heard they were a-go­ing. But I won­der you can have such spir­its un­der so many dis­tresses.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, there’s the point! my dis­tresses are so many, that I can’t af­ford to part with my spir­its; but I shall be rich and splen­et­ic, all in good time. How­ever, I sup­pose you are sur­prised that I am not more sor­row­ful at part­ing with so many near re­la­tions: to be sure, ’tis very af­fect­ing, but you see they nev­er move a muscle, so why should I?
						

						
								Row­ley
								There’s no mak­ing you ser­i­ous a mo­ment.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Yes, faith, I am so now. Here, my hon­est Row­ley, here, get me this changed dir­ectly, and take a hun­dred pounds of it im­me­di­ately to old Stan­ley.
						

						
								Row­ley
								A hun­dred pounds. Con­sider only—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Gad’s life, don’t talk about it! poor Stan­ley’s wants are press­ing, and, if you don’t make haste, we shall have someone call that has a bet­ter right to the money.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Ah! there’s the point! I nev­er will cease dun­ning you with the old pro­verb—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Be just be­fore you’re gen­er­ous.19—Why, so I would if I could; but Justice is an old, hob­bling bel­dame, and I can’t get her to keep pace with Gen­er­os­ity, for the soul of me.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Yet, Charles, be­lieve me, one hour’s re­flec­tion—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, ay, it’s very true; but, hark’ee, Row­ley, while I have, by Heav­en I’ll give: so, damn your eco­nomy! and now for haz­ard.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				An­oth­er room in the same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Oliv­er Sur­face and Moses.
							
						

						
								Moses
								Well, sir, I think, as Sir Peter said, you have seen Mr. Charles in high glory; ’tis great pity he’s so ex­tra­vag­ant.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								True, but he would not sell my pic­ture.
						

						
								Moses
								And loves wine and wo­men so much.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								But he would not sell my pic­ture.
						

						
								Moses
								And game so deep.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								But he would not sell my pic­ture. Oh, here’s Row­ley.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Row­ley.
							
						

						
								Row­ley
								So, Sir Oliv­er, I find you have made a pur­chase—
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, yes, our young rake has par­ted with his an­cest­ors like old tapestry.
						

						
								Row­ley
								And here has he com­mis­sioned me to re­de­liv­er you part of the pur­chase-money—I mean, though, in your ne­ces­sit­ous char­ac­ter of old Stan­ley.
						

						
								Moses
								Ah! there is the pity of all! he is so damned char­it­able.
						

						
								Row­ley
								And I left a ho­sier and two tail­ors in the hall, who, I’m sure, won’t be paid, and this hun­dred would sat­is­fy them.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, well, I’ll pay his debts and his be­ne­vol­ence too. But now I am no more a broker, and you shall in­tro­duce me to the eld­er broth­er as old Stan­ley.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Not yet awhile; Sir Peter, I know, means to call there about this time.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Trip.
							
						

						
								Trip
								Oh, gen­tle­men, I beg par­don for not show­ing you out: this way—Moses, a word.
						

						
								
								
								Exit with Moses.
							
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								There’s a fel­low for you! Would you be­lieve it, that puppy in­ter­cep­ted the Jew on our com­ing, and wanted to raise money be­fore he got to his mas­ter!
						

						
								Row­ley
								In­deed!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, they are now plan­ning an an­nu­ity busi­ness. Ah, Mas­ter Row­ley, in my days ser­vants were con­tent with me fol­lies of their mas­ters, when I they were worn a little thread­bare; but now they I have their vices, like their birth­day clothes, with the gloss on.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				A lib­rary in Joseph Sur­face’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Joseph Sur­face and Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								No let­ter from Lady Teazle?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								No, sir.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Aside. I am sur­prised she has not sent, if she is pre­ven­ted from com­ing. Sir Peter cer­tainly does not sus­pect me. Yet I wish I may not lose the heir­ess through the scrape I have drawn my­self in­to with the wife: how­ever, Charles’s im­prudence and bad char­ac­ter are great points in my fa­vour.
						

						
								
								
								Knock­ing heard without.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir, I be­lieve that must be Lady Teazle.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Hold! See wheth­er it is or not, be­fore you go to the door: I have a par­tic­u­lar mes­sage for you if it should be my broth­er.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								’T is her lady­ship, sir; she al­ways leaves her chair at the mil­liner’s in the next street.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Stay, stay; draw that screen be­fore the win­dows20—that will do;—my op­pos­ite neigh­bour is a maid­en lady of so curi­ous a tem­per. —
						

						
								
								
								Ser­vant draws the screen, and exit.
							
						

						
								
								I have a dif­fi­cult hand to play in this af­fair. Lady Teazle has lately sus­pec­ted my views on Maria; but she must by no means be let in­to that secret—at least till I have her more in my power.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Teazle.
							
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								What, sen­ti­ment in so­li­lo­quy now? Have you been very im­pa­tient? O Lud! don’t pre­tend to look grave. I vow I couldn’t come be­fore.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								O madam, punc­tu­al­ity is a spe­cies of con­stancy, very un­fash­ion­able in a lady of qual­ity. Places chairs and sits after Lady Teazle is seated.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Upon my word, you ought to pity me. Do you know Sir Peter has grown so ill-natured to me of late, and so jeal­ous of Charles too—that’s the best of the story, isn’t it?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I am glad my scan­dal­ous friends keep that up. Aside.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I am sure I wish he would let Maria marry him, and then per­haps he would be con­vinced; don’t you, Mr. Sur­face?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Aside. In­deed I do not. — Aloud. Oh, cer­tainly I do! for then my dear Lady Teazle would also be con­vinced how wrong her sus­pi­cions were of my hav­ing any design on the silly girl.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Well, well, I’m in­clined to be­lieve you. But isn’t it pro­vok­ing, to have the most ill-natured things said of one? And there’s my friend Lady Sneer­well has cir­cu­lated I don’t know how many scan­dal­ous tales of me, and all without any found­a­tion too;—that’s what vexes me.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ay, madam, to be sure, that is the pro­vok­ing cir­cum­stance—without found­a­tion; yes, yes, there’s the mor­ti­fic­a­tion, in­deed; for, when a scan­dal­ous story is be­lieved against one, there cer­tainly is no com­fort like the con­scious­ness of hav­ing de­served it.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No, to be sure, then I’d for­give their malice; but to at­tack me, who am really so in­no­cent, and who nev­er say an ill-natured thing of any­body—that is, of any friend; and then Sir Peter, too, to have him so peev­ish, and so sus­pi­cious, when I know the in­teg­rity of my own heart—in­deed ’tis mon­strous!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								But, my dear Lady Teazle, ’tis your own fault if you suf­fer it. When a hus­band en­ter­tains a ground­less sus­pi­cion of his wife, and with­draws his con­fid­ence from her, the ori­gin­al com­pact is broken, and she owes it to the hon­our of her sex to en­deav­our to out­wit him.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								In­deed!—So that, if he sus­pects me without cause, it fol­lows, that the best way of cur­ing his jeal­ousy is to give him reas­on for ’t?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Un­doubtedly—for your hus­band should nev­er be de­ceived in you: and in that case it be­comes you to be frail in com­pli­ment to his dis­cern­ment.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								To be sure, what you say is very reas­on­able, and when the con­scious­ness of my in­no­cence—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ah, my dear madam, there is the great mis­take! ’tis this very con­scious in­no­cence that is of the greatest pre­ju­dice to you.21 What is it makes you neg­li­gent of forms, and care­less of the world’s opin­ion? why, the con­scious­ness of your own in­no­cence. What makes you thought­less in your con­duct and apt to run in­to a thou­sand little im­prudences? why, the con­scious­ness of your own in­no­cence. What makes you im­pa­tient of Sir Peter’s tem­per, and out­rageous at his sus­pi­cions? why, the con­scious­ness of your in­no­cence.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								’T is very true!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you would but once make a tri­fling faux pas, you can’t con­ceive how cau­tious you would grow, and how ready to hu­mour and agree with your hus­band.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Do you think so?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, I am sure on’t; and then you would find all scan­dal would cease at once, for—in short, your char­ac­ter at present is like a per­son in a pleth­ora, ab­so­lutely dy­ing from too much health.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								So, so; then I per­ceive your pre­scrip­tion is, that I must sin in my own de­fence, and part with my vir­tue to pre­serve my repu­ta­tion?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ex­actly so, upon my cred­it, ma’am.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Well, cer­tainly this is the oddest doc­trine, and the new­est re­ceipt for avoid­ing calumny!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								An in­fal­lible one, be­lieve me. Prudence, like ex­per­i­ence, must be paid for.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Why, if my un­der­stand­ing were once con­vinced—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, cer­tainly, madam, your un­der­stand­ing should be con­vinced. Yes, yes—Heav­en for­bid I should per­suade you to do any­thing you thought wrong. No, no, I have too much hon­our to de­sire it.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Don’t you think we may as well leave hon­our out of the ar­gu­ment? Rises.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ah, the ill ef­fects of your coun­try edu­ca­tion, I see, still re­main with you.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								I doubt they do in­deed; and I will fairly own to you, that if I could be per­suaded to do wrong, it would be by Sir Peter’s ill us­age soon­er than your hon­our­able lo­gic, after all.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Then, by this hand, which he is un­worthy of—Tak­ing her hand.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								’Sdeath, you block­head—what do you want?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								I beg your par­don, sir, but I thought you would not choose Sir Peter to come up without an­noun­cing him.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir Peter!—Oons—the dev­il!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Sir Peter! O Lud! I’m ruined! I’m ruined!
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir, ’twasn’t I let him in.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Oh! I’m quite un­done! What will be­come of me? Now, Mr. Lo­gic—Oh! mercy, sir, he’s on the stairs—I’ll get be­hind here—and if ever I’m so im­prudent again—Goes be­hind the screen.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Give me that book. Sits down. Ser­vant pre­tends to ad­just his chair.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter Teazle.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, ever im­prov­ing him­self—Mr. Sur­face, Mr. Sur­face—Pats Joseph on the shoulder.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, my dear Sir Peter, I beg your par­don—Gap­ing, throws away the book. I have been doz­ing over a stu­pid book. Well, I am much ob­liged to you for this call. You haven’t been here, I be­lieve, since I fit­ted up this room. Books, you know, are the only things in which I am a cox­comb.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								’T is very neat in­deed. — Well, well, that’s prop­er; and you can make even your screen a source of know­ledge—hung, I per­ceive, with maps.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, yes, I find great use in that screen.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I dare say you must, cer­tainly, when you want to find any­thing in a hurry.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ay, or to hide any­thing in a hurry either. Aside.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, I have a little private busi­ness—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								You need not stay. To Ser­vant.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								No, sir.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Here’s a chair, Sir Peter—I beg—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, now we are alone, there is a sub­ject, my dear friend, on which I wish to un­bur­den my mind to you—a point of the greatest mo­ment to my peace; in short, my good friend, Lady Teazle’s con­duct of late has made me very un­happy.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								In­deed! I am very sorry to hear it.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, ’tis but too plain she has not the least re­gard for me; but, what’s worse, I have pretty good au­thor­ity to sup­pose she has formed an at­tach­ment to an­oth­er.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								In­deed! you as­ton­ish me!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes! and, between ourselves, I think I’ve dis­covered the per­son.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								How! you alarm me ex­ceed­ingly.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, my dear friend, I knew you would sym­path­ize with me!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yes, be­lieve me, Sir Peter, such a dis­cov­ery would hurt me just as much as it would you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I am con­vinced of it. — Ah! it is a hap­pi­ness to have a friend whom we can trust even with one’s fam­ily secrets. But have you no guess who I mean?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I haven’t the most dis­tant idea. It can’t be Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, no! What say you to Charles?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								My broth­er! im­possible!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, my dear friend, the good­ness of your own heart mis­leads you. You judge of oth­ers by your­self.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Cer­tainly, Sir Peter, the heart that is con­scious of its own in­teg­rity is ever slow to cred­it an­oth­er’s treach­ery.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								True; but your broth­er has no sen­ti­ment—you nev­er hear him talk so.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yet I can’t but think Lady Teazle her­self has too much prin­ciple.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay; but what is prin­ciple against the flat­tery of a hand­some, lively young fel­low?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								That’s very true.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And then, you know, the dif­fer­ence of our ages makes it very im­prob­able that she should have any great af­fec­tion for me; and if she were to be frail, and I were to make it pub­lic, why the town would only laugh at me, the fool­ish old bach­el­or, who had mar­ried a girl.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								That’s true, to be sure—they would laugh.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Laugh! ay, and make bal­lads, and para­graphs, and the dev­il knows what of me.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								No—you must nev­er make it pub­lic.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								But then again—that the neph­ew of my old friend, Sir Oliv­er, should be the per­son to at­tempt such a wrong, hurts me more nearly.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ay, there’s the point. When in­grat­it­ude barbs the dart of in­jury, the wound has double danger in it.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay—I, that was, in a man­ner, left his guard­i­an: in whose house he had been so of­ten en­ter­tained; who nev­er in my life denied him—my ad­vice!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, ’tis not to be cred­ited! There may be a man cap­able of such base­ness, to be sure; but, for my part, till you can give me pos­it­ive proofs, I can­not but doubt it. How­ever, if it should be proved on him, he is no longer a broth­er of mine—I dis­claim kindred with him: for the man who can break the laws of hos­pit­al­ity, and tempt the wife of his friend, de­serves to be branded as the pest of so­ci­ety.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What a dif­fer­ence there is between you! What noble sen­ti­ments!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yet I can­not sus­pect Lady Teazle’s hon­our.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I am sure I wish to think well of her, and to re­move all ground of quar­rel between us. She has lately re­proached me more than once with hav­ing made no set­tle­ment on her; and, in our last quar­rel, she al­most hin­ted that she should not break her heart if I was dead. Now, as we seem to dif­fer in our ideas of ex­pense, I have re­solved she shall have her own way, and be her own mis­tress in that re­spect for the fu­ture; and, if I were to die, she will find I have not been in­at­tent­ive to her in­terest while liv­ing. Here, my friend, are the drafts of two deeds, which I wish to have your opin­ion on. — By one, she will en­joy eight hun­dred a year in­de­pend­ent while I live; and by the oth­er, the bulk of my for­tune at my death.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								This con­duct, Sir Peter, is in­deed truly gen­er­ous. — Aside. I wish it may not cor­rupt my pu­pil.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, I am de­term­ined she shall have no cause to com­plain, though I would not have her ac­quain­ted with the lat­ter in­stance of my af­fec­tion yet awhile.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Nor I, if I could help it. Aside.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And now, my dear friend, if you please, we will talk over the situ­ation of your hopes with Maria.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Softly. Oh, no, Sir Peter; an­oth­er time, if you please.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I am sens­ibly chag­rined at the little pro­gress you seem to make in her af­fec­tions.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Softly. I beg you will not men­tion it. What are my dis­ap­point­ments when your hap­pi­ness is in de­bate!—Aside. ’Sdeath, I shall be ruined every way!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And though you are so averse to my ac­quaint­ing Lady Teazle with your pas­sion for Maria, I’m sure she’s not your en­emy in the af­fair.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Pray, Sir Peter, now ob­lige me. I am really too much af­fected by the sub­ject we have been speak­ing of, to be­stow a thought on my own con­cerns. The man who is en­trus­ted with his friend’s dis­tresses can nev­er—
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								Well, sir?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Your broth­er, sir, is speak­ing to a gen­tle­man in the street, and says he knows you are with­in.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								’Sdeath, block­head, I’m not with­in—I’m out for the day.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Stay—hold—a thought has struck me:—you shall be at home.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Well, well, let him up. —
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								He’ll in­ter­rupt Sir Peter, how­ever. Aside.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Now, my good friend, ob­lige me, I en­treat you. — Be­fore Charles comes, let me con­ceal my­self some­where—then do you tax him on the point we have been talk­ing, and his an­swer may sat­is­fy me at once.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, fie, Sir Peter! would you have me join in so mean a trick?—to tre­pan my broth­er too?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Nay, you tell me you are sure he is in­no­cent; if so, you do him the greatest ser­vice by giv­ing him an op­por­tun­ity to clear him­self, and you will set my heart at rest. Come, you shall not re­fuse me: Go­ing up. here be­hind the screen will be—Hey! what the dev­il! there seems to be one listen­er here already—I’ll swear I saw a pet­ti­coat!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ha! ha! ha! Well, this is ri­dicu­lous enough. I’ll tell you, Sir Peter, though I hold a man of in­trigue to be a most despic­able char­ac­ter, yet, you know, it does not fol­low that one is to be an ab­so­lute Joseph either! Hark’ee, ’tis a little French mil­liner—a silly rogue that plagues me;—and hav­ing some char­ac­ter to lose, on your com­ing, sir, she ran be­hind the screen.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah, Joseph! Joseph! Did I ever think that you—But, egad, she has over­heard all I have been say­ing of my wife.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, ’t will nev­er go any farther, you may de­pend upon it!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No! then, faith, let her hear it out.—Here’s a closet will do as well.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Well, go in there.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Sly rogue! sly rogue! Goes in­to the closet.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								A nar­row es­cape, in­deed! and a curi­ous situ­ation I’m in, to part man and wife in this man­ner.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Peep­ing. Couldn’t I steal off?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Keep close, my an­gel!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Peep­ing. Joseph, tax him home.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Back, my dear friend!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Peep­ing. Couldn’t you lock Sir Peter in?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Be still, my life!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Peep­ing. You’re sure the little mil­liner won’t blab?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								In, in, my dear Sir Peter!—’Fore Gad, I wish I had a key to the door.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Charles Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Holla! broth­er, what has been the mat­ter? Your fel­low would not let me up at first. What! have you had a Jew or a wench with you?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Neither, broth­er, I as­sure you.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								But what has made Sir Peter steal off? I thought he had been with you.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								He was, broth­er; but, hear­ing you were com­ing, he did not choose to stay.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								What! was the old gen­tle­man afraid I wanted to bor­row money of him?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								No, sir: but I am sorry to find, Charles, you have lately giv­en that worthy man grounds for great un­eas­i­ness.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Yes, they tell me I do that to a great many worthy men. — But how so, pray?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								To be plain with you, broth­er—he thinks you are en­deav­our­ing to gain Lady Teazle’s af­fec­tions from him.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Who, I? O Lud! not I, upon my word. — Ha! ha! ha! ha! so the old fel­low has found out that he has got a young wife, has he?—or, what is worse, Lady Teazle has found out she has an old hus­band?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								This is no sub­ject to jest on, broth­er. He who can laugh—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								True, true, as you were go­ing to say—then, ser­i­ously, I nev­er had the least idea of what you charge me with, upon my hon­our.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Well, it will give Sir Peter great sat­is­fac­tion to hear this. Rais­ing his voice.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								To be sure, I once thought the lady seemed to have taken a fancy to me; but, upon my soul, I nev­er gave her the least en­cour­age­ment. — Be­sides, you know my at­tach­ment to Maria.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								But sure, broth­er, even if Lady Teazle had be­trayed the fond­est par­ti­al­ity for you—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, look’ee, Joseph, I hope I shall nev­er de­lib­er­ately do a dis­hon­our­able ac­tion; but if a pretty wo­man was pur­posely to throw her­self in my way—and that pretty wo­man mar­ried to a man old enough to be her fath­er—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Well!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, I be­lieve I should be ob­liged to—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								What?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								To bor­row a little of your mor­al­ity, that’s all. But, broth­er, do you know now that you sur­prise me ex­ceed­ingly, by nam­ing me with Lady Teazle; for, i’ faith, I al­ways un­der­stood you were her fa­vour­ite.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, for shame, Charles! This re­tort is fool­ish.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Nay, I swear I have seen you ex­change such sig­ni­fic­ant glances—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Egad, I’m ser­i­ous! Don’t you re­mem­ber one day, when I called here—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Nay, prithee, Charles—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								And found you to­geth­er—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Zounds, sir, I in­sist—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								And an­oth­er time when your ser­vant—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Broth­er, broth­er, a word with you. — Aside. Gad, I must stop him.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								In­formed, I say, that—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Hush! I beg your par­don, but Sir Peter has over­heard all we have been say­ing. I knew you would clear your­self, or I should not have con­sen­ted.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								How, Sir Peter! Where is he?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Softly, there! Points to the closet.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, ’fore Heav­en, I’ll have him out. Sir Peter, come forth!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								No, no—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I say, Sir Peter, come in­to court. — Pulls in Sir Peter. What! my old guard­i­an!—What! turn in­quis­it­or, and take evid­ence in­cog? Oh, fie! Oh, fie!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Give me your hand, Charles—I be­lieve I have sus­pec­ted you wrong­fully: but you mustn’t be angry with Joseph—’twas my plan!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								In­deed.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								But I ac­quit you. I prom­ise you I don’t think near so ill of you as I did: what I have heard has giv­en me great sat­is­fac­tion.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Egad, then, ’twas lucky you didn’t hear any more. Wasn’t it, Joseph? Aside to Joseph.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah! you would have re­tor­ted on him.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ah, ay, that was a joke.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, yes, I know his hon­our too well.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								But you might as well have sus­pec­ted him as me in this mat­ter, for all that. Mightn’t he, Joseph? Aside to Joseph.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, well, I be­lieve you.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Would they were both out of the room! Aside.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And in fu­ture, per­haps we may not be such strangers.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Ser­vant, and whis­pers Joseph Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Lady Sneer­well is be­low, and says she will come up.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Lady Sneer­well! Gad’s life! she must not come here.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								Gen­tle­men, I beg par­don—I must wait on you down­stairs: here is a per­son come on par­tic­u­lar busi­ness.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Well, you can see him in an­oth­er room. Sir Peter and I have not met a long time, and I have some­thing to say to him.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Aside. They must not be left to­geth­er. — Aloud. I’ll send this man away, and re­turn dir­ectly. — Aside to Sir Peter. Sir Peter, not a word of the French mil­liner.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Aside to Joseph Sur­face. I! not for the world!—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Joseph Sur­face.
							
						

						
								
								Ah, Charles, if you as­so­ci­ated more with your broth­er, one might in­deed hope for your re­form­a­tion. He is a man of sen­ti­ment. — Well, there is noth­ing in the world so noble as a man of sen­ti­ment.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Pshaw! he is too mor­al by half; and so ap­pre­hens­ive of his good name, as he calls it, that I sup­pose he would as soon let a priest in­to his house as a girl.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, no—come, come—you wrong him. No, no! Joseph is no rake, but he is no such saint either in that re­spect. — Aside. I have a great mind to tell him—we should have such a laugh at Joseph.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, hang him! he’s a very an­chor­ite, a young her­mit.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hark’ee—you must not ab­use him; he may chance to hear of it again, I prom­ise you.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Why, you won’t tell him?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No—but—this way. — Aside. Egad, I’ll tell him. — Aloud. Hark’ee—have you a mind to have a good laugh at Joseph?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I should like it of all things.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Then, i’ faith, we will!—I’ll be quit with him for dis­cov­er­ing me. — He had a girl with him when I called. Whis­pers.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								What! Joseph? you jest.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hush!—a little French mil­liner—and the best of the jest is—she is in the room now.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								The dev­il she is!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hush! I tell you. Points to the screen.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Be­hind the screen! ’Slife, let’s un­veil her!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								No, no—he’s com­ing:—you shan’t in­deed!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, egad, we’ll have a peep at the little mil­liner!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Not for the world!—Joseph will nev­er for­give me.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								I’ll stand by you—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Odds, here he is!
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Joseph Sur­face just as Charles Sur­face throws down the screen.22
							
						

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

						
								Sir Peter
								Lady Teazle, by all that’s dam­nable!23
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Sir Peter, this is one of the smartest French mil­liners I ever saw. Egad, you seem all to have been di­vert­ing yourselves here at hide and seek, and I don’t see who is out of the secret. Shall I beg your lady­ship to in­form me? Not a word!—Broth­er, will you be pleased to ex­plain this mat­ter? What! is Mor­al­ity dumb too?—Sir Peter, though I found you in the dark, per­haps you are not so now! All mute!—Well—though I can make noth­ing of the af­fair, I sup­pose you per­fectly un­der­stand one an­oth­er; so I will leave you to yourselves. — Go­ing. Broth­er, I’m sorry to find you have giv­en that worthy man grounds for so much un­eas­i­ness. — Sir Peter! there’s noth­ing in the world so noble as a man of sen­ti­ment! They stand for some time look­ing at each oth­er.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Charles.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir Peter—not­with­stand­ing—I con­fess—that ap­pear­ances are against me—if you will af­ford me your pa­tience—I make no doubt—but I shall ex­plain everything to your sat­is­fac­tion.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								If you please, sir.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								The fact is, sir, that Lady Teazle, know­ing my pre­ten­sions to your ward Maria—I say sir, Lady Teazle, be­ing ap­pre­hens­ive of the jeal­ousy of your tem­per—and know­ing my friend­ship to the fam­ily—she, sir, I say—called here—in or­der that—I might ex­plain these pre­ten­sions—but on your com­ing—be­ing ap­pre­hens­ive—as I said—of your jeal­ousy—she with­drew—and this, you may de­pend on it, is the whole truth of the mat­ter.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								A very clear ac­count, upon my word; and I dare swear the lady will vouch for every art­icle of it.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								For not one word of it, Sir Peter!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								How! don’t you think it worth while to agree in the lie?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								There is not one syl­lable of truth in what that gen­tle­man has told you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I be­lieve you, upon my soul, ma’am!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Aside to Lady Teazle. ’Sdeath, madam, will you be­tray me?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Good Mr. Hy­po­crite, by your leave, I’ll speak for my­self.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, let her alone, sir; you’ll find she’ll make out a bet­ter story than you, without prompt­ing.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Hear me, Sir Peter!—I came here on no mat­ter re­lat­ing to your ward, and even ig­nor­ant of this gen­tle­man’s pre­ten­sions to her. But I came, se­duced by his in­si­di­ous ar­gu­ments, at least to listen to his pre­ten­ded pas­sion, if not to sac­ri­fice your hon­our to his base­ness.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Now, I be­lieve, the truth is com­ing, in­deed!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								The wo­man’s mad.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								No, sir; she has re­covered her senses, and your own arts have fur­nished her with the means. — Sir Peter, I do not ex­pect you to cred­it me—but the ten­der­ness you ex­pressed for me, when I am sure you could not think I was a wit­ness to it, has so pen­et­rated to my heart, that had I left the place without the shame of this dis­cov­ery, my fu­ture life should have spoken the sin­cer­ity of my grat­it­ude. As for that smooth-tongued hy­po­crite, who would have se­duced the wife of his too cred­u­lous friend, while he af­fected hon­our­able ad­dresses to his ward—I be­hold him now in a light so truly despic­able, that I shall nev­er again re­spect my­self for hav­ing listened to him.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Lady Teazle.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Not­with­stand­ing all this, Sir Peter, Heav­en knows—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								That you are a vil­lain! and so I leave you to your con­science.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								You are too rash, Sir Peter; you shall hear me. The man who shuts out con­vic­tion by re­fus­ing to—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, damn your sen­ti­ments!
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt Sir Peter and Joseph Sur­face, talk­ing.
							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				The lib­rary in Joseph Sur­face’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Joseph Sur­face and Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Mr. Stan­ley! and why should you think I would see him? you must know he comes to ask some­thing.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir, I should not have let him in, but that Mr. Row­ley came to the door with him.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Pshaw! block­head! to sup­pose that I should now be in a tem­per to re­ceive vis­its from poor re­la­tions!—Well, why don’t you show the fel­low up?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								I will, sir. — Why, sir, it was not my fault that Sir Peter dis­covered my lady—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Go, fool!—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								
								Sure For­tune nev­er played a man of my, policy such a trick be­fore! My char­ac­ter with Sir Peter, my hopes with Maria, des­troyed in a mo­ment! I’m in a rare hu­mour to listen to oth­er people’s dis­tresses! I shan’t be able to be­stow even a be­ne­vol­ent sen­ti­ment on Stan­ley. — So! here he comes, and Row­ley with him. I must try to re­cov­er my­self, and put a little char­ity in­to my face, how­ever.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Oliv­er Sur­face and Row­ley.
							
						

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

						
								Row­ley
								It was, sir. But I doubt you are come a little too ab­ruptly. His nerves are so weak, that the sight of a poor re­la­tion may be too much for him. I should have gone first to break it to him.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, plague of his nerves! Yet this is he whom Sir Peter ex­tols as a man of the most be­ne­vol­ent way of think­ing!
						

						
								Row­ley
								As to his way of think­ing, I can­not pre­tend to de­cide; for, to do him justice, he ap­pears to have as much spec­u­lat­ive be­ne­vol­ence as any private gen­tle­man in the king­dom, though he is sel­dom so sen­su­al as to in­dulge him­self in the ex­er­cise of it.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yet he has a string of char­it­able sen­ti­ments at his fin­gers’ ends.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Or, rather, at his tongue’s end, Sir Oliv­er; for I be­lieve there is no sen­ti­ment he has such faith in as that Char­ity be­gins at home.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								And his, I pre­sume, is of that do­mest­ic sort which nev­er stirs abroad at all.
						

						
								Row­ley
								I doubt you’ll find it so;—but he’s com­ing. I mustn’t seem to in­ter­rupt you; and you know, im­me­di­ately as you leave him, I come in to an­nounce your ar­rival in your real char­ac­ter.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								True; and af­ter­wards you’ll meet me at Sir Peter’s.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Without los­ing a mo­ment.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I don’t like the com­plais­ance of his fea­tures.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Joseph Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, I beg you ten thou­sand par­dons for keep­ing you a mo­ment wait­ing—Mr. Stan­ley, I pre­sume.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								At your ser­vice.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, I beg you will do me the hon­our to sit down—I en­treat you, sir—
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Dear sir—there’s no oc­ca­sion. Aside. Too civil by half!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I have not the pleas­ure of know­ing you, Mr. Stan­ley; but I am ex­tremely happy to see you look so well. You were nearly re­lated to my moth­er, I think, Mr. Stan­ley.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I was, sir; so nearly that my present poverty, I fear, may do dis­cred­it to her wealthy chil­dren, else I should not have pre­sumed to trouble you.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Dear sir, there needs no apo­logy;—he that is in dis­tress, though a stranger, has a right to claim kindred with the wealthy. I am sure I wish I was one of that class, and had it in my power to of­fer you even a small re­lief.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								If your uncle, Sir Oliv­er, were here, I should have a friend.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I wish he was, sir, with all my heart: you should not want an ad­voc­ate with him, be­lieve me, sir.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I should not need one—my dis­tresses would re­com­mend me. But I ima­gined his bounty would en­able you to be­come the agent of his char­ity.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								My dear sir, you were strangely mis­in­formed. Sir Oliv­er is a worthy man, a very worthy man; but av­arice, Mr. Stan­ley, is the vice of age. I will tell you, my good sir, in con­fid­ence, what he has done for me has been a mere noth­ing; though people, I know, have thought oth­er­wise, and, for my part, I nev­er chose to con­tra­dict the re­port.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								What! has he nev­er trans­mit­ted you bul­lion—ru­pees—pa­go­das?24
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, dear sir, noth­ing of the kind! No, no; a few presents now and then—china, shawls, congou tea, ava­da­vats, and In­di­an crack­ers—little more, be­lieve me.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Here’s grat­it­ude for twelve thou­sand pounds!—Ava­da­vats and In­di­an crack­ers! Aside.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Then, my dear sir, you have heard, I doubt not, of the ex­tra­vag­ance of my broth­er: there are very few would cred­it what I have done for that un­for­tu­nate young man.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Not I, for one! Aside.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								The sums I have lent him!—In­deed I have been ex­ceed­ingly to blame; it was an ami­able weak­ness; how­ever, I don’t pre­tend to de­fend it—and now I feel it doubly culp­able, since it has de­prived me of the pleas­ure of serving you, Mr. Stan­ley, as my heart dic­tates.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Dis­sem­bler!—Aloud. Then, sir, you can’t as­sist me?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								At present, it grieves me to say, I can­not; but, whenev­er I have the abil­ity, you may de­pend upon hear­ing from me.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I am ex­tremely sorry—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Not more than I, be­lieve me; to pity without the power to re­lieve, is still more pain­ful than to ask and be denied.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Kind sir, your most obed­i­ent humble ser­vant.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								You leave me deeply af­fected, Mr. Stan­ley. — Wil­li­am, be ready to open the door. Calls to Ser­vant.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, dear sir, no ce­re­mony.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Your very obed­i­ent.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Sir, your most ob­sequious.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								You may de­pend upon hear­ing from me, whenev­er I can be of ser­vice.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Sweet sir, you are too good!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								In the mean­time I wish you health and spir­its.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Your ever grate­ful and per­petu­al humble ser­vant.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, yours as sin­cerely.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Aside. Charles, you are my heir!
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								This is one bad ef­fect of a good char­ac­ter; it in­vites ap­plic­a­tion from the un­for­tu­nate, and there needs no small de­gree of ad­dress to gain the repu­ta­tion of be­ne­vol­ence without in­cur­ring the ex­pense. The sil­ver ore of pure char­ity is an ex­pens­ive art­icle in the cata­logue of a man’s good qual­it­ies; where­as the sen­ti­ment­al French plate I use in­stead of it makes just as good a show, and pays no tax.
						

						
								
								
								Reenter Row­ley.
							
						

						
								Row­ley
								Mr. Sur­face, your ser­vant: I was ap­pre­hens­ive of in­ter­rupt­ing you, though my busi­ness de­mands im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion, as this note will in­form you.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Al­ways happy to see Mr. Row­ley—a ras­cal. — Aside. Reads the let­ter. Sir Oliv­er Sur­face!—My uncle ar­rived!
						

						
								Row­ley
								He is, in­deed: we have just par­ted—quite well, after a speedy voy­age, and im­pa­tient to em­brace his worthy neph­ew.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I am as­ton­ished!—Wil­li­am! stop Mr. Stan­ley, if he’s not gone. Calls to Ser­vant.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Oh! he’s out of reach, I be­lieve.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Why did you not let me know this when you came in to­geth­er?
						

						
								Row­ley
								I thought you had par­tic­u­lar busi­ness. But I must be gone to in­form your broth­er, and ap­point him here to meet your uncle. He will be with you in a quarter of an hour.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								So he says. Well, I am strangely over­joyed at his com­ing. — Aside. Nev­er, to be sure, was any­thing so damned un­lucky!
						

						
								Row­ley
								You will be de­lighted to see how well he looks.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Ah! I’m re­joiced to hear it. — Aside. Just at this time!
						

						
								Row­ley
								I’ll tell him how im­pa­tiently you ex­pect him.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Do, do; pray give my best duty and af­fec­tion. In­deed, I can­not ex­press the sen­sa­tions I feel at the thought of see­ing him.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Row­ley.
							
						

						
								
								Cer­tainly his com­ing just at this time is the cruellest piece of ill-for­tune.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				A room in Sir Peter Teazle’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Mrs. Cand­our and Maid.
							
						

						
								Maid
								In­deed, ma’am, my lady will see nobody at present.
						

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

						
								Maid
								Yes, ma’am; but she begs you will ex­cuse her.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Do go again: I shall be glad to see her, if it be only for a mo­ment, for I’m sure she must be in great dis­tress.—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Maid.
							
						

						
								
								Dear heart, how pro­vok­ing! I’m not mis­tress of half the cir­cum­stances! We shall have the whole af­fair in the news­pa­pers, with the names of the parties at length, be­fore I have dropped the story at a dozen houses.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite.
							
						

						
								
								Oh, dear Sir Ben­jamin! you have heard, I sup­pose—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Of Lady Teazle and Mr. Sur­face—
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								And Sir Peter’s dis­cov­ery—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Oh, the strangest piece of busi­ness, to be sure!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Well, I nev­er was so sur­prised in my life. I am so sorry for all parties, in­deed.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Now, I don’t pity Sir Peter at all: he was so ex­tra­vag­antly par­tial to Mr. Sur­face.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Mr. Sur­face! Why, ’twas with Charles Lady Teazle was de­tec­ted.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								No, no, I tell you: Mr. Sur­face is the gal­lant.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								No such thing! Charles is the man. ’T was Mr. Sur­face brought Sir Peter on pur­pose to dis­cov­er them.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								I tell you I had it from one—
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								And I have it from one—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Who had it from one, who had it—
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								From one im­me­di­ately—But here comes Lady Sneer­well; per­haps she knows the whole af­fair.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Sneer­well.
							
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								So, my dear Mrs. Cand­our, here’s a sad af­fair of our friend Lady Teazle!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ay, my dear friend, who would have thought—
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Well, there is no trust­ing ap­pear­ances; though, in­deed, she was al­ways too lively for me.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								To be sure, her man­ners were a little too free; but then she was so young!
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								And had, in­deed, some good qual­it­ies.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								So she had, in­deed. But have you heard the par­tic­u­lars?
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								No; but every­body says that Mr. Sur­face—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Ay, there; I told you Mr. Sur­face was the man.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								No, no: in­deed the as­sig­na­tion was with Charles.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								With Charles! You alarm me, Mrs. Cand­our!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Yes, yes; he was the lov­er. Mr. Sur­face, to do him justice, was only the in­form­er.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Well, I’ll not dis­pute with you, Mrs. Cand­our; but, be it which it may, I hope that Sir Peter’s wound, will not—
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Sir Peter’s wound! Oh, mercy! I didn’t hear a word of their fight­ing.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Nor I, a syl­lable.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								No! what, no men­tion of the duel?
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Not a word.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Oh, yes: they fought be­fore they left the room.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Pray let us hear.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ay, do ob­lige us with the duel.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Sir, says Sir Peter, im­me­di­ately after the dis­cov­ery, you are a most un­grate­ful fel­low.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ay, to Charles—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								No, no—to Mr. Sur­face—a most un­grate­ful fel­low; and old as I am, sir, says he, I in­sist on im­me­di­ate sat­is­fac­tion.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ay, that must have been to Charles; for ’tis very un­likely Mr. Sur­face should fight in his own house.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Gad’s life, ma’am, not at all—giv­ing me im­me­di­ate sat­is­fac­tion.—On this, ma’am, Lady Teazle, see­ing Sir Peter in such danger, ran out of the room in strong hys­ter­ics, and Charles after her, call­ing out for hartshorn and wa­ter; then, madam, they began to fight with swords—
						

						
								
								
								Enter Crab­tree.
							
						

						
								Crab­tree
								With pis­tols, neph­ew—pis­tols! I have it from un­doubted au­thor­ity.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Oh, Mr. Crab­tree, then it is all true!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Too true, in­deed, madam, and Sir Peter is dan­ger­ously wounded—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								By a thrust in se­goon25 quite through his left side—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								By a bul­let lodged in the thor­ax.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Mercy on me! Poor Sir Peter!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Yes, madam; though Charles would have avoided the mat­ter, if he could.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								I told you who it was; I knew Charles was the per­son.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								My uncle, I see, knows noth­ing of the mat­ter.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								But Sir Peter taxed him with the basest in­grat­it­ude—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								That I told you, you know—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Do, neph­ew, let me speak!—and in­sisted on im­me­di­ate—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Just as I said—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Odds life, neph­ew, al­low oth­ers to know some­thing too! A pair of pis­tols lay on the bur­eau (for Mr. Sur­face, it seems, had come home the night be­fore late from Salt­h­ill, where he had been to see the Mon­tem26 with a friend, who has a son at Eton), so, un­luck­ily, the pis­tols were left charged.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								I heard noth­ing of this.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Sir Peter forced Charles to take one, and they fired, it seems, pretty nearly to­geth­er. Charles’s shot took ef­fect, as I tell you, and Sir Peter’s missed; but, what is very ex­traordin­ary, the ball struck against a little bronze Shakespeare that stood over the fire­place, grazed out of the win­dow at a right angle, and wounded the post­man, who was just com­ing to the door with a double let­ter from Northamp­ton­shire.27
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								My uncle’s ac­count is more cir­cum­stan­tial, I con­fess; but I be­lieve mine is the true one, for all that.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Aside. I am more in­ter­ested in this af­fair than they ima­gine, and must have bet­ter in­form­a­tion.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Lady Sneer­well.
							
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Ah! Lady Sneer­well’s alarm is very eas­ily ac­coun­ted for.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Yes, yes, they cer­tainly do say—but that’s neither here nor there.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								But, pray, where is Sir Peter at present?
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Oh, they brought him home, and he is now in the house, though the ser­vants are ordered to deny him.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								I be­lieve so, and Lady Teazle, I sup­pose, at­tend­ing him.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Yes, yes; and I saw one of the fac­ulty enter just be­fore me.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Hey! who comes here?
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Oh, this is he: the phys­i­cian, de­pend on’t.
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Oh, cer­tainly! it must be the phys­i­cian; and now we shall know.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Oliv­er Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Well, doc­tor, what hopes?
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Ay, doc­tor, how’s your pa­tient?
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Now, doc­tor, isn’t it a wound with a small-sword?
						

						
								Crab­tree
								A bul­let lodged in the thor­ax, for a hun­dred!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Doc­tor! a wound with a small-sword! and a bul­let in the thor­ax!—Oons! are you mad, good people?
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Per­haps, sir, you are not a doc­tor?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Truly, I am to thank you for my de­gree, if I am.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Only a friend of Sir Peter’s, then, I pre­sume. But, sir, you must have heard of his ac­ci­dent?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Not a word!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Not of his be­ing dan­ger­ously wounded?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								The dev­il he is!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Run through the body—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Shot in the breast—
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								By one Mr. Sur­face—
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Ay, the young­er.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Hey! what the plague! you seem to dif­fer strangely in your ac­counts: how­ever, you agree that Sir Peter is dan­ger­ously wounded.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Oh, yes, we agree in that.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Yes, yes, I be­lieve there can be no doubt of that.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Then, upon my word, for a per­son in that situ­ation, he is the most im­prudent man alive; for here he comes, walk­ing as if noth­ing at all was the mat­ter.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter Teazle.
							
						

						
								
								Odds heart, Sir Peter! you are come in good time, I prom­ise you; for we had just giv­en you over!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								Aside to Crab­tree. Egad, uncle, this is the most sud­den re­cov­ery!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Why, man! what do you out of bed with a small-sword through your body, and a bul­let lodged in your thor­ax?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								A small-sword and a bul­let!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ay; these gen­tle­men would have killed you without law or phys­ic, and wanted to dub me a doc­tor, to make me an ac­com­plice.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Why, what is all this?
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								We re­joice, Sir Peter, that the story of the duel is not true, and are sin­cerely sorry for your oth­er mis­for­tune.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								So, so; all over the town already! Aside.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								Though, Sir Peter, you were cer­tainly vastly to blame to marry at your years.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Sir, what busi­ness is that of yours?
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Though, in­deed, as Sir Peter made so good a hus­band, he’s very much to be pit­ied.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Plague on your pity, ma’am! I de­sire none of it.
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								How­ever, Sir Peter, you must not mind the laugh­ing and jests you will meet with on the oc­ca­sion.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Sir, sir! I de­sire to be mas­ter in my own house.
						

						
								Crab­tree
								’T is no un­com­mon case, that’s one com­fort.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I in­sist on be­ing left to my­self: without ce­re­mony—I in­sist on your leav­ing my house dir­ectly!
						

						
								Mrs. Cand­our
								Well, well, we are go­ing; and de­pend on’t, we’ll make the best re­port of it we can.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Leave my house!
						

						
								Crab­tree
								And tell how hardly you’ve been treated.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Leave my house!
						

						
								Sir Ben­jamin
								And how pa­tiently you bear it.
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Fiends! vi­pers! fur­ies! Oh! that their own venom would choke them!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								They are very pro­vok­ing, in­deed, Sir Peter.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Row­ley.
							
						

						
								Row­ley
								I heard high words: what has ruffled you, sir?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Pshaw! what sig­ni­fies ask­ing? Do I ever pass a day without my vex­a­tions?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Well, I’m not in­quis­it­ive.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, Sir Peter, I have seen both my neph­ews in the man­ner we pro­posed.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								A pre­cious couple they are!
						

						
								Row­ley
								Yes, and Sir Oliv­er is con­vinced that your judg­ment was right, Sir Peter.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, I find Joseph is in­deed the man, after all.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Ay, as Sir Peter says, he is a man of sen­ti­ment.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								And acts up to the sen­ti­ments he pro­fesses.
						

						
								Row­ley
								It cer­tainly is edi­fic­a­tion to hear him talk.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, he’s a mod­el for the young men of the age. — But how’s this, Sir Peter? you don’t join us in your friend Joseph’s praise, as I ex­pec­ted.
						

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

						
								Row­ley
								What! do you say so, Sir Peter, who were nev­er mis­taken in your life?
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Pshaw! plague on you both! I see by your sneer­ing you have heard the whole af­fair. I shall go mad among you!
						

						
								Row­ley
								Then, to fret you no longer, Sir Peter, we are in­deed ac­quain­ted with it all. I met Lady Teazle com­ing from Mr. Sur­face’s so humble, that she deigned to re­quest me to be her ad­voc­ate with you.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And does Sir Oliv­er know all this?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Every cir­cum­stance.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What of the closet and the screen, hey?
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Yes, yes, and the little French mil­liner. Oh, I have been vastly di­ver­ted with the story! ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								’T was very pleas­ant.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I nev­er laughed more in my life, I as­sure you; ah! ah! ah!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, vastly di­vert­ing! ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Row­ley
								To be sure, Joseph with his sen­ti­ments! ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, yes, his sen­ti­ments! ha! ha! ha! Hy­po­crit­ic­al vil­lain!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ay, and that rogue Charles to pull Sir Peter out of the closet! ha! ha! ha!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ha! ha! ’twas dev­il­ish en­ter­tain­ing, to be sure!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ha! ha! ha! Egad, Sir Peter, I should like to have seen your face when the screen was thrown down! ha! ha!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Yes, yes, my face when the screen was thrown down: ha! ha! ha! Oh, I must nev­er show my head again!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								But come, come, it isn’t fair to laugh at you neither, my old friend; though, upon my soul, I can’t help it.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oh, pray don’t re­strain your mirth on my ac­count: it does not hurt me at all! I laugh at the whole af­fair my­self. Yes, yes, I think be­ing a stand­ing jest for all one’s ac­quaint­ance a very happy situ­ation. Oh, yes, and then of a morn­ing to read the para­graphs about Mr.——, Lady T——, and Sir P——, will be so en­ter­tain­ing!
						

						
								Row­ley
								Without af­fect­a­tion, Sir Peter, you may des­pise the ri­dicule of fools. But I see Lady Teazle go­ing to­wards the next room; I am sure you must de­sire a re­con­cili­ation as earn­estly as she does.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Per­haps my be­ing here pre­vents her com­ing to you. Well, I’ll leave hon­est Row­ley to me­di­ate between you; but he must bring you all presently to Mr. Sur­face’s, where I am now re­turn­ing, if not to re­claim a lib­ertine, at least to ex­pose hy­po­crisy.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ah, I’ll be present at your dis­cov­er­ing your­self there with all my heart; though ’tis a vile un­lucky place for dis­cov­er­ies.
						

						
								Row­ley
								We’ll fol­low.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Sir Oliv­er Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								She is not com­ing here, you see, Row­ley.
						

						
								Row­ley
								No, but she has left the door of that room open, you per­ceive. See, she is in tears.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Cer­tainly, a little mor­ti­fic­a­tion ap­pears very be­com­ing in a wife. Don’t you think it will do her good to let her pine a little?
						

						
								Row­ley
								Oh, this is un­gen­er­ous in you!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, I know not what to think. You re­mem­ber the let­ter I found of hers evid­ently in­ten­ded for Charles?
						

						
								Row­ley
								A mere for­gery, Sir Peter! laid in your way on pur­pose. This is one of the points which I in­tend Snake shall give you con­vic­tion of.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I wish I were once sat­is­fied of that. She looks this way. What a re­mark­ably el­eg­ant turn of the head she has. Row­ley, I’ll go to her.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Cer­tainly.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Though, when it is known that we are re­con­ciled, people will laugh at me ten times more.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Let them laugh, and re­tort their malice only by show­ing them you are happy in spite of it.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								I’ faith, so I will! and, if I’m not mis­taken, we may yet be the hap­pi­est couple in the coun­try.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Nay, Sir Peter, he who once lays aside sus­pi­cion—
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hold, Mas­ter Row­ley I if you have any re­gard for me, nev­er let me hear you ut­ter any­thing like a sen­ti­ment: I have had enough of them to serve me the rest of my life.
						

						
								
								
								Ex­eunt.
							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The lib­rary in Joseph Sur­face’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Joseph Sur­face and Lady Sneer­well.
							
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Im­possible! Will not Sir Peter im­me­di­ately be re­con­ciled to Charles, and of course no longer op­pose his uni­on with Maria? The thought is dis­trac­tion to me.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Can pas­sion fur­nish a rem­edy?
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								No, nor cun­ning either. Oh, I was a fool, an idi­ot, to league with such a blun­der­er!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sure, Lady Sneer­well, I am the greatest suf­fer­er; yet you see I bear the ac­ci­dent with calmness.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Be­cause the dis­ap­point­ment doesn’t reach your heart; your in­terest only at­tached you to Maria. Had you felt for her what I have for that un­grate­ful lib­ertine, neither your tem­per nor hy­po­crisy could pre­vent your show­ing the sharp­ness of your vex­a­tion.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								But why should your re­proaches fall on me for this dis­ap­point­ment?
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Are you not the cause of it? Had you not a suf­fi­cient field for your roguery in im­pos­ing upon Sir Peter, and sup­plant­ing your broth­er, but you must en­deav­our to se­duce his wife? I hate such an av­arice of crimes; ’tis an un­fair mono­poly, and nev­er prospers.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Well, I ad­mit I have been to blame. I con­fess I de­vi­ated from the dir­ect road of wrong, but I don’t think we’re so totally de­feated neither.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								No!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								You tell me you have made a tri­al of Snake since we met, and that you still be­lieve him faith­ful to us?
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								I do be­lieve so.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								And that he has un­der­taken, should it be ne­ces­sary, to swear and prove that Charles is at this time con­trac­ted by vows and hon­our to your lady­ship, which some of his former let­ters to you will serve to sup­port?
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								This, in­deed, might have as­sisted.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Come, come; it is not too late yet.—Knock­ing at the door. But hark! this is prob­ably my uncle, Sir Oliv­er: re­tire to that room; we’ll con­sult farther when he is gone.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Well, but if he should find you out, too?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Oh, I have no fear of that. Sir Peter will hold his tongue for his own cred­it’s sake—and you may de­pend on it I shall soon dis­cov­er Sir Oliv­er’s weak side!
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								I have no dif­fid­ence of your abil­it­ies: only be con­stant to one roguery at a time.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I will, I will!—
						

						
								
								
								Exit Lady Sneer­well.
							
						

						
								
								So! ’tis con­foun­ded hard, after such bad for­tune, to be baited by one’s con­fed­er­ate in evil. Well, at all events, my char­ac­ter is so much bet­ter than Charles’s, that I cer­tainly—hey!—what—this is not Sir Oliv­er, but old Stan­ley again. Plague on’t that he should re­turn to tease me just now! I shall have Sir Oliv­er come and find him here—
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Oliv­er Sur­face.
							
						

						
								
								Gad’s life, Mr. Stan­ley, why have you come back to plague me at this time? You must not stay now, upon my word.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Sir, I hear your uncle Oliv­er is ex­pec­ted here, and though he has been so pen­uri­ous to you, I’ll try what he’ll do for me.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, ’tis im­possible for you to stay now, so I must beg—come any oth­er time, and I prom­ise you you shall be as­sisted.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								No: Sir Oliv­er and I must be ac­quain­ted.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Zounds, sir! then I in­sist on your quit­ting the room dir­ectly.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Nay, sir—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, I in­sist on’t!—Here, Wil­li­am! show this gen­tle­man out. Since you com­pel me, sir, not one mo­ment—this is such in­solence. Go­ing to push him out.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Charles Sur­face.
							
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Hey­day! what’s the mat­ter now? What the dev­il, have you got hold of my little broker here? Zounds, broth­er, don’t hurt little Premi­um. What’s the mat­ter, my little fel­low?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								So! he has been with you too, has he?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								To be sure, he has. Why, he’s as hon­est a little—But sure, Joseph, you have not been bor­row­ing money too, have you?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Bor­row­ing! no! But, broth­er, you know we ex­pect Sir Oliv­er here every—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								O Gad, that’s true! Noll mustn’t find the little broker here, to be sure.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Yet Mr. Stan­ley in­sists—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Stan­ley! why his name’s Premi­um.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								No, sir, Stan­ley.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								No, no, Premi­um.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Well, no mat­ter which—but—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, ay, Stan­ley or Premi­um, ’tis the same thing, as you say; for I sup­pose he goes by half a hun­dred names, be­sides A. B. at the cof­fee­house. Knock­ing.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								’Sdeath! here’s Sir Oliv­er at the door. — Now I beg, Mr. Stan­ley—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, ay, and I beg Mr. Premi­um—
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Gen­tle­men—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, by Heav­en you shall go!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, out with him, cer­tainly!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								This vi­ol­ence—
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, ’tis your own fault.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Out with him, to be sure. Both for­cing Sir Oliv­er out.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Sir Peter and Lady Teazle, Maria, and Row­ley.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								My old friend, Sir Oliv­er—hey! What in the name of won­der—here are du­ti­ful neph­ews—as­sault their uncle at a first vis­it!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								In­deed, Sir Oliv­er, ’twas well we came in to res­cue you.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Truly it was; for I per­ceive, Sir Oliv­er, the char­ac­ter of old Stan­ley was no pro­tec­tion to you.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Nor of Premi­um either: the ne­ces­sit­ies of the former could not ex­tort a shil­ling from that be­ne­vol­ent gen­tle­man; and with the oth­er I stood a chance of faring worse than my an­cest­ors, and be­ing knocked down without be­ing bid for.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Charles!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Joseph!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								’T is now com­plete!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Very.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Sir Peter, my friend, and Row­ley too—look on that eld­er neph­ew of mine. You know what he has already re­ceived from my bounty; and you also know how gladly I would have re­garded half my for­tune as held in trust for him: judge then my dis­ap­point­ment in dis­cov­er­ing him to be des­ti­tute of truth, char­ity, and grat­it­ude!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Sir Oliv­er, I should be more sur­prised at this de­clar­a­tion, if I had not my­self found him to be mean, treach­er­ous, and hy­po­crit­ic­al.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								And if the gen­tle­man pleads not guilty to these, pray let him call me to his char­ac­ter.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Then, I be­lieve, we need add no more: if he knows him­self, he will con­sider it as the most per­fect pun­ish­ment that he is known to the world.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								If they talk this way to Hon­esty, what will they say to me, by and by? Aside.
						

						
								
								
								Sir Peter, Lady Teazle, and Maria re­tire.
							
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								As for that prod­ig­al, his broth­er there—
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Ay, now comes my turn: the damned fam­ily pic­tures will ru­in me! Aside.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir Oliv­er—uncle, will you hon­our me with a hear­ing?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Now, if Joseph would make one of his long speeches, I might re­col­lect my­self a little. Aside.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								I sup­pose you would un­der­take to jus­ti­fy your­self en­tirely? To Joseph Sur­face.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I trust I could.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								To Charles Sur­face. Well, sir!—and you could jus­ti­fy your­self too, I sup­pose?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Not that I know of, Sir Oliv­er.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								What! Little Premi­um has been let too much in­to the secret, I sup­pose?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								True, sir; but they were fam­ily secrets, and should not be men­tioned again, you know.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Come, Sir Oliv­er, I know you can­not speak of Charles’s fol­lies with an­ger.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Odds heart, no more I can; nor with grav­ity either. — Sir Peter, do you know the rogue bar­gained with me for all his an­cest­ors; sold me judges and gen­er­als by the foot, and maid­en aunts as cheap as broken china.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								To be sure, Sir Oliv­er, I did make a little free with the fam­ily can­vas, that’s the truth on’t. My an­cest­ors may rise in judg­ment against me, there’s no deny­ing it; but be­lieve me sin­cere when I tell you—and upon my soul I would not say so if I was not—that if I do not ap­pear mor­ti­fied at the ex­pos­ure of my fol­lies, it is be­cause I feel at this mo­ment the warmest sat­is­fac­tion in see­ing you, my lib­er­al be­ne­fact­or.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Charles, I be­lieve you. Give me your hand again: the ill-look­ing little fel­low over the settee has made your peace.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Then, sir, my grat­it­ude to the ori­gin­al is still in­creased.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Ad­van­cing. Yet, I be­lieve, Sir Oliv­er, here is one whom Charles is still more anxious to be re­con­ciled to. Point­ing to Maria.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Oh, I have heard of his at­tach­ment there; and, with the young lady’s par­don, if I con­strue right—that blush
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, child, speak your sen­ti­ments!
						

						
								Maria
								Sir, I have little to say, but that I shall re­joice to hear that he is happy; for me—whatever claim I had to his af­fec­tion, I will­ingly resign to one who has a bet­ter title.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								How, Maria!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hey­day! what’s the mys­tery now?—While he ap­peared an in­cor­ri­gible rake, you would give your hand to no one else; and now that he is likely to re­form I’ll war­rant you won’t have him!
						

						
								Maria
								His own heart and Lady Sneer­well know the cause.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Lady Sneer­well!
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Broth­er, it is with great con­cern I am ob­liged to speak on this point, but my re­gard to justice com­pels me, and Lady Sneer­well’s in­jur­ies can no longer be con­cealed. Opens the door.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lady Sneer­well.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								So! an­oth­er French mil­liner! Egad, he has one in every room in the house, I sup­pose!
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								Un­grate­ful Charles! Well may you be sur­prised, and feel for the in­del­ic­ate situ­ation your per­fidy has forced me in­to.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Pray, uncle, is this an­oth­er plot of yours? For, as I have life, I don’t un­der­stand it.
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								I be­lieve, sir, there is but the evid­ence of one per­son more ne­ces­sary to make it ex­tremely clear.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And that per­son, I ima­gine, is Mr. Snake. — Row­ley, you were per­fectly right to bring him with us, and pray let him ap­pear.
						

						
								Row­ley
								Walk in, Mr. Snake.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Snake.
							
						

						
								
								I thought his testi­mony might be wanted: how­ever, it hap­pens un­luck­ily, that he comes to con­front Lady Sneer­well, not to sup­port her.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								A vil­lain! Treach­er­ous to me at last! Speak, fel­low, have you, too, con­spired against me?
						

						
								Snake
								I beg your lady­ship ten thou­sand par­dons: you paid me ex­tremely lib­er­ally for the lie in ques­tion; but I un­for­tu­nately have been offered double to speak the truth.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Plot and coun­ter­plot, egad! I wish your lady­ship joy of your ne­go­ti­ation.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								The tor­ments of shame and dis­ap­point­ment on you all! Go­ing.
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Hold, Lady Sneer­well—be­fore you go, let me thank you for the trouble you and that gen­tle­man have taken, in writ­ing let­ters from me to Charles, and an­swer­ing them your­self; and let me also re­quest you to make my re­spects to the scan­dal­ous col­lege of which you are pres­id­ent, and in­form them that Lady Teazle, li­cen­ti­ate, begs leave to re­turn the dip­loma they gran­ted her, as she leaves off prac­tice, and kills char­ac­ters no longer.
						

						
								Lady Sneer­well
								You, too, madam!—pro­vok­ing—in­solent! May your hus­band live these fifty years!
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Oons! what a fury!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								A ma­li­cious creature, in­deed!
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hey! not for her last wish?
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								Oh, no!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, sir, and what have you to say now?
						

						
								Joseph Sur­face
								Sir, I am so con­foun­ded, to find that Lady Sneer­well could be guilty of sub­orn­ing Mr. Snake in this man­ner, to im­pose on us all, that I know not what to say: how­ever, lest her re­venge­ful spir­it should prompt her to in­jure my broth­er, I had cer­tainly bet­ter fol­low her dir­ectly. For the man who at­tempts to—
						

						
								
								
								Exit.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Mor­al to the last drop!
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ay, and marry her, Joseph, if you can. Oil and Vin­eg­ar!—egad, you’ll do very well to­geth­er.
						

						
								Row­ley
								I be­lieve we have no more oc­ca­sion for Mr. Snake at present.
						

						
								Snake
								Be­fore I go, I beg par­don once for all, for whatever un­eas­i­ness I have been the humble in­stru­ment of caus­ing to the parties present.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Well, well, you have made atone­ment by a good deed at last.
						

						
								Snake
								But I must re­quest of the com­pany, that it shall nev­er be known.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Hey!—what the plague!—are you ashamed of hav­ing done a right thing once in your life?
						

						
								Snake
								Ah, sir, con­sider—I live by the bad­ness of my char­ac­ter;28 I have noth­ing but my in­famy to de­pend on! and, if it were once known that I had been I be­trayed in­to an hon­est ac­tion, I should lose every friend I have in the world.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, well—we’ll not tra­duce you by say­ing any­thing in your praise, nev­er fear.
						

						
								
								
								Exit Snake.
							
						

						
								Sir Peter
								There’s a pre­cious rogue!
						

						
								Lady Teazle
								See, Sir Oliv­er, there needs no per­sua­sion now to re­con­cile your neph­ew and Maria.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Ay, ay, that’s as it should be, and, egad, we’ll have the wed­ding to­mor­row morn­ing.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Thank you, dear uncle.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								What, you rogue! don’t you ask the girl’s con­sent first?
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Oh, I have done that a long time—a minute ago—and she has looked yes.
						

						
								Maria
								For shame, Charles!—I protest, Sir Peter, there has not been a word—
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								Well, then, the few­er the bet­ter; may your love for each oth­er nev­er know abate­ment.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								And may you live as hap­pily to­geth­er as Lady Teazle and I in­tend to do!
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								Row­ley, my old friend, I am sure you con­grat­u­late me; and I sus­pect that I owe you much.
						

						
								Sir Oliv­er
								You do, in­deed, Charles.
						

						
								Row­ley
								If my ef­forts to serve you had not suc­ceeded, you would have been in my debt for the at­tempt; but de­serve to be happy and you over­pay me.
						

						
								Sir Peter
								Ay, hon­est Row­ley al­ways said you would re­form.
						

						
								Charles Sur­face
								
								Why, as to re­form­ing, Sir Peter, I’ll make no prom­ises, and that I take to be a proof I in­tend to set about it. But here shall be my mon­it­or—my gentle guide. — Ah! can I leave the vir­tu­ous path those eyes il­lu­mine?

								
									
										Though thou, dear maid, shouldst waive thy beauty’s sway,
										

										Thou still must rule, be­cause I will obey:
										

										An humble fu­git­ive from Folly view,
										

										No sanc­tu­ary near but Love and you:
									

								

								
									To the audi­ence.
								

								
									
										You can, in­deed, each anxious fear re­move,
										

										For even Scan­dal dies, if you ap­prove.
									

								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Epilogue

				By Mr. Col­man

				Spoken by Lady Teazle

			
			
				
					I, who was late so volat­ile and gay,
					

					Like a trade-wind must now blow all one way,
					

					Bend all my cares, my stud­ies, and my vows,
					

					To one dull rusty weath­er­cock—my spouse!
					

					So wills our vir­tu­ous bard—the mot­ley Bayes29
					

					Of cry­ing epi­logues and laugh­ing plays!
					

					Old bach­el­ors, who marry smart young wives,
					

					Learn from our play to reg­u­late your lives:
					

					Each bring his dear to town, all faults upon her—
					

					Lon­don will prove the very source of hon­our.
					

					Plunged fairly in, like a cold bath it serves,
					

					When prin­ciples re­lax, to brace the nerves:
					

					Such is my case; and yet I must de­plore
					

					That the gay dream of dis­sip­a­tion’s o’er.
					

					And say, ye fair! was ever lively wife,
					

					Born with a geni­us for the highest life,
					

					Like me un­timely blas­ted in her bloom,
					

					Like me con­demn’d to such a dis­mal doom?
					

					Save money—when I just knew how to waste it!
					

					Leave Lon­don—just as I began to taste it!
					

					Must I then watch the early crow­ing cock,
					

					The mel­an­choly tick­ing of a clock;
					

					In a lone rus­tic hall forever poun­ded,
					

					With dogs, cats, rats, and squalling brats sur­roun­ded?
					

					With humble cur­ate can I now re­tire,
					

					(While good Sir Peter boozes with the squire,)
					

					And at back­gam­mon mor­ti­fy my soul,
					

					That pants for loo, or flut­ters at a vole?
					

					Sev­en’s the main! Dear sound that must ex­pire,
					

					Lost at hot cockles round a Christ­mas fire;
					

					The tran­si­ent hour of fash­ion too soon spent,
					

					Farewell the tran­quil mind, farewell con­tent!
					

					Farewell the plumed head, the cush­ion’d tête,
					

					That takes the cush­ion from its prop­er seat!
					

					That spir­it-stir­ring drum!—card drums I mean,
					

					Spa­dille—odd trick—pam—basto—king and queen!30
					

					And you, ye knock­ers, that, with brazen throat,
					

					The wel­come vis­it­ors’ ap­proach de­note;
					

					Farewell all qual­ity of high renown,
					

					Pride, pomp, and cir­cum­stance of glor­i­ous town!
					

					Farewell! your rev­els I par­take no more,
					

					And Lady Teazle’s oc­cu­pa­tion’s o’er!
					

					All this I told our bard; he smiled, and said ’twas clear,
					

					I ought to play deep tragedy next year.
					

					Mean­while he drew wise mor­als from his play,
					

					And in these sol­emn peri­ods stalk’d away:—
					

					“Bless’d were the fair like you; her faults who stopp’d,
					

					And closed her fol­lies when the cur­tain dropp’d!
					

					No more in vice or er­ror to en­gage,
					

					Or play the fool at large on life’s great stage.”
				

			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. In the ori­gin­al draft of this scene, now in the pos­ses­sion of the Sherid­ans of Framp­ton Court, Dorchester, the per­son with whom Lady Sneer­well is con­vers­ing is a Miss Ver­juice, and it is only later in the scene, after the en­trance of Joseph Sur­face, that we find a ref­er­ence to “Snake, the Scrib­bler.” In re­vis­ing the scene, Sherid­an found that one char­ac­ter might suf­fice for the minor dirty work of the plot; and to this char­ac­ter he gave the dia­logue of Miss Ver­juice and the name of Snake. The name Sneer­well is to be found in Field­ing’s Pasquin.

			2. In A Jour­ney to Bath, an un­acted com­edy by Mrs. Frances Sherid­an, three acts of which are pre­served in the Brit­ish Mu­seum (MS. 25, 975), there is a Mrs. Sur­face, “one who keeps a lodging-house at Bath.” She is no re­la­tion to either of the Sur­faces in the School for Scan­dal; yet it may be worth not­ing that she is a scan­dal­mon­ger who hates scan­dal. See Mr. W. Fraser Rae’s edi­tion of Sherid­an’s Plays as He Wrote Them (Lon­don: Nutt, 1902). A Jour­ney to Bath is also in­cluded.

			3. Row­ley is one of the many faith­ful stew­ards, fre­quent in com­edy. Per­haps the first of them was Trusty in Steele’s Fu­ner­al.

			4. In 1777, when Sherid­an wrote, only people of the highest po­s­i­tion and fash­ion made their foot­men powder their hair; so Sir Peter is here re­proach­ing Lady Teazle with her ex­al­ted am­bi­tions.

			5. Pro­fess­or Ward, in his His­tory of Eng­lish Dra­mat­ic Lit­er­at­ure, draws at­ten­tion to a par­al­lel pas­sage in Fletch­er’s Noble Gen­tle­man (Act II., Scene I.), in which Mar­ine threatens to take his fash­ion­able wife home again:

			
				
					“Make you ready straight,
					

					And in that gown which you first came to town in,
					

					Your safe-cloak, and your hood suit­able,
					

					Thus on a double geld­ing shall you amble,
					

					And my man Jaques shall be set be­fore you.”
				

			

			6. It seems as though John G. Saxe may have re­membered this speech of Sir Peter’s when he wrote his epi­gram, “Too Can­did by half”:

			
				
					“As Tom and his wife were dis­cours­ing one day
					

					Of their sev­er­al faults, in a ban­ter­ing way,
					

					Said she: ‘Though my wit you dis­par­age,
					

					I’m sure, my dear hus­band, our friends will at­test
					

					This much, at the least, that my judg­ment is best.’
					

					Quoth Tom: ‘So they said at our mar­riage!’ ”
				

			

			7. The read­ing of this epi­gram by Sir Ben­jamin Back­bite is per­haps an­oth­er of Sherid­an’s re­min­is­cences of Molière; at least there is a situ­ation not un­like it in the Pre­cieuses Ri­dicules, in the Femmes Sav­antes, and in the Mis­an­thrope. In the fi­nal quarter of the eight­eenth cen­tury, there arose a spe­cies of dandy called the ma­car­oni, much as in the fi­nal quarter of the nine­teenth cen­tury there arose a vari­ety called the dude.

			“The Itali­ans are ex­tremely fond of a dish they call ma­car­oni, com­posed of a kind of paste; and, as they con­sider this the sum­mum bonuni of all good eat­ing, so they fig­ur­at­ively call everything they think el­eg­ant and un­com­mon ma­car­oni. Our young trav­el­lers, who gen­er­ally catch the fol­lies of the coun­tries they vis­it, judged that the title of ma­car­oni was ap­plic­able to a clev­er fel­low; and, ac­cord­ingly, to dis­tin­guish them­selves as such, they in­sti­tuted a club un­der this de­nom­in­a­tion, the mem­bers of which were sup­posed to be the stand­ards of taste. They make a most ri­dicu­lous fig­ure, with hats of an inch in the brim, that do not cov­er, but lie upon, the head; with about two pounds of fic­ti­tious hair, formed in­to what is called a club, hanging down their shoulders, as white as a baker’s sack” (Pock­et­book, 1773, quoted in Mr. T. L. O. Dav­ies’s “Sup­ple­ment­ary Gloss­ary”). The name of the ma­car­oni is also pre­served in the first stanza of our “Yan­kee Doodle,” which is al­most con­tem­por­an­eous with Sherid­an’s play.

			8. Moore noted the re­semb­lance of this aside to Pope’s line, in the “Rape of the Lock”:—

			
				
					“At every word, a repu­ta­tion dies.”
				

			

			This scan­dal scene of Sherid­an’s had pre­de­cessors in the com­ed­ies of Con­greve and of Wycher­ley, not to go back as far as the Mis­an­thrope of Molière. Hard and cruel as Sherid­an’s scene now seems to us, it is gentle in­deed when con­tras­ted with the cudgel-play of Con­greve and Wycher­ley. It is pos­sible that Sherid­an owed some of his com­par­at­ive suav­ity to the ex­ample of Ad­dis­on, who con­trib­uted to No. 17 of the Spec­tat­or, a “Fine Lady’s Journ­al,” in which there is a pas­sage of tittle-tattle more like Sherid­an than Wycher­ley or Con­greve.

			9. Gen­este, in his His­tory of the Eng­lish Stage, draws at­ten­tion to a par­al­lel pas­sage in the Trin­um­mus of Plau­tus, and sug­gests that it would fur­nish a very pat motto for this play:

			
				
					“Quod si ex­quirat­ur usque ab stirpe auct­or­itas,
					

					Un­de quic­quid auditum dic­ant, nisi id ap­par­eat.
					

					Fami­ger­atori res sit cum damno et malo:
					

					Hoc ita si fi­at, pub­lico fi­at bono.
					

					Pauci sint fax­im, qui sci­ant quod nes­ciunt;
					

					Oc­clu­siorem­que ha­beant stulti­lo­quen­tiam.”
				

			

			10. In 1777 a com­mit­tee of the House of Com­mons was ap­poin­ted to in­quire in­to the laws con­cern­ing usury and an­nu­it­ies; and on its re­port in May, the month in which this play was first ac­ted, a bill was brought in and passed, provid­ing that all con­tracts with minors for an­nu­it­ies shall be void, and that those pro­cur­ing them and so­li­cit­ors char­ging more than ten shil­lings per cent shall be sub­ject to fine or im­pris­on­ment.

			11. The tra­di­tion­al busi­ness of the scene is for Sir Peter and Lady Teazle here to take each oth­er by the hand and to re­peat, in uni­son, “Nev­er! nev­er! nev­er!”

			12. In the ori­gin­al draft of the sev­er­al scenes which Sherid­an fi­nally com­bined in­to the School for Scan­dal, this phrase, “bags and bou­quets,” was said to Sir Peter as he was com­plain­ing of Lady Teazle’s ex­tra­vag­ances. This util­iz­a­tion at last of a phrase at first re­jec­ted else­where is highly char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Sherid­an.

			13. Sherid­an has been ac­cused, justly enough, of mak­ing his ser­vants talk as their mas­ters; but this is an old fail­ing of writers of com­edy, al­though few of them would have risked this ac­cur­ate use of the leg­al phras­eo­logy which Sherid­an at all times af­fected. But there is in Ben Jon­son’s Every Man in His Hu­mour (Act III., Scene II.) a speech of Know­ell’s ser­vant, Brain­worm, in which we find the very same tech­nic­al term as we have in the text: “This smoky var­nish be­ing washed off, and three or four patches re­moved, I ap­pear your wor­ship’s [ser­vant] in re­ver­sion, after the de­cease of your good fath­er, Brain­worm.” Sherid­an’s Trip and Fag re­call the amus­ing per­son­ages of High Life Be­low Stairs, sug­ges­ted by a pa­per of Steele’s, “On Ser­vants,” in the Spec­tat­or, No. 88.

			14. It has been as­ser­ted (in Notes and Quer­ies, 5th S., ii., 245, and else­where) that Sherid­an de­rived this song from a bal­lad in Suck­ling’s play, the Gob­lins; but a care­ful com­par­is­on of the two songs shows that there is really no found­a­tion for the charge. The mu­sic to Sherid­an’s song was com­posed by his fath­er-in-law, Thomas Lin­ley, who had been his part­ner in The Du­enna.

			15. In Foote’s Minor, there is a spend­thrift son, whose fath­er vis­its him in dis­guise to test him; and in Foote’s Ar­thur, a fath­er re­turns in dis­guise, and, to his great de­light, hears his son dis­close the most ad­mir­able sen­ti­ments; but there is no real like­ness between either of Foote’s scenes and this of Sherid­an’s, the real ori­gin­al of which is per­haps to be found in his moth­er’s Sid­ney Bid­dulph, in which an East In­di­an uncle re­turns to test a neph­ew and a niece. Yet there is pos­sibly a slight re­semb­lance between “little Premi­um the broker,” and “little Trans­fer, the broker,” in the Minor.

			16. An erring tra­di­tion au­thor­izes Moses to in­ter­pol­ate freely and fre­quently through­out the rest of the scene a more or less mean­ing­less “I’ll take my oath of that.” As the part of Moses is gen­er­ally taken by the low comedi­an who also ap­pears as Tony Lump­kin, this gag may be a re­min­is­cence of the com­ic scene in She Stoops to Con­quer, in which Tony of­fers to swear to his moth­er’s as­ser­tion that Miss Hard­castle’s jew­els have been stolen.

			17. The ab­surdity of an auc­tion with only one bid­der has been com­men­ted upon of­ten, but surely Sherid­an nev­er in­ten­ded the auc­tion to be taken ser­i­ously. The pre­tence of an auc­tion is surely a freak of Charles’s hu­mour and high spir­its.

			18. The School for Scan­dal was one of the plays per­formed by the Eng­lish act­ors on their fam­ous vis­it to Par­is in 1827—a vis­it which re­vealed the might and range of the Eng­lish drama to the French and thereby served to make pos­sible the Ro­man­ti­cist re­volt of 1830. Vic­tor Hugo was an as­sidu­ous fol­low­er of the Eng­lish per­form­ances; and it may be that this scene of the School for Scan­dal sug­ges­ted to him the scene with the por­traits in Hernani.

			19. In a note to an an­onym­ous pamph­let bio­graph­ic­al sketch of Sherid­an, pub­lished in 1799, there is quoted a re­mark of a lady which is not without point and per­tin­ency: “Mr. Sherid­an is a fool if he pays a bill (of which, by the by, he is not ac­cused) of one of the trades­men who re­ceived his com­edy with such thun­ders of ap­plause. He ought to tell them in the words of Charles, that he could nev­er make Justice keep pace with Gen­er­os­ity, and they could have no right to com­plain.”

			20. It has been of­ten ob­jec­ted that the hid­ing of Lady Teazle be­hind the screen put her in full view of the op­pos­ite neigh­bour, the maid­en lady of so curi­ous a tem­per; but it must be re­membered that it is Joseph who makes this re­mark and has the screen set, and it is Lady Teazle who un­wit­tingly rushes to hide be­hind it.

			21. The late Ab­ra­ham Hay­ward, in his Se­lec­ted Es­says (i. 400), calls this “the re­cast of a fine re­flec­tion in Za­dig,” and quotes, in a foot­note, Voltaire’s words: “As­tarte est femme, elle laisse par­ler ses re­gards avec d’autant plus d’im­prudence qu’elle ne se croit pas en­core coup­able. Mal­heureuse­ment rassur­ee sur son in­no­cence, elle neg­lige les de­hors ne­ces­saires. Je trem­blerai pour elle tant qu’elle n’aura ri­en a se re­procher.”

			22. Boaden, the bio­graph­er of Kemble, has the hy­per-in­genu­ity to dis­cov­er in the fall of the rug in Molly Seagrim’s bed­room, dis­clos­ing, the philo­soph­er Square, in Tom Jones, the first germ of the fall of the screen in the School for Scan­dal.

			23. Nowadays most Sir Peters take this situ­ation to heart as though the School for Scan­dal were a tragedy, but the play is a com­edy, and this scene is, and is meant to be, com­ic, and not tra­gic, or even purely pathet­ic. It is the van­ity rather than the hon­our of Sir Peter in which he feels the wound. If he is as deeply moved as Oth­ello, the fol­low­ing speech of Charles is un­speak­ably heart­less and bru­tal;—and so, in­deed, it is, as it is de­livered by most comedi­ans.

			24. The ru­pee and the pa­goda were coins cur­rent in Hindus­tan. The ru­pee is of sil­ver and is equi­val­ent to about two shil­lings ster­ling. The pa­goda was either gold or sil­ver, and its value var­ied from eight to nine shil­lings ster­ling. The ava­da­vats men­tioned in an earli­er speech are birds of bril­liant plumage.

			25. “Se­goon” is a cor­rup­tion of se­gunde, the Span­ish form of the French fen­cing term seconde. Mr. Wal­ter Her­ries Pol­lock kindly gave me this in­form­a­tion, sought else­where in vain. A thrust in se­goon, he writes, is “a thrust de­livered low, un­der the ad­versary’s blade, with the hand in the tierce po­s­i­tion, that is, with the knuckles up­wards, and the wrist turned down­wards. The parry is now more fre­quently used than is the thrust of seconde, and is es­pe­cially valu­able in dis­arm­ing; but the thrust is very use­ful in cer­tain cases, and par­tic­u­larly for one form of the coup d’ar­ret. A lunge in seconde which goes through the lung is nowadays an odd thing to hear of; but such a res­ult might come from the blade of the man us­ing the thrust in seconde be­ing thrown up­wards by a slip on the ad­versary’s blade, arm, or shirt.”

			26. The Mon­tem was a tri­en­ni­al ce­re­mony of the boys at Eton, ab­ol­ished only in 1847. It con­sisted of a pro­ces­sion to a mound (ad mon­tem) near the Bath Road, where they ex­ac­ted money from those present and from all pass­ersby. The sum col­lec­ted, some­times nearly £1,000, went to the cap­tain or seni­or schol­ar, and served to pay his ex­penses at the uni­ver­sity. There is an in­ter­est­ing ac­count of the Mon­tem in Con­ingsby.

			27. Tra­di­tion formerly au­thor­ized Mrs. Cand­our to in­ter­pol­ate here a query as to wheth­er the post­age had been paid or not; but this seems to be car­ry­ing the joke a little too far.

			28. In the first draft of the play this speech of Snake’s was in one of the earli­est scenes. The an­onym­ous writer of a pamph­let, “Let­ter to Thomas Moore, Esq., on the sub­ject of Sherid­an’s School for Scan­dal” (Bath, 1826), de­clares that “this is but boy­ish com­pos­i­tion, and quite too broad even for farce. It might have been said to Snake by an­oth­er, but is out of even stage-nature or stage-ne­ces­sity, as com­ing from him­self” (p. 16).

			29. Bayes was the hero of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham’s Re­hears­al, and was a ca­ri­ca­ture of John Dry­den. At the time this epi­logue was writ­ten the Re­hears­al had not yet been driv­en from the stage by the Crit­ic.

			30. In the game of ombre, at its height when Pope wrote the “Rape of the Lock,” and still sur­viv­ing when Col­man wrote this epi­logue, “Spa­dille” was the ace of spades, “pam” was the knave of clubs, and “basto” was the ace of clubs.
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