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      TO THE

      

      RIGHT HONOURABLE

      

      CHARLES

      

      Earl of Dorset and Middlesex,

      

      Lord Chamberlain of His Majesty's Houshold, and Knight of the Most Noble Order of the Garter, &c.

      

      MY LORD,

      

      AYoung Poet, is liable to the same Vanity and Indiscretion with a Young Lover; and the Great Man that smiles upon one, and the Fine Woman that looks kindly upon t' other, are each of 'em in Danger of having the Favour publish'd with the first Opportunity.

      

      But there may be a different Motive, which will a little distinguish the Offenders. For tho' one should have a Vanity in ruining another's Reputation, yet the other may only have an Ambition to advance his own. And I beg leave, my Lord, that I may plead the latter, both as the Cause and Excuse of this Dedication.

      

      Whoever is King, is also the Father of his Country; and as no body can dispute Your Lordship's Monarchy in Poetry; so all that are concern'd, ought to acknowledge Your Universal Patronage: And it is only presuming on the Priviledge of a Loyal Subject, that I have ventur'd to make this my Address of Thanks, to Your Lordship; which at the same time, includes a Prayer for Your Protection.

      

      I am not Ignorant of the Common Form of Poetical Dedications, which are generally made up of Panegyricks, where the Authors endeavour to distinguish their Patrons, by the shining Characters they give them, above other Men. But that, my Lord, is not my business at this time, nor is Your Lordship now to be distinguish'd. I am contented with the Honour I do my self in this Epistle; without the Vanity of attempting to add to, or explain Your Lordship's Character.

      

      I confess it is not without some strugling, that I behave my self in this Case, as I ought: For it is very hard to be pleased with a Subject, and yet forbear it. But I chuse rather to follow Pliny's Precept, than his Example, when in his Panegyrick to the Emperour Trajan, he says,

      

      Nec minus considerabo quid aures ejus pati

      possint, Quam quid virtutibus debeatur.

      

      I hope I may be excus'd the Pedantry of a Quotation, when it is so justly apply'd. Here are some Lines in the Print, (and which your Lordship read before this Play was Acted) that were omitted on the Stage; and particularly one whole Scene in the Third Act, which not only helps the Design forward with less Precipitation, but also heightens the ridiculous Character of Foresight, which indeed seems to be maim'd without it. But I found my self in great danger of a long Play, and was glad to help it where I could. Tho' notwithstanding my Care, and the kind Reception it had from the Town; I could heartily wish it yet shorter: But the Number of Different Characters represented in it, would have been too much crowded in less room.

      

      This Reflection on Prolixity, (a Fault, for which scarce any one Beauty will attone) warns me not to be tedious now, and detain Your Lordship any longer with the Trifles of,

      

      MY LORD,

      

      Your Lordship's

      Most Obedient

      and Most Humble

      Servant,

      

      WILL. CONGREVE.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue, spoken by Thomas Betterton

          

        

      

    

    
      The opening of the new Play-House, propos'd to be spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle in Man's Cloaths.

      Sent from an unknown Hand.

      

      Custom, which every where bears mighty Sway,

      Brings me to act the Orator to Day:

      But Women, you will say, are ill at Speeches,

      'Tis true, and therefore I appear in Breeches:

      Not for Example to you City-Wives;

      That by Prescription's setled for your Lives.

      Was it for gain the Husband first consented?

      O yes, their Gains are mightily augmented:[1]

      And yet, methinks, it must havecost some Strife:

      A Passive Husband, and an Active Wife!

      'Tis awkward, very awkward, by my Life.

      But to my Speech, Assemblies of all Nations

      Still are suppos'd to open with Orations:

      Mine shall begin, to shew our Obligations.

      To you, our Benefactors, lowly Bowing,

      Whose Favours have prevented our undoing;

      A long Egyptian Bondage we endur'd,

      Till Freedom, by your Justice we procur'd:

      Our Taskmasters were grown such very Jews,

      We must at length have Play'd in Wooden Shooes,

      Had not your Bounty taught us to refuse.

      Freedom's of English growth, I think, alone;

      What for lost English Freedom can attone?

      A Free-born Player loaths to be compell'd;

      Our Rulers Tyraniz'd, and We Rebell'd.

      Freedom! the Wise Man's Wish, the Poor Man's Wealth;

      Which you, and I, and most of us enjoy by Stealth;

      The Soul of Pleasure, and the Sweet of Life,

      The Woman's Charter, Widdow, Maid or Wife,

      This they'd have cancell'd, and thence grew the Strife.

      But you perhaps, wou'd have me here confess

      How we obtain'd the Favour;—Can't you guess?

      Why then I'll tell you, (for I hate a Lye)

      By Brib'ry, errant Brib'ry, let me dye:

      I was their Agent, but by Jove I swear

      No honourable Member had a share

      Tho' young and able Members bid me Fair:

      I chose a wiser way to make you willing,

      Which has not cost the House a single Shilling;

      Now you suspect at least I went a Billing.

      You see I'm Young, and to that Air of Youth,

      Some will add Beauty, and a little Truth;

      These Pow'rful Charms, improv'd by Pow'rful Arts,

      Prevail'd to captivate your op'ning Hearts.

      Thus furnish'd, I prefer'd my poor Petition,

      And brib'd ye to commiserate our Condition:

      I Laugh'd, and Sigh'd, and Sung, and Leer'd upon ye;

      With Roguish Loving Looks, and that way won ye:

      The Young Men kiss'd me, and the Old I kiss'd,

      And luringly, I led them as I list.

      The Ladies in meer Pity took our Parts,

      Pity's the darling Passion of their Hearts.

      Thus Bribing, or thus Brib'd, fear no Disgraces;

      For thus you may take Bribes, and keep your Places.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue spoken at the opening of the New House

          

        

      

    

    
      Spoken at the opening of the New House,

      

      By Mr. Betterton.

      

      The Husbandman in vain renews his Toil,

      To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil;

      And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit,

      When what should feed the Tree, devours the Root:

      Th' unladen Boughs, he sees, bode certain Dearth,

      Unless transplanted to more kindly Earth.

      So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found

      Their Labours lost upon the ungrateful Ground,

      This last and only Remedy have prov'd;

      And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov'd.

      Well may they hope, when you so kindly aid,

      And plant a Soil which you so rich have made.

      As Nature gave the World to Man's first Age,

      So from your Bounty, we receive this Stage;

      The Freedom Man was born to, you've restor'd,

      And to our World, such Plenty you afford,

      It seems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord.

      But since in Paradise frail Flesh gave way,

      And when but two were made, both went astray;

      Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive,

      If in our larger Family we grieve

      One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve.

      We who remain, would gratefully repay

      What our Endeavours can, and bring this day,

      The First-fruit. Offering, of a Virgin Play.

      We hope there's something that may please each Taste,

      And tho' of Homely Fare we make the Feast,

      Yet you will find variety at least.

      There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got,

      And for the thinking Party there's a Plot.

      We've something too, to gratifie ill Nature,

      (If there be any here) and that is Satire.

      Tho Satire scarce dares grin, 'tis grown so mild;

      Or only shews its Teeth, as if it smil'd.

      As Asses Thistles, Poets mumble Wit,

      And dare not bite, for fear of being bit.

      They hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Fools,

      And are afraid to use their own Edge-Tools.

      Since the Plain-Dealers Scenes of Manly Rage,

      Not one has dar'd to lash this Crying Age.

      This time, the Poet owns the bold Essay,

      Yet hopes there's no ill-manners in his Play:

      And he declares by me, he has design'd

      Affront to none, but frankly speaks his mind.

      And shou'd the ensuing Scenes not chance to hit,

      He offers but this one Excuse, 'twas writ

      Before your late Encouragement of Wit.
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      ACT I. SCENE I.

      Valentine in his Chamber Reading. Jeremy waiting.

      Several Books upon the Table.

      Val.Jeremy.

      Jere.Sir.

      Val.Here, take away; I'll walk a turn, and digest what I have read⁠—

      Jere.You'll grow Devilish fat upon this Paper-Diet.

      [Aside, and taking away the Books.

      

      Val.And d'ye hear, go you to Breakfast—There's a Page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a Feast for an Emperour.

      

      Jere.Was Epictetus a real Cook, or did he only write Receipts?

      

      Val.Read, read, Sirrah, and refine your Appetite; learn to live upon Instruction; feast your Mind, and mortifie your Flesh; Read, and take your Nourishment in at your Eyes; shut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud of Understanding. So Epictetus advises.

      

      Jere.O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I waited upon a Gentleman at Cambridge: Pray what was that Epictetus?

      

      Val.A very rich Man.—Not worth a Groat.

      

      Jere.Humph, and so he has made a very fine Feast, where there is nothing to be eaten.

      

      Val.Yes.

      

      Jere.Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably understand this fine Feeding: But if you please, I had rather be at Board-Wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, or any of these poor, rich Rogues, teach you how to pay your Debts without Money? Will they shut up the Mouths of your Creditors? Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Diogenes, because he understands Confinement, and liv'd in a Tub, go to Prison for you? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to mew your self up here with Three or Four musty Books, in commendation of Starving and Poverty?

      

      Val.Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know it; and therefore resolve to rail at all that have: And in that I but follow the Examples of the wisest and wittiest Men in all Ages; these Poets and Philosophers whom you naturally hate, for just such another Reason; because they abound in Sense, and you are a Fool.

      

      Jere.Aye, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it: And yet, Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough to be a Wit—But I was always a Fool, when I told you what your Expences would bring you to; your Coaches and your Liveries; your Treats and your Balls; your being in Love with a Lady, that did not care a Farthing for you in your Prosperity; and keeping Company with Wits, that car'd for nothing but your Prosperity; and now when you are poor, hate you as much as they do one another.

      

      Val.Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportunity to be reveng'd on 'em all; I'll pursue Angelica with more Love than ever, and appear more notoriously her Admirer in this Restraint, than when I openly rival'd the rich Fops, that made Court to her; so shall my Poverty be a Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps, make her compassionate that Love, which has principally reduc'd me to this Lowness of Fortune. And for the Wits, I'm sure I'm in a Condition to be even with them⁠—

      

      Jere.Nay, your Condition is pretty even with theirs, that's the truth on't.

      

      Val.I'll take some of their Trade out of their Hands.

      

      Jere.Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon Paper; you don't mean to write!

      

      Val.Yes, I do; I'll write a Play.

      

      Jere.Hem!—Sir, if you please to give me a small Certificate of Three Lines—only to certifie those whom it may concern; That the Bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by Name, has for the space of Sev'n Years truly and faithfully serv'd Valentine Legend Esq and that he is not now turn'd away for any Misdemeanour; but does voluntarily dismiss his Master from any future Authority over him⁠—

      

      Val.No, Sirrah, you shall live with me still.

      

      Jere.Sir, it's impossible———I may die with you, starve with you, or be dam'd with your Works: But to live even Three days, the Life of a Play, I no more expect it, than to be Canoniz'd for a Muse after my Decease.

      

      Val.You are witty, you Rogue, I shall want your Help;———I'll have you learn to make Couplets, to tag the ends of Acts: d'ye hear, get the Maids to Crambo in an Evening, and learn the knack of Rhiming, you may arrive at the height of a Song, sent by an unknown Hand, or a Chocolate-House Lampoon.

      

      Jere.But Sir, Is this the way to recover your Father's Favour? Why Sir Sampson will be irreconcilable. If your Younger Brother shou'd come from Sea, he'd never look upon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're ruin'd; you won't have a Friend left in the World, if you turn Poet———Ah Pox confound that Will's Coffee-House, it has ruin'd more Young Men than the Royal Oak Lottery———Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The Man of the House would have been an Alderman by this time with half the Trade, if he had set up in the City———For my part, I never sit at the Door, that I don't get double the Stomach that I do at a Horse-Race. The Air upon Banstead-Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter; yet I never see it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me; sometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with pimping, and carrying Billet-doux and Songs; not like other Porters for Hire, but for the Jests sake. Now like a thin Chairman, melted down to half his Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon Tick, to visit some great Fortune; and his Fare to be paid him like the Wages of Sin, either at the Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death.

      

      Val.Very well, Sir; can you proceed?

      

      Jere.Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookseller, with a meagre terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had written for himself, or were resolv'd to turn Author, and bring the rest of his Brethren into the same Condition. And Lastly, In the Form of a worn-out Punk, with Verses in her Hand, which her Vanity had prefer'd to Settlements, without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one of the Muses; or as if she were carrying her Linnen to the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio Books, of Warning to all Young Maids, not to prefer Poetry to good Sense; or lying in the Arms of a needy Wit, before the Embraces of a weakthy Fool.

      

      Enter Scandal.

      

      Scan.What, Jeremy holding forth?

      

      Val.The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muster up) been declaiming against Wit.

      

      Scan.Aye? Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has Wit: For whereever it is, it's always contriving it's own Ruine.

      

      Jere.Why so I have been telling my Master, Sir: Mr. Scandal, for Heaven's sake, Sir, try if you can disswade him from turning Poet.

      

      Scan.Poet! He shall turn Soldier first, and rather depend upon the outside of his Head, than the Lining. Why, what the Devil has not your Poverty made you Enemies enough? Must you needs shew your Wit to get more?

      

      Jere.Ay, more indeed; for who cares for any Body that has more Wit than himself?

      

      Scan.Jeremy speaks like an Oracle. Don't you see how worthless great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty Man of small Fortune? Why, he looks like a Writ of Enquiry into their Titles and Estates; and seems Commission'd by Heav'n to seize the better half.

      

      Val.Therefore I would rail in my Writings, and be reveng'd.

      

      Scan.Rail? At whom the whole World? Impotent and vain! Who would die a Martyr to Sense in a Country where the Religion is Folly? You may stand at Bay for a while; but when the full Cry is against you, you won't have fair Play for your Life. If you can't be fairly run down by the Hounds, you will be treacherously shot by the Huntsmen.———No, turn Pimp, flatterer, Quack, Lawyer, Parson, be Chaplain to an Atheist, or Stallion to an Old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is worse, more servile, timorous, and fawning, than any I have nam'd: Without you could retrieve the Ancient Honours of the Name, recall the Stage of Athens, and be allow'd the force of open honest Satire.

      

      Val.You are as inveterate against our Poets, as if your Charater had been lately expos'd upon the Stage.———

      Nay, I am not violently bent upon the Trade.———

      Jeremy, see who's there. [Ex. Jeremy] But tell me

      what you would have me do?———What do the World say of me, and my forc'd Confinement?

      

      Scan.The World behaves it self, as it used to do on such Occasions; some pity you, and condemn your Father: Others excuse him, and blame you; only the Ladies are merciful, and wish you well, since Love and Pleasurable Expence, have been your greatest faults.

      

      Enter Jeremy.

      

      Val.How now?

      

      Jere.Nothing new, Sir; I have dispatch'd some half a Dozen Duns with as much Dexterity, as a hungry Judge do's Causes at Dinner-time.

      

      Val.What answer have you given 'em?

      

      Scan.Patience, I suppose, the old Receipt.

      

      Jere.No, faith Sir; I have put 'em off so long with patience and forbearance, and other fair words; that I was forc'd now to tell 'em in plain downright English⁠———

      

      Val.What?

      

      Jere.That they should be paid.

      

      Val.When?

      

      Jere.To morrow.

      

      Val.And how the Devil do you mean to keep your word?

      

      Jere.Keep it? Not at all; it has been so very much stretch'd, that I reckon it will break of course by to morrow, and no body be surpriz'd at the Matter—[Knocking]—Again! Sir, if you don't like my Negotiation, will you be pleas'd to answer these your self.

      

      Val.See who they are.

      By this, Scandal, you may see what it is to be great; Secretaries of State, Presidents of the Council, and Generals of an Army lead just such a life as I do; have just such Crowds of Visitants in a morning, all soliciting of past promises; which are but a civiller sort of Duns, that lay claim to voluntary Debts.

      

      Scan.And you, like a true great Man, having engaged their Attendance, and promis'd more than ever you intend to perform; are more perplex'd to find Evasions, than you would be to invent the honest means of keeping your word, and gratifying your Creditors.

      

      Val.Scandal, learn to spare your Friends, and do not provoke your Enemies; this liberty of your Tongue, will one day bring a Confinement on your Body, my Friend.

      

      Re-enter Jeremy.

      

      Jere.O Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with two suspicious Fellows like lawful Pads, that wou'd knock a Man down with Pocket-Tipstaves,—And there's your Father's Steward, and the Nurse with one of your Children from Twitnam.

      

      Val.Pox on her, cou'd she find no other time

      to fling my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this,

      and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtless

      two handed Whore, she knows my Condition well enough, and might have overlaid the Child a Fortnight ago, if she had had any forecast in her.

      

      Scan.What is it Bouncing Margery, and my Godson?

      

      Jere.Yes, Sir.

      

      Scan.My Blessing to the Boy, with this Token

      of my Love. And d'ee hear, bid Margery put more

      Flocks in her Bed, shift twice a Week, and not work so hard, that she may not smell so vigorously.—I shall take the Air shortly.

      

      Val.Scandal, don't spoil my Boy's Milk:—Bid Trapland come in. If I can give that Cerberus a Sop, I shall be at rest for one day.

      [Exit Jeremy.

      

      Enter Trapland and Jeremy.

      

      O Mr. Trapland! my old Friend! Welcome. Jeremy, a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toast—fly—a Chair first.

      

      Trap.A good Morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to you Mr. Scandal.

      

      Scan.The Morning's a very good Morning, if you don't spoil it.

      

      Val.Come sit you down, you know his way.

      Trap Sits.

      There is a Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500 l. of pretty long standing⁠———

      

      Val.I cannot talk about Business with a Thirsty Palate.—Sirrah the Sack.———

      

      Trap.And I desire to know what Course you have taken for the Payment?

      

      Val.Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to see you,—my Service to you,—fill, fill, to honest Mr. Trapland, suller.

      

      Trap.Hold, Sweet-heart.—This is not to our Business;—my Service to you Mr. Scandal—[Drinks.]—I have forborn as long.———

      

      Val.T'other Glass, and then we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy.

      

      Trap.No more, in truth.—I have forborn, I say⁠———

      

      Val.Sirrah, fill when I bid you.—And how do's your handsome Daughter.—Come a good Husband to her.

      [Drinks.

      Trap.Thank you—I have been out of this Money.———

      

      Val.Drink first. Scandal, why do you not Drink?

      

      Trap.And in short, I can be put off no longer.

      

      Val.I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply: It did me Signal Service in my necessity. But you delight in doing good.—Scandal, Drink to me, my Friend Trapland's Health. An honester Man lives not, nor one more ready to serve his Friend in Distress, tho' I say it to his face. Come, fill each Man his Glass.

      

      Scan.What, I know Trapland has been a Whoremaster, and loves a Wench still. You never knew a Whoremaster, that was not an honest Fellow.

      

      Trap.Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew⁠———

      

      Scan.What don't I know?—I know the Buxom black Widdow in the Poultry—800l. a Year Joynture, and 20000l. in Money. A hah! Old Trap.

      

      Val.Say you so, I'faith: Come, we'll remember the Widow: I know where abouts you are: Come, to the Widow⁠———

      

      Trap.No more indeed.

      

      Val.What, the Widows Health; give it him—off with it:

      [They Drink.

      A Lovely Girl, I'faith, black sparkling Eyes, soft pouting Ruby-Lips! better sealing there, than a Bond for a Million, hah!

      

      Trap.No, no, there's no such thing, we'd better mind our business.—You're a Wag.

      

      Val.No faith, we'll mind the Widow's business, fill again.—Pretty round heaving Breasts,—a Barbary shape, and a Jut with her Bum, would stir an Anchoret: And the prettiest Foot! Oh if a Man could but fasten his Eyes to her Feet, as they steal in and out, and play at Bo-peep under her Petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland?

      

      Trap.Verily, give me a Glass,—you're a Wag,—and here's to the Widow.

      [Drinks.

      Scan.He begins to Chuckle;—ply him close, or he'l relapse into a Dun.

      

      Enter Officer.

      

      Off.By your leave, Gentlemen,—Mr. Trapland, if we must do our Office, tell us.—We have half a dozen Gentlemen to Arrest in Pall-Mall and Covent-Garden; and if we don't make haste, the Chairmen will be abroad, and block up the Chocolate-Houses, and then our labour's lost.

      

      Trap.'Udso that's true, Mr. Valentine I love Mirth, but business must be done, are you ready to⁠———

      

      Jere.Sir, your Father's Steward says he comes to make Proposals concerning your Debts.

      

      Val.Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, send away your Officer, You shall have an answer presently.

      

      Trap.Mr. Snap stay within Call.

      [Exit Officer.

      [Enter Steward and Whispers Valentine.

      Scan.Here's a Dog now, a Traytor in his Wine, Sirrah refund the Sack: Jeremy fetch him some warm water, or I'll rip up his Stomach, and go the shortest way to his Conscience.

      

      Trap.Mr. Scandal, you are Uncivil; I did not value your Sack; but you cannot expect it again, when I have drank it.

      

      Scan.And how do you expect to have your Money again, when a Gentleman has spent it?

      

      Val.You need say no more, I understand the Conditions; they are very hard, but my Necessity is very pressing, I agree to 'em, take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him draw the Writing—Mr. Trapland, you know this Man, he shall satisfie you.

      

      Trap.Sincerely, I am loth to be thus pressing, but my necessity.

      

      Val.No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you shall be paid.

      

      Trap.I hope you forgive me, my business requires⁠———

      [Exeunt Steward, Trap. and Jere.

      Scan.He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Execution.

      

      Val.But I have got a Reprieve.

      

      Scan.I am surpriz'd; what do's your Father relent?

      

      Val.No; He has sent me the hardest Conditions in the World: You have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that was sent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother, my Father hears is Landed; whereupon he very affectionately sends me word; If I will make a Deed of Conveyance of my Right to his Estate after his Death, to my younger Brother, he will immediately furnish me with Four thousand Pound to pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. This was once propos'd before, and I refus'd it; but the present impatience of my Creditors for their Money, and my own impatience of Confinement, and absence from Angelica, force me to consent.

      

      Scan.A very desperate Demonstration of your love to Angelica: And I think she has never given you any assurance of hers.

      

      Val.You know her temper; she never gave me any great reason either for hope or despair.

      

      Scan.Women of her airy temper, as they seldom think before they act, so they rarely give us any light to guess at what they mean: But you have little reason to believe that a Woman of this Age, who has had an indifference for you in your Prosperity, will fall in love with your ill Fortune; besides, Angelica has a great Fortune of her own; and great Fortunes either expect another great Fortune, or a Fool.

      

      Enter Jeremy.

      

      Jere.More Misfortunes, Sir.

      

      Val.What, another Dun?

      

      Jere.No Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you.

      

      Val.Well, I can't help it,—you must bring him up; He knows I don't go abroad.[Exit Jeremy.

      

      Scan.Pox on him, I'll be gone.

      

      Val.No, prithee stay: Tattle and you should never be asunder; you are light and shadow, and shew one another; he is perfectly thy reverse both in humour and understanding; and as you set up for Defamation, he is a mender of Reputations.

      

      Scan.A mender of Reputations! aye, just as he is a keeper of secrets, another Vertue that he sets up for in the same manner. For the Rogue will speak aloud in the posture of a Whisper; and deny a Womans name, while he gives you the marks of her Person: He will forswear receiving a Letter from her, and at the same time, shew you her Hand upon the Superscription: And yet perhaps he has Counterfeited the Hand too; and sworn to a truth; but he hopes not to be believ'd; and refuses the reputation of a Ladies favour, as a Doctor says, No, to a Bishoprick, only that it may be granted him.—In short, he is a publick Professor of Secresie, and makes Proclamation that he holds private Intelligence.—He's here.

      

      Enter Tattle.

      

      Tatt.Valentine good Morrow, Scandal I am Yours,—That is, when you speak well of me.

      

      Scan.That is, when I am yours; for while I am my own, or any body's else, that will never happen.

      

      Tatt.How Inhumane!

      

      Val.Why Tattle, you need not be much concern'd at any thing that he says: For to converse with Scandal, is to play at Losing Loadum; you must lose a good Name to him, before you can win it for your self.

      

      Tatt.But how Barbarous that is, and how unfortunate for him, that the World shall think the berter of any Person for his Calumniation!—I thank Heav'n, it has always been a part of my Character, to handle the Reputation of others very tenderly.

      

      Scan.Aye, such rotten Reputations as you have to deal with, are to be handl'd tenderly indeed.

      

      Tatt.Nay, but why rotten? Why should you say rotten, when you know not the persons of whom you speak? How cruel that is?

      

      Scan.Not know 'em? Why, thou never hadst to do with any body that did not stink to all the Town.

      

      Tatt.Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a Jest of it indeed. For there is nothing more known, than that no body knows any thing of that nature of me: As I hope to be sav'd, Valentine, I never expos'd a Woman, since I knew what Woman was.

      

      Val.And yet you have convers'd with several.

      

      Tatt.To be free with you, I have———I don't care if I own that———Nay more (I'm going to say a bold Word now) I never could meddle with a Woman, that had to do with any body else.

      

      Scan.How!

      

      Val.Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him———Except her Husband, Tattle.

      

      Tatt.Oh that⁠———

      

      Scan.What think you of that Noble Commoner, Mrs. Drab?

      

      Tatt.Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brags in three or four places, that I said this and that, and writ to her, and did I know not what—But, upon my Reputation, she did me wrong—Well, well, that was Malice—But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to that by one that we all know—A Man too. Only to bring me into Disgrace with a certain Woman of Quality⁠———

      

      Scan.Whom we all know.

      

      Tatt.No matter for that—Yes, yes, every body knows—No doubt on't, every body knows my Secrets—But I soon satisfy'd the Lady of my Innocence; for I told her—Madam, says I, there are some Persons who make it their Business to tell Stories, and say this and that of one and t'other, and every thing in the World; and, says I, if your Grace⁠———

      

      Scan.Grace!

      

      Tatt.O Lord, what have I said? my Unlucky Tongue!

      

      Val.Ha, ha, ha.

      

      Scan.Why, Tattle, thou hast more Impudence than one can in reason expect: I shall have an esteem for thee, well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you say to her Grace?

      

      Val.I confess this is something extraordinary.

      

      Tatt.Not a Word, as I hope to be sav'd; an errant Lapsus Linguæ———Come, let's talk of something else.

      

      Val.Well, but how did you acquit your self?

      

      Tatt.Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with you———a Woman of ord'nary Rank was a little jealous of me, and I told her something or other, faith———I know not what———Come, let's talk of something else.

      [Hums a Song.

      

      Scan.Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we should enquire.

      

      Tatt.Valentine, I Supp'd last Night with your Mistress, and her Unkle Old Foresight: I think your Father lies at Foresight's.

      

      Val.Yes.

      

      Tatt.Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman———And so is Mrs. Foresight, and her Sister Mrs. Frail.
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