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INTRODUCTION. 


GOLDS)lITH'S comedy of "The Good-natured Man" was 
first acted in January, 1768; his other comedy, "She 
Stoops to Oonquer," in March, 1773. Goldsmith died on 
the 4th of April, 1774, at the a~ of forty-six, his first play 
having been produced at the age of forty. 

The character of Oroaker in "The Good-natured Man" 
was suggested by the character of Suspirius in No. 59 of 
Johnson's" Rambler." Garrick, who had let" The Good­
natured Man" pass out of his hands, produced a play of 
"False Delicacy," by Hugh Kelly, on the 23d of Janwl.'-Y. 
1768, himself writing for it the Prologue and Epil. ~ .t: 

This new play was in its sixth night, and drawing f II 
houses at Drury Lane, when George Oolman, who had j ,,& 

become one of the joint patentees, produced Goldsmnhs 
comedy, on Friday, the 29th of January, at Oovent ( ,pr­

den. On the first night the success of the play was do 1\.t­
ful, until the reading of the incendiary letter by the a ·t 't' 

who represented Mr. Oroaker, which roused the house t 'I 

enthusiasm of enjoyment, after which all went merl 
Goldsmith's play was repeated eleven times, Kelly's more 
than twenty times during the season. "False Delicacy" 

. is now forgotten, and" The Good-natured Man" stands 
firm with" She Stoops to Oonquel'" among the best come­
dies in English literature. Goldsmith's first comedy did, 
however, produce him the five hundred pounds with which 
bought and furnished chambers in the Middle Temple. 
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The prodliCtion at Covent Garden of "She Stc. '1',­ \,0, 

Conquer," on the 15th of March, 1773, was under condi­
tions still more trying to the author. George Colman, the 
manager, who had yielded slowly to the compulsion of 
Goldsmith's friends, did not believe in the play, and infected 
the actors with his own distrust. One or two of them 
threw up their parts. Itwas first called" The Mistakes of 

a Night," but Johnson, Reynolds, Goldsmith himself, and 

others, were not satisfied with the title. Sir Joshua Rey­

nolds wished to call it" The Belle's Stratagem," but all 

were content when Goldsmith llimself hit upon the title it 

now bears. There was an artificial dread in those days of 
incidents that could be dubbed" low." " The Good-nat­
ured Man" had been cried out against for the scene. in which 
Honeywood dresses the bailiffs as his gentlemen friends. 
Their low humor, in deference to the critics, had to be 
omitted. Fielding and Goldsmith had both ridiculed this 
false delicacy. "Stoops, indeed!" said Horace Walpole of 
.' ",he Stoops to Oonquer;" " so she does! that is, the muse; 

is draggled up to the knees, and has trudged, I believe, 
m SouthwaTk Fair." But Horace Walpole, present at 
first night, 11ad to report next morning" a prodigious 
cess." The a<l>Y of artificial dignity was drawing to its 

;e. 

'he story of " She Stoops to Conquer" is said to have 
\) \ suggested to Goldsmith by a youthful blunder of his 
v , .~ ... , in believing the diTection given by. MT. Cornelius 
Kelly, the wag of the plac~, when he had asked for direc­
tion to the" best house" in Ardagh. The" best house," 
which he took for an inn, belonged, it is said, to a Squire 
Featherstone, who, as he happened to know Goldsmith's 

father, humoTccl the joke. 

When Goldsmith entered the theater on the first night of 
" She Stoops to Conquer," his ear caught a solitary hiss, 
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and he expressed alarm. "Pshaw! doctor!" said Oolman, 
"don't be afraid of a solitary squib when we have been sit­
ting these two hours on a barrel of gunpowder I" But after 
the great success of the play, Oolman had to ask Gold­
smith for defense against wits, wise after the event, who 
laughed at the melancholy doubts which they had been 
quite ready to share. Indeed, Goldsmith's healthy good­
humor came into successful battle with a social compact of 
stupidity that was accepted, as usual, even by the good 
wits of the polite world when they failed to shake them­
selves loose from current forms of prejudice. Thus, for 
example, Horace Walpole criticised" She Stoops to Oon­
quer:" "Dr. Goldsmith has written a comedy-no, it is the 
lowest of all farces; it is not the subject I condemn, though 
very vulgar, but the execution. The drift tends to no 
moral-no edification of any kind; the situations, however, 
are well imagined and make one laugh in spite of the gross­
ness of the dialogue, the forced witticisms, and total im­
probability of the whole plan and conduct. But ,what dis­
gusts me most is, that though the characters are very low, • 
and aim at low humor, not one of them says a sentence 
that is natural, or m,arks any character at wI." It was 
Goldsmith's sad fortune to be lowered by habitual associa­
tion with persons of the highest intellect in London. It 
was Horace Walpole's happy fortune to be elevated by ha­
bitual association with persons of the highest fashion. Fash­
ion, however, is short-lived. But it must not be forgot­
ten that there was intellect enough in Horace Walpole to 
keep his name also in lasting remembrance, although he 
weakly chose to draggle in the train of fashion. 

H.M. 
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SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

DRAMATIS PERSONlE. 

SIR CHARJ,ES MARLOW. 

YOUNG MARLOW (HIS SON.) 

HARDCASTLE. 

HASTINGS.~ 
TONY LUMPKIN. 

DIGGORY. 

MRS. HARDCASTLE. 

MISS HARDCASTLE. 

MISS NEVILLE. 

MAID. 

LandIOl;d, Servants, etc., etc. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.-A scene in an old-fashioned house. 

Ente1' MRS, HARDCASTLE and MR. HARDCASTLE. 

M1'S. Hm'd. I vow, Mr. Hardcastle, you're very particu­
lar. Is there a creature in the whole country, but our­
solves, that does not take a trip to town now and then to 
rub off the rust a little? 'rhere's the two Miss Hoggs, and 
our neighbor, Mrs. Grigsby, go to take a month's polishing 
every winter. 

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

M1'S. Hm'd. Ay, YOU?' times were fine times, indeed; you 
have been telling us of them for many a long year. Here 
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we live in an old rumbling mansion, that looks for all the 
world like an inn, but that we never see company. Our 
best visitors are old Mrs. Oddfish, the curate's wife, and 
little Cripplegate, the lame dancing-master; and all our 
entertainment, your old stories of Prin.ce Eugene and the 
Duke of Marlborough. J hate such old-fashioned trumpery. 

Har·d. And I love it: I love everything that's old: old 
friends, old times, old manner~ old books, old wine; and, 
I believe, Dorothy [taking her' hand], you'll own I have 
been pretty fond of an old wife. 

11'l1-s. Hard. Lord, Mr. Hardcastle, you're forever at 
your Dorothys, and your old wives. You may be a Darby, 
but I'll be no Joan, I promise you. I'm not so old as you'd 
make me, by more than one good year. Add twenty to 
twenty and make money of that. 

Hard. Let me see; twenty added to twenty makes just 
fifty -and -seven. 

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

Hctr·d. Nor ever will, I dare answer for him. Ay, you 
have taught him finely. 

ilfrs. Hard. No matter, Tony Lumpkin has a good fort­
une. My son is not to live by his learning. I don't think 
a boy wants mnch learning to spend fifteen hundred a year. 

Hard. Learning, quotha! A mere composition of tricks 
and mischief. 

Mrs. Hard. Humor, my dear: nothing but humor. Come, 
Mr. Hardcastle, you must allow the boy a little humor. 

Har·d. I'd sooner allow him a horse-pond. If burnillg 
the footman's shoes, frighting the maids, worrying the 
kittens-be humor, he has it. It was but yesterday he 
fastened my wig to the back of my chair, and when I went 

. to make a bow, I popped my bald head in Mrs. Frizzle's face. 
M1's. Har·d. And am I to blame? The poor 00) 

always too sickly to do allY good. A school would b 
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death. When he comes to be a little stronger, who knows 
what a year or two's Latin may do for him? 

Hard. Latin for him! A cat and fiddle. No, no, the 
ale-house and the stables are the only schools he'll ever go to. 

Mrs. Ha1'd. Well, we must not snub the poor boy now, 
for I believe we sha'n't have him long among us. Anybody· · 
that looks in his face may see he's consumptive. 

Ba1'd. Ay, if growing too fat be one of the symptoms. 

M1's, Ha1'd. He coughs sometimes. 

Hard. Yes, when his liquor goes the wrong way. 

Mrs. Ha1'd, I'm actually afraid of his lungs. 

Hard. And truly so am I' for he sometimes whoops like 


a speaking-trump- .- ONY hallooing behind the scenes.] 
-Oh, there he goes-a very consumptive figure, truly. 

Enter TONY, crossing the stage. 

Mrs, Hard. Tony, where are you going, my charmer? 
Won't you give papa and me a little of your company, 
lovee? 

Tony. I'm in haste, mother; I can not stay. 
Mrs. Ha1'd. You sha'n't venture out this raw evening, 

my dear; you look most shockingly. 
Tony. I can't stay, I tell you. The Three Pigeons ex­

( pects me down every moment. '1'here's sO:p1e fun going 
forward. 

s 	 Ha1'd. Ay; the ale-house, the old place: I thought so. 
Mrs. Ha1'd. A low, paltry set of fellows. 
Tony. Not so low neither. 'rhere's Dick Muggins the 

" exciseman, Jack Slang the horse-doctor, little Aminadab 
that grinds the music-box, and Tom Twist that spins the 

,e 
g 

pewter platter. 
Mrs. Hard. Pray, my dear, disappoint them for one 

night at least. ' 
Tony. As for disappointing them, I should not so much 

mind; but I can't abide to disappoint myself. 
Jl/l's. Hard. [Detahu'ny him.] You sha'n't go. 

~ ,. 
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Tony. I will, I tell you. 
Mrs. Hard. I say you sha'n't. 
Tony. We'll see which is the strongest, you or I! 

[Exit, hauling her out, 

HARDCASTLE solus. 

Hct1·d. Ay, there goes a pair that only spoil each other. 
But is not the whole age in a combination to drive sense 
and discretion out-of-doors? There's my pretty darling 
Kate; the fashions of the times have almost infected her. 
too. By living a year or two in town, she is as fond of 
gauze and French frippery as the best of them. 

Enter MISS HARDCASTLE. 

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

Miss Bard. You know our agreement, sir. You al­
low me the morning to receive and pay visits, and to dress 
in my own manner; and in the evening I put on my house­
wife's dress to please you. 

Ha1·d. Well, remember I insist on the terms of our 
agreement; and, by the bye, I believe I shall have occasion 
to try your obedience this very evening. 

Miss HM'd. I protest, sir, I don't comprehend your 
meaning. 

Hm·d. 'l'hen, to be plain with you, ] .Ai; •t. • 
young gentleman I have chosen to be yo ,: . liu .):).n{~ . I 

town this very day. I have his father's 1 .t r, in h;C!l J 
informs me his son is set out, and that he '1ft uS 0 o\!O\' 

himself shortly after. 
Miss Hard. Indeed! I wish I had kn< v 

this before. Bless me, how shall I beha' 
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sand to one I sha'n't like him: our meeting will be so formal, 
and so like a thing of business, that I shall fiud no room 
for friendship or esteem. 

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

Miss Hard. Is he? 
Hm"d. Very generous. 
Miss Hard. I believe I shall like him. 
Hard. Young and brave. 
Miss Em"d. I am sure I shall like him. 
Hard. And very handsome. 
Miss Hard. My dear papa, say no more [kissing his 

ltand]; he's mine, I'll have him! 
Ha1"d. And to crown all, Kate, he's one of the most 

bashful and reserved young fellows in all the world. 
Miss Hard. Eh! you have frozen me to death again. 

That word 1"eserved has undone all the rest of his accom­
plishments. A reserved lover, it is said, always makes a 
suspicious husband. 

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

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

Em·d. Ay, Kate, but there is still an obstacle. It's 
more than an even wager, he may not have you. 

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

Hat'd, Bravely resolved! In the meantime I'll go pre­
pare the servants for his reception; as we seldom see com­
pany, they want as much training as a company of recruits 
the first day's muster. [Exit. 

MISS HARDCASTLE, sola. 
Miss Hard. This news of papa's puts me all in a flutter. 

Young-handsome: these he puts last; but I put them 
foremost, Sensible-good -natured: I like all that, But 
then-reserved, and sheepish: that's much against him. 
Yet, can't he be cured of his timidity, by being taught to 
be proud of hi.s wife? Yes; and can't 1- But, I vow, 
I'm disposing of the husband before I have secured the 
lover. 

Enter MISS NEVILLE. 

Miss Hard. I'm glad you're come, Neville, my dear. 
Tell me, Oonstance: how do I look this evening? Is there 
anything whimsical about me? Is it one of my well-look­
ing days, chiLd? Am I in face to-day? • 

Miss Nev. Perfectly, my dear. Yet, now I look again 
-bless mel-sure no accident has happened among the 
canary-birds or the gold-fishes. Has your brother or the 
cat been meddling? Or, has the last novel been too mov­
ing? 

Miss Hard. No; nothing of all this. I have been 
threatened-I can sca~ce get it out-I have been threatened 
with a lover. 

Miss Nev. And his name­
Miss Ha1'd. Is Marlow. 
Miss Nev. Indeed! 
Miss Hard. The son of Sir Oharles Marlow. 
Mt'ss Nev. As I live, the most intimatc· 11'iel.ll of ~ r. 

Hastings, my admirer. They are nev~r aSUIlUe,. I ,­
lieve you must have seen him when he ,iv.el ill i(w.n. 

http:11'iel.ll
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Miss Hard. Never. 
Miss Nev. He's a. very singular character, I assure you. 

Among women of reputation and virtue he is the modestest 
man alive; but his acquaintance give him a very different 
character among creatures of another stamp: you under­

stand me. 
Miss Ha·rd. An odd character, indeed. I shall never 

be able to manage him. What shall I do? Pshaw, think 
no more of him, but trust to occurrences for success. But 
how goes on your own affair, my dear? Has my mother 
been courting you for my brother Tony, as usual? 

Miss Nev. I have just come from one of our agreeable 
tete-it-tetes. She has been saying a hundred tender things, 
and setting off her pretty monster as the very pink of per­
fection. 

Miss Hard . . And her partiality is such that she actu 1)' 
thinks him so. A fortune like yours is no small tem:"­
tion. Besides, as she has the sole management of it, . '1 

not surprised to see her unwilling to let it go out of 
family. 

Miss Nev. A fortune like mine, which chiefly consist 1 1 

jewels, is no such mighty temptation. But at any rat{ if 
my dear Hastings be but constant, I make no doubt tc 
too ~ard for her at last. However, I let her suppose tnat 
I am in love with her son, and she never once dreams that 
my affections are fixed upon another. 

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

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

Miss Hard. Would it were bed-time, and all were well. 
~Exeunt. 
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ScENE II.-An ctle-house anteroorn. Several shabby fellows, 
with punch and tobacco. TONY at the head. ~f the 
table, a little !tighe?' than the rest: a mallet in his hand. 

Ornnes. Hurrea, hurrea, hurrea, bravo! 

1 Fel. Now, gentlemen, silence for a song. The squire 


is going to knock himself down for a song. ?: 
Omnes. Ay, a song, a song! 
Tony. Then I'll sing you, gentlemen, a song I made 

upon this ale-house, the l'hree Pigeons. 

SONG. 

Let school-masters puzzle their brain 
With grammar, and nonsen~e, and learning; 

Good liquor, I stoutly maintain, 
Gives genus a better discerning. 

Let them brag of their heathenish gods, 
Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stygiins; 

Their quis, and their qUa!S, and their quods, 
They're all but a parcel of pigeons. 

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 

When Methodist preachers come down, 
A preaching that drinking is sinful, 

I'll wager the rascals a crown, 
They always preach best with a skin-full. 

But when you come down with your pence 
For a slice of their scurvy religion, 

I'll leave it to all men of sense 
. But you, my good friend; ' are the pigeon. 

TorodcUe, toroddle, toroH. ~ 

Then come, put the jorum about, 
And let us be merry and clever; 

Our hearts and our liquors are stout, 
Here's the Three Jolly Pigeons forever! 

Let some cry up woodcock or hare, 
Your bustards, your ducks, and your widgeons, 

But of all the birds in the air, 
Here's a health to the Three Jolly Pigeons! 

Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 

' .~ 
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Omnes. Bravo! bravo! 

1 FeZ. The squire has got spunk in him. 

2 FeZ. I loves to hear him sing, bekeays he never gives 


us nothing that's low. 
3 FeZ. Ob, notbing that's Zow, I can not bear it. 
4 FeZ. The genteel thing is the genteel thing any time. 

If so be that a gentleman bees in a concatenation accord­

ingly.3 FeZ. I like the maxum of it, Master Muggins. What 
though I am obligated to dance a bear? A man may be a 

gentleman for all that. May this be my poison, if my bear 

ever dances but to the very genteelest of tunes: "Water 

parted," or "The minuet in Ariadne." 


2 FeZ. What a pity it is the squire is not come to his 
own! It would be well for all the publicans within ten 

miles round of him. 
Tony. Ecod, and so it would, Master Slang. I'd then 

show what it was to keep choice of company. 
2 FeZ. Oh, he takes after his mvn father for that. To 

be sure, old Squire IJumpkin was the finest gentleman I 
ever set my eyes on. For winding the straight h0111, or 
beating a thicket for a hare, he never had his fellow. It 
was a saying in the place, that he kept the best horses and 

dogs in the whole county .. 
Tony. Ecod, and when I'm of age I'll be my father's 

son, I promise you! I have been thinking of Bet Bouncer, 
and the miller's gray mal'e to begin with. But come, my 
boys, drink abont and be merry, for you pay no reckoning. 
Well, Stingo, what's the matter? 

Enter LANDLORD. 

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

Tony. As sure as can be, one of them mgst be the gentle­
man that's coming down to court my sister. Do they seem 

to be Londoners? 
r *' • .~ 
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(l J may. 'l'hey look woundily like 
Frenchmen. 

Tony. Then desire them to step this way, and I'll set 
them right in a twinkling. [Exit LANDLORD.] Gentlemen, 
as they mayn't be good enough company for you, step 
down for a moment, and I'll be with you in the squeezing 
of a lemon. [Exeu,nt /nob. 

TONY, salus. 

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

Enter LANDLORD conducting MARLOW rmd HASTINGS. 

Ma1·l. What a tedious, uncomfortable day have we had 
of it! We were told it was but forty miles across the 
country, and we have come above threescore. 

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

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

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

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

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

Tony. Nor 'the way you came? 
Hast. No, sir; but if you can inform us-
TOllY· Why, gentlemen, if you know neither the road 

yo~ ~re going~ nor where you al'e~ nor the road you camel 
I I ; 'if 
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the first thing I have to inform you, is, that you have lost 

your way.
Ma1'l. We wanted no ghost to tell us that. 
Tony. Pray, gentlemen, may I be so bold as to ask the 

place from whence you came? 
Mad. That's no~ necessary toward directing us where 

we are to go. 

Tony. No offense; but question for question is all fair, 


you know. Pray, gentlemen, is not this same Hardcastle 

a cross-grained, old-fashioned, whimsical fellow with an 

ugly face; a daughter, and a pretty son? 


Hast. We have not seen the gentleman; but he has the 


family you mention. 
Tony. The daughter, a tall trapesing, trolloping, talka­

tive May-pole. The son, a pretty, well-bred, agreeable 

youth, that everybody is fond of. 
jlfarl. Our information differs in this. The daughtel' is 

said to be well-bred and beautiful; the son an awkward 
booby, reared up, and spoiled at his mother's apron-string. 

Tony. He-he-hem! Then, gentlemen, all I have to tell 
you is, that you won't reach Ml'.' Hardcastle's house this 

night, I believe. 

Hast. U nfortunate1 

Tony. It's a long, dark, boggy, dirty, dangerous way. 

Stingo, tell the gentlemen the way to Mr. Hardcastle's 
[~lJin7cing upon the landlo1'a]: Mr. Hardc;:tstle's of Quag­
mire Marsh; you understand me. 

Land. Master Hardcastle'S? Lackadaisy, my masters, 
you're come a deadly deal wrong! When you came to the 
bottf' ' of the hill, you should have crossed down Squash 

Laue. 
Jfa1·l. Cross down Squash Lane? 
Lan . Then you were to keep straight forward, till you 

cr:.me" four roads. 

iJ{arl. Come to where four roads meet! 
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Tony. Ay; but you must be sure to take onJyone 
them. 

Mm·l. Oh, sir, you're facetious. 
Tony. Then keeping to the right, you are to go sideways 

till you come upon Orack-skull Oommon: there you must 
look sharp for the track of the wheel, and go forwad, till 
you come to Farmer Murrain's barn. Ooming to the farm­
er's barn, you are to turn to the right, and then to the left, 
and then to the right-about again, till you find out the old 
mill-

Mm'l. Zounds, man! we could as soon find out the longi­
tude! 

Hast. What's to be done, Marlow? 
Marl. This house promises but a poor reception; though 

perhaps the landlord can accommodate us. 
Land. Alack! mastel', we have but one spare bed in the 

whole house. 

Tony. And, to my knowledge, that's taken up by three 
lodgers already. [After' a pause, in which the rest' seem 
disconcM·tecl. ] I have hit it. Don't you think, Stingo, 
our landlady could accommodate the gentlemen by the fire­
side, with-three chairs and a bolster? 

Bast. I hate sleeping by the fireside. 
Marl. And I detest your three chairs and a bolster. 
Tony. You do, do you? Then let me see-what if you 

go on a mile further, to the Buck's Head; the old Buck's 
Head on the hill, one of the best inns in the whole conntry? 

H(tst. Oh, hoI so we have escaped an adventure for this 
night, however. 

Land. [Apart to Tony.] Sure, you ben't sending them 
to your father's as an inn, be you? 

Tony. Mum, yon fool you! Let them find that out. 
[To them.]-You have only to keep on straight forward, 
till you Come to a large old house by the road -side. You'll 
see a pail' of large horns over the door. That's the sign. 
Drire np the yard, and c~q stoutly about you. 
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Hast. Sir, we are obliged to you. The servants can't 

miss the way.
Tony. No, no. But I tell you, though, the landlord is 

rich and going to leave off business; so he wants to be 
·s 
:t 

thought a gentleman, saving your presence, he! he! he! :1 
He'll be for giving you his company, and ecod, if you mind .­
him, he'll persuade you that his mother was an alderman, 
and his aunt a justice of pear-e. 

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

Ma1'l. Well, if he supplies us with these, we shall want 
no further connection. Weare to turn to the right, did 

you say? 
Tony, No, no; straightforward. I'll just step myself, 

and show you a piece of the way. [To the landlord.]­

Mum. 
Land. Ah, you are a sweet, pleasant-mischievous hum­

bug, [Exeunt. 

AOT II. 

SCENE I.-An old-fashioned house. 

Enter HARDCASTLE, followed by three 01' fOU1' aw!cwa1'd 
Servants. 

Hard. Well, I hope you're perfect in the table exercise I 
have been teaching you these three days, You all know 
vour osts and your places; and can show that you have 

used to good company,. without ever stirring from 

OJ, mes. Ay, ay. 
Hrn'd. When company comes, you are not to pop out and 

. t and then run in again, like frighted rabbits in a 

'11. 

lIes. No, no. 
. _...... 
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Hard. You, Diggory, whom I have taken from the barn, 
are to make a show at the side-table; and you, Roger, whom 
I have advanced from the plow, are to place yourself be­
hind my chair. But you're not to stand so, with your 
hands in your pockets. 'I'ake your bands from your 
pockets, Roger; and from your head, you blockbead you. 
See how Diggory carries his bands. Tbey're a little too 
stiff, indeed, but that's no great matter. 

Digg. Ay; mind how I bold them. IJearned to hold my 
hands tbis way, wben I was upon drill for the militia. And 
so being upon drill-

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

Dzgg. By the laws, your worship, that's parfectly unpos­
sible. Wbenever Diggory sees yeating going forward, ecod, 
he's always wisbing for a mouthful bimself. 

Hm·d. Blockbead! is not a bellyful in the kitchen as 
good as a bellyful in the parlor? Stay your stomach with 
that reflection. 

Dig!!. Ecod, I tbank your worsbip, I'll make a shift to 
stay my stomach witb a slice of cold beef in tbe pantry. 

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

Dtgg . . Then, ecod, your worsbip must not tell tbe story 
of Ould Grouse in the gun·v:oom: I can't belp laughing at 
that~be! he! hel-for the soul of me. We have laugbed 
at that these twenty years-hal bal bal 

Ha'l'd. Hal hal bal The story is a good one. Well, 
bonest Diggory, you may laugh at tbat-but still remember 
to be attentive. Suppose one of tbe company should call 
for a glass of wine, how will YOIl behave? A glass of wiue, 
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sir, if you please. [To DIGGORY. ]-Eh, why don't :-t 

move?
Digg. Ecod, your worship, I never have courage till I 

see the eatables and drinkables brought upon the table, and 

then I'm as bauld as a lion. 
Hard. What, will nobody move? 
1 Servo I'm not to leave this pleace. 
2 Servo I'm sure it's no pleace of mine. 
3 Servo Nor mine, for sartain. 
Digg. Wauns, and I'm sure it canna be mine. 
Hm'd. You numskulls! and so while, like your betters, 

you are quarreling for places, the guests must be starved. 

Oh, you dunces! I find I must begin all over again. But 

don't I hear a coach drive into the yard? To your posts, 

you blockheads! I'll go in the meantime, and give myoId 

friend's son a hearty reception at the gate. 


[Exit HARDCA STLE. 

Digy. By the elevens, my pleace is gone quite out 01 my 

head. 
Roym'. I know that my pleace is to be everywhere. 

1 Servo Where is mine? 

2 Servo My pleace i R to be nowhere at all; and so r ~", 60 

about my business. [Exeunt Servants, TUlbning abo t (/,~ 
if (1'ightened, diffe1'ent ways.] 

Enter Servant with candles, showing in MARLOW { aZ 
HASTINGS. 

Servo Welcome, gentlemen, very welcome. This way: 
Hast. After the disappointments of the day, welcome 

once more, Charles, to the comforts of a clean room, and a 
good fire. Upon my word, a very well-looking house; an­

tique, but creditable. 
Marl. 'l'he usual fate of a large mansion. Having first 

ruined the master by good housekeeping, it at last comes to 

", vy contributions as ali 'inn. 
Hast. As you say~ we passenger~ l1it'~ to be taxed to :pay 

- I"-" 
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these fineries. I have often seen a good sideboard, or a 
marble chimney-piece, though not actually put in the bill, 
inflame a reckoning confoundedly. 

Marl. Travelers, George, mnst pay in all places. The 
only difference is, that in good inns you pay dearly for luxu ­
ries; in bad inns you are fleeced and starved. • 

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

Marl. The Englishman's malady. But tell me, George, 
where could I have learned that assurance you talk of? My 
life has been chiefly spent in a college, or an inn; in seclu­
sion from that lovely P~Ll-t of the creation that chiefly teach 
men confidence. I don't know that I was ever familiarly 
acquainted with a single modest woman-except my mother. 

Jfast. In the company of women of reputation, I never 
', w such an idiot, such a trembler: you look, for all the 
"'0, ld, as if you wanted an opportunity of stealing out of the 
}"( n. 

Jlarl. Why, man, that's because I do want to steal out 

{,,' the room! I have often formed a resolution to break the 

h .., Ilid rattle away at any rate. But I don't know how, a 

lIlg'e glance from a pair of fine eyes has totally ovcrset my 


n "'11 ltion. An impudent fellow may counterfeit modesty; 

hut T'll be hanged if a modest man can ever counterfeit im­

pUdence. 

Hast. If you could but say half the fine things to them 
that I have heard you lavish upon thl3 bar-maid of an inn. 

Ma1·l. Why, George, I can't say fine things to them. 
They freeze, they petrify me. They may talk of a comet, 
or a burning mountain, or some such bagatelle: but to me, 
a modest woman, dressed out in an her finery, is the most 
t.re~~ndous ob~ect of the whole creation. 

\ 

I 
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Hast. Ha! hal hal At this rate, man, how can yon ever 

expect to marry? 
Ma1'l. Never, unless, as among kings and princes, my 

bride were to be courted by proxy. If, indeed, like an 
Eastern bridegroom, one were to be introduced to a wife he 
never saw before, it might be endured. But to go through 
all the terrors of a formal courtship, together with the 
episode of aunts, grandmothers, and cousins, and at last to 
blmt out the broad-star question of-Madame, will yO~6 
marry me? No, no; that's a strain much above me, I as­

sure you. 
Hast. I pity you. But how do you intend behaving to 

the lady you are come down to visit at the request of your 

father? 
Marl. As I behave to all other ladies: bow very low; an­

swer yes, or no, to all her demands. But for the rest, I 
don't think I shall'venture to look in her face, till I see my 

father's again. 
Hctst. I am surprised that one who .is so warm a friend 

can be so cool a lover. 
Ma1'l. To be explicit, my dear Hastings, my chief in­

ducement down was to be instrumental in forwarding your 
happiness, not my own. Miss Neville loves you; the family 
don't know you; as my friend you are sure of a reception, 
and let honor do the rest. 

Hast. My dear Marlow! But I'll suppress the emotion. 
Were I a wretch, meanly seeking to carry off a fortune, you 
should be the last man in the world I would apply t ­
; ~~i'ltallce. But Miss Neville's person is all I ask; and t 
is t me, both from her deceased father's consent, anc' 1'" 

o 	 n inclination. 
, rl. Happy man! You have talents and art to ..'1­

th • c any woman. I am doomed to adore the sex, an • t 
. (.werse with the only part of it I despise. This s 

lIll n my address, and this awkward prepossessing Vj 

. . . , .~ 
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of mine, can never permit me to soar-Pshaw! this fellow 
here to interrupt us. 

Enter HARDCASTLE. 
Hal·d. Gentlemen, once more you are heartily welcome. 

Which is Mr. Marlow? Sir, you'l;e heartily welcome. It's 
not my way, you see, to receive my friends with my back 
to the fire. I like to give them a hearty reception, in the 
old style, at my gate. I like to see their horses and h'unks 
taken care of. 

MarZ. [A side.] He has got our names from the servants 
already. [To him.]-W e approve your caution and hos­
pitality, sir. [To HASTINGS. ]-1 have been thinking, 
George, of changing our traveling dresses in the morning. 
I am grown confoundedly ashamed of mine. 

Hard. I beg, Mr. Marlow, you'll use no ceremony in this 
house. 

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

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

Ma1·Z. Yet, George, if we open the campaign too fiercely 
at first, we may want ammunition before it is over. I think 
to reserve the embroidery to secure a retreat. 

Ha1'Cl. Your talking of a retreat, Mr. Marlow, puts me in 
mind of the Duke of Marlborough, when he went to besiege 
Denain. He first summoned the garrison-

Marl. Don't you think the venh'e d'or' waistcoat will do 
with the plain brown? . . 

Bard. He first summoned the garrison, which might 
consist of about five thousand men-

Bast. I think uot: brown and yellow mix but very pooi·ly. 
Ha1'd. I say, gentlemen, as I was telling you, he sum­

moned the garrison, which might consist of about five thou­
saml men­
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lr1tol i. ~ ~J girls like finery. 
Hard. Which might consist of about five thO'llsand men, 

well appointed with stores, ammunition, and other imple­
ments of war. Now, says the Duke of Marlborough to 
George Brooks, that stood next to him-you must have 
heard of George Brooks-" I'll pawn my dukedom," says 
he, "but I'll take that garrison without spilling a drop of 
blood. " So-­

Mar·l. What, my good friend, if you gave us a glass of 
punch in the meantime? It would help us to carryon the 
siege with vigor. 

Har·d. Punch, sir! [Aside.]-This is the most unac­
cOlmtable kind of modesty I ever met with. 

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

Hard. Here's a cup, sir. 
Marl. [Aside.] So this fellow, in his Liberty Hall, will 

only let us have just what he pleases. 
Hard. [Taking the cup.] I hope you'll find it to your 

mind. I have prepared it with my own hands, and I be­
lieve you'll own the ingredients are tolerable. Will you be 
so good as to pledge me, sir? Here, Mr. Marlow, here is 
to our better acquaintance. [Drinks. ] 

Mar'l. [Aside.] A very impudent fellow this! But he's 
a character, and I'll humor him a little. [To him. ]-Sir, 
my service to you. [Drinks.] 

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

Marl. From the excellence of your cup, myoId frie: J , I 
uppose you have a good deal of business in this part 0 • f' 

' nntry. Warm work, now and then, at elections, I " fl­
ose. 
Hard. No, sir, I have long given that work over. Since 
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our betters have hit upon the expedient of electing 'h 
other, there's no business f01' us that sell ale. 

Hast. So, then, you have no turn for politics, I find. 
Hard. Not in the least. There was a time, indeed, I 

fretted myself about the mistakes of government, like other 
people; but, finding myself every day grow more angry, and 
the government growing no better, I left it to mend itself. 
Since that, I no more trouble my head about Hyde,. Ally 
or Ally C'awn, than about Ally Croker. Sir, my service 
to you. 

Hast. So that with eating above stairs, and drinking be­
low; with receiving your friends within, and amusing them 
without, you lead a good, pleasant, bnstling life of it. 

Ha1'd. I do stir abont a great deal, that's certain. Half 
the differences of the parish are adjusted in this very parlor. 

Marl. [After d?'inking.] And you have an argument in 
your cup, old gentleman, better than any in Westminster 
Hall. 

Hm'd. Ay, young gentleman, that, and a little phi­
losophy. 

Marl. [Aside. ] Well, this is the first time I ever heard 
of an innkeeper's philosophy. 

Hast. So then, like an experienced general, you attack 
them on every quarter. If you find their reason managea­
ble, you attack it with your philosophy; jf you find they 
have no reason, you attack them with this. Here's your 
health, my philosopher. [Drinks.] 

Hm'd. Good, very good, thank you; hal hal Your gen­
eralship puts me in mind of Prince Eugene, when he fought 
the Turks at the battle of Belgrade. You shall hear. 

, 1·Z. Instead of the battle of Belgrade, I think it's almost 
t'u ,0 talk about supper. What has your philosophy got 

1 ! house for supper? 
b I'd. For supper, sirl [Aside.]-Was ever such a 1'e­

qu to a man in his own house? 
, , 
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Marl. Yes, sir; supper, sir: I begin to feel an appetite. 
i shall make sad work to-night in the larder, I promise you. 

Ha1·d. [11 side.] Such a brazen dog sure never my eyes 
).. (held. [To kim. ]-Why, really, sir, as for supper, I can't 
, all tell. My Dorothy and the cook-maid settle these 
t,J,~ngs between them. I leave these kind of things entirely 
t them. 

Marl. You do, do you? 
Hard. Entirely. By the bye, I believe they are in actual 

( msultation upon what's for supper, this moment in the 
,tchen. 
Mm·l. Then I beg they'll admit me as one of their privy 
uncil. It's a way I have got. When I travel, I always 
pose to regulate my own supper. Let the cook be called. 
) offense, I hope, sir. 
Rard. Oh, no, sir, none in the least; yet I don't know 

(w, our Bridget, the cook-maid, is not very communicative 
lion these occasions. Should we send for her, she might 

. >ld us all out of the house. 
Hast. Let's see the list of the larder, then. I ask it as 

a 'aVOT. I a1ways march my appetite to my bill of fare. 
Marl. [To HARDCASTLE who ?ooks at them with sU1·prise.] 

•~l l', he's very right, and it's my way too. 
Ha1·d. Sir, you have a right to command here. Here, 

R('ger, bring us the bill of fare for to-night's supper. I 
b( :leve it's drawn out. Your manner, Mr. Hastings, puts 
n i in mind of my uncle, Oolonel Wallop. It was a saying 
(0 his, that no man was sure of his supper till he had eaten it. 

Hast. [Aside.] All upon the high ropes! His uncI. 
e() onel! We sball soon hear of his mother being a jusLwe • 
()' the peace. But let's bear the bill of fare. 

Marl. [Perusing.] What's here? For tbe first cour 'b 

[')' the second course, for the dessert. Sir, do you thill~­

We have brought down the whole Joiners' Oompany, or t l 
(, 'pol'ation of Bedford, to eat up such a supper? Two " 
ri, 'ee little things, clean and comfortable, will do. 
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Hast. But let's hear it. 

Marl. [Reading.] For the first course at the top, a pig 


and prune sauce. 
Hast. I hate your pig, I say. 
Marl. And I hate your prune sauce, say I. 
Hard. And yet, gentlemen, to men that are hungry, pig, 

with prune sauce, is very good eating. 
Marl. At the bottom, a calf's tongue and brains. 
Hast. Let your brains be knocked out, my good sir; I 

don't like them. 
Marl. Or you may clap them on a plate by themselves. 

I do. 

Hard. [Aside.] 'I.'hejr impudence confounds me. - [To 
them. ]-Gentlemen, you are my guests, make what altera­
tions you please. Is there anything else you wish to re­
trench or .alter, gentlemen? 

Marl. Item, a pork pie, a boiled rabbit and sausages, a 
florentine, a shaking pudding, and a dish of tiff-taff-taffety 
cream! 

Hast. Confound yonI' made dishes! I shall be as much 
at a loss in this house as at a green and yellow dinner at 
the French embassador's table. I'm for plain eating. 

Hm·d. I'm sorry, gentlemen, that I have nothing you 
'like; but if there be anything you have a particular fancy 
to-

Mm·l. Why, sir, your bill of fare is so exquisite, that any 
one part of it is full as good as another. Send us what you 
fl1aose. So much for supper: and now to see that our beds 

tired and properly taken care of. 
L.ard. I entreat you'll leave all that to me. You shall 

l'('t Itir a /;tep. 

'£ (J,rl. Leave that to you? I protest, sir, you must ex-
e me; I always look to these things myself. 

'{m·d. I must insist, sir, you'll make Yo::lrself easy on 
tIl I:lead. 
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Marl. You see I'm resolved on it. [Aside.]-A very 
troublesome fellow this, as ever I met with. 

Ha1'd. Well, sir, I'm resolved at least to attend you. 
[Aside. ]-This may be modern modesty, but I never saw 
anything look so like old-fashioned impudence. 

[Exetmt MARL and HARD. 

HASTINGS, solus. 

Hast. So I find, this fellow's civiliti.es begin to grow 
troublesome. But who can be, angry at these assiduities, 
which are meant to please him? Ha! what do I see? Miss 

Neville, by all that's happy! 

Entm' MISS NEVILLE. 

Miss .J.V8v. My dear Hastings! To what unexpected good 
fortune, to what accident, am I to ascribe this happy meet­

ing?
Hast. Rather, let me ask the same question, as I could 

never have hoped to meet my dear Oonstance at an inn. 
Miss Nev. An inn! sure you mistake! my aunt, my 

guardian, lives here. What could induce you to think this 

house an inn? 
Hast. My friend, Mr. Marlow, with whom I came down, 

and I, have been sent here as to an inn, I assure you. A 
young fellow, whom we accidentally met at a house hard 

by, directed us hither. 
Miss Nev. Oertainly it must be one of my hopeful cousin's 

tricks, of whom you have heard me talk s9 often, hal hal 

ha!ha! 
Hast. He whom your aunt intends for you? He or whom 

I have such just apprehensions? 
Miss Nev. You have nothing to rear from him, I assure 

you. You'd adore him, if you knew how heartily he de­
spises me. My aunt knows it too, and has undertaken to 
court me for him; and actually begins to think she has made 

a conquest. 

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

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

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

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

[TIley confe?" 

Entm' MARLOW. 

Ma1'Z. The assiduities of these good people tease me be­
yond bearing. My host seems to think it ill manners to 
leave me alone, and so be claps not only himself, but bis 
old-fashioned wife, on my back. They talk of coming to 
sup with us too; and then, I suppose, we are to run the 
gantlet through all the rest of the family. What have we 
got here? 

Hr;tst. My dear Oharles! Let me congratulate you! The 
most fortunate acciclent! Who do you think is just alightet1? 
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Aiwl. Can not guess. 
Host. Our mistresses, boy, Miss Hardcastle and Miss 

e NeVIlle. Give me leave to introduce Miss Constance Neville 
t· to vaal' acquaintance. Happening to dine in the neighbor-
r hood. they called, on their return, to take fresh horses here. 

Miss Hardcastle has just stepped into the next room, and 
will be back in an instant. Wasn't it lucky, eh? 

Mcwl. [Aside.] I have just been mortified enough of all 
conscience, and here comes something to complete iny em­
barrassment. 

Hast. Well, but wasn't it the most fortunate thing in 
the world? 

.Mad. Oh! yes. Very fortunate-a most joyful encounter. 
But our dresses, George, you know, are in disorder. What 
if we should postpone the happiness till to-morrow? To­
morrow, at her own house; it will be every bit as convenient, 
and rather more respectful. To-morrow let it be. 

[Offering to go. 
Miss Nev. By no means, sir. Your ceremony will dis­

please her. 'rhe disorder of your dress will show the ard.or 
of your im patien ce; besides, she knows you are in the house, 
and will permit you to see her. 

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

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

Marl. And of all women, she that I dread most to en­
counter. 

Enter'MISS HARDCASTLE, as r'eturning jro!n walking, in 
a bonnet, etc. 

Hast. [Intr'oducing Mm.] Miss Hardcastle-Mr. Mar­
low. I'm proud of bringing two persons of such merit to­
gether, that only want to know, to esteem each other. 

2 
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Miss Ha1·d. [As1:de.] Now, for meeting my mo(bst gen­
tleman with a demure face, and quite in his ow manllCf. 
[Aite?' a pCtllse, in which he appem's ve1'Y uneaS1 d dis­
conem.ted.] I'm glad of your safe arrival, sir. 'I tl./lll 
you had some accidents by the way. 

Mm'l. Only a few, madame. Yes, we had SOl Yes, 
madame, a good many accidents; but should be sorry, 
madame, or rather glad of any accidents that are so agreea­

bly concluded. Hem! 
Hast. [To him.] You never spoke better in your whole 

life. Keep it up, and I'll iusure you the victory. 
Miss Ha1·d. I'm afraid you flatter, sir. You, that have 

seen so much of the finest company, can find little enter­
tainment in an obscure corner of the country. 

Marl. [Gathe1'ing cou1·age.] I have lived, indeed, in the 
world, madame; but I , have kept very little company. I 
have been but an observer upon life, madame, while others 

were enjoying it. 
Miss Nev. But that, I am told, is the way to enjoy it at 

last. 
Hast. [To him.] Oicero never spoke better. Once more, 

and you are confirmed in assurance forever. 
Marl. [To him.] Hem! Stand by 'me, then; and when 

I'm down, throw in a word or two to set me up again. 
M'iss Hm'd. ,An observer like you upon life were, I fear, 

disagreeably employed, since you must have had much more 
to censure than to approve . 

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

Hast. [To hilll.] Bravo, bravo! Never spoke so well in 
your whole life. Well! [To MISS HARD.] Miss Hard­
castle, I see 'that you and Mr. Marlow are going to be very 
good company. I believe our being here will but embarrass 
the interview. 

Ml.trl. Not in the least, Mr. Hastings. We like your 
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company of all things. [To him. ] Zounds! George, sure 
you won't go-how can you leave us? 

Hast. Our presence will but spoil conversation, so we'll 
retire to the next room. [10 him. ] You don't consider, 
man, that we are to manage a little tete-it-tete of our own. 

[Exeu,nt. 

Miss Hard. [After a pause.] But you have not been 
wholly an observer, I presume, sir: tIte ladies, I should 
hope, have employed some part of your addresses." 

Marl. [Relapsin,q into timidity.] Pardon me, madame, 
1-1-1 as yet have studied-only-to-deserve them. 

Miss Hard. And that, some say, i.s the very worst way 
to obtain them. " 

Marl. Perhaps so, madame. But I love to converSe only 
with the more grave and sensible part" of the sex. But I'm 
afraid I grow tiresome. ~ 

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

Marl. It's-a disease"-of the mind, madame. In the 
variety of tastes there must be some, who, wanting a relish 
-for-um-a-um. 

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

Marl. My meaning, madame, but infinitely better ex­
pressed. And I can't help observing-a-­

Miss Ha1·d. [Aside.] Who could ever suppose this fellow 
impudent upon some occasions? [To him.] You were 
going to observe, sir-

Marl. I was observing, madame-I protest, madame, I 
forget what I was going to observe. 

'iss Hard. [Aside.] I vow, and so do 1. [To Mm.] 
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You were observing, sir, that in this age of hypocrisy­
something about hypocrisy, sir. 

Mad. Yes, madame; in this age of hypocrisy there are 
few who, upon strict inquiry, do not-a-a-a­

Miss Ha1'd. I understand you perfectly, sir. 
Marl. [Aside.] Indeed! and that's more than Ido myself. 
Miss Hard. You mean that, in this hypocritical age, 

there are few that do not condemn in public what they 
practice ~n private, and think they pay every debt to virtue 
when they praise it. 

Marl. True, madame; those who have most virtue in 
their mouths have least of it in their bosoms. But I'm sure 
I tire you, madame. 

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

Marl. Yes, madame; I was saying-that there are some 
occasions-when a total want of courage, madame, destroys 
all the-and puts us-upon a-a-a-

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

Marl. Yes, madame; morally speakillg, m~ame. But 
I see Miss Neville expecting us in the next room. I would 
not intrude for the world. 

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

Marl. Yes, madame; I was, but she beckons us to join 
her. Madame, shall I do myself the honor to attend you? 

Miss Hard. Well then, I'll follow. 
Marl. [Aside.] This pretty smooth dialogue has done for 

me. [Exit. 
MISS HARDCASTLE, sola. 

Miss Hard. Ha! hal hal Was there ever such a ) 
sentimental interview? I'm certain he scarce looked .ill,n ~ 
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face the whole time. Yet the fellow, but for his unac­

countable bashfulness, is pretty well too. He has good 


. sense; but then, so buried in his fears, that it fatigues one 

more than ignorance. If I could teach him a little confi­

dence, it would be doing somebody, that I know of, a piece 

of service. But who is that somebody? that is a question I 

can scarce answer. [Exit. 


Enter TONY and MISS NEVILLE, followed by 

MRS. HARDCASTLE and HASTINGS. 


Tony. What do you follow me for, Cousin Con? I won­
der you're not ashamed to be so very engaging. 

Miss Nev. I hope, cousin, one may speak to one's own 
relations, and not be to blame? 

Tony. Ay, but I know what sort of a relation you want 
to make me, though; but it won't do. I tell you, Cousin 
Con, it won't do, so I beg you'll keep your distance; I want 
no nearer relationship. 

[She follows, coq~tetting him to Pw bacle-scene. 

Mrs . • Ha1·d. Well! I vow, Mr. Hastings, you are very en­
tertaining. There's nothing in the world I love to talk of 
so much as London · and the fashions, though I was never 
there myself. 

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

Mrs. Hard. Oh! sir, you're only pleased to say so. We 
country persons can have no manner at all. I'm in love 
with the town, and that serves to raise me above some of 
our neighboring rustics; but who can have a manner that 
has never seen the Pantheon, the Grotto Gardens, the 
Borongh, and such places where the nobility chiefly resort? 
All I can do is to enjoy London at second-hand. I take 
care to know every tete-It-tete from the "Scandalous Maga­
zine," and have all the fashions, as they come out, in a 
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l' from the two Miss Rickets of Crooked Lane. PraY, 
how do you like this head, Mr. Hastings? 

Bast. Extremely elegant and elegagee, upon my word, 
madame. Your friseur is a Frenchman, I suppose? 

Mrs. Ha1·el. I protest I dressed it myself from a print in 
the" Ladies' Memorandum Book" for the last year. 

Hast. Indeed I such a head in a side-box at the play-house 
would draw as many gazers as my Lady Mayoress at a city 
ball. 

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

Bast. But that can never be your 'case, madame, in any 
dress. [Bowing.] 

Mrs. Hard. Yet what signifies my dressing when I have' 
such a piece of antiquity by my side as Mr. Hardcastle? All 
I can say will not argue down a single button from his 
clothes. I have often wanted him to throw off his great 
flaxen wig, and where he was bald to plaster it over, like 
my Lord Pately, with powder. 

Hast. You are right, ma'iame; for as among tIre ladies 
there are none ugly, so among the men there are none old. 

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

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

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

Hasl. Some time ago forty was all the mode; but I)n 
told the ladies intend to bring up fifty for the ensuing winter. 

M7'S. Hm'd. Seriously! then I shall be too young for the 
fashion. 

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

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

Hast. Your niece, is she? and that young gentleman a 
brother of yours, I should presume? 

~lfr8. Hard. My son, sir. They are contracted to each 
other. Observe their little sports. They fall in and out 
ten times a day, as if they were man and wife already. [To 
them,]-Well, Tony, child, what soft things are you saying 
to your cousin Constance this evening? 

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

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

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

Tony. That's a confounded-crack. 

Mrs. Hard . .Ah! he's a sly one. Don't you think they're 
like each other about the mouth", Mr. Hastings? The 
Blenkim;op mouth to a '1'. They're of a size, too. Back 
to back, my pretties, that Mr. Hastings may see you. Come, 
Tony. 

Tony. You hael as good not make me, I tell you. [Meas­
~lring. ] 

Miss Ne(}. Oh! he has almost cracked my head. 
Mrs. Hat'd. Oh, the monster! For shame, Tony. ou 
~. ld behave so! 

Tu ')' If I'm a man, let me have my fortin. Ecod, I'll 
not b ade a fool of no longer. 

Jh, lard. Is this, ungrateful boy, all that I'm to get 
f r till 1 ains I have taken in your education? I that have 
rucl,p,l ou in your craelle, and feel that pretty mouth with 
't '}> I(,l :- Did not I work that waistcoat to make you gen­
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teel? Did not I prescribe for you every day, and weep while 
the receipt was operating? . 

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

Mrs. Hard. Wasn't it all for your good, viper? Wasn't 
it all for your good? 

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

Mrs. Ha1·d. That's false; I never see yon when you are 
in spirits. No, Tony, you then go to the alehouse, or ken­
nel. I'm never to be delighted with your agreeable wild 
notes, unfeeling monster! 

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

M1·s. Hard. Was ever the like! But I see he wants to 
break my heart, I see he does. 

Hast. Dear madame, permit me to lecture the young 
gentleman a little. I'm certain I can persuade him to his 
duty. 

M1·s. Hard. Well! I must retire. Oome, Oonstance, my 
love. You see, MI". Hastings, the wretchedness of my situa­
tion. Was ever poor woman so plagued with a dear, sweet, 
pretty, provoking, undutiful boy? 

[Exeunt MRS. HARD. and MISS Nl lLLY,. 

HASTINGS. TONY. 

Tony. [Singing.] 

There was a young man riding by, 
And fain would have his will, 

Rang c10 c1idlo dee. 
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Don't mind her. Let her cry. It's the comfort of her 
heart. I have seen her and sister cry over a book for an 
hour together; and they said they liked the book the better 
the more it made them cry. 

Hast . .Then you're no friend to the ladies, I find, my 
pretty young gentlemaI!. 

Ton!/. That's as I find 'um. 
Hast. Not to her of your mother's choosing, I dare an­

swer: and yet she appears to me a pretty, well-tempered 
girl. 

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

Hast. [Aside.] Pretty encouragement this for a 101 A 

Tony. I have seen her since the height of that. Sh 
as many tricks as a hare in a thicket, or a colt the first 
breaking. 

Hast. To me she appears sensible and silent. 
Tony. Ay, before company. But when she's with hAl 

playmates, she's as loud as a hog in a gate. 
Hast. But there is a meek lliuuet;Ly about her that ch, n,s 

me. 
Tony. Yes; but curb her never so little, she kicks U!,' 

and you're flung in a ditch. 
Hast. Well, but you must allow her a little beauty. Yes, 

you must allow her some beauty. 
Tony. Bandbox! She's all a made up thing, mun. Ah! 

could you but see Bet Bouncer, of these parts, you might 
t.hp.n tfl.]k of beauty. Ecod, she has two eyes as black as 
F; ,IS, ano. cheeks as broad and red as a pulpit cushion. 

cod make two of she. 
Hast. Well, what say you to a friend that would take 

thi~ hitl!'!' bargain off your hands? 
Toml. Anan? . 
HrT" ould you thank him that would take Miss Neville, 

11./,1 k .. vr you to happiness and your dear Betsy? 
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To'ny. Ay; but where is there such a friend? for who 
would take her? 

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

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

Hast. My dear 'squire, this looks like a lad of spirit. 
Tony. Come along then, and you shall see more of my 

spirit before you have done with me. [Singing. 

We are the boys 
That fears no noise 
Where the thundering cannons roar. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

ScENE I.-Enter HARDCASTLE, solus. 

Harel. What oould =y old friend Sir Charles mean by 
fp.(;ommending his son as the modestest young man in town? 
rj [ le he appears the most impudent piece of brass that 
t ")" ,poke with a tongue. He has taken possession of the 
.Ja"y-chair by the fireside already. He took off his boots in 
the parlor, and desired me to see them taken care of. I'm 
desirous to know how his impudence affects my daughter. 
She will certainly be shocked at it. 

Enter MISS HARDCASTLE, plainly dressed. 

Harel. Well, my Kate, I see you have 
dress, as I bid you; and yet, I believe, there 
occasion. 

Miss Harel. I find such a pleasure, sir, in 
commands, that I take care to obey t~em wit 
bating their propriety. 



SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 43 

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

Miss Hard. You taught me to expect something extraor­
dinary; and I find the original exceeds the description. 

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

Miss Har'd. I never saw anything like it: and a man of 
the world, too! 

Hard. Ay, he learned it all abroad. What a fool was I 
to think a young man co~ld learn modesty by traveling! 
He might as soon learn wit at a masquerade. 

Miss Hard. It seems all natural to him. 
Haj·d. A good deal assisted by bad company, and a 

French dancing-master. 
Miss Har·d. Sure you mistake, papa! A French dancing­

·master could never have taught him that timid look-that 
awkward address-that bashful manner-

HanZ. Whose look? whose manner, child? 
Miss Hard. Mr. Marlow's: his rnauvaise lwnte, his 

timidity, struck me at the first sight. 
Hard. Then your first sight deceived you; for I think 

him one of the most brazen first-sights that ever astonished 
my senses. 

Miss Har'd. Sure; sir, you rally! I never saw anyone so 
modest. 

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

M~iss Har·d. Surprising ! He met me with a respectful 
bow, a stammering voice, and a look fixed on the ground. 

Hard. He met me with a.loud voice, a lordly air, and a 
fa,miliarity that made my blood freeze again. 

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

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

Miss Hat'd. One of us must certainly be mistaken. 
Hard. If · he be what he has shown himself, I'm de­

termined he shall never have my consent. 
Miss Hard. And if he be the sullen thing I take him, he 

shall never have mine. 
Hat'd. In one thing then we are agreed-to reject him. 
Miss Ha1'Cl. Yes. But upon conditions. For if you 

should find him less impudent, and I more 'presuming; if 
you find him more respe~tful, and I more i~~nate-:-I 
don't know-the fellow IS well enough for aIIiafi. -Cer­
tainly, we don't meet many such at a horse-race in the 
country. 

Hat 'd. If we should find him so-but that's impossible. 
The first appearance has done my business. I'm seldom 
deceived in that. 

Miss Ha1·d. And yet there may be many good qualities 
under that first appearance. . 

Hc~rcl. Ay, when a gIl' finds a fellow's outside to her 
taste, she then sets about guessing the rest of his furniture. 
With her a smooth face stands for good sense, and a genteel 
figUl'e for every virtue. 

Miss Ha?'d. I hope, sir, a conversation begun with a 
compliment to my good sense, won't end with a sneer at my 
understand ing. 

Ha1'd. Pardon me, Kate. But if young Mr. Brazen can 
find the art of reconciling contradictions, he may please us 
both, perhaps. 
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JBss Hard. And as one of us must be mistaken, what if 
we go to make further discoveries? 

Ha1'd. But depend on't, I'm in the right. 
Miss Hard. And depend on't, I'm not much in the 

wrong. [Exeunt. 

Enter TONY, running in with a casket. 

Tony. Bcod, I have got them! Here they are. My 
cousin Oon's necklaces, bobs, and all. My mother sha'n't 
cheat the poor souls out of their fortin, neithel'. Oh! my 
genus, is that you? 

Ente1' HASTINGS. 

Hast. My dear friend, how have you managed with 
your mother? I hope you have amused her with pretend­
ing love for your cousin, and that you are willing to be 
l'econciled at last. Our horses will be l'efreshed in a short 
time, and we shall soon be ready to set off. 

Tony. And here's something to bear your charges by the 
way-[giving the casketJ- your sweetheart's jewels. · Keep 
them; and hang those, I say, that would rob you of one of 
them, 

Hast. But how have you procured them from your 
mother? 

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

Hast. Thousands do it every day. But to be plain with 
·you, Miss Neville is endeavoring to procure them from her 
aunt this very instant. If she succeeds, it '",ill be the most 
delicate way at least of obtaining them. 

Tony. Well, keep them till you know how it will be. I 
know how it will be, well enough; she'd as soon part with 
the only sOllnd tooth in her head. 
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Hast. But I dread the effects of her resentment, when 
she finds she has lost them. 

Tony. Never you mind her resentment, leave me to man­
age that. I don't value her resentment the bounce of a 
cracker. Zounds! here they are. Morrice! Prance! 

[Exit lliSTI~GS. 

TONY, MRS. HARDCASTLE, MISS NEVILLE. 

Mrs. Hard. Indeed, Oonstance, you amaze me. Such a 
girl as you want jewels! It will be time eno~h for jewels, 
my dear, twenty years hence; ·when your beauty · begins to 
want repairs. 

Miss Nev. But what will repair beauty at forty will cer­
tainly improve it at twenty, madame. 

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

Miss Nev. But who knows, madame, but s;;-mebody that 
shall be nameless would like me best with all my little finery 
about me? 

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

Tony. That's as thereafter may be. 
Miss Nev. My dear aunt, if you knew how it would oblige 

me. 

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

Tony. [Apa1't to MRS. HAIWCASTLE.] 'l.'hen why dC-'L 
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HI. l' "be. sc!l ( ce, as she's so longing for them? T .9ll 
her they're lost. It's the only way to quiet her. Say they're 
lost, and call me to bear witness. 

Mrs. Ha1·d. [Apart to TONY.] You know, my dear, I'm 
only keeping them for you. So, if I say they're gone, you'll 
bear me witness, will you? He! he! he! 

Tony. Never fear me. Rcod, I'll say I saw them taken 
out with my own eyes. 

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

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

Miss Nev. I'll not believe it; this is but a shallow pre­
tense to deny me. I know they're too valuable to be so 

_slightly kept, and as you are to answer for the loss-
MiI·s. Hm·d. Don't be alarmed, Constance; if they be lost, 

I must restore an equivalent. But my son knows they are 
missing, and not to be found. 

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

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

Miss Nev. Ay, people are generally calm at the mis­
fortunes of others. 

MiI·s. Ha1·d. Now, I wonder a girl of your good sense 
should waste a thought upon sftCh trumpery. We shall 
soon find them; and, in the meantime, you shall make use 
of my garnets till your jewels be found. 

Miss Nev. I detest garnets! 
U-1. Hard. The most becoming things in the world to 

a clear complexion. You have often seen how well 
t I :10k upon me. You shall have them. [Exit. 
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Miss Nev. I dislike them of all things. [To TONY.] 
You sha'n't stir. Was ever anything so provoking? to mis­
lay my own jewels, and force me to wear her trumpery! 

Tony. Don't be a fool! If she gives you the garnets, 
take what yon can get. '1'he jewels are your own already. 
I have stolen them out of her bureau, and she does not 
know it. Fly to your spark, he'll tell you more of the 
matter. Leave me to manage her. 

Miss Nev. My dear cousin! 
Tony. Vanish! She's here, and has missed them already. 

[Exit MISS NEVILLE.] Zounds! how she fidgets, and spits 
about like a Oatharine-wheel! 

Enter MRS. HARDCASTLE. 

Mrs. Hard. Oonfusion! thieves! robbers! Weare cheated, 
plundered, broken open, undone! 

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

Mrs. Ha1·d. Weare robbed! My bureau has been broke 
open, the jewels taken out, and I'm undone! 

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

Mrs. Ha1"d. Why, boy, I am ruined in earnest. My 
bureau has been broke open, and all taken away. 

Tony. Stick to that; hal hal hal Stick to that; I'll bear 
witness, you know; call me to bear witness. 

M1·S. Ha1·d. I tell you, Tony, by all that's precious, the 
jewels are gone, and I shml be ruined forever. 

Tony. Sure. I know they're gone, and I am to say so. 
Mrs. Hm·d. My dearest Tony, but hear me. They're 

gone; I say. 

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

Mrs. Hm'd. Was there ever such a blockhead, th! I. ,Ill 
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tell the difference between jest and earnest? I tell you I'm 
not in jest, booby! 

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

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

Tony. I can bear witness to that. 
Mrs. Hard. Bear witness again, you blockhead, you, and 

I'll turn you o.ut of the room directly. My poor niece! 
what will become of her? Do you laugh, you unfeeling 
brute, as if you enjoyed my distress? 

Tony. I can bear witness to that; 
Mrs. Hard. Do you insult me, monster? I'll teach you 

to vex your mother, I will. 
Tony. I can bear witness to that. 

[Be runs off, she follows him. 

Enter MISS HARDCASTLE and MAID. 

Miss Hard. What an unaccountable creatU1"e is that 
brother of mine, to send them to the house as an inn; hal 
hal I don't wonder at his impudence. 

Maid. But what is more, madame, the young gentleman, 
as yon passed by in your present dress, asked me if you 
were the bar-maid? He mistook you for the bar-maid, 
madame. 

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

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

~ ,fi.~. TIard. And are you sure he does not remember my 
faoo 'I l,erson? 
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ilfaid. Oertain of it. 
Miss Hard. I vow, I thought so; for though we spoke 

for some time together, yet his fears were such that he 
never once looked up during the interview. Indeed, if he 
had, my bonnet would have kept him from seeing me. 

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

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

Maid. But are you sure you can act your part, and dis­
guise your voice, so that he may mistake that, as he has 
ilil'~ady mistaken your person? 

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

Maid. It will do, madame. But he's here. 
[Exit Maid. 

Enter MARLOW. 

Marl. What a bawling in every part of the house! I have 
scarce a moment's repose. If I go to the best room, there 
I find my host and·his story. If I fl.y to the gallery, there 
we have my hostess, with her courtesy down to the ground. 
I have at last got a moment to myself, and now for reool­
lection. [ Wallcs and 1/Iuses. 

Miss Hard. Did you call, sir? did your honor call? 
Mar·l. [Musing.] As for Miss Hardcastle, she's too grave 

and sentimental for me. 
Miss Hard. Did your honor call? 
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[She still places her'selfbefore Mm, he turning away. 
Marl. No, child. [.Milsing.] Besides, from the glimpse 

I had of her, I think she squints. 
Miss Harel. I'm sure, sir, I heard th'e bell ring. 
Marl. No, no. [Musing.] I have pleased my father, 

however, by coming down, and I'll to-morrow please my­
self by returning. [Taking out his tablets, anel per'using. 

Miss Hat'el. Perhaps the other gentleman called, sir. ' 
Marl. I tell you, no. 
Miss Harel. I should be glad to know, sir. We have 

such a parcel of servants. 
Marl. No, no, I tell you. [Looks f~tll in her face.] 

Y{lS, child, I think I did call. I wanted-I wanted-I vow, 
child, you are vastly handsome. 

Miss Hat'el. Oh! la, sir, you'll make one ashamed. 
Marl. Never saw a more sprightly, malicious eye. Yes, 

yes, my dear, I did call. Have you got any of your-a-­
what d'ye call it, in the house? 

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

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

Miss Harel. Nectar! nectar! that's a liquor there's no call 
for in these parts. French, I suppose. We keep no French 
wines here, sir. 

Marl. Of true English growth, I assure you. 
Miss Hut'el. Then it's odd I should not know it. We 

brew all sorts of wines in this house, and I have lived here 
these eighteen years. 

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

Miss Harel. Oh, sir, I must not tell my age! They say 
'women and music should never be dated. 

Mad. To guess at this distance, you can't be much above 
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forty. [App?·oaching. ] Yet nearer, I don't think so much. 
[Appr·oaching. ] By coming close to some women, they 
look younger still; but when we come very close indeed­

• [Attempting to kiss her. 
Miss Hard. Pray, sir, keep your distance. One would 

think you wanted to know one's age as they do horses, by 
mark of mouth. 

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

Miss Hard. And who wants to be acquainted with you? 
I want no such acquaintance, not I. I'm sure you did not 
treat Miss Hardcastle, that was here a while ago, in this 
obstrepalous manner. I'll warrant me, before her you 
o led, and kept bowing to the ground, and talked, 

for all the world, as if you was before a justice of peace. 
Mad. [Aside. ] Egad! she has hit it, sure enough. [To 

her'. ] In awe of her, child? Ha! hal hal A mere awkward, 
squinting thing; no, no. I find you don't know me. I 
laughed, and rallied her a little; but I was unwilling to be 
too severe. No, I could not be too severe. 

Miss Hm·d. Oh! then, sir, you are a favorite, I find, . 
among the ladies. 

Marl. Yes, my dear, a great favorite. And yet, hang· 
me, I don't see what they find in me to follow. At the 
ladies' club in town, I'm called their agreeable Rattle. 
Rattle, child, is not my real name, but one I'm known by. 
My name is Solomons. Mr. Solomons, my dear, at your 
service. ' [Offering to salute her. 

Miss Har·d. Hold, sir; you were introducing me to your 
club, not to yourself. And you're so great a favorite there, 
you say? 

Marl. Ye.s, my dear; there's Mrs. Mantrap, Lady Betty 
Blackleg, the Oountess of Sligo, Mrs. Langhorns, old Miss 
Biddy Buckskin, and your humble servant, keep up the 
spirit of the place. 
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Miss Ha1·d. Then it's a very merry place, I suppose. 
Mm'l. Yes, as merry as cards, suppers, wine, and old 

women can make us. 
MIss Hard. And their agreeable Rattle; hal hal hal 
MU1'l. [A side.] Indeed! I don't quite like this chit. She 

looks knowing, methinks. [To her.] You laugh, child! 
Miss Harel. I can't but. laugh to think what time they 

all have for minding their work or their family. 
Marl. [Aside.] All's well, she don't laugh at me. [To 

her.] Do you ever work, child? . 
Miss Harel. Ay, sure. There's not a screen or a quilt in 

the whole house but what can bear witness to that. 
Marl. Odso! Then you must show me your embroidery. 

I embroider, and draw patterns myself a .Jittle. If you 
want a judge of your work, you must apply to me. 

[Sel:zi11Jg he?' hanel. 
Miss Harel. Ay, but tbe colors don't look well by candle­

light. You sball see all in the morning. [St1'1lggling. 
Marl . . And why not now, my angel? Such beauty fires 

beyond the power of resistance. Psbaw! the fatber beret 
MyoId luck! I never nicked seven, that I did not throw 
ames-ace three times following. [Exit MARLOW. 

Enter HARDCASTLE, who stands in surpn·se. 

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

Miss Ha1·d. Never trust me, dear papa, but he's still the 
modest man I first took him for; you'll be convinced of it 
as well as 1. 

Ha1'd. By the hand of my body, I believe his impudence 
is infectious! Didn't I see him seize your hand? didn't I 

le him haul you about like a milkmaid? and now you talk 
f his respect and his modesty, forsooth! 
Miss Hm·d. But if I shortly convince you of his modesty) 
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that he has only the faults that will pass off with time, and 
the virtues that will improve with age, I hope you'll forgive 
him. 

Hard. The girl would actually make one run mad; I tell 
you, I'll not be convinced. I am convinced. He has 
scarcely been three hours in the house, and he has already 
encroached on all my prerogatives. You may like his im­
pudeuce, and call it modesty; but my son-in-law, madame, • 
must have very different qualifications. 

Miss Hard. ·Sir, t ask but this night to convince you. 
Hard. You shall not have half the time, for I have 

thoughts of turning him out this very hour. 
Miss Hard. Give me that hour, then, and I hope to satisfy 

you. 
Hard. Well, an hour let it be, then. But I'll have no 

trifling with your father. All fair and open, do you mind 
me? 

Miss Hard. I hope, sir, you have ever found that I con­
sidered your commands as my pride; for your kindness is 
such that my duty as yet has been inclination. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

ScENE I.-Enter HASTINGS and MISS NEVILLE. 

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

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

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

Miss Nev. The jewels, I hope, are safe. 
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lIast. Yes, yes. I have sent them to Marlow, who keeps 
t,he kP.v" of our baggage. In the meantime, I'll go to pre­
pale m"tt<:: rs for our elopement. 1 have had the squire's 
1n,mi e (:l a fresh pair of horses: and, if I should not see 
rtPl ugam, will write him further directions. [Exit . 

.Jfi-'8 N '. Well, success attend you. In the meantime, 
I'll go amuse my aunt with the old pl'etense of a violent 
passion for my cousin. [Exit. 

Enter MARLOW, followed by a SERVANT. 

Ma1'l. I wonder what Hastings could mean by sending 
me so valuable a thing as a casket to keep for him, when 
he knows the only place I have is the seat of a post-coach 
at an inn-door? Have you deposited the casket with the 
landlady, as I ordered you? Have you put it into her own 
bands? 

Serv. Yes, your honor. 
Marl . .She said she'd keep it safe, did she? 
Servo Yes, she said she'd keep it safe enough; she asked 

me how I came by it, and she said she had a great mind to 
make, me give an account of myself. [Exit Servant. 

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

Enter HASTINGS. 

, less me! I quite forgot to tell her that I in­
'('pare at the bottom of the garden. Marlow 

pirits, too! 
me joy, George! Crown me, shadow me with 
, George, after all, we modest fellows don't 

ur 11(' ss among the women. 
I I. 1'1tr. women, you mean. But what success has 
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your honor's modesty been crowned with now, that It gr ws 
so insolent upon us? 

Marl. Didn't you see the tempting, brisk, 10 "ely littl{' 
thing that runs about the house, with a bunch of keys to it" 
girdle? 

Hast. Well, and what then? 
Mad. She's mine, you rogue you. Such fire, such mo­

tion, such eyes, such lips-but, egad! she would not let me 
kiss them, though. 

Hast. But are you so sure, so very sure of her? 
. Mm'l. Why, man, she talked of showing me her work 
above stairs, and I'm to improve the pattern. 

Hast. You have taken care, I hope, of the casket I sent 
you to lock up? It's in safety? 

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

Hast. What? 
Marl. I have sent it to the landlady to keep for you. 
Hast. To the landlady! 
Mad. The landlady. 
Hast. You did! 
Ma1'l. I did. She's to be answerable for its forthcoming, 

you know. 
Hast. Yes, she'll bring it forth, with a witness. 
Marl. Wasn't I right? I believe you'll allow that I acted 

prudently upon this occasion. 
Hast. [A side.] He must not see I 

Marl. You seem a little disconcert ", .hop rlJ., 
Sure nothing has happened: 

Hast. No, nothing. Never was j 

my life. And so you left it with 
doubt, very readily undertook the ch "( 

Marl. Rather too readily. For 1 
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,asket; bllt, through her great precaution, was going to 
reep the messenger too. Hal hal hal 

Hccst. Hel hel hel They are safe, however. 
Mad. As a guinea in a miser's pnrse. 
Hast. [As'ide.] So now all hopes of fortune are at an 

end, and we ~ust set off without it, [To him.] Well, 
Oharles, I'll leave you to your meditations on the pretty 
bar-maid; and, he! hel hel may yon be as successful for 
yourself, as you have been for me! [Exit. 

Mad. Thank ye, George! 

Enter HARDCASTLE. 

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

Mm'l. Sir, your humble servant. [Aside.] What's to 
be the wonder now? 

Ha1·d. I believe, sir, you must be sensible, sir, that no 
man alive ought to be more welcome than your father's son, 
sir! I hope you think so. 

Mm·l. I do, from my soul, sir. I don't want much en­
treaty. I generally make my father's son welcome wherever 
he goes. 

Hm·d. I believe you do, from my soul, sir. But though 
I say nothing to yOlJ.r own conduct, that of your servants is 
insufferable. Their manner of drinking is setting a very 
I nryir _ ~his house, I assure you. 

lfarl I pre" e It, my very good sir, that's no fault of mine. 
h they don't, I 'nk as they ought, they are to blame. I 
odored th"m 0t to spare the cellar : I did, I assure you. 
[Ttl lllil ,'lfZ!! R (j ~.] Here, let one of my servants cOIJ?e up. 

1I0sitive directions were, that as I did not 
rshould make up for my deficiencies below. 
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Hal'd. Then, they had your orders for what they do! 
I'm satisfied. 

Ma1'l. They had, I assure you. You shall hear from one 
of themselves. 

Entm'SERVANT, drunk. 

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

Hal'd. [A side. ] I begin to lose my patience. 
Jeremy. Please your honor, liberty and Fleet Street for­

ever! Though I'm but a servant, I'm as good as another 
man. I'll drink for no man before supper, sir! Good 
liquor will sit upon a good supper; but a good supper will 
not sit upon-[MccujJJ-upon my conscience, sir. 

Marl. You see, myoId friend, the fellow is as drunk as 
he can possibly be. I don't know what you'd have more, 
unless you'd have the poor fellow soused in a beer-barrel. 

Ha1·d. Zounds! He'll drive me distracted if I contain 
myself any longer. [Aside.] Mr. Marlow, sir; I have 
submitted to your insolence for more than four hours, and 
I see no likelihood of its coming to an end. I'm now re­
solved to be master here, sir; and I desire that you and your 
drunken pack may leave my house directly. 

Ma1·l. Leave your house? Sure you jest, my good friend! 
What! when I'm doing what I can to please you? 

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

Ma1·l. Sure you can not be serious! At tb' - " .. : L, 
and such a night! You only mean to bank 

Hal'd. I tell you, sir, I'm serious; and, n tha 
sions are roused, I say this house is mine, sil', 
mine, and I command you to leave it direct!)'! 

Marl. Ha! hal hal A puddle in a storm 
a step, I assure you. [In a se1'ious tone. J r 
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house, fellow! It's my house. This is my house. Mine, 
while I choose to stay. What right have you to bid me 
leave this house, sir? I never met with such impudence, 
never in my whole life before. 

Hard. Nor I, confound me if ever I did. To come to 
my house, to call for what he likes, to turn me out of my 
own chair, to insult the family, to order his servants to get 
drunk, and then to tell me, This house is mine, sir. By 
all that's impudent, it makes me laugh. Ha! hal Pray, 
sir [bant81'ing], as you take the house, what think you of 
taking the rest of the furniture? There's a pair of silver 
candlesticks, and there's a fire-screen, and liere's a pair of 
brazen-nosed bellows, perhaps you may take a fancy to 
them. 

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

Haj ·d. 'l'here are a set of prints, too. What think you 
of the" Rake's Progress" for your own apartment? 

Marl. Bring me your bill, I say, and I'll leave you and 
your house directly. 

Raj·d. Then there's a mahogany table, that you may see 
your own face in. 

Mad. My bill, I say. 

Hard. I had forgot the great chair, for your own par­
tIcular slumbers after a hearty meal. 

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

Hard. Young man, young man, from your father's letter 
, me, I was taught to expect a well-bred, modest man as 

itor here; but now I find him no better than a coxcomb, 
a.l ), bully. But he will be down here presently, and shall 
h ; more of it. [Exit. 

'1 1'1. How's this? Sure I have not mistaken the house! 
,I' e, \thing looks like an inn. The servants cry, Coming. 

]. ttendance is awkward; the bar-maid, too, to attend 
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us. But she's here, and will further inform me. Whither 
so fast, child? A word with you. 

Enter MISS HARDCASTLE. 

Miss Hard. Let it be short, then. I'm in a hurry. 
[Aside. ] I believe he begins to find out his mistake; but 
it's too soon quite to undeceive him. 

I •

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

Miss Hard. A relation of the family, sir. 
Marl. What! a poor relation? 
Miss Hard. ·Yes,. sir; a poor relation, appointed to keep 

the keys, and to see that the guests want nothing in my 
power to give them. 

Mm'l. That is, y~u act as the bar-maid of this inn. 
Mt8s Hard. Inn! Oh, la! What brought that in your 

head? One of the best families in the country keep an inn! 
Ha! hal hal old Mr. Hardcastle's house an inn! 

Marl. Mr. Hardcastle's house! Is this house Mr. Hard­
castle's house, child? 

Miss Hard. Ay, sure. Whose else. should it be? 
Mad. So then all's out, and I have been imposed on. 

Oh, confound my stupid head! I shall be laughed at over 
the whole town. I shall be stuck up in caricature in all 
the print shops; the Dullissimo Maccaroni. To mista~e 
this house, of all others, for an inn, and my fathp,l"s old 
friend for an inn-keeper! What a swaggering pUl l y DIU • 

he take me for! What a silly puppy do I find my elf! 
There again, may I be hanged, my dear, but I mLtook 'ou 
for the bar-maid. 

Miss Hard. Dear me! dear me! I'm sure there' noth­
ing in my behavior to put me upon a level with on 0 that. 
stamp. 

Mad. Nothing, my dear, nothing. But I was fo .. a 
list of blunders, and could not help making you aBu' :!)c'J". 
My stupidity saw everything the wrong way. I IBtCI.l • 

I 
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our assiduity for assurance, and your simplicity for allure­
Jnent. But it's over. 'rhis house I no more show rny face in. 

Miss Hct1'd. I hope, sir, I have done nothing to disoblige 
you. I'm sure I should be sorry to affront any gen1;leman 
who has been so polite, and said so many civil things to me. 
{'m sure I should be sorry [pretending to cry] if he left the 
family upon my account. I'm sure I should be sorry people 
said anything amiss, since I have no fortune but my 
character. 

Jl1m·l. [Aside.] By Heaven, she weeps. This is the first 
mark of tenderness I ever had from a modest woman, and 
it touches me. [To her.] Excuse me, my lovely girl, you 
are the only part of the family I leave with reluctance. But 
to be plain with you, the difference of our birth, fortune, 
and education, make an honorable connection impossible; 
and I can never harbor a thought of bringing ruin upon one 
whose only fault was being too lovely. 

Miss Hard. [A side.] Generous man! I now begin to ad­
mire him. [To hirn.] But I'm sure my family is as good 
as Mr. Hard.castle's; and thoughTm poor, that's no great 
misfortune to a contented mind; and until this moment, I 
never thought that it was bad to want fortune. 

Marl. And why now, my pretty simplicity? 
Miss Hard. Because it puts me at a distance from one, 

that if I had a thousand pounds, I would give it all to. 
Marl. [Aside.] 'rhis simplicity bewitches me so, that if 

I stay I'm undone. I must make one bold effort and leave 
her. [To he?'.] Your partiality in my favor, my dear, 
touches me most sensibly; and were I to live for myself 
alone, I could easily fix my choice. But lowe too much to 
the opinion of the world, too much to the authority of a 
father, so that-I can scarcely speak it-it affects me. 
Farewell. [Exit. 

s Hcwd. I never knew half his merit till now. He 
'll LOt go, if I have power or art to detain him. I'll still 

pI "ve the character in which I stooped to conquer; but 
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will undeceive my papa, who, perhaps, may laugh him out 
of his resolution. [Exit. 

Enter TONY, MISS NEVILLE. 

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

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

Tony. To be sure, aunts of all kinds are bad things; but 
what can I do? I have got you a pail: of horses that will 
fly like Whistle-jacket, and I'm sure you can't say but I 
have courted you nicely before her face. Here she comes; 
we must court a bit or two more, for fear she should sus­
pect us. [They reti1'e and seem to fondle. 

Enter MRS. HARDCASTLE. 

Mrs. Hm·d. Well, I was greatly fluttered, to be sure. 
But my son tells me it was all a mistake of the servants. I 
sha'n't be easy, however, till they are fairly married, and 
then let her keep her own fortune. But what do I see? 
Fondling together, as I'm alive . . _1 never saw Tony so 
sprightly before. Ah! have I caught you, my pretty doves? 
What! billing, exchanging stolen glances, and broken mur­
murs? Ah! 

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

Mrs. Ha1·d. A mere sprinkling, Tony, upon the flame, 
only to make it burn brighter. 

Miss Nev. Oousin Tony promises to give us more of his 
company at home. Indeed, he sha'n't leave us any more. 
It won't leave us, OOllsin 'rony, will it? 

Tony. Oh! it's a pretty creature. No, I'd soone 
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It nl ' hr e in a pound, than leave you, when you smile upon 
~. 1 e 80 Your laugh makes you so becoming. 

A,ss Nev. Agreeable cousin! Who can help admiring 
that natural humor, that pleasant, broad, red, thought,less 

l. UJaitiflg his cheek], all! it's a bold face. 
's 1f. Hard. Pretty innocence! 
.e Tony. I'm sure I always loved Oousin Oon's hazel eyes, 

and her pretty long fingers, that she twists this way and • 
e that, over the haspicholl~ like a parcel of bobbins. 
n Mrs. Harel. Ah! he would charm the bird from the tree. 
t I was never so happy before. My boy takes after his father, 

poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. The jewels, my dear Con, 
t shall be yours incontinently. You shall have them. Isn't 
1 he a sweet boy, my dear? You shall be married to-morrow, 
I and we'll put off the rest of his education, like Mr. Drowsy's 
i; sermons, to a fitter opportunity. 
:-

Enter DIGGORY. 

Dipg. Where's the 'squire? I have got a letter for your 
worship. 

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

:l first. 

? Digg. I had orders to deliver it into your own hands. 

o Tony. Who does it come from? 

? Digg. Your worship mUll ask that 0' the letter itself. 
Tony. I could wish to know though. [Turning tlte letter 

anel gazing on it.] 

v Miss Nev. [Aside.] Undone, undone! A letter to him 
from Hastings. I know the hand. If my aunt sees it, we 
are ruined forever. I'll keep her employed a little, if I can. 
[To MRS. HAIWCASTLE.] But I have not told you, madame, 

s of my cousin's smart answer just now to Mr. Marlow. We 
so laughed. You must kllow, madame-this way a little, 
for he must not hear us. [They confer.] 

Tony. [Still gazing.] A -­ cramp piece of penman­
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ship as ever I saw in my life. I can read your print 1 lld 


very well. But here there are such handles, and slum1 s. 

and dashes, that one can scarce tell the head from tho tail. 

" ~o Anthony Lumpkin, Esq." It's very odd, I can r~ad 


the outside of my letters, where my own name i~, well 

. enough. But when I come to open it, it is all- !zz. 

That's hard,. very hard, for the inside of the' letter is "'. "/;oJ " 


the cream of the correspondence. . 

Jl1.rs. Har'd. Hal hal hal Very well, very well. And 
so my son was too hard for the philosopher. 

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

Mr's. Har'd. He seems strangely puzzled now himself, 
methinks. 

Tony. [Still gazing.] An up and down hand, as if it 
was disguised in liquor. [Reading.] "Dear Sir." Ay, 
that's that. Then there's an M, and a T, and a S; but 
whether the next be izzar'd or an R, confound me, I can 
not tell. 

Mrs. Har·d. What's that, my dear? Oan I give you any . 
assistance? 

Miss Nev. Pray, aunt, let me read it. Nobody reads a 
cramp hand better than r. [Twitching the letter' fr'om 
him.] Do you know who it is from? ' 

Tony. Oan't tell, except -trom Dick Ginger, the feeder. 
Miss Nev. Ay, so it is. [Pr'etend~ng to read.] " Dear 

'Squire-Hoping that you're in health, as I am at this 
present. The gentlemen of the Shake-bag club has cut the 
gentleman of the Goose-green quite out of feather. The 
odds-urn-odd battle-urn-long fighting-um-" Here, 
here; it's all about cocks and fighting; it's of no consequence; 
here, put it up, put it up. 

[Tlwusting the crumpled letter' ujJon him. 
Tony. But I tell you, miss, it's of all the consequence in 
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the world. I would not lose the rest of it for a guinea. 
Here, mother, do you make it out. Of no consequence! 

[Givtng MRS. HARDCASTLE the letter. 
Mrs. Hard. How's this? [Reads.] 

Dear 'Squire,-I'm now waiting for Miss Neville, with a post­
chaise and pair, at the bottom of the garden, but I find my horses 
yet unable to perform the journey. I expect you'll assist us with a 
pair of fresh horses, as you promised. Dispatch is necessary, as the 
/tag Cay, the hag], your mother, will otherwise suspect us. 

Yours, HASTINGS. V 
Grant me patience! I shall run distracted. My rage chokes 
me! 

Miss Nev. I hope, madame, you'll suspend your resent­
ment for a few moments, and not impute to me any im­
pertinence, or sinister design that belongs to another. 

Mrs. Hard. [Courtesying very low.] Fine spoken ma­
dame, you are most miraculously polite and engaging, and 
quite the very pink of courtesy and circumspection, ma­
dame. [Changing her tone. ] And you. YOll lYreftt;1 -1', 

ioned oaf, with scarce sense enone:h to kARp :rOl11· ill Itlth 

shut! were you, too, joined against me? But I'll dcf n 

your plots in a moment. As for you, uhl.dw u, since yo t 

have got a pair of fresh horses ready, it would be cruel to 
disappoint them. So, if you please, instead of running 
away with your spark, prepare, this very · moment, to run 
off with me. Your old aunt Pedigree will keep you secure, 
I'll warrant me. You too, sir, may mount your horse, and 
guard us upon the way. Here, Thomas, Roger, Diggory! 
I'll show you that I wish you better than you do yourselves. 

[Exit. 
Miss Nev. So now I'm completely ruined. 
Tony. Ay, that's a sure thing. 
Miss Nev. What better could be expected, from being 

connected with such a stupid fool, and after all the nods 
and signs I made him? 

3 
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Tony. By the laws, miss, it was your own cleverness, 
and not my stupidity, that did your business. You were 
so nice, and so busy, with your Shake-bags and Goose­
greens, that I thought you could hever be making believe. 

Enter HASTINGS. 

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

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

Entm' MARLOW. 

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

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

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

Marl. What can I say to him, a mere boy, an idiot, 
whose ignoOrance and age are a protection? 

Hast. A poor contemptible booby, that would but dis­
grace correction. 

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

Rast. An insensible cub! 
Marl. Replete with tricks and mischief. 
Tony. Baw! but I'll fight you both, one after the other­

with baskets. 
Ma?·l. As for him, he's below resentment. But your 

conduct, Mr. Hastings, requires an explanation. You knew 
of my mistakes, yet would not undeceive me. 

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



67 SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

Marl. But, sir-
Miss Nev. Mr. Marlow, we never kept on your mistake, 

till it was too late to undeceive you. Be pacified. 

Enter SERVANT. 

Servo My mistress desires you'll get ready immediately, 
madame. The horses are putting to. Your hat and things 
are in the next room. Weare to go thirty miles before 
morning. [Exit SERVANT. 

Miss Nev. Well, well; I'll come presently. 
Marl. [To HASTINGS.] Was it well done, sir, to assist in 

rendering me ridiculous? To hang me out for the scorn of 
all my acquaintance? Depend upon it, sir, I shall expect 
an explanation. 

Hast. Was it well done, sir, if you're upon that subject, 
to deliver what I intrusted to yourself to the care of an­
other, sir? 

Miss Nev. Mr. Hastings, Mr. Marlow, why will you in­
crease my distress by this groundless dispute. I implore, I 
entreat you-

Enter SERVANT. 

Servo Your cloak, madame. My mistress is impatient. 
Miss Nev. I come. Pray be pacified. If I leave you 

thus, I shall die with apprehension. . 
Servo Your fan, muff, and gloves, madame. The horses 

are waiting. 
Miss Nev. Oh, Mr. Marlow! if you knew what a scene 

of constraint and ill-nature lies before me, I'm sure it would 
convert your resentment into pity. 

Marl. I'm so distracted with a variety of passions, that I 
don't know what I do. Forgive me, madame. 

Miss Nev. George, forgive me. You know my hasty 
t"J'l'lnel' ""'''1. should not exasperate it. 

, Sf Ie torture of my situation is my only excuse. 
Ifi fl . Well, my dear Hastings, if you have that 
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esteem for me that I think, that I am sure you have, your 
constancy for three years will but increase the happiness of 
our future connection. If-

Mrs. Hard. [Within.] Miss Neville. Oonstance, why; 
Oonstance, I say. 

Miss Nev. I'm coming. Well, constancy. Remember, 
constancy is the word. [Exit. 

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

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

Tony. [From a revel·ie.] Ecod, I have hit it. It's here. 
Your hands. Yours and yours, my poor sulky. My boots 
there, ho! Meet me two hours hence at the bottom of the 
garden; and if you don't find Tony Lumpkin a more good­
natured fellow than you thought for, I'll give you leave to 
take my best horse, and ,Bet Bouncer into the bargain. 
Oome along. My boots, hot [Exeunt. 

AOT V. 

SCENE I. -Scene continues. 

Ente.t· HASTINGS and SERVANT. 

Hast. You saw the oid lady and Miss Neville drive off, 
you say? 

Servo Yes, your honor; they went off in a post-coach, 
and the young squire went on horseback. They're thirty 
miles off by this time. 
, Hast. Then ,all my hopes are over. 

Serv. Yes, sir. Old Sir Oharles is arrived. He and the 
old gentleman of the house have been laughing at Mr. 
Marlow's mistake this half hour. They are comillP' tl1is 

way. 
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J 'T'he 1. I ,t Uti b"l"l. . • 0 1 to my fruitless 

appomtment at the bottom of the garaen. This is about 
[ExU.the time. 

Enter SIR OHARLES and HARDCASTLE. 

Har·d. Hal hal hal The peremptory tone in which he 
sent forth his sublime commands! 

Sir Oharles. And the reserve with which I suppose he 
treated all yo~r advances! 

Hard. And yet he might have seen something in me 
above a common innkeeper; too. 

Sir' Ohm·res. Yes, Dick, but he mistook you for an un­
common innkeeper, hal hal hal 

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

Hir Ohm·les. Why, Dick, will you talk of fortune to me? 
My son is possessed of more thau a competeuce already, and 
can want nothing but a good and virtuous girl to share his 
happiness and increase it. If they like each other, as you 
say they do-

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

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

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

Entm' MARLOW. 

Mad. I come, sir, once more, to ask pardon for my 
strange conduct. I can scarce reflect on my insolence 

iP, (p·t confusion. 
I d. Tut, boy, a trifle. You take it too gravely. An 

hOll,: two's laughing with my daughter will set all to 
il alSain. She'll never like you the worse for it, 
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Marl. Sir, Is', :l hntvi'l PI' lid of h,,) . ]1')] "bf fifm. 
Hard. Approl wo .J, _1: • u",rlolV: iII 

am not deceived, you have something more than,approba­
tion thereabouts. You take me? 

Marl. Really, sir, I have not that happiness. 
Hal·d. Oome, boy, I'm an old fellow, aud know what's 

what, as well as you that are younger. I know what has 
passed between you; but mum. 

Ma1'l. Sure, sir, nothing has passed between us, but the 
most profound respect on my side, and the most distant re­
serve on hers. You don't thinK, sir, that my impudence 
has been passed upon an the rest of the family? 

Hard. Impudence! No, I don't say that. Not quite 
impudence. Though girls like to be played with, and 
rumpled a little too, sometimes. But she has told no 
tales, I assure you. 

Marl. I never gave her the slightest cause. 
Hal'd. Well, well, I like modesty in its place wen enough. 

But this is over-acting, young gentleman. You may be 
open. Your father and I will like you the better for it. 

Mal'l. May I die, sir, if I ever-
Hani. I tell you, she don't dislike you; and as I'm sure 

you like her-
Mad. Dear sir-I protest, sir­
Hal'd. I see no reason why you should not be joined as 

fast as the parson can tie you. 
Mad. But hear me, sir-
Hard. Your father approves the match, I admire it, 

.. every moment's delay" will be doiug mischief, so­
.Mad. But why won't you hear me? By all that's just 

and true, I never gave Miss Hardcastle the slightest mark 
of my attachment, or even the most distant hint to suspect 
me of affection. We had but one interview, and that was 
formal, modest, and uninteresting. 

Hard. [Aside.] This fellow's formal, modest im, ..j nee 
is beyond bearing. 
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Sir Oharles. And you never grasped her hand, or made 
any protestations? 

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

[Exit. 
Si1' Oharles. I'm astonished at the air of sincerity with 

which he parted. 
Hm'd. And I'm astonished at the deliberate intrepidity 

of his assurance. 
Si1' Oharles, I dare pledge my life and honor upon his 

truth, 
Ha1'd. Here comes my daughter, and I would stake my 

happiness upon h~r .veracity. 

Entm' MISS HA.RDCASTLE. 

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

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

Ha1'd. [To SIR OHARLES,] You see, 
Sir Oharles, And pray, madame, have you and my son 

had more than one interview? 
Miss Hard. Yes, sir, several. 
Hard. [To SIR OHARLES.] You see. 
Sir Ohar'les. But did he profess any attachment? 
Miss Hard. A lasting one. 
Sir C7~arles. Did he talk of love? 
Mi8s Hard. Much, sir. 
Sir Oharles. Amazing! and all this formally? 
~,. Hard. Formally. 

1-1 ,Now, my friend, I hope you are satisfied? 
ha1'les. And how did he behave, madame? 
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Mi$S Hard. As most professed admirers do. Said some 
civil things of my face; talked much of his want of merit, 
and the greatness of mine; mentioned his heart; gave a 
short tragedy !3peech, and ended with pretended raptll!re. 

Sir Oharles. Now Pm perfectly convinced, indeed. 1 
know his conversation among women to be modest and 
submissive. Thill forward, cantipg, ranting mannel' by no 
means describes him, and I am confident he never sat for 
the picture. 

Miss Ha1'd. Then what, sir, if I should convince you to 
your face Qf my sincerity? If you and my papa, in about 
half an hour, will place yourselves behind that screen, you 
shall ~lear him declare his pallsion to m~ in pel·s.on. 

Sit· Gha1'les. Agreed. And if I find him what you de­
scribe, allrny happine13s in him must have an end. 

[Exit. 
Miss Hard. And if you don't find him what r describe­

r fear my happiness must .never have a beginning. 
[EXMtnt. 

Beene changes to the back of the ga1·den. 

Enter HASTINGS. 

Hast. What an idiot am r, to wait here for a fellow who 
probably takes a delight in mortifying me! He uever in­
tended to be punctual, and 1'11 wait UO longel:. What do 
r see? It is he, and perhaps with news of my Oonstance. 

Ente1' TONY, booted and spattered. 

Hast. My honest 'squire! I now find you a man of your 
word. This looks like friendship. 

Tony. Ay, I'm your friend, and the oest friend you have 
in the world, if you knew but all. This riding by night, 
by the bye, is cu.rsedly tiresome. It has shook me worse than 
the basket of a stage-coach. 

Hast. But how? Where did you leave you: cl1ow­
travelers? Are they in safety? Are they housed? 

http:pel�s.on
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Tony. Five-and-twenty miles in two hours and a half is 
no such bad driving. The poor beasts have smoked for it.­
Rabbit me, bnt I'd rather ride forty miles after a fox, than 
ten with such va1·ment. 

Hast. WeU, but where have you left the ladies? I die 
with impatience. . 

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

Hast. This is a riddle. 
Tony. Riddle me this then. What's that goes round 

the house, and round the house, and never touches the 

house? 
Rast. I'm still astray. 
Tony. Why, that's it, mono I have led them astray. By 

jingo, there's not a pond or slough within five miles of the 
place, but they can tell the taste of. 

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

Tony. You shall hear. I first took them down Feather­
bed Lane, where we stuck fast in the mud. I then rattled 
them crack over the stones of Up-and-Down Hill-I then 
introduced them to the gibbet, on Heavy-tree Heath; and 
from that with a circumbendibus, I fairly lodged them in 
the horse-pond at the bottom of the garden. 
. Hast. But no accident, I hope. 
. Tony. No, no. Only mother is confoundedly frightened. 
She thinks herself forty miles off. She's sick of the 
journey, and the cattle can scarce crawl. So, if your own 
horses be ready, you may whip off with cousin, and 1'11 be 
bound that no soul here can budge a foot to follow you. 

Hast. My dear friend, how can I be grateful? 
Tony. Ay, now it's dear friend, noble 'squire. Jl'Ist 

n9w• it was all idiot, cub, and run me through the guts. 
0onj o OU?' way of fighting, I say. After we take a 
hock it! • is part of the country, we kiss and be frienns. 
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But, if you had mn me through the guts, then I should be 
dead, and you might go kiss the h-angman. 

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

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

Enter MRS. HARDCASTLE. 

~Mrs. Hard. Oh, Tony, I'm killed-shook-battered to 
death. I shall never survive it. That last jolt, that laid 
us against the quickset hedge, has done my business. 

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

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

Tony. By my guess we should be upon Crackskull Com­
mon, about forty miles from home. 

Mrs. Ha1·d. Oh, Iud! oh, Iud! the most notorious spot in 
all the cOillltry. We only want a robbery to make a com­
plete night on't. 

Tony. Don't be afraid, mamma! don't be afraid. 'l'wo 
of the five that were kept here are hanged, and the other 
three may not find us. Don't be afraid. Is that a man 
that's galloping behind us? No, it's -Only a tree. Don't 
be afraid. 

Mrs. Hard. The fright will certainly kill ~e. 
Tony. Do you see anything like a black hat moving be­

hind the thicket? 
Mrs. HaT'd. Oh, death! 
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Tony. No, it's only a cow. Don't be afraid, mamma: 
don't be afraid. 

Ml's. Ha1·d. As I'm alive, Tony, I see a man coming to­
ward us. Ah, I'm sure on't. If he perceives us, we are 
undone. 

Tony. [Aside.] Fa+.her-in-law, by all that's unlucky, 
come to take one of his night walks. [To hm·.] Ah! it's a 
highwayman, with pistols as long as my arm. An ill-look­
ing fellow. 

Mrs. Hard. Good Heaven! defend us! He approaches. 
Tony. Do you hide yourself in that thicket, and leave me 

to manage him. If there be any danger, I'll cough and cry 
- hem! When I cough, be sure to keep close. 

[MRS. HARDCASTLE hides behind a t1'ee, in the 
back scene, 

Ente1' HARDCASTLE. 

Ha1·d. I'm mistaken, or I heard voices of people in want 
of help. Oh, Tony, is that you? I did not expect you so 
soon back. Are your mother and her charge in safety? 

Tony. Very safe, sir, at my aunt Pedigree'S. Hem! 
Mrs. Hard. [F1'om behind.] Ah, death! I find there's 

danger. 
Hard. Forty miles in three hours; sure that's too much, 

my youngster. 
Tony. Stout horses and willing minds make short 

journey, as they say. Hem! 
Mrs. Hard. [From behind.] Sure he'll do the dear boy 

no harm! 
Hard. But I heard a voice here; I shall be glad to know 

from whence it came. 
Tony. It was I, sir; talking to myself, sir. I was say­

ing. that..f' - '-; " es in three hours was very good going­
tlem " to ~IC e, it was-hem! I have got a sort of cold 
by ueing 01 t in ~ 11 air. We'll go in, if you please-hem! 

Hqrd. Bilt.if v l talked to yourself, you did not answer 
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yourself. I am certain I heard two voices, and am resolved 
[raising his voice] to find the other out. 

Mrs. Ho,rd. [From behind.] Oh! h~'s coming to find 'me 
out. Oh! 

Tony. What need you go, sir, if I tell you-hem! I'll 
lay down my life for the truth-hem! I'll tell you all, sir. 

[Detai9zing him. 
Hat·d. I tell you, I will not be detained. I insist on 

seeing. It's in vain to expect I'll believe you. 
Mrs. Harq. [running f01'1oard from beMnd.] Oh, Iud, 

he'll murder my poor boy, my darling!' Here, good gentle­
man, whet your rage upon me. Take my money, my life; 
but spare that ypung gentleman, spare my child, if yo.u 
have any mercy. 

Hard. My wife! as I'm a Ohristian. From whence can 
she come, or what does she mean? 

Mrs. Hard. [Kneeling.] Take compassion on us, good 
Mr. Highwayman. Take our money, our watches, all we 
have; but spare our lives. We will never bring yo-q to 
justice; indeed, we won't, good Mr. Highwayman. 

Hard. I believe the woman's out of her senses. What! 
Dorothy, don't you know me? 

Mrs. Ha1·d. Mr. Hardcastle, as I'm alive! My fe.ars 
blinded me. But who, my dear, could have expected to 
meet you here, in this frightful place, so far from , home? 
What has brought you to follow us? 

Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you have not lost your wits? So 
far from home, when you are -within fO:t:ty yards of your 
own door? [To him.] This is one of your old trickll, you 
gracele,ss rogue, you. [To Iter.] :Qon't YOQ. know th.e gate, 
and the mnIberry-tree? and don't you rem6!llber th~ horse­
pond, my dear? 

M1·S. Ha1'd. Yes, I shall remember the horse-pond as 
long .as I live: I have caught my death in it. rTo 'rn v 1 
And is it to yon, you gracelells varlet, : 1 i' J" 

teach you to abu,se your mother, I will . 
• I . 
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Tony. Ecod, moth r, all the parish says you have spoiled 
me, and so you may take the fruits on't. 

Mrs. HaTd. I'll spoil you, I will. 
[Follows him o.t! the .~tage. Exit. 

Hard. There's morality, however, in his reply. [Exit. 

Enter HASTINGS and MISS NEVILLE. 

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

-her malignity. 
Miss .1\'ev. I find it impossible. My spirits arB so 

with the agitations I have suffered, that I am unable -'•. 
any new danger. Two or three years patience will at last 
crown us with happiness. 

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

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

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

Miss Nev. But he has influence, and upon that I am re­
solved to reply. 

t I have no hopes. But since you persist, I must 
r .lnc iltly obey you. [Exeun!. 

Scene changes. \ 
I ~te1' SIR OHARLES and MISS HARDCASTLE. 

81" Otar·les. What a sitnation am I in! If what you 
say l1ppears, I shall then find a guilty son. If what he 
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says be true, I shall then lose one that, 01. au others, I most 
wished for a daughter. 

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

Si?' Charles. I'll to your father, and keep him to the ap­
pointment. [Exit SIR OHARLES. 

Enter MARLOW. 

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

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

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

Miss Hard. Then go, sir. I'll urge nothing more to de­
tain you. Though my family be as good as hers you came 
down to visit, and my education, I hope, not inferior, what 
are these advantages, without equal affluence. I must re­
main contented with the slight approbation of imputed" 
merit; I must have only the mockery of your $lfl(h"~M~ , 
while all your serious aims are fixed on fortu e. 

Ente?' HARDCASTLE and SIR OHARLES (roln ophind. 

Si?' Charles. Here, behind this screen. 
Hard. A.y, ay, make no noise. I'll enga y Ii" to 

covers him with confusion at last. 
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Marl. By heavens, madame, fortune was ever my small­
est consideration. Yom' beauty at first caught my eye; for 
who could see that without emotion? But every moment 
that I converse with yon steals in some new grace, heightens 
the picture, and gives it stronger expression. What at first 
seemed rustic plainness now appears refined simplicity. 
What seemed forward assurance now strikes me as the re­
sult of courageons innocence and conscious virtue. 

Sir Oharles. What can it mean? He amazes me! 
Hm·d. I told you how it would be. Hush! 
Ma1·l. I am now determined to stay, madame; and I 

have too good an opinion of my father's discernment, when 
he sees you, to doubt his approbation. 

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

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

Miss Ha1·d. Sir, I must entreat you'll desist. As our 
acquaintance began, so let it end, in indifference. I might 
have given an hom' or two to levity; but seriously, Mr. Mar­

·low, do you think I could ever submit to a connection where 
I must appear mercenary, and you imprudent? Do you 
think I could ever catch at the confident addresses of a 
secure admirer. 

Ma1·l. [Kneeling.] Does this look like security? Does 
1" ,ook like confidence? No, madame; every moment that 
fL : me your merit only serves to increase my diffidence 

. ftD )ufusion. Here let me continue­
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Sir Chm'Zes. I can hold in no longer. Oharles, Oharles, 
how hast thou deceived me! Is this your indifference, your 
uninteresting conversation? 

Hm·d. Your cold contempt-your formal interview? 
What have you to say now? 

Marl. That I'm all amazement! What can it mean? 
Hard. It means, that you can say and unsay things at 

pleasure. That you can address a lady in private, and deny 
it in public; that you have one story for us, and another for 
my daughter. 

Marl. Daughter! this lady your daughter! 
Hard. Yes, sir, my only daughter; my Kate. Whose 

else should she be? 
Ma1'l. Oh --I 
Miss Ha1'd. Yes, sir, that very identical tall, squinting 

lady you were pleased to take me for. [ Oourtesying. ] She 
that you addressed as the mild, modest, sentimental man 
of gravity, and the bold, forward, agreeable Rattle of the 
ladies' club; hal hal hal 

Ma1'l. Zounds, there's no bearing this; it's worse than 
death. 

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

Marl. Oh, -- my noisy head! I never attempted to 
be impudent yet, that I was not taken down. I must be 
gone. 

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

[They reti1'e, she t01'menting him, to the back / e 
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Entm' MRS. HARDCASTLE. TONY. 

Mrs. Hard. So, so, they're gone off. Let them go, I care 

not. 
HaTd. Who's gone? 
Mrs. Ha?'d. My dutiful niece and her gentleman, Mr. 

Hastings, from town. He who came down witJh our 
modest visitor here. 

S1:r Ghat'les. Who, my honest George Hastings? As 
worthy a fellow as lives; and the girl could not have made 
a more prudent choice. 

Hat'd. Then, by the hand of my body, I'm proud of the 

connection. 
M1'S. Hard. Well, if he has taken away the lady, he has 

not taken her fortune; that remains in this family, to con­
sole us for her loss. 

Hard. Sure, Dorothy, you would .not be-'so mercenary. 

Mrs. Hard. Ay, that's my affair, not yours. 

Ha?·d. But you know, if your son, when of age, refuses 


to marry his cousin, her whole fortune is then at her own 
disposal. 

Mrs. Ha1'd. Ay, but he's not of age, and she has not 
thought proper to wait for his refusal. 

Enter HASTINGS and MISS NEVILLE. 

Mrs. Hard. [Aside.] What! returned so soon. I begin 
not to like it. 

Hast. [To HARDCASTLE.] For my late attempt to fl.y off 
with your niece, let my present confusion be my punish­
ment. Weare now come back, to appeal from your justice 
to your humanity. By her father's consent, I first paid her 
my addresses, and our passions were first founded on duty. 

Miss Nev. Since his death, I have been obliged to stoop 
to dissimulation to avoid oppression. In an hour of levity, 
T 'V"" -('"N~ even to give up my fortune to secure my choice. 
l' talL. T recovered from the delusion, and hope, from 
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y ur tenderness, what is denied me from a nearer connec­
tion. 

Mt·s. Hard. Pshaw, pshaw! this is all but the whining 
end of a modern novel. 

Hard. Be it what it will, I'm glad they're come back to 
reclaim their due. Oome hither, Tony, boy. Do you re­
fuse this lady's hand whom I now offer you? 

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

Hard. While I thought concealing your age, boy, was 
likely to conduce to your improvement, I concurred with 

•your mother's desire, to keep 	it secret. But sillce I find 
she turns it to a wrong use, I must now declare you have 
been of age these three months. 

Tony. Of age! Am I of age, father? 
Hard. Above three months. 

Tony. Then you'll see the first use I'll make of my 
liberty. [Tak£ng MISS NEVILLE'S hancl]-Witness all men 
by these presents, that I, Anthony Lumpkin, Esquire, of 
blank place, refuse you; Oonstantia Neville, spinster, of no 
plaqe at all, for my true and lawful wife. So Oonstantia 
Neville may marry whom she pleases, and Tony Lumpkin 
is his own man again. 

Sit' Chat'les, Oh, brave squire! 
Hast. My worthy friend! 
Mrs. Hard. My undutiful offspring! 

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

Hast. [To MISS HARDCASTLE.] Oome, madame, you 
are now driven to the very last scene of all your contriv­
ances. I know you like him, I'm sure he loves you, and 
you must and shall have him. 

Hard. [Joining theit, hands.] And] y t0f) ..iDt, 
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-Mr. Marlow, if she makes as good a wife as she has a 
daughter, I don't believe you'll ever repent your bargain. 
So now to supper. To-morrow we shall gather all the poor 
of the parish about us; and the mistakes of the night shall 
be crowned with a merry morning. So, boy, take her; and 
as you have been mistaken in the mistress, my wish is, that 
you may never be mistaken in the wife. 

THE END. 
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ScENE-London. 

AOT I. 

ScENE I.-A n apa1·tment in YOUNG HONEYWOOD'S House. 

Enter SIR WILLIAM HONEYWOOD, and OJ I 'n". 

Sir Will. Good Jarvis, make no apologies for thi honest 
bluntness. Fidelity like yours is the best eXCll, fol' "very 
freedom. 

Jarvis. I can't help being blunt, and beinh e.'v:mgry 
too, when I hear you tn.lk of disinheriting Su good, so 

(84) 
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worthy a young gentleman as your nephew,· my master. 
All the world loves him. 

Si1' Will. Say rather, that he loves all the world; that is 
his fault. 

Jarvis. I'm sure there is no part of it more dear to him 
than you are, though he has not seen you since he was a 
child. 

Si1' Will. What signifies his affection to me? or how 
can I be proud of a place in a heart where every sharper 
and coxcomb finds an easy entrance? 

Jarvis. I grant that he's rather too good-natured; and 
that he's too much every man's man; that he laughs this 
minute with one, and cries the next with another: but 
whose instructions may he thank for all this? 

Sir Will. Not mine, sure! My letters to him during my 
employment in Italy, ta,ught· hinl only that philosophy 
which might prevent, not defend, his errors. 

Jarvis. Faith, begging your honor's pardon, I'm sorry 
they taught him any philosophy at all; it has only served 
to spoil him. This same philosophy is a good horse in the 
stable, but an errant jade on a journey. For my own 
part, whenever I hear him mention the name on't, I'm 
always sure he's going to play the fool. 

Si1' Will. Don't let us ascribe his faults to his philoso­
phy, I entreat you. No, Jarvis, his good nature arises 
rather from his fears or offending the importunate, than his 
desire of making the deserving happy. 

Jarvis. What it rises from, I don't know. But, to be 
sure, everybody has it that asks it. 

Si1' Will. Ay,or that does not ask it. I have been now 
for some time a concealed spectator of his follies, and find 
them as bO\lndless as his dissipation. 

Ja1'vis. And yet, he- has some fine. name or other for 
t l' -1. He calls his extravagance, generosity; and his 
tr ' everybody, universal benevolence. It was but last 
we.., II, went security for a fellow whose face he scal'ce 
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knew, and that he called an act of exalted mu-mu-mu­
nificence; ay, that was the name he gave it. 

Sir Will. And upon that I proceed, as my last effort, 
though with very little hopes, to reclaim him. That very 
fellow has just absconded, and I have taken up the security. 
Now, my intention is, to involve him in fictitious distress, 
before he has plunged himself into real calamity; to arrest 
him for that very debt, to clap an officer upon him, and 
then let him see which of his friends will come to his relief. 

Ja1·vis. Well, if I could in any way see him thoroughly 
vexed, every groan of his would be music to me; yet, I be­
lieve it is impossible. I have tried to fret him myself every 
morning these three years; but, instead of being angry, he 
sits as calmly to hear me scold, as he does to his hair­
dresser. 

Sir Will. We must try him once more, however, and I'll 
go this instant to put my scheme into execution; and I don't 
despair of succeeding, as by your means I can have frequent 
opportunities of being about him, without being known. 
What a pity it is, Jarvis, that any man's good-will to others 
should produce so much neglect of himself, as to require 
correction! Yet, we must touch his weaknesses with a deli­
cate hand. There are some faults so nearly allied to excel­
lence, that we can scarce weed out the vice without eradicat­
ing the virtue. [Ex~t. 

Jm·vis. Well, go thy ways, Sir Wil1iam Honeywood. It 
is not without reason that the world allows thee to be the 
best of men. But here comes his hopeful nephew; the 
strange, good-natured, foolish, open-hearted. And yet, all 
his faults are such that one loves him still the better for 
them. 

Entm' HONEYWOOD. 

Honeywood. Wen, Jarvis, what messages from my friends 
this morning? 

Jm'vis. You have no friends. 
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HoneY1lJood. Well, from my acquaintance then? 
Jarvis. [Pulling o~tt bills.] A few of our usual cards of 

compliment, that's all. This bill from your tailor; this 
from your mercer; and this from the little broker in Orook­
ed Lane. He says he has been at a great deal of trouble 
to get back the money you borrowed. 

Honey wood. 'l'hat I don't know; but I'm more sure we 
were at a great deal 0 tro ble in getting him to lend it. 

Jarvis. He has lost all pa .ence. 
Honeywood. Then he has lost a very good thing. 
Jarvi<. There's that ten guineas you were sending to the 

poor gentleman and his children ill the Fleet. I believe that 
would stop hi mouth, for a hile at least. 

Ho t'1Il1JOocl. Ay, J'1rVIS, 1 It what will fill their mouths 
in th ,e:mtime? :Must 1 be cruel because he happens to 
be irup rt,lllJ~te; and, to relIeve his avarice, leave them to 
. nsupportn.ble distress? 

Jarvis 'ir, the question now is, how to relieve yourself 
-youre U. Haven't I reason to be out of my senses, when 
I see things going at sixes and sevens? 

HO/lcywood. Whatever reason you may have for being 
PHi: f your senses, I hope you'll allow that I'm not quite 
un onll ble for continuing in mine. 

Jarvis. You're the only man alive in your present situa­
tion that could do so. Everything upon the waste. There's 
Miss Richland and her fine fortune gone already, and upon 
the point of being given to your rival. 

H(l1Ieywood. I'm no man's rival. 
Jw·tJis. Your uncle in Italy preparing to disinherit you: 

your )wn fortune almost spent; and nothing but pressing 
crcdl ~ors, false friends, and a pack of drunken servants that 
IOU kindness has made unfit for any other family. 

~ :oneywood. Then they have the more occasion for 
-- 1 in mine. 
I, rV1·s. So! What will you have done with him that I 
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caught stealing your plate in the pantry? In the fact; I 
caught him in the fact. 

Honeywood. In the fact? If so, I really think that we 
should pay him his wages anel turn him oif. 

Jarvis. He shall be turned off at Tyburn, the dog; we'll 
hang him if it be only to frighten the rest of the family. 

Honeywooil. No, Jarvis; it's enough that we have lost 
what he has stolen; let us not add to it the loss of a fel­
low-creature. 

Jarvis. Very fine; well, here was the footman just now, 
to complalil of the hutler; he says he does most work, and 
ought to have most wages. 

Honeywood. That's but just: though perhaps here comes 
the butler to complain of the footman. 

Ja1·m·s. Ay, it's the way with them all, from the scullion 
to the privy councillor. If they have a bad master, they 
keep quarreling with him; if they have a good master, they 
keep quarreling with one another. 

Entm' BUTLER, drU11;k. 

Butlm.. Sir, I'll not stay in the family with Jonathan : 
you must part with him, or part with me-that's the ex-ex­
position of the matter, sir. 

Honeywood. Full and explicit enough. But what's his 
fault, good Philip? 

Butler. Sir, he's given to drinking, sir, and I shall 
have my morals corrupted by keeping such company. 

Honeywood. Ha! hal he has such a diverting way­
Jarvis. Oh! quite amusing. 
Butler. I find my wines a-going sir; and liquors don't 

go withoutmoutlis, sir; I hate a drunkard, sir. 
Honeywood. Well, well, Philip, I'll hear you upon that 

another time, so go to bed now. 
J m·vis. To bed! Let him go to-
Butler. Begging your honor's pardon, and begging y01 

pardon, master Jarvis, I'll not go to bed. I have en gIl 
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to do to mind my cellar. I forgot, your honor, Mr. Oroaker 
is below. I came on purpose to tell you. 

Honey·wood. Why didn't you show him up, blockhead? 
Butler. Show him up, sir? With all my heart, sir. Up 

or down, all's one to me. [Exit. 
Jarvis. Ay, we have one or other of that family in this 

house from morning till night. He comes on the old 
affair, I suppose; the match between his son, 'that's just re­
turned from Paris, and Miss Richland, the young lady he's 
guardian to. 

Honeywood. Perhaps so. Mr. Oroaker, knowing my 
friendship for the young lady, has got it into his head that 
I can persuade her to what I please. 

Jarvis. Ah, if you loved yourself but half as well as she 
loves you, we should soon see a marriage that would set all 
things to rights again. 

Honeywood. Love me! Sure, Jarvis, you dream. No, 
no; her intimacy with me never amounted to more than 
mere friendship-mere friendship. That she is the most 
lovely woman that ever warmed the human heart, I own. 
But never let me harbor a thought of making her unhappy, 
by a connection with one so unworthy her merits as I am. 
No, Jarvis; it shall be my study to serve her, even in spite 
of my wishes; and to secure her happiness, though it 
destroys my own. 

Ja1·vis. Was ever the like? I want patience. 
Honeywood. Besides, Jarvis, though I conld obtain Miss 

Richland's consent, do you think I could succeed with her 
guardian, or Mrs. Oroaker, his wife; who, though both very 
fine in their way, are yet a little opposite in their disposi­
tions, . you know? 

Jarvis. Opposite enough; the very reverse of each other; 
she all laugh and no joke, he always complaining and never 
sorrowful; a fretful, poor soul, that has a new distress for 
(> ry hour in the four-and-twenty­

{oneywoocl. Hush, hush, he's coming up! he'll hear you. 
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Jarv£s. One whose voice is a passing-bell­
Honeywood. Well, well, go, do. 
Jarvis. A raven that bodes nothing but mischief; a coffin 

and cross-bones; a bundle of rue; a sprig of deadly night­
shade; a-[HoNEYW.OOD, stopping his mouth, at last 
pushes him off.] [Exit JARVIS. 

Honeywoocl. I must own, myoId. monitor is not entirely 
wrong. There is something in my friend Croaker's conv,er­
sation that quite depresses me. His very mirth is an anti­
dote to all gayety, and his appearance has a stronger effect 
on my spirits than an undertaker's shop. Mr. Croaker, this 
is such a satisfaction-

Enter CROAKER. 

Oroa7c61·. A pleasant morning to Mr. Honeywood, and 
many of them. How is this? You look most shockingly 
to-day, my dear friend. I hope this weather does not affect 
your spirits. To be sure, if this weather continues-I say 
nothing-but may we be all better this day three months. 

Honeywoocl. I heartily concur in the wish, though, I 
own, not in your apprehensions. 

Oroa7cm·. May be not. Indeed, what signifies what 
weather we have, in a country going to ruin like ours? 
Taxes rising and trade falling. Money flying out of the 
kingdom and Jesuits swarming into it. I know at this time 
no less than a hundred and twenty-seven Jesuits between 
Charing Cross and Temple Bar. I 

Honeywoocl. The Jesuits will scarcely pervert you or me, 
I should hope? 

CrOa7c61" May be not. Indeed, what signifies whom they 
pervert in a country that has scarce any religion to lose? 
I'm only afraid of our wives and daughters. 

Honeywood. I have no apprehensions for the ladies, I 
assure you. 

Oroa7cer. May be not. Indeed, what signifies ' whether 
they be perverted or not? The women in my time were 
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g.ood for something. I havi3 seen a lady dressed from top 
to toe in her own manufactures formerly. But nowadays 
there's not a thing of their own manufacture about thenr; 
except their faces. 

Honeywood. But, however these faults may be practiced 
abroad, you don't find them at home, either with Mrs. 
Croaker; Olivia, or Miss Richland. 

Oroaker. The best of them will never be canonized for a. 
saint when she's dead. By the bye, my dear friend, Idon't 
find this match b.etween Miss Richland and my sorr much 
relished, either by one side or t'other. 

Honeywood. I thought otherwise. 
Oroaker. Ah! Mr. Honeywood, a little of your fine seri­

ous advice to the young lady might go far: I know she has 
a very exalted opinion of your understanding. 

Honeywood. But would not that be usurping an authority 
that more properly belongs to yourself.? ? 

Oroaker. My dear friend, you know but little of my 
authority at home. People think, indeed, because they see 
me come out in a morning thus, with a pleasant face, and 
to make my friends merry, that all's well within. But I 
have cares that' would break a heart of stone. My wife has 
so encroached upon everyone of . my privileges, that I'm 
now no more than a mere lodger in my own house. 

Honeywood. But a little spirit exerted on your side might 
perhaps restore your authority. 

01·oake1'. No, though I had the spirit of a lion. I do 
rouse sometimes. But what then? always haggling and hag­
gling. A man is tired of getting the better, before his wife 
is tired of losing the victory. 

Honeywood. It's a melancholy consideration indeed, that 
our chief comforts often produce our greatest anxieties, and 
that an increase of our possessions is but an inlet to new 
disq uietudes. 

01·oake1'. Ah, my dear friend, these were the very words 
.of poor Dick Doleful to me not a week before he made 
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away with himself. Indeed, Mr. Honeywood, I never see 
you but you put me in mind of poor Dick. Ah, there was 
merit neglected for you! and 80 tTUe a friend; we loved 
each other for thirty years, and yet he never asked me to . 
lend him a single farthing. 

Honeywoocl. Pray, what could induce him ,to commit so 
rash an action at last? 

OnJaker. I don't know; some people were malicious 
enough to say it was keeping company with me; because we 
used to meet, now and then, and open our hearts to each 
other. To be sure, I loved to hear him talk, and he loved 
to hear me talk. Poor dear Dick! He used to say that 
Croaker rhymed to joker; and so we used to laugh-Poor 
Dick! [Going to C1·Y. 

Honeywood. His fate affects me. 
OJ'oaker. A,y, he grew sick of this miserable life, where 

we do nothing but ,eat and grow hungry, dress and undress, 
get up and lie down; while reason, that should watch like a 
nurse by our side, falls as fast asleep as we do. 

Honeywood. To say a truth, if we compare that part of 
life which is to come, by that which we h~ve passed, the 
prospect is hideous. 

Oroake1" Life at the greatest and best is but a froward 
child, that must be humored and coaxed a little till it blls 
asleep, and then 'all the care is over. 

Ho neywood. Very true, sir; nothing can exceed the vanity 
of our existence but the folly or our pursuits. We wept 
when we came into the world, and every day tells us why. 

01·oaker. Ah, my dear friend, it is a perfect satisfaction 
to be miserable with you. My son Leontine sha'n't lose the 
benefit Of such fine conversation. I'll just step home for 
him. I am willing to show him so much seriousness in one 
scarce older than himself. And what if I bring my last let­
ter to the « Gazeteer " on the increase and progress of earth­
quakes? It will amuse us, I promise you. I there prove 
how the li:1.te ei:1.rthquake is coming round to pay us a4­
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other visit from London to Lisbon, from Lisbon to the 
Oanary Islands, from the Oanary Islands to Palmyra, from 
Palmyra to Oonstantinople, and so from Oonstantinople 
back to London again. [Exit. 

Boneywood. Poor Oroaker! His situation deserves the 
utmost pity. I shall scarce recover my spirits these three 
days. Sure, to live upon such terms is W0rse than death 
itself. And yet, when I consider my own situation: a 
broken fortune, a hopeless passion, friends in distress; the 
wish but not the power to serve them. 

[Pausing and sighing. 

Enter BUTLER. 

ButZe?.. More company below, sir; Mrs. Oroaker and 
Miss Richland. Shall I show them up? But they're show­
ing up themselves. [Exit. 

Entm' MRS. OROAKER and MISS RICHLAND. 

Miss Rich. You're always in such spirits. 
Mrs. Oroaker. We have just come, my dear Honey­

wood, from the auction. There Was the old deaf dowager, 
as usual, bidding like a fury against herself: and then so 
curious in antiques! herself the most genuine piece of an­
tiquity in the whole collection. 

HOlZeywood. Excuse me, ladies, if some uneasiness from 
friendship makes me unfit to share in this good humor: I 
know YOl!l'll pardon me. . 

~Mrs. 01"oaker. I vow, he seems as melancholy as if he 
had taken a dose of my husband this morning. Well, if 
Richland here can pardon you, I must. 

Miss Rich. You would seem to insinuate, madame, that 
I have particular reasons for being disposed to refuse it. 

Mrs. 01'oaker. Whatever I insinuate, my dear, don't be 
so ready to wish an explanation. • 
" Miss Rich. I own I should be sorry Mr. Honeywood's 
om, ; friendship and mine should be misunderstood. 
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Honeywood. There's no answering for others, madame; 
but I hope you'll never find me presuming to offer more 
than the most delicate friendship may readily allow. 

Miss Rich. And I shall "be prouder of such a tribute 
from you, than the most passionate professions from others. 

Honeywood. My own sentiments, madame: friendship is 
a disinterested commerce between equals; love an abject in­
tercourse between tyrants and slaves. 

Miss Rich. And, without a compliment, I know none 
more diainterested or more capable of friendship than Mr. 
Honeywood. 

Mrs. Croa7ce'r. And, indeed, I know nobody that has 
more friends-at least, among the ladies. Miss Fruzz, Miss 
Oddbody, and Miss Winterbottom praise him in all com­
panies. As for Miss Biddy Bundle, she's his professed ad­
mirer. 

Miss Rich. Indeed! an admirer! I did not know, sir, 
you were such a favorite there. But is she seriously so 
handsome? Is she the mighty thing talked of? 

Honeywood. The town, madame, seldom begins to praise 
a lady's beauty till she's beginning to lose it. [Smiling. 

Mrs. Oroa7cer. But she's resolved never to lose it, it 
seems; for as her natural face decays, her skill improves in 
making the artificial one. Well, nothing diverts me more 
than one of those fine old dressy things, who thinks to con­
ceal her age by everywhere exposing her person; sticking 
herself up in the front of a side box; trailing through a 
minuet at Almack's; and then, in the public gardens, look­
ing for all the world like one of the paintcd ruins of the 
place. 

Honeywood. Every age has its admirers, ladies. While 
you, perhaps, are trading among the ,varmer climates of 
youth, ther~ ought to be some to carryon a useful com­
merce in the frozen latitudes beyond fifty. 

Miss Rich. But then the mortifications they must su if~r 
before they can be fitted out for trfl.fficl I have seen on f)f 
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them fret a whole morning at her hair-dresser, when all 
the fault was her face. 

Honeywood. And yet, I'll engage, has carried that face 
at last to a very good market. This good-natured tQwn, 
madame, has husbands, like spectacles, to. fit every age, 
from fifteen to fourscore. 

M1·s. Or'oake?" Well, you're a dear, good-natured creature. 
But you know you're engaged with us this morning upon a 
strolling party. I want to show Olivia the town, and the 
things; I believe I shall have business for you for the whole 
day. 

Honeywood. I am sorry; madame, I have an appoint­
ment with Mr. Oroaker, which it is impossible to put off. 

Mrs. C1·oaker. What! with my husband? Then I'm re­
solved to take no refusal. Nay, I protest you must. You 
know I never laugh so much as with you. 

Honeywood. Why, if I must, I must. I'll swear, you 
have put me into such spirits. Well, do you find jest, and 
I'll find laugh, I promise you. We'11 wait for the chariot 
in the next room. [Exeunt. 

Enter LEOl'{TINE and OLIVIA. 

Leont. 'I.'here they go, thoughtless and happy, my 
dearest Olivia. What would I give to see you capable of 
sharing their amusements, and as cheerful as they are! 

Olivia. How, my Leontine, how can I be cheerful, when 
I have so many terrors to oppress me? The fear of being 
detected by this family, and the apprehensions of a censur­
ing world, when I must be detected-

Leont. The world! my love, what can jt say? At worst, 
it can only say that, being compelled by a mercenary 
guardian to embrace a life you disliked, you formed a reso­
lution of flying with the man of your choice; that you con­
fided in his honor, and took refuge in my father's house; 
the only one where you could remain without censure. 

Olivia. But consider, Leontine, your disobedience and 
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my indiscretion: your being sent to France to bring home 
a sister, and, instead of a sister, bringing home-

Leont. One dearer than a thousand sisters; one that I am 
convinced will be equally dear to the rest of the family, 
when she comes to be known. 

Olivia. And that, I fear, will shortly be. 
Leont. Impossible, till we ourselves think proper to 

make the discovery. My sister, you know, has been with 
her aunt, at Lyons, since she was a child; and you find 
every creature in the family takes you for her. 

Olima. But mayn't she write? mayn't her aunt write? 
Leont. Her aunt scarce ever writes, and all my sister's 

letters are directed to me. 
Olivia. But won't yonI' refusing Miss Richland, for 

whom you know the old gentleman intends you, create a 
suspicion? 

Leont. There, there's my master-stroke. I have resolved 
not to refuse her: nay, an hour hence I have consented to 
go with my father, to make her an offer of my heart and 
fortune. 

Olivia. Your heart and fortune! 
Leont. Don't be alarmed, my dearest. Oan Olivia think 

so meanly of my honor, or my love, as to suppose I could 
ever hope for happiness from any but hm'? No, my Olivia, 
neither the force, nor, permit me to add, the uelicacyof 
my passion, leaves any room to suspect me. I only offer" 
Miss Richland a heart I am convinced she will refuse; as I " 
am confident that, without knowing it, her affections are 
fixed upon Mr. Honeywood. 

Olivia. Mr. Honeywood! You'll excuse my apprehen­
sions, but when your merits eome to be put in the balance-

Leont. You view them with too much partiality. How­
ever, by making this offer, I show a seeming compliance 
with my father's command; and perhaps, upon her refusal, 
I may have his consent to choose for myself. 

Olivia. Well, I submit. And yet, my Leontine, I own 
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I shall envy her even your pretended addresses. I consider 
every look, every expression of your esteem, as due only 
to me. This is folly, perhaps-I allow it; but it is natural 
to suppose, that merit which has made an impl'ession on 
one's own heart may be powerful over that of another. 

Leont. Don't, my life's treasure, don't let us make im­
aginaryevils, when you know we ha.ve so many real ones to 
encounter. At worst, you know, if Miss Richlanq. should 
consent, or my father refuse his pardon, it can but end in a 
tl'ip to .scotland; and-

Enter CROAKER. 

Oroaker. Where have you been, boy? I have been seek­
ing you. My friend Honeywood here has been saying such 
comfortable thing.s. Ah! he's an example indeed. Where 
is he? I left him here. 

Leoni. Sir, I believe you may see him, and hear him 
too, in the next room; he's preparing to go out with the 
ladies. 

Croaker. Good gracious! can I believe my eyes or my 
ears? I'm struck dumb with his vivacity, and stunned with 
the loudness of his laugh. Was there ever such a transfor­
mation? [.A laugh behind the scenes; CROAKER mimics it.] 
Hal hal hal there it goes; a plague take their balderdash! 
Yet I c9uld expect nothing less, when my precious wife was 
of the party. On my conscience, I believe she could spread 
a horse-laugh through the pews of a tabernacle. 

Leant. Since you find so many objections to a wife, sir, 
how can you be so earnest in recommending one to me? 

Oroake1'. I have told you, and tell you again, boy, that 
Miss Richland's fortUne must not go out of the family: one 
may ·find comfort in the money whatever one does in the 
wife. 

Leont. But, sir, though, in obedience to your desire, I 
am ready to marry her, it may be possible she has no in­
clination to me. 

4 ,.' ,- -~~ 
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Oroaker. I'll tell you once for all how it stands. A good 
part of Miss Richland's large fortune consists in a claim 
upon G~vernment, which my good friend, Mr. Lofty, 
assures me the Treasury will allow. One half of this she is 
to forfeit, by her father's will, in case she refuses to marry 
~ou. So if she rejects you, we seize half her fortune; if 
she accepts you, we seize the whole, and a fine girl into the 
bargain. 

Leont. But, sir, if you will but listen to reason­
Oroaker. Come, then, produce your reasons. I tell you 

I'm fixed-determined, so now produce your reasons. When 
I'm determined I always listen to reason, because it can 
then do no harm. 

Leont. You have alleged that a mutual choice was the 
first requisite in matrimonial happiness­

01·oaker·. Well, and you have both of you a ml1tual 
choice. She has her choice-to marry you, or lose half her 
fortune; and you have your choice-to marry her, or pack 
out-of-doors without any fortune at all.-

Leont. An only son, sir, might expect more indulgence. 
Oroakm·. An only-father, sir, might expect more obedi­

ence. Besides, has not your sister here, that never disobliged 
me in her life, as good a right as you? He's a sad dog, 
Livy, my deal', and would take all from you. But he 
sha'n't, I tell you he sha'n't, for you shall have your share. 

Olivia. Deal' sir, I wish you'd be convinced that I can 
never be happy in any addition to my fortune which is 
taken from his. 

01·oakm·. Well, well, it's a good child; so say no more, 
but come with me, and we shall see something that will 
give us a great deal of pleasure, I promise you-old Rug­
gins, the curry-comb maker, lying in state. I'm told he 
makes a very handsome corpse, and becomes his coffin pro­
digiously. He was an intimate friend of mine, and these 
are friendly things we ought to do for each other. 

[Exeu1~t• 
.. ' .. ' 
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ACT II. 

ScENE I.-CROAKER'S House. 

MISS RICHLAND, GARNET. 

Miss Rich. Olivia not his sister? Olivia not Leontine's 
sillter? You amaze me. 

Garnet. No more his sister than I am. I had it all from 
his own servant; I can get anything from that quarter. 

Miss Rich. But how? Tell me again, Garnet. 
Garnet. Why, madame, as I told you bdore, instead of 

going to Lyons to bring home his sister, who has been 
there with her aunt these ten years, he never went further 
than Paris; there he saw and fell in love with this young 
lady : by the bye, Qf a prodigious family. 

Miss Rich. And brought her home to my guardian; as 
his daughter? 

Gm'net. Yes, and daughter she will be. If he don't 
consent to their marriage, they talk of trying what a Scotch 
parson can do. 

Miss Rich. Well, I own they have deceived me: and so 
demurely as Olivia carried it, too! Would you believe it, 
Garnet, I told her all my secrets; and yet the sly cheat con­
cealed all this from me. 

Om·net. And, upon my word, madame, I don't much 
blame her; she was loath to trust one with her secrets, that 
was so very bad at keeping her own. 

Miss Rich. But, to add to their deceit, the young gen­
tleman, it seems, pretends to make me serious proposals. 
My guardian and he are to be here presently, to open the 
affair in form. You know, I am to lose half my fortune 
if I refuse him. 

Garnet. Yet what can you do? for being, as you are, in 
love with Mr. Honeywood, madaOle­
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Miss. Rich. How, idiot! what do you mean? In love with 
Mr. Honeywood! Is this to provoke me? 

Garnet. That is, in friendship with him; I meant nothing 
more than friendship, as I hope to be married; nothing 
more. 

Miss Rich. Well, no more of this. As to my guardian 
and his son, they shall find me prepared to receive them. 
I'm resolved to accept their proposal with seeming pleasure, 
to mortify them by compliance, and so throw the refusal at 
last upon them. . 

Ga1·net. Delicious! and that will secure your whole fort­
une to yourself. Well, who could have thought so innocent 
a face could cover so much cuteness? 

Miss Rich. Why, gil;l, I only oppose my prudence to 
their cunning, and practice a lesson they have taught me 
against themselves. 

Gamet. Then you're likely not long to want employ­
ment; for here they come, and in close conference. 

Bnte1' CROAKER, LEONTtNE. 

Leont. Excuse me, sir, if I seem to hesitate upon the 
point of putting to the lady so important a question. 

01·oaker. Good sir, moderate your fears; you're so plaglly 
shy, that one would think you had changed sexes. I rell 
you, we must have the half or the whole. Come, let me 
see with what spirit you begin. Well, why don't you? Eh? 
What? WeH, then, I must, it seems. Miss Richland, my 
dear, I believe you guess at our business; an affair which 
my son comes here to open, that nearly concerns your hap­
piness. 

Miss Rich. Sir, I should be ungrateful not to be pleased 
with anything that comes recommended by you. 

01'oake1·. How, boy, could you desire a finer opening? 
Why don't you begin, I say? [To LEONT. 

Leont. 'Ti~ true) madame) my father) madu.me, h~ /ilOllW 
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intentions-hem-of explaining an affair-which-himself 
can best explain, madame. 

01'oa7ce1". Yes, my dear; it comes entirely from my son; 
it's all a request of his own, madame. And I will permit 
him to make the best of it. 

Leont. The whole affair is only this, madame; my father 
has a proposal to make, which h~ insists none hut himself 
shall deliver. 

01'ua7cer. My mind misgives me, the fellow will never be 
brought on. [Aside.] In short, madame, you see before 
you one that loves you-one whose whole happiness is all 
in you. 

Miss Rich. I never had any doubts of your regard, sir; 
and I hop.e you can have none of my duty. 

01'oa7ce1'. That's not the thing, my little sweeting, my 
love. No, no; another-guess lover than I. There he 
stands, madame. His ~ery looks declare the force of his 
passion-Call up a look, you dog-But then, had you 
seen him, as I have; weeping, speaking soliloquies and 
blank verse, sometimes melancholy, and sometimes absent-

Miss Rich. I fear, sir, he's absent now; or such a declar­
ation would have come most properly from himself. 

Croa7cer. Himself, madame! He would die before he 
could make such a confession; and 'if he had not a channel 
for his passion through me, it would ere now have drowned 
his understanding . 

. Miss Rich. I must grant, sir, there are attractions in 
modest diffidence above the force of words. A silent ad­
dress is the genuine eloquence of sincerity. 

OJ'oa7cer. Madame, he has forgot to speak any other 
language; silence is become his mother-tongue. 

Miss Rich. And it must be confessed, sir, it speaks very 
powerfully in his favor. And yet, I shall be thought' too 
forward in making such a confession, sha'n't I, Mr. Leon­
line? 

Leont. Oonfusion! my reserve will undo me. But, if 
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modesty attracts her, impudence may disgust her. I'll try. 
[ A s£de.] Don't imagine from my silence, madame, that I 
want a due sense of the honor and happiness intended me. 
My father, madame, tells me your humble servant is not 
totally indifferent to you. He admires you; I adore you; 
and when we come together, upon my soul I believe we 
shall be the happiest couple in all St. James's. 

Miss Rich. If I could flatter myself you thought as you 
speak, sir-

Leont. Doubt my sincerity, madame? By your dear self 
I swear. Ask the brave if they desire glory, ask cowards if 
they covet safety-

Oroaker. Well, well, no more questions about it. 
Leont. Ask the sick if they long for health, ask misers if 

they love money, ask-
Oroaker. Ask a fool if he can talk nonsense! What's 

come over the boy? What signifies asking, when there's 
not a soul to give you an answer? If.you would ask to the 
purpose, ask this lady's consent to make you happy. 

Miss Rich. Why indeed, sir, his uncommon ardor almost 
compels me, forces me, to comply.. And yet I'm afraid 
he'll despise a conquest gained with too much ease, won't 
you, Mr. Leontine? 

Leont. Oonfusion! [Aside. ] Oh, by no means, madame 
-by no means. And yet, madame, you talked of force. 
There is nothing I would avoid so much as compulsion in a 
thing-of this kind. No, madame; I will still be generous, 
and leave you at liberty to refuse. 

Oroaker. But I tell you, sir, the lady is not at liberty. 
It's a match. You see she says nothing. Silence gives con­
sent. 

Leont. But, sir, she talked of force. Oonsider, sir, the 
cruelty of constraining her inclinations. 

Oroake?" But I say there's no cruelty. Don't you know, 
blockhead, that girls have always a round-about way of say­
ing Yes before company? So get you both gone together 
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into the ne ·t 1'0 Y;n, and hang him.that interrupts the tender 
exp anation. lXet you gone, I say; I'll not hear a word. 

Leont. But, sir, I must beg leave to insist­
Oroake1" Get off, you puppy, or I'll beg leave to insist. 

upon knocking you down. Stupid whelp! But I don't ' 
wonder; the boy takes entirely after his mother. 

[Exeunt MISS RICHLAND and LEONTINE. 

Enter MRS. CROAKER. 

Mrs. Oroaker. Mr. Croaker, I bring you something, my 
dear, that I believe will malq3 you smile. 

Croaker. I'll hold you a guinea of that, my dear. 
Mrs. 01·oaker. A letter; and, as I knew the hand, I 

ventured to open it. . 
01·oaker. And how can you expect your breaking open 

my letters should give me pleasure? 
M·s . . 01·oake1.. Pooh, it's from Y9ur sister at Lyons, and 

contains good news: read it. 
01·oaker. What a Frenchified cover is here! That sister 

of mine has some good qualities, but I could never teach 
her to fold a letter. 

jlfn 01'oaker. Fold a fiddlestick! Read what it con­
tains. 

01·oaker. [Reading.] 

DEAR NICK,­
An English gentleman, of large fortune, has for some time 

made private, though honorable, proposals to your daughter Olivia. 
They love each other tenderly, and I find she has consented, with­
out letting any of the family know, to crown his addresses. As such 
good offers don'~ come every day, your own good sense, his large 
fortune, and family considerations, will induce you to forgive her. 

Yours ever, 
RACHEL CROAKER. 

My daughter Olivia privately contracted to a man of large 
fortune! This is good news indeed. My heart never fore­
toM me of this: And yet, how slyly the little baggage has 

. " ." 
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carried it since she came llome! Not a wo ott on't to the old 
ones, for the world! Yet I thought I saw omcthing she 
wanted to conceal. 

Mrs. Oroakm·. Well, if they have concealed their love­
making, they sha'n't conceal their wedding; that shall be 
public, I'm resolved. 

01·oaker. I tell thee, woman, the wedding is the most 
foolish part of the ceremony. I can never get this woman 
to think of the more serious pal-t of the nuptial engage­
ment. 

M1'S. 01·oaker. What! Would you have me think of 
their funeral? But come, ten me, my dear, don't you owe 
more to me than you care to confess? Would you have 
ever been known to Mr. Lofty, who has undertaken Miss 
Richland's claim at the Treasury, but for me? Who was° 

it first made him an acquaintance at Lady Shabbaroon's 
rout? Who got him to promise us his interest? Is not he 
a back-stairs favorite, one that can do what he pleases with 
those that do what they please? Isn't he an acquaintance 
th3lt all your groaning and lamentations could never have 
got us? 

Oroake1'. H-e is a man of importance, I grant you; and 
yet, what amazes me is, that while he is giving away places 
to all the world, he can't get one for himself. 

Mrs. Oroaker. That, perhaps, may be owing to his 
nicety. Great men are not easily satisfied. 

Enter FRENCH SERVANT. 

Servant. An expresse from Monsieur Lofty. He vil be 
vait upon your honors instammant. He be only giving 
four five instruction, read two tree memorial, call upon von 
ambassadeur. He vill be vid you in one tree minutes. 

Mrs. Groakm'; You see now, my dear, what an extensive 
department. Well, friend, let your master know that we 
are extremely honored by this honor. Was there anything 
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ever in a higher style of breeding? All messages among 
the great are now done by express. 

Oroaker. To be sure, no man does little things with more 
solemnity, Or claims more respect, than he. But he's in the 
right on't. In our bad world, respect is claimed. 

Mrs. Oroakm·. Never mind the world, my dear; you were 
never in a pleasanter place in your life. Let us now think 
of receiving hi.m with proper reapect [a loud mpping at the 
door] : and there he is, by the thundering rap. 

Oroakm·. Ay, verily, there he is; as close upon the heels 
of his own express as an indorsement upon the back of a 
bill. Well, I'll leave you to receive him, whilst I go to 
chide my little Olivia for intending to steal a marriage with­
out mine or her aunt's consent. I must seem to be angry, 
or she too may begin to despise my authority. [Exit. 

Entm' LOFTY, speaking to his Servant. 

Lofty. And if the Venetian embasslj,dor, or that teasing 
creature the marquis, should call, I'm not at home. I'll 
be packhorse to none of them. My q.ear madame, I have 
just snatched a moment. And if the expresses to his grace 
be ready, let them be sent off; they're of importance. Ma­
dame, I ask a thousand pardons. 

M1·S. 01·oakm·. Sir, this honor-
Lofty. And, Dubardieu, if the person calls about the 

commission, let him know that it is made out. As for 
Lord Oumbercourt's stale request, it can keep cold: you un­
derstand me. Madame I ask ten thousand pardons. 

Mrs. Oroaker. Sir, this honor-
Lofty. And, Dubardieu, if the man comes from the 

Cornish borough, you must do him; you must do him, I 
say. Madame, I ask ten thousand pardons. And if the 
Russian embassador calls-but he will scarce ea~l to-day, I 
believe. And now, madame, I have just got time to ex­ '" 
press my happiness in having the honor of being permitted 
to profess mysclf. your most obedient humble servant. 



106 THE GOOD-NATURED MAN. 

Mrs. Croaker. Sir, the happiness and' honor are all 
mine. And yet, I'm only robbing the public while I de­

tain you.
Lofty. Sink the public, madame, when the fair are to be 

attended. Ah! could all my hours be so charmingly de­
voted! Sincerely, don't you pity· us poor creatures in 
affairs? Thus it is eternally: solicited for places here, 
teased for pensions there, and courted everywhere. I know 
you pity me. Yes, I see you do. 

Mrs. Oroaker. Excuse me, sir. "Toils of empires pleas­
ures are," as Waller says. 


Lofty. Waller! WaIler! Is he of the house? 

. Mrs. Oroakm·. The modern poet of that name, sir. 


Lofty. Oh, a modern! We men of business despise the 

modern; and as for the ancients, we have no time to read 

them. Poetry is a pretty thing enough for our wives and 

daughters; but not for us. Why now, here I stand that 

know nothing of books-I say, madame, I know nothing of 

books; and yet, I believe, upon ·a land-carriage fishery, a 
stamp act, or a jaghire, I can talk my two hours without 
feeling the want of them. 

Mrs. C1·oaker. The world is no stranger to Mr. Lofty's 
eminence in every capacity. 

Lofty. I vow, madame, you make me blush. I'm noth­
ing, nothing, nothing, in the world; a mere obscure gentle­
man. To be sure, indeed, one or two of the present minis­
ters are pleased to represent me as ' a formidable man. I 
know they are pleased to bespatter me at all their little dirty . 
levees. Yet, upon my soul, I wonder what they see in me 
to treat me so. Measures, not men, have always been my 
mark; and I vow, by all that's -honorable, my resentment 
has never done the men, as mere men, any manner of harm 
-that is, as mere men. 

Mrs. C1·oaker. What importance, and yet what modesty. 
Lofty. Oh, if you talk of modesty, madame, there, I 

own, I'm accessible to praise: modesty is my foible; it was 
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so, the Duke of Brentford used to say of me. " I love 
Jack Lofty," he used to say: "no man has a finer knowl­
edge of things-quite a man of information; and when he 

/speaks upon his legs, he's prodigious; he scouts them. And 
yet, all men have their faults: too much modesty is his," 
says his grace. 

Mrs. Oroaker. And yet, I dare say, you don't want as­
surance when you come to solicit for your friends. 

Lofty. Oh, there indeed I'm in bronze. Apropos, I have 
just been mentioning Miss Richland's case to a certain per­
sonage-we must name no names. When I ask, I am not to 
be put off, madame. No, no, I take my friend by the button. 
" A fine girl, sir; great justice in her case. A friend of 
mine. Borough-interest. Business must be done, Mr. 
Secretary. I say, Mr. Secretary, her business must be done, 
sir." That's my way, madame. 

Mrs. Ot·oaker. Bless me! you said all this to the Secre­
tary of State, did you? 

Lofty. I did not say the Secretary, did I? Well, since 
you have found me out, I will not de,ny it. It was to 
the Secretary. 

Mrs. Oroaker. This was going to the fountain-head at 
once; not applying to the understrappers, as Mr. Honey­
wood would have had us. 

Lofty. Honeywood! he! he! He was, indeed, a fine 
solicitor. I suppose you have heard what has just hap­
pened to him? 

[ JEl's. Oroaker. Poor, dear man! no accident I hope? 
r' Lofty. Undone, madame, that's all. His creditors have 
e taken him into custody. A prisoner in his own house. 
y Mrs. Oroaker. A prisoner in his own house! How? At 
.t this very time? I'm quite unhappy for him. 
u Lofty. Why, so am I. The man, to be sure, was im­

mensely good-natured,; but then, I could never find that he 
had anything in him. 
. M'l's. Ot·oaker. His manner, to be sure, was excessively 

" ' 
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harmless-some, indeed, thought it a little duli. For my 
part, I always concealed my opinion. 

L~fty. It can't be concealed, madame; the man was dull 
-dull as the last new comedy! A poor, impracticable 
creature! I tried once or twice to know if he was fit for 
business, but he had scarce talents to be groom-porter to an 
orange-barrow. 

Mrs. Croaker. How differently does Miss Richland think 
of him! for I believe, with all his faults, she loves him. 

Lofty. Loves him! Does she? You should cure her of 
that, by all means. Let me see: what if she were sent to 
him this instant, in his present doleful situation? My life 
for it, that works her cure. Distress is a perfect antidote 
to love. Suppose we join her in the next room? Miss 
Richland is a ·fine girl, has a fine ' fortune, and must not be 
thrown away. Upon my honor, madame, I have a l'egard 
for Miss Richland; and, rather than she should be thrown 
away, I should think it no indignity to maiTY her myself. 

[Exeunt. 

Ente,' OLIVIA and LEONTINE. 

Leont. And yet, trust me, Olivia, I had every rea;son to 
expect Miss RichlandJs'refusal, as I did eV61'ything in my 
power to deserve it. Her indelicacy surprises me. 

Olivia. Sure, Leontine, there's nothing so indelicate in 
being sensible of your merit. If so, I fear I shall be the 
most guilty thing alive. 

Leont. But you mistake, my dear. The same attention 
I used to advance my mel'it with you, I practiced to lessen 
it with her. What more could I do? 

Olivia. Let us now rather consider what's to be done. 
We have both dissembled too long. I have always been 
ashamed, I am now quite weary of it. Sure, I could never 
have undergone so much for any other but you. 

Leont. And you shall find my gratitude equal to your 
kindest compliance. Though our friends should totally for­
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sake us, Olivia, we can draw upon content for the deficien­
cies of fortune. 

Olivia. Then why should we defer our scheme of humble 
happiness, when it is now in our power? I may be the 
favorite of your father, it is true; but can it ev.er be 
thought that his present kindness to a supposed child will 
continue to a known deceiver? 

Leont. I have many reasons to believe it will. As his 
attachments are but few, they are lasting. His own mar­
riage was a private one, as ours may be. Besides, I have 
ROllUded him aheady at a distance, and find all his answers 
exactly to our wish. Nay, by an expression or two that 
dropped from him, I am induced to think he knows of 
this affair. 

Olivia. Indeed! but that would be a happiness too great 
to be expected. . 

Leont. However it be, I'm certain you have power over 
him; and am persuaded, if you informed him of our situa­
tion, that he would be disposed to pardon it. 

Olivia. You had equal expectations, Leontine, from your 
last scheme with Miss Richland, which yon find has suc­
ceeded most wretchedly. 

L eont. And that's the best reason for trying another. 
Olivia. If it must be so, I submit. 
Leont. As we could wish, he comes this way. Now, my 

dearest Olivia, be resolute. I'lL just retire within hearing, 
to come in at a proper time, either to share your danger or 
confirm your victory. [Exit. 

Ento'J' OROAKER. 

Oroake-r. Yes, I must forgive her; and yet not too easily, 
neither. It will be proper to keep up the decorums of re­
sentment a little, if it be only to impress her with an idea 
of my authority. 

Olivia. How I tremble to approach him I Might I pre­
sume, sir-if I interrupt you­
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Croaker. No, child; where I have an affection, it is not a 
little thing can interrupt me. Affection gets over little 
tbings. 

Olivia. Sir, you're too kind. I'm sensible how ill I de­
serve this partiality. Yet there is nothing I would not do 
to gain it. 

Croaker. And you have but too well succeeded, you 
little hussy, you. With those endearing ways of yours, 
on my conscience, I could be brought to forgive anything, 
unless it were a very great offense indeed. 

Olivia. But mine is such an offense. When you know 
my guilt- Yes, you shall know it, though I feel the great­
est pain in the confession. 

Oroaker. Why, then, if it be so very great a pain, you 
may spare yourself the trouble, for I know every syllable 
of the matter before you begin. 

Olivia. Indeed! Then I'm undone. 
Oroaker. Ay, miss, you wanted to steal a match, with­

out letting me know it, did you? But I'm not worth being 
consulted, I suppose, when there's to be a marriage in my 
own family. No, I'm nobody. I'm to be a mere article of 
family lumber; a piece of crack'd china to be stuck up in 
a corner. 

Olivia. Dear sir, nothing but the dread of your au­
thority could induce us to conceal it from you. 

01·oaker. No, no, my consequence is no more; I'm as 
little minded as a dead R~ssian in winter, just stuck up 
with a pipe in its mouth till there comes a thaw. It goes 
to my heart to vex her. [Aside. 

Olivia. I was prepared, sir, for your anger, and despaired 
of pardon, even while I presumed to ask it. But your 
severity shall never abate my affection, as my punishment 
is but justice. 

Oroaker. And yet you should not despair neither, Livy. 
We ought to hope all for the best. 

Olivia. And do you permit me to hope, sir? Oan I ever 
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expect to 1;le forgiven? But hope has too long deceived 
me. 

Oroaker. Why, then, child, it sba'n't deceive you now, 
fo~ I forgive you this very moment; I forgive you all; and 
now you are indeed my daughter. 

Olivia. Oh, transport! This kindness overpowers me. l 
Oroaker. I was always against severity to our children. 

We have been young and giddy ourselves, and we can't ex­
pect boys and girls to be old before their time. 

Olivia. What generosity! But can you forget the many 
falsehoods-the dissimulation-

Or'oaleor.. You did indeed dissemble, you urchin, you; 
but where's the girl that won't dissemble for a husband? 
My wife and I had never been married, if we had not dis­
sembled a little beforehand. 

Olivia. It shall be my future care never to put such 
generosity to a second trial. And as for the partner of my 
offense and folly, from his native honor, and the just sense 
he has of his duty, I can answer for him that- . 

Enter LEONTINE. 

L eont. Permit him thus to answer for himself. [Kneel­
ing. ] Thus, sir, let me speak my gratitude for this un­
merited forgiveness. Yes, sir, this even exceeds all your 
former tenderness: I can now boast the most indulgent of 
fathers. The life he gave, compared to this, was but a 
trifling blessing. ,. 

Or'oaker·. Arid, good sir, who sent for you, with that fine 
tragedy face, and flourishing manner? I don't know what 
we have to do with your gratitude upon this occasion. 

Leont. How, sir, is it possible to be silent when so much 
obliged? Would you refuse me the pleasure of being grate­
ful? of adding my thanks to my Olivia's? of sharing in the 
transports that you have thus occasioned? 

Or'oaker.. Sir, we can be happy enough, witbout your 
coming in to make up the party. I don't know what's the 
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matter with the boy all this day; he has got into snch a 
rhodomontade manner all the morning! 

Leont. But, sir, I that have so large a part in the 
benefit, is it not my duty to show my joy? Is the being Itd­
mitted to your favor so slight an obligation? Is the happi­
ness of marrying my Olivia so small a blessing? 

Oroaker. Marrying Olivia! marrying Olivia! marrying 
his own sister! Sure the boy is out of his senses! His 
own sister! 

Leont. My sister! 
Olivia. Sister! How have I been mistaken. [AS1:de. 
Leont. Some mistake in all this, I find. . [Aside. 
01'oakm·. What does the booby mean" or has he any 

meaning? Eh? what do you mean, you blockhead, you? 
Leont. Mean, sir?-why, sir-only when my sister is to 

be married, that I have the pleasure of marrying her, sir; 
that is, of giving her away, sir-I have made a point of it. 

C1'oaker. Oh, that is all? Give her away. You have 
made a point of it. Then you had as good make a point of 
first giving away yourself, as I'm going to prepare the 
writings between you and Miss Richland this very minute. 
What a fuss is here about nothing! Why, what's the mat­
ter now? I thought I had made you at least as happy as 
you could wish. 

Olivia. Oh! yes, sir, very happy. 
01·oaker. Do you foresee anything, child? You look asii 

you did. !'think if anything was to be foreseen, I have as 
sharp a lookout as another; and yet I foresee nothing. 

[Exit. 
Olivia. What can it mean? 
Leont. He knows something, and yet for my life I 

can't tell what. 
Oh'via. It can't be the connection between us, I'm 

pretty certain. 
Leont. Whatever It be, my dearest, I'm resolved to put 

it out of Fortune's power to repeat our mortification. I'll 
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haste, and prepare for our journey to Scotland this very 
evening. My friend Honeywood has promised me his ad­
vice and assistance. I'll go to him, and repose our distresses 
on his friendly bosom: and I know so much of his honest 
heart, that if he can't relieve our uneasinesses, he will at 
least share them. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

ScEliIE I.-YouliIG HOlilEYWOOD'S House. 

Enter BAILIFF, HONEYWOOD, FOLLOWER. 

Bailiff. Look-ye, sir, I have arrested as good men as you 
in my time; no disparagement of you, neither. Men that 
would go forty guineas on a game of cribbage. I challenge 
the town to show a man in more genteeler practice than 
myself. 

HoneY1vood. Without all question, Mr. --. I forget 
your name, sir? 

Bail~tf. How can you forget what you never knew? Hel 
he! he! 

Honeywood. May I beg leave to ask your name? 
Bailiff. Yes, you may. 
Honeywood. Then, pray, sir, what is your name? 
Bail~tf. That I didn't promise to tell you. He! he! he! 

A joke breaks no bones, as we say among us that practice 
the law. 

Honeywood. You may have reason for keeping it a secret, 
perhaps. 

Ifailiff. The law does nothing without reason. I'm 
ashamed to tell my name to no man, sir. If you can show 
cause, as why, upon a special capus, that I should prove 
my name- But, come, Timothy Twitch is my name. 
And now you know my name, what have you to say to that? 
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Honeywood. Nothing in the world, good Mr. Twitch, bnt 
that I have a favor to ask, that's all. 

Bailiff. Ay, favors are more easily asked than granted, 
as we say among us that practice the law. I have taken an 
oath against granting favors. Would you have me perjure 
illyse1£? _ 

Honeywood. But my request, will come recommended in 
so strong a manner, as, I believe, you'll have no scruple. 
[Pulling out his pur'Se. ] The thing is only this: I believe 
I shall be able to discharge this trifle in two or three days 
at furthest; but as I would not have the affair known for the 
worl<;l, I have thought of keeping you, and your good friend 
here, about me till the debt is discharged; for which I shall 
be properly grateful. 

Bailiff. Oh! that's another maxum, and altogether with­
in my oath. For certain, if an honest man is to get allY­
thing by a thing, there's no reason why all things should 
'not be done in civility. 

Honeywood. Doubtless, all trades must live, Mr. Twitch; 
and yours is a necessary one. , [ Gives him money. 

Ba'il(tf. Oh! your honor; I hope your honor takes noth­
ing amiss as I does, as I does nothing but my duty in so do­
ing. I'm sure no man can say I ever give a gentleman, 
that was a gentleman, ill usage. If I saw that a gentleman 
was ,a gentleman, I have taken money not to see him for 
ten weeks together. 

Honeywoorl. 'fenderness is a virtue, Mr. Twitch. 
Bailiff. Ay, sir, it's a perfect treasure. I love to see a 

gentleman with a tender heart. I don't know, but I think 
I have a tender heart myself. If all that I have lost by my 
heart was put together, it would make a-but no matter 
for that. 

Honeywood. Don't account it lost, Mr. Twitch. The in­
gratitude of the world can never deprive us of the conscious 
happiness of having acted with humanity ourselves. 

Bailiff· Humanity, sir, is a jewel. It's better than gold. 
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I love humanity. People may say that we, in our way, 
have no humanity; but I'll show you my humanity this mo­
ment. There's my follower here, little Flanigan, with a . 
wife and four children: a guinea or two would be more to 
him than twice as much to another. Now, as I can't show 
him any humanity myself, I must beg leave you'll do it for 
me. 

HoneY1lJOod. I assure you, Mr. Twitch, yours is a most 
powerful recommendation. 

[Giving money to the Follower. 
Bailiff. Sir, you're a gentleman. I see you know what 

to do with your money. But to business: we are to be here 
as your friends, I suppose. But set in case company comes. 
Little Flanigan here, to be sure, has a good face; a very 
good face: but then, he is a little seedy, as we say among us 
that practice the law. Not well in clothes. Smoke the 
pocket-holes. 

Honeywood. Well, that shall be remedied without delay. 

Enter SERVANT. 

Servant. Sir, Miss ~ichland is below. 
Honeywood. How unlucky! Detain her a moment. We 

must improve my good friend little Mr. Flanigan's appear­
ance first. Here, let Mr. Flanigan bave a suit of my clothes 
-quick-the brown and silver. Do you hear? 

SM·vant. That your honor gave away to the begging 
gentleman that makes verses, because it was a'3 good as 
new. 

Honeywood. 'rhe white and gold, then. 
Servant. That, your honor, I made bold to sell, because 

it wa~ good for nothing. 
Honeywood. Well, the first that comes to hand, then: 

tbe' blue and gold. I believe Mr. Flanigan will look best 
in blue. [Exit FLANIGAN. 

Bail~tf. Rabbit me, but little Flanigan will look well in 
anything. Ahl if your honor knew that bit of flesh as 
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well as I do, you'd be perfectly in love with him. There's 
no~ a prettier scout. in the four counties after a shy cock 
than he. Scents like a hound; sticks like a weasel. He 
was master of the ceremonies to the black Qqeell of 
Morocco, when I took him to follow me. [Re-enter FLAN­
IGAN. ] Heh, I think he looks so well, that I don't care if 
I have a suit from the same place for myself. 

Honeywood. Well, well, I hear the lady coming. Dear 
Mr. Twitch, I beg you will give your friend directions not 
to speak. As for yourself, I know you will say nothing 
without being directed. 

Bailiff. Never you fear me, I'll show the lady that I 
have something to say for myself as well as another. One 
man has one way of ta1king, and another man has another; 
that's all the difference between them. 

Ente1' MISS RWHLAND and her Maid. 

Miss Rich. You'll be surprised, sir, with this visit. But 
you know I'm yet to thank you for choosing my little 
library. 

HoneYllJood. Thanks, madame, are unnecessary, as it was 
I that was obliged by your commands. Chairs here. Two 
of my very good friends, Mr. Twitch and Mr. Flanigan. 
Pray, gentlemen, sit without ceremony. 

Miss Rich. Who can these odd-looking men be? I fear 
it is as I was informed. It must be so. [Aside. 

Bailiff· [After a lJaUse.] Pretty weather, very pretty 
weather, for the time of the year, madame. 

Follower. Very good circuit weather in the country. 
Honeywood. You officers are generally favorites among 

the ladies. My friends, madame, have been upon very dis­
agreeable duty, I assure you. The fair should, in some 
measure, Tecompense the toils of the brave. 

Miss Rich. Our officers do indeed deserve every favor. 
The gentlemen are in the marine service, I presume, sir? 

• , I . 
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l1oneywoocZ. Why, madame, they c1o-occasionltlly serve 
, in the Fleet, madame: a dangerous service. 

Miss' Rich. I'm told so. And I own it has often sur­
prised me that, while we have had so many instances of 
bravery there; we have had so few of wit at home to 
praise it. 

Roneywood. I grant, madame, that our poets have not 
written as our soldiers have fought; but they have done 
all they could, and Hawke or Amherst could do no more. 

Miss Rich. I'm quite displeased when I see a fine sub­
ject spoiled by a dull writer. 

Honeywood. We should not be so severe' against dull 
writers, madame. It is ten to one, but the dullest writer 
exceeds the most rigid French critic who presumes to 
despise him. 

Follower. D- the French, the parle vous, and all that 
belong to them' 

Miss R ich. Sir! 
Honeywood. Ha! hal hal honest Mr. Flanigan. A true 

English officer, madame; he's not contented with beating 
the French, but he will scold them too. 

Miss Rich. Yet, Mr. Honeywood, this does not convince 
me but that severity in criticism is necessary. It was our 
first adopting the severity of French taste that has brought 
them in turn to taste us. 

Bail';jf. Taste llS, madame! they devour us. Give Mon­
seers but a taste, and they come in for a bellyful. 

Miss Rich. Very extraordinary, this. 
'. Followe1·. But veTY true. What makes the bread 1"is­
ingP-the parle vons that · devour us. What makes the 
mutton fivepence a poundP-the parle vous that eat it up. 
What makes the beer threepence-halfpenny a pot­

HoneY1oood. Ah! the vulgar rogues! All will be out. 
[Aside.] Right, gentlemen, very right, upon my word, 
and quite to the purpose. They draw a parallel, madame, 
between the mental taste and that of our senses. Weare 
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injured as much by French severity in the one, as by 
French rapacity in the other. That's their meaning. 

Miss Rich. Though I don't see the force of the parallel, 
yet I'll own that we should sometimes pardon books, as we 
do our friends, that have now and then agreeable absurdi­
ties to recommend them. 

Bailiff· That's all my eye. The king only can pardon, 
as the law says; for set in case­

HoneY1Vood. I'm quite of your opinion, sir. I see the 
whole drift of your argument. Yes, certainly, our pre­
suming to pardon any work is arrogating the power that 
belongs to another. If all have power to condemn, what 
writer can be free? 

Bail~U: By his habus corpus. His habus corpus can set 
him free at any time. For set in case-

Honeywood. I'm obliged to you, sir, for the hint. If, 
madame, as my friend observes, our laws are so careful of 
a gentleman's person, sure we ought to be equally careful 
of his dearer part, his fame. 

Follower. Ay, but if so be a man's nabbed, you 
know-

Honeywood. Mr. Flanigan, if you spoke forever, you 
could not improve the last observation. For my own part, 
I 	think it conclusive. 

Bailiff. As for the matter of that, mayhap­
Honeywood. Nay, sir, give me leave in this instance to 

be positive. For where is the necessity of censuring works 
without genius, which must shortly sink of themselves? 
What is it, but aiming an umiecessary blow against a vic­
tim already under the hands of justice? 

Bailiff· Justice! Oh, by the elevens, if you talk about 
justice, I think I am at home there; for, in a course of 
law-

Boneywood. My dear Mr. Twitch, I discern what you'd 
be at perfectly, and I believe the lady must be sensible of 

. t · 



119THE GOOD-NATURED MAN. 

the art with which it is introduced. I suppose you per­
ceive the meaning, madame, of his course of law? 

Mis's Rich. I protest, sir, I do not. I perceive only that 
you answer one gentleman before he has finished, and the 
other before he has well begun. 

Bail~U". Madame, you are a gentlewoman, and I "rill 
make the matter out. This here question is about severity, 
and justice, and pardon, and the like of they. Now, to 
explain the thing-

Honeywood. Oh I-your explanations. [Aside.] 

Enter SERVANT. 

Se1'vant. Mr. Leontine, sir, below, desires to speak with 
you upon earnest business. 

HoneY1Oood. That's lucky. [A side.] Dear madame, 
you'll excuse me and my good friends here for a few 
minutes. There are books, madame, to amuse you. Come, 
gentlemen, you know I make no ceremony with such 
friends. After you, sir. Excuse me. Well, if I must; 
but I know your natural politeness. 

Bail(ff. Before and behind, you know. 
Follower. Ay, ay, before and behind-before and be­

hind! [Exeunt HONEYWOOD, BAILIFF, and FOLLOWER. 
Miss Rich. What can all this mean, Garnet? 
Ga1'net. Mean, madame? .why, what should it mean, but 

what Mr. Lofty sent you here to see? These people he 
calls officers are officers sure enough: sheriff's officers­
bailiffs, madame. 

Miss Rich. Ay, it is certainly so. Well, though his per­
plexities are far from giving me pleasure, yet I own there's 
something very ridiculous in them, and a just punishment 
for his dissimulation. 

Gamet. And so they are. But I wonder, madame, that 
the lawyer you just employed to pay his debts and set him 
free, has not done it by this time, fie <?u~ht at least tQ 
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have been hero before now. But lawyers are always more 
read,y to get a ma.n into trouble:s than out of them. 

Enter SIR WILLIAM. 

Sir Will. For Miss Richland to undertake setting him 
~ree, I own, was quite unexpected. It has totally unhinged 
my schemes to reclaim him. Yet it gives me pl~asure to 
find that, among a number of worthless friendships, he has 
made one acquisition of real value; for there must be some 
softer passion on her side that prompts this generosity. 
Ha! here before me! I'll endeavor to sound her affections. 
Madame, as I am the person that have had some demands 
upon the gentleman of this house, I hope you'll excuse me 
if, before I enlarged him, I wanted to see yourself. 

Miss Rich. The " precaution was very unnecessay, sir. I 
suppose your wants were only such as my agent had power 
to satisfy? " 

Sir. Will. Partly, madame. But I am also willing you 
should be fully apprised of the character of the gentleman 
you intended to serve. 

Miss Rich. It must come, sfr, with a very ill grace from 
you. To censure it, after what you have done, would look 
like malice; and to speak favorably of a character you have 
oppressed would be impeaching your own. And sure, his 
tenderness, his "humanity, his universal friendship, may 
atone for many faults. " 

Sir Will. 'l'hat friendship, madame, which is exerted in 
too wide a sphere becomes totally useless. Our bounty, 
like a drop of water, disappears when diffused too widely. 
They who pretend most to this universal benevolence are 
either deceivers or dupes-men who desire to cover their 
private ill-nature by a pretended regard for all; or men 
who, reasoning themselves into false feelings, are more 
earnest ill pursuit of splendid than useful virtues. 

Miss Rick. I a.m surprised, sir, to hear one who has 
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probably been a gainer by the folly of others so severe in 
his censure of it. 

Sir · Will. Whatever I may have gained by folly, ma­
dame, you see. I am willing to prevent your losing by it. 

Miss Rich. Your cares for me, sir, are unnecessary. I 
always suspect those services which are denied where they 
are not wanted, and offered, perhaps, in hopes 6f a refusal. 
No, sir, my directions have been given, and I insist upon 
their being complied with. 

Si1' Will. Thou amiable woman! I can no longer con­
tain the expressions of my gratitude-my pleasure. You 
see before you one who has been equally careful of his in­
terest-one who has for some time been a concealed specta­
tor of his follies, and only puuished- in hope to reclaim 
them-his uncle, 

Miss Rich. Sir William Honeywood! You amaze me. 
How shall I conceal my confusion! I fear, sir, you'll 
think I have been too forward in my services. I con­
fess 1­

Sit, Will. Don't make any apologies, madame. I only 
find myself unable. to repay the obligation. And yet I have 
been trying my interest of late to serve you. Having 
learned, madame, that you had some demands upon Govern­
ment, I have, though unasked, been yom solicitor there. 

Miss Rich. Sir, I am infinitely obliged to yom inten­
tions; but my guardian has employed another gentleman, 
who assures him of Sllccess. 

Si1' Will. WhoP-the important little man that visits 
here? Trust me, madame, he's quite contemptible among 
men in power, and utterly unable to serve you, Mr. 
Lofty's promises are much bettel; known to people of fash­
ion 'than his person, I assure you. 

Miss Rich. How have we been deceived! As sure as 
can be, here he comes. 

Sir Trill. Does he? Remember, I'm to continue un­
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known. My return to England has not as yet been made 
public. With what impudence he enters! 

Enter LOFTY. 

Lofty. Let the chariot-let the chariot drive off; I'll 
visit to his Grace's in a chaD:. Miss Richland here befOl'e 
me! PunQtual, as usual, to the calls of humanity. I'm 
very sorry, madame, things of this kind should happen, 
especially to a man I have shown everywhere, and carried 
amongst us as a particular acquaintance. 

Miss Rich. I find, sir, you have the art of making the 
misfortunes of others your own. 

Lofty. My dear madame, what can a private man like me 
do? One man can't do everything; and then I do so much 
in this way every day. Let me see, something considerable 
might be done for him by subscription; it could not fail if 
I carried the list. I'll undertake to set down a brace of 
dukes, two dozen lords, and half the Lower House, at my 
own peril. 

Si1' Will. And after all, it is more than probable, sir, he 
might reject the offer of such powerful patronage. 

Lofty. Then, madame, what can we do? You know I 
never make promises. In truth, I once or twice tried to do 
something with him in the way of business; but, as I often 
told his uncle, Sir William Honeywood, the man was ut­
terly impracticable. 

Sir Will. His uncle! Then that gentleman, I suppose, 
is a particular friend of yours? 

Lofty. Meaning me, sir? Yes, madame, as I often said, 
My dear Sir William, you are sensible I would do anything, 
as far as my poor interest goes, to serve your family; but 
what can be done? There's no procuring first-rate places 
for ninth-rate abilities. 

Miss Rich. I have heard of Sir William Honeywood; 
he's abroad in employment. He confided in your judg­
ment, I suppose? 

I . 
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Lofty. Why, yes, madame; I believe Sir William had 
some reason to confide in my judgment: one little reason, 
perhaps. 

Miss Rich. Pray, sir, what was it? 
Lofty. Why, madame-but let it go no further-it was 

I procured him his place. 
Si1' Will. Did you, sir? 
Lofty. Either you or I, sir. 
Miss Rich. This, Mr. Lofty, was very kind, indeed. 
Lofty. I did love him, to be sure; he had some amusing 

qualities: no man was fitter to be a toast-master to a club, 
or had a bett-er head. 

Miss Rich. A better head? 
Lofty. Ay, at a bottle. To be sure, he was as dull as a 

choice spirit; but hang it, he wa~ grateful, very grateful; 
and gratitude hides a multitude of faults. 

Si1' Will, He might have reason, perhaps. His place is 
pretty considerable, I'm told, 

Lofty. A trifle, a mere trifle, among us men.of business. 
The truth is, he wanted dignity to fill up a greater. 

Si1' Will. Dignity of person, do you meaI)., sir? I'm 
told he's much about my size and figure, sir. 

Lofty. Ay, tall enough for a marching regiment; but 
then he wanted a something-a consequence of form-a 
kind of a-I believe the lady perceives my meaning, 

Miss Rich. Oh, perfectly; you courtiers can do any­
thing, I see. 

Lofty, My dear madame, all this is but a mere ex­
change; we do greater things for OIl,e another every day, 
Why, as thus, now: let me suppose you the First Lord of 
the Treasury. You have an employment in you that I 
want; I have a plage in me that you want; do me bere, do 
you there: interest of both sides, few words, flat, done and 
done, and it's over. . 

Si1' Will. A thought strikes me. [Aside. ] Now yon 
Inention Sir Willi&m Honeywood, m&d!!>me, ~nd ~s h{l 
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seems, sir, an acquaintance of yours, you'll be glad to hear 
he's arrived from Italy. I had it from a friend who 
knows him as well as he does me, and you may depend on 
my information. 

Lofty. If I had known that, we should not have been 
quite so well acquainted. [Aside.] 

Sir Will. He is certainly returned; and as this gentle­
man is a friend of yours, he can be of signal service to us, 
by introducing me to him. There are some papers relative 
to your affairs that require dispatch and his inspection. 

Miss Rich. This gentleman, Mr. Lofty, is a person em­
ployed in my affairs. I know you'll serve us. 

Lofty. My dear madame, I live but to serve you. Sir 
William, shall even wait upon him, if you think proper to 
command it. 

Sit· Will. That would be quite unnecessary. 
Lofty. Well, we must introduce you, then. Call upon 

me-let me see-ay, in two days. . 
Sir Will. Now, or the opportunity will be lost forever. 
Lofty. Well, if it must ·be now, now let it be. But­

that's unfortunate; my Lord Grig's-Pensacola business 
comes on this very hour, and I'm engaged to attend. 
Another time-

Sir Will. A short letter to Sir William will do. 
Lofty. You shall have it. Yet, in my opinion, a letter 

is a very bad way of going to work; face to face, that's 
my way. 
, Sit" Will. The letter, sir, will do quite as well. 

L~fty. Zounds, sir, do you pretend to direct me? direct 
me in the business of office? Do you know me, sir? who I 
am? 

Miss Rich. Dear Mr. Lofty, this request is not so much 
his as mine. If my commands- But you despise my 
power. 

Lofty. Delicate creature! your commands could even 
con.trol ~ debate ~t midnight; to a power flO conlStitutionru 
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I am all obedience and tranCJ.umity. He shall have a letter. 

Where IS my secretary? Dubardieu! And yet, I protest, 

I don't like this way of doing business. I think if I spoke ­
first to Sir William-But you will have it so. 


[ Exit ~vitl~ MISS RICH. 

SIR WILLIAM, alone. 

Sir Will. Ha! hal hal This, too, is one of my nephew's 
hopeful associates. 0 vanity, thou constant deceiver! how 
do all thy efforts to e:x!alt serve but to sink ns! thy false 
colorings, like those employed to heighten beauty, only 
seem to mend that bloom which they contribute to destroy. 
I'm not displeased at, this interview: exposing this fellow's 
impudence to the contempt it deserves may be of use to my 
design; at least, if he c",n reflect, it will be of use to 
himself. 

Ente,' JARVIS. 

Sir W~ll. How now~ Jarvis; where's your master, my 
nephew? 

Jarvis. At his wits' end, I believe. He's scarce gotten 
out of one scrape but he's running his head into another. 

Sir Will. How so? 
Jm·vis. The house has but just been cleared of the bailiffs, 

and now he's again engaging tooth and nail in assisting old 
Oroaker's son to patch up a clandestine match with the 
young lady that passes in the house for his sIster . 
. Si,' Will. Ever busy to serve others. 
Jm'vis. Ay, anybody but himself. The young couple, it 

seems, are just setting out for Scotland, and he supplies 
them with money for the journey. 

Si,' Will. Money! How is he able to supply others, who 
has scarce any for himself? 

Jm·vis. Why, there it is; he has no money, that's true; 
but then, as he never said No to any request in his life, he 
has giv~n theln l:\. bill W·l:\.wn by a frienCl. of his upon a mer­

http:W�l:\.wn
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chant in the City, which I am to get changed; for you 
must know that I am to go with them to Scotland myself. 

Sir Will. How! 
Ja?·vis. It seems the young gentleman is obliged to take 

a different road from his mistress, as he is to call upon an 
uncle of his that lives out of the way, in order to prepare a 
place for their reception when they return; so they have 
borrowed me from my master, as the properest person to 
attend the young lady down. 

Sir Will. To the land of matrimony! A pleasant jour­
ney, Jarvis. 

Jarvis. Ay, but I'm only to have all the fatigues on't. 
Si1' Will. Well, it may be shorter and less fatiguing 

than you imagine. I know but too much of the young 
lady's family and connections, whom I have seen abroad. I 
have also discovered that Miss Richland is not indifferent 
to my thoughtless nephew; and will endeavor-though, I 
fear, in vain-to establish that connection. But come; the 
leti-ver I wait for must be almost finished; I'll let you further 
into my intentions in the next room. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

ScENE I.-CROAKER'S House. 

- Lofty. Well, sure the --is in me of late, for running my 
head into such defiles, as nothing but a genius like my own 
could draw me from. I was formerly contented to husband 
out my places and pensions with some degree of frugality; 
but of late I have given away the whole Court Register in 
less time than they could print the title-page; yet, hang it, 
why scruple a lie or two to come at a fine girl, when I 
every day tell ~ thous~nQ. for nothing! Ha! HoneywooQ. 
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here be£ore me. Could Miss Richland have set him at lib­
erty? 

Entm' HONEYW:00D. 

Mr. Honeywood, I'm glad to see you abroad again. I 
find my concurren<;e was not necessary in your unfortunate 
affairs. I had put. things in a train to do your business; 
but it is not for me to say what I intended doing. 

Honeywood. It was unfortunate indeed, sir. But what 
adds to my uneasiness is, that while you seem to be ac­
quainted with my misfortune, I myself continue still a 
stranger to my benefactor. 

Lofty. How! not know the triend that served you? 
Honey~/Jood. Can't guess at the person. 
Lofty. Inquire. 
Honeywood. I have; but all I can learn is, that he 

chooses to remain concealed, and that all inquiry.must be 
fruitless.' 

Lofty. Must be fruitless? 
Honeywood. Absolutely fruitless. 
Lofty. Sure of that? 
Honeywood. Very sure. _ 
L~fty. Then you shall never know it from me. 
Honeywood. How, sir? • 
Lofty. I suppose now, Mr. Honeywood, you think my 

rent-roll very considerable, and that I have vast sums of 
money to throwaway; I know you do. The world, to be 
sure, says such things of me. 

Honeywoocl. The world, by what I learn, is no stranger 
to your generosity. But where does this tend?­

Lofty. To nothing-nothing in the world. The town, 
to be sure, when it makes such a thing as me the subject of 
conversation, has asserted that I never yet patronized a man 
of merit. 

Honeywood. I have heard instances to the contrary, even 

from yourself. 


- . --. .-. ,-. . ..~-
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Lofty. Yes, Honeywood, and there are insronces to the 
contrary that you shall never hear from myself. 

Honeywood. Ha! Dear sir, permit me to ask you bllt 
one question. . 

Lofty. Sir, ask me no questions~ I say, sir, ask me no 
questions; I'll not answer them. 

Honeywood. I will ask no further. My friend, my bene­
factor, it is, it must be here that I am indebted for free­
dom-for honor. Yes, thou worthiest of men, from the 
beginning I suspected it, but was afraid to return thanks; 
which, if undeserved, might seem reproaches. 

Lofty. I protest, I don't. understand all this, Mr. Honey­
wood. You treat me vei·y cavalierly, I do assure you, sir. 
Blood, sir! can't a man be permitted to enjoy the luxury 
of his own feelings without all thjs parade? 

Honeywood. Nay, do not attempt to conceal an action 
that adds to your honor. Your looks, your air, your man­
ner, all confess it. 

Lofty. Oonfess it, sir? Torture itseLf, sir, shall never 
bring me to confess it. Mr. Honeywooo., I have . admitted 
you upon terms of friendship. Don't let us fall out; make 
me happy, and let thls be buried in oblivion. You know I 

• 	 hate ostentation; you know I do . . Oome, come, Honey­
wood, you know I always loved to be a friend, and not a 
patron~ I beg this may make no kind of dista.nce between 
us. Oome, come; you and I must be more famHiar-in­
deed we must. 

Honeywood. Heavens! Oan I ever repay such friend­
ship? Is there any way? Thou best of men, can I ever 
return the obligation? 

Lofty. A bagatelle-a mere bagatelle. But I see your 
heart is laboring to be grateful. You shall be grateful. 
It would be cruel to disappoint you. 

Honeywood. Row? Teach me the manner. Is there 
any way? 
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Lofty. From this moment you're mine. Yes, my friend, 
you shall know it-I'm in love. 

Honeywood. And can I assist you? 
Lofty. Nobody so well. 
Honeywood. In what manner? I'm all impatience. 
L~fty. You shall make love for me. 
Honeywood. And to whom shall I speak in your favor? 
Lofty. 'I'o a lady with whom you have great interest, I 

assure you-Miss Richland. 
Honeywood. Miss Richland! 
L~fty. Yes, Miss Richland. She has struck the blow up 

to the hilt in my bosom, by Jupiter. 
Honeywood. Was ever anything more unfortunate? It 

is too much to be endured. 
Lofty. Unfortunate indeed! and yet I can endure it, till 

you have opened the affair to her for me. Bdween our­
selves, I think she likes me: I'm not apt to boast, but I 
think she does. 

Houeywood. Indeed! But do you know the person you 
apply to? 

Lofty. Yes, I know you are her friend, and mine: that's 
enough. rfo you, therefore, I commit the success of my 
passion. I'll say no more, let friendship do the rest. I 
ha.ve only to add, that if at any time my little interest can 
be of service~ But hang it, I'll make no promises: you 
know my interest is yours at any time. No apologies, my 
friend-I'll not be auswereu; it shall be so. [Exit. 

Honeywood. Open, generous, unsuspecting man! He 
httle thinks that I love her too; and with such an ardent 
passion! But then it was ever but a vain and hopeless one 
-my torment, m,t persecution! What shall I do? Love, 
friendship,- a hopeless passion, a deserving fl'iend! Love, 
that has been my tormentor; a friend, that has, perhaps, 
distt'essed himself to serve me. It shall be so. Yes, I will dis­
card the fondling hope from my bosom, and exert all my in­
fluence in his favor. And yet, to sec her in the possession 

5 



130 THE GOOD-NATURED MAN. 

of another!.-Insupportable! But then, to betray a gener­
ous, trusting friend!-worse, worse! Yes, I'm resolved. 
Let me but be the instrument of their happiness, and then 
quit a country where I must forever despair of finding my 
own. [Ex£t. 

Enter OLIVIA and GARNET, who carr£es a milUne1" s bo;c. 

Ol'ivia. Dear me! I wish this journey were over. No 
news of Jarvis yet? I believe the old peevish creature de­
lays purely to vex me. 

Garnet: Why, to be sure, madame, I did hear him say, 
a little snubbing before marriage would teach you to bear 
it the better afterward. 

Olivia. To be gone a full hour, though he had only to 
get a bill changed in the city! How provoking! 

Garnet. I'll lay my life Mr. Leontine, that had twice as 
much to do, is setting off by this time from: his inn, and 
here you are left behind. 

Olivia. Vi{ell, let riS be prepared for his coming, how­
ever. Are you sure you have omitted nothing, Garnet? 

Gm·net. Not a stick, madame-all's he1'e. Yet I wish 
you could take the white and silver to be married in. It's 
the worst luck in the world, in anything but white. I 
knew one Bett Stubbs, of our town, that was married in 
red, and, as sure as eggs is eggs, the bridegroom and she 
had a miff, before morning. 

Ol'ivia. No matter: I'm all impatience till we are out 
of the house. 

Gm·net. Bless me, madame! I had almost f01'gOt the 
wel1c1ing-ring!-the sweet little thing!-I don't think it 
would go on my little finger. And wliat if I put in a 
gentleman's night-cap in case of necessity, madame? But 
here' s Jarvis. 

EntM' JARVIS. 

OUV1·a. 0 Jarvis, are you come at last? We have been 
rctlAly this llalf hour. Now let's be going-let us fly! 

' ­
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Jarvis. Ay, to Jericho; for we shall have no going to 
Scotland this bout, I fancy. 

Olivia; How! What's the matter? 
Jarvis. Money, money is · the matter, madame! We 

have got no money! What do you send me on your fool's 
errand for? My master's bill upon the City is not worth a 
rush. Here it is; Mrs. Garnet may pin up her hair with it. 

Oli'via. UndOIie! How could Honeywood serve us so! 
What shall we do? Can't we go without it? 

Jarvis. Go to Scotland without money! To Scotland 
without money! --, how some people understand geogra­
phy! We might as well set sail for Patagonia upon a cork 
jacket. 

Olivia. Such a disappointment! Wp.at a base, insincere 
man was your master, to serve us in this manner! Is this 
his good nature? 

Jarvis. Nay, don't talk ill' of my master, madame. I 
won't bear to hear anybody talk ill of him but myself. 

Garnet, Bless us, now I think on't, madame, you need 
not be under any uneasiness: I saw Mr. Leontine receive 
forty guineas from his father just before he set out, and he 
can't yet have left the inn. A short letter will reach him 
there. 

Olivia. Well remembered, Garnet; I'll write immediately. 
How's this? Bless me, my hand trembles so I can't write 
a word. Do you write, Garnet; and, upon second thought, 
it will be safer from you. 

Garnet. Truly, madame, I write and indite but poorly; 
I never was cute at my larning. But I'll do what I can to 
please you. Let me see. All out of my own head, I sup­
pose. 

Olivia. 'Whatever you please. 
Gamet. [ W1'1'ting.] "Muster Croaker. JJ Twenty 

guineas, madame? 
Olivia. Ay, twenty will do. 
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Gct1'net. "At the bar of the Talbot till called for. Ex­
pedition-will be blown up-All of a flame-Quick, dis­
patch-Cupid, the little god of Love." I conclude it, 
madame, with" Cupid:" I love to see a love-letter end like 
poetry. 

Olivia. Well, well; what you please-anything. But 
how shall we send it? I can trust none of the servallts of 
this family. 

Gm'net. Odso, madame, Mr. Honeywood's butler is in 
the next room. He's a dear, sweet man; he'll do anything 
for me. 

Ja1'vis. He! the dog; he'll certainly commit some blun­
der. He's drunk and sober ten times a day. 

Olivia. No matter. Fly, Garnet; anyone we can trust 
will do. [Exit GARNET.] Well, Jarvis, now we can l1ave 
nothing more to interrupt us. You may take up the 
things, and carry them on to the inn. Have you no hands, 
Jarvis? 

Jarvis. Soft ano. fair, young lady. You, that are going . 
to be married, think things can never be done too fas\;; but 
we that are old, and know what we are about, must elope 
methodically, madame. 

Olivia. Well, sure, if my indiscretions were to be done 
over again­

Jarvt's. My life for it, you would do them ten times over. 
Olivia. Why will you talk so? If you knew how un­

happy they make me-
Jarvis. Very unhappy, no doubt; I was once just as un­

happy when I was going to be married myself. I'll tell 
you a story about that-

Olivia. A story! when I'm all impatience to be away. 
Was there ever such a dilatory creature? 

Jarvis. Wpll, madamc! if we must march, why we will 
march; that's all. Though, odds-bobs, we have still forgot 
one thing we sho\\ld never tr<Jivcl without-a case of good 
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razors, and a box of shaving-powder. But no matter, I 
believe we shall be pretty well shaved by the way. [Going. 

Enter GARNET. 

Garnet. Undone, undone, madame! Ah, Mr. Jarvis, 
you said right enough. As sure as death, Mr. Honeywood's ~ 
rogue of a drunken butler dropped the letter before he . 
went ten yards from the door. There's old Croaker has 
just picked it up, and is this moment reading it to himself 
in the hall. 

Olivt'a. Unfortunate! We shall be discovered. 
Ga1"net. No, madame, don't oe uneasy, he can make 

neither head nor tail of it. To be sure, he looks as if he 
was broke loose from Bedlam about it, but he can't find 
what it means for all that. Oh --, he is coming tbis way 
all in the horrors. 

Olivia. Then let us leave the house tbis instant, for fear 
he should ask further questions. In the meantime, Gar­
net, do you write and send off just such anotiler. [Exeunt. 

Enter OROAKER. 

01·oaker. Death and destruction! Are all the horrors of 
air, fire, and water, to be leveled only at me? Am I only 
to be singled out for gunpowder plots, combustibles, and 
conflagration? Here it is-an incendiary letter dropped at 
my door. "To Muster Oroaker, these, with speed." Ay, 
ay, plain enough the direction; all in the genuine incen- ­
diary spelling, and as cramp as -- "With speed!" Oh, ­
confound your speed! But let me read it once more. 
[Heads.] "Muster Oroakar as sone as yoew see this leve 
twenty gunnes at the bar of the Talbot tell caled for or yowe 
and yowey experetion will be al blown up." Ah, but too plain. 
Blood and gunpowder in every line of it. Blown np! mur­
derous dog! All blown up! --I what have I and my poor 
family done, to be all blown up! [Reads.] "Our pockets 
are low, and money we must have." Ay, there's the reason; 
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they'll blow us up because they have got low pockets. 
[Reads.] "It is but a short time you have to consider; 
for if this takes wind, the house will quickly be all of a 
flame." Inhuman monsters! blow us up, and then burn 
us. The earthquake at Lisbon was but a bonfire to it. 
[Reads.] "Make quick dispatch, and so no mor~ at pres­
ent. But may Oupid, the little god of Love, go with you 

~ 	 wherever you go." The little god of Love! Oupid, the 
little god of Love, go with me! Go you -- you and your 
little Oupid together! I'm so frightened, I scarce know 
whether I sit, stand, or go. Perhaps this moment I'm 
treading on lighted matches, blazing brimstone, and barrels 
of gunpowder. They are preparing to blow me up into the 
clouds. Murder! We shall be all burned in our beds; we 
shall be all burned in our beds! 

Enter MISS RICHLAND. 

Miss Rich. Sir, what's the matter? 

Oroaker. Murder's the matter. We shall be all blown 


up in our beds before morning. 
Miss Rich. I hope not, sir. 
Or·oakm'. What signifies what you hope, madame, when 

I have a certificate of it here in my hand? Will nothing 
alarm my family? Sleeping and eating, sleeping and eat­
ing, is the only work from morning till night in my house. 
My insensible crew couIa sleep, though rocked by an earth­
quake, and fry beefsteak at a volcano. 

Miss Rich. But, sir, you have alarmed them so often 
already; we have nothing but earthquakes, famines, 
plagues, and mad · dogs, from year's end to year's end. 
You remember, sir, it is not above a month ago you 
assured us of a conspiracy among the bakers, to poison us 
in our bread; and so kept the whole family a week upon 
potatoes. 

Oroaker·. And potatoes were too good for them. But 
why do I stand talking here with a girl, when I should be 
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facing the enemy without? Here - John, Nicodemus, 
search the house! Look into the cellars, to see if there be 
any combustibl-:s below; and above, in the apartments, 
that no matches be thrown in at the windows. Let all the 
fires be put out, and let the engine be drawn out in the 
yard, to play upon the house in case or necessity. [Exit. 

MISS RICHLAND alone. 

Miss Rich. What can he mean by aU this? Yet, why 
should I inquire, when he alarms us in this manner almost 
every day? But Honeywood has desired an interview with 
me in · private. What can he mean? or, rather, what 
means this palpitation at his approach? It is the first 
time he ever showed anything in his conduct that seemed 
particular. Sure he can not mean to-- But he's here. 

Enter HONEYWOOD • . 

Honeywood. I presumed to solicit this interview, ma- . 
dame, before I left town, to be permitted-

Miss Rich. Indeed! Leaving towu, sirr 
Honeywood. Yes, madame; perhaps the kingdom. 

have presumed, 1 say, to desire the favor of this interview, 
in order to disclose something which our long friendship 
prompts. And yet my fears-

Miss Rich. His fears! what al'e his fears to mine? 
[Aside.] We have, indeed, been long acquainted, sir­
very long. If I remember, our first meeting was at the 
French Embassador's. Do you recollect how you were 
pleased to rally me upon my complexion there? 

Honeywood. Perfectly, madame. I presumed to reprove 
you for Bainting; but your warmer blushes soon convinced 
the company that the coloring was all from nature. 

Miss Rich. And yet you only meant it, in your good-nat­
ured way.. to make me pay a compliment to myself. In 
the same manner you danced that night with the most 
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awkward woman in company, because you saw nobody else 
wonld take her out. 

Honeywoocl. Yes; and was rewarded the next night by 
dancing with the finest woman in company, whom every­
body wished to take out. 

Miss Rich. Well, sir, if you thought so then, I fear your 
judgment has since corrected the errors of a first impres­
sion. We generally show to most ad vantage at first. Our 
sex· are like poor tradesmen, that put all their best goods to 
be seen at the windows. 

Honeywoocl. The first impression, madame, did indeed 
deceive me. I expected to find a woman with all the faults 
of conscious flattered beauty. I expected to find her vain 
and insolent. But every day has since taught me that it is 
possible to possess sense without pride, and beauty without 
affectation. 

Miss Rich. This, sir, is a style very unusual with Mr. 
Honey"Vood; and I should be glad to know why he thus 
attempts to increase that vanity, which his own lesson bath 
taught me to despise. 

Honeywoocl. I ask pardon, madame. Yet, from Oul' 

long friendship, I presumed I might have some right to 
offer, without offense, what you may refuse without offend­
ing. 

Miss Rich. Sir, I beg you'd reflect. Though, I fear, I 
shall scarce have any power to refuse a request of yours, yet 
you may be precipitate: consider, sir. . 

Honeywoocl~ I own my rashness; but, as I plead the 
cause of friendship, of one who loves~on't be alarmed, 
madame-who loves you with the most ardent passion; 
whose whole happiness is placed in you-

Miss Rich. I fear, sil', I shtA.ll never find whom you 
mean, by this description of him. 

Honeywood. Ah, madame, it but too plainly points him 
out; thongh he should be too humble himself to urge his 
pretensions, or you too modest to understand them. 
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Miss Rich. Well; it would be affectation any longer to 
pretend ignorance; and I wiU own, sir, I have long been 
prejudiced in his favor. It was but natural to wish to 
make his heart mine, as he seemed himself ignorant of its 
value. 

Honeywood. I see she always loved him. [Aside. ] I 
find, madame, you're already sensible of his worth, his pas­
sion. How happy is my friend, to be the favorite of one 
with such sense to distinguish merit, and such beauty to 
reward it! 

Miss Rich. Your friend, sir! What friend? 
Honeywood. My best friend-my friend, Mr. Lofty, 

madame. 
Miss Rich. He, sir! 
Honeywood. Yes, he, madame. He is, indeed, what your 

warmest wishes might have formed him. And to his other 
qualities he adds that of the most passionate regard for 
you. 

Miss Rich. Amazement! No more of this, I beg you, 
sIr . 

.!f'neywood. I see your confusion, madame,. and know 
how to interprl:lt it. And since I so plainly read the lan­
guage of your heart, shall I make my friend happy by com­
municating your sentiments? 

Miss Rich. By no means. 
lioneywood. Excuse me; I must: I know you desire it. 
Mfss Rich. Mr. Honeywood, let me tell you that you 

wrong my sentiments and yourself. When I first applied 
to your friendship, I expected advice and assistance; but 
now, sir, I see that it is vain to expect happiuess from him 
who has been so bad an economist of his own; and that I 
must disclaim his friendship who ceases to be a friend to 
himself. [Exit. 

Honeywood: How is this? She has confessed she loved 
him, and yet she seemed to part in displeasure. Can I 
h~ve don~ anything to reproach myself with? _ ~o:_I be· 
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lieve not; yet, after all, these things should not be done by · 
a third person. I should have spared her confusion. My 
friendship carried me a little too far. 

Enter OROAKER, with the letter in his hand, and MRS. 

OROAKER. 

Mrs. 01·oakM·. Hal hal hal And so, my dear, it's 
your supreme wish that I should be quite wretched upon 
this occasion? Hal hal 

..... Orogke1.. [Mirm:cking.] Hal hal hal and so, my dear, 
it's Yop.r supreme pleasure to give me no better con­
solation? 

Mrs. 01·oaker. Positively, my dear, what is this incen­
diary stuff and trumpery to me? Our house may travel 
through the air like the house of Loretto, for aught I care, 
if I'm to be miserable in it. 

OroakM·. Would to heaven it were converted into a 
house of correction for your ~ene:fit! Have we not every­
thing to alarm usF Perhaps this very moment the tragedy 
is beginning. 

Mrs. OroakM·. Then let us reserve our distress till the 
rising of the curtain, or give them the money they want, 
ahd have done with them. 

Oroaker. Give them my moneyl And pray, what right 
have they to my money? 

Mrs. (h-oaker. And pray, what right, then, have they to 
my good humor? 

Oroake1·. And so your good humor ad vises me to part with 
my money? Why, then, to tell your good humor a piece of 
my mind, I'd sooner part with my wife. Here's Mr. 
Honeywood; see what he'll say to it. My dear Honey­
wood, look at this incendiary letter dropped at my door. 
It will freeze you with terror; and yet lovey here can read 
it-can read it, and laugh! 
. Mrs. Oroaker. Yes~ and so will Mr. Honeywood. 
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01'oaker, If he does, I'll suffer to be hanged the next 
minute in the rogue's place, that's all. 
. jIrs. Oroake1'. Speak, Mr. Honeywood; is there any­
thing more foolish than my husband's fright upon this 
occasion? 

Honeywood. It Would not become me to decide, mll,- . 
dame; but, doubtless, the greatest of his terrors now will 
but invite them to renew their villainy another time, 

Mrs. Oroaker. I.told you, he'd be of my opinion, 
Oroaker, How, sir! ao you maintain that I should lie 

down under such an injury, and show, neither by my teal's 
nor complaints, that I have something of t:p.e spirit of a 
man in me? . ' 

Honeywood. Pardon me, sir. You ought to make the 
loudest complaints, if you desire ,redress. The surest way 
to have redress is to be earnest in the pursuit of it. 

01'oakM·. Ay, whose opinion is he of now? 
Mrs. 01'oakM', ,But don't you think that laughing off 

our fears is the best way? 
Honeywood. What is the best, madame, few can say; 

but I'll maintain it to be a'very wise way, 
Oroake1'. But we're talking of the best. Surely, the 

best way is to face the enemy in the field, and not wait till 
he plunders us in our very bed-ch,amber. 

Honeywood. Why, sir, as to the best, that-that's a very 
wise way too. 

Mrs, 01'oaker. But can anything be more absurd than to 
double our distresses by our apprehensions, and put it in 
the power of every low fellow, that can scrawl teu words of 
wretched spelling, to torment us? 

Boneywood. Without doubt, nothing more absurd. 
01·oak6r. How! would it not be more absurd to despise 

the rattle till we are bit by the snake? 
Honeywood. Without doubt, perfectly absurd. 
01'oaker. Then you are of my opinion? 
Honeywoocl. Entirely. 
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Mrs . .Oroaker. And you Teject mine? 
Honeywood. -- forbid, madame. No, sure no reason­

ing can be more just than yours. We ought certainly to 
despise malice, if we can not oppose it, and not make the 
incendiary's pen as fatal to our repose as the highwayman's 
pistol. 

Mrs. Oroaker. Oh! then you think I'm quite right. 
HOlleywood. Perfectly right. 
01·oaker. A plagues of plagues! we can't both be right. 

I ought to be sorry, or I ought to be glad. My hat must 
be on my head, or my hat must be off. 

Mrs. Oroaker. Certainly, in two opposite opinions, if one 
be perfectly reasonable, the other can't be perfectly right. 

Honeywood. And why may not both be right, madame­
Mr. Croaker in earnestly seeking redress, and you in wait­
ing the event with good hmnor? Pray let me see the letter 
again. I have it. This letter requires twenty guineas to 
be left at the bar of the Talbot Inn. If it be indeed an 
incendiary letter, what if you and I, sir, go theTe; and, 
when the writer comes to be pai\l his expected boot.y, seize 
him? 

Oroakm·. My dear friend, it's the very thing-the very 
thing. While I walk by the door, you shall plant yourself 
in ambush near the bar, burst out upon the miscreant 
like a masked battery, extort a confession at once, and so 
hang him up by surprise. 

Honeywoocl. Yes; but I wonl l not choose to exercise 
too much severity. It is my maxim, sir, that crimes gen­
erally punish themselves. 

Oroaker. Well, but we may upbraid him a little, I sup­
pose? [honically.] 

Honeywood. Ay, but not. punish him too rigidly. 
Oroakm'. Well, well, leave that to my own benevolence. 
Honeywood. Well, I do; but remember that universal 

benevolence is the first law of nature. 
(Exeunt HONEYWOOD and MRS. OROAKER. 
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Oroakm.. Yes; and my universal benevole:t:ce will hang 
the dog, if he had as many necks as a hydra. 

ACT V. 

ScENE I.-An Inn. 

Entm' OLIVIA, JARVIS. 

Olivia. Well, we have got safe to the inn, however. 
Now, if the post-chaise were ready-

Jctl'vis. '1'he horses are just finishing their oats; and, as 
they are not going to be mal'l"ied, they choose to take their 
own time. 

Olivia. You are forever giving wrong motives to my im­
patience. 

Jan'is. Be as impatient as you will, the horses must take 
their own time. Besides, you don't consider we have got 
no answer from our fellow-traveler yet. If we hear noth­
jng from Mr. Leontine, we have only one way left us. 

Olivia. What way? 
Jm'vis. The way home again. 
Olivia. Not so, I have made a resolution to go, and 

nothing shall induce me to break it. 
Jm'vis. Ay; resolutions are well kept when they jump 

with inclination. However, I'll go to ha,sten things with­
out. And I'll call, too, at the bar to see if anything should 
be left for us there. Don't be in such a plaguy hurry, 
madame, and we shall go the faster, I promise you. 

[Exit JARVIS. 

Enter LANDLADY. 

Lctndlacly. What! Solomon. Why don't you move? 
Pipes anil tobacco for the Lamb there. Will nobody 
answer? To the Dolphin-quick! The Angel has been 
outrageous this half hour. Did your ladyship call, madame? 

Olivia. No, madame. 
Lalldlady. I find as you're for Scotland, madame-but 
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that's no business of mine; married, or not married, I ask 
no questions. To be sure, we had a sweet little couple set 
off from this two days ago, for the same place. The gen­
tleman, for a tailor, was, to be sure, as fine a spoken tailor 
as ever blew froth from a full pot. And the young lady so 
bashful, it was near half an hour before we could get her 
to finish a pint of raspberry between us. 

Olivia. But this gentleman and I are not going to be 
married, I assure you. 

Landlady. May be not. That's no business of mine; for 
certain, Scotch marriages seldom tm'n out well. .There 
was, of my knowledge, Miss Macfag, that married her 
father's footman. Alackaday! she and her husband soon 
'parted, and now keep separate cellars in Hedge Lane. 

Olivia. A very pretty picture of what lies before m~! 
[A8ide~] . 

Enter LEONTINE. 

Leont. My dear Olivia, my anxiety till you were out of 
d3nger was too great to be resisted. I could not help com­
ing to see you set out, though it exposes us to a discovery. 

Olivia. May everything you do prove as fortunate. In­
deed, Leontine, we have been most cruelly disappointed. 
Mr. Honeywood's bill upon the Oity has, it seems, been 
protested, and we-have been utterly at a loss how to Pl'O­
ceed. 

Leont. How! An offer of his own, too. Sure he could 
not mean to deceive us. 

Olivia. Depend upon his sincerity; he only mistook the 
desire for the power of serving us. But let us think no 
more of it. I believe the post-chaise is ready by this. 

Landlady. Not quite yet; and, begging yOill' ladyship's 
pardon, I don't think your ladyship quite ready for the 
post-chaise. The north road is a cold place, mailarne. 
have a drop in the house of as pretty raspberry as ever was 
tipped over tongue. Just a thimbleful, to keep the wind off 

I 
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yo I ,,(,oma" To be sure, the Ini:iL couple we had here, 
they said it was a perfect nosegay. Ecod, I sent them 
both ",,'~ay as good-natured! Up went the blinds, round 
went the wheel8, and, Drive awa • postboy! was the word. 

(J1·oaker. Well, while my rriena. .tIoneywood is upon the 
post or danger at the bar, it must be my business to have 
an eye about me here. I think I know an incendiary's 
look; ror, wherever the devil makes a pm-chase, he never 
fails to set his mark! Ha! who have we here? My son 
and daughter! What can they be doing here? 

Landlady. I tell you, madame, it will do you good. I 
think I know, by this time, what's good ror the north road. 
It's a raw night, madame. Sir-

Leont. Not a drop more, good madame. I should now 
take it as a greater ravor if you hasten the horses; for I am 
arraid to be seen myself. 

Landlady. That shall be done. Wha, Solomon! Are 
you all dead, there? Wha, Solomon, I say. 

[Exit, bawling. 
Olivia. Well, I dread lest an expedition, begun in rear, 

should end in repentance. Every moment · we stay in­
creases our danger, and adds to my apprehensions. 

Leont. There's no danger, trust me, my dear-there can 
be none. If Honeywood has acted with honor, and kept 
my rather, as he promised, in employment till we are out 
or danger, nothing can interrupt our jom-ney. 

Olivia. I have no doubt or Mr. Honeywood's sincerity, 
and even his desire to serve us. My rears are rrom your 
rather's suspicions. A mind so disposed to be alarmed 
without a cause will be but too ready when there's a reason. 

Leo":'t. Why, let him, when we are out or his power. 
But believe me, Olivia, you have no great reason to dread 
his resentment. His repining temper, as it does no manner 
Qf injury to himself: ~2 will it never do harm to others. 
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He only frets to kc 11 himself eml1loyed, M{l fie ]d8 for us 
private amusement. 

Olivia. I don't now that; but Pm sure, on some oc('u.­
sions, it makes hil ook most shockingly. 

Oroaker. [D'isc(, ('01 ing himselj:] How does he look 1 ow 
-how.does he look llOW? 

OliV1:a. Ah! 
Leont. Unione! 
Oroaker. How do I look now? Sir, I am yom very 

humble servant. Madame, I am yours. What! you are 
going off, are you? Then, first, if you please, take a word 
or two from me with you before you go. Tell me first 
where you are going; and when you have told me that, per­
haps I shall know as little as I did before. 

Leont. If that be so, our answer might but increase your 
displeasure, without adding to yom information. 

Croa1cm'. I want no information from you, puppy! And 
you too, madame: what answer have you got? [A cry 
without, Stop him!] · Eh! I think I heard a noise. My 
friend Honeywood without-has he seized the incendiary? 
Ah, no, for now I hear no more on't. 

Leont. Honeywood without? 'rhen, sir, it was Mr. 
Honeywood that directed you hither? 

Oroaker. No, sir, it was Mr; Honeywood conducted me 
hither. 

Leont. Is it pos'3ible? 
Oroaker. Possible! Why, he's in the house now, sir. 

More anxious about me than my own son, sir. 
Leollt. Then, sir, he's a villain. 
C1'oaker. How, sirrah! a villain, because he takes most 

care of your father? I'll not bear it. I tell you, I'll not 
bear i.t. Honeywood is a friend to the family, and I'll have 
him treated as such. 

Leont. I shall stlldy to repay his friendship as it deserves. 
Croaker. Ah, rogue, if you knew how earnestly he en­

tered into my griefs and pointed out the means to dtltect 
. - ~ .~ 
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them, y6u • uuhl love hi 11 UIS T do. (.1 cry leithout, J "l"p 
him! ) FU'e ttnll fury! t.hey have seized the incemLiar-; 
they ha-ve Lhr. .illain, the iur.clllliary ill view .. Sto 1J him, 
stop ail incencliary, a mu del'er! top him! rBrit.I 

Oi la. Oh, my terrors! What can this unult 
meant 

Leont. Some new mark, I suppose, of Mr. HoneywooCl's 
sincerity. But we shall have satisfaction: he shall give me 
instant satisfaction. 

Olivia. It must not be, my Leontine, if you value my 
esteem or my happiness. Whatever be your fate, let us not 
add guilt to our misfortunes. Oonsider that our innocence 
will shortly be all we have left us. You must forgive him. 

Leont. Forgive him! Has he not in every instance be­
trayp,d us? Forced me to borrow money from him, which 
appears a mere trick to delay us: promised to keep my 
father engaged till we were out of. dangel', and here brought 
him to the very scene of our escape? 

Olivia. Don't be precipitate. We may yet be mistaken. 

Ente?' POSTBOY, dmgging 1'n JARVIS; HONEYWOOD entm'­
ing soon afte?·. 

Po tboy. Ay, master, we have him fast enough. Here 
is the incendiary dog. I'm entitled to the reward; I'll 
take my oath I saw him ask for the money at the bar, and 
then run for it. 

Honeywood. Oome, bring him along. Let us see him. 
Let him learn to blush for his crimes. [Discovering his 
mistake.] Death! what's here?-Jarvis, Leontine, Olivia! 
What can aU this mean? 

Jm·vis. Why, I'll tell you what it means; that I was an 
old fool, and that you are my mastet·-that's all. 

IIoneywood. Oonfnsion! 
Leont. Yes, sir; I fiml you have kept your word with 

me. After SllCh baseness, I wonder how you can venture 
to see the man you have injured. 

( ~, r ~ 
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He, by myHo rwywood. ~ly ,If'ar L'tlont.ino; 
h.)i\o'-

Lw d. Pcucn, peace, for shame; and do ')t (' ntillLle to ag­
gr~"ate hm:cness by h,·pocrisy. kn':'" ) ou, sir T . ow you. 

Hone.1lu'ood. Why, won't YOh hrar 1l1(J1' By all that's 

"t, I knoll' not--
Leont. Heal' you, sir, to what purpose? I now see 

through all your low arts; your ever complying with every 
opinion; your never refusing any request; all these, sir, 
have long been cont-emptible to the world, and are now per­
fectly so to me. 

HoneY'lVood, Ha! contemptible to the world! That 
reaches me. [Aside. ] 

Leont. All the seeming sincerity of your professions, I 
now find, was only an allurement to betray; and all your 
seeming regret for their consequences only calculated to 
cover the cowardice of your heart. Draw, villain! 

Ente?' OROAKER out of breath. 

Or'oaker. Where is the villain? Where is the incendiary? 
[Seizing the POSTBOY. ] Hold him fast, the dog; he has 
the gallows in his face. Oome, you dog, confess- confess 
all, and hang yourself. 

Postboy. Zounds, masterl what do you throttle me for? 
Oroake1" [Beetling kim. ] Dog, do you resist? do you 

resist? 
Postboy. ZOllnds, master! I'm not he; there's the man 

that we thought was the rogue, and turns out to be one of 
the company. 

Croaker. How! 
HoneY1Vood. Mr. Oroaker, we have all been under a 

strange mistake here: I find there is nobody guilty; it was 
all an error-entirely an error of our own. 

Croaker'. And I say, sir, that you're in an error; for 
there's guilt, and double guilt; a plot, a -- jesuitical, 
pestilential plot; and I must have proof of ,it• 

.... _I. , • 1.1 
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Honeywood. Do but hear me? 
01·oake1·. What! you intend to bring 'em off, I suppose? 

I'll hear nothing. 
Honeywood. Madame, you seem at least calm enough to 

hear reason. 
Olivia. Excuse me. 
Honeywood. Good Jarvis, let me then explain it to you. 
Jarvis. What signifies explanation when the tIling is 

done? 
Honeywood. win nobody hear me? Was there ever such 

a set, so blinded by passion and prej udice! [To the POST­

BOY.] MJ: good friend, I beliflve you'll be surprised when I 
assure you-

Postboy. Sure me nothing-I'm sure of nothing but a 
good beating. 

Oroaker. Oome, then, you, madame; if you ever hOp'e 
for any favor of forgiveness, tell me sincerely all you know 
of this affair. 

Olivia. Unhappily, sir, I'm but too much the cause of 
your susplCIOns. You see before you, sir, one that with 
false pretenses has stepped into your family, to betray it: 
not your daughter­

01·oaker. Not my daughter-
Olivia. Not your daughter-but a mean deceiver-who 

-support me, I can not-
Honeywood. Help! she's going! give her air. 
01'oake1'. Ay, ay, take the young woman to the air; I 

would not hurt a hair of her head, whoseever daughter she 
may be-not so bad as that neither. 

[Ex~6nt all b~tt OROAKER. 

0l'oaker. Yes, yes, all's out; I now see the whole affair. 
My son is either married, or going to be so, to this lady, 
whom he imposed upon me as his sister. Ay, certainly so; 
and yet I don't find it afflicts me so much as one might 
think. There's the advantage of fretting away oUl' misfort­
unes beforehand, we never feel them when they come. 

- ....."J 
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Enter MISS RICHLAND ana Sm WTLLIHf. 

Sir Will. Bnt how do yon know, madame, that my 
nephew intends setting off from this place? 

Miss Rt:ch. My maid assured me he was coming to this 
inn, and my own knowledge of his intending to leave the 
kingdom suggested the rest. But what do I see? My 
guardian here before us! Who, my dear sir, could have 
expected meeting you here? To what accident do we owe 
tIllS pleasure? 

Croaker. To a fool, I believe. 
Miss Rich. But to what purpose did you come? 
Croaker. To play the fool. 
Miss Rich. But with whom? 
Croaker. With greater fools than myself. 
Miss Rich. Explain. 
Croaker. Why, Mr. Honeywood brought me here, to do 

n·othing now I am here; and my son is going to be married 
to I don't know who that is here; so now you are as wise 
as I am. 

Miss Rich. Married! to whom, sir? 
CrOake1'. To Olivia-my daughter, as I took her to be : 

but who she is, or whose daughter she is, I know no more 
than the man in the moon. 

Sir Will. Then, sir, I can inform you; and though a 
stranger, yet you shall find me a friend to your family. It 
will be enough, at present, to assure you that, both in point 
of birth and fortune, the young lady is at least your son's 
equal. Being left by her father, Sir James Woodville-

Crvaker. Sir James Woodville! What, of the west! 
Sir Will. Being left by him, I say, to the care of a mer­

cenary wretch, whose only aim was to secure her fortune to 
himself, she was sent into France, under pretense of educa­
tion; and there evet-y art was tried to fix her for life in a 
convent, contrary to her inclinations. Of this I was in­
formed upon my arrival at Paris; and as I had been once 
her father's friend, I did all in my power to frustrate her 

--'-' 
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guardian's base intentions. I had even meditated to rescue 
her from his authority when your son stepped in with more 
pleasing violence, gave her liberty, and you a daughter. 

Oroaker. But I intend to have a daughter of my own 
choosing, sir. A young lady, sir, whose fortune, by my 
interest with those that have interest, will be double what 
my son hAs a right to expect. Do you know Mr. Lofty, 
sir? 

Si1' Will. Yes, sir; and know that you are deceived in 
him. But step this way, and I will convince you. 

[CROAKER and SIR WILLIAM seem to con/m·. 

Enter HONEYWOOD. 

Honeywood. Obstinate man, still to persist in his outragel 
Insulted by him, despised by all, I now begin to grow con­
temptible even to myself. How have I sunk, by too great 
an assiduity to pleMe! How have I overtaxed all my abili­
ties, lest the approbation of a single fool should escape me! 
But all is now over. I have survived my reputation, my 
fortune, my friendships; and nothing remains henceforward 
for me but solitude and repentance. 

Miss Rich. Is it trne, Mr. Honeywood, that you are set­
ting off without taking leave of your friends? The report 
is, that you are quitting England. Can it be? 

Honeywoocl. Yes, madame; and though I am so unhappy 
as to have fallen under your displeasure, yet, thank 
Heaven, I leave you to happiness; to one who loves you, 
and deserves your love; to one who has power to procure 
you affiuence, and generosity to improve your enjoyment 
of it. 

Miss Rich. And are you sure, sir, that the gentleman 
you mean is what you describe him? 

Honeywood. I have the b~st assurances of it-his serving 
me. He does, indeed, deserve the highest happiness that 
is iu your power to confer. As for me, weak and wavering 
as I have been, obliged by all, and incapable of serving any, 

--"-­
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what happiness can I find but in solitude? What hope, but 
in being forgotten: 

J.1fiss R1·cTt. A thousand! to live among friends that 
esteem you; whose happiness it will be _ to be permitted to 
oblige you. 

HoneJlwood. No, madame; my resolution is fixed. In­
feriority among strangers is easy; but among those that 
once were equals, insupportable. Nay, to show you how 
far my resolution can go, I can now speak with calmness of 
my former follies, my vanity, my dissipation, my weakness. 
I will even confess that, among the number of my other 
presumptions, I had the insolence to think of loving you. 
Yes, madame, while I was pleading the passion of anoth~r, 
my heart was tortmed with its -own. But it is over; it was 
unworthy our friendship, and let it be forgotten . 

.Miss RicTt. You amaze me! 
Honeywood. But you'll forgive it, I know you will; since 

the confession shonld not have come from me even now, 
but to convince you of the sincerity of my intention of­
never mentioning it more. [ Going.] 

Miss Rich. Stay, sir, one moment. Ha! he here-­

Enter' LOFTY. 

Lofty. Is the coast clear? None but friends. I have 
followed you here with a trifling piece of intelligence: but 
it goes no further; things are not yet ripe for a discovery. 
I hive spirits working at a certain board; your affair at the 
'l'reasmy will be done in less than-a thousand years. Mum! 

Miss Rich. Sooner, sir, I should hope. 
Lofty. Why, yes, I believe it may, if it falls into pl'Oper 

hands, that know where to push and where to parry; that 
know how the land lies--eh, Honeywood? 

Miss R.,ich. It is fallen into yours. 
Lofty. Well, to keep you no longer in snspense, your 

thing is done. It is done, I say-that's all. I have just 
had aSSUTanccs from Lord Nevel'out that the claim has been 

. \ \ " ..... , 
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examined and found admissible. Quietus is the word, 
madame. 

Honeywood. But how! His lordship has been at New­
market these ten days. 

Lofty. Indeed! Then Sir Gilbert Goose must have been 
confoundedly mistaken. I had it of him. 

Miss Rich. He! Why, Sir Gilbert and his family have 
been in the country this month. 

Lofty. This month! It must certainly be so: Sir Gil­
bert's letter did come to me from Newmarket, so that he 
must have met his lordship there; and so it came about. I 
have his letter about me; I'll read it to you. [Taking out 
a If;l1'ge bundle.] That's from Paoli of Oorsica; that's from 
the Marquis of Squilachi. 'Have you a mind to see a letter 
from Oount Poniatowski, now King ot Poland-Honest 
Pon? [Searching.] [To SIR ,tILL.] Oh, sir, what, are you 
here too? I'll tell you what, honest friend, if you have not 
absolutely delivered my letter to Sir William Honeywood, 
YOll may return it. The thing will do without him. 

Sir' WW. Sir, I have delivered it, and must inform you 
it was received with the most mortifying contempt. 

Oroaker. Oontempt! Mr. Lofty, 'Yhat can that mean? 
Lofty. Let him go on"":""let him go on, I say. You'll find 

it come to something presently. 
Sir Will. Yes, sir, I believe you'll be amazed, if, after 

waiting some time in the antechamber, after being sur­
veyed with insolent curiosity by the passing servants, I was 
at last assured that Sir William Honeywood knew no such 
person, and I must certainly have been 'imposed upon. 

Lofty. Good! let me die, very good. Ha! hal hal 
Or·oaker. Now, for my life, I can't find out half the 

goodness of it. 
L ofty. You can't! Ha! hal 
Oroaker. No, for the soul of me: I think it was as con­

founded a bad answer as ever was sf,Jv,t from one private 
gellth~Ln<111 to another. 

", -,n-.. 
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L~fty. And so you can't find out the force of the mes­
sage? Why I was in the house at that very time. Hal hal 
It was I that sent that very answer to my own lettel·. Ha! 
hal 

01'oake1'. Indeed? How? why? 
L~fty. In one word, things between Sir William and me 

must be behind the curtain. A party has many eyes. He 
sides with Lord Buzzard; I side with Sir Gilbert Goose. 
So that unriddles the mystery. 

01'oake'l'. ~And so it does,indeed, and all my suspicions 
are over. 

Lofty. Your suspicions? What, then, you have been sus­
pecting, have you? Mr. Croaker, you and I were frieQds; 
we are fl'iell~ no longer. Never talk to me. It's over; I 
say, it's over. 

O'l'oake?·. As I hope for your favor, I did not mean to 
offend. It escaped me. Don't be discomposed. 

Lofty. Zounds, sir! but I am discomposed, and will be 
discomposed. To be treated thus! Who am I? Was it for 
this I have been dreaded both by ins and outs? Have I been 
libeled in the Gazetteer and praised in the St. James's? 
Have I been chaired at Wildman's, and a speaker at Mer­
chant Tailors' Hall? Have I had my hand to addresses, 
and Illy head ill the print-shops? And talk to me of sus­
pects? 

O'l'oake?·. My dear sir, be pacified. What can you have 
but asking pardon? 

Lofty. Sir, I will not be pacified. Suspects! Who am 
I, to be used thus? Have I paid court to men in favor to 
serve my friends, the lords of the treasury, Sir William 
Honeywood, and the rest of the gang, and talk to me of 
suspects? Who am I, I say? who am I? 

Sir wm. Since, sir, you are so pressing for an answer, 
I'll tell you who YOll are-a gentleman as well acquainted 
with politics as men in power; as well acquainted with per­
.sons ()~ fashion as with m9desty~ with lords of the treasury 



'l'ltE GOOD-NATURED J.fAN. 153 

as with the truth; and with ail as you are with Sir WIlliam 
Honeywood. I am Sir William Honoywood. [Discovering 
his ensigns of the Bctth. ] 

C1'oake1·. Sir William Honeywood! 
Honeytvood. Astonishment! my unole! [As-ide.] 
Lofty. So then, my confounded genius has been all this 

time only leading me up to the garret, in order to fling me 
out of the window. 

Croaker. What, Mr. ImportanQe, and are these your 
works? Suspect you! You, who have been dreaded by the 
ins and outs; you, who have had your hand to addresses, 
and your hp.ad stuck up in print-shops. If you were served 
right, you should have your head stuck up in the pillory. 

Lofty. Ay, stiok it where you will; for it cuts but a very 
poor figure where it sticks at present. 

Sir' Will. Well, Mr. Oroaker, I hope you now see how 
incapable this gentleman is of serving you, and how little 
Miss Richland has to expect from his influence. 

Oroakm·. Ay, sir, too well I see it, and I can't but say I 
have had some boding of it these ten days. So I'm re­
solved, since my son has placed his affections on a lady of 
moderate fortune, to be satisfied with his choice, and not 
run the hazard of another Mr. Lofty in helping him to a 
better. 

Sir Will. I approve your resolution; and here they 
come, to receive a confirmation of your pardon and consent. 

Ente1' MRS. OROAKER, JARVIS, LEONTINE, and OLIVIA. 

Mr·s. Or'OClker. Where's my husband? Oome, come, 
lovey, you must forgive them. Jarvis has been to tell me 
the whole affair; and, I say, you must forgive them. Our 
own was a stolen match, you know, my dear; and we never 
had any reason to repent of it. 

C1'oake1'. I wish we could both say so. However, this 
gentleman, Sir William HOlleywood, has beon beforehand 
with yon in obtaining their pm'don So, if the-two poor 
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fools have a mind to marry, I think we can tack them 
together without crossing the Tweed for it. [Joining thei,' 

!wnds.] 
Leont. How blessed and unexpected! What, what can 

we say to such good nessr But our future obE>dience shall 
bc the best reply. And as for this gentleman, to whom we 
owe-

Sir' Will. Excuse me, sir, if r interrupt your thanks, as 
I have here an interest that calls me. [Tur'ning to HONEY­

WOOD.] Yes, sir, you are surprised to see me; and I own 
that a desire of correcting your follies led me hither. I 
saw with indignation the errors of a mind that only sought 
applause from others; that easiness of disposition which, 
though inclined to the right, had not courage to condemn 
the wrong. I saw with regret those splendid errors, that 
still took name fi'om some neighboring duty. Your char­
ity, that was but injustice; your benevolence, that was but 
weakness; your f riendship, but cl:edulity. I saw, with re­
gret, great talents and extensive learning only employed to 
add sprightliness to error, and increase your perplexities. 
I saw your mind with a thousand natural charms, but the 
greatness of its beauty Rerved only to he!ghtcn my pity for 
its prostitution. 

Honeywoocl. Oease to upbraid me, sir : I have for some 
time but too strongly felt the jnstice of your reproaches. 
But there is one way still left me. Yes, sir, I have deter­
mined this very hour to quit forever a place where I have 
marIe myself the voluntary slave of all, and to seek among 
strangers that fortitude which may give strength to the 
m; ,.(l, and marshal all its dissipated virtues. Yet, ere I 
depart, permit me to solicit favor for this gentleman, who, 
notwithstanding what has happened, has laid me under the 
most signal obligations. Mr. Lofty-

Lofty. Mr. Honeywood, I am resolved upon a reforma­
tion as well as you. I now begin to find that the man who 
first invented the art of speaking truth was a much cnn­



155 THE GOOD-NATURED lIlAN. 

ninger fellow than I thought him. And to prove that I 
design to speak the truth for the future, I must no\~ assure 
you that you owe your late enlargement to another, as, 
upon my soul, I had no hand in the matter. So now, if 
any of the company has a mind for preferment, he may 
take my place. I'm determined to resign. [Ex-it. 

Honeywood. How have I been deceived! 
Sir W-ill. No, sir, you have been obliged to a kinder, 

fairer friend for that favor-to Miss Richland. Would she 
complete our joy, and make the man she has honored by 
her friendship happy in her love, I should then forg~t all, 
and be as blessed as the welfare of my dearest kinsman can 
make me. 

Miss Rich. After what is passed, it would be but affecta­
tion to pretend indifference. Yes, I will own an attach­
ment which, I find, was more than friendship. And if my 
entreaties can not-alter his resolution to quit the country, I 
will even try if my hand has not power to detain him. 

[Giving her hand. 
Honeywood. How can I have deserved all this? Howex­

press my happiness, my gratitude? A moment like this 
overpays an age of apprehension. 

Or·oaker. Well, now I see content in every face: but 
Heaven send we be all better this day three months. 

Sir' Will. Henceforth, nephew, learn to respect yourself. 
He who seeks only for applause from without, has all his 
happiness in another's keeping. . 

Honeywood. Yes, sir, I now too plainly perceive my 
enol's. My vanity, in attempting to please all, by fearing 
to offend any. My meanness, in approving folly, lest fools 
should disapprove. Henceforth, therefore, it shall be my 
study to reserve my pity for real distress, my friendship for 
true merit, Illy love for her who first taught me what it is 
to be happy. 

THE END. 
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260 Proper Pride.... ............... . 10 

412 Some One Else ................. 20 


First half................... " 20 

328 Babiole, the Pretty Milliner. 


452 In the Wegt Countrie........... 20 


647 GOblin Gold ................... 10 


619 Joy; or, The Light of Cold. 

Home Ford ................... 20 
 Steel Gauntlets ....... , ....... 20 


523 The Consequences of a Duel. A 


IUay Crommelin's \Vorks. 
 453 The Lotte,·y Ticket....... ... ... 20 

475 The Prima Donna's Husband .. 20 


Alphonse Daudet's WOl'ks. 
 648 The Angel of the Bells ......... 20 


Life and Manners ............ 20 


697 The P"elty Jailer. 1st half5.'l4 Jack............................ 20 

574 'file Nabob: A Story of Parisian 
 697 The P"etty Jailer. 2d half. . ... 20 


699 'fhe Sculptor's Daughter. 1st 


2'J l)avid. Copperfield. Vol. II .... 20 

22 DaVid Copperfield. Vol. 1. .... 20 
 78'l The Closed Door. 1st half... " 20 


('harlcs )licken8'8 \VOl'ks. 

10 'Phe Old Curiosity Shop........ 20 


699 The Sculptor's Daughter. 2d 

half ........................... 20 


24 PICkWICk Papers. Vol. I ....... 20 


37 Nicholas Nickleby. Second balf 20 
 14 Airy Fairy Lilian ............... 10 

41 Oliver Twi.t 20
..... .......... ..... 20 
 16 Phyllis .......................... 
77 A Tale or Two Cities 20
........... 20 
 25 M,·s. Geoffrey .................... 
84 Hard Times ........... : ........ 10
'1 Barnaby Rudge. 1st half .. .... 20 


29 Beauty's Daughters............ 10 

30 Faith and Unfaith .............. 20 


»4.Bickwickl'apers. Vol. II...... 20 

87 NiCholas Nickleby. First half. 20 


2 MollyBawn ..... ................ 20 

6 Portia . ......................... 20 


«() 

of EverY·day Life and Every.423 The Sea Lions; or, The Lost 

Sealers ...... .. ................ 20 
 day People.. . ................ 20 

8arah Dondney's WOl'ks. 

F. Du Boisgobey's Work8. 


328 Babiole, tne Pretty Milliner. 


Second half..... '" ........... 20 


522 Zig·Zag, the Clown; or, The 


.. The Duche8s's" Works. 


PariSian Romance ........... 20 


... . 20 


half .... .... ............ , .... 20 


782 The Closed Door. 2d half..... 20 


91 Barnaby Rndge. 2d hair •.•. " 2tI 

94 Little Dorrit. First half.. ..... 20
3 Wing and Wiug.... : ........... 20 

94 Little Dorrit. Second halt ..... 20 


.. Homeward Bound") ........ 20 

Z; 380 Wyandotte; or, The Hutted 
 107 Dombey and Son. 2d half .. ... 20 


108 The Cricket on the Hearth, and 

44 
 S85 The H eadsman; or, The Ab. 
 Doctor Marigold .............. 10 


131 Our Mutual Friend. (1st half). 20
baye des Vignerons .......... 20 

5( 394 'fhe B,·avo..................... 20 
 131 Our Mutual Friend. (2d half).. 20 


152 The Uncommercial Traveler . . . 20 


and Oollins ................... 10
71) 413 Afloat anti Ashore..... .. •. ... .. 20 

8. 4Ii Miles WaliingfOI·d. (Sequel to 
 169 The Haunted Man ......... ... .. 10 

437 Life and Adventures of Martin" Afloat aud Ashore ") ..••• " 20 

Chuzzlewit.. First half.. ..... 20 

419 The Chaiubearer; or,-fhe Little. 
 Chuzzlewit. Second half..... 20 
439 Great Expectations............ 20 


448 Pictures From Italy, and The
421 The RedskIDs; or, Iudian and 

Injin. Being the conciusion 


454 The Mystery of Edwin DroOd . . 20
l\Iudfog Papers, &c........ .. . 20 
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The New York Fashion Bazar. 

THE BEST AMERICAN HOME MAGAZINE. 

Price!lIJ Cents per Copy. Subscription Pl.'ice $3.00 per Yeat'. 

Among its regular contributors are 1I1ARY CECIL HAY, "THE DUCHESS," 
author of "Molly Bawn," Lucy RANDALL CO>lFORT, CHARLOTTE M. BRAE>lE, 
author of "Dora Thorne," I\1RS. ALEx. MCVEIGH MILLER, MARY E. BRYAN, 
author of" Manch," and FLORENCE A. WARDEN, author of "The House on the 
Marsh." 

COMMENTS OF THE PRESS: 
THE NEW YORK FABRION BAZAR aims 

to give full information of what ladies 
and chlldren should wear, and, from 
the space devoted to the matter, both 
pictorially and descriptively, we would 
suppose It succeeds. There is also a 
considerable amount of miscellaneous 
reading matter, especially of fiction. 
(Published by George Munro, New 
York City. $3.00 a year.)-United
Presbyterian. 

THE NEW YORK FASHION BAZAR for 
this month, George Munro, publisher, 
is on our table, and an interest.ing
number it is to the women of the land 
who have their sprin~ costumes to 
make up. " This magRZlDe is standard 
and the best authority on matters of 
fashion.-Baptist Reflector. 

THE current number of THE NEW 
YORK FASHION BAZAR, published by
George Munro, New York, is an illus· 

. 	trated library, as it were, of fashions 
in every branch of human wear. The 
figures, forms, and flttin~ are almost 
bewildering even to those who possess 
a quick eye to the subject that is so 
widely fascinating. The colored first 
page of the cover is too attractive to 
such ~ople to be resisted. The Fash· 
ion Colored Supplement forms the 
frontispiece to the present number. ­
New England Journal of Agricu/tu,·e. 

WE have.received the last number of 
THE NEW YORK FASBION BAZAR, pub·
lished by George Munro, New York 
City, the yearly subscription of which 
is only $3. Each number has a large 
colored fashion supplement, contain­
ing New York and Paris fashions, and 
the book is full of illustrations of every
conceivable article of ladies' attire and 
descriptions how to make the same, 
besides serial stories and sketches and 
much miscellaneous matter.-Maine 
Farnter. 

WE have received the lastnumber of 
THE NEW YORK FASRIONBAZAR,andat 
a hasty glance we see it is an interest­
ing magazine. Its fashions are useful 
to those ladies who do their own dress­
making, or even decide how they shall 
be made, and its stories are fascinat­
ing. What more can we say? Address 
George Munro, 17 Vandewater Street, 
N. Y.- Worcester [l\1ass.] Chronicle. 

THE NEW YORK FASHIO" BAZAR, pub­
lished by George Munro, is full of fash­
ions and reading. It seems to be very
full, and to be well adapted to the end 
sought. The yearly subscription is 
$3.00, or 25 cents a number. It is very
large, containing seventy·four pages,
large size.-Wilmington Morning
Star. 

THE NEW YORK FASHION "BAZAR con­
tains an attractive variety of "literary
entertainments, stories, poems, sketch­
es. etc., in addition to the display of 
ladies' fashions which are its chief 
study. These are set forth with an 
array of pictures and descriptions
which should leave nothing to doubt 
regarding the newest styles. The se­
lection of embroidery patterns offers a 
tempting choice for artistic tastes. 
New York: George Munro. -Home 
Journal. 

THE NEW YORK FASHION BAZAR, with 
supplement, is one of the most inter­
esting and ornamental periodicals that 
have reached the Herald office. It is 
issued by the publisher of the Fireside 
Companion and Seaside Library.­
Chicago Herald. 

THE NEW YORK FASHION BAZAR, pub­
lished by George Munre, for this month, 
is a marvel of beauty and excellence. 
It is full of ent~rtaining reading, and 
of the newest and most fashionable 
patterns and designs. It must be seen 
to be appreciated.-Church Press. 

THE NEW YORK FASHION BAZAR is tor sale by all newsdealers, price 25ceri'ts 
per copy. Subscription price $3.00 per year. Address 

GEORGE MUNRO, Mu nro's P ub1isb inll' H onse, 
P. O. Box 3751. 	 17 to Zl Vandewater Street, N. Y. 



THE CELEBRATED 

SOIIII 

GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT PIANOS. 

ARE THE lllOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY THE LEADINC ARTISTS. 

SOHIlIER &; CO., lllnllufncturers, No. 149 to 1~~ E.14th Street, N. Y. 

6,000 MILES THE BEST 
OF 

RAILROAD THE WORLD 
IT TRAVERSES THE MOST DEsmABLE PORTIONS OJ' 

ILLINOIS, IOWA, NEBRASKA, WISCONSIN, MINNESOTA, 

DAKOTA AND NORTHERN MICHIGAN. 


THE POPULAR SHORT LINE 
BETWEEN 

CHICAOO, MILWAUKEE, MADISON, ST. PAUL, MINNEAPOLIS, 
OMAHA, COUNCIL BLUFFS, DENVER, SAN FRANCISCO, 

PORTLAND, -ORECON, 
AND ALL POINTS IN THE WEBT AND NORTHWEST. 

PALAOB-:- SLEEPING ·:· OARS,':' PALATIAL +DINING +CABS 

AND SUPERB DAY COACHES ON THROUGH TRAINS. 

Close connections in Union depots with branch and connecting lines 

ALL AOENTS SELL TICKETS VIA THE NORTH·WESTERN. 
Sew 1'or" O.ee, -109 Broadwa,._ Chleago Om.&e, 62 Clark St. lJeDfu Ofllce, 8 Wlnct.or Hotel Bloek. 

::~:o~:o~~::; ~~eu~'t Houle. ~1IUl~~O:~~11~~ :.a~~~:':t ~~'. :'~~~~~~~~:i022~::l~1:::~ St. 

R. S. H A I R,Oeneral Pasaf'n!lpr Alrpnt. rUJ('AOO. JJ.L. 

FIRST PRIZE 
DIPLOMA. 
Centennial EXhibi­

tion, 1876: Montreal, 
1881 and 188'Z_ 

The enviable 
sition Sohmer & 
Co. hold among 
America.n Piano 
Manufacturers is 
solely due to the 
merits of their in· 
struments. 

They are used 
in Conservato­
ries, Schools and 
Seminaries,onac­
count of their su­
perior tone and 
unequaled dura.­
bility. 

The SOHMER 
Piano is a special 
favorite wifu the 
leading musiciana 
and critics. 

http:Wlnct.or
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Deacidified using the Bookkeeper process. 
Neutralizing agent: Magnesium Oxide 
Treatment Date: March 2009 

PreservationTechnologies 
AWORLD LEADER IN COLLECTI ONS PRESERVATION 

111 Thomson Pari< Drive 
Cranberry Township, PA 16066 
(724) 779-2111 
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