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Dramatis- - Perfonze.

qR. Flowerdale, aAMerchant, trading at Venice,
- Matthew Flowefdale, his prodigal Son,

Mr. Flowerdale, Brother to the Merchant.
Sir Lancelot Spurcock, of Lewfome /7 Kent,
Sir Arthur Greenthood, a Commander, In Love
QOliver, a Cornifth Clothicr, %witb Luce.
Weathercock, A Parafite to Sir Lancelot Spurcocks
Tom Civet, 1 Love with Frances.
DafRdil,
Artichoak,
Dick and Ralph, two cheating Gamejfers.
iiufﬁn, a Pander to Mifirefs Apricock a Bawd.

} Servants to §ir Lancclot Spurcock.

Frances,
Luce, % Dawughters ta Sir Lancelot Spurcock,
| Delia, - | |
Sheriff and Officers.
A Citizen and bis IVife.

Drawvers.

SCENE London, and the Parts
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ACT 1. SCENE I

Enter Flowerdale the Merchant, and bis Brother.
| F AT HE R.

OTHLER, from PFeuice, being thus. W
> difguis’d,

I come to prove the Humours of my Son =
How hath he borne himfelf fince my De-
S & parture,

1 leavmg you his Patron and his Guide ?

- Unc. Itaith, Brother, fo, as you will gneve to hear,
And I almotit afhamed to report it. , -

Fath. Why how is’t Brother ? Wha.t, doth he fpend .
Beyond the Allowance I left him ?

Urnc. How ! beyond that ? and far more 5 why, your
Exhibition is nothing ; he hath {pent that, and fince hath
borrow'd, protefted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to
wring Money from me, by the Love 1 bore his F ather,
by the Fortunes might fall upon himfelf, to furnifh his
Wants : Thatdone, I have had fince his Bond, his Friend
and Friends Bond ; although 1lknow that he {pends is
yours, yet it grieves me to ice the unbridled Wildnefs
that reigns. qver him. }

Fath. Brother, what is the manner his Life ? how'is
the Nanie of his Offences ? if they do not relith altogether
of Dammnation, his Youth may p rwﬂege his Wantonnef{s:
I myfelf ranan unbridled Courfe ’till thirty, nay, almoft’
’till forty ; well, you fee_how I am : For Vice once look-
ed into with the Eyes of Difcretion, and well ballanced
with the Weights of Reafon, the Courfe paft, -{feems.{o°

W_lc; ﬁhat the Landlord of hlmfelﬂ thch is.the
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“Heact,of-his Body, will rather intomb himfelfiin the
Earth, or feek a new Tenant to-remain in him, - which
~once fettled, how much better are they that in their Youth
heave knewan all thefe Vices, and left “em, than thofe that
" knew little, and 90 their Age run into’em.? BRelicve me,
Brother, they that die moft Virtuous, hath in their Youth
Jiv’d meic Viclous; and none knows the Danger of the
«F'ire move than he that falls into it: But fay, how is the
- JLourle of his Life ? let’s hiear his Particulars.
Une. Why 2’11 tell you, Prother, he isa continual
Bwearer, ;and a Breaker of his Oaths, whichas bad.
 Fazh. T grant indecd to Swear is bad, but not in keep-
thofe Oaths 1s better 5 for who wiil fet by a bad thing?
Nay, by .my Faith, 1 hold-this rather a Virtue thana
¥ice. Well, I pray, proceed.
LnesHets a-mignty Brawler, and comes commontly by
.the worft.
. Aate. By my Faith this is nonc of the woril neitker, for
2f he brawl and be beaten forit, it will in time make him
thun 1t : For what brings a Man or Child more to Virtue
than Carretion? What reigns over him elfe?
. Unc. He 1s a great Drinker, and one that will forget
Simdelf,
- Wfan, O beft.of -3ll, Vice fhould be forgotten, let him
~ditnk on, fo he drink not Churches. Nay, and. this be
ghe worit, I hold it rather Happinefs in him, than any
Iniquity. Idath he awy more Attendants ?
. Unc. Rrother, he is one that will borrow of any Maun.
Fath., Why you fee fo doth the Sea, it borrows of all
the {mall Currents in the World to encreafe himfelf.
Llnc. Ay, hut the Sea pays it again, and fo will never
grour Somn.
- b, No more would the Sea, neither, if it were as
Ary as_my Son.
Uxne. Then, Brother, T {ee you rather like thefe Vices
din your Son, than any way condemn them.
FEath, Noy miltake me not, Brether, for though T
lur them over now, as Things fligh: and nothing, his
Lorines being in the Bud, it would gdil my Heart, they
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vhould ever reign in him.

Flows, Ho? who's within ho®? -
I Flowerdale Anocls avithin,
lZge. That's your Son,he is come to borrow more Mony.

- Skt Bar Gad's Sake give it ut I am dead,
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Boe how he'il take it. | R
.Say, I have brought you News from his Father. i

K

I have here drawn a formal Will, as it were from myflf =
Which I'll deliver hun. 5
Une. Go to, Brother, n more: I will. - . Ef
Flozv. Uncle, where are you, Uncle-2 FWithin. 313
Une. Let my Coufin in there. I

Fath. I am a Sailor come from:-Fenice, 2and my Name
15 Chriflopber.

Enter Flowerdale.

Fiorv, By the Lord, in Truth, Uncle.

Lize. In Truth would a ferv'd, Coufin, without the
Lovd. ] -

Flow. By your Leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Loxd of
Truth. A Couple of Raicals at-the Gate, {et ypon.ae
for my Purte. ’

{'ne. You never come, but you bring a Brawlin your
Mouth.

Flywe. By my Truth, Uncle, you muft needs lend g
tcn Pound.

Line, Give my Coufin {cme fmall Beer here.

Flzv, Nay look you, you turn it to a_Jeft now, by this
Lighe, I thould ride to Crovder Fair, to meet Sir Larncelot
Spurcock, I thould have his Dauchter Luze, nind for fcurvy
ten Pound, a Man fhall lofe nine hundred threefcore and .
odd Pounds, and a daily Friend befide, by this Hand, Un-
cie, 'tis true.

Live. Why, any thing is true for ought T know.

Fhru. To fee now; why you fhall have my Bond,
Uncle, Tom. White's, Fawes Brock’s, or Nick Hall's 3
as good Rapier and Dagger Men, as any be in Exg-
dand 5 let’s be damn’d if we do not pay you, the worit
ot 215 all will not damn ourfe.ves for ten Pound. A-Pox
¢t ten Pound.

Une. Coufin, this is'not'the firlt time I have believ'd
you.

Firzv. Why truf2 me now, you know not what may
fall 5 if onc Thing were but true, I would.not greatly
care, I fhould not nsed-ten Pound, but when a Man can-
niot be belicv’d, there’s it.

{nc. Why what is it, Coufin ?

£low. Marry this, Uncle, canyoutell me if the Katersn
41ue be come home or no 2

Lre. Ay marry 1t |

‘#:’I‘“-*' t— L =



T ET G s .
“"The Loondon - Prodigal.” i3

F!acw By Gad I thank you for that News.
\’Vhat 15t 1n the Pool can you tell ? | |
Um- It 15 ; what of that ?

flow. What? why then I have fix Pieces of Velvet fent
me, I'll give you a Piece, Uncle: For thus {aid the Let-
ter, .a Piece of Afh- colour a three-pil'd black, a colourd
Deroy, a Crimfon, a fad Green and a Purple: Ye:,i"faith.
- Urc. From wham fhould you receive this 2

Flow. From who ? why from my Father ; with Com-
mendations to you, Uncle, and thus he writes 3 1 know,
faith he, thou haft much troubled thy kind Uncle, whom
God willing at my Return I.will {fcc amply f’ltl%h{:d anply
.I remember was the very Word ; fo God help me.

Une. Have you the Letter here ?

. Flaw. Yes, I havethe Letter here, here is the Letter:
No, ves, no, let me fee, what Breeches wore 1 on Satur-
d.«:z_y Let me fec, a ﬁrfy‘zzm' my Calamanka, a 7/ .rfrfm'n,
my Peach-colour Sattin, a Thur/day, my Vecllure, a Friday,
my Calamanka again, a Satwrday, let me fee, a Saturd 4y,
for in thofe Breeches I.wore o Saturday 1s the Letter: O
my riding Breeches, .Uncle, thofe that vou thought had
been Velvet, in thefe very Breeches is the Leiter.

Une. When fhould 1t be dated ?

Flazw. Navvy Didijfimo terfios qrpembnf no, N0, #ridi-
fimo tertio QF2.bris, A} Oobyis, {0 it 1s.

" Une. Dieditinmo terfios Q9obris :  And here receive [ a
Letter that your Father died in Fune : How fay vou,
Kefler ¢

Fth, Yes truly, Sir, your Father is dead, thefe Hands
‘&f mire: holp to wind him.

Fiove, Dead ?

Farh. A}’, Sir, dead.

Firre, 'Sblood, how fhould my Father come dead?

. Feazi. Utarth Sir, according to the old Proverb,
‘The Child was Born, and crwd, became Man,
After {ell Sick, and Died.

Une. Nay, Coulin, do not take it {fo heavily.

flze. Nay, [ cannot weep you Extempory; marry
fome two or three Days hence 1 fhall weep without any
Stintance. Butl Impu he died in good Memory.

- Farh, Very well, Sivy and fet down every Thing 1n
good Order, .fi'ld thc Kateriwr and Hie vou talkt of, 1
cane over in ; and T Guw all the Bills of ;..ledmg, andthe

~ '\. Lﬂ.fw.,-l.. that you tailk of, the.r.: 15 no imh a.bond :

=

-



) The London Prod; gczl

Fow. By Gad, I affure you, then there’s hnavem 1.@..--““E
‘broad. |
" Fath. il be fworn of that ; there’s Knavery abroad,

altho’ therc was never a Piece of Velvet in Feaice.

Fisw. 1 hope he died ingood Eflate.

Fath. To the Report of the World Le did, and made
his Will, of which I am an unworthy Bearer.

}Tm-‘w. His Will, have you his Will ?

Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the Prefence of your Uucle &
was willed to deliver it.

Une. 1 hope, Coufin, now God hath blefied vou w ith
Wealth, you will not be unrndful of me.

Flow. 1"l do Reafon, Uncle ; yet rfuith I take the -
Denial of this ten Pound very hardly.

Unc. Nay, 1 denied you not.

. Flow. By Gad you deny’d me direétly.

Unc. I'll be Judg’d by this good Fellow.

Fath. Notdirelily, Sir.

Flow. Why, he faid, he would lend me none, and that
had wont to be a dire& Denial, if the old Phrafe hold :
Well Uncle, come we'll fall to the Legacies. Inthe Name
of God, Amen. -

Itemm, I bequeath to my Brother Flaverdale, three hun- -
dred Pounds, to pay fuch trivial Debts as I owe in Lox-’
doz. '

Item, 'To my Son Mat. Fleaverdale, I bequeath two
Bail of falfe Dice, widelicetr, high Men and low Men,
Fullomes, ftop Cater Traies, and other Bones of Funétion.

Flow. ’Sblood, what doth he mean by this p

Unc. Proceed, Coufin.

Flow. Thefe Precepts I leave him, Let him borrow of
-his Oath, for of his Ward no body will truft him. Iet
him by no means marry an honeft Woman, for the other
will keep herfelf. Let him fteal as much as he can, that
a guilty Con{cience may bring him to his deftinate Re-
pentance : I think he means Hanging. And this weré
his laft Will and Teftament, the Devil ftood laughing at
his Bed’s Feet while he made it. ‘Sblocd, what “doth he
think to lop off his Pofterity with Paradoxes 7, :

Fath. This he made, Sir, with his own Hands.

Flow, Ay, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have
this ten Pound, imagine you have loft it, or robb’d of it,
or mifreckon’d yourielf fo much; any Wa.y to make it

. ‘_ﬂ : € ﬁlz OE, gcrod Uncle
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. The London Prodigal.
" Ene, Not a Penny.

Fath. I'faith lend it him, Sir, I myfelf. have an:
Eftate in the City worth twenty Pound, all that I'll en-
gage far him, he faith it concerns him in a Marriage.

Flo~p. Ay marry doth it,, this is a IFellow of fome
Senfe, this: Come good Uncle.

Une. Will you give your Word for it, Kefler ?

- Freh. L will, Sir, willingly.

Une. Well, Coufin, come to me an Hour hence, yon
fhall bave it ready.

Flowo, Shall I not fail ¥

Une. You fhall not, come or {end.

£27ze. Nay, I'll come mvfelf.

Fazn. By my Troth, would X'were your Worfhip’s Man,

Florw. What 2 would’ft thau ferve ?

Fath. Very willingly, Sir..

Y¥irw:, Why Pl tell thee what thou fhalt do, thou {ay’k
“tnou. hait twenty Pound,. go into Birchin-Lane, put thy
telf into Cloaths, thou fhalt ride with me to Cropivs

- Fair:
" Fath, I thank you, Sir, I will attend you.
. ¥low., Well, Uncle, youwill notfailme an Hour hence.

Unc. T will not, Coufin.

Flow. What's thy Name, Keffer 2

¥Yath. Ay, Sir.

¥lw. Well, provide thyfelf: Uncle farewel ’till anor,

[ Exz¢ Flowerdale.
Une. Brother, how do you like your Son ?
Fath. Ifaith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt,
©Or 2s a Iawk, that never ftoop’d to lure:.
'The one muft be tamed with an Iron Bit, |
*The otlier muft be watch™, or ftill fhe 1s wild,
.+ Such j5s my Son,. 2 while let hiin be {o; _
> For Counfel ftill is Fally’s deadly Foe.
T'll ferve his Youth, for Youth muft have his Courfe,
For being reftrain®d, - it makes him ten times wor{e ;
His Pride, his Riot,. all that may be nam’d,
Time may recal,. and all his Madnef{s tam’d, Excunt.,
Enter Sir Lancelot, Mafter Weathercock, Dafhdil,
] - Artichoak, Luce azd Frank. |
Lanc. Sivrah, Arthichoak, get you home before;
- And as you prov’d yourfelf a Calf in buying,
iy, - Drive bome your Fellow-Calves that you have bought. .

Y e 4
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- Art. Yes, forfooth, ﬂrrll not my F....i "OW Daﬁm} od ao

Yong with me.?
Lane. No, Sir, no; Imuft have on=td wait anine.
Art. Daflidil, farewel, Eood Fellow Dagfidil.
You may fee, Miftrefs, Iaxnt fet up by the Halves, -
Initcad of waiting on you, I am fent todrive home Calves:
Lanc. Vhith Frank, 1 muft turn away this Doffidil;-
He’s grown a very foolifh fawey Fellow,
Fran- Indeed-law, - Father, he was fo fiivce Thad him -
Before he was wife cnough for a fuohm Servang:Nlan.
Weath. But what{ay you to e, bir La; :u.!o* ?
Lanc. O, about my Daughters well I will go forwards .
Here's two of them,, God {ave them ; bu.. hu’*=t third, -
O fhe's a Stranger in her Cour{e of sze
She hath refufed you, Mafter Weathercecs

Weath. A, by the Rood, Six Lawucelst, that {he harh,- |

put-had fhe try’d me, f{he (hould bave found a Man-of me-
mdeed

Lanc. Nay,be not angry, Sir, at her Dehial, flie h:lth‘

refus’d feven of the worthiptull’it, and worthmit Houfe-:

keepers this Day in Kent: Indeed fhe will not marry, I+

fuppofe.
Weath. 'Fhe more Fool fhe. g
Lanc. What, . is it Folly tolove Chaftity ?
Weath. No, miftake itie niot, Sir Lancelod,
But ’tis an Qld Proverb, and you know it well
That Women dying M*uds, le1d Apes i Hell.
Lanc. That’s a foolifh Proverb and a falfe.’
W’eam By the Mafs, I think it be, and therefore’ L..t‘
» ‘But who fhall marry with Nliftre{s Frances ;-
S lﬂf‘mzz By my Troth they are talkmg of Marrying mﬂ,
er
Lace. Peace, let them-talk :
Fools may have Leave to Prattle as they. Walk.
Daff. Sentences ftill, {weet Miltrefs,
You have a Wity and it were your Alablafter.™
Luce. Tfaithand thy Tonguetripstrench™more/
Laie, No of .my nghthood ‘ot a Suiteryet s -
Alas, God help her, filly Girl, aFool, a very Faolp
Butthere’s the other black Lrows ;] fhrcwd Girl,
SHe hath Wit at Will, and Suiters two or three E
Sir Ay thir-Greenfbield. one; a gallant Knight,
A valiant Seldier, bat hIS Power but poor.

. '];hgp there's young Oliver, t he Derva:g/&zre Laéi'-’h
ook e




A wary Fellmv, marry full of W1t:,
.And rich by the Rood ; but there’s a third all An,
Lightasa Feat:hf::lj,r changmg as the Wind :
X oung Flowerdale.

FVeath. O he, Sir, he’s adefperate Dict indeed :
Bar him your Houfc.

Lanc. Fie, not {o, he’s of good Parentage

#¥Veath. By my fay and {o he is, and a proper Man.

Lare. Ay, proper enough, had he good Qualitics.
- #Weath. Ay, marry, thete’s the Point, Sir LZancelot :
¥or there’s an old faying.
Be he rich, or be he poor,
Be he l:ugh or be he low:
°T1s Manners makes the Man and all.

Lanc. Youare in the right, Mafter JZeathercock.

_ Enter Monfieur Civet.

- Civ. Soul, I think I am croffed fure, or witcht with
an Owl, I have haunted them, Inn after Inn, Booth
after Booth, yet cannot find them ; ha, yonder they are,
zhat’s fhe, I hope to God ’tis the, nay, I know ’tis fhe now,
for fhe treads her Shoe a little awry.

-~ Lanc. Where is this Inn ? We art paft it, Daffdel.

Daf. The good Sign is here, Sir, but the black Gate
- 1s before.

Civ. Save you, Sir, I pray may I borrow a Piece of
a2 Word with you?

Daf. No Pieces, Sir.

Civ. Why then the whole.
I pray, Sir, what may yonder Gentlewomen be ?

Daf. They may be Ladies, Sir, if the Deftinies and
Mortality work.

Civ. What's her Name, Sir ?

Daf. Miftrefs Franies Spurcock, Sir Lawncelo? Spurcoek’s
Daughter.

Civ. Is the a Maid, Sir.

Daf. You muft ask le‘a and Dame Prqﬁerp:r:e that :
I would be loth to be ridled, Sir.

Civ. Is fhe married 1 mean, Sir?

Daf. The Fates know not yet what Shoe-maker Ihall

make her Wedding Shoes.

Civ, I pray where Inn you, Sir? I would be very
glad to beftow the Wine of that Gentlew oman.

Daf. At the George, Sir.

Civ. God fave you, Sir. . i
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Daf. 1 pray your Name, Sir? .
Civ. My Name is Mafter Civet, Sir.
Daf. A fiveet Name, God be with you, good I\J:'ﬂﬂ:er‘l
Civel. [ Exzt Civet.
Lanc. Ay, have we {py’d your ftout St. George 2
For all your Dragon, you had beft fell’s good Wine:
That needs no Ivy Bth Well, we’ll not it by 1t,
As you-do on your Horfe, tis Room fhall ferve -
Drawer, let me have Sack for us Old Men ;
For thefe Girls and Knaves {mall Wines are beft.
A Pint of Saclk, no more.
Draaw. A Quart of Sack in the three Tuns.
Lanc. A Pint, draw but a Pint. Dafidif,
Call for Wine to make your{elves drink. -

Fran. And a Cup of Small Beer, and a Cake, good.
Dajfidid.

Enter Young Flowerdale -

Flow. How now, fie, fit in the open Room, now
cood Sir Lancelor, and my kind Friend, worfhipful
Mafter Weathercock. What at your Pint ? A Quart for
Shame.

Lanc. Nay Royfter, by your Leave we will away.

Floww, Come, aive's fome Mufick, we'll go Dance,
Be gone, Siv Lm:cr[af what and fair Day too?

Lonc. " I'were toully done, to dance W1th1n the Fair:

Flszuv. Nay 1f you fay fo, fairett of all Fairs; "then I'IL
not dance; a Pox upon my Taylor, he hath 1pdPd me=a -
Peach-colour Sattin Suit, cut upon Cloth of S‘:Iver bat if
ever the Rafcal ferve me {uch another Trick, Tl give
hiin Leave, i'faith, to put me in.the Calender of Fools,,
and you, and you, Sir Lancelot 5 'and Matter Pf/batﬁerwc&
my Goldfmith tco on t'other fide, I be{poke thee, Lz:cé
a Carkenet of Gold, and thought thou {hould’ﬁ: a had it
for a Iairing, and the Rogue puts me in Rerages for
‘©Orient Pearl; but thou fhalt have it by Sunday Nig'ht
Wench.

Eater the Dracaver.
Draav. Sir, here is one that hath fent yona Bottle nf

Rhenifh Wine, brewed with Rofe—Watcr ;
Flow. To me? O
" Draw. No, Sir, to the Knight ; and defires his more
.&cquamtance ‘

- Lanc. 'To me? What’s he that proves forkind » -
ﬁ P | have a Tnck to know hlS Name, Six,, he hath |

..H-un--_._r_......_ ol ..-J -laf
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a: Month’s Mind here to Miftre(s Frances, his Name i
Mafter Gruet.

" Lanc.. Call him in, Dafidl.

- Flow.. O, I know him, Sir, he is a Fool, but reafon-
able Rich, bhis Father was one of thefe.Leafe-mongers,.
thefe Corn-mangers,. thefe Money-mongers, but he nevex.
Bad the, Wit to he a Whore-monger.

‘ Enter ﬁ’fﬁﬂer Civet.
Lanc. X promiie you, Sir, you areat too much Charge.
Ciw: The Charge is finall Charge, Sir, I thank God
my- Father left me wherewithal’; if it pleafe you, Sir, T
fiave a-great.Mind to this Gentlewoman here, in the way
af Marriage:r *°

- Lanc. I thank you, Sir ; pleafe you to come to Lezv-
Kme, to my poor Houfe, you fhall be kindly welcome :
8 knew your Father, he was a wary Husband. To pay
Here, Drawer ?

_+ Drazv. All 1s paid, Sir; this Gentleman hath paid all.

. Lanc. Tfajth.you do us wrong;,

Lut we fhall live to make amends ere {ong:
Matter Flowardale, 1s that your Man ?

Flaw. Yes Faith, a good old Knave.

Lanc. Nay then I'think you will turn wife,
Now you take fuch a Servant:
Come, yow'll ride with us to Leauforme, let’s away,

"Tis.fcarce two Hours to the- End of Day. [ Excunt,
Lnrer Sir Arthur Greenfliood, OQOliver, Licutenant
and Soldicrs.

Arths Lieutemant, lead your Soldiers to the Ships,
"There let them have their Coats, at their Arrival
They fhall have Pay; farewel, look to your Charge.
Sel: Ay, we are nowJdent away, and cannot {fo much
as {peak with our Friends.
- QF, No Man what ere you. ufed a zutch'a Fafhion,
thick you cannot take your Leave of your Vreens.
Arth. Fellow, nomore. Lieutenant lead them off}
Sed.. Well, if T have not my Pay and my Cloaths,.
. T11 venture a runningaway, though I'hang for’t.
Areb. Away, Sirrah, charm your Tongue: -
| ” [ Exeunt Séldiers,

LI
. L]
)

" ©k. Bin you a Preffer, Sir ¥

- Artls. Lam-a Commander, Sir, undey the King..  #

«.. . Ok 'Sfoat, Man, and yoube ne'ér zutcla Command-
. & "Shud a fooke withiay Vieens: before I'ciiid a gor
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Anh. Content yourfelf, Man, my Autherity. wﬂl{ %
fretch to prefs fo good a2 Man as you. . . s
O/i. Prefsme?.1devy, prefs Scoundrels, and thy Mef~.
fels ; Prefs me, chee {corns thee i’faith: For feeft thee,,
here’s a wor.fhipful Knight knows, cham not to be prefied.
by thee.: |
Enter Sir Lancelot, Weathercock, young Flowexsdale;: old.
Flowerdale, Luge-and Frank.

Lanc. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lew/ome, welcome” by |
nty. Frock - What's the Matter Mark, why gre youvext? °

Q/i. Why NMan he weuld prefs me.

Lanc. Q fie, Sir thuttur, prefs hum ? -

He 1s 2 Man of reckoning, *

Weath. Av, that he is, Sir Adrthur, hehath the Nebles;~
The golden ‘Ruddocks he.

Arth. The fitter forthe Wars: -

And were he not in favour
With your Worthips, he fhould fee,
That I have Power to.prefs fo good as he.-

Of. Chill{tand *o the '['rial, {o chill..

Flow. Ay marry fhall he, prefs Cloth-and Ka: f}r,
YYhite-Pot and dvewien:Br o*h tiity tus,- ‘he cannot. -

Oli. Well, Sir, though you feo #louten -€loth and.-'- -
Karfy; chee 2 zeen zweh a Karfy-Coat wear outthe~".
Town fick a zilken Jacket, as thick a one yow wear.--

Flowv. Well f{ed viitan viactan.

.Olk. A, and well fed Cockneli,--and Boe-Bell’ tobs
What doeft think cham .aveard of- thy Zilken-Ceat, no~¢
fer vere thee.

Laxc. Nay, come r.o more, bereil-Loversand brrend.

Weath. Ay, 'ti- belt {o, -good Malter Oliver:

Flowy. 1s your NameMafter szeve:_, I pray yau.--

O/i. What tit and be tit, and grieve you. o

Flew. No, but I'd gladly knew if a Man might not«
have a foolith Plot.out of Mafter Oliwer to work upon. -

Oli. Work thy. Plots upon me, ftand afide, work-thy -
foolifh Plots upon me, chill {o ufe thee, thou weri never-
{e.ufed fince thy.-Dam bound thy Hea.d . work-upda. mei’

Flowo. Let kam come, let him-come. - -

O/i. ‘Zyrrha,. Zyrrha, if ic avere nat for.fhanie;” chbc
would a given thee zutch a whiiter paoop under the Ear,
chee would have made -thce a wvanged. another atmy .
Feet : Stand afide, let me loofe, ch.am all of -a vlammg

, I"a:ehmnd 3 ﬂand afide.. ‘
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“Flow, Well, I forbear you for. your Friend’s Sake.

_ OZ: A vig for all my Vreens, do’ft thou tell me of
my Vreens ?

Lanc. No more, good Mafter O/iver, no more, Sir 4r-
tfmr And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suitors,

very Man of worth, I'll tell you whom I faineft would
pref’er to the hard Bal gain of your Marriage Bed ; fhall.
I be plain among you, Gentlemen ?

Arth. Ay, Sir, 'tis beft.

Lanc. "Then, Sir, firlt to you, Ido confefls you a moft
gallant Knight, a worthy Soldier, and honeft Man: Bat
Honefty maintains a French- hond goes very {eldomin a
Chain of Gold, keeps a {mall Train of Servants ; hath few
¥Friends : And for this wild Oats here, young Flowerdale,
I will not judge, God can work Miracles, but he were
better make a hundred new, than thee a thrifty and an
honelt one.

JZearh. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath
touch’d you to the quick, that he hath.

Flhav. . Woodcock a my fide, why Nafter Weathereock,
yvou know I am honeft, howfoever trifles.

Wearh. Now by my Troth I know no otherwife.

Q, your vld Mother was a Dame indeed :

Heav’n hath her Soul, and my Wife’s too, I truft:
. And your good Father, honeft Gentleman,

He is gone a Journey, as I hear, far hence.

- Floav. Ay, God be praifed, he is far enough,

_He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradife,
. And left me to cut a Caper againft Care.
 Luce, look on me that am as lzght as Air.
. Luce. Tfaith I like not Shadows, Bubbles, Broth,
.-J hate a light Love, as I hate Death.

" Lanc. Girl, hold thee there :

Yook on this Dewonfbire Lad :
- Fat, fair, and lovely, both in Purfe and Perfon.

Oli. Well, SII‘, cham as the Lord hath mademe, youn

- know me well ; ivin, cha have threefcore pack of Karfy,

- and Blacken Hall, and chief Credit befide, and my Eor-

E tunes may be {o geod as another’s, zo it may.

. Lane. "Tis you I love, what{oever others fay.

~  Arth. Thanks, Falre{’r
" “Floww. What, would’ft thou haveme quarrel wnh him 2

. Farh. Do but fay he thall hear from you

- Lanc. Yet, Gentlemen, howfoeverl prcfer this Dewvon- .
SR LC. I I " " L o &m' ﬁ; :
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fhire Suitor, I'll enforce no Love, my Daughter fhall ha.ve ‘
her Liberty to chufe whom fhe hkes beft, _
In your Love-fuit proceed : “
Not all of you, but only one muft {peed. |
Weath. You have {aid well: Indeed right well.
Enter Artichoak. |
Are. Miftre(s, here’s one would {peak with you, my
Fellow Daffidil hath him in the Cellar already, he kn&ws
him, he met him at Croydon Fair. _
Lanc. O, I remember, a little Man,
Art. Ay, a very little Man.
Lazc. And yet a proper Man.
Art. A very proper, very little Man,
Lanc. His Name 1s Monfieur Giwver.
Arr. The fame, Sir. |
Lanc. Come, Gentlemen, if other Suitors come,
My foolifh Daughter will be fitted too :
But Delia my Saint, no Man dare move.
[ Exeunt all but youngFlowerdale,Oliver,and o/ldFlowerdale;
Floww. Hark you, Sir, a Word.
O/:. What ha an you to fay to me now ? |
Flozv. Ye fhall hear from me, and that very fhortly..
Q/i. Is that all, vare thee well, chee vere thee not a:
vIg. [ Exit Oliver.
Fiow. What if he fhould come now ¢ 1am fairly dreft:
Fath. 1 do not mean that you fhall meet with h:m. o
But prefently we’ll go.and draw a Will ; '
Where we’ll {fet down Land, that we never {aw, '
And we will have it of {o large a Sum, .
Sir Lancelot thall intreat you to take his Daughter:
This being formed, give it Mafter Wearbercack.
And make Sir Lancelo’s Daughter Heir of all =
And make him {wear never to fthew the Will .
To any one, until that you be dead,
This done, the foolifh Changeling eatbercock
Will ftraight Difcourfe unto Sir Lancelot,
The Form and Tenor of your Teftament.
Nor ftand to paufe of it, be rul’d by me :
What will enfue, that fhall you quickly {ee. .
Flow. Come let’s about it ; if that a Will, {weet. Krz,
Can get the Wench, I fhall renown thy Wit. [Exeunt
Enter Dafhdil and Luce. : t X
. Daf. Miftrefs, ftill froward ? '
| No kmd. Look.s ungo. yaux Dagidil, now by the Gods.... 4
s S LA__.._.......____._.__M

™
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Luce,” Away my foolifh Knave, let my Hand go. -
Daf. There’s your Hand, --but this fhall go withme ¢
My Heart is thine, this is my true:Love’s Fee, -
Luce. T'll have viour Coat ftript o’er your'Ears forthis, .
You fawcy Rafcal. | |
Enter Lancelot and Weathercock.
- Lanc. How now, .Maid, what is the News with you ¥
. Lauce. Y our Man is fomcthing {awcy. FExit Luce.:
Lanc. Go to, Sirrah,. I’il talk with:you anon. -
Day. Sir, I am.a Man to.bs talked withal, .
T am no Horfe, I trow ;
I. know:sny Strength, then no mere than:{o.
. Wearh. Ay, by-the Matkins, good Sir Lancelot, I {asy
him the other Day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercu/ss.
Pfaith God-a-mercy, Lad, I like thee well. .
Lane: Ay, ay, {ikke himewell, go Sirrah, fetch mea Cup
of Wine,
That ere I part with Mafter Weathcicock,
W-eé:may drink down our Farewel in French Wine.
Weath. I thank you, Sir, I thank you, friendly Knight,
I’ll come and vifit you,. by the Moule-foot I will ;
In.the mean:time, . take heed of cutting Flowerdale,.
He:s a_defperate  -LDick, I warrant you.
Lanc: BHe s, he is: Fill, Deafidi/, f11 me. {ome Wins.:
ri%; what wears he on hisdrm ? - ‘
My DaughtersLacels Bracelet, ay, ’tis the.{fame,-
Ha to vou, Maflter Fearhcrcock. .

- Weath.- 1 thank you, Sir.: Here, Dafftdi/, an honeft:
Fellow, and a tall, thenart.  Well 5 Il takemny Leave,
good Night; and I -hope -to: have you and: all. your -

. Daunghters. at my. poor Houfe,.in good footls Lmuit.

Lane, Thanks,. Malter Weathercock, 1 fhall be bold.to-

. treuble you, be {ure. .

Weath. And welcome,. heartily farewel. [ Ewit Weath..
Lanc. Sirrah, I faw my Daughter’s Wrong, and withal.

her Bracelet on your Arm ; off with.it; ard with it my+ .
~ Livery too. Have kcare to fee my Daughter match’d with.

- Men of Worfhip, andiare you grown.{a.bold? Go, Sir--

" rah, from iy Houfe,. or I’ll whip you hence.

Laf. 1'il not be whipt,..Shs. therels your Livery, ..

: "Fhis.is a Serviugman’s Reward,. what care I, .

E 1 have Means to truft to, I-fcorn Seswice, 1. [ Exit Dafidil,.

_,Er_l'a"l‘-.' 'y :_-

. Lanc. Ay a lufty Knave, but I.muft ler him.go.
. @ur Servants. mult be taught what:they fhowld know.. - .

oy i
-i'Mihi - .

= -"E-i—"rﬂ- £ T ey




Ttoe London Prokﬁgéfi;*”"

Enter Sir Arthur azd Luce. -
Euce. Sir, as I am a Maid, I do afte&t you above any: *T

Suitor that I have, although that Soldiers {carce know. . 3

how to love. _ ! -""',"
Arth. T am a Soldier,. and a Gentleman, ‘

Know whar belongs to War,. what toa Lady:

What Man offends me, that-my-Sword fhall right

What Womanrloves me,. I am her faithful Knight.

Luce. I neither doubt your Valour nor your:Lave,.

But there be fome that bear a Soldier’s Form,

"That {wear by him they never think apon, .

Go {waggering upand down from -Houfeto Haufe,

Crying, God pays : And
Arth. I'aith, Lady, I'll defcry you fuch a Man.

Of them there be many which you have {poke. of;.

''hat bear the Name and Shape of Soldiers,

Yet, God knows, very {eldom faw the War:

"That haunt your Tavernsand your Ordinaries,

Your Ale-houfes fometimes, for all a-lilce,

To uphold the brutifh Humour of their Minds,

Being mark’d down for.the Bondmen:of Defpair

Their Mirth begins in Wine,. butends in Blood,

Their Drink is clear, but their Conceits are mud.
Luce. Yet thefe are great. Gentlemen Soldiers. -
Arth. No they are wretched Slaves,

Whofe defperate Ldives doth bring them: timelefs Graveg;.
ixce. Both for yourfelf,. and for:your Form of Life,,

If I may chufe, I'll be a Soldier’s Wife.

Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver,. ,‘
O:/. And tut truft to it, {o then, :
Lane: Affure yourdfelf,.

You-fhall be married with all-Speed we may :

One Day. thall {erve for Frances and. for Luce.

O/i. Why che.wood vain know the time, for promdmg

Wedding Ra1mcn‘c's
Lanc. Why no more.but-this; firft get your Aflurance:

made - touching my Daughter’s Jointure, that difpatche,

we will in two Days make Provifion.

©/i: Why Man, chill have the Wi 1tmgs made by To-

IMOrrow.
Lanc. To-morrow be it then,. let’s meet at the K&’ng‘ .
Head in Fifp-fireet:. "o

Q/i. No, fie Man;. no: lﬁt.s meet at- tlie Rq/é at ‘fhmlg-,..
- sedd®s, that will be nearc ~ your Counfellor and mine,. . - 23




e R

“The London Prodigal:

Lm:c At the Rofe be it then, the Hour nine,
fHe that comes laft forfeits a Pint of Wine,
O/. A Pint is no Payment,
Let it be 2 whole Quart, or nothing.
Enter Artichoak.
Are. Matfter, here is a Man would fpeak with Mafter
Oliver ;5 he comes from young Mafter Flowerdale.
0J/3 Why chill {fpeak with him, chill fpeak with him.
Lanc. Nay, Son Oliver, I’ll furely {ee
What young Floaerdale hath fent to you.
¥ pray God it be no Quarrel.

O/i. Why Man, if he quarrel with me, chill give him
his Hands ﬁlll

Enter old Flowerdale.

Fcztb God fave you, good Sir Lancelot.

Lanc. Welcome, honeft Friend.

Fath. 'To you and. yours my Mafter wifheth Health,
But unto you, Sir, this, and this he.{fends :
There is the Length, Sir, of his Rapier,
And in that Paper fhall you know his Mind.

O/i. Here, chil meet him my Friend, chil meet him.

Lanc. Meet him, you fhall not meet the Ruffian, fie.

- Q. And Ido not meet him, chil give youLeave tocall

me Cut. Where is’t, Sarrah r where 18’t? where 15"t ?

Faith. The Letter fhows both Time and Place,

- And if you be a Man, then keep your Word.

Lanc. Sir, he fhallnot keep his word, he fhall not meet,

- Fath. Why let him chufe, he’il be the better known

- For a bafe Rafcal, and reputed {o.

- \OFi. Zarrah, errah and ’twere not an old Fellow, a.nd -
.fent after an Errant, chid give thee fomething, but chud
“beno Mony : But hold thee, for I {ee thou art fome-
> 'what' teftorn, hold thee, there’s vorty Shillings, bring
. by Mafter a veeld, chil give thee vorty. more, look
thou bring him, ch11 mall him tell hlm, chil mar his
. dancing T'reflels, chil ufe him,. he was ne’er {fo ufed fince:

E’- his Dam. bound his Head, chil make him for capering

~any more chy vor thee.

"-"Fasb. You {eem.a Man, ftout and refolute,.

j And I will fo report; whate’er befall.

T Lanc. ‘And. fall out ill, affure thy Matter this,

%‘ll make him fly the Land, or ufe him worfe.
xFarh. My Ma&er, Sir, deferves not this of you,

that you'll fhortly fmd r el

o
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Lane. Thy Mafter is an-Unthrift, you a Knave, L
And T'lI attach you firft, next clap hlm up :. T
Or have him bound unto his good Behaviour.

O/. I wood you were a Sprite if you do him any harm
. for this : And youdo, chil nere {fee you, norany of yours,
while chil have Eyes open : What do you think, chil
be abaffelled up and down the T'own for a Meflel, and a
Scoundrel, no chy bor you: Zirrah, chil come, zay no
more, chil come, tell him.

Fath. Well, Sir, my Mafter deferves not this of you,
And that you’ll thortly find. [ Exit.

O/i. No matter, he’s an Unthrift, I defie him.

Lanc. No, gentle Son, let me know the Place.

O/i. Now chve VOr you.

Lanc. Let me fee the Note.

O/i. Nay, chil watch you for zuch a Trick,

But if chee meet him, zo, if not, zo: chil make him
know me, or chil knawwhy I thall not, chil varethe worfe.

Lanc. What will you thennegleét my Daughter’s Love?
Venture your State and her’s for a loofe Brawl ?

O/%. Why Man, chil not kill him, marry chil veze him
too, and again ; and zo God be with you vather.

What, Man, we fhall meet To-morrow. [ Exit.

Lanc. Who would have thought he hdd been {o def-
perate. Come forth my honeft Servant Areickoak.

Enter Artichoak. =
~ d4rtz. Now, what’s the Matter ; fome Brawl toward, I
warrant you.

Lane. Go get me thy Sword bright {cower’d, thy Buck-
ler mended. O for that Knave, that Villain Daﬁdd would
have done good Service. But to thee.

Arti. Ay, this is the Tricks of all you Gentlemen,when
you ftand in need of a good Fellow. O for that Dafidi/,
0 where is he ? but if you be angry, and itbe but for the -
wagging of a Straw, then out a Doors with the Knave,
turn the Coat over his Ears.This is the Humour of you all

Lane. O for that Knave, that lufty Dagfd:/.

Arti. Why there *tis now; our Year’s Wages and ous
Vails will fcarce pay for broken Swords and-Bucklers that
we ufe in our Quarrels. But I’ll not fight if Daffidil be a
t'other fide, that’s flat.

Lanc. *Tis no, fuch matter, Man, get Weapon.s ready,
and be at Lozdon ere the Break of Day ; watch near the

I_odgmg of' the Dwmﬁ:re Youth but be unf@en 3 and das,
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he goes out; as he will go out, and that very early with™
out doubt.

Ari. What,-w ould you have me draw upon him.

And he goes in the Street ?

Lanc. Not fora World, Man, iato the Fields. For to’
the Field he goee, there to mect the defperate Flowverdal :
'Take thou the Part of Oiwer my Son, for he fhall be my
Son, and marry Lwice: Do'ft underfland me, Knave?

Arei. Ay, Sir, 1dounderftand you, but my voung
Miftrefs might be better provided in matching with my
Yellow Dafidil.

Laue. No’ more ;3 Dafid:/ is 2 Knave.

That Dafidil is a moft notorious Knave. [Exit A,
Enter \Weathercock
Mafter Weathercock, you come in a happy time ; the de-
{perate Flozverdale ‘hath writa Challenge ; andwiio think
cyou muft anfwer it, but the Devonfbire Man, my Son O-
Drver.

Weath. Marry T'am forry for it, good Sir Lancelot,
But if you will be rul’d by me, we'll ftay the Fury.

Lm:c As how, I pray ?.

Weath. Marry I'll tell you, by promifing young Floawer-

dalz the Red-hp’d Luce.

Lanc. I'll rather follow herunto her Grava..
Weath. Ay, Sir Larcelst, I would have thought {o too;
but.you and I have been deceiv’d in him ; come read this

Will, or Deed, or what you call it, I know not: Come,.

‘€ome, your Spe&acles I pray.

Lanc, Nay, I'thank God, I fee very well. |

Weath. Marry, God blefs your Eyes, mine have beex
dim almoft this thtrty Years. .

Lanc. Ha, what is this ?" what is this ?

- Weath. Nay tiere is trueLove indeed, he gaveitto me
but this very Morn, and bad me keep irunfcen from any
one; good Youth, to fee iow Men mny be deceiv'd.

Lane. Paffion of me, whata Wretch am I to hatethis

. loving Youth ? he hath made me, together with my Luce

he loves {o dear, Executors of all his Wealth.

- Hearh, All, all, good Man,, he hath given you all.’

< Eanc. . Three Shlps now in the Siraérs, and homes
ward-bound ;

Two-Lordlhips of two hundred Pounds a Year 3:

'The one in Wales, the other in Glouceflerfbire - .

Pebte-and- Acegunts are thirty thoufand Pound ;= .

--. +££:i
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. Plate, Mony, Jewels, fixteen thoufand more :-
Two Houfen furnifh’d well in Coleznan-flicct 5
Befide whatfoever his Uncle leaves to him,
Being of great Demeans and Wealth at Peckban.

J¥earh. How like you this, good Knight ? How like.

you this &

Lanc. Thavedonehim wrong, but now I'll makeamends;
The Devonfhire Man thall whiftle for a Wife.

He marry Luce !' Luce {hall be Fawverdale's.

Weath. Why that is friendly {aid, let’s ride to London
and prevent their Match, by promifing your Daughter to.
the iovely Lad.

Lanc. We'll ride to Loxdor, or it fhall not need,,

We'll crofs to Dedford-firand, and take a Boat:
Where be thefe Knaves i what Aytichoak ¥ what Fop ¥
Enter Artichoak.

Ar¢. Lefe be the very Knaves, but not' the merry &
Knaves. |

Lanc. Here take my Cloak, I'll have awallkk to Dedford.

Art. Sir, we have been fcouring of our Swords and
Bucklers for your Defencé.

Lanc. Defence me no Defence, let your Swords ruft,.
Pll have no fighting: Ay, let Blows alone, De¢lia {ee all
‘Things be inReadinefs againit theWedding,we’ll havetwor
at.once, andthat wili{fave Charges, Malter Weatbercock.

Arr. Well we will do it, Sir. [Execunt.

Enter Civet, Franlk, ard Delia.

Civ. By my troththis is good luck, ¥thank God for this.
In good footh I have even'my Heart’s defire : Sifter Di/iz,,
now I may boldly call you {o, for your Father hath frank
and freely given me his Daughter Frank.

Frank. Ay, by my troth, 7om, thou haft my good will
too, for I thank God I long’d for-a Husband, and would I
might-never ftir, for one his name was To2. o

Del. Why, Sifter, now you -have your Wifh.

Civ. You fay very true, Sifter De/iz, and 1 prithee call'
me nothing but 7o 5 and T'll call the {weet-Heart, and. .
Frank. Wil it net do well, Sifter Delia ? '

Del. ¥t-will do-very well with both of you: .

Frank. But Tom, muft I go as I do now when- ["am-
married ?

Civ. No,_ Fraxk, I'll have thee go like a Citizen
~In a garded Gown, and a Frencd Hood.

i@k, By my Troth that will be excellent indeed; -
S a oL - e e T R AR R LS
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Del. Brother, maintain your Wife to your Eftate.
Apparel you yourfelf like to your Father :
And let her go like to your antient AMother ;
He {paring got his Wealth, left it to you,
Brother take heed of Pride, {ome bids Thrift adieu.

Civ. Soas my Father and my Mother went, that's a Jeft
indeed ; why fhe went in a fring’d Gown, a fingle Ruft,

and a white Cap ; and my Father in a Mocado Coat, a pair
of red Sattin Sleeves, and a Canvas Bacl. |

Del. And yet his JVealth was all as much as your’s.
Ciw. My Eftate, my Eftate, I thank Geod, is forty
Pound a Year in good Leafes and Tenements; befides
twenty Marks a Yearat Cuckolds-Haven, and that comes
to us all by Inheritance.
Del. 'That may indeed, ’tis very fitly plied,
X know not how it comes, but {o it falls out
‘T'hat thofe whofe Fathers have died wond’rous rich,
And took no Pleafure but to gather Wealth,
- Thinking of little that they leave behind ;
For them they hope, will be of their like mind.
But falls out contrary, forty Years fparing
Is fcarce three {feven Years {pending, never caring
What will enfue, when all their Coin is gone,
And all too ldte, then Thrift is thought upon ;
Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kift,
And then Repentance cries, for had I wift 2
Civ. You fay well, Sifter Delia, you fay well ; but I
~mean to live within my Bounds; for look you, I have fet
down my reft thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her
French Hood, and her Coach, keepa couple of Geldings,
and a Brace of Greyhounds, and this is all I’ll do.

- Dd. And you’ll do this with forty Pounds a2 Year ?

. Civ. Ay, and a better Penny, Sifter.

Frank. Sifter, you forget thatat Cuckolds-Haven.
Civ. By my Troth well remembred, Frant,
I'll give thee that to buy thee Pins.

- Del. Keep you the reft for Points ; alas the Day,
Feools fhall have Wealth, though all the World fay ray.
Come, Brother, will you in, Dinner ftays for us. |

Civ. Ay, good Sifter, with all my Heart.

- Frank. Ay, by my Troth Zom, for 1 have a good Sto-
mach.

Civ. And I the like, {weet Frank ; no Sifter,
De not think I'll go beyond my Bounds. «
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Del/. God grant you may nht. [Eamnt. F:

Enter young Flowerdale, mzd bis Father, avith Joils. ’

in their Hands.

Flozv. Sirrah, K7z, tarry,you there, I have f{pied Sir
Larcelot and old IWeathercock coming this Way, they are
hard at Hand, I will by no means be fpoken W1thal

Fath. I'll warrant you; go get you in.

Enter Lancelot and Weathercock.

Lanc. Now, my honeft Friend, thou doft belong ta -
Nafter Flowverdale ? | -

Fatb, 1 do, Sir.

Lane. Is he within my good Fellow 2

Farth., No, Sir, he 1s not within,

Lare. 1 prethee, if he be within, let me fpeak with
frim.

Fath, Sir, to tell you true, my Maflter is within; but
indeed would not be {pole withal ; there be fome Terms
that ftands upon hijs Reputatmn, thercfore he will notad-
mit any Conference ’till he hath fhook them off.

mec I prethee tell him his very good Friend Sir Las-
celot Spur cock intreats to {peak with him.

Farh. By my Troth, Sir, if you come to take up the
matter between my Maliter and the Devorfbire Man, you
do but beguile your Hopes, and lofe your Labour.

Lanc. Honeft F riend, I have not any {uch things to
him, I come to {peak with him about other Matters.

Fath. For my Mafter, Sir, hath fet down his Refolu- -
tion, either to redeem his Honour, or leave his Life be-
hind him.

Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any Quarrel touching .
thy Mafter, or any other Perfon, my Bufinefs is ofa chf
ferent Nature to him, and I prethee {o tell him.

Fath. For howf{oever the Devonfbire Man 1s,

My Malfter’s Mind 1s bloody ; that’s a round O, -
And thercfore, Sir, Intreaties are but vain.

Laxnc. I have no {uch thing to him, I tell thee onceagin.

. Fath. I will then {o fignify to him. [ Exit Batber.

Lanc. Ay, Sirrah, I {ece this matter is hotly carried. '~
But I'll labour to diffwade him from it.

Eanter yeung Flowerdate and bis Patber.
Good morrow, Mafter Flowverdale.

Fhw. Good morrow, good Sir Lancelot,

Good morrow, Mai’cer Weathercock ;

~ By my Troth, Gentlemen, 1 hzwc bcen readmg mrer

I_ L
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Nichk Machiawvel s 1 find him |

Good to be known, not to be followed

A peiulent human Fellow, I have made
Certain Annotations of him fuch as they be:
And .how i’t, Sir Laxncelot.? ha? how is't ?
A mad Wor.d, Men - cannaot live quiet in it.

Lanc. Nlatter Flowerdale, 1 do underitand there 1s {fome
Jar vetween the Dewvonfbhire Nan and you.

Fatr. 'They, Sir; they are good Friends as can be.

Toaw. Who Maiter Oliver and I? as good Tiiends as
can be.

Leane. It 1s a kind of Safety in you to deny it,and a ge-
nerous Silence, which too few are indued withal : Rut,.Sir,
fuch a-thing I hear, and I could with it otherwife.

Flozv. No {uch thing, Sir Lancelot,at my Reputation, as
I am an honeft Aan.

Lanec. Now I do believe you then, if you do
Ingage your Reputation there is none.

Féo. Nay Ido not.ingage my Reputation there is not,
Y cut {hall netbind me to any condition of hardnefs:

But if there be any thing between us, then there is,
1t there be not, then there is not. Be, or be not, all 15
once.

Lanc. 1 do perceive by this, that there is fomethlnﬂ* be-
tween you, and I am very {'orxy for 1t.

Flow. You may be deceiv'd, Sir Lancelst, the laliax
Hath a pretty {aying, Quefto I have for Zot 1t too,
*'I'1s out of my Head, but in my Tranflation (him.
It hold thus, Thou hatt a Friend keep him ; if a Foe trip

Lanc. Come, I do f{ee by this there is {fomewhat be-

tween you,
And before God I could wifiit it otherwife.

Flow. Well, what is between us, can hardly be alter’d s
Sir Lancelot, 1 am to ride forth To-morrow,

That way which I muft ride, no Man muft deny
Ade the Sun, I would not by any particutar Nan
Be denied common and general Paflage.  If any one
Sawn, Flowerdals, thon p'LfILPc not this way ;
My Anf{wer 15, 1 muit either on or return :
But returp is nct my Ward, I mufton:
If I cannot then make my way, Nature -
Hath done the laft for me, and there’s the Fine.
Lanc. Mr. Tlowerdale, every Man hath one Tongue,

And two Ears; Nature.in her Building, -

- el
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" 'Ts a moft curious Vvork-mafter. =
Flwv. That is as machas to fay,aMan thould hear more

Than he- fhould {geak.

Fioze. You f*zy true, and indeed Ihave heard more,
Than at this time I will {peal.

Lar:. You {ay well.

Laxe. Slanders are more common thanTroths, Maler
Flonverdal:, but Proof is the Rule for both.

Fi-ze, You fay true, what do you call him
Flath it there wn his thiard Canron ?

Lazic. Thaveheard you havebeen wild @ T have believ’dit.

Flav, "T'was fit, ‘twas neceflary.

Leare, But I have {cen fomewhat of late in you,

That hath confirm’d in me an Opinion of

Goc:dnefs toward vou.

Fl:zv. DFaith, Sir, Iam fure I neverdid you Harm :
Some Good T have done, either to you or yours,

I am fure you knownot, neitheris it my Will you thould.
Lan:. Av, vour Will, Sir. |
Flo-0. '&v my Will, bn ; "sfoot do you know ought of

Begod and you do, Sir, I am abudd. (my Will?
Lane, Go, Nr. Floaverdale, what T know, [ know 3

And know vou thus much cut of mv Kvowledge,

That I truly love vou. For my Daughter,

She's yours.  And it you like a Marriage better

Than a Brawl, all Quirksof Reputation fetafide, oo with

me pre fently : And where you fhould fight a bloody Battle,

you fhalle married to a lovely Lady.

Flozv. Nay but, Sir Lancelot ?

Lane. If vou will net embrace my offer, yetaflure
yourfelf thus much, I will bave order to hinder your
Iincounter.

Flov:. Nay but hear ine, Sir Lancelos.

Lanc. Nay, {land not you upon imputative Honour,
"TI'is meerly unfound, unprofituble, and idle
Inferences 5 your Buﬁncﬁ, is to wed my Daughter, there-
fore give me your prefint Word to do it T'll go and pro-
vide the MNaid, therefore give me your prefent Refolu-
A1on, either now or never. 1

Flow. \ /1ill vou {o put me to 1t ? (never.

Lane. Av, afore Ged, cither talce m2 now, or take ms
Tlfe whatTthought fliould be'our match;fhall be our parting
:So fare you, well for ever.

Fiew. Stay? fall out, what my Fall, 'my Love .
s
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Is above all: I will come.
Lane. I expet you, and fo fare you well,

| Exit Sir Lancelot.
Fath. Now, Sir, how fhall we doforwedding Apparel ?

Flow. By the Mafs that’s true ; now help Xis,
The Marrnge ended, we’ll make Amends for all.
Fath. Well, no more, prepare you for your Bride,
We will not want for Cloaths, what{oe’er betide.
Flow. And thou fhalt{ee, when once I have my Dower
In Mirth we'll {pend full many a merry Hour :
As for this Wench, I not regard a Pin,
It ¥ her Gold muft bring my Pleafures in. [ Exit.
Fuath. 1s't pofiible, he hath his fecond living,
Forfaking God, himfelf to the Devil giving ;
But that I knew his Mother firm and chaft,

My Heart would {ay, my Hezd fhe had d1fg1ac d:
Elfe would I fivear, he never was my Son,

But her fair Mind fo foul 2 Deed did fhun.
Enter yourng Flowerdale’s Uncle.

Unc. How now, Brother, how do you find your Son?
Fath. O Brother, hcedlefs as a Libertine,

¥v'n grown a Mafter in the School of Vice,
One that doth nothing, butinvent Deceit ;
For all the Day he humours up and down,
How he the next Day might deceive his Friend:
He thinks of nothing but the prefent time :
¥For one Groat ready down, he'll pay a Shilling ;
But then the Lender muft needs ftay for it.
When I was young, I had the {cope of Youth,
Both wild and wanton, carelefs and defperate :
But fuch mad Strains as he’s pofleft withal,
I thought it wonder for to dream upon.
Unce. 1told you {o, but you would not believe it.
Fath. Well I have found it, butone thing comforts me,

" Brother, 'To-morrow he’s to be married

'To beaatous Luce, Sir Lancelot Spurcock’s Daughter.
Unc. 1s't pofiible ?
Fath. *Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him ;
This Day, Brother, I will you fhall arreft him ;
If-any thing will tame him, it muft be that,
For he is rank in Mi{chief, chain’d to a Lite,
‘That will encreafe his Shame, and kill his Wife.
Unc. What, arreft him on his Wedding Day ?
That were unchriftian, and an unhuman Part: .

n . How:
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flow many Couple ev'n for that very Day,
Have purchaft {feven Years Sorrow afterward 2
Forbear 1t then to Day, do it to Morrow,
And this Day muingle not his Joy with- Sorrow.
Fath. Brother, Uil have ic¢ done this very Day,
And in the view of all, as he comes from  Church,
Do but obferve the Courfe that he will take,
Upon my Life he will fortwear the Debt -
And for we'll have the Sum thall not be flight,
Say that he owes you near three thoufand Pound:
Good Brother, let it be done immediately.
Urne. Well, fecing you will have it fo,
Brother I'll do’t, and ftraight provide the Sherif,
Fath. So Brother, by this means thall we perceive
What Sir Lancelor in this pinch will do : ~
Add how his Wite doth {tand adefted to him,
Her Love will then be tried to the uttermoft -
And 2Il the reft of them. Brother, what [ will da,
Shall harim him much, and much avail him too.
[Exeuns.
Enterr Oliver, ]
O/, Cham afhured thick bethe Place,that the {coundrel
Apvointcd to meet me, if a come,zo : If a come not, 7o. .
And che war avife, he would make a Coyflrel an' us,
Ched vele him, and che vang him in hand,.che would
Hoylt him, and give it him tco and again, zo chud:
Who ha been thete, Siv Aythur ¢ Clul ftay afide.
Enter Sir Arthur.
Are. 1T have dog’d the Dewonffrire Man into the Field,
For fear of any harm that fhould befal him:
I had an incling of that Yefternight, |
That Fiowerda/e and he fhould meet this Morning.
Tho' of my Soul, O/awer fears him not,
Vet for I'd {ee fair Play on either fide,
Made me to come, to fee their Valours try*d emee
Good Morrow o Mafter Qlivesr.
Q/i, Ged and good Morrow. |
Art. What, Matter Oliver, are you angry 2
O/, What an it be, tytan griven yon?
Areé, Not me at all, Sir, bur I 1magine,
By your being here thus Armd,
You ftay for fome that you flould fight withal.

O/i. Why dnd he do, che would not dez're you'te
¢ake his part ' | '

n A.,
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Art. No, by my Treth, I think you need it not.
For he you look for, I thinlk means not to come.

- 'OF. No, and fhe were athure of that, ched avefe him |

1n another Place.

~ Enter Dafhdil.

Daf. O, Sir Adrthwr, Maller Oliver, ay me,
Your Love, and yours, and mine, {wect Miflrefs Luce,
‘This Morning 1s married to young Flowerdale.

Art. Married to Floaverdale ! "uis umpoflible.

O/, Married, Man? Che hope thou doft but jeft :
To make an a volowten merriment of it

Daf. O ’ustoo true, here comes his Uncle
Enter young Flowerdale's Uncle, wcith Sheriff and Officers.

Uzc. Good morrow, Sir orthur, good morrow, Mafter
Oliver.

O/i. God and good Mo, Mr. Flozverdale, 1 pray
tellen us, is your {coundrel Kinfman married ?

Art. Mr. Oliwer, call him what you will, but he 1s
married to Sir Lancelor’s Daughter here.

Unc. Siv Arthur, unto her?

O/i. Ay, ha the old velloew zerved me thick a trick ?
Why Man, he was a promife, chil chud a had her:
Is a zitch a vox, chil look to his Water che vor him.

Unc. TheMufick plays,theyare coming fromtheChurch,
Sherift, do your Ofhce : Fellows, {tand itoutly to it.

Enter all to the Wedding.

O/i. Ged give you Joy, as the old zaid Proverb 1s, and
fome Zorrow among. You ract us well, did you not ?

' Lane, Nay, be not angry, Sir, the fault i1s in me,

Y have done all the wrong, kept hum from coming to the
IField to you, as I mighe, Sir, for I am a Juftice, and
fworn to keep the Peace. -

Weath. Ay marry is he, Sir, a very Juflice, and fworn
to keep the Peace, you muft not difturb the Weddings.

Lanc, Nay, never frown nor florm, Sir, 1f you do,
I'll have an Order taken for you.

O/i, Well, well, chil be quiet

Weath., Mr. Flowerdale, Sir Lancelot, look you, who
here 1s ? Mr. Floaverdale.

Lanec. Mr. Flowverdale, welcome with all my Heart.

Floav, Uncle, this 1s fhe i'faith, Matter Under-Sher:4,
Arreft me ? At whofe Suit? Draw, Kit.

"Unc. At my Suit, Sir.

Lanc. Why, what's the matter, Mr. Floaverdale ?
Une,
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Une. This is the matter, Sir, this Unthrift here
Hath cozen'd you, and hath had of me
In feveral Sumns three thoufand Pound.

Flowv. Why, Uncle, Uncie.

Unc. Coufin, Coufin, you bave Uncled me,
And if you be not ftaid, you'll prove
A Cozener unto all that know you.

Laic. Why, Sir, fuppole he be to you in debt
'T'en Thoufand Pound, his State to me appears,
To be at leatt three thoufand by the Year.

Unc. O, Sir, 1 was too late nform’d of that Plot,
How that the went about to cozen you :
And form’d a2 Will and fent 1t to your good
Friend there, Nailer Weatbercock, m which was
Nothing true, but brags and lyes.

Lanc. Ha, hath he not fuch Lordfhips,
Lands, and Ships?

LU'ne. Not woith a Groat, not worth a Halfpenny he,

Lanc. 1 pray tell us true, be plawn, young Iloverdale.
Floav. My Uncle here’s mad,

And difpos’d to do me wrong.

But here’s my Man an honeft Fellow

By the Lord, and of good Credit, krowsall i true,
Fatn. Not l, 5ir, 1 am too old to lye; 1 rather know

You torg’d a Wiil, where every Line you writ,

You {iudied where to quote your Lands might lie.
Weath, And 1 prithee where be thy honeft Friends?
Fath. Utaith no vhere, Sir, for he hath none at ail.
I cath. Benedicity, we are o’er reaclh’d, I believe.
Lanc. I am cozen’d, and my hopztull'it Child undone.
Fio~:. You are not cozen'd, nor 15 the undone,

lhey fla-der me, by this Light, they flander me:

Lookk you mv Uncle he:«’san Ulurer,and would undo me,

Bu: I'll fta d in l.owv, do vou but bail me, you fhalldo no

more :

You Brother Civir, and Nafter HWearbercock, do but

Eail me, and let me have my Mariage Money

Pad me, and we'ot ride down,

And there your own Eyes fhall fee

How my poor ['enants there will welcome me.

You fhall but Bail me, vou fha'l du no more,

Add you, greedy Gnat, there Bail will ferve. -7
LTz, Ay, Sir, 14l afk no better Bail. 1
Lanc. No, Sir, you fhall not take my Buil, nor his,

; B 2 INor
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Nor my Son Civet's, I'll not be cheated, I.
Sheriff, take your Prifoner, I'll not deal with hims
Let's Uncle make falfe Dice with his falfe Bones,
I will not have to do with him: Mock'd, gull'd, and
wrong'd !
Come, Girl, tho' it be late, it falls out well,
Thou fhaly not live with him in Beggar’s Hell.
Luce, He is my Husband, and lagh Heav'n doth
know.
With what unwillingnefs I went to Church,
But you enforc’d me, you compell’d me to it:
The holy Churchroan pronounc’d thele Words but now,
1 muft not leave my Husband in Diftrefs :
Now I muft comfort him, not go with you.
Lane. Comfort a Cozener? On my Curfe tor{fake him,
Luce. This Day you caus'd me on your Curle to take
him :
Do not, I pray, my grieved Sonl opprefs ?
God knows my Heart doth bleed at his Diftrels,
Lanc. O Mafter Weatirercock,
I muft confefs I forc’d her to this Match,
I.ed with Opinion his fallfe Will was true.
J7eat)h. Ah, he hath over-reach'd me too.
Larc. She might have Lv'd like Delia, in a happy
Virgin's ftate.
D¢l Father be patient, Sorrow comes too late,
Lanc. And on her Kaees the beg'd and did mreat,
If the muil needs tafte a fad Marrnage l.ife,
She crav'd to be Sir Artbur Greenfloicld’s Wite.
Are. You have done her and me the greater wiong.
Lanc. O take her yet,
Art, Not 1.
Lanc. Or, Mager Oliver, accept my Child, and halt
my Wealth 1s yours.
O/i. No, Sir, chil break no Laws:,
Luce, Never fear, fhe will not trouble you
Del. Yet, Sitter in this Paffion do not run headlong te
Confufion. You may affe&t him, tho' not fellow him.
Frank., Do, Sitter, hang him, let him go.
Weath. Do faith, Miltrefs Luce, leave him.
Luce. You are three grofs Fools, let me alone,
I fwear, I'll live wicth him in all his moan.
O/:. But an he have his Legs at Liberty,
Cham avear’d he will never live with yoil.

Art
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Ar¢. Ay, but he is now in Huckfters handling . for

funning away. -

Lanc Hufwife, you hear how you and I are wrong’d,
And if yoa will redrefs it yer you may:

But if you (tand on terms to follow him,
Never come near my fight, ner look on me,
Call me not Father, look not for a Grear,

Yor all the Portion I will this Day give
Unto thv Silter Francees, |

Fran. How fay you to that, Yem ¢
I fhall have 2 good deal.

Befides, 1'll be a good Wife: and a good Wife
Is a good thing 1 can tell.

(rv. Peace, Lrank, 1 would be forry to {ee thy Sifter
calt away, as lam a Gen:leman.

Lanc. What, are you yet relolv'd?

Luce. Yes, I am reflolv’d.

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come.,

Luce. This way I turn, go you unto your lFeaft,
And 1w weep, that am with Griet oppreft.

Lanc. Forever fly my fight: Come Gentlemen,
Let’s 1n, 1'i]l help you to far better Wives than her.,
Delia, upon my Blefling talk no:to her,

Bafe Bageage, in {uch haite to Beggary ?

Une. oheriff, take your Prifoner to your Charge.

Floaw. Uncle, be gad you have us’d me very hardly,
By my 'I'roth, upon my Wedding Day.

[Exeunt all but Luce, yourg Flowerdale, bis
Father, Uncle, Sheriff and Qfficers.

Luce. O Malter Flowerdale, but hear me (peuk,

Stav but a litt'e while, good Maiter Sheriff,

If not for him, for my fake pi:y him:

Good Sir, ftop not youy Eurs at my Complaint,

My Voice grows weals, for Womens words are faint.

Fl3y., Look you, fhe kneels to you.

Unc. Fair Muid, for you, I love you with my Heart,
And grieve {weet Soul, thy Forwune is {o bad,

‘T'hat thou fhould'lt match wich fuch a gracelefs Youth,
Go to thy Father, think not upon him,
Whom FElell hath mark’d to be the Son of Shame.

Luce. Impute his wildaoels, Sir, unto his Youth,
And think that now’s the time he doth repent:
Alas, what geod or gain can you receive,

‘To imprifon him that nething hath to Pay ? ]

B 3 :An



BT “The London FProdigal.
* ' And where tiought is, the King doth lofe his due ;
O pity him as God fhall pity you. ;
"o Bm'. Lady, 1 know his Humours all too well, X

And nothing in the World can do him good,
But Mifery itfelf to chain bim wath. -.
Luce. Say that your Debts were paid,"then is he free ¢ -
Ure, Ay, Virgin, that being anfwered, I have done.
Fat to him that is all as impotlible, !
As [ to{cale the high Pyramids. )
Sheriff take your Prifoner; Maiden fare thee well, i
Lzce. O go not yet, good Mafter Floaverdale :
Taleemy Word for the Debt, my Word, my Bond.
Flow. Ay, by Gad Uncle, and my Bond tce.
Luce. Alas, I ne’er cught nothing but I paid it ;
And I can Work, alas, he can do nothing :
I have fome Fricnds perhaps will pity me,
His chiefeft Friends do feck his Milery.
All that I can, or beg, get or receive,
Shall be for you: O do not turn away :
Methinks within a Face fo reverend,
So well experienced in this tottering World,
Should have fome feeling of a Naiden’s Grief -
For my fake, his Father's and your Broihers fake,
Ay, for your Soul’s fake that doth hope for Joy, -
Pity my ftate, do not two Souls deftroy.
L7ne. Fair Maid, ftand up; not in regard of him,
FPut in pity of thy haplels Choice,
I do releafe him: Mafter Sheniff, I thank you :
And Ofhcers, there 1s for you to drink.
Here, Mazid, take this Morey, there isa hundred Angels
And, for I will be fure he {hall not have i,
lere, Kefler, take it you, and ufe 1t {paringly,
Put let not her have any want at all.
Dry your Eyes. Neice, do not too much lament
For him, who'e Life hdth been in Riot fpent:
If well he ufeth thee, he gets him Friends,
If i]l, a fhameful end on him depends. [Eait U
Floww. A plague go with ycu for an old Fornicator.
Come. Kit, the Morev, come honeft 1% '
Feth, Nay by my Faith, Sir, you fhall parden me.
Flpze. And why, Sir. pardon you? Give me the Mo-
ncy you old Rafeal, or I will make you.
f.nce. Pray hold your Hands, give it bim honeft Friend.
fath, Tf vou be fo content, with all my Heart. -
Flozn.

i " r
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Floww. Content, Sir, %blood {tie fhall be content '.°
Whether {he will or no. :A-rattle Baby. come tofollow me :
Go, get you gone to the greafy €huff your Father,:
Bring me your Dowry, or never look on me. -'. :
Fatb. Sir, fhe hath forfoolt her Father, and all her
Friends, for you. '
Fl.av. Hang thee, her Friends and Father altogether.
Fath. Yet part with fomething to provide her Lodging.
Flozv . Yes,1 mean to part with her andyou, butif 1 pare
with one Angel, hang me at a Poft. I'll rather throw
them at a cait of Dice, as 1 have done a thoufand of
their Fellows. | ‘ :
Farh. Nay then 1 will be plain, degenerate Boy,
Thou hadft a iFather would have been atham’d.
Floav. My Father was an Afs, an old Afs.
Fatbh. Thy Father? Proud licentious Villain:
What, are you at your Foils? I'{l foil with you.
Luce. Good Sir, {oybear him,
F Fatpr. Did not this whining Woman hang on me,
I'd teach thee what 1t was to abufe thy Father:
Go hang, beg, flarve, dice, game, that when all’s gone,
Thou may’ft after defpair and hang thyfelf.
Luce. O do not Curfe him.,
Fat5. 1 do not curfe him, and to pray for him were vain,
It grieves me that he bears his Father’s Name., - -
Floae, Well, you old Ralfcal, I fhall meet with you.
Sirrah, get you gone, I. will not frip the Livery - -
Over your Ears, becaufe you paid for it: T
But do not ufe my Name, Sirrah,
Do you hear? Look you do not
Ule my Name, you were beft.
Fath. Pay me the twenty Pound then that I lent you,
Or give me Security when [ may have it,
Floww, I'll pay thee not a Penny,
And for Security I'll gtve thee none..
Minckins, look 'you do not follow me, lack you do not -
If you do, Beggar, I {hall flit your Nofe, - |
Luce. Alas, what fhall I do?
Flowy. Why turn Whore, that's a good Trade,
And fo perhaps 1'll fe¢ thee now aud then. .
| [ Ex:reFlowerdale.
Luce. Alas theday that ever I was born. 0
Fath. Sweet Miltrefs, do not weep, I'il flick to you.
Luce. Alas, my Friend, I know not what to. do, .
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My F ather and my Friends, they .have defpis’d me :
. And I a wretched Maid, thus cait away, +
K nows seither where to go,. nor what to fay.
Fath. 1t grieves me at the Soul, to fee her Teara
. "Thus ftain the Crimfon Rofes of her Cheeks -
Lady, take comfort, do net mourn in vain,
I have'a little Living in this Town,
‘The which I think, comesto a hundred Pound,
All that and more fhall be at your difpofe ;
T'll ftrait go help you to fome itrange Difguife,
And place you in a Service in this ‘Town;
Where your fhall know all, yet youifelf unknown:
Come, grieve no more, where no help can be had,
Weep nat for him, that is more worfe than bad.
Luce, I.thank yau, Sir.. [ Exennd,
Enter Lanceiot, DMafler Weathercack azd the reft.
Q/i. Well, cha a bin zerved many =« ﬂum[h 'I'ricls,
But fuch a Lernpoop as thick ych was ne’er a {arved.
Laz»c. Son Ciuee, Daughter Frances, bear with me,
You fee how .I am-prefs’d down with inward Gricf,
About that lucklefs Girl, your Silter Luce.
But 'tis fall’'n out with e, as with many Families befide,
‘They are mott unhapp ¥ that are mc® belov'd,
Civ. Father, ’tis {o, "us even faln out {o, [ pafs
But what Remedy ? Set Hand to your Hear", and let it

L S

Hereds your sracmaisr Frgnees and I, and we'll not day,
We'll bring forth fuch witty Ch:ldren, but as pretty
Children as ever the was the’ fhe had the prick
And praie for a pretty Wench: But Father, done is
"The Efloufe, you'll come?
Lanc. Ay, Son Civet, 1'll come.
Civ. And you Mafter Oliver.
O/i. Ay, for che a vext out this veaft, chiil {ceif a gan
Malke a better Veaft there.
Ciwv. And you Sir Artdur ?
Art Ay, Sir, altho’ my Heart be full,
EIl be a Partrer at your Wedding Feaft.
Ciwv. And welcome all indeed, and welceme; come
Frank, are you ready ?-
Frank. Jethue, how hafty thefe Husbands are ; I pray
Father, pray to God to blels me.
Lanc. God blefs thee, abd I -do ;s God make thee wﬂ‘e,
.Sendiyéu both!joy, I with it with wet Eyes.

F.tm.r.é But Father, ﬂmll not my Sifter Delia go :rlonﬁ
WILN .
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with vs? She is excellent goed at Cookery, and {fuch -
things.

L;gmc, Yes marry fhall the : Delia, make you ready.

Del. T am ready, Sir, I will frlt go to Greenavics.

From thence to my Coulin Cheflerficid, and fo to London,

Ciwv. It fhall fuffice, good Sifter Delia, 1t fhall {uflice, 8
but fail us not, good Sifter, give order to Cooks and o- .
thers, for I would not have my {weet Frazi to {oil her -
Fingers. ‘

Frank. No by my troth not I, a Gentlewoman, and a -
‘married Gentlewoman too, to be:Companion to Cooks,
and Kitchin-boys, not 1 ’faith, I {corn that.

Ciw. Why, I do not mecan thou -fhalt, fweet Ileasr, .
thou fecft 1 do not go about 1t 5 well, farewell too: You
(Gods pity Nr. Weathercock, we fhall have your Company
100 ¢

Feath. With all my Heart, for I love good Cheer, -

Civ. Well, God be with you all, come, Frank.

Frankt. God be with you, Father, God be with you,’
Sir Arthur, Matter Ofliver, and Maller IFeatbherceck, Sifter, .
God be with you all : God be with you, Father, God be
with you every one.

Weath, Why, how now, Sir 4reour, all a more, Mafler -
Olizer, how now, Nan ?

Cheerly, Sir Lancelvt, and merrily {ay, -
Who can hold that will away.

Lanc. Ay, fhe is gone indeed, poor Girl, undone, -
But when thele be {elt-will'd, Children muft {mart.

Are. But, Sir, that fhe is wronged, you are the cliefef -
Caufe, therefore ’tis reafon you redrels her wrong.

Weath: Indeed you mult, Sir Lancelot, you muft,™

Lanc. Mutt? who can compel mie, Nr. Weasbercock 2
I hope I may do what 1 lit.

Weatlh. I grant you may, You may do what you lift,

O/i. Nay, but &ind you be well evifen, it were not good, -
By this vrampolnefs, and vrowardnefs, to caft away
As pretty a dowflabel, as am ‘chould chance to {ec
In a Summer’s Day ; chill tell you what chall do,

Chill go {py up and downthe l'own, and fee if T
Can hear any Tale or Tydings of her,

And take her away from thick a Mellel, vor cham
Afhured, heel but bring her to the {poil,

Aund {o var youwell, we fhall meet ac your Son Ciwer's.

Lane, I thank you, Sir, 1 take 1t very kindly.

Areh
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Arth, To find her out, Ul fpend my deareit. Blood,
Se well I lov'd her, to effeé&t her Good. [ Exenus Ambos

Lanc. O Mafter Weatlerco I
What hap had I, to force my Daughter
From Mafter Oliwer, and this good Knight,

"T'e one that hath no Goodnefls 1n his Thought ?

JPearh. Tl luck, but what remedy ?

Lanc. Yes, 1 have almoft devifed a Remedy-.
Young Floaverdale is fure a Priioner.

H'eath. Sure ? nothing more {ure,

Lanc, And yet perhaps his Uncle hath releas’d himr.

Weath. It may be very like, no doubt he hath.

- Lanc, Well if he be in Prifon, I'll have Warrants
To Tache my Daughter ’till the I.aw be ured,
For I willfue him upon Couzerage,

eari. Marry may you, and overthrcw him teo.

Lanc. Nay that’s not fo ; I may chance be {coft,
And fentence paft with him,

FPeath. Believe me, {o he may, thercfore take hecd.

Lanc. Well howloever, yet [ will have warrants,

In Pnilon, or at Liberty, all’s one =
You will help to ferve them, Mater Meathercock ?
| £ xeunt.
Enzzr Flowerdale.

Floav. A plague of the Devil, the Devil take thie Dices
The Dice, and the Devil, and his Dam go together.
Ot all my hundred golden Angels,

I have not left me cne Denier:

A Pox of come a Five, what fhall I do ?

t can borrow no more of my Credit : |
I'here’s not any of my acquaintance, Man ror Boy,
But [ have borrowed more or lefs of :

I would I knew where to takea good Purfc,

And go clear away, by this Light I'll venture for it,
Gods lid my Sifter Delia,
I'll rob her, by this Hand.
‘ Enter Uelia and Artichoale.
Del, 1 prithee, Artichiak, go not fo faft,
“The Weather is hot, and [ am fomething weary. [youn
Art. Nay 1 warrant youw, Miftrefs Deliz, I'll not tire
With leading, we'll go on extream moderate pace.
Flowu. Stand deliver your Purfe. :
Arz. O Lord, Thieves, Thieves. [Exiz. Artichoak,
Hloaw, Come,, come, your Purfe, Lady your Purfk.-

Del,
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Del, That Voice I have heard often before this-times
What, Brothey Flawerda!e become a Thief ?

Floww. A y, plague on’t, I thank your Father; |
But Sifter, come, your Money, come : -
What the World mutt find me, I am bdrn to live,

*T'isnot a Sin to fteal, when none will give. -

Del O God, 1sall Grace banitht from thy Heart,
Thinl of the bhame that doth attend this Faé&t.

Flyav. Shame me no Shames, come give me your Purfes
1'll bind vou, Stiter, leit 1 fare the worfe, .

De¢l. No, bind me not, hold, there is all I have,
Aad would that Money would redeem thy Shame.

Eunter Olver, Sir Arthur, and Artichoak.

Art. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. [ Delia.

O/:. 'Thieves, where Man? w h)' how now, Mililreis
11a you a liked 1o bren a robbed ?

el No, NMalter Odiver, "us Matter Kswwverdale, he did
but jeft wich me. A

O/:. [‘IO‘-V, Fs':ﬂ;-'.:r_'.{rrcfczfe, that Scoundrel? Sirrah, ycu
meten us well, vano thee that

F/> Well, Sir, I'll not meddle with you, becaufe I
have a Ch'ﬂiﬂe

Del. Here Brother Flozver dale, Ulllend vou thisfame
\ioney.
Flgze. I thanle you, Sifter.

©4. 1 wad you were viplit, and vou let the Mezel
have a Penny 5 bui fince you caunnos keep it, chil keep 1~
my {elf.

¢4, Tis pry to relreve him in-this {ort,

Wiho makes a triumphant Life his daily {pore. -

[).!. Brother, youfee Low all NMNen cenlure you,
Farewel, and L pray God amend vour Life.

O/d. Come, chil bring vou. alonﬁ, and you ﬂ:f'e enouzt.
From twenty {uch Scoundrels as hick an ane is.
Fareweil and be hanged, zyrrab,as 1 think {o-thou.
Wile be thortly : coma, Sir _dm*:fmr.

[E.n‘u nt all dut Flowerdale,
Floan. A plague co with vou tor a Karfie Rafcal 5
s Devo /Léive Man L ek 1s made all of Porls,.
His Hands made only for ro heave up Packs ,.
His Heart as fat and big as his Face,

As dlilqrxmo far from all brave ¢allant Minds,.
As | to ierve the Hogs, and drink with Hinds,
As | ain very near now 5 well what remedy,

=

Whea.

-
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When Money, Means, and Friends, do grow fo.{mall,

‘Then farewel Life, and there’s'an.end of all. [£xit.

Enteryoung Flowerdale’s Fatsér, Luce /ike a Dutch Froav,
Civit and bis Wife Frances.

Civ,. By my troth God a Mercy for this, gocd Chriffo-
pher I thank thee for my Maid, lilse her very well, how
daoft thou like her, Lrances 2

Fran. In good Sadnefs, To=z, very well, excellent well,
She fpeaks {o prettily, I pray what’s your Name?

Lice. ﬁ"fy’ namnc, fﬂrfOOth, be called Tanitin.

Fi-an. By my troth a fine Name: -O Tanikin, youarg
excellent for drefling ones Hcad a new Fafhien,

Luce. Me {all do every ting abountda Head.

Civ. What Countrywoman is the, Kefer ¢

Farh, A Dutch Woman, Sir.

Ciwy Why then fhe is Qutlandifh; 1s fhe not 2 -

Fato. Ay, Sir, fhe-is,

Fraz. O then thou canft tell how to help me to Cheeks
and Ears ?

Luce. Yes, Miftreflz, very well,

Fath Cheeks and Ears why, M:ftrels Frances, want-
vou Cheeks and Ears-? methinks you have very fair ones.

Firan. Thou are a Yool indeed ¢ e, thou knowell
what 1 mean.

Civ. Ay, ay, Kefler, tis {uch they wear a their Heads.
I prithee, Ki¢, have herin, and (new her my Houle,

Fath, I will, Sir ? come Tanitix.

Fran. © Tom, you have not buffed me to Day, Tom,

Civ. No Frances, we muft not kifs afore Folks.

God faye my Franck.
Enter Delia and Artichoak,
See yonder, my Sifter Delia is come, welcome, good Sifter,

Fran. Welcome, good Sifter, how do you like the Tire
of my I'ead: |

Del. Very well S:fter.,

Civ, I am glad you’re come, Sifler De/ia, to-give order
for. Supper, they will be here {oon.

Are.. Ay, but it good luck had not-{ferv’d, fhe had
Noi heen here now filching Floaverdale had like
To perper'd us, but for Matter O/iwer we had been robb’d-

Del.. Peace, Sirrah, no more. )

Fath. Robb’d! by whom ?

Art. Marry by none but by Floaverdgle, he is turn'd -
STh.t.

Cits..
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Civ. By my Faith, butthat is not well, but God be
prais’d for your Efcape, will you draw near, Sifter? -
~ Fath. Sirrah, come hither; would Flewerdale he that.
was my Malter, a robbed you, I pritheetell me true -
Art. Yes, 1'Faith, even that Flowerdale that was thy
Matter.
Fath. Hold thee, there isa French Crown, and {peak:
no more of this. '
Art. Not I, not a Word, now do T {mell Knavery ;
In every Purle Flowverdale takes, heis half:
And gives me this to keep Counlel, not a Word I,
Fath. Why Geod a Mercy.
Fran Stiter, look heve. I have a new Dutch Maid,
And fhe fpeaks fo fine, it would doyour Heart good 3
Civ. How do you hke her, Sifter?
bel. 1 hke your Maid well. :
Civ. Well, dear Sifter, will you draw near, and give
Direftions for Supper, Guelts will be here prefently.
Del, Yes, Brother, lead the Way, Ull follow you.
[ Lxcunt all bur Delia gnd Luce,
Hark you, Dutch I'row, a Word.
Luce. Vat is your Vill wit me ?
Del Sifter Luce, 'tis not your broken Language,
Nor this fame Habit can difguife your Face
Fiom I that koow you; pray teli me, what means this ?
Luce. Sitter. I fee you know me, yet be fecret ;.
This borrow’d Shapethat I have ta’n upon me,
Is but to keep my feif a Space unknown
Both from my Father and my nearelt Friends;
Unull I fee how Time willbring to pafs,
The defperate Courle of Mafter Floaverdale.
Del, O he 1s worle than bad, I prithee leave him,.
And le: not once thy Hearr to think on him.
Luc:. Do not perfuade me once to fuch a Thought,
Imagine yet,.that he. is worfe than nought ;
Yet one good Time. may all that It undo,
‘T hara. his former Life did run into.
Therefore, kind Sifter, do not difclofe my Eftate,
fe’er his Heart doth turn, 'tis-ne'er to late.
Del. Well, {eeing no Counfel can remove your Mind;
EBll not diiclole you,' that are wilful blind. .
Luce. Delia, 1 thank you, I now muft pieafe her Eyes,
My Sitker Fraaces, neither fair nor wife, [Excunt.

Enteyr

i
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Enter Flowerdale Solus,

Flow. On goes he that knows no end of his Journey,
I havepa%s’d the very ntmoft bounds of Shifting,
I have no Cour{e now bu: to hang my felf;
1 have liv'd fince yefterday twoa Cloclk, of a
Spice cake I had at a Burial: And for Drink,
I got itat an Ale-houfe among Porters, {uch as
\Vlllbear out a Man, if he have no Money irdeel ;
Y mean out of the’r Companies, forthey are Men
Of good Carriage. Who comes here?
The two Cony catchers, that won all my Mony of me.
I'll try if they’ll lend me any.

Enter Dick and Ralph,

What.Nlr. Richard, hcw dovyou?
How deoit theu Ralp4? Dy Gad, Gent'emen. the World
Giows bare with me, w:ll you doas much aslend
Me an Angel between you both, ycu know veu
Won a nundied of me the other Dav,

Rabsy How,an Angel ? Gad damn us if we lpt not
gvery Penn}r within an Hour after thou wert gone.
" Fleee, T prithee lend me {o much aswili pay for my Supe
I'll] pay you aga'™s, as I am a Gentleman, [per

Ralph. V'Faith, we have not a farthing, not a mue;
I wonder atit, Mr. Foaverdale,

Yeou will fo cilre:‘cﬂ_y undo your {elf;
Why you will lofe more Money in an Hour,
Then any Honeft Aan 1pends Ina Year;
For Shame betale yon to fome heneft Trade,
And live not thus {o like a Vagabond. [ Exevrs.
Fi.zv. A Vagabond indeed, more Viilains veu

They gave me Cecunfel that £rit cozen’d me ;
Thoie Devils firit breught me to this ] am,
And teing thus, the firit that do me wrorg.
Well, yet 1 have one Friend left in ficre.
Not f*_a.r from hence there dwells a Cockaunice,
One that [ firft purin a Sattin Gown,
And not 2 Tooth that dwells within her Head,

Jut {tands me at the leatt in twenty Pound -
Her will I vifit now my Coyn 1s gone,
And as 1 take it here dwells the Gentlewaman.
What ho, 1s Miitrels Apricock withmn ¥

Enter Rufhan, .
Ruf. Whatfaucy Rafcal is that which knocks ﬁ:} bold.

- Q, isityou, old Spend-thrift? are you here ?

Oune
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©ne that is turned Cozener about the Town. |
My Mittrefs faw you, and fends this Word by me,
ILither be packing quickly from the Door,

Or you fhall havefuch a Greeting feut your flraight, -
As you will hittle like on, you had beft be gone. [ Exsz.

Fleav. Why fo, this is as it fhould be, being poor,

Thus art thou ferv’d by a vile painted W hore,
Well, fince thy damned Crew do {o abufe thee,
I'll try of honeit Men, how they will ufe me.

Foter an ancient Citizon.
Sir, I befcech you to take Compaflion of 2 Margs
One whofe I'ortunes have been better then at this Inftant
they feem to be: butif [ might crave of youfome lictle
Portion, as would bring me to my Fiiends, I would reft
thankful, unul I had requited fo areata Courtefy.

Cet Yy, tv, young Man, thits Courfe 1s very bad,
Toov many {uch have we about this Cuy ;

Yet for I have not feen you in this fort,

Nor noted you to be a common Beggar,

[Hold, there’s an Angel to bear your Charges

PDown, go to your Friends, do not on this depend, *
Such Bad Beginnings oft have worfer Ends, [Exiz Cit,

Floww, Worler ends : Nay, 1f it fall cut

INo worfe than in old Angels I care not,
Nay, now I have had fuch a fortunate Eeginning,
I'll not let & fixpenny Purfe efcape me:
>y the Mafs here comes another.

Enter @ Citizen's IFife avith a Torch befare ber.
God blefs vou, fair Miflrels.
Now would it pleafe you, Gentlewoman, to look intsy
the Wants of a poor Gentlernan, 1 younuer Brother, I
doubt not but God will treble reflore it bacle again, ‘one
that never before this time demanded Penny:, Half-penny,
nor Farthing.

Cit. Wife, Stay, Alexander now by my Troth a very
proper Man, and 'us great Pity ; hold my Friend, there’s
all the Money I have about me, a couple aShillings, and
God blefs thee. |

Floau. Now God thank you, {weet Lady; if you have
any Friend, or Garden-houfe, where you may imploy a
poor Gentleman as your Friend, 1 am yours to. command
in all {ecret Service. -

C:it, Wife. I thank you good Friend, I prithee let me
fee that again I gave thee, there is one of them.a, brafs

y Shmlﬁg: :
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Shilling, give me them, aud here 1s half a Crown in Gold.
[ He gives it ber.
Now out upon thee, Rafcal: Secert Service! What doft
thou make of me? It were a good Deed to have thee
whipt: Now I have my Money again, I’ll {ee thee
hang’d before I give thee a Penny. Secret Service @
CGn, good Alexander. [ Exeunt Ambo.

Floww. This isvillainous Luck, I perceive Difhonefty
Will oot thrive; here comes more, God {orgive me,
Sir Arthur,and Mr. Oliwver, afmegad 1M1} {pcak to them,
God fave you Sir Arthur . God tave you, Nt Oliwer.

O/i. Been you there, Xurah, come will you taken
yourfelves to your Tools, Coyltrel?

Floaw. Nay, Mr. Ofiver, 'l not ight with you,
Alas, Sir, you know it was nor my doing,

It was only a Plot te get Sir Lancelot’s Daughter 5
" By Gad I never meant you harm,

Q/;. And whore is the Gentiewoman thy Wife, Mg~
el 7 Whore 1s the, Zirrah, ha?

Floaw. By my troth Mr. Qliwver, fick, very fick s
And Gad 1s my Judge, I know not what means to make
for her, good Gentlewoiman.

O/:. Tell me true, is flie fick ; tell me true stch’vife thee,

Floav. Yesfaith, 1 tellyoutrue: Mr Oliwer, 1f youwould
do me the fmall kindnels, but to lend me torty Shillings ;
So Gad help me, I will pay you fo {con as my Abiliey
fhall make me able, as I am a Gentleman.

Q/i. Well thou zaill thy Wife is zick ; hold, there’s
vorty Shillings, give 1t to thy Wife, look thou give it
her, or I thall za veze thee, thou wert not fo vezed
this zeven year, look to it,

Are. I'faith, Mr. Oliwver, 1t 1s In vain .

To give to him that neve. thinks of her.
" 0L Well, would che could yvind it.

Flow. 1 tell you true, Sivx drthur, as 1 am a Gene
gieman,

O/i. Well, farewel Zirrah; come, Sir Arthur,

[ Exeunt Ambo,

Flow. By the Lords this is excellent. "
Five golden Angels compa{s'd in an Hour,

If-this Trade hold. I'il never {eek a new.
Welcome {weet (sold, and Beggary adieu,
| | Enter Uncle and Fatber.
Une. See, Kefier, if vou can find the Houle, L
) FB’d-w;-.
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- Flow. Who's here, my Uncle, and my Man Kefler ¥
By the Mafs ’tis they.
How do you Uncle, how doft thou, Kefer ?
By my Troth, Uncle, you mult needs lend
. Me fome Maoaney, the poor Gentle-woman -
My Wife, {fo Gad help me, is very fick.
1 was rabb’d of the hundred Angels
You gave me, they are gone,

Unc. Ay, they are gone indeed, come, Kefler, away,

Frozv. Nay, Uncle, do you hear. good Uncle?

Unc. Out Hypocrite, I will not hear thee {peak,
Come, leave him, Kefer.

Floaw, Kefler, honeft Keffer,

Fath. Sir, 1 have nought to fay to you,

Opcen the Door to my Kin, thou had'it beft
Loclt faft, for there’s a-falfe Knave without,
Flozv. You are an old lying Rafcal,
So you are. [ Excunt Ambo;
Enter Luce. ‘
Luce., Vat is the Matter, Vat be you, Yonker ?
vt Floaw. By this Light a Dutch Frow, they lay they aze
called kind, by this Light ¥ll try her.

Luce. Vat be you, Yonker, why do you not {peak ?

Flow. By my Trath, {weet Heart, a poor Goantleman
that would defire of you, if it ftand with your Liking,
the Bounty ef your Purfe, -

Entes young Flowerdale’s Fatber.

Luce. O here God, fo young an Armine.

-Floew. Armine, fweet Heart, I knew not what you
mcean by that, but I am almolt a Beggar.

Lzce. Are younot a married Man, vere beenyour Vife?
Here 1s all I have, take dis. .

Flaw., What Gold, young Frow ? this isbrave:

Fath. If he have any Grace, he'll now repent,

Luce., Why fpealk you not, vere be your Vife?

Flozv, Dead, dead, the’sdead, "tis{he hath undone me ¢
Spent me all I had, and kept Rafcals under my Noleto
brave me. -

Luce. Did you ufe her vell

Flow. Ulfe her, there’s never a Geuntlewoman in Exng-
fand could he better ufed than I did her ; I could but:

» Coach her; her Diet ftood me in forty Pound a Month, .
b.t fhe is dead, and in her Grave my Cares are buried..
dwce. Indeed dat vas not {cone. S
- Fathe.
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Fath, He is turn’d more Dcvll than he was hefcre.
Floaw. Thgu doft belong to.Mafter C: vet here, doft

thou not ?« %
Luce. Yes me do.

Flowv. Why there’s it, there’s not a handf'ul of Plate
But belongs tqg me, Gad’s my Judge:
If ] had fuch a Wench as thou are,
There's never a Man in England would make more
Of her, than 1 would do, {'0 fhe had any S:ock.

VD ey cali aviteir.
O why Tanikin. h

Luce. S:ay, one doth ca'l, T fhall come by and by again.
Fleaw. By this Hand this Dutch Wench 1 in Lu:. y. 1th
nme,

Were it not admirable to make her {teal
All Ciwvet’s Plate, aad run away.

Fath, "Twere beaftl O NIﬂﬁ.er Floaverdals,
Have you no Fear of God nor Conicience ?

«What do you mean, by this vile Courfe you take ?
Flocy. Whatdo I mean? Why, to'live, that I mcan.
Fath. Tolive in this Sort, fie upon the Courle,

Your Life doth fhow, you are a very Coward.

Flonw, A Coward! I pray inwhat?

Farb. Why you will borrow Six-pence of a Doy.

Floau. *Snails, is there fuch a2 Cowaidice in that? 1
dare boriow it of a Man, ay, and of the talleft Man in
England, if lie will Tend it me: Lel me borrow ithow &
can, and let them come by it how they dare. - And 1t 1s
well known, I might ride out a hundred times if I
‘would, fo I might.

Fath. It was not want of Will, but Cowardice,
There 5 none that lends’to you, but know they gain :
And what is that but only fteaith in ycu?

Deliz might hang ye now, did not her Heart
Take Pity of you for her Sifler’s Sake.
Go get you hence, left ling'ring “here you flay,.

You fall into their Hand you lcok not for. -

" Flav. Pl tarry bere, 'till the Dutch Frow comes,

If all the Devils in Hell were here. [ Exit Father.
Enter Sir Lancelot, M. Wearhercock, and Artichoak,

Lanc, Where is the Door? Are we not palt it, “Ar¢:-
choak 2 .
" Art By the Mafs here’s one.
I'll askz him : Do you hear, Sir? )
: | Wiat
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What, are, you {o proud ? DO}OII hear, which 1s theWay |
To Mr. Civer’s Houfe } What, will you nat f'peak
O me, this is hlching Flowcerdale.
Lanc. O wonderful! Isthis lewd Villain here ?
O you che*tmg Rogue, you Cut-purfe, Cony- catcher, 3
W hat Ditch, you Villain, is my Daughter’s Grave #
A cozening Raﬁ:al that mut make a Will,
T'alze on him that firi@ Habit, very that:
When Le fhould turn to Angel, a dying Grace,
['1l Father in Law vou, Sir, I'll make a Will:
Spealk, Villain, where’s my Daughter 2
Potfon’d, I warrantyou, or knock’d a the Head :
And to abule good Maltter Weathercock, with
Fis forg’d \«Vﬂl and Mafter Weathercack,
"To malke my grounded Relolution ;
"T'hen to abute the Devontire Gentleman:
Go, away with him to Prifon.
Floav, Wherefore to Prifon? Sir, [ will not go.
Erter ﬂ]a/?c.: Civet, bis Wiy, Olwer Sir &rthur,_;ang
Flowerdale’s Father, Uncle, and Delia.
Lanc, O here’s his Uncle:
Welcome Gentlemman, welcome all :
~uch a Cezoner, Gentlemen, a Murderer too
orany Thing I know, my Daughter is miffing,

IHacth been look’d for, cannot be fodnd, a Viid upcfh thee,
Une, He is my K:nfman, alrhough his Life be vile,
‘Therefore, in God’s Name, do with him what you de

Lane. IxI'lrry to Prifon.

Flowv. Wherefore to Prifon, Snick-up? [ owe you

nouhirg

Lvnc. Bring forth my Daughter then, away with
him,

Flszv. Go feek your Daughter, what do lay to my
Charge ?
Lanc Sufpicion of Muarder, go, away w ith him,

Flozv. Murder your Dogs, 1 murder your Daughter !
Come Uncle, I know you’ll bail me.

Une. Not I, were there no more,
Than I the ]:1}'101-, thou the Prifoucr.
Lanc. Go, away with him.
Enter Luce lite a Fiozw.
Luce. O my Life, where will you ha de Man ?
Vat ha de Yonkerdone!
i cath. Waoman, he hath kill’d his Wife, . . .

Luce, -
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- Luce. His Wife, dat is not good, dat is not feen.
Zanc. Hang not upon him, Hufwife, if you do I’ll lay
vou by him, -
Euce. Have me no, and or way do you leave him,

He tell me dat he love me heartily.

Fran. Lead away my Maid to Prifon ! Why o, will
you fufter that ?

Civ. No, by your Leave, Father, {he 1sno Vagrant ¢
She is my Wife’s Chamber-maid, and as true as the
Skin between any Man's Brows-here.

Lane. GGo to, you're both Fools .
Son Ciwver, of my Life thisis a Plot,
Some ftragling Counterfeit proffer’d to you:
Nodoubt te rob you of cur Plate and Jewels »
P'll have you led away to Prifon, Trull.

Luce. I am no Truall, neither Outlandith Frowy,
Neor he, nor I fhall to the Prifon go:
-Know you me now ? nay, never ftand amaz'd.
gather, I know I have offended you.

nd though that Duty wills me bend my Knees
To you in Duty and Obedience ;
Yer this waysdo I turn, and to him yield

My Love, my Duty, and my Humbleness.
Lane. Baftard in Nature, kneelto {fuch a Slave?

. Lace. O Matter Fipaverdale, iftoo much Grief
Have not ftopt up the Organs of your Voice,
'Then fpeak to her that is thy faithiul Wife,

Or doth Contempt of methus tie thy Tongue 2

. "T'urn not away, [ am no Z&thiope,

No wanton Cresfid, nor a changing Heller:

But rather one made wretched by thy Lofs.

What turn’ft thou ftill from me ? O then

I guefs thee wofull’t among haple{s MNen,

" Fleaw. 1 am indeed, Wife, Wonder among Witces !

.. .- Thy Chaftity and Virtue hath infus’d

Another Sou!l in me, red with Defame,
For in my bluthing Cheeks is feen my Shame.

Lanc. Out, Hypocrite, I charge thee truft him not.

Luce. Not truft him ? s~ By the Hopes of after
Blifs, |
Z Lnow no- Sorrow.can be compar’d to his, . |
L(z'ﬂft

: iy
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Lanc. Well, fince thou west ordain’d to Beggary, .
Follow thy I ortune, 1 defie thee.

Oliv. Ywood che were fo well ydoufled as was ever
white Cloth in tocking Mill, an che ha not made me
(race.

IWeath. If he hath any Grace he’ll now repent.
Areh. It moves my Heart.

IWeath. By my Troth I muft weep, I cannat chufe.
Use. None but a Beaft would fuch a Maid mifufe,

Fli~o. Content thy {eif, I hope to win his Favour,
And to redeem my Reputation loft:

And, Gentlemen, bhelieve me, 1 befeech you,
I hope your Lyes fhall behold fuch Change,
As thall decetve your Expetation,

O/. I would che were (plit now, but che believe him,

Lanc. How, believe hun'!

IFeath By the Matkins, I do.

Lane. What do you think that ¢'er he will have Grace?

Wearh., By my Fairth it will go hard.

O/, Well, che vor yve he is chang’d ; and. Mr. Flyzver-
dale, 1n Hope you been fo, hold there's vorty Pound to-
aard your Zetting up ; what be not afhamed, vang it
Nlan, vang it, be 2 good IHusband, loven to your Wife:
And youa fhall not want for vorty mors, I che vorthee,

Arth. My Means are little, but if you’il follow me,
I will inftrué& you in my ableft Power:
But to your Wite I give this Diamond,
And prove true Diamond fair in all your Life.

Flozv. Thanks, good Sir Arthur : Mr. Oliver,
You being my Enemy, and grown {o kind,
Binds :ne 1n all Endeavoyr to reltore,

O!i. Whazt, reftore me? No Reftorings, Man,
I'have vorty Pound more here, vang it:
Z.outh chil devie Lordon elie : Wh&t, do not think me
A Nlezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Money ¢ che
have an handred Pound more to pace of any good Spo-

tation : I hope your Under and your Uncle will vollow
my Zamplas.

ac. You have Gueft-right of me, if he leave off this
Courfe of Life, he fhall be mine Heir.

Lane,
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Lant. But he fhall never get a Groat of me;
A Cozener, a Decetver, one that kill'd his painful
Father, honeft Gentleman,
"T'hat pats’d the fearful Danger of the Sea,
To get'him Living, and maintain him brave.
Weattr. What, hath he kill’d his Father ?
Lane, Ay, Sir, with Concett of his vile Courfes.
Fath. Sir, you are mifinforny’d.
Lanc. Why, thou old Knave,thou told'it me {othy felf.
Fach. § wrong'd him then :
And toward my Matter’s Stock,
There's twenty Nobles for to make Amends.
Fleav, No, Kefler, 1 have troubled thee, and vwrong'd
thee more,
What thou in Love gives, I in Love reflore.
Fran. Ha, ha Sifter, there you plaid Bo-peep with us:
Tom. What fhall I give her toward Houfhold!
Sifter Delia, fhall I give her my Fan?

Del. Youwere bett ask your Husband.

Fran, Shall I, Tom ?

Civ. Ay, do, Frank, I'll buy thee a new cne, with o
longer Handle.

Fran, A ruflet one, Tom.

Civ, Ay with ruflet Feathers.

Fran. Here, Sifigr, there’s my Fan toward Houthold,
to keep you warm.

Luce. T thank you Sifter.

Weath., Why this 1s well, and toward fair Luce'sStock,
here's forty Shillings :  And forty gooed Shillings more,
I'll give her Marry. Come Sir Lancilor, 1 muft have
you kriends.

Lanc. Not I, all this 1s Counterfeit,

He will confume 1t, were 1t a Million.
Fath. Sir, what is your Daughter's Dower worth ?
Lanc. Had {he been married to an honit Nun,
. It had been better than a thouflund Pound.
Fath. Pay it him, and I'll give you myv Bond.
'T'o make her Joyniure better worth thon three,

Lanc. YourBond, Sir! Why, whatare yvou?

Fath. One whofe Word in Landon, tho' I fay iz,
Will pafs there for as much as yours. ,

Lanc. Wertnot thou late that Unthrift’s Serving man?

Farh. Look on me better, nov my Scar isof:

Ne'er mufe Man, at this Metamorphofy.
Lanc.
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Lanc. Malter Flowverdale ! |
Flozv, My Father! O I thame to look on him.
Pardon, dear Father, the Follies that are paft.
Fath. Son, Son, I do, and joy ar this thy Change,
And applaud thy Fortune in this virtuous Maid,
Whom Heav'n hath {ent to thee to fave thy Soul,
Luce. 'This dddeth Joy to Joy, high Heav’n be prais’d. -
1 ath, Mr. Fhaverdale, welcome from Death, good
Nr. Floaverdale. '
* ['was faid {0 here, ’twas fuid {o here good Faith.
Futh. I caus'd that Rumour to be {pread my [elf,
Becaunle I'd fee the Humours of my Son,
Which to relate the Circumitante is needlefs
Ard Sirrah, {ee you run no more into that fame Difeafe :
IFor he.that’s once cur’d of that Malady,
Ot Riot, Swearing, Drunkenuels, and Bride,
And falls agvun into the like Diitrefs,
That Fever is deadty, doth ’'till Death endure.
Such Nen die mad, as of a Calenture.

Flowe Fleav’n helping me, I’ll hate the Courfe as
He'l
Unc. Say it, and doit, Coulin, a'l 1s well.
Laxe. Well bemg in Hope you’ll prove an honeft
_ Alan,
frae vou to m» Favour. Brother Flozverdale,
Welcome with all my Heare: T fee your Care
Tiath brovgate thele A&s ro this Conclufion,
And T am g'ad of it, come let’s in and feait.
Qiiv.. Nay zoft you a While, you promis’d to make
Sir 4 ¢bar and me Amends; here s your wiieit
Da ghter, fee which An’s the’l] have.
Larc. A Ged’s Name, you have my good Will, get
hers,
Ofiw. ddow {ay you then, Damlei.
D:/. 1. Sir, am vours,
Oliz. Why, then {ead for a Vicar, and chil hawve 1t
Diipatched ina "frice, fochil.
Del. Parden me Sir, I mean I am yours,
Inlove, v Lury, and Aifection.
But no:tolove as Wire, thall ne'er be {aid,
D:lia was buried, mairied, but a Maid.
~drth. Do not condemn your feif for ever,
Viriuous Fair, you weie born to love.

Oliv.



4% Tbe London' Prodigal:

- Qliw: Why you fay true, Sir Arthur, fhe was ybore
to it,
__So well as her Mother; but I.pray you fhew us
" Some Zamples or Reafons why you will not marry 2
Dil. Not that I do condemn a married Life,
For 'tis no Doubt a {an&timonious T hing:
But for the Care and Crofies of a Wite,
The Trouble in this World that Children bring,
My Vow's in Heav’n in Barth to live alone,
Husbands, howioever pood. I will have none.
Oliv. Why then, chil live a Batchelor too,
Lhe zet not a Vig by a Wife, if a Wife zet nota V.g
By me: Come, fhall’s go to Dinner ?
~Fath. To-morrow I crave your Companies in Marz-
Lane :
To-night we'll frolick in Mr. Ciwet’s Houle,
And 1o each Health drink down a full Caroufe.
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