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- ADVERTISEMENT

~ FOR THE USE OF THEATRES.

AS the old, but ridiculous, figns of P.S.
meaning Prompt Side; and O. P. meaning
Oppofite Prompt; often, in different theatres,
denote contrary fides, and thereby puzzle and
miflead; it is prefumed, that R. H. mean-
ing Right Hand; and L. H. meaning Left
Hand; (always fuppofing you are on the flage
and facing the audience,) will better anfwer
the purpofe: they are, therefore, ufed infiead,
in the following piece, as far as fuch figns
were thought necefary.

Note—=The lines marked with inverted commas, ¢ thus,”,
are omitted in the repgefentation.



- DRAMATIS PERSONZ.

B " MEN. ,
Sir Edward, - =**Mr. Hir1,
Smart, = « Mr FarrEy; ‘
Henry Blunt, -, Mr. INcLEDON;

Crack, - - Mr. MuNDEN,
Robert Maythorn, - Mr. KN1GHT,
Old Maythorn, - - Mr. GARDNER,

Steward, - - -- Mr. DAVENPORT,
Firg Sailor, -~ . -Mr. REeks,’
Second Sailor, - - = Mr. KLANNERT, -
" Groom, - - Mr. ATK1Ns,
Railif, - - Mr. TromesoN,

Joe Standfaft, - Mr. FAWEETT,,
Singers at the Gate, &c.

: : - WOMEN. BT
Landlady, « =  Mrs. WHITMORE,
Peggy, - - Mifs Siwms,

Mary, - - Mifs WATERS.



RN

THE TURNPIKE GATE

,w

"Acz'ltu
‘Séi‘:‘.”NE 1

i1

A Babiic HoanSion the Mmy‘.ql R ,H,

@ Tutrpthe and Houfe, L. H. in back
ground a Milk Houfe wzt/z latticed Windows;

_ 5%63 dzji'pwred,pregarmg qus ,,{o,r/lwot-
-"3,7!5';. orgqlon e

. Sir EPWARD (wztlzm)

SMART ‘get the guns i'ea.dy Is my new
Keeper come fram the Lodge?. ~ -
Smart. No, Sir Edward

, PEGGY croffes the ﬁgge wztlz a. mzlk;ug
Jervant; Mifs Peggy—(fhe fueers)—Ugh! A

ifs from my mafter has ralfed your nofe an inch
higher, I fee. -
Peggy. Joke with ypur cquals man ; don
talk to me. (Ezit L. H. conceztedly
Swart. 1 thall make you remember this. My
'maﬁer s Grand Turk . ,he,re He mongpolizes
all the wenches. S ’
B ’ Enter
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Enter HE&R{BILUNT L. H. i’n/ﬁodling qu/},
T with Qug ngg?l

Henry. Morrow fellow fervant—Sir Edward
i’anrnng? e FRRAR RO SR

Smart. Yes : juft atked for you: mind your
hlts to-day, Mr. Hen You fhot for. your
place, and won it} bﬁ’ goid better not Out- '
fhoot Sir Edward.

Henry. Oh! o ',:—.}aqx qf his abnhtnes that
Wa)’, hap Pa G e

Smart, That way ! yes, and every other,
I've dropped’ being his riv fome time: "
' Henry, klr Edward feems to: have aﬁnéeﬁatc
hem ? l ETAVAY a.
- Smart, Yes, that belan\émg to, the lodge is
eight hundred a year; the.Upland Farm 'three ;
and his eftate in Norfplk as mpch as both.
- Henry. The lodge being Buft at the head of
the  village, why dpes refer 2 t this
Pubhcng?u{E ;Yy P ih? b Lt

Smart. Plea('ure, Su', pleq,furc —-—but‘ bere
comes one anfwer to your two queftions. —Step
this ‘way," ‘and. I’ll give ‘you another.
[Tlce_y rftire, R H.

’ v v
s o

PEGGY from the lelc Hou/b, foll&wd ng

Feng

RQBERT M.AYTH’ORN L

Robert. If that 'be our mmd Pe
can’t be he‘lp’d—-—-lf yiy can‘t 10Vc me, you
cap’t. .
5 } U Sir
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Sir Edw. (within). Peggy, my dear; bring
my breakfaft.

Peggy. Coming, Sir Edward.—I've only
been to fetch the créam. You. heat, Robert.

Robert. Yés,—1 da hear, ahd zee too—I
be neither deaf nor blind.

- Peggy. The young Baront expeé‘ts me
above

Robert. "Tis viell if old Belzeebub don’t ex-
pe& thée beloiv, Zo there’s dn end o’that ;:—
hdwever, d’ang it, let’s thake bands.

Peggy. Paws off, if you pleafe ;—your hands
are rough, man; -and 1 can’t béar any thing
: dxrty or fun-burnt.

R ' , : R

SONG—-PRO’O’Y

o "Pray, yonng mah, yout fae - ngé bvcr. ,
Hezv'n defign’d’ ybu fiot for'mé’ B

'Ceafe to be a whining lover, ' 7‘ R
_ Sodr and fiweet can ne’ét aéree
Clowmﬂt in ‘each limb and featnre,

You’ve no fkill to dance or fing';
O At ‘beft you’re but an auksvard creattré; 5
=7 1, you knew, am qute the tﬂxng ‘

. P
" - As 1 foon thay fof} # pleafure, L
- Bumprkms' I fmuft bid adiea ; :

" 'Can you think that fuch a treafure k

E’re was'deftin’d, man, for yéu'? oo

No—-rhayhap, whén I amcarry’d, ~ '

- "Mongh the gt’eat to danct and fing, =

To fome great Lord I may be matrjd; © -+~ *
“All allow—I'm quite the thing,

i »2 ¢ Beaux
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j ¢! ), \0“1 : Iﬂ- . B

... * Beaux to me. will then be kncehng,
. 4 Ma'am, 1 die, if jou don’t yield i
B “" Tet ‘em plead. their tepder feelmg,
" « Whilé mytender hieart i is ftéel’d. -
.“ When I dance they’ll be delighted,
“i Ravifh'd quité to-hear me fing,
s« At Routs, whenever I’'m invited, .
« All will fwca.r—I’m quite ¢ the thlng ”

[Exmh

- Hexey Bmmr and SMART advance

Smart Ha! ha! Ob, youbumpkm' T'was
romping with his fweetheast laft night, and he
was at me like a bull-dog ; the maftiff would
bite, fir; but .we have muzzled him,

Henry. Ashow?

. Smart.- Management,. Su'. his: father llves at
that Turnpike Houfe, whleh, with a. {mall Dairy
and Farm, he hoids of Sir Edward : the old
fellow has feen .better days ; the Admiral who
died a twelvemonth fince, and to whom Sir
Edward is-heir at law, was very partial to him
and his daughter, for during his life they
needed nothing ; but being in arrears for rent,
they are all muzzled now; all- at Sir Edward s
mercy ; young Sulkey therefore muft, lofe his
fweetheart ; and as to the ’I‘umpxke Bcauty,
his fifter, we have focred hera cysgicle, and if
fire does nat-{poit it m)Bond ftregt in {cﬁ than
a'month, we don t u,pder&and trap. .

Henry
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Henry. What, fhe encourages him ?

Smart. A little coy, or-fo; but fhe’s one of
yout die-away damessy in the dumps. too at
prefent for the Jofs of her « True Lovier,” (&
booby Sailor) &~but- I'll bet fifty- the’s eafier
Imd than little forward here, with all her ava-
rice and vanity.

Henry. And thefe are the mafons for S.lr
Edward’s Jodging here ? -

ROBERT appears L H.

That’s the lad who tried his ﬂ;lll with me- for
the Gamekeeper’s place ?
Smart ¢ fame,

- ROBERT advances,

Henry. Meortow, brather- fportfmanuyou
thoot well.

‘Robert. Yes, Sipeand you better.—How-
ever, "twas all fair, and I do with you Joy of
tHe place. :

Henry. Nay, the place may be your’s yet:
=1 atn elo@ed only to ttial, and felf recom-
mended : my charater, when it comes, may
not_pleaft Sir Edward.

- Robert. Mayhap you'd pleafe him beft with
noo chara&er at all. You be much in fa.vour,
be nt-you, Mr. Smart Pe—(fulkily). '

Smart. Ha '-(S(aret, and make.r jigm of
boxing}=Oh ! - [Exit.

Henry, .
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Henry: ‘Fhings area°little chdnged fitice’Sir
Edward caine ainong you! "Ha Robert ?*
- Robere. Yes, 8ir; dnother Laayetr wonld ha
done efs mifehief in 'the parith § Butdt® not
the firfk tithe the devil gbt info-Paratife. -
ST [Robert retives to Milk Houfe.

Enter Jor StanvraSt L. H. finging, (his
. Knee bound.)

Joe. So, Mafltér ‘ﬁlﬁnt——pi‘ei)'a;fea', I fee, to
give the birds a broadfide. Ah! there’s the
old Boy—stlobkéng at fign)=—whb Has ‘given out -
enemies many a broadfitte'd Blels your old
weather-beaten phiz.—(Botos 10 hin.) g

Henry. You're very polite.

Joe. To be {yre 1 am—I ftrik@ my main-top
to him by way of falute, every morning before
1 ftow my logken:—that’s 'the face;ef an honeft
heart, Mafter Blunt.—'Tis not to be fure done
to. the life ; but what the painter han’t made
out, a grateful mind can: I fought under him
when lie was. Captain, and twice after he was
Vice.—He made me Matter after our firft brufh,
and, but for this fplintered timber of mine, I’d
been by his fide jn the Weft-Indies, when the
brave old boy died. Died !—I lie, he did not_
die; for he made himfelf immortal! His good-
nefs laid me up ip 4 foug cabia here on the
Jarboard tack, mng@mcr a freg r with -gol,;
a year, and@n your, mal}gg;ht_s Honouy’s
equfin . ahd heiref}{eér's by the compafs of true,
glory, ‘as the Admiral did, he fhall ‘havé my

e v vote
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vote for failing into the port of Parha.ment 3 if
he gets it before,). d@mrpc- R

Henry. Sir Edward 1gf emb}es l'gxp at leaﬁ in
his fondnefs, for. the.fex, .it, feemsy: 5

Joe. Why, to hc fure,: ithe ald buck d\d love
the laffes—What. braxe. fellow* does not ? We
Tars live bpt to love and fight ; but the
wenches often jllt us, Maﬁer Blunt for all
that. :

, ’SONG—J‘oa‘.
Britannia’s fons at fea,
. In battle always brave,
-Strike to ap-pow'r, d’yefes,
- Thatiever plougk’d the wave.
RS Ral, lal, la'
But when we’ré nt afloat, 77}
* Tis quite another thmg, s
We ftrike to pesticoat, @ '
'Gcz groggy, dance and'fing. -
A - Bl m
IS NS SUOPRE ‘ i .
I IL P
. Theres Port{mouth Polly, fhe,
S ‘;:t ¢¢ When forc’d to go athere, -
< Vow’d conftancy to'me,
- ¢ And fometimes twenty more.
. BT o < Fal, 1al
EIRRE ﬁpt give poor Poll her due, =
+ ¢ Por truth’s a precious thing, .
e Wxtﬁ none but Sailors trae
RN anld fhe d;mk gxog and ﬁqg B
© e Fal, lal”? "

With
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FE { SRR N T P
 With Nancy deep inlove,” - : S
- foncetofeadidgo; o x
.. Return’d, the ery’d, « By Jovet - = !
© '« Pm matried, deareft Joe.* < - ©
S ' Fal, dala—(Mimicks ber v
Great guns ! 'fg;féé could hold,’ '
" To find that I was flung; ’
But Nancy prov’d a fcold,
Then I got drunk, and fung
) Eal, lal.—-:(Hictup:).
, v,
At length I did comply,
And made a rib of Sue;
‘What tho’ fhe’d but one eye?
It pierc’d my heart like two.
. Fal, I3l
And now I take my glafs,
Drink England and my King;
Content with my old lafs,
Get groggy, dance, and fing—( Hiccups )
g Fal, lal.

MARY appears dejected 5 in her Hand a News-
paper.

Joe. Yes, yes, the old boy lov’d the fex, I
grant; but he never hung out falfe colours to
deceive the innocent; and i in the heat of
altion his paffions gave a wound, he never
refted till he found a balm to heal it again—
( looking with kindnefs at Mary ).~Ah! blefs

thy
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thy little tender heart; I wifh, for thy fake, he
had liv’d to come home agam' '

Henry. Does fhe grieve for the Admiral,
who died more than a year fince?

Joe. Why, no; but fhe’s the child of ill-
luck. Her fweetheart, you fee, about four
years fince, was down here at the Lodge, when
their hearts, it feems, were fecretly grappled to
each other. The lad was a favourite of the
Admiral, and went out to the Indies with
him: there he got promotion; and when death
ftruck the old boy s flag, and no will left, this
lad, d’ye fee, wis their fheet anchor; but re-
turning home, in the very chops of the Chan-
nel they engag’d an enemy, and after three
hours hard fighting, the Mounfeer ftruck ; but
her poor lad, Lleutenant Travers, was among
the brave boys that fell.  Had he liv’d, he had
now been promoted. The newf{paper f fhe holds
in her hand brought the account but two days
fince. ‘

Henry. Then you feem to think, fpite of
your experience, fhe is fincere?

Joe. Why, if death and difappointment don’t
make folk fincere, what fhould ? But a braver
lad, they fay, never kept the mid-watch.

[Mary weeps, and retires.
Poor wench! No wonder it makes her weep—
" tough as my heart lS, damme, but it almoft
fets my pumps a-going!—But be died as a
Britith feaman fhould, in the Jap of vitory;
and his death was glonous' And I dare fay
he did not ﬁght the worfe for loving a pretty

rl
L c Henry.
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. Henry. If you doubt that, hear the frory of
P°°1' Tom Starboard, et

SONG.—Hzenry.

: Tom Starboard was a lover true,
< As brave a tar as ever fail’d ;
The duties ableft feamen do .
Tom did; and never yet had fail'd.
But wreck’d, as he was homeward bound,
Within a league of England’s coaft,
Love fav’d him fure from being drown'd,
For more than half the crew were loft,

L. : 1L
- In fight Tom Starboard knew no fear;
R - Nay, when he loft an arm—refign’d,
- 8aid, Love for Nan, his only dear,
<7<+ -+ Had fav'd his life, and Fate was kind.
- And now, tho’ wreck’d, yet Tom retum’d,
Ofall paft hardthips made a joke; -

 For ftill his manly bofom burn’d ‘
_With love-lus heart was heart of oak' .

Tl
> -

I,
His ﬁrength reftor’d, Tom nimbly ran
*T'o cheer his love, his deftin’d bride;
But falfe report had brought to Nan,
* Six months before her T'dm had died.
With grief fhe daily pin’d away,
No remedy her life cou’d fave;
And Tom arriv’d—the very day
They laid his Nancy in the grave!

[Foe and Henry Blunt go into Admiral.
' Old



A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. 11

old MAYTHORN and RoBERT advance from
' Milk-houfe.

Old May. Nay, nay, boy, bridle thy tem-
per; Sir Edward is licentious, hot-brain’d, and
giddy; but fo he don’t difthonour us
~ Robt. Aye, to be fure! Let the vox devour
the lamb, and zay nothing. Pegg at the Ad-
miral is mark’d for 'un already; and he muft
have Mary too, or you’ll no longer have the
turnpike, farm, or dairy.

Old May. 1 don’t fear Sir Edward, boy,
more than thy temper—I always underftood
from the good Admiral that I was rent-free;
yet Sir Edward claims_arrears for years paft;
and as I have no.acquittal to thew, we muft
take care what we do. Thou fhouldft not have
beat his fervant laft night. T

Robt. Damn un! ‘the rogue’s no better than
a pimp; and if it wer'n’t for bringing you and
zifter to poverty ' _

Old May. There again—I was going to tell
thee, boy, that Mary is not thy fifter.

Robt. No! ,

Old May. No! She’s a natural daughter of
the late, Admiral. At three months old, her
mother dying, he plac’d her under my care, to
be brought up as my own child; but as fhe
(poor innocent) muft now fhare our lot, I
charge thee, boy, not even to hint it to her—
twou’d break her heart.—~Hufh!

(Mary advances, Robert retires R. H.
c2 oid
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__0ld May. Don’t weep, my deareft lamb—
Heaven’s will be donc 1—It1 is, 1 own, a woeful
change !

Mary. Ah, Sir! the Admlra],, whofe. good
nefs gave us abundance, whofe parental kind-
hefs (for fuch it was) kept me at fchool, an&
~ bred me as his daughter ; Ais lofs was heavy to
us all: and now my deareft William: too! ‘our
only hope ! after five years abfcnce—-—( weeps )~
Oh! had he but furviv'd-

Old May. Aye, aye, clild, had he an
the good Admiral return’d, your union woul
have been bleft with abundanceb—Ah' wcll'
we have feen better days! but We ‘mult ‘now
fubmlt ‘ | [Ezi.

““Mary. Oh'! how chang’d is all the world to
me !—Objects which us’d to ipfpire, dehg"
now only ferve to increafe’ my afflikion!

SONG.—Maxky. . - 770
The poplar grove his prefence'grac’d, .. . - :
Where William oft wou’d blefs me; '~ ¢,
The {mobth-bark tree —the turf he trac’d Ve
With love-knots—mnow diftrefs med, .
The filent lane, the bufy field, N
All gladfome once, feem drearys
No place, alas! can pleafure yield, C
E’en life’s a blank to Mary! - [Exites

Enter
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Enter Sir EbwArD with gun, §c. B. H. |

8ir Edw. Take out \th.e greyhounds, and
give them a courfe; and let the groom exercife
the curricle horfes. - ,

. CrAck flips from behind the public-houfe.

Crack. Sit, T'll exercife the curricle and
horfes, and I'll give the dogs a courfe.

Sir Edw. Are you there, my impudent friend 2

Crack. That epithet does not fuit me, Sir—
I'm remarkably modef. Many pretend to do
what they can’t; fuch, I allow, are impudent.
Now, I can do every thing, and Idon’t pretend
at all. \

-Sir Edw. And pray, who are you, that are
fo very officious ?

Crack. If you with to make me your bofom
friend, don’t puzzle me: but, Sir, I believe I
am the overfeer of the parith; for I vifit all the
ale-houfes every Sabbath-day. ‘

-Sir Edw. Yes, and moft other days—I faw
you drunk laft night.

.Crack. Parely out of refpe@ to fobriety—I
told you I was the overfeer. My neighbours
have weak heads; and as their wives and fa-
milies depend upon the labour of their kands,
rather than they fhou’d negle&t their duty, I
fometimes drink their fhare, and my own too—
1 fav'd five from being drunk laft night, and
that’s hard work—however, good deeds reward
themfelves.

5 Sir
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Sir Edw. Upon my honour, T was not ac-
quainted with" your virtues—( bowing ).

Crack. No, Sir, few are— (bows }—or I
fhould not blufh fo often as T'do, by blowing
thc trumpet of my own praife.

~ 8ir Edw. And pray, Sir, how do you get
your living ?

Crack. Sometimes one way—fomcttmes ano-
ther: I am firft ringer of the bells, and fecond
huntfman to Old Tantivy; ‘and though its not
in my power to improve the weak heads of my
neighbours, yet I often mend their faulty un-
derftandings — ( pointing to his jhoes )——eccc
fignum—( fhewing his apron).

Sir Edw. Any thing rather than work, ha?

Crack. Any work, Sir, to get an honeft
penny—Twice a week I turn-pick-horfe; I
fetch and carry all the letters, packets, and
pareels, -to and from the next market-town}
and t’other day 1 ftood candldate for clerk of
the parith; but-

Sir  Edw. The badnefs of your chara&cr
prevented your cleion?

Crack. No, Sir, it was the gOOdneG of my
voice—You hear how mufical it is, when 1 only
fpeak. What wou'd it have been at an Amen!
—( whifpering ).—The parfon- didn’t like-to bé
outdone—Envy often deprives a good man of
place, as well'as perquifites—( 4 pauﬁ:)‘

(Crack laughs, and then. nadx.) .

Sir Edw. What’s that familiar nod for : P
p Crack. It’s a way I have when I-give con- -
ent.

Sir
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Sir Edw, Confent; to what .

Crack. ‘That you may. give.me what
pleafe above - half-a-crown—{(they laug/l )—(a
pawfe)—Oh! I'm a man of my word, I'll take
care to exercife the curricle and horfes. -

Sir Edw. You will>—You had better ta.kc
my riding coat, and whip too, and go in ftile,

[¢ronically.

Crack. Had 1 Su' P-—-Well I'am going- to
 market, and can bring back your honours
,letters and parcels at the fame time; and in the
evening we’ll all be jolly. [going.

Knter SMART.

- 8ir Ed. Who is that familiar gentleman,
Smart? '
Smart. He's is a fort of jack-of-all- tmdes,,-
but chiefly 2 cobler. :
Crack. Well; don’t fneer at the cobler;
many of - your hetters have made their fortunes
by cobbling: Sir I thank you; I'm glad to find
you more of a gentleman than your fervant,
which is" not always the cafe. T'll look to the
carricle and horfes, Sir, before I drink your
health; I love bufinefs, and I hate a guzzler.
[Exit,
Sir Edw. Give this letter to my fteward,
and tell him, if old Maythorn can’t pay his
arrears, he muft arreft him. [Ezit Smart.
The old fellow in confinement, his daughter
Mary will gladly pay the price of his releafe.

.Entcr
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" Enter HEnry BLunT, R. H,

Have you your charadter yet, Blunt, from
your laft place?
Henry. No, Sir Edward; Iexpet it to day.
Sir Edw. Very well. Go to the hill oppo-
fite the lodge; fhould you fpring 2Ry birds,
don’t thoot, but mark them: and, d’ye hear?

I have a little love affair upon my hands; keep .

at a diftance, I fhall be near the copfe; when
I peed you I'll fire. -
Hemy Oh! Sir; I know my duty.
[Exit. L. H.

ROBERT returns.

Sir Edw. You, Sir, dire& my keeper to Bar-
row-hill, and don’t let me hear of your firing
3 gun again upon my manors, or you'll vifit
the county goal. .

Robert. Shall 1? No, but I don’t think I
fhall vifit the gaol. [Exit fulkily after

Blunt.

Enter PEceY in a Bonnet with. a little Baj/ce.t.k

Sir Edw. Ah! my bonny lafs in a bosnet!
—What, you're going a nutting I fee. The,
clufters hang remarkably thick in lower bye-

field, beneath the copfe; in the hedge, Jommg
the cut hay-ﬁack

. Pegey. -
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Peggy. Ah! that’s the way you’re going to
thoot; 1f I had known that now, I'd have chofe
another place.

ot AR
S e

Mary appears: at: Izer own. Door

| Hufh' there’s Mifs- Maythom ——fhe s always
_ on the watchi—(8miles)—How do, Mifs-Mary ?

I'm forry to fee you diftrefs’d.—(Afide)—Con-
ceited Moppet. .. - . - [Erit Peggy
* Sir Edw. My dear Mary, you feem. dajeﬂed

Mary. M:sfgrtung, -Sir. Edward, has prefs’d
hard upon us.of Jate: :

Sir Edw. The faylt my lcwg xsnyogrs I
with to be more the friend of you and your
family, than ever the lape Admiral was.

Mary. Do you, Sir Edward ?.  [Eugerly.

Sir Edw. Certhmly I with. your father to

“be rent freg. Llong to give.you ‘an, apnuity
and a coach; take § )ou to town and‘ make you
happy. ’

Mary. 1 doubt,’ Sir, 1f t’hat would make me
fo; and if there ‘are fathers wholé néceflities
prefs them to feek fubfiffence by the fale of a
daughter’s virtuc; how noble ‘were' it in the
wealthy topity and relieve themt? LEzit hafiily.

' 8ir Edw. Stubborn and proud' ftill; but re-
fiftance makes victory glorious. Since {oothing -
won’t du, well try & little feverity. ~ She’s a

Mweotgitl, 4od I'muft have her.

D ~ SONG.
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SONG.

a%:

Lovely woman ’tis thou!
To whofe virtue I bow;
Thy charms to fweet rapture give birth;
Thine elettrical foul
Lends life to the whole,

'Ahd a blank, without thee, were this earth

Oh! let me thy foft pow’r,
- Ev’ry day—ev’ry hour,
With my heart honour, worfhip, adore: _
' 'Thou prefent—'tis May; '
" Winter, when thou’rt away;
Can a man, I would afk, wifh for more?

. I

In a dream oft I’ve {een,
Fancy’s perfe&-made queen,
Which waking in vain have I fought;
Bat {weet Mary ’twas you,
‘Rich fancy then drew ;
Thou’rt the vifion which fleeping the wrought 3
Lovely woman’s foft power,
Every day—every hour,

" Let my heart honour, worthip, adore ;

Thou prefent—’tis May ;
Winter, when thou’rt away;
Can a man, I would afk, wifth for more?

[Exl.t. L- Hv

SCENE
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SCENE changes to a Room in the Public-houfe.

Enter Crack R.H. with Sir EDWARD’s
Box-coat, Whip, and Hat., LANDLADY fol-
lowing.

Landlady. Don’t tell me: I'll not believe
Sir Edward ordered any fuch thing.

Crack. Ifay he did—* My dear Crack,” fays
he, fhaking my hand, “ you had better take
my riding-coat and whip, and go in ftile.” And
let me fee the man, or woman, who dare dif-
pute it.—(fruts)—Now I'm a kind of Bond-
ftreet man of fathion.

Landlady. You a Bond-ftreet man of fathion !

Crack. Yes, I am—I'm all outfide. Where
are thofe idle fcoundrels ? * Oh! I fee; they are
getting the curricle and horfes ready.

Landlady. By my faith, and fo they are.— -
Well, ’tis in vain for me to talk, and fo I’ll leave
you. Pcogy-—,(valling)-’—Where can this girl
of mine be! Why, Peggy !|— [Exi.

Crack. T have otten wonder’d why they drive
two big horles in fo /finall a cariage!—Now, I
find, one’s to draw the gentleman, and other
his great-coat !-—/fhrugs.)

Enter JoE STANDFAST.
Joc. They tell me, Crack, that you are un-

der failing orders for town. 1’'m bound fo far
D 2 d’ye
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d’ye fee, on bufinefs for Mafter Blunt, the new
keeper; mayhap, you’ll give a body a birth on
board the curricle?

Crack. Yes, I'll give your body a birth on
board ;—and Heav’n fend it a fafe deliverance !
, [4fide.

Joe. Arc ycu'‘fteady at the helm ?

Crack. Unlefs your treat fhou’d make me
tipley ;—in that cafle, you mutt fteer.

Joe. Me! damme, T'd rather weather the
-Cape in a cock-boat, than drive fuch a ginger-
bread _]mkumbob three miles; but for this ftiff
knee of mine, I'd rather walk. Oh! I fee
they’re -weighing anchor yonder—(pointing to
the flable)—but what need of this friend?—
(taking his coat)—the fun fhines, and no fear
of a fquall.

ack Lord "help your head! We drivers
of cumcles wear thefe to keep off the wmd )
the fun, and the duft.
. Joe. Damme! but I think your main fheet
~ 1s more for thew than fervice.”

Crack. Oh! fie!—We could not bear the
inclemencies of the fummer if we weren’t well
cloathed.—But come, let’ s mount, and if we
don’t ride in our own carriage, we’re better off
than many who do; we pay no tax, and the
coach- rnakcr can’t arrcﬁ us.

 DIALGGUE DUET.—Caacx and Jo.

Crack. When off in curricle we go,
Mind, I'm a dathing buck friend Joe.
My
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, My well match’d nags, both black and roan,
%.. Like moft buck’s nags, are not your own.
Crack. Paid for, I vow,
Joe. ——————~Avatt! prithee, how?
Crack. In paper at fix months credit, or nearly.
Foe. No cafh? '

Crack. ————Oh! no—that’s mal-a-propos.

We bucks pay in paper, and that is merely
Fal, lal, lal.

Both, Fal, lal, lal, la, &c. &c.

II.

Crack. When mounted I, in ftile to be,
Should fport behind in livery
Two footmen in fine clothes array’d.
Foe. For which the taylor ne’er was paid.
Crack. We men of ton—
Foe. Have ways of your own.
Crack. Plead privilege to lead our tradefmen a dance, Sir,
John, when they call—(mimicking)—let’em wait
i’th’ hall;
And two hours after fend them for anfwer—
Fal, 1al, &c.

. Both. Fal, 1al, lal, &c.

IIT.

Joe. If this be ton, friend Crack, d’ye fee,
© We’re better from fuch lumber free.
No debts for coaches we can owe;
Crack. Becaufe no one will truft us Joe;
Foe. Then I {ay ftill—that no man his bill,
Crack. To us, for a carriage, with juftice can bring in; -

Foe.
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_‘f&. Then maunt—never mind, -
Crack. ——Leave old Care behind ;
Bath.  Or thou’d he o’ertake us, we’ll'fall a finging—
‘ ! Fal, lal, lal, &c.
Fal, 1al, la, &c. .
. [Exeunt.

END OQF THE FIRST ACT.'
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ACT IL.

SCENE L
A -romantic rural Profpect—On L. H. a cut

Hay-fack.—In the Back—grouzzd a diffant
 View of white Cliffs and the Sea.

HENRY BLUNT enters

Henry THI‘S is Sir Edward’s rendezvous—
he does not want tafte. The diftant ocean, the
ifland, with its chalky cliffs rifing from it, add
to the beauty of the fcene; while its ftillnefs
and folitude render it favourable to harmony
and love!

SONG.

Calm the winds; the diftant ocean,
Where our fhips in triumph ride,
Seems to own no other motion
But the ebb and flow of tide.

High perch’d upon his fav’rite {pray,
The thrufh attention hath befpoke;
The ploughman, plodding on his way,

To liften, ftops the fturdy yoke.
But fee, the loud-tongu’d pack in view,
The peopled hills the cry refound;
The {port{men joining chorus too,
And rapt’rous peals of joy go round.

2 Soons,
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Soon, foon again, the fcene fo gay, .
In diftant murmurs dies away ;

Again from lagy Eche’s cell,

No found is heard of mirth or woe,
Save but the crazy tinkling bell

The fhepherd hangs dpon' the ewe.

RoOBERT enters.

Henry ‘Honeft Robert, I thought I had
loft you.

Robt. No! I was but juft bye here, vaft’ning
a hurdle to keep the fheep from breaking out.

Henry. And Sir Edward, you fay, folicits
your f{ifter Mary’s affection?

. Robt. As to affection, he don’t care much
vor that, I believe, fo he cou’d get her good
will.

Henry. Do you think him likely to ob-
tain it ?

Robt. She fhall die’ firft.

Henry. And who: is Sir Edward’s appomt-
ment with here, think you? .
Robt Why, I be inclin’d to think (but I

n’t fure) it is wi’ Mifs Change-about at the
Adrmral—Speak o’ th’ devil,-and_behold his
‘horns '—-Tl'ns way. [They retire—Robert be-

hind the hay-fack.

Enter PEccy. |

Peggy. 1 heard a ruﬁlmg as I pafs’d the
copfe. I began to think ’twas Old Nick |—
That fellow: R.obtrt dees.love me.a lnttle,{_ to be
o ure—
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fure—but Sir Edward ! :if he fhoy’d make me
Lady Sir Edward Dathaway

R OBE n*r advances

Robt Alaud) Hem' a little patlence, and
may hap he will. " [She fereams.

Peggy. How cou’d you frighten a body {o?

Robt. -Frighten theg, Peggy—it muftn’t be
a trifle to do that. Have you fet all (hame at
defiance ? I de wonder Old Nigk didn't: ap-
Jpear ta thee in thy road hither,

Peg,_,y Don’t you go tq terrify: me—now
don’t—if you do, you’ll repent it.

Robt. No, Peggy!—'tis you that’ul repent.
However, I do hope zome warning voice, zome
invizible {pirit, will appear to thee yet, bevore
it be too late.

Peggy. You had better not terrify me now,
I tell you—you’d better not.

Robt. Take care where thee doft tread,
Peggy—(/he trembles).—I wou'd not fwcar
there is not a well under thy feet—( fhe farts).
—Dam un, here hc is, Zure enow '—(aﬁde)
-One word more,an’ I ha’ done. Ifin this loan-
fome place—(very folemn)—Belzeebub (hou’d
appear to thee in the likenefs of a gentleman,
-wi’ a gun in h;s hand, look for his cloven foot,
repent thy perjuration, and wi* tears in thy eyes
go whoam again, and make thy mother happy-

[Retzres again behind the hay -fack.

"Peggy. Dear heart! dear heart!—I with I
hadn’t come. I'm afraid to ftir out o’ my
' E place,
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place. Oh, lud!—I with I was at home
again. o '

Sir EDWARﬁ; havz;zg put his Gun againft the
Rails of Hay-fack, feals bekmd and’ taps
her Shoulder, .

: Peggy Mercy upon me;, - Sir. Edward '—I
took you for Old Nick. ,

Sir Edw. Y6u did me great honour.

Peggy. Are you fiire you have not 4 cloven
foot P—(looking).—1 was ca.utxon'd to beware
of you. = .

- 8% Edw. By youn Maythorn, I fuppofe—
I faw the impudent rafcal. , Upon my foul, you
‘look dlvmely ! [Takes ker tq tlze R H.

( Robert /Izeww ﬁ‘gns of df/j)lea/ure )

. Is not that a fwect cottage in the valley?—
-Shall T make you a prefent of it, Peggy ? f
- Peggy. Why, Sir Edward, tho” I don't
think: Robert Maythorn is a'fit match for me—

‘yet, you know, in lofing him——

~ 8ir Edw. You have found a better match.
Peggy. Oh!—if your honour means it to be

a match!—( Szr Edward turns )—that 1is, a

lawful match

+ 8ir Edw. To-be fure I do—you little rogue
~—(Jhe repulfes him)—Nay, one kifs of your

prctty poutmg hps _

Peggy.
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Peggy. Why, as to a kifs, to be fure—(wipes
her lips)—I Hope 1o one fees. - [She holds up
her face ; and, as he approaches, ROBERT
yeaches out his hand, fires the gun, and
conceals himfelf again. '

(Sir Epwarp and PEcoy Slart.)
Henrg). ( Wz’thaut) Mark ! mark!
(Mufic plays.)

Peggy. Good Heaven prote& me !~="twas Old Nick!
Sir Edw. *Tis odd !—'twas fure my gun! :

Or Robert’s play’d fome devilifh trick.
Peggy. Ah, me! Iam undone!

*Twas fure a warning voice that fpoke!
8¥r Edw. A warning voice!-——oh, no! [Robert fleals off:
Peggy. Believe me, Sir, it was no joke.

Sir Edw, ————One kifs before we go.
Peggy. Nay, ceafe your fooling, pray, awhile,
. Your keepet’s coming now ;
And mother’s hobbling o’er the ftile,
She is—I fwear and vow!

HENRY BLUNT enters. R. H.

Sir Edw. Hey!—what the devil brought you here?
I pr'ythee, man, retire.

Henry, 1thought you told me to appear,
When I fhou’d hear you fire.

£ 2 - Enter
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Enter LANDLADY ww'tlé Romm'f, L. H.

Landlzds. Where is this plaguy miid of mine?
An’t you a pretty jade?
*Tis near the hour that we fhou’d dine,
And yet no dumplings made.
Peggy. . To gather nuts for you I’ve been,
And cramm’d my bafket tight,
' [ Mother examines it.
But, Mother, Iold Nick have feen,
So dropt ’em with the fright.
Robers.  With fancy’s tale, her motheér’s éar,
She knows how te betrays - :
For flaying out fo long te’ll fwear,
The devil flopt her way.
Sir Edw. Come, come, let’s home with m'én'y glee,
" On dinner to regale, .
And, Hoftefs, let our welcome be
A jug of nut-brown ale.

4l repeat the laft werfe.
[Exewnt L. H.

L)

SCENE IL.  Another rural Projpect.
MaARryY enters.

Mary. The bright evening fun difpels the
farmer’s fears, and makes him with a {mile an-
ticipate the bufinefs of to-morrow. How dif-
ferent our ftate ' Our future day looks

-4 dark



A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. 29

dark and ftormy, and Hope (the fun which

gladdens all befide) fheds not for us a fingle
ray. ' :

! SONG—Maxy.

’Ere forrow.taught .my tears to flow
‘They call’d me—happy Mary,

In rural cot, my humible lot,
I play’d like any fairy;

And when the fun, with golden ray,
Sunk down the weftern fky ;

Upon the green, to dance or.play,
The firft was happy I:

Fond as the dove, was my true love,

~Oh! he was kind to me! ¢

And what was ftill my greater pride,

I thought I fhould be William’s bride,
When he return’d from fea.

I1.

Ah, what avails remefbrance now ?
It lends a dart to forrow; _
My once-lov'd cot, and happy lot,
But loads with grief to-morrow :
My William’s buried in the deep,
And [ am fore opprefs’d !
Now all the day I fit and weep,
At night, I know no reft:
I dream of waves,—and failors’ graves,
In horrid wrecks I fee! _
. And when I hear the midnight wind,
All comfort flies my troubled mind,
For William’s loft at fea. ,
. [ Exit.
. SCENE
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SCENE 1. ' The Turnpike, &c. as before,
with a Bench and Table, at the Alehoufe
Door. Sir Edward’s Groom calls < Gate,”’
Robert opens ity and the Groom ctoffes the
Stage with a Bag of Oats ; Robett locks the
Gate ; then enter Joe and Crack, with a
Trunk : Crack a little tipfey, and finging.

Joe. Damme; fhipmate, but you are the
worft fteerfman I ever met with.

- Crack. Don’t fay fo; if the horfes  had not
tun fo faft, we thould not have upfet.

Joe. Well, be it as it may; we brought home
one of the nags fafe.

Crack. There you miftake—it was the nag
brought us home fafe; we three rode upon his
back. '

Joe. We three! :

Crack. Yes, you, I, and the trunk.

Joe. I'm forry t'other poor devil is left be-
hind. - . |

Crack. You're out again; for when he broke
loofe, he left us behind ; and if he continued
to gallop as he began, he’sa long way before.

Joe. Well, mef{mate, it’s your own bufinefs.
My head ! here comes the groom ; get out of
it how you can! There’s the trunk—(lays &£
on the table)—And now for a peep at the
paper: I'll not be overhauled, d’ye-fee ; and
fo, Friend Crack, I advife you te prepare a
good anfwer—(goes in to the Admiral).

GQrack.
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‘Crack. T never was without one in my life.
—If the Groom won’t ftand qulzzm I'll be
impudent..

Enter GRooM

Groom. Wh), that trunk, you, and the
failor, for a light carriage, were a little too
weighty, I think, friend.

Crack. Not weighty enough, friend, or your
trotting nags would not have galloped {o faft 5
but it {feems ‘your and your horfes wits jump.

- Groom. How fo?

Crack. Why, your horfes, like you, voted
us too weighty, and fo unloaded us.

Groom. Unloaded you! *

Crack. Yes; if you won’t believe me, afk
your mafter’s great coat—(gives it)—Brufh it,
d’ye hear, it has been nibb’d already. -

. Groom. And hav’n’t you brought the black

horfe back ?

.~ Crack. Why, how you tdlk !" the black horfe
would not bring us back:”

Groom. And where is he ?

Crack. He’s gone.

6Groom. Gone! Where?

“Crack. He did not ‘tell me where he was
going ; I was not in his confidence; when you
catch him teach him better manners.

- Groom. Dam’me, if ever I heard the hke
before |—(amazed.) _

Crack. No, nor faw the like behind ! He
winc’d like a devil ! the worft bred horfe I ever
fow.

L Groom.
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Groom. What do you talk of ? Not a better
bred horfe in the kingdom—(with a knowing
Slang manner).

Crack. Then the manners of horfes are
not more refined than their mafters ; he kick’d
up, as much as to fay that for you—-—(chAs
up).

Groom. Dam’ me, but you feem to have
made a very nice job of it.

Crack. If you flatter at hearmg Izalf, what
.will you fay when you know the whole? The

carriage, you fee~——o

Groom. Is that run away too ?

Crack. No; but it 'might, if [ hadn’t taken
good care of it,

Groom. By driving over pofts, 1 {uppofe ?
Crack. Noj; by dniving againf-pofts—(Oh!
you'll find me corre&t)—by which 1 took off

one wheel, and broke the other.

. Groom. And havn’t you brought it~ with

rou ?
J Crack. Without wheels! how could I?— ~
’would have broke my back.

Groom. 1 with you mayn’t get your head
broke, that’sall!

Crack. So far from that, I expeft to be
complimented for my judgment ; for if I had
not, like a fkilful whip, whipped off the wheels,
I might have loft the carriage and all its valy-
able contents: by being expert 1 have faved
both.

Groom. Well, friend, you feem very merry
under mlsfontune, and I wifh you luck ; It was
Sir Edward’s own doing, he can’t blame me.

[ Exit,
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Crack. If he fhould, T'll make a neat de-
fence for the fake of your nice feeling: damn’d
hard, if at a battle of" brains, I could not out-
goflip a grumbling groom. Whenever I'm
puzzled, T always hum folk: humming’s all the
fathion.

SONG--Cucx

With a merry tale
Serjeants beat the drum;
Noddles full of ale, )
Vll_lgge lads they bum:
Soldiers out goall,”
. Famous get in ftory ;
‘If they chance to fall,
Don’t they fleep in glory?
A Towdy rowdy dow, &c.
. IL '
Lawyers try, when fee’d,
Juries to make pliant,
If they can’t fucceed,
‘Then they bum their client;
To perfe&ion come,
Humming all the trade is,
Ladies, lovers bum,
Lovers bum the ladies.
‘ Towdy rowdy dow, &.
o IIL.
Han’¢ Britannia’s fons
Often bumm’d Mounfeer?
Han’t théy bumn’d the Dons =
Let their fleets appear— o
r Strike
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Strike they muft tho’ loth,
(Ships with dollars cramm’d,)

"If they’re not bumm’d both,
Then will I be d

Towdy rowdy dow, &¢.

0Old MAYTHORN croffes to his own houfe from
R. H. to L. H. very di _/i'onjolate.

Crack. There goes a man of forrow; I re-
member him a jefter: it may be my turn next;
I'll gever joke again till I fee a—

Enter STEWARD and BAILIFF.

Lawyer and Bailiff!l—Gentlemen, your humble;

I reverence your callings, and I refpe® your

power, for you two are a match
Bazlgﬁ" For what ?

Crack. The devil!—( fings)—Towdy rowdy,

&c. [Exit after Joe.

HexrY BLUNT enters behind.

Steward. You have the writ ?
Bailiff. 1 have, mafter Steward.
Steward. Secure the old man, and carry him
to your houfe till you have further orders.
[Bailiff goes into Maythorn's.
Henry. Rather fevere of our mafter, to fend
the old man to prifon ; is it not, Sir?

Steward,
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Steward. Sir Edward is a young man, and
loves his pleafures. Bye and bye, 1 hope he’ll
better know the ufe of wealth.

- Henry. Pray, what is the old man’ s debt to
Sir Edward ?

Steward. He claims (for five years arrears
and all) upwards of three hundred pounds. I
am - the inftrument of his feverity, and I am
forry for it.

Henry. Is it the love of money, or

Steward. 1 am afraid not; the old man has
a pretty daughter, who, Sir Edward’s fervant

“tells me, has given him fome encouragement.
[Henry Blunt retires.

Old. MAYTHORN, BArLirr, RoBERrRT, and
MARry, enter.

Mary. Oh! my deareft father; is it already
come to this?

Old May. Don’t weep, my child; I pnthee
do not weep.

Robert 1 tell ye what, Mr. Steward; I do
know Zir Edward’s tricks; I be noo vool d’ye
fee; but it wont do—and zoo you may tell’n if
you pleafe; I don’t care a zingle ruth for Aim,
nor.

Old May. Nay, prithee now, boy, prithee—

[Ezit Steward.

Robert. Why, the very worm ull turn when
trod on, vather; and fhall we—

Old May. Nay, but keep thy temper, keep
thy temper lad; by foothing we may fettle all.

F2 Robert.
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Robert. T wifh I had the fettling on’t; dam,
if I would n’t.—(threatens with _ﬁ_/i)—-—er Ed-
ward don’t care a vig for juftice; he do make
hxs with, his will: and tho' he be a knight; he
is but a man; and if a kmght, or even a bar-
row-knight, do behave unlike a man—

Old May. Thou muft be a monfter! foolith
boy! I'm vexed to hear thee! Robert, you
vex me. . :

Mary. Don’t agitate yourfelf, dear father,
pray don’t.—(furns to Robert{)—Fear not me;
I'll put myfelf out of Sir Edward’s reach ru
go with father to prifon.

Robert. That’s right; goo you to prifon,
then you’ll be free from un.

Old May. This bufinefs has flurried me a
little; Will you be good enough (for I am very
feeble) to let me fit down awhile ?

Bailif. Can’t delay, Mafter Maythorn.

Mary. Reft on my arm; I can fupport you
father.—(weeps)—

Robert. Ay, ay, we’ll both fupport you;
here’s mine too.—( fupprsﬂ" ng his tears )—
We’ll fupport ye, vather; don't ye cry, Mary;
what fignifies crying? Don’t ye cry, vather;
Heaven will comfort the innocent, and the
. good man won’t be forfaken, I warrant ye!

[Ezeunt—Old Maythorn, reft-
ing on Mary and Robert;
{he Bailif after. R. H.

I

* Euter
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Enter Two Satrors. L. H.

1. Sailor. 1 believe, mefsmate, we have
trac’d him to his moorings. :
2d. Sailor. You're right; for there you fee
is the Port Admiral.—(points to fign)—
1/, Sailor, Houfe! bring us a mug of becr.
' [They fit at the Table,

Pecey brings beer.

A pretty little tight wench, faith!
Peggy. Yes; pretty—but the grapes are four,
[Exit with great conceit.
1. Sailor. The folk here will hardly guefs
our errand,—(they drink.)

Enter Joi: in rapture, with Newfpaper, pafes
the Sa1LORs. :

Joe. Here it is! On board the Turnpike
a-hoy! Dam’me, here it is:—He’s alive; the
boy’s alive! And——but hold, avaft! the lat
paper faid he was dead; this fays its a lie:
which thall T believe?—(turning, fees the Sai-
lors)—What cheer, brother Sailors? From
what Port ?

1. Sailor. Portfmouth.

Joe. Whither bound ?

14.
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1. Sailor. Can’t you fee we have caft an-
chor? '

Joe. 1 fay, Bob—Mifs Mary: but avaft!
mayhap, they can inform me. You have had
a fevere engagement in the chops of the chan-
"nel, 1 hear? : ‘

14. Sailor. Yes, we have. ,

Joe. And juft as the Frenchman ftruck fhe
went down? Dam’me, that was a pity! But
we fav’d many of their hands, they fay.

1. Suilor. Yes; and but it blew a hard
gale we fhould have faved more. We loft
one boat’s crew in picking them up.

Joe. Among which, mayhap, was poor Will
Travers. Well, dam’me, ’twas noble; ’twas a
faying of the old buck aloft, ¢ Be devils in
fight, boys, the vitory gained, remember you
are men;” and as he preached, {o he¢ pradtifed.
This action, my hearties, brings to my mind
the one we fought before the old boy had a
flag. when he commanded a feventy-four.

1. Sailor. Mayhap, fo. ' '

Joe. We were cruizing, d'ye fee, off the Li-

zard : on Saturday the 29th of O¢tober, at fe-

ven minutes paft fix, A. M. A fail hove in
fight, bearing fouth fouth weft, with her lar-
board tacks on board; clear decks; up fails;
away we ftood; the wind right eaft as it could
blow ; we foon faw fhe was a Mounfeer of fupe-

rior force, and damn’d heavy metal !
1/8. Sailor. A ninety gun fhip, I fuppofe?
Joe. A ninety. We received her fire with+
qut a wince, and returned the compliment;
"till about five and-twenty- minutes paft eight,
we
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we opened our lower deck ports, and as we
croffed plumpt it right into her! we quickly
wore round her ftern, and gave her a fecond
part of the fame tune; ditto repeated, as our
Do&or writes on his dofes ; my eyes! how fhe
rolled !. She looked like a floating mountain.—
¢ *Tother breadfide, my boys,” fays our Cap-
tain, and *“ dam’me, you’ll make the moun-
tain a molehill I’ We followed it up, every
fhot told!  We gave her broadfide for broad-
fide, till her lantern ribs were as full of holes as
a pigeon-box ! By nine fhe had thiver’d our
canvafs {o, I thought fhe’d have got off; for
which the crowded all fail. ‘
1. Sailor. Let the Mounfeers alone for that.
Joe. We turned to, however, and wore ; and
in half an hour got alongfide a fecond time:
‘we faw all her mouths were open, and we
drenched her fweetly ! She f{wallowed our
Englith pills by dozens; but they griped her
damnably ! By and bye we brought all our
guns to bear at once ; bang! fhe had it! Obh,
dam’me, ’twas a fettler! In lefs then two
minutes after the cried “ pecavi;” in five more
- fhe took fire abaft, and juft as we were going
to board her, and clap every lubber upon his
beam end, whuth ! down fhe went by the head }
- My eyes, what a fcreech was there! Out
boats, not a man was idle; we picked up two
hundred and fifty odd, found ard wounded; and
if I did not feel more joy of heart at faving
their lives than at all the victories I ever had a

fhare in, dam’me! The old boy above knows ;

it to be true, and can vauch for every word of
: ' i)
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it! Can’t you, my old buck '—(flinging his
hat up at him in great rapture).

1/8. Sailor. Why, it is not unlike the late
attion, and you’d fay fo too, if you’d been in
it, as we were.

Joe. Youinit? You on board ?

1/8. Sailor. We were.

Joe. (eagerly) Then tell me at once, for I
can’t believe the papers, is Lieutenmant Tra.vers
alive or dead ?

1 Sailor. Alive, and promoted.

Joe. 1 faid fo—Dam’me, I knew he was
alive; Huzza! old Maythorn! Mary! Bob!
are you all afleep ?—(hollowing at Turnpike
Houfe).

1/t Sailor. And now give us leave to atk you
a queftion.

Joe. Afk a hundred thoufand, my hearty!
I'll anfwer all! Will you drink any. thing
more ! Bring out a barrel of grog! Call for
what you like, my lads; I'll pay all.

1/ Sailor. Can you 1nform us of one Henry
Blunt ?

Joe. Aye, to be fure I can; why, Bob, I'fay
—(calling)—he’s hired as Gamekeepcr here to
Sir Edward What d’ye call him ; Whiffligig,
I fay Bob'!

12 Sailor. Hired as a Gamekeeper. '

Joe. Yes; a damn’d good fhot—he ihot——
Old Maythorn !'—(aloud.)

1 Sailor. The devil he did! Can you tell
us where we can find. him ?

Joe. Why, he has not flipped his cable, has
he ?—(eagerly). -

4 ‘ 12 Sailor.
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1 Suilor. We fhould be glad to light of -
him, d’ye fee. . ;

Joe. I thought as much; dam’me, I knew
he was a baftard kind of failor by his talk;
but the lubber, to fkulk, to run from his poft !
Shiver my timbers! I can’t bear to hear of a.
feaman’s difobedience! But I'll blow him up.
—Why, Bob, I fay! Where the devil are ye
all ¢ ' S

Enter RoBERT in hafie.

Robert. Here be 1. ‘
Joe. Bob, you dog, where’s your father and
mother ? a :
Robert. My mother’s in heaven, I hope.
Joe. Pthaw ! dam’it! I mean your fifter.
Robert. She’s at the  Bailiff’s houfe wi’
vather ; the Steward’s arrefted him. . .
Joe. Arrefted your father! for what? Il
pay the debt. '
Robert. You pay dree hundred pound ?
Joe. Ay, dam’me, theee thoufand if he need
it. S '
Robert. Yes; but when ?
Joe. Why now ; that is, when I have it :—
- tell ’em I'll bail im. o '
Robert. Yes; but you are only one,and though
one friend be a rare thing, a poor man in trou-
ble mutt find fwo, .and both houfekeepers.
Joe. Dam’it, that’s unlucky{ = Shipmates,
are etther of you houfekeepers.
1/t Sailor. No. . -
G Joe
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. Joe. 1 fear’d ‘as.much : but no mzu;m', g0,

.......

Rabcrl I.Jeutenant Travers ahve' :

Joe. Aye, 'you dog; -alive, and promoted
-——now you-know, go -tell her the whole frory;
every partxcular Hop, fknp, ‘jump, run—
’ v (Pufking him of.
Tell her he never was dead——(mllmg)-—~Whit
ﬂmll I do for another baxl? SR

HENRY appcars in tlze back Gmtmd
¥ ‘ \
1 wauldafk this lubbcr, but dam’nic if Iever
afk.a favour of- a Seaman who deferts. his: eoun-
try’s caufe ! There’s your trupk.--Had 1 known
_ you before .I would not have-fetch’d-it « You a
Seaman—you be——ahem. . -t . oo
Henry. WWhat's the matter, man v"

(771& Saslors Iwarmg him, tum and 7;/?:}

1## Sailor. Oh, here he'is!’ ‘noble, Captam
for fo you. MOW.-are. ~We have brsught—
, (With dreat rtfpect )
_ Henry. Hufh, for yourlives. " ‘. -
- Joe. («S’urprzzcd)——-—Eh' What?
Henry. Take up that trunk, angd. follow me

quxckry s
] ‘ [Ezzt Blunt, ,and Sailors
. iqfter-im great hafe.
: Joe Oh, for a doufc of ‘the face now! To
be fure I'm not drcaimngl It furely, muft;
Ham 'fme, - here goes, In fpxtc of fplmtcrs a{,{lg
LA .o . t . 1

»

.I’



UL ST |

A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. 43

hifr ftnetsv—(ﬁngs and: dances}-—-VVhat aft m—
fernal blockhead I imuft bel. if the -Bajliff and
Attorney won’t take my. word fot the bail, I'lIl
blow up one; and.I'll fink the other., ; .

[Pulls of his Hat; and follozos
g danczng and ﬁugmg

[

CRACK enters from the Admzral, w:tlz
Mug in his Hand, Jfinging.

‘ Szr Edw. (Aloud wztlwul }——Where afe all

my fervants?,.... N .
Crack. There’s &ir Edward‘ G bl
. Sir. Edm. Get the curricle ready 1mmcdxatcly .
Graclc Oh-lord! I Iha]l be

Qulz is the’ word

-~ . taheNd i,

Enter Sn'EDWARn ( goes towan@M s }

Szr Edw, Now,t if Qld Maythgrn is réfbed;
Mary, I think, is mine. —-—(fcemg rac/cj—-
Where dld ou learn mufic "

C‘mc/c o where, Sir—it§ a glft I wis al-
ways too quick- to learn. Sy )

ir Edw, Yet y you fcem tolertﬁ)l know ng.

C: rggk., Yes, Sir, knowmg byt not - wife : as
‘mafly have horour without vxrtue. - Cong, . hc
does, not {moke.~(qjide. ) o

St Edw. “ Why, yeu’re wntty you rogue’

“€rack.”« Ah, Sir). T with I wege as witty as
¢ you, and’ as rich; or, if T were ‘as rich with-
out beitg as witty; F'd be contens: 1 hauld
s have been nc/zs but fox: my curfed name.’”

. G 2 Sz'r
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- St Edw. “ What may that be, pray?”™

‘Crack. “ My firft, Sir, is’ Ctmﬁ:opher' my
« fecond is Crack. My father was'a Crack;
“ {o was my mother; and being both C’racks,
« of courfe I was born a Crack; and tho’ I
“ have mended many, that’s a Crack I.never
 could mend; it was my ruin.’

Sir Edw. “ Ha, ha! and fo your name was

“ your ruin P"’—fﬁzll peeping.)”

Crack. “ Yes, Slr, for bemg comely, the
“ maidens ¢alled me ¢ the Crack of the vxllgge,
“ and ﬂattery, as you know Sir, plays the devil
¢ with the innocent; fo, like ane hprn to gyeat-
“ nefs and fortune, and furrounded Yy tyco-
« phants, T.thought myfelf al}-fufficient, “till
% expetiénce told me, T had little wit,” and lefs
BTt anCYo" LT Sost Ty

1. Voice. (Without)—Gate!
, MVokp; ('Widwut)*Gate‘ .

i’EGGY geeps from the Admzrdf

Szr Edw Mifs Mary' Sure, thm s'nn one
at homel =~
Craclt - Na, Su', nooneat'all; fbthntthere's
_ne’ occatjon for ‘your curricle. ‘And if there
‘wete, You wod not t lt-f-—{aﬁdc/“-You fEc,
Sir, I ain up'—-—{ﬁgn antly} S

s o

Ema‘&un, in kaﬁe. no

: S’mart Oh Su', these’s fine work! Joe
and- two other failors, and young Mayth;;n,
- ' ve
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have refcued the old man, and are all gopg to
the lodge i triumph. ‘

Sir Edwo. Ta the lodg¢‘ for what? - ls Mary
-with them? = | )

Smart. Yes, Sir.

Sir Edw. Follow me immediately.

[Erit Sir Edward and Smart.

Crack. Yes; we’ll all follow to the lodge,

becauﬁe the ale"is good

'PEGGY adoances.

Peggy. Hoxty toity! he's very anxious about
Mifs Maythorn, ‘methinks.

Crack. Yes; he was going-to take her to
London; but I took up a wheel, and Mgo 2
horfe.

Peggy. Take her to'Loridon.—{pigued,).

Crack. Yes, he was: and you don’t like it;
your ftockings are yellow; you are jealous.

Peggy. Jealous! jealous of ker! Oh, yes—
that—he fhall never (peak to me again: Il
- follow; and tell him fo.—(angrily ).

1/? Voice. Why, gite, I fay!* -

zd Vmag Ase the folk afleep? Why, gate'

* {Others hollow.

Craelt { think I'll open the gaté, and'poeket
the pence.—( tries )—By the Lord its lock’d
and the key gone! '

Peggy. Oh, hot here’ll be fine work! Mifs

Mary had-better mind herbufinefs.
: { Travellers and Horfes
TnE ey - appear at the Gate.
R Crack.
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‘an old woman and a

" THE TURNPIKE GATES .-

And here come a dozen pack-horfes}
batket of eggs,-on two

tubs of butter," tbrdwn dcrofé 4 fat mate; with
half a dozen turkeys, and all their legs tied.~

MUSIC: -
1. Poice. Gate, I fay; why, Gate! ' .. ..
8d. Voice. ——=Gdal . "I .
3d. Voice. Gageit .U e
42b. Vaice, w——ee(Gatel o
Peggy.  Like bells they ring the change&o’er, ’

Crack.
Voices.

Crack.

Peggy.. .
. €rack.
. DPeggy.
- Crack,,
3. Vaice.

2d. _l"u'a.
Crack.

YVoices.

N

One, two, three; four; ‘oné, two, th:ee, four.
They can’t come theo” .ol ol
Pray, hold your prate i f.. L

o2

Whatcanwedo? - ... .

 aa——t the gate! : ~
No, no, -we cin’ty butif you pleafe,: -
You’ll go round Qygagmire-lane with eafes
Turn by the hawthorn. near the mill,

" And if you ﬁ\ck i’th’ mud, fland il !

When got half way; beyond all doubt,

- Each ftep.you take, 'you’re nearer oug.

't be reveng’d——mautt I, with logd- ;

Be ftopt here, on the king’s high roadx?
E’en poor folk may find law I'm told, -,
And lawyers too—if you’ll find gold.

Nay, fhquld you need—yoy filly elf,

For gold, you’ll get the dev’] himfelf!
For your advice, our'thank; are. due,, \

_ " We mutt go round, we can’ Sgct ;@ro’ 3
Grack&Peggy. Yoq muft go roynd—you can’t came thro’,

[ Ezeunt.
SCENE.
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SCENE the Laﬂ The Inﬁde qf the Lodge.

\ Old Mmrrnonx, MARY, Ronzn’r, Jokg, and
 STEWARD, enter. L. H.

Jog. (as he emters, fings)— We'll-fing a
litfle, and laugh a little, &c.” Your dear
William’s alive and well, my fweet girl, with
Bis limbs whole, and his love true, my life on’t.
So, hang it, don’t be fad now the fun fhines.

. Robert. —(with affection.)— Oh! ’tis her
JO}’, mun, that makes her {fad now. Is not it,

Ty

Old Ma_y And did the keepcr kindly. fay,
he would fatisfy Sir Edward?
» Joe. He did, my old friend.

A SAILOR enters, and takes STBWARD‘ qﬁ;
R.H

You fee, I fancy he has fent for the Steward
for‘that purpofe. *

*  Mary. Oh, Jofeph ! you are our bettcr an-
gel! Heavens' hcresSu Edward!- - .

1 - .

~ Sir EDWARD enters in hafie.
. §tr Edw. Heyday! What toes all this medn?

_ Joe: Mean! that Mr. Blunt 1s going to an-
fwcr your demands on thc old man here. “~
Sir
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Sir Edw. He anfwer '—where’s my fteward ?
—(with paffion.)

Joe. (Firmly) Stepp’d to your keeper, to
overhaul accounts, and prepare a receipt for
you, I tzke it.

Sir Edw. Without my concurrence '—Order
the bailiff to take old Maythorn into cuﬁody
unmediate

Robt. laps before his father) No, Idon’t
think he’ll do that again. ,
~ Sir Edw. Indeed, Sir! and which of thefe
fellows was it who dared to effe&k a refcue? '

Hexry, in his real Character of Captain
TRAVERS, dreft in his Uniform, enler fad-
‘denly—-STEWARD follows with u Will.

Travers. That fellow, Sir, was I, and rcady
to enfver it in any way you think ?mptr.

Mary. Heavens!'—my William!

Travers:; My deareft Mary !—( turns to ker.)

Joe. Did not 1 tell you he was nght and
tight >~ Now, then, clear decks. I {fuppofe he
won’t furrender without a rumpus.

[(Mary is fhocked—Old Maythorn and
Travers fupport her.

Sir Edw. So, fo! a champion in difguife!—
"And pray, Sir, on what authority have you
done this?

. Trar ers. On one, Sir—(turas quickly y)—pa--
3 ramount
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* ramourit to any you poflefs—a will of the late
Admiral.

Sir Edw. A will? L

Travers. Aye, Sir, a w1ll|—b which ¢his
lady, and not you (as you have for fome time
fuppofed), fucceeds to. his eftates. Your at-
torney, who holds it in his hand, will inform
you of particulars. :

Sir Edw. The devil! :

Travers. Confult him; and the fooner you
glve pofleflion the better.

[ST;WARDjblzczts Sir EDWARD’s
ttentzon—-they retire.

Joe. Aye, aye, theer off, or dam’me, but you
muft bear a broadfide.

Travers.. Pardon, my deareft Mary, thus tnal
of your conftancy. “ The good Admiral, your
« honoured father

Mary. ¢ My father!

Old May. « Yes, child, he was your father.”

Travers. “ During his illnefs in the Weft-
¢ Indies, he committed his will to my care—
“ for us, love, he has provided amply; and to
 his.old friend here he has bequeathed the
s Upla.nd Farm and houfe of three hundred
“ a year.”—The report of my death prompted
this ftratagem, for which I afk- ,

Enter Crack and PEGey.

Crack. (Aloud) By the Lord, the folk at the
turnpxke are all ftopp’d!

H Joe.
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Joe, Stop your mouth '—-( Slopping zt)
Crack. Hey—what—oh!

[Joe takes Peggy and Crack afidc, and
tells, what has happened.

(Sir EDWARD and STEW ARD advance.)

Steward. *Tis even fo, mdeed—-—(owes Tra-
vers the will).

Travers. 1 hope, Sir Edward, you are Fa-
tisfied.

Sir Edw. This 1s not the place to dlfputc
it, Sir. .

Travers. Before we part (left my character
might offend your morality), give me leave to
refign my office.

Robt. That’s right, Captam, and make
gamekeeper inftead.

Travers. That T will, Robert, and bailiff
too.

Robt. ( With authority } Then I warn you,
Sir Edward, not to vire a gun again npen .my
manors, or I'll zend you to the county gaoi—-
I will, as {ure as you’re born.

Sir Edzo. (Aloud) Order my curricle—T'll fet
off immediately for town. [T .rzt Szr Edward.

(Crack advances with JoE and PEGGY.) '

Crack. You had better go in the mail—
(calling after him)—they’ll be fome time get-
-ting the curricle ready.—Won't you follow your
{wain, fos Pewy?‘ s

3 Peggy.
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Peggy. Prithee, be quiet—( advances to Ro-
bert).—I1 hope young -Mr. Maythorn here—
(pulling his coat, and making a curtfey.)

Robt. Hem'—- Paws off, if you pleafe, my
Lady Sir Edward Dafhdway. — Its my turn
now. However, if in a year or two’s time

Peggy. Dear heart!—a year or two is fuch a
lon .

Robt. Oh!—if you are not content——

Peggy. Yes—I am—I am content.

Travers. Aye, aye, contented all—and while
friends and fortune continue thus to {mile, let
us in love and harmony mamfef’c our gratl-
tude.

FINALE.

Travers. Love’s ripen’d harveft now we’ll reap,
My fancied dream’s reality ;
Here Mary #ill the gate fhall keep,
. I mean—of hofpitality.

Mary. And for the tafk, the toll I afk
(Still mindful of my lot of late),
" (To the audience) Is from this court a good report,
To-morrow, of our Turnpike Gate.

Peggy. We bar-maids, like the lawyers, find
Words ‘at the bar, for tolls will flow;
Some we in cafb take, fome in 4ind;
At all toll-bars no truft you know.

Robt. The do&or too—'tis nothing new,
Will hardly ever tolls abate ;
Then give us, pray, on this high way,
Your leave to keep. the Turnpike Gate.
Crack
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o

Crack. 1'd afk the bachelors of mode,
And fpinfters—are you free of tall?
Or you, that jogg the married road?
' Oh! no—your’re not, upon my foul !
Foe. Then fince ’tis clear, moft of you here
" Pay {winging tolls—in ev’ry flate,
Grudge not, we pray, the toll to pay
Here nightly at our ¢ Turnpike Gate.”” -

; Prirrtd by G. Woodfall, No. 22, Patemq[:rgknw, Londen.
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