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PROLOGTUE

T O cheat the moft judicious eves, there be
W ays in all 1rades, but this of poetry

Your tradefman fbews his ware by fome falfe light,
To bide the faults and flightncfs from your fight :
Nay, thoughtis full of bracks, be'll boldly fwear
*Tis excellent, and fo belp off bisavare.
He'll rule your judgment by bis confidence,
Wtich in a poct you’d call impudence 5
Nay, if theavorld afford the like again,
He frears b'll give it you for nothing, then.
Thofe are avords too a poet dares not fay ;
Let it be good or bad, yox’re fure to pay.
— Wow’d twere a peni’worth 5 but in this you are
Abler ta judge, than be that made the ware.
Howewer, bis defign was avell enough,
He try’d 10 fbews fome neaver fafbiord-fiuff.
Not that the name Committee can be nexvo,
That hasbeen 100 avell knoavn to moff of you :

But you may fmile, for you bave paft your doem ;

The poet dares net, bis is fill to come,

A2 DR A
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THE

COMMITT E E

#.* The lines marked with inverted commas, ©tbss, are omitted in 2]
reprefentation.

ACT L

Enter Mrs. Day, brafhing ber boeds and fearfs, Mrs. Ar—
bella, Afrs. Ruth,. Col. Blunt, and a Stage-Coachman.

Mrs. Dav.

OW,. out upon’t, how dufty ’tis! All things con~

fider’d, ’us better to travel in the winter; efpe-

ciully for us of the better fort, thatridein coaches. And.

yet, to fay truth, warm weather is both pleafant and

comfortable; tisa thoufand pities that fair weather fhould

doany hurt.—Well {aid, honeft ccachman, thou haft done

thy part! My fon,. Abel, paid for my place at Reading,
did he not ?

Coach. Yes, an’t pleafe you.

AMrs. D. Well, there’s fomething extraordinary, to.
make thee drink.

Coach. By my whip, ’itis a:groat of more than ordinary
thinnefs.—Plague on this new gentry, how liberal they
are. [4fide.] Farewel, youngmiftrefs; farewel, gentle-
men. Pray when you come by Reading, let Toby carry

ou. - [-Exit Coachman.

Mrs. D. Why how now, Mrs. Arbella! What, fad!
Why, what’s the matter ?

Arbel. T am not very fad.

A Mrs..D..
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Mrs. D. Nay, by my honour, you need not, if you
knew as much as I Well —T"ll tell you oce thing ;
you are well enough ; you need not fear, whoever does ;
fay I told you fo—if you do not hurt yourfelf; for as
cunning as he is, and let him be as cunning as he will,
I can fee with hulf an eye that my fon Abel means to take
care of you in your compofition, and will needs have you
his gueft.  Ruthand you fhall be bedfellows. I warrant,
that {ame Ab:]l many and many a time will with his fif-
ter’s place ; or elfe his father ne’er got him. Though I
fay it that fhoud pot fay it, yet I do fay it tis a
notable fellow

Arbel. 1 am fallen into firange hands, if they prove as
bufy as her tongue— [ Ajide..

Ars. 2. And now you talk of this fame Abel, I tell
vou but one thing : I wonder that neither he nor my huf-
band’s honour’s chief clerk, Obadiah, is not here ready
to attend me. I dare warrant my fon Abel as been here
rwo hours before us; *Tis the verieft Princox; he will
cver be galloping, and yet heis not full one and twenty,
for all his appearances. He never itole this trick of gal-
loping ; his father was juft fuch 4nother before him, and
wou’d gallop with the beft of ’em: he and Mrs, Bufie’s
hufband, were counted the beft horfemen in Reading, ay,
and Berkfhire to boot. I have sode formerly behind Mr.
Bufie, butin truth I cannot now endure to travel but ina
cbach ; myown is at prefentindiforder, and fo I was fain
to fhift in this; but I warrant you, if his honour, Mr.
Day, chairman of the honourable committee of fequeftra-
tions, fhou’d know that bis wife rode in a flage-coach, he
wou’d make the houfe too hot for fome. Why how
is't with you, Sir? Wharweary of your journey ?

[0 the Colonel,

Blunt. Her tongue will never tire. [4fde]—So mary,
Miftrefs, riding in the coach, has a little diftemper’d me
with hear.

Mrs. D. So many, Sir! Why there were but fix—
What wow’d you fay if I thould tell you, that I was one
of the eleven that travell’d at one time in one coach ?

RBilznt. Q, thedevil! I have given her a new theme—

[4fide.

Bfrs, D. Why, Plitell you==Can you guefs how ’.t:B“l:;u,sz 2
t.
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Blynt. Not 1, truly. But’tis no matter, I do believe
it.

Mrs. D. Look you, thus it was; there was, in the
firft place, myfelf, and my hutband I fhou’d have faid
firft, but his honour wou’d have pardon’d me, if he had
heard me : Mr. Bufie that I told you of, and his wife;
the mayor of Reading and his wife ; and this Ruth that
you fee there, inone of our laps But now, wheredo
you think the reft were ?

Blunt. A top o’'th’ coach, fure.

Mrs. D. Nay, 1 durft {wear you wou’d never guefs—
why—wou’d you think it ; I had two growing in my bel-
ly, Mrs. Bufie onein hers, and Mrs. Mayorefs of Read-
ing a chopping bofy, as it proved afterwards, in hers, as
like the father as if it had been {pit outof his mouth ; and
if he had come out of his mouth, he had come out of as
honeflta man’s mouth as any in forty miles of the head of
him: for, wou’d you think it? atthe very fume time
when this fame Ruth was fick, it beihg the firlt time the
girl was ever coach’d, the good man, Mr. Mayor, I
mean, that I{pokeof, held his hat for the girl to eafe her

ftomach in. .

) Enter Abel, and Obadiah.

—Oh, are you come? Long lock’d for come at laft.
¢ What—you have a flow fet pace, as well as your hafty
¢ fcribble, fometimes.” Did you not think it fir, thac I
fhow’d have found attendance ready for me when I alight-
ed?

Oba. 1 atk your honour’s pardon; for I do profefs unto
your ladyfhip, Ihad arrended fooner, hut that his young
honour, Mr. Abel, demurr’d me by his delays.

Mrs. D. Well, fon Abel, you muit he obey’d, and I
partly, if not quite, guefs your bufinefs; praviding for
the entertainment of one I havein my e e. Read her
and take her: Ah, is’t not fo?

Abel. T have not been deficient in my ::re, forfooth.

Mrs. D. Will you never leave your icrfooths? Art
thou not atham’d to let the clerk carry himfelf better, and
thew more breeding, than his mafter’s {on.

Abel. If it pleafe your honour, I have {ome bufinefs
for your more private ear.

Mrs. D. Very well.

’ .Rl‘féo
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Ruth. Whata lamentable condition has that gentleman
been in! faith I pity him.

Arbel. Are you fo apt to pity men ?

Ruth. Yes, men that are humourfome, as I would
children that are froward ; Iwow’d not make them cry on
purpofe.

Arbel. Well, 11ike his humour, I dare fivear he’s plain
and honeft. ’

1}6:11/). Plain enough of all confcience ; faith I'll fpeak
to him.

dréel. Nay, priythee don’t; he’ll think thee rude.

Ruth, Why then I’ll think him an afs.—How is’t after
your journey, Sir?

Blunt. Why, 1 am worfe after it.

Ruth. Do you love riding in a coach, Sir?

Blunt. No, forfooth, nor talking after riding in a
eoach. -

Rutb. 1 {hou’d be loth to interrupt your meditations,
Sir: we may bave the fruits hereafter.

Elunt. 1f you have, they fhall break loofe fpite of my:
teeth.—This {pawn is as bad as the great pike.  [4fdz.

Arbel. Pr’ythee, peace ! Sir, we with you all hap-
pinefs.

Bilunt. And quiet, goed fweetladies Llike her well
enough.——Now wou’d not I have her fay any more,
for fear the fhould jeer too, and {poil my ;ood opinion.
If, ’twere poffible, Lwou’d think well of one woman.

Mrs. D. Come, Mrs. Arbella, ’tis as I told you, Abel
has done it ; fay nomore. Takeher by the hand, Abel.
I profefs, the may venture to take thee for better for.
worfe. Come, Mrs. the honourable committee will fit
fuddenly. Come, let’salong.. Farewel, Sir.

[Ex. allbut Blunt.

Blunt. How! the committee ready to fit! Plague on
their honours ; for fo my honour’d lady,. that was one of
the eleven, was pleas’d to call em. I had like to have
come a day after the fair. *Tis prerty, that fuchas I have-
been muit compound for their having been raicals. Well,.
I muft go feek a lodging, and a folicitur: I'll find the
arranteft rogue I can, too: for according to the old fay--
ing, fera thiefito catcha thief..

Euter
2
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Eutar Col. Carelefs, and Licutenant.

Car. Dear Blunt, well met ; when came you, man?

Blznt. Dear Carelefs I did not think to have met thee
fo {uddenly. L1euzenanr, your fervant. I am landed
juft new, man.

Car. Thou {peak’ft as.if thou had’ft been at fea

Blunt. 10 pretty well guefs’d ; I have been in a ftorm,

¢ Car. What bufinefs brought thee?

¢ Blunt. May be the fame with yours; I am come to
¢ compound w:th their honours.

¢ Car. That’s my bufinefs too., Why, the commit-
¢ tee fits {fuddenly.

¢ Blynt. Yes, I know it; I heard fo in the florm I
told thee of.’

Car. What fltorm, man ?

Blunt. Why, a tempefl, as high as ever blew from
woman’s breath. [ have rode in a flage-coach, wedged in
with half a dozen; one of them was a commirtee-man’s’
wife ; his name 1s Da} ; and fhe accordingly will be call’d,
your honour, and your ladyfhip; ¢ with a _tongue that
¢ wags as much fafter than ali other women’, as in the
¢ {everal motions of a watch, the hand of the minute
¢ moves fafter than that of the hour.” There was her
daughter, too; buta baftard, without queftion : for fhe had
no refemblance to the reft of the norch’d rafcals, and very
pretty, and had wit enough to jeer 2 manin profperity to
death. ‘There was another gentlewoman, and fhe was

randfome ; nay, very handfome : but I kept her from be-
ing as bad »s the reit.

Car. Pr’ythee, hew, man?

Blunt. Why, fhe began with two or three good words,
ard ! defired her the would be quiet while fhe was well.

Car. Thou wert rot {fo mad?

Blunt. 1 had been mad if | had not—But when we came
to our journey’s end, there met us two fuch formal and
ftately rafcals, that yet pretended religion and open rebel-
ion ever pamted rhey were the hopes and guide of the
honourable family, viz. The eldeft fon, and the chiefeft
clerk, rogues—and hereby hangs a tale. "This gentle-
woman, I told thee I kept civil by defiring her to fay no-
thing, is a rich heirefs of one that died in the king’s fer-
vice, and left his eftate under fequeftration. This young

chick-
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chicken has this kite fnatch’d up, and defigns her for this
ker eldeft rafcal.

Car. What a dull fellow wert thou, not to make love
and refcue her.

Blunt. 1’1l wooe no woman.

Car. Wou’d’ft thou have them court thee? A Soldier
and not love a fiege ! How now, who art thou ?

Enter Teague.

Zea. A poor Irifthman, Heav’nfave me, and fave all
your three faces ; give me a thirteen.

Car. 1 fee thou would’ft not lofe any thing for want of
afking.

Tea. I can’t afford it. .

Car, Here, 1 am pretty near; there’s fixpence forthy
confidence.

Tea, By my troth it is too little ; give me another fix-
pence-halfpenny, and I'll drink your healths. :

Car. How long haft thou been in England ?

Tea. Ever fince I came here, and longer too, faith.
hmCar. What haft thou done fince thou cam’ftinto Eng-

d? :

Fea. Serv’d Heaven, and St. Patrick, and my good
fweetking, and my good fweet mafter ; yes, indeed.

Car. And what doft thou do now ?

Zea. Cry for them every day, upon my foul.

Car. Why, where’s thy mafter?

Tea. He's dead, maftero, and left poor Teague. Up-
on my foul he never ferv’d poor Teague fo before in all
his life.

Car. Who was thy mafter, ?

Zea. E’en the good Colonel Danger.

Car. He was my dear and noble friend.

Jea. Yes, that he was, and poor Teague’s too.

Car. What doft thou mean to do ?

Tea. I will ger a good mafier, if any good mafter
wou’d get me ; I cannot tell what to do elfe, by my foul ;
for T went o one Lilly’s; he lives at that houfe, at the
end of an other houfe, by the may-pole houfe, and tells
every body by cne flar, and t'other ftar, what good lock
they fhall have, but he cou’d not tell nothing for poor
Teague.

Cer. Why, man?

fEﬂa
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Fea. Why, ’tis done by the ftars and the planters;
and he told me there was no ftars for Irithmen. I told
bim there was as many ftars in Ireland as in England,
and more too; and if a good mafter cannot get me, I will
run into Ireland, and {fee if the flars be not there fill ;
and if they be, I will come back, and beat his pate, if he
will not then tell me fome good look, and fome ftars.

Car. Poor fellow ! I pity him ; I fancy he’s fimply ho-
neft. Haft thou any trade?

Zea. Bo, bub bub bo! a trade, a trade! an Irifhman
with a trade ! an Irithman {corns a trade ; his blood is too
thick for a trade. I will run for thee forty miles ; but
1 fcorn to have a trade.

Bl. Alas, poor fimple fellow !

Car. 1 pity him ; nor can I endure to fee any man mi-
ferable that can weep for my prince and friend. Well,
Teague, what fayft thou, if I will take thee ?

Zea. Why, 1 fay you cou’d not do a better thing.

Car. Thy mafter was my dear friend; wert thou with
him when he was kill’d ?

Tea. Yes, upon my foul, that I was; and I did howl
over him, and I afk’d over him why he died, but the de-
vil burn the word he faid to me ; and ’faith I ftaid kiffing
his fweet face, ’till the rogues came upon me, and took all
away from me, and left me nothing but this mantle; I
havé pever any victuals, neither, but alittle (nuff,

Car. Come, thou fhalt live with me; love me as thou
didit thy mafter.

Tea. That I will, if you will be good to poor Teague.

Car. Now, to our bufinefs ; for I came but lait night
myfelf; and the lieutenant and I were juft going to feek
a folicitor.

Blunt. One may ferve us all ; what fay you, lieutenant,
can you furnith us?

Lieu. Yes, I think I can help you to plough with a
heifer of their own.

Car. Now I think on’t, Blunt, why didft not thou be-
gin with the committee-man’s cow ?

Blunt, Plague on her, fhe lowbell’d me fo, that I
thought of nothing, but flood fhrinking like a dar’d lark.

L:ex. But, hark you, gentlemen, there’s an illuftrating
dofe to be fwallow’d firft ; there’s a covenant to be ml;gu.

¢d.
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Tea. Well, what is that covenant ? By my foul I will
take it for my new mafter, ‘

Car. Thank thee, Teague—A covenant, fay’ft thou ?

Tea. Well, where 1s that covenant ?

Car. We'll not fwear, lieutenant.

Liex. You mutt have no land, then.

Blunt. Then, farewel acres, and may the dirt choak ’em.

Car. *Tisbut being reduc’d to Teague’s equipage ;
*twas a lucky thing to havea fellow that can teach on;
this cheap diet of {nuff.

Tea. Oh, you fhall have your belly full of it.

Licx. Come, gentlemen, we muft lofe no more time 3
T’ll carry you to my poor houfe, where you fhall odge:
for, know, I am married to 2 moft illuftrious perfon, that
had a kindnefs for me.

Car. Pry’thee, how didft thou light upon this gocd
fortune ?

Liew. Why, you fee there are ftars in England, tho’
none in Ireland. Come, gentlemen, time calls us; you
fhall have my ftory hereafrer. [Ex. Blunt esd Lieutengn:.

Car. Come, Teague ; however, I have a fuit of cloaths
for thee ; thou fhalt lay by thy blanket for fome time.
It may be, thee and I may be reduced together to thy

, Jc{)untry fathion.
™ Zea. Upon my foul, joy, I will carry thee to my little
eftate in Ireland.

Car. Haft thou got an eftate ?

Tea. By my foul, and I have ; but the land is of fuch
a nature, that if you had it for nothing, you wouw’d fcarce
make your money of it.

Car. Why, there’s the worft on’c ; the beft will help it
{elf. [Exeant.
Enter Mr. Day, and Mrs. Day.

AMr. Day. Welcome, fweet duck ; I profefs thou haft
brought home good company, indeed ; money and mo-
ney’s worth: if we can but now make fure of this heirefs,
Mrs. Arbella, for our for Abel.

Mrs. Day. If we can! you are everat your i ; you’re
afraid of your own fhadow ; I can tell you one if more,
that is, i/ I did not bear you up, your heart wou’d be
down in your breeches at every turn. Well, if I were

—there’s another if for you.

Myr, Day. I profefs thou fayeft true ; I fhould not kngw

what
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what to do, indeed. I am beholden to thy good coun-
fel for many a good thing ; I had ne’er got Kuth, nor her
eftate, into my fingers elfe.

Myrs. Day. Nay, in that bufinefs, too, you were at your
ifi. Now, you fee fhe goes currently for our own daugh-
ter ; and this Arbella fhall be our daughter too, or ihe
fhall have no eftate,

Mr. Day. 1f we cow’d but do that, wife !

Mrs. Day. Yetagain at your /5

Mr. Day. I have done, I have done ; to your counfel,.
good duck ; you know I depend upon that.

Mrs. Day. You may, well enough ; you find the fweet
on’t; and, to fay truth, ’tis known too well, that you
rely upon it. In truth they are ready to call me the
committee-man ; they well perceive the weight that lies
upon me, hufband.

Mprs. Day. Nay, good duck, no chiding now, but to
your counfel.

AMprs, Day. In the firft place, (obferve how I lay a de-
fign in politicks) d’ye mark ? counterfeit me a letter from
the king, where he thall offer you great matters, to ferve
him and hisintereft under-hand. Very good ; and in it
let him remrember his kind love and fervice to me. This
will make them look about ’em, and think you fomebody.
Then promife them, if they’ll be true friends to you, o
Tive and die with them, and refufe all great offers ; then,
whilft *tis warm, get the compofition of Arbella’s eftate
into your own power, upon your defign of marrying her
to Abel.

Mr. Day. Excellent.

Mrs. Day. Mark the luck on’t too, their names found
alike ; Abel and Arbella, they are the fame to a trifle, it
{eemeth a providence.

BMry Day. Thou obferveft right, duck ; thou canft fee as
far into a mill-ftone as another.

Mrs. Day. Pifh! do not interrupt me.

Mrs. Day. I do not, good duck, Ido not.

Mrs. Day. You do not, and yet you do ; you put me off
from the concatenation of my difcourfe. Then, asI was
faying, you may intimate to your honcurable fellows,
that one good turn deferves another. That language is
underftood amongft you, 113 take it, ha ?

i,
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AMr. Day. Yes, yes, we ufe thofe items often.

Mrs. Day. Well, interrupt me not.

3fr. Day. 1 donot, good wife.

Mrs. Day. You do not, and yet you do. By this
means get her compofition put wholly inte your hands;
and then, no Abel, no land—But, in the mean time, I
would have Abel do his part, too.

Mr. Day. Ay, ay, there’sa want; I foundit.

Mrs. Day. Yes, when I told you {o before.

Mr. Day. Why, that’s true, duck, he is too backward ;
if I werein his place, and as young as I have been.

Mys. Day. Oh, you’ddo wonders ! But, now I think
on’t, there may be fome ufe made of Ruthj tisa nota-
ble witty harlotry.

. Mys. Day. Aye,and fofheis, duck; I always thought
.

A, Day. You thought fo, when I told you I had
thought on’t firit. Let me feg It fhall be fo ; we’ll
fet her to inftruct Abel, in the firlt place; and then to in-
cline Arbella; they are hand and glove ; and women can
do much with one another.

AMlr. Day. Thou haft hit upon my own thoughts.

Mys. Day. Pray, call her in; you thought of that,
too, did you nor ?

Af. Day. 1 will, duck. Ruth! why, Ruth!

Entzr Ruth. ‘

Rath. Your pleafure, Sir ?

Mr. Day. Nay, ’ds my wife’s defire, that—

Mps. Day. Well, if it be your wife’s, fhe can beft tell
it herfelf, I fuppofe. Dy’e hear, Ruth ; you may doa
bufinefs that may not be the worfe for you. You kmow
I ufe but few words.

Ruth, What does fhe call a few ? [Afide.

Mrs. Day. Look you, now, as I faid, to be fhort, and
to the matter ; my hufband and I do defign this Mrs.
Arbella for our fon Abel, and the young fellow is not
forward enough. You conceive ? Pry’thee give hima
little inftructions how to demean himfelf, and in what
manner to {peak, which we call addrefs, to her; * for
¢ women beft know what will pleafe women.” Then
work on Arbella, on the other fide; work, I fay, my
good girl ; no more, but fo. You know my cuitom 1s

tc
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to ufe but few words, Much may be faid in a little ; you
fhan’t repent it

AMr. Day. And I fay fomething too, Ruth,

BMrs. Day. What need you? Den’t you fee itall faid
already to your hand ;- what fayeft thou, girl ? '

s Ruth, T 'finll do my beft—1 would not lofe the {port
for more than I'll {peak of. [ Afdee-

Mrs. Day. Go, cail Abel, good girl. [Exit Ruth.]
By bringing this to pals, hufoand, we fbail fecure our-
felves, 1f the king fhould come ; you’li be hanged elfe.

My, Day. Oh, gocd wite, let’s fecure ourfeives by
all means. There’s a wi'e {aying : "Tis good to have a
thelter againft every florm. I remember that.

Mrs. Day. You. may well, when you have heard me
fdy it fo often.
Enter Ruth avizh Abel.

Ay, Day. O, fon Abel, d’ye hear

Alrs. Dav. Pray, hold your peace, and give every body
leave to tell their own tale—D’ye hear, fon Abe!, T
have formerly told you that Arbella would be a good
wife for you: a word’s enough to the wife; fome en-
deavours muft be ufed, and you muft not be deficient.
I have fpoken to your fifter Ruth, to inftruct you what
to fay, and how to carry yourfelf; obferve her direc-
tions, as you’ll anfwer the contrary ; be confident, and
put home. Ha, boy, hadft thou but thy mother’s pate.
Well, ’tis but a folly to talk of that that cannot be ! Be
fure you follow your fifter’s direGtions.

My, Day. Be {ure, boy,—well faid, duck, Ifay.

[Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Day,

Ruth, Now, brother Abel.

Abel. Now, fifter Ruth.

Ruth. Hitherto he obferves me punctually.  [.4/de.]
Have you a month’s mind to this gentlewoman, Mrs.
Arbella ?

Abel. 1 have not known her a week yet.

Ruth. O, cry you mercy, good brother Abel. Well,
to begin then, you muft alter your pofture, ¢ and by
¢ your grave and high demeanour, make yourfelf appear
¢ a hole above Obadiah ; left your miftrefs fhould take
¢ vou for fuch another fcribble-ferabble as he is;” and
always hold up your head, as it it were bolfter’d up with
high matters ; your hands join’d flat together, projetting
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