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T O
R. B.SHERIDAN, Efq.

S I R,

LETHOUGH I have no Sanftion for ad-
drefliing you this Publication, I do not
think it lefs proper, than 1 think it unneceffary
to mention here the Reafons that have induced
me to pubhfh (contrary to ufual Cuftom) a Piece

before it has been ated in London.
As I claim no Merit from publifhing this

Tranflation, I believe I need not fear diftinterefted
Cenfors ; and the Gentlemen Reviewers will,
I truft, fhew the fame Candor and Iinpartiality
to this Piece of Mr. Beaumarchais they have
{hewn before to that Part of his juftly admir'd
Works that have been tranflated into the Englifh
Language. *

It wou'd be improper, and wou'd not anfwer my
Intention in addrefling to you, Sir, the BARBER
of SEviLLe, were I to alter or retrench one or
two A€ls, as I intended, and not publith 1t 1n
four as it 1s in the Original; that and any other
Alteration I leave to be made (if the Piece 1s delerv-
ing his Notice) by the Author of the Dusnna, as
being moft fit to corrcft its Faults, and more
capable of giving it {uch additional Merit, as will

be fure to entitle it to the Favour of the Public.
A2 1 know

* His Evcexie or the Scuoor for Rakes, &c.
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I know not why (contrary to the eftablifh’d
Rule of the Drama) the Author in Spight of the
united Clamour of the whole Houfe (when aéted)
brought out this Piece in four Aéls, unlefs like
many other Gemufles that will not be confin’d
within the ‘Limits it prefcribes, leap’d its Bounds
merely for the Sake of fwerving from Cuftom.

This 1mgenious Author, with his Natural
Humour, {ays in his Preface, he cou’d have
made a fifth more Interelting than any of the
others ————— He th=re go on thus

“ In:l'at no Body now 1s ignorant that at
“ the hiftorical Epocha where the Piece ends
“ humouroufly 1n my Hands the Quarrel began
““ to be {erious, as one may fay behind the Cur-
“ tain, between the Doffor and Figaro about the
‘“ Hundred Piafters; from Words they proceed-
‘“ ed to Blows, theDctlor beaten by Frgaro 1n the
“ Scuffle, made thce Net fall which cover'd the
“ Barber’s Head, then was {ecen with Surprife
““ the Impreflion of a Spatula that had been ap-
‘*“ plied red hot on lus thaven IHead.”

Read on I pray, Sir, “¢at this Sight, tho’ fore
“ with the Blows, the Doltor cries with tranf-
“ port: My Son! Oh heavens, my Son! my
““ dear Son!——Dhut beiore Jigaro cou'd hear him,
““ he had renew’'d boxing his Father, for in Fact
““ 1t was him.

“ This Figaro, who of his whole Family had
“ only known formeriy Lis Motlier, was a natural
“ Son of Burtlcio; the Docter in his Youth had
““ this Child by a Peiion then i his Scrvice, the
hey

——y
r

¢ conﬁ:qu(:nce of her Imprudcu...::s iorc'd
“ to leave it, and the became an abandon’d Pro-

“ {litate.
' ¢ Rut
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“ But before the with her Child left the
unhappy Bariholo, who then was a Barber,
he mark'd his Son with a hot Spatula on
the Occiput, that fhou’d Fate fome Day
or other make them ineet, he might know
him agamm; the Mother and Child had
followed the honourable Bufinels of Beggars
for fix Years, when a chief with his Gang of
Gyplies from Luc Gauric, going thro’ Andalufia
being confulted by the Mother on the Fate
of her Son, took an Opportunity to fleal pri-
vately the Child, and left in wnung his
Nativity.

“ Thy Son fhall fhed the Blood from whcnce
‘““ he fprung,

And after conquering his unhappy Sire,

Draw on himfelf the Weapon and the Crime,

And by the ftroke gain Happinels and Honour.*

“ In changing his Condition, without know-
ing it, this unhappy young Man had alio
chang’d his Name againfl his Will : andt was
brought up under that of Figaro: he Lvid,
his Mother is Marcelina become old, and 1s a
Duenna at the Do&tor’s, confol’d for the Lofs
of her Son, by the dreadful Natvity that was
caft for him, but now every Thing 1s {uiftild.
““ In bleeding Mai celina in the Foot, as 15 leen
or rather not leen in the Piecc, Figaro tullils
the firft Verle. ‘

““ Thy Son fhall fhed the Blood from whence

““ he {prung,
(& L
When

" In France illegitimate Children, by the Marmage or dicis

Parents, become legitimate,
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¢“ When he innocently cuffs the DocCtor after the
¢ Curtain 1s down, the fecond Verle 1s fulfilled,

¢“ And after conqu’ring his unhappy Sire.

“ At this inftant the moit interefting Scene
¢« takes Place between the Dollor, the old Wo-
‘“ man, and Figaro, when they know each other:
““ *Tisyou! "Tishim! "Tisthee! "Tisme! what
“ a Scene! But the Son 1n delpair at his inno-
“ cent hafty Temper melts 1n ‘¢ Tears, and
““ firikes himfelf with his Razor according ta

¢ the fenfe of the thiird Verle.

““ Draws on himfelf the Weapon and the Crime!
‘“ And by the Stroke

¢ What a Sight! and without explaining
¢« whether 1f with his Razor he cut his Throat
““ or his Beard, it may be feen I had 1t in my
“ Choice to finilh my Piece in the greatelt Pa-
“ thetic: in fhort, the Doftor marries the old
Woman, and Figaro according to the laft Leflon,

gains Happinefs and Honour.

¢ What an Ending !
Without further Quotations from the Preface

o commenting thereon, I wilh it may, as 1t 1s,
prove acceptable to you; and that you will belheve

nie to be, with nroper Regard,
Yours, &c.

Tue PUBLISH ER.



Tue D R A M A.

[ The Drefs of the Aflors ought to be in the old Spanifh
| Fafluon. }

Count ArmAaviva, a Grandee of Spain, theun-

known Lover of Rogfina, appears in the Firft A& ina

Satin Waiftcoat and Breeches, wrap’d up in a large
Spanifh brown Cloak ; a black Hat flouch’d down

with a colour’d Ribbon round the Crown. At the
Second A&, drefs’d as a Cavalier, with Wifkers and
fhort Boots. At the Third, dreffed as a Batchelor of
Arts ;3 his Hair curled round, 2 large Ruff round his
Neck, Waiftcoat, Breeches, Stockings, and Cloak
of a Student. In the Fourth and Fifth, fupecrbly

drefled in the Spanifh Fafhion, with a rich Mantle ;
and over all, the large brown Cloak, in which he

keeps himfeif wrapped up ’till the Fourth A&.

BArRTHoOLO, a Phyfician, Guardian to Rofina;
with a fhort black Coat, button’d down, a large
Perriwig, Ruff, and Ruffles turn’d up; a black Girdle,
and when he goes from Home a large fcarlct Cloak.

RosiNA, a young Lady of noble Extraétion, and
Ward to Bartholo, 1n the Spanifh Drefs.

Ficaro, Barber in S8eville, in the Drefs of a
Spanifh Majo, his Head covered with a Net, a white
Hat and colour’d Ribbon round the Crown, a Silk
Handkerchief tied loofely round his Neck, a fhort
Waaiftcoat and Breeches, with Buttons and Button-
holes fringed with Silver, alarge Girdle, his Garters
tied round the Leg with Taflels hanging down, a flefh
colour’d Waiftcoat lapelled, the fame Colour of the

under Waiftcoat, white Stockings, and grey Shoes.
Don
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Don Bazirg, Organit and Singing Mafter to
Rofina 3 with a black Hat flouch’d down, a Caffock
and long Clouk, without Ruff or Ruffles,

YOU'I HFULL, anold Domeftic of Bartholo.
SpriGHTLY, another” Servant of Bartholr, a filly

flecpy Fellow; both drefs’d as (alicans, all their-
Hair tied in’ a Quecue, flefa-colour’d under Waift-
coafts, large Leather Girdles with a Buckle, blue
Woaittcoats and Breeches, the Sleeves open’d up to
the Shoulder tohang loofe behind,

Nitary, or Lawyer,
An Alcade, [Peace Officer] with a white Wand in

his Hand.
Several Algouafils and Servants with Flambeaux.

The ScENE 75 in a Streetof Seville, and under the 7Vin-
dows of RosINA at the Firfl 4, and the Remainder
of the P:c’::e i5 in the Houfe of Deltor BARTHOLO.

P R E-



BARBER or SEVILLE.

A C T I

SCENE I

Reprefents a Street in Seville, where all the Windows
are fecured-with “fealoufies (or Blinds.)

Count ALMAVIVA .alane, dreffed i1z a long brown
Cloak, his Hat flap’d, locks at his Watchy, as he

walks.

. IS earlier than I imagin’d, the Hour is
I not yet come in which fhe ufually appears

at the Jealoufie ; no matter, better wait

Half the Day, then be one Inftant too late for fuch a
Sight 3 could any of my gay Companions take a
View of me here an hundred Leagues from Madrid
cooling my Heels under the Window of a Woman
to whom I have never fpoke a fingle Word, they
wou’d think me transform’d into a Spaniard of Queen
Ifabella’s reign, and why not? Every one feeks his
own Happinefs, and mine is center’d in Rofina’s
Bofom. But hold, let me reafon this Affair a httle
with myfelf ; how comes it to pafs that for onc

Woman I have journey’d all the Way to Sewil/e
B whilc

-
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while by ftaying at Madrid I had my choice of an
Hundred ? Faith, it is even that Plenty which I fly
from, I am tired with the Conquefts which conve-
nience, Intereft or Vanity daily ofter ; Oh how
fwect, how exquifite the Pleafure of being lov'd for
onefelf 3 if under this Difguife it be poflible to arrive
at fuch Happinefs !—-=the Devil take this Intruder.
{ Count conceals himfelf.

S C E N E I

Enter F16ARO, bis Gaitar flung on his Back by a broad
Ribbosz, bums a Tune merrily s a Paper and Pencil in
bis band.

SonG the Ift. by FicAro.

Lover why art thou repining ?
Caft away thy Sighs-and whining
Is’t for Love of Daphne ! fye
Rather to the ' buxom Lafs
Let us fill this brimming Glafs

-—Sorrow is confounded dry.

Hem! Hem ! Tol Ll
[Sings again |

So far is not bad

Y.ove and Lazinefs clarm Part,
Both cornitefting for my Heart.

Oh no, they _'don’t conteft for my Heart, they reign
in it peaceably together.

€ Sh‘are b'gtwecn ’em all my I*ieal't.”

Does one fay fhare?---Pooh, our Comic Opera-
Makers are not fo nice now a Days—what is not
worth being fpoken, is fung.

Sings, Love and Lazinefs claim Part,
Both contclting for my Heart.

I thould
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I thould like to finith with fomething fine, byil-
jiant, dazling—with a fomething, which had the
Air of a good Thought |

[He puts one Knee on the Ground, and writes
whilft be fings. o

If one has my Affedtians,
Why t’others Prediletions.

Oh fie! that’s flat, that won’t do, I muft have an
QOppolition, an Antithefis. O now D’ve got the
whole of it. [ He writes and firgs,

Love and Lazinefs have Part,
They between them fhare my heart,
I to each his Portion gave,
No Injuftice can be feen,
- For tho’ one I’ve made my Queen,

Yet the other’s {till my Slave.

Hem! Hem! When this is fet to Mufic, properly
accompanied, we fhall fee, Gentleman Critics, whe-
ther or no, I know what I am about. | be perceives
the Count.—1 have feen that Student -before. [he arifes.

Count afide. 'T'hat Fellow’s Face is not unknown to
me,

Figaro. Oh! no, he’s no Student—that Air of
bon Ton— H

Count. What a grote{que Figure !

Figaro. I’m not miftaken ’tis Count Almaviva.

Count. I really believe, ’tis that Knave Figaro.

£igaro. *Tis his ownfelf, my Lord.

Count. Silence, Puppy,-if thou fay’ft a Word.

Figare. I now am certain ’tis you, my Lord, for
you always treated me with this Familiarity and
Kindnefs.

Count. It was with difficulty I recollected thee,
thou art fo much jingreafed in Bulk.

Figaro. *Tis the cffe of mere Want, my Lord,
how can I help it. |

B2 Count.
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" Count. I pity thee, but how cam’ft thou at Sew//e !
I had recommended thee to an Employment at
Madrid.

-+ Figaro. I obtain’d it, my Lord, and my Grati-
tude

Count. Call me Lindor, can’ft thou not fee by my
Difouife I wifh to be unknown.

Figaro. Pardon me, 1 go.
~ Count. No, rather ftay, I am waiting here ; and
two Perfons talking, are lefs liable to be (ufpelled,
than one who f{aunters, let us feem to co:wcrfe ; well
and this Employment. |

Figaro. The Minifter, paying due Regard to your
Excellency’s Recommendation, appmnted me im-
mediately to'the Office of Apothecary’s Afliftant.

Count. In the Military Hofpital ? -

Figaro. No, in the Royal Stab]es of /iﬂdd!&_‘/ﬂ

Count. That was an honourable Preferment.

Figare. 'T'he Place was not fo indifferent neither ;
for having in my Department the Care of the Drucrs
1 f'requem]y had an Opportunity of felling tomy fel -
low Creatures excellent Horfe Medicines.

Count. And by thofe Means kill’d his Majeity’s
hiege Subjects. |

Figaro. Why there is no fuch Thing as an univer-
fal Remedy; but ]l have more than once f{ucceeded
with Galhcam Catalonians, Auvergnans, and wan-
dering Scotchmen.

Count. And wherefore, then, did’ft thou c,unt it ?

Figaro. Quit it, my Lord |1t quitted me : Some
cvil- mmdcd Villain hurt my Intereft with the Minifter.
[ Heroically.] Pale, ghaftly Envy, with her crooked
.Talons.

Count. Oh!l Mecrcy ! Mercy t—And doft thou
make Verfes as well as Medicines ! I thought T per-
~ceived thee {cribbling on one Knce, and ﬁngmg thy
Works {o early.

garo. I'his unfortunate Turn was the Caufe of
my {)ifgracc; wlhen the Minifter heard 1 had madc
Verfes (tolerable good ones too, 1 may without Va-

nity
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nity fay) Poefies to Cloris, fent Riddles to the Diaries,
and that fome Madrigals in my ftyle were handed
about—In fhort, when he found I was printed alive,
he took the Matter in a ferious Light, and turned me
out of my employment, under Pretext that the Love
of the Mufes, and Attention to Horfe affairs were
incompatible.

Count. Moft profound Wifdom! And did you not
remonfirate 7

Figaro. No, I thought myfelf bleft in being for-
gotten ; knowing from Obfervation, that a great
Man fhews us a particular Kindnefs when he does us
no Injury.

Count. I do not believe thou telleft all the Truth g
I remember thou had’ft but adubious Charadter when
in my Service,

Figaro. My God! my Lord, you rich Folks al-
ways would have us poor ones be entirely without
faults.

Count. Idle, debauch’d,

Figaro. According to the Perfe&ions you fine Gen-
tleman expect in your Servants, does your Excellency
‘think many of your Acquaintance worthy the Office
of Valet-de-Chambre ?

Count afide. ('That’s not bad;) And fo you retir’d
to this City. -

Figaro. Not immediately.

Count, flopping him. A Moment—I thought it was
her But proceed, I hear you.

Figaro. Return’d to Madrid, I tried once more my
literary Talents, and the Stage feem’d to offer me a
Iield of Honour.

Count. Oh merciful !

Figaro. [TVhile be [peaks the Count fixes bis Eyes oir
the fealoufre} In Truth, I cannot guefs why 1 had
not the greateft Succefs; for [ had taken Care to place
a Party in the Galleries, with Hands like Battledoies,
and forbad Gloves, Cancs, and every dull Token of

Applaufe; and upon my Honour bcfore the Curtan
WS
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was drawn up, the Houfe appeared moft favourably

difpofed : but Party—
Count Oh! poor Mr. Author, your Works were

made a Party-affair of, were they?

Figaro. And why not mine as well as another’s ?
The Play was hifs’d, and totally underwent Damna-
tion ; butif everl have them aflembled again—

Count. Dullnefs will amply revenge thee.

Figare. A Curfe on them, how I will treat ’em !

Count. Huth ! You’ll be carried before the Magif-
trates for Swearmg;

Fizaro. No fear of that from my Anhgomﬂ s, thofe
Gentleman refpe&t Juftice too much to look it in the
Face; and underftand Punctilios fo exaétly, as never
to difpute Place, even with a Bailiff’s Follower.

Count. 'T'by merry Rage amufes me; but thou haft
omitted telling me why thou left Aadrid.

Figaroe. It certainly was at the Iuftigation of my
good Genius, fince [ have here the Happinefs of meet-
ing with your Excellency. -Perceiving the Literati of
that City waged continual War among themfelves,
and that there were Critics of all Magnitude and De-
grees of OStrength, as Vultures, carrion Crows,
fmall carnivorous Birds, Walps, Flies, Gnats, and
tlornets, ever ready to devour the remazins of fuch
unfortunate Authors as fall in their inteftine Skir-
mifhes: Tir’d of my Pen, my Neighbours, and my-
felf, having weighty Debts, light Pockets, and being
by {ad experience convinc’d that the certain Income
of the Razor was more to be depended on, than
the glorious one of the Pen, I took french leave of
Madrid and made a fentimental, philofophical
Journey, through the two nglees, la Mancha,
Lxtramadura, Sienna, Morenna, and Andalufia : was
well recciv’d in fome Towns, imprifon’d in
others, ever above the Frowns of Fortune, defpifing
Yools, defying Knaves, laughing at Poverty, and
fhaving all the World before me; fo at laft you

hnd me here fettled in Seville, and recady .to fcrwe
your
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your Excellency in all you fhall pleafe to com-
mand me.

Count. How haft thou acquired fo merry a
Philofophy.

Figaro. Accuftomed to Misfortunes I laugh at
every Event, leaft on confideration I fhou’d find my-
felf morc difpos’d to cry ; but wherefore, my Lord,
are your Eyes always fixt that Way,

Count. L.et’s get away.

Figaio. Why fo?

Coiint. Make haite Blockhead, or you’ll ruin me

[both withdraw. ]

S C E N E I11.

The fealoufie on the firft floor opens and BARTHOLO and
RosiNa appear at the W indiw.

Rofina. How agrecable it is to breath the frefh Air!
this Jaloufic is fo feldom open.

Bartholo. W hat Paper is that in your hand ?

Rofina. Some Verfes of a Song in Labour in Vain,
which my finging Mafter gave me yefterday.

Bartholo. Labour in Vain, what’s that Labour in
Vain ?

Rofina. It’s a new Play.

- Barthels. Something dramatic, fome new Piece of
Folly.

Rofina. 1 know nothing about it.

Bartholo. 'The News Papers will take it and the
Author to Tafk ;—what an ignorant Agc we live in!

- Rofina. You are always finding "ault with the poor
Age we live 1n.

Bartholo. Oh! I bep Pardon for taking fo much
Liberty ; but pray what has it produced? A Variety
of Follies, Free-thinking, Eleltricity, Attraction,
Toleration, Inoculation, Jefuits Bark, the lincyclo-
pedy, and Loads of nonfenfical Plays.

' Rofina.
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Rofina drops the Paper out of the IWindow. Oh! my
Song ! My Song 1s fall’n out of the Window, while
I was liftening to you; pray make hafte, run down,
or it will certainly be loft.

Barthelo. What the Devil was you thinking of ?
Don’t you know how to hold a Bit of Paper in your
hand? [ He laves the Balcony. Rofina looks down

znta the flreet and makes a fiin.

Rofina. Hift! hift! Take itup and retire quickly.
[ The Count appears, [natches it up and wwithdraws.
Bartholo comes out of the Houfe and fecks. W here

about is it ? I can find nothing.
Rofina. Under the Bulcony clofe to the Wall.
Barthols. A fine Errand, this you’ve fent me on
—fomebody has certainly been here.
Rofina. I have feen no Body.

Bartholo to himfelf. And 1 was fimple enough to
look for it.---Oh! Bartholoy, my Friend, thou arta

mere Dupe ; this may warn you 1n future not tg open
Jealoufies towards the Street.

Rofina f1ill in the Balcony. My Situation muft plead
my Excufe; alone, confin’d, {ubjelt to the Perfecu-

tions of a Man I abhor, attempting my Liberty fure

15 no Crime,
Bartholo appearing at the Balcony. Pleafe to walk in,

Signora ; this Time it was my Fault, you dropt your
Song, but I give you my Word the like Misfortune

fhall not happen to you again. [ e locks the Jealoufres.
SCENE IV.

CoUNT and FiGarRo enter [5/tlv.

Count. Now they are retir’d let us examinc this
Song ; it certainly contains fome Myftery.---"Tis a
I.etter] ~

Figaro. He afk’d what Labour in Vain was.

Count.
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Count reads haflily, | ' .
% Your Affiduity excites my Curiofity ; as foon as
‘“ my Guardian is gone out, fing carclefsly to
¢¢ the Tune of this Song, fome Words which
¢¢ may inform me of the Name, Condition, and
.€¢, Intentions of him who appears fo obftinately
¢ attached to the unfortunate Rofina.’”

Figaro, mimicking Rofira. Oh my Song! My Son
is fallen down, pray run down and feek it ( /nglu%
Hal.ba! Oh thefe Women! If by Chance one was
born free from Art,; lock herup; and---

Count. My dear Rofina !

Figaro. Oh! my Lord, ’tis needlefs I thould trou-
ble you with any further Queftions on the Motives of
your Difguife---Y ou make Lovein Perfpective.

Count. Thou haft gueft the Caufe, but if thou
prateft---

Figaro. 1 prate! Not to tire you with long Pro-
teftations of my inviolable Attachment, or the ex-
treme Delicacy of my Sentiments in Points of Ho-
noury I’ll fay but ene Word, my Intereft will anfwer
for me. -

Count. T underftand thee.---Know then about f{ix
Months paft 1 met on the Prado a young Perfon f{o
beautiful---(but thou haft jult now feen her) all the
Refearches I made after her in AMadrid were vain,
’tis but within thefe few Days I have dilcover’d that
her name is Rofina, an Orphan of a noble Family,
and married to a Phyfician of this City call’d
Bartholo,

Fioare. In Faith, a2 rare Bird! and very hard to
come at, but who told you fhe is the Doctor’'s Wife ?

Count. Every Body.

Figaro. *Tis no fuch Thing, he fpread that report
on his Arrival at Adadrid to keep oft Suitors, as yet
the is only his Ward, but will ere long---

S C Count.

L
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Count, with earnefinefs. Never! had the fatal Knot
been tied, no human Means fhou’d have prevented
me from informing her, how poignant wou’d have
been my Regret ; but fince I find: her free I will not
lofe a Mome,nt to fecure that Freedom, and fave her
from the horrid Fetters which are forging for her;
but doft thou know this Guardian ?

Figaro. As well as my own Mother.

Count. W hat fort of a Man is he?

Figaro (with vivacity) He isa fat, fhort, grey old
Man, with a clofe fhav’d Chin and ﬂumng Face,
who peeps, watches, fcolds, and grunts, continually.
- Count (out of patience.) Oh! I have feen him, pray

what’s his difpofition ?
Figaro, with Vivacity. Brutal, avaricious, amorous,

jealous to Excefs of hlS Ward, who in return hates
him mortally.

Count (impatiently.) ‘T'hen his Means of Pleaﬁnn'
are ]

Figaro. None. |

Count. So much the better, I {hall punifh 2 Knave
in making myi'elf happy.

mea. I'his will be doing at the fame Time a
pubhc and private Good' what a Mafter-piece of
Morality!

Count. Y ou fay the Fear of Suitors to Rofina, makes
him fhut bis Doors to all, but bis Intimates.

Figare. ’QGainft every JSoul, he’d Stop—each

Crevice. |
C:unt. The Devill that’s bad ; and cannot you

contrive to get Accefs ¢
Fizaro. Cannot 17 Imprm‘ns, the Houfe I live in

be]ong;s to the Doctor, who gives me Lodging gratis.

Count Ha, Hal
Fizaro. Yes, and I in return, as a Mark of Grati-

tude, promife hun five IDoubloons a Year, but that
alfo gratis,

Count. ‘Then,.thou art his T'enant ?

Firare. Ayc, and likewife his Darber Surgeon,

Apothecary 3 no one in tlns tioufc, 1s ever combed,
{haved
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fhaved, blcd, —— but by the Hand of your humtle
Servant. | -

Count (empracing Figare. )  Ah my Friend Figaro,
thou will be my beft Benefallor, my guardian Angel.

figaro. The Devil! how quickly Utilicy levels
Diftin¢tion'! grant me kind Fortune, every Mafter
to be in Love. | '

Count. Happy Figaro! thou may’ft approach
Rofina, thou wilt behold her! what Happinefs ¢

Figaro. How unfortunate it is that you, 2nd not I
are in Love with Roftna; if we cou’d change Places.

Coun’. Oh! could we but blind the #rpus”s wha
watch her!

Figaro. 1 was coufidering about that.

Count, 1lf but for twelve Hours only ,

Figare. By keeping People employ’d in their own
Aftairs, they are prevented in meddling with thofe
of others. ,

Count, Doubtlefs, but what!

Figaro. Methinks the Pharmacopeia might furnifh
us fome little innocent means —————u

Count. Oh Villain !

Figaro. Did I tell you I meant to hurt them ? they
all have occation for phyfical Afliftance, and I can
lay them under courfes, the very fame Day.

- Gount. But the Doltor may fufpeét.

Frgare We muft ufe fuch Difpatch, that Sufpicion
may not have time to arife, a Thought has juft oc-
curr'd to me, the Regiment of Royal Infantry is
juft arriv’d in this City.

Count. 'I'he Colonel is my friend.

Figare., Good, you fhall introduce yourfelf to the
Doétor in the uniform, with your Billet for Quarters,
He cannot avoid recciving you, and 'll condult the
reft.

Count. Excellent !

Fizaro. It will not be amifs if you pretend to be
in Liquor.

Count. Of what ufc wou’d that be?
Ca Iigaro.
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Figaro. "o lull his Sufpicions, and make him fup.
pofe you more likely to fleep than intrigue in his
houfe.

Count. Incomparably plan’d! and why will not

thou go. |
Figaro. I we fhall be very fortunate, if he does
not know you whom he has never feen, and how to
introduce you afterwards ?
Count. That’s true.
Figare. Can yau, do you think a& the part of a
Cavalier in Liquor. |
‘Count, Thou jefts withme. [affuming the Voice of a
drunken NMan—I1s not this the houfe of Doctor Barthole
Friend ?
Figare. That’s not amifs, only ftagger more—(/n a
more drunken tone of Vsice) ls not this the Houfe ¢
Count. Oh fye 1 that’s the Drunkennefs of a Black~
uard.
© Figaro. *Tis the beft Kind! and the moft jovial.
Count. The Door opens.
Figaro. "T'is the Do&tor ; we muft withdraw, till

he 1s gone.

S C E N E V,

CounT and FicARo hid, BARTHOLO as he leaves
the Houfe fays,

Barthola. I'll return inftantly, let no one come in;
what I'olly it was 1n me to go down, {ure her defiring
it of me was enough toraife my fufpicions, and Bazile
does not come tho’ he had promis’d, that ere now
every Thing thou’d be ready for our Marriage, that
it might be fecretly concluded to Morrow ; but no
news of him, I muft go and fee what can caule this

Delay.

8 CENE



A COMEDY. 13

S C E N E VL

CouNT and FiGAro, appear.

Count, Heavens ! what did I hear ; to morrow he
weds Rofina in private !

Figaro. My Lord,the more difficulty there is-to your
fucceeding, only adds to the Neceflity of your Under-
taking.

Count. Who is this Baz:le, that aflifts him in this
Marriage,

Figare. A reduc’d Gentleman who teaches hisWard
Mufic ; Infatuated to his own Performance, he is
knavifh and needy, idolizes Money, wou’d go on his
Knees before a Piafter, and may be eafily bribed,
my Lord (loking at the Faloufic) there, there.

Count. Where ! where!

Figaro. Behind the Jaloufie, there fhe is, there
fhe is, dont' look

Count. Why!
Figaro. Did fhe not in her letter defire you wou’d

fing carelefsly, but there! there fhe is.

Count. Since I find I have made fome Progrefs in
her favour, without being known, I will not quit the
Name of Lindor, my Triumph will be more com-
pleat. But how fhall I fet Words to this Mufic ;
who never cou’d make a common Diftich ?

[ he unfolds the Paper which Rofina
threw out of the Window.

Figara. Whatever comes firft into your Head,
Lovers are never fevere Critics, take my Guittar.

: Cs;zmt. 'To what purpofe! I play fo intolerably
ad ! _

Figaro. Can any Man like you be ignorant of any
Arts, ftrike with the back of your Hand, thrum,
thrum, thrum, were you to fing without a Guittar
every fchool Boy inSewslle wou’d run after you, in fpite
of your Difguife, you’d foon be known.

[Figaro, fands clofe to the WWall under the Balcony.

[Count
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[ Count. Sings walking accaﬂfpame: his Foice with
bis Guittar.

Figaro. In a low Veice. Very well 3 come take
Courage, my Lord.

Lount, fiugs.

SONG by the Count.

Bchold your Lover fearful grown,
All his fond Hopes are chas’d away,
He durft adore you whilft unknown,
But now your Will he dreads tobc}

In me an humble Youth behold,
With me an humble Lot you ll prove.
Pve ncither Titles, Gems, nor Gold, |
Yet am I pafling rich in Love.

Heie poor Linder fhall chaunt his Strain.
At Morn, at Noon, at Eve, at Night,
And tho’ his Vows prove but in vain,

Your Beauties f{till {hall blefs his Sight.

Figaro comes to the Count and kiffes the bottom of bhis
Garment with a fbrug. On my Soul this exceeds all.

Count. Ficaro?

Figaro. Your Excellency.

Count. Do you think the heard me?

‘Rofina fings within, they bear the Windows fhut
Juddenly.

Each hour ’mconvinc’d that my Linrdor is charm-
ing,
Soft tl*:.oughts my fond Heartare forever alarming.

Figaro. Will you believe now, fhe heard you ¢

Count. She has fhut her Windows, fomc-one no
doubt cnter’d her Appartment.

Fizaro. Oh, no Matter! you have caught her my
Lord! Did not you remark how the poor Thing
feem’d to tremble as fhe fung,

Count. Dear Angel ! fhe made ufe of the famc
Ncans fhe taught me: cach Hour I'm convinc'd that

iy Lindor 1s charmmrr-——-wh'm Gracces, what Wit !
Firars,
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Figaro. What Beauty, what Cunning, what Love !

Count. And do'ft thou think fhe will be mine
Figaro @ - SRR e

Figaro. She’ll fooner come thro’ thole iron Bars,
if neceflary, than difappoint you.

Count. Then ’tis fix’d, and I’ll be thine Rofina,
during life. |

Figaro. You forget; - fhe is no longer liltening
to you.

Count. Do you hear Figaro 2 1 have but one Word
to tell you; I mean Rofina for my Wife, and f you
are faithful and aflift me in my project of concealing
my Name—-—you underltand me, you know.

Figaro. Tl do my utmoft; now, my Boy, Figara
fly to mcet thy fortune with open Arms.

Count. Let us retire to avoid Sufpicion.

 Figaro, haflily. 1’1l enter here, and by my Magic

Art, with one ftroke of my Wand, - awaken Love,
lull Vigilance afleep, bewilder Jealoufy, Rouze In-
trigue, and overturn every Obftacle that comes in our
Way ; you, my Lord, muft bafte to my Hcufe and
equip yourfelf with Regimentals, the Billet for your
Quarters and Gold in your Pocket.

Count. Gold, for what Ufe?

Figaro. For what Ufe ? for every Ufe; ’tis the
Sinews, the Soul of lIntrigue. *

Count. Don’t be angry, Figaro; I’ll take care to
bring Plenty.

Figaro. 1 will be with you quickly.

Count. Figaro ?

Figaro. What wou’d you have ?

Count. Here take thy Guittar ¢

Figaro. Surely, | am bewilder’d to forget my
Guittar. _ [ Exit.

Count. And your Dire&tion, thoughtlefs?

Figaro. 1 believe I’m Planet-ftruck ! my Shop’s
not ten Doors from thence, ’tis painted blue, Cafe-
ment Windows, three bleeding Cups lined with red
Rags in the Air, .an Eye in Hand, unde:neath 1is
Written, Concilio Manuque, and the grezt Name of
Fizaro. in brilliant Lecters of Gold. [ Fxit,
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A C T I

SCENE I.

Re rg/.'e;m Rofina’s Apartmem, . the Wma’aw at the
End of the Theatre fhut with a bar'd j‘a/azy' 1e.

RosiNA alone, a Light tn ber #Hazzd, ,ta-ée,r ‘Paper' off
of the Table and goes-to-write. . .

MJRCELINA is indifpofed, al ' the other

Servasits are employ’d, and no-one at leifure to
obferve my Actions, I know not if thefe Walls have
Ears and Eyes, or that my Argus has fome évil Spirit
that’s ever ready to inform his Mafter : but every
Word [ utter, every Step I take, hes; as by Magic,
inftantly guefles, and even difcovers my Intentions ;
alas Lmdar ! (feals her Letter) I'l1 een prepare my
Letter, tho' I know not how, -nor when I fhall
convey it to him; this Morning looking thro’ the
Jaloufre I faw him in Converfation with the ‘Barber
Figaro, he’s an honeft Man, that has fometimes
feem’d to pity me ; if 1 could fpeak to him!

S C E N E 1II

RosINA “and Ficaro.

Rofina in a furprife. Oh Mr. Frgam, I’m very
glad te fee you !
Figaro. 1 thank you M.:. a, - I hopc, I fee you

well,
| Rtjﬁua.
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Rofina. Not very well, this folitude' deftroys me.

Figaro. 1 do not doubt it, it only fattens Fools.

Rafina. Who was it you held fuch earneft Conver-
fation with Iironder ¢ I did not hear it! but |

Figaro. It was a young Student my Relation, a
Youth of promifing Genius, excellent Talents, a-
cute Wit, moft refined Scnnments, and a very pleaf-
ing Figure. .

Rofina. -Véry %qaﬁng I affure you! very pleaﬁng !
pray what is his Name ?

Figaro. Lindor, Ma’am, he has no Fortune ; but had
he ﬁald at Madrid, I’'m fure, with his Parts, he would
have found very good Employment.

Rofina. . He furely will here———a young Man,
fuch as you defcribe, cannot remain neglefted.

" Fiparo, Lafide] Very well (gloud] But he has one
great falhng which 1 fear will 1mpedc his Advance-
ment.

Raf na. A Failing did you fay, Mr. F:gara ! a
Failing, and are “you fure of it. .

Figare. He is in Love. -

Rqﬁrm. In Love, and do you call that a Failing ?

Figaro. Why truly, it only is one relative to his
1]l fortune. *

* Rofina. Oh how tm_]u{’c is. Fate ! and does he name
the ob]e& of his Paflion ? I cannot help being curious.

Figaro. You are the laft Perfon in the World I
wou]d chufe to impart it to.

Rofina hafiily. Why, Mr. Figaro, 1 affure: -you I am
very difcreet; this young Man is your Relation,.and
[ cannot help interefting myfelf in whatever .con-
cerns him, fo pray tell me. g

Figaro loking flyly at-her. Then, Ma’am,...imagine
to yourfelf the prettieft little Girl you ever faw, with
a foft, tender, blooming, delicate Shape, Ivory Neck,
taper Arms, fnowy Hands, and Lips, Cheeks. and
Eyes that furpafs all Defeription !

Rofina. And lives in this. T'own ?

Figaro. Aye, and in this Neighbourhood. -

Rofina. Perhaps in this Street.
D Figaro.
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" Figaro. Very near me. . o
- . Rofina.- How fortunate this is for your Relation,
and her Name 15— L L
Figaro. 1 have not nam’d her. Ce et
Rofina bafiily. “T'bat is the only. Thing you have
forgot—Pray .tell me inftantly ;. for {hould fome one
enter, I cou’d never know. e
Figaro. Jf you .muil abfolutely kpow, who' this
lovely Creature is, I’ll tell you, it .is the Ward of
your Guardian.” .~ - | e
Rofina, The Ward | S
Figare. Of Do&or: Bartbola. - - - ..
Rofinay with emotion.. Oh fiey, Mr. . Figaro, 1 can’t
believe you, indeed I.don’t. . ...
" Figare. And he is dying with Impatience, to tell
- you fo.himfelf. ' ' -

‘-.llII l.-;-.._.,‘

F
a B

Rofina. Oh dear, you make me tremble ! |
. Figars. O yon muft not bie frighten’d: Befides you
are perfeCtly fafe, I am juﬂ: come from. difpofing of
the Do&or’s Spies, and will .anfwer .for their good
Behaviour during the next twenty-four Hours.
Rofina. If he really loves mg, he. will thew it, by
remaining perfetly at Reft. L
- Figdro. Oh, Madam, can Love and Reft.dwell in the
_fame Breaft ? —The Youths of our Days are-{o, un-
happy ‘as to. have .only. this fad Alternative ;—Love
without Repofe, or Repofe without Love, .. . ... .
. Roftna; losking down. Repofg without Loyve feems—
. .Figaro. Extremely .infipid, Love without ‘Repolc
{eems.much more defireable ; for iy parg, were 1 2

L

Woman. L S
- Roftna..It is certain’ a.young Perfon, .cannot pre-
vent.a Gentleman having :an Efteem for her ; but )f
he .is_imprudent, Mr. Figaro, he will ruin us.

Figaro afide. He will. ruin us. [aloud) Wauld it
not be well done to write him a. Lipne or two to
caution him ? The leaft Hint from you would .have
great Weight. . . ,

R ofing
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 Reofina gives him the Letter fhe had wrote. 1 have not
Time to begin this over again, but when you deliver
it, tell him—be fure to tell him. [ liflens.
Figaro. Nobody’s coming, I aflure you Ma’am. . .
Rofina. That what I do is from pure Friendfhip. .
Figaro. Oh that’s very plain, Love wears quite a
different Afpelt. .
Rofina. Yes indeed, pure Friendfhip! I only fear
v fhou’d be difhearten’d by Difliculties, and |
Figaro. Yes fhou’d take Fire, you know, Madam,
the fame Wind that blows out a Light, will blow up
Embers, and we are ecxacétly like thofe Embers; for
by talking only of his Paffion, there exhaled fuch a
eat, that my Heart is almoft in a Flame, tho’ only

a2 Looker on |
Rofina. Oh merciful! I hear my Guardian, if he

fhould find you here; go thro’ the Clofet my Harp-
fichord ftands’ in, and f{lip thro’ the back Stairs as

foftly as pofiible. .
Figaro. Don’t be frighten’d. [afide] This is better

than all my Obfervations. [ he retires in the Clofer,

L] r e [ 3 &

S C EN E I

Rofina alone. 1 die witﬁ Anxiety to know he got

away fafe ; O how I like this good Figars !/ He is o
honeft a2 Main, o kind a Relation ; Ah! here comes

my Tyrant; I muft return to my Work,
[ Blows out the Bougee, and fit5 to her Tambiur.

S C E N E IV,

BArTHOLO; Rosinwna.

Bartholo in a paffion. A Curfe upon him for a
knavith Scoundrel, that Pick-pocket figare ; I can-
not go out of my Houfe without being certain on my

Return.
D a | Refina.
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Rofina. Lord, Sir, What makes you fo angry

Barth’lo. That infernal Barber has within this half
Hour difabled every Servant 1 have, he has given a
Narcotic to Sprightly, a Sternulative to Youthfull, bled
Marcelina in the Foot, even my Mule has not efcap’d
him, he has clap’d a monftrous Cataplafm over the
only Eye the poor Beaft faw with ; All this becaufe
he owes me a hundred Piafters and wants to-fwell his
Bill ; but let him come with it if he dare ;—What not
a Servant in the Anti-chamber? One comes in here
with as little Ceremony, as into a public Market.

Rofina. And who but yourfelf, can come tn here ?

Barthols. 1’d rather be too cautious then too fecure,
this Town fwarms with enterprizing Vagabends ;—
even this Morning did not fomebody pick up the
Scng you dropt, whilft I went down to look for it.

Rofina. You delight in giving Confequence to
Trifles, perhaps the Wind blew it away, or fome
chance Paflenger found it.”

. Barthols. The Wind! Some chance Paflenger! It
is always one placed for the Purpofe, who picks up
the Papers a Woman affets to let drop, as by Acci-
dent. .

Rofina. Affe&s, Sir ? |

Barthile. Yes, Madam, affects.

Rofina afide. Oh! the wicked old Wretch.

Barthelo. But the like Misfortune won’t happen
again ; for I fhall have thefe Bars fecur’d imme-
diately. *

Rofina. Do more, wall up the Windows, the Diffe-
rence is but trifling, between a Prifon and a Dun-
geon ! : | .

Barthols. As for thofe towards the Street, it would
not perhaps be amifs; I hope the Barber did notenter
your Apartment. '

Rofina Does he alfo difturb your Reft?

Bartholo. s much as any other.

Rofina. Your Replies are exceeding polite |

Barthole. Aye, aye, truft every one, and youw’ll foon

have your Houfe incomparably furnifh’d; with a good
- ife
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Wife to cuckold you, good Friends to be her Gal-
lants, and as good Servants for their Purpofe.

Rofina. What will you not allow one may hav:
{ufficient Principle to withftand the Seduétions of
Figaro ?

Bartholo. Who the Devil can comprehend thefe
female Niceties ?

Rofina angrily. If every Man has fuflicient Charms
to pleafe me, whence comes it, 1 have {o unalterable an
Averfion te you ?

Barthelo vext. Whence? Whence comes it? But
{ou?have not anfwer’d my Queftion about the Bar-

er

Rofina., Know then he has been here, 1 faw him,
fpoke to him, and will not conceal to you that I
found him very agreeable, and may you die with Spight
at-hearing of it. ,. [Exin

S C ENE V.

Bartholo albne. Oh the Rafcals! the Dogs of Foot-
men ! Youthfull 2 Sprightly ? That curfed Sprightly !

SCENE VI

BARTHOLO, SPRIGHTLY.

Sprightly comes in yawning and half afleep. Y ah, yah,
ah, yah |
Y .Ba)rr'rbala. Where was you, you carelefs Scoundrel,
when the Barber got in here ¢

Sprightly. Sir,—Yah, yah, yah, yah, yah

Barthols, Contriving fome Mifchief or other, 1
fuppofe, and fo you did not fee him ?

Sprightly. Indeed, but'I did fee him ; and he found
me very ill, as he told me, and I believe he was right 3
for as he fpoke of it, I felt a Numbnefs in all my
Limbs, juft as he faid I had, yah, yah, yah—

Bartholo counterfeiting him. Yaw, yaw, yaw ! Juft

as he faid, Yah, vah, yah. Where is the Raical
T TR Youthfull ?
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Youthfull ? W hat Bufinefs had this Fellow to.give the--.
Lad Medicines without my prefcribing! There is.
fome conceal’d Villainy.* = - C
S C.EN E VIL
The preceding Aftors.—Y OUTHFULL comes in as an old
Man leaning on bis Stick. Sneezes f[everal times:
Sprightly flill yawning calls. Y outhfull.

Youthfull comes in [neezing. Snee—
Bartholo. Come hither, wilt thot: never have done
fncezing ! Or wilt thou fneeze till Doom{day ? |
Youthfull. 1 have fneezed above hAf [/neezes] ty
[ fncezes] times [ [neexes] in a Minute—this fneezing

[ fzeczes] has almoft thook me to pieces.

'Bartholo. How, how, I afk’d you both if any body
had been into Rofina’s Apartments, and neither of you
told me the Barber had,

Sprightly yawning. Yaw,—Why as to Mr. Figaro
I did not think he was anybody. Yah, yah, yaw. .

Bartholo. 1would lay any Thing that artful Rogue,
and this Puppy have an'Underftanding together.

Sprightly crying foolifbly. 1, yah, 1 underftand, yah,

ah.

! Yoruthfull f[neezing. But, Sir, is there any [fneezes]
any Juftice? [[neczes.

Bartholo. Juftice! What infolence, fuch Wretches
to talk of Juftice, ’tis well amongft yourfelves; butl,
I that am your Mafter infift on being right. *

Youthfull fneczing. But, Sir, When a Thingis true!

Barthile. If 1 will not have it fo, it cannot be true 3
if once thefe Rafcals are allowed to be right, all
Authority will foon vanifh, not a Shadow will remain
¢’er long. |

Youthfull [neezing. 1 [fneezes] had rather be paid
[ meezes] my Wages, [ fneezes] and turn’d off. [fneczes.

* No Author before was applauded for making an
Audience gafp. This Scene was never aéted without the

general Applaufe of the whole Houfe.

Sprightly
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Sprightly crying and yawning. A yah! poor honeft
Yah, Man is treated Y ah, here like Yah, a Pick-
pocket, yah, yah, : ' =
" Bartholo. Get from my Sight thou poor honcft
Man, and thou Chi, cha, chi, Damn ’em both for two
Ideots, the one’ fneezes in my Face, while the other
yawns inftead of anfwering me.

Youthfull. If it [ fneexes] was not for La Signora, no

‘Mortal could live a Half an Hour in your Houfe.
| £xit [neczing.

SCENE VIIL

BARTHoL0, Don BAztLE. FI1GARO concealed in the
Clofet, pecps out now and then and liffens,

_ Barthols. Ah, Don Bazile, do you come to give
Rofina her Leflon of Mufic?
Bazile. 'That’s the leaft of my Bufinefs.

.. .Barthole. - 1 was at your Houfe not long fince, but
did not find you there, ° o *
~ Bazile. 1 was out upon your Bufinefs, and have
learnt fome difagreeable News. |

Barthols. To you?

., Bazile. No, to you; Count Almaviva is in this
Town. . | T

. . Bartholo. Speak foftly, is it him that caus’d fuch
refearches after Rofina in Madrid? |

" Bazile. The fame. He has Lodgings in the great

. Square, and goes out every Day in difguife.

Bartholo. Without doubt this Intelligencé concerns

'me :  What can be done ¢ | . -

- Bazile. If he was a private Perfon, one cou’d eafily
get him out of the Way. L

- Bartholo. Yes, by keeping a clofe Watch for him

-every Night, and arm’d Cap-a-pee, with Dagger,

~otilletto, Blunderbufs. . .

B HZIII e
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Bazile. Bone Deus ! and fo involve onefelf in Mif-
chief! No, no, a little Calumny properly managed
m% do much in the Bufinefs. |

artholo. That’s a ftrange-Way to get rid of an
Enemy ! L , |

Bazile. Calumny, Sir! You are not. acquaipted
with what you fo much defpife, I haye known Perfons
. of the moft exalted Probity ready to fink under it,
there i1s nothing too bafe, horrible or abfurd for the
idlers in a great City to believe, 2nd we have People
here of excellent Addrefs for fuch an Undertaking.
Who with a Shrug, a Nod, a Whifper, which only
{kims the furface of Malice, as a Swallow does the
Earth before Rain, —pianifimo in gentle Murmurs,
the poifonous Gale fhedding its baneful Influence,
where e’er it pafles; then piano, piano, creeps into the
Ear, there taking Root, fprouts and flourifhes, and
reinforzado frem Mouth to Mouth, it fpreads like

Peftilence, then fuddenly no one knows how, burits
forth with all its Horrors, and thank -Heaven, becomes
a public Crefcendo, a popular Opinion, a general
Chorus of Hatred and Profcription! Tell me then wha
can refift it ? . S R

Bartholo. A fine Rigmarole truly, What-the Devil
has piano Crefcendo to do with my Situation ? :

Bazile. Ta do with your Situation ? What is always
done tc drive away an Enemy, muft how be done to
prevent your’s from approaching.

Barthols. A Fig for Calumny ! I-hope to be married
to Rofina before.fhe can learn, there exifts fuch a Being

as the Count.
Bazile, In that Cafe your have not a Moment to

lofe.
Barthilo. And on whom elfe Bazile does it depend
befides yourfelf ' T have entrufted you with the Con-
duct of the whole Affair. .
Bazile. Yes, but your Reftri&tions as to Expence
will retard it greatly; for in legal Harmony, an unequal
Marriage, an iniquitous Decree, a fraudulent Con-

veyance, &c. are Difcords, which muft always be
prepared



prcpared and refolved by the perfe& Accordance of

(Gold.

Bartholo, giving him Money. Well, well, here you
may proceed yQur own way, i yau do but ufe ¥x-
pedition.

Bazile, Now yeu {peak to th,e: Purpofe ;+—To-
morrow all fhall be Complca,j.f:d but Care mui’s be
taken that no one gets Accefs to your Ward this
Da

l)?rartbala ‘Oh! Truft me for that. —Pray will you
gome to Nighte? .

Bazile. Dont expe& me; ypu;r Marriage Ar-
ticles will take me up the whale day—Don’t expeél:

e,
Bartholo, accompanying bim. Your Servant.

Bazile. Do net. maye; 1 pray you,. Dolltor, hot
to trouble yourfelf.

Bartholo. Permit me, I want to ﬂlut the Doar afp;er
you. o 1 | £x:t.

SCENZE IX.

F1GARO alone, coming out of the Clofet.

A very wife Precaution ! But I fhall take the Li-
berty of opening it, that 1 may go out, and the
Count come in. What a Villain is that Dazille !
*Tis happy for the World he’s as great a Fool as he’s
a Knave. A Rank, a Charaéter, a Family, or a
fortune are neceffary to a Calumniator ; but Bazile 1s
fo infignificant, nay, has fo contemptible 2 Cha-
racter, that he may without Prejudice to any Dody
tell a Thoufand Lyes, for no Mortal will belieye one

of them.

E SCENE
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SCENE X,

Enter RosINA, running.

Ah! What are you ftill here, Mr. Figaro ?

Figaro. Moft fortunately for you, Ma’am; for
your Guardian and Mufick Mafter, fuppofing them-
felves fafe from being heard, have been opening their
Hearts. - -

Rofina. And you liften’d to their Converfation ;-—
Indeed, Figaro, it was very ill done.

Figaro. 1t was the only way of  hearing it.—Your
Guardian intends you the Honour of his Hand
T omorrow. '

Rofina. Heavens! What fhall I.do? -

Figaro, Fear nothing, Signora; I promife you we
will give him fo much other Employment, that he
thall have no Time to think of his Nuptials. -

Rofina. Go down the little Stair-cafe; you make
me die with Fear. [ £xit Figaro.

SCENZE XI.

Enter BARTHOLO. -

Rofina. You Lad Somebody with you, Sir?

Bartholo. > T'was Don Bazile 1 condulted to the
Door for a particular Reafon; you, [ fuppofe, had
rather it had been fweet Mr. Fiparo.

Rofina. *Tis perfetly alike to me, I can aflure
you. - |
- Barthslo. 1. fhould be glad to know what the Bar-
ber had of fuch Importance to converfe with you
upon ?

Rofina. 1If 1 muft tell you, he came to give me
an Account of poor Mgrcelina’s Health, who, he
laye, he found vcry poorly.

Burtholo.
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Barthelo. (Give you an Account! more likely
he came to deliver you fome Letter.

Rofina. And pray, Sir, from whom do you {uppofe
it came ! |
' Bartholo. Oh, fromr whom! From fuch a one a
Woman takes care never to name. How fhould I
know ? Perhaps a Reply to the Paper you had the
Misfortune to drop out of the Window.
- Rofina afi’e. He has guefled very right. [alud.] You
deferve it fhould be fo.

Bartholoy loocking at ber Fingers, And it was {0,
and you have allo been a writing.

Rofinay, with Embarraffinent, It would be droll
enough if you could make me agree with you, I did.

Bartholo, taking hold of her Hand. No, not 1; but
the Ink is yet on your Fingers. Hal artful Girl.

Rofina afide. Curfed Man !

- Barthols. A Woman fuppofes herfelf quite fafe be-
caufe fhe is alone. [takes hold of her Hand,

Rofina. Oh! without Doubt a fine Proof indeed |
Pray, Sir, have done; you wrench my Arm. In
twifting up the little Bougee, I burnt my Finger,
and dipt it in the Ink to cureit, for I have often heard
’twas a certain Cure,

Bartholo. That’s what you have been about, is it ¢
Now let us examine a fecond Witnefs, and fee if be
will confirm the Teftimony of the fArft. How many
Sheets of Paper have you here? 1 know there were
fix this Morning, for I counted them twice over.

Rofina afidey Oh! how ftupid I T'he oixth.

Bartholo” counting. Three, four, five, Oh'! Oh!
the fixth Sheet 1s gone.

Rofina, with downcaff Looks. The Sixth ¢ 1 made
Ufe of it to wrap up fome Sugar Plumbs I fent Z#:-
garo’s little Girl ?

Barthoto. Ta Figard's little Girl? That Pen was
new this Morning : ’tis raw half worn out; but
that’s with writing the Dirgltion = to Figara’s little
Girl, T fuppofe. S

1

1 2> _‘RMH(?
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- Rofina afide. “This Man has an Inftinct of Jealoufy.
[aliud] 1 made Ufe of the Pen todraw a Flower in
the Waiftcoat' 1 am embroidering for you on the

"Tambour. .,
Barthelo. How ingenicus ! But when you wifh to

be believed, Child, do not blufh at difguifing re-
peatedly the Truth; you are not quite perfect in the

Art. .
Rofina. And who can help blufthing, when you

draw fuch malicious Conclufions from the moft inno-
cent Altions?

Bartholo. 1 certainly am in the Wrong. She burnt
her. ¥ inger, dipt it in Ink to cure it, wrap’d up a
Paper.of Sugar Plumbs for Figaro’s little Girl, drew
a Flower on my Waiftcoat —W hat could be more in-
nocent ! How many Lyes heap’d on each other to
veil a fingle Deed] I was alone, Nobody faw me, I
am {ure | may fafely tell a Story; but the Finger re-
mains ink’d, the Pen’s half worn out, the Paper
mifling. “Tis impoflible to think of every Thing;
but moft afluredly, Signora, when I go out again a
double lock’d Door fhall fecure you.

> CE N E XIL

Emter the COUNT drefs’d as a Soldier, appearsin Liguor,
| fings Part of a Song.

Bartholo. What would thié Man have ! A Soldier !

Go into your Clofet, Rofina.

Count fings, and advances toward Rofina. W hich of
you two Ladies is call’d Doétor Balordo 2 [ Afide to Ro-
iina] 1 am Lindor.

Eartholo. 1 am Do&tor Barthole, Eellow.

Rofinay afide. He nam’d Linder, methinks.

Count. Balerdoor Barkhellpa, it’s 2ll one to me, only
tell me which of you two is him. - {70 Rofwna, /fhcwing
her a Paper] Take this Lettcr. ' ; -

| Barthole.
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Bartholo. Which! Surely you may fee it is [——
Goin, Rofina ; this Fellow’s in Liquor,

Rofina. It is for that Reafon I would {tay; you
are alone, and the Prelence of a Woman may be a
Reftraint upon him.

_ Bartholo. Goin; goin; I am notafraid. [ Exsz Rofina.

SCENE XIII

Count. Oh! T could not help knowing you, Doc-
tor, for you anfwer perfectly your Defcription.

Bartholoy wbilfl the Count puts up a Letter. W hat's
that ¢ What’s that vou are hiding in your Pocket?

Count. What! That which I hide is what 1 do not
want you to fee.

Bartholo. By my Defcription: Thefe Fellows al-
ways think they are [peaking to their Comrades.

Count. Do you think it then fo difficult a Matter

to defcribe you ? Lift to the Defcription. [ fings.

By fhaking Head, and by bald Crown,

This famed Do&tor may be known, %
And by the Manners of a Clown.

Bartholoe. What do you mean ! Are you come here
to infult me ? Get out of my Houfe this Inftant.

Count, Get out of your Houfe! Oh fie! T'hat’s
not very civil.—Can you read, Dodtor?’

Bartholo. Another impertinent Qucftion.

Count. Oh'! don’t let that put you out of Humour;
for I that am at leaft as good a Phyfician as you

Barthols. What do you fay ?

Count. Say ! That I am a Phyfician to all the
Horfes in the Regiment, and that was the Reafon
l;hnz billetted me, at a Brother Doctor’s.

arthofo. What? Darc comparc me to a Farrier.

Clournt
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Count [fings. |
C A T C H._

Brother, fure you’re {carce awake,
I muft no Precedence take,

Of the learned Sons of Galen :
For when they procure no Eafe,
And cannot cure the Difeafe,

They take off the Perfon ailing.

[at the Endof the Song.] Is not thisvery civil ?

Barthols. It ill becomes an ignorant Maker of
Horfe Shoes to turn the moft ufeful and learned
Science into Ridicule. |

Count. Oh'! very ufeful toits Pra&itioners. -

Bartholo. An Art whofe Knowledge and Wonders
the Sun fhines to enlighten. | '

Count. Whofe Ignorance and Blunders our Mo-
ther Earth conceals. . |

BLartholo. It is eafily feen, you ill-bred Puppy,
that you are accuftomed to converfe only with
Horf{es.

Count.. Converfe with Horfes! Oh! Doétor, for
fo learned a Man as you are ; is it not notorious that
a Farrier cures his Patients without afking them
a fingle Quefltion, whilit Phylicians afk theirs a
Hundred ¢

Bartholo. Without curing them you wou’d fay ?

Count, 1t's you, yourfelf who faid it.

Bartholo. Who the Devil could fend me this
curfed drunken Fellow to plague me ?

Count. 1 believe you are paying me Compliments.

Bayrtholo. W hat Bufinefs brings you here! What
do you want ?

Count, feigning'to be in a Paffien. Oh! So you are
affronted W hat do I want !~——=Cannot you feg
what I want ?

SCENE
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S CENE XIV.
Enter RosINA in hafle.

Pray Mr. Soldier don’t be angry. [0 Barthols.

Speak mildly to him, Sir, you fee the Man is not
fober.

Count., You are in the Right, he is not fober, but
we are! I amcivil, and you are pretty, that's enough ;
the ‘I'ruth of the Matter is, I'll have nothing to do in
this Houfe with any body but yourfelf.

Rofina. Pray in what can I ferve you, Mr. Soldier 2

Count. >U'is only a Trifle, and if I don’t explain
myfelf fully.

Rofina. I’ll catch your Meaning.

Count fhewing a Letter. No, rather ftick to the Lect-
ter, to the Letter it only refpefts ; but what I fay is
honourably and well meant ; that you muft give me
a Bed to Night.

Bartholo. Nothing elfe ? |

Count. No, nothing more, but read this Billet-
deux from our Quarter-mafter.

Barthols. Let’s fee.

Count conceals the Lettery and gives him another Paper,
the Dofzor reads it, ¢ Doétor Barthols, fhall receive,
¢ feed, and lodge

Count repeats. And lodge.

Bartholo continues, ¢ For one Night only, Lindor
call’d the Student Grenadier af the Regiment
" Rofina. ’Tis him, ’tis himfelf.

Bartholo to Rofina. What’s the Matter ?

Count. Well, who is wrong now Doctor Barbare £

Bartholo. One wou’d fwear this Man took pleafure
in disfiguring and playing the Devil with my poor
Name, go to Hell with your Barbare, and tell your
impertinent Rafcal of a Quarter-Mafter that fince
r%ly journey to Madrid, I am exempt from lodging

roops.

Count.
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Count. Heavens ! what an unexpe&ed Difappoint-
ment,

Barthelo. Ah! ah! my Friend, you are difappoint-
ed ; this fobers you a little ; however, decamp this
Inftant. .

Count, [afide] I fear’d, 1 had betray’d. myfelf.
(aloud) Decamp’! if you are exempted from' lodging
T'roops, you are mnot from behaving with Civilty.
Decamp ! not till you produce your Brevet of Ex-
emption, tho’ I can’t read, 1 fthall {foon {fce.

Barthole. 11hall not want much time to produce
it, i1t 1s in this Bureau. R

Count, while Bartholo goes, fays without movrny from
his plate. Ab! my lovely Roffnat - -+ -

Refina. And is it you, Lindor ¢

Count. Do but receive this Letter.

Rofira. Take Care we are obferv’d - -

Count approaching near her.  Take out your Hand-
kerchief, and I'll let it fall. Co

Bartholo. Softly, foftly,-Mr. Soldier: ¥ don’t chufe
any one fhou’d examine my Wife {o near

Count. She your Wife ¢ |

Bartholo. And what of that ? -
Count. I thought you was her great GGrandfather,

I’'m f{ure there is at leaft three Generations between

you, and her. |
Bartbo[a, reads a ]barfl??né’?’;‘t. thxeas ,upon truc

and faithful Report, made unto us

Count knocks it out of his hand. What need have
I for all this Gibberith ? ,

Bartholo. Do you know, Soldier! If I call ‘my
Servants you will get the Treatment you defurve,

Count. What are you for a Fight? With all my
Heart, ’tis my profefion (fewing the Pijisl at bis
Giridle) this will fcatter a little Powder in thejr cyes,
pcrhaps Madam, you ncver faw a Battle,

Rofina. No, nor do defire to fee one,

Count. There is nothing more diverting than a Bat-
tle [pupbing the Doftor] firft the Enemy is on one

oide of the Raveling and the Friends on the other [t
| Lofina
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Rofind’s foewing her the Letter] pull out your Handker-
chicf [ be fpits] here’s the Ravelin, you underftand.
Rofina pull's ocut ber [landkerchief, the Count dops

the Letter between bher aned himfClf.

Barthelo flosping. Ah! Ahl

Count takes up the Letter asain. Hold ——1T1 was oo~
ing to teach you the Secrets of my art 1 very
difcrecet Wiife indeed ! .1s not this a love Letter fhe

dropt out of her Pocket ?

Bartholo. Give it to me, give it to me ?
Count. Not quite fo faft, Doltor, let every one mind

his Bufinefs. If a dofe of Rhubarb bad fallen out of
pocket do ye think?! ————

Rofina firetching bher Harnd. Oh) I know what it is
Mr. Soldier.. [puts it-in a Pocket of her Apran.

Barthelo. Will you leave this Houfc by fair means?

Count. I go; adieu Doétor, 1 bear you no Malice,
and only in return beg you to do.me a {fmall Favour,
that 1s to intercede with [Jcath, to.{pare me 2z few
Compaigns longer, for Life was ne’cr before fo dear

{0 me.
Barthols. Get you gone, had | any intereft with

Death .
Count. Oh, Dottor ! you fend him fo many Recruits

he can refufe you nothing. Bt

S C E N E XV.

BArTHOLO watching the CounT go out.

I muft diffemble.  [afide.
Rofina. You muft allow, Sir, the young Soldiar

was very humorous; though in Liquor one could
perceive he is .well educated, and does not want for

Wiit.

F Barthols.
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Bartholo. Indeed, my lovely Dear, we are well
quitof him s but have you no Curiofity to read the

Paper he gave you?
Rofina. What Paper ?
Bartholo. 'That which he pretended to find on the

Floor, and gave to you.
Rofina. Pooh ! That was my Coufin’s Letter

which fell out of my Pocket.
Bartholo. 1 have a ftrong Notion he took it out of

his own.
Rofina. 1 direltly knew what it was.
Bartholo. 1t cannot be much trouble to look at

it again ?
Rofina. 1 can’t even tell where I put it.
Bartholo pointing to ber Pocket. You put it 1nto
that Pocket. |
Rofina. Oh, yes, I did without thinking of it.
Barthols. Oh to be fure, but you'll fee it is fome

piece of Nonfenfe.
Rofina afide. Unlefs I make him angry, I fee no

rcfufal will do.
Bartholo. Come Deary, do give it me.
Rofina. W hat fancy have you taken now, Sir, to

infift fo ftrepuoufly, have you more Doubts ¢ more

Jealoufy ?
Bartholo. And what Fancy have you taken, that

you will not thew it.

Rofina. 1 tell you again, Sir, that the Paper was
nothing but my Coufin’s Letter, which you gave me
Yefterdayunfeal’d, and, now, we arc on this Subjelt, 1
muft tell you plainly your taking fuch Liberty’s high-
ly difpleafes me.

Bartholo. I don’t underftand you'!
Rofina. Do I ever open’ the Lctters which come ta

you, wherefore then do you infpe& thofe which are
addrefs’d to me; if Jealoufy is your Motive, it Is an
Infult; if it is to thew the Extent of an ufurp’d Au-
thority, ’tis an Abufe of it to which 1 never will

fubmit.
Barthols.
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Bartholo, How? not fubmit; yourLanguage, is
intirely new. |

Rofina. 1f 1 have till now conceal’d my juft Re-
fentment it was not with an Intention of fuffering
you to continue infulting me unreprehended.

Bartholo. Qf what Infult are you Talking ?

Rofina. T'he unparallel’d one of opening a Perfon’s
Letters.

Bartholo. T he Letters of my Wife ?

Rofina. *T'is what I am not yet; and if ’twere fo
wou’d fuch a relationfhip gain me a preference to re-
ceive Indignities, which you durft not offer a
Stranger ?

Bartholo. 1 fee thefe Complaints are defign’'d to
withdraw my Attention from the Letter, which I am
convinc’d came from a Lover, and therefore will fee
it I aflure you.

Rofina. You never fhall, and if you dare approach
me, L inftantly will fly from this detefted Prifon, and
beg proteétion of fome pitying Stranger.

Barthols. And riot meet with it.

Rofina. At leaft 'l try.

Bartholo. Thank Heaven we are not ih England,
were Women are always in the right, but effeCtually
to badith fuch romantick Notions from your Brains
Pll go and lock the Door.

Rofina, while Barthelo goes out. Oh Heavens! what
fhall I do? ’tis beft to change it for my Coufin’s
Letter, and by refifting, encreafe his Curiofity and
Difappoirntment. [ /he changes the Letters putting
that frem her Coufin into her Pockot with one corner out.

Bartholo veturns. I hope after all you will let me

fee it,
Rofina. By what Right, pray do you expelt I

fhou’d ?
Barthols. By the acknowlede’d one of fuperior

Strength. . |
Rofina. You fhall fooner take Life.

Bartholo flamping with anger.  NMadam, Madam!
I 2 Rofina.
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Rofina throws herfelf in a Chairy feeme to jaint. Ah !
what Indignity !

Bartho/o. (Give me the Letter direétly or dread my
anger!

.Efi’q/z'ua leaning back. Unfortunate Refina !

Bartholo What is the Matter ?

Rofina. T'o what Miferies, ain I doom’d !

Bartholr. R:fina!

Rofina. 1 die with Rage !

Barthile. Sheis not well, fhe faints.

Rofina. Oh! I die, I die.]

Bartholo afide. Oh'! here is theletter ! I’ll read it
without her knowledge  [fiels ber Pulfe and takes the
Letter wbhich be tries to vead.

Rofina fill inthe fame Attitude. Oh ! unhappy me!

Bartholo. \What an unaccountable Defire one has
to difcover that which one d:eads to know !

Rofina. Oh 'l wretched Rofina /

Bartholo. T he too free Ufe of Perfumes are very apt
to occafton thefe fpafmodic AffeCtions  [he reads the
Letter, whichhe finds is from her Coufin.

[Rofina losks flyly at bim, andtakes no Notice.

Bartholo afide. 'The Letter is really her Coufin’s !
Curfed Sufpicion! FHow fhall I pacify her Rage?
T'is well the does nor know I’ve read it. [be feems to
fupport Rofina, and puts back the Letter into her Packet.

Rofina [ighs. Ahl

Barthels. Well, Child, I hope all’s over; you’il
foon be well; your Illnefs was nothing but Hy-
fterics: I felt your Pulfe—it did not alter in the leaft,

[he goes to reack a Vial off of the Drawers.

Rofina. Ch! °Tis well, he has put the Letter
again into my Pocket.

Barthilo. My dear Rofina, take a few of thefe
Drops.

Rofina. Not from your Hand ; pray leave me.

Barthido. Oh! forgive me; 1 confefs I was too
intent on feeing the Letter ; I thould not have been
o impartunate.

Raﬁﬁa-
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Rofina. 'The Letter itfelf was of no Confequence ;
but your Manner of requiring my Compliance is
paft Forgivenefs.

Bartholo onn bis Knees. 1 fcel I was to blame, and
here upon my Knees I beg your Pardon,

Rofinra. My Pardon, when you won’t believe that
the Letter was from my Coufin |

Barthols, Let the Letter come from whence it will

I don’t care; I won’t fuffer you to fay any more about
it.
Rofina, prefenting bim the Letter. There I willingly
grant to your requeft what your Commands fhould
ne’er have forced from me.

- Bartholo. This generous Behaviour diflipates my
Sufpicions, and convinces me how much I was
to blame ever to entertain any an  your
Condutt.

Rofina. There, Sir, pray read it.

Bartholo. (3od forbid I thou’d do thee fo much In-
juftice!

Rofina. You vex me by refuling.

Bartholo. As a Reparation for my Fault, receive
this Mark of my Confidence; I’'m going to fee poor
Marcelina, whom that Knave Figaro (1 don’t know
why) let Blood in the Foot to Day Won't you
come with me?’

Rofina. 1 will follow you in a Moment.

Bartholo. Come, my Darling, fince the Peace is
made between us, give me thy Hand to feal 1t; f
thou can’ft but love me, how happy wilt thou
be |

Rofina. If you could but pleafe me, how 1 would
love you!

Barthsle. I will pleafe thee, my Duck; I will
pleafe thee; believe me, I will pleafe thee. [ Exit.

SCENE
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3%

S C E N E XVI.

RosiNA obferving him go, cries out.

Ah! Lindor, he fays he will pleafe me! I will
rcad this Letter, which had like to have caufed me fo
much Trouble. Oh! I've read too late ; he advifes
me to have an open Quarrel with my Guardlan, and
I have juft let an excellent one efcape me! When I
recewed his Letter 1 felt my Blufhes rife. Ah! My
Guardian, is right, I am very far from baving that
Art and Knowledge of the World which brings
Women through fo many Difficulties; but Ne-
ceflity and 2 T'yrant would make Innocence itfelf out-

plot a Machiavel.

ACT
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A C T I11.

SCENZE L

BARTHOLO aline and diftrefs’d.

WHAT a Temper ! What a Temper! I thought
" fthe was appeafed ; who the Devil now could

put it in her Head to take no more Leflons of Don
Bazile 2 She knows to be fure I have charg’d him to
fettle every T hing neceflary for our Wedding. [@ Knock
at the Door] Do all you can to pleafe a Woman, if
you omit one fingle Trifle—I fay only a Trifle
[fecand Knock] Who canbe now a coming ¢

S C E N E IL

. Enter CounT, dreffed like a Batchelor of Arts.

May Peace and Happinefs e’er dwell within thefe

Walls !
Bartholo, abruptly. Ne'er was to me a Wifh more

defirable ; What is your Will ¢
Count. Sir, my Name is Alonzo, Batchelor li-

centiate. ’
Bartholo. 1 have no need of a Preceptor.

Count. A Pupil of Don Bazile, Organift of the
Grey Friars and black Nuns, who has the Honour to

teach la Signora
Bartholo. Bazile! Or%ani{’c I Who has the Honour!

I know it; but to your Bufinefs.

Count.
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Count. afide What a Man, A fudden Illnefs has
confin’d him to his Bed.

Barthols. Bazile confin’d to his Bed ! T am glad he
{fent, I’ll this tnftant go and fec him.

Csunt afide. The Devil When [ faid to his Bed,
Sir, I meant only to his Room.

Barz).! . No Matter, let his Indifpofition be ever
{fo trifli.. -, I'll goinftantly and vifit him, go tell hiin

fo, I’ll tollow you.
Count perplex’d. 1 was only commiflion’d, Sir, but

pray can no one hear us?
Barthsls afide. 'This man has all the appearance
of an Impoftor No, Sir, there needs no Myf{-

tery ! compcole yourfelf if you can, aud let’s hear

what you have to fay.
Cous:t afide. W hat a {ly old Villain | Don Bazile

defired me to inform you
Barthalo. Speak louder, for I am deaf of one Ear,

Ciunty raifing bis Voice.  Oh moft willingly, that
Count Almaviva, who lodges in the Square

Bartholo frightened. Speak lower, {peak lower!

Count, f1ill louder. Has left his Lodgings this
Morning, and as it was me, who had inform’d him
that Count Almaviva————

Bartholo. Speak lower; I pray you will fpeak

lover.
Count, in the fame t'ne. Was in this Town, and

I have difcover'd that Signora Refina has wrote to
him. |

Barth:l>., Wrote to him, did you fay! My dear
Friend fpeak lower, I befeech you ! let us {it down
and talk without referve on this Subjeft, you fay you
have difcover’d that Ro/ina—a

Count, haughtily. Certainly 1 have ! Dazile uneafy
on your account, at this Difcovery, defired me to
fhew you her Lctter, but the Reccption-you give
me "
Barthole., For Heaven’s fake don’t be angry I' for

I mcant no Offence ; but prithee cannot you fpeak
more
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more foftly ? I have particular Reafons for making
you this Requet.

Count. Why, I thought yoa faid you were deaf of
one kar,

Barthols. Oh pardon, pardon me, Signor Ahnzo,
If I receiv’d you with Coldnefs and Diftruft; but 1
am fo furrounded with the Snares of defigning Men,
-w——and then your ligure, Age, Manner, Air, in
fhott, your whole Perfon wou’d juftify Sufpicions in
a Stranger, which I hope you’ll pardon and you
fay you faw the Letter ¢ -

Count. Make no further Apologies I am fatisfy’d,
Bir, but are you fure no one can hear us?

Bartholo. Alas! who fhould? all my Servants are
laid up: Rofina flown to her Room in a Paffion:
fome Evil Genius has certainly turn’d my Houfe
topfyturvy : but to be more certain, 1'll go and af-

fure myfelf no one 1s near.
[goes foftly to Rofina’s Door. ]

Count afide., What a Scrape have [ now got into—
and how fhall I avoid thewing the Letter! to retreat ;
I might as well not have come. If I could but inform
Rofina of it ; the fhewing it would be a Mafter piece.

Bartholo, returns on Tiptoes. She’s fitting near the
Window, Reading ;the Letter 1 broke open from her
Coufin you may now with all fafety fhew me
her’s.
- Count gives him Rofina’s Letter. Here it is.
[afide] he certainly miftook my Letter, for her
Coufin’s.

Bartholo veads. ¢ Since you have inform’d me
“ of your Name and Condition™ How trea-
cherous ! I’m certain ’tis her Hand writing.

Count, frighten’d. You fhould, fpeak toftly.

Bartholo. W hat Obligations am I under ¢

Count. Forbear mentioning at prefent . when every
Thing is cver you may then —from the Bufinefs
Don Bazile is now upon with a Lawyer.

~ Bartholo. With a Lawyer! ’tis concerning my Mar-
riage,

G Cﬂ 797}
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Count. No Doubt it is, he defired me to tell you
every ‘1 hing wou’d be ready to-moitrow ; if fthe thou’d
{ftill be obftinate. -

Bartholo. She certainly will.

Count. wants to take back the Letter, Bartholo puts
it up. Now is the Time to ferve you ; well produce
her Letter, and if neceflary {with a myflerious Lok]
Pll even fay that I had it from a Woman to whom
the Count made a Sacrifice of it ; you conceive that
Shame, Confufion, and Spight, may difpofe her di-
rectly to

Bartholo laughing. What Calumny! I am now
fatisfied, my Friend, ’¢twas Don Bazile fent you, but
that 1t might not feem concerted, wou’d it nat be
better, fhe firft were acquainted. with you ?

Count endeavouring to conceal his Foy. Don Bazile
thought it would have been better ; but how can we
do that? it is fo late and there is fo little "T'ime left.
 Bartholo. 1 {hall fay he fent you to give her a Lef-
fon, you can do that no Doubt!

Count. ‘There is nothing but I’ll do to oblige you,
but take care fhe does not fufpelt any Thing; for
the ftale Story of a fuppoled Mafter is common in
every Play, .

1Barfbb£a. My introducing you to her can caufe no
Sufpicion of the Kind ; you have more the Appear-
ance of a Lover in Difguife, than an officious Friend.

Count. Really ! do you think my Appearance can
favour the Deceit !

Bartbolo. 1 wou’d lay anv Wager, the moft know-
ing Ones might be miftaken by it; befides, fhe is
horridly out of Humour this Evening ; however if
fhe cou’d but fee you her Harpfichord 1s in this
Clofet, amufe yourfelf whillt 1 go try every Means
to bring her hither. '

Count Beware not to mention the Letter to her.

Bartholo, No, nottill it is Time to do ity it wou’d

be without Eftet; a Hint to me 1s {ufhcient, [ Exi.
SECENE
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S C E N E I

Covu NT alone.

Now I am fafe. How bhard it is to deal with this
Man ? ah, Figaro knows him well ; the being forc’d
to tell fo many Lyes' made me a& very aukwardly;
rhen his Eyes are fo watchful ! that truly had I not
been infpired with the Thought of producing the
Letter, I own I muft have decamp’d and fhould have
look’d like a Fool ! but I think I hear them quarrel-
ling, .if fhe fhou’d perfift in not leaving the Room
—-1I’11 liften the refufes to come, and now all
the Fruit of my Stratagem is loft, [goes again to lifier]
Oh! fhe’s now a coming ; I'll not thew myfelf fo
fuddenly ~ [goes in the Clofet}

S C E N E 1IV.

RosSINA in d feign’d Palfion.

Indeed all you can fay, Sir, is to no qupofe, I'n
hear'no more of Mufic, I am refolv’d—

Bartholp. Prithee, my Love, be perfuaded, ’tis
Signor Alanzo the Pupil and -Friend o Don Bazile,
whom he has chofen to be one of our Witnefles.
attend to him, Mufic: will calm thy Soul, I affure
thee: ~ - e o |

Rofina. *Tis in vain ta think of it; for if I fing to
Night pray wheré is that Mufic Mafter you fo
much -fear to fend back ? I’ll foon fend him about
his Bufinefs, as well as. Bazile [percesving her Lover
fereams). Ah ! S
- Barthgle. What’s happen’d 1o you. Child?

Nofina preffing her Hands tv her Fofom in az:toticr,
Ol dear ! 'Oh dear ! Sir |

U A }.':{J‘ uf:? ﬂu’;}t
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Bartholo. 1 fear fhe will faint, Signor Alonzo !
Rsy(';m' Oh, no—I am not famtmg but in turn-
h
Cmnt You ftrain’d your Ankle, Madam.
Rofina. Yes, I have ftrain’d my Ankle, and have
hurt myfelf terribly.
Count. Oh, I perceiv’d it,  Madam. -
Rcyimz Iaaéfng at the Count. ‘The Pain I felt, went

to my Heart.
Barthola. A Seat, a Seat—what, not an Arm-Chair

tn the Room ! [goes for one.
Count. Ah, Rofina!
Rofina. What Imprudence !
Count. 1 have a Thoufand things of Confequence

to tell you.
Rofina. But he will not leave us.
Count, Figaro will come to our Afliftance.

Bartholo b: ings an Arm-Chair, Here Darling fit
down, ’tis not likely Signor fhe can take a Le{Ton this
Evening, it muft be for another time, farcwell.

Rofina to' the Count. No wait, my Pain is a little
cas’d. "

To Barthols. 1 acknowledge I was wrong to Dif-
pute with you, dir, will imitate you, in making imme-
diate amends by '

Barthelo, Oh the beft natur’d of Women! but
after having fuch a Fright, I will not fuffer you
Child to make the leaﬂ: Effort——good Night,
Signor, good Night.

Rofina to the Cazmr. Stop 2 Moment ¥ pray.

To Bartholo. I fhall think you won’t obllge me, if
you prevent me from fhewing You, by taking my
I.eflon, how forry I am to

Count to Bartholo. 1f you take my Advice, you

will ‘not oppofe her Inclination,
Barthola. 1 have done my Lamb, and am fo far

from difobliging thee, that '] w_ill ftay while thou

tak’ft thy Leflon.
Rq/ina Do not conftrain yourfelf, Sir, I know

that to you Mulfic has no Charms.
Bartholo.
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Barthols. Believe me "thy Voice will enchant me
to Night.

Rofina afide to the Count. 1’m on the Rack.

Count takes a piece of Mufic. 1s this what you
wou’d fing, Madam ?

Rofina. Oh! Yes; ’tisa charming Part in La-
bour in Vain.

Bartholo. Nothing but Labour in Vain.

Count. T'is the newelt Piece we have; it’s an
Image of Spring, that’s very lively—Will you try it,
‘Madam ? | |

Rofina, looking at the Count. With great Pleafure—
An lmage of Spring 1s to me ravifhing; ’tis the
Bloom of Nature lcaving Winter; the Heart feems
to acquire a higher Degree of Senfibility : as the
Raptures of a poor Slave, that has long experienced
the Hardlhips of Bondage, when the Charms of
Liberty are offer’d him. .

Bartholey 1n a low Voice, to the Count. Her Head is
always full of romantic Notions.

Count. Do you feel the Force of their Application?

Bartholo. Do I feel them ! [afide] Damnation!

[goes and fits in the Arm Chair Rolina fat in.

Rofina fings.
RosiNA’s Song.

See, Lovers, fee on yonder Plain.
(Gay Spring appears !—And once again %
Young Cupid comes with jocund T'rain !
"To Nature he new Life imparts,
While Fruits, and Flow’rs, and Lovers Hcartsg
All feel his pow’rful pleafing Darts.
All Nature now feems chearful, glad, and gay,
Save poor Lindor. who cafts no Thought away ;
Nor does he harbour one within his Breaft,
Save how to make the much-lov’d Object bleft.

Whilft
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Whilft fhe reaprns his.ardent Love, |
With Smiles rewards her Lindor’s Pain 3

Lovers like thefe muft futely prove
A Guardian’s Labour js in Fain,

¥or when two Hearts are joinld in one,
(By Cupid join’d, by ng:; bleft)

Too firm the facred Knot to be- undone
By all the Labour of a-jealous Breatt.

Count. The Mufic is really charming ; and Signora
has executed-it with fuperior Skill.

Rofina. You flatter me, Sir; the Praife is wholly
due to my Mafter. . |

Barthole, Yawning, 1 believe I nodded a little
during this fine Piece; 1 have my Patients,- andam
oblig’d to runhere and there, and fpin likea Top—
"T'hen as foon as 1 fet down to reft, my poor weary
Limbs [gets up, and pufbes the Chagr.

Rofina, in a low Voice ty the Count. Figaro does not
coime. ' .
Count, to Rofina, inm a low Voice. Spin out: the
Time. - - -
Bartholo. But, Batchelor, I have often: defired
Don Bazile to teach her Songs which are more gay
than thofe grand Compofrtions which go from one
End of the Harpfichord to the other, drawling he,
ho, ha, ha,.haa, and are like fo many funeral Dirges.
When I was young, there:were lively- little Songs,
‘which iwere ealily learnt, I could haye fung:them my-
felf; for Example. T

BARTHOLO Sings.
Buya Bargain, Rofinette ;

Buy a Hufband for a Pet. o
| Tol, 161, delol.

[ During
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[ During the Repetition he fings, feratching his Heads
and [napping bhis Fingers, and fhaking his Knees,
as if dancing.

To the Count. It Is Francinette in the Song ; but
to render it more agreeable and fuitable to my prefent
Circumftances, I chang’d it for Rofinctta’s. [laughs]
Ha! Ha! Ha!—An’t I right—Isn’t it the Tune?

County laughing. Ha! Ha! Ha | Excellent indeed !

SCENZE V.
¥1GARO at the End of the Stage.
BARTHOLO fings the Whole of the CAT CH.

C A T C H.-

-Buy a Bargain, Rofinette,
Buy 2 Hufband for a Pet ;—
T'here’s one now, e’en in this Houfe,

- Who will make a charming Spoufe;
He’s no fighing Swain, ’tis true,
Yet not the worfe, my Girl, for you;
He’s a buxom, jovial Wight,
Not one made to fhock the Sight ;
And remember what they fay,
““ Al Catsinthe Night are grey.”

[In finging the Burden of the Sonzs- he dances. Fi
garo mmimicks him behind bis Back. He’s a Buxom, &c.

[ Perceiving the Barber. Oh! Come in, come in,
Mr. Barber—You are a pretty Fellow indeed.

Figare, bowing. Indeed, ’tis what my Mother has
often told me formerly; but Pm greatly alter’d fince
that Time. [ Afide to the Count. Bravo, my Lord..

- [ During all this Scene the Count endeavoursto fpeak to
Rofina; but the ever-watchful Eye of the Guardian
prevents then; which forms a dumb Scene between

all the Aétors, foretgn to the Debate between Figaro
and toe Dolior.
Lartholo.
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Bartholo. Are you come to difturb all my Servants
again with your Lancet and Drugs? *

Figaro. Oh! Every day is no Holiday, nor have [ al-
ways Leifure for fuch Undertakings ; but not to men-
tion my daily Afliduity, you muft be fenfible, Sir, that
when an Opportunity ofters to do you Service, my
Zeal does not wait for Orders.,

Bartholo. Y our Zeal den’t wait ?~—What wilt you
fay of your Zeal to that poor Fellow who yawns and
fleeps as he ftands; and the other, who for thefe three
Hours fneezes enough to fhiver his Pericranium; and
fhatter his Brains to Atoms ?——~What will you fay to
them ¢

Figaro. What will I {ay to them ?

Bartholo. Ay.

Figaro. Why, I'll fay to him that fneezes, God
blefs you ; and go to bed, to him that yawns.—Won’t
that be proper ? lam fure at Jeaft it will neither hurt
them, nor {well your Bill.

Barthslo. No truly, but Bleeding and Medicines
would, if I were Fool enough to pay for them.—I¢t
was out of Zeal too, I fuppofe, thatyou wrap’d up
my blind Mule’s Head with your Cataplaf{m.

Figare. Well, if that does not reftore her Sight,
you cannot fay that will make her lofe it.

Bartholo. 1f 1 [ee that Article on your Bill I'll-——
I’ll fubmit to no fuch Impofition.

Figaro. By my Faith, Sir, there’s but fmall Choice
between a Fool and a Madman, and where I can’t
get Profit, I'll at leall have Amufement; let’'s be
merry while we may, God knows whether the World
will ftand a Month longer,

Bartholo. You had better, Mr. Logician, ceafe at-
tcmpting to bamboozle me: and pay me my hundred
Fiafters, with Intereft, which you owe me.

Fisare. Do you doubt my Honour, Sir?—1I had
rather owe them you all my Life than once deny it.

Bartholo. Pray tell me how did your little Gisl like
the Sugar Plumbs you carried home to her ?

Ligaro. What Sugar Plumbs do you mcan?
| Barthob.
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Barthele. Thofe Sugzar Plumbs you carried Home
to her in a Sheet of Writing paper.

ng-ara. ‘I'he Devil take me if

Rofina, interrupting bim. 1 hope you did not for-
get Figaro to tell her I fent them—1 gave you repeat-
ed Charge to do fo.

Figaro. Aye, aye, the Sugar Pluinbs this Morning :
I am the mott {tupid Blockhead that ever was, it had
quite flip’d my Memory, oh ! they were excellent,
fhe lrked them mightily.

Barthols. Recollelt yourfelf, Mr. Barbir, you Lave
bepan an incomparable Bufincefs—

l'igaro. What Bufinefs, pray oir?¢

fsarthols. By which you’ll acquire a fine Charalter.

Finare. I'll defend it, Sir

Barthols. Say you’ll deferve it, Sir

Fizaro. As you pleafe, Sir.

Lartholo. You take the Matter 1in a very high
Strain, but know that when I difpute with an igno-
tant Fellow I always maintain my Point. '

Ligaro turning his Back on him. In this we difter,
for in that Cafe 1 always give up mine.

Bartholse. Ha | what’s that he fays, Batchelor?

Figaro. You imagine 1 prefumc you have to deal
with fome Country Barber, who packs up his Know-
lcdge in his Razor-Cafe? but know, Sir, that I
have work’d with my Pen in Madrid, and had not

envious People
Barthelo, Why did you lecave it, and come here to

take up a new Trade

Fizare. One does the beft one czn, put yourfelf in
my Place.

Barthols. 1 fhould talk very abfurdly, if I were
Fiparo—1I think you don't make a bad Beginning as
it is, I’ll appeal for that to your BrotLer Doctor,
who ftands there in Conten.plation,——

Count recollecting bimfelfe 1 I am not of the

Fraternity,

H Figare
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Figaro. No: 1 beg Pardon, but feecing you here
in Conferecnce with the Doftor, 1 imagin’d your
Purfuits were the fame.

Bartholo in a paffion. To have done with your
Impertinence, pray what Bufinefs brings you here—
have you any Letters to deliver to Signora?
muft I leave the Room ?

£izaro. How harfhly you treat your Dependants !
why, Sir, I am come to fhave you; is not this fhaving-
day *

Larthefs. You muft call again by and by.

Figaro. That’s impofiible! To-morrow the whole
Garrifon is to be purg’d, I bave by my intereft ob-
tain’d the Jobb, and ! leave you to judge, if I huve
Tune to lofe Will you ftep into your drefling
Room ?

Bartholo. No, Sir, I do not chufe to go in my
drefing Rcom, why can’t vou fthave me here ?

Rofina, with difdain, You are really very civil,
why {urely you wou’d not be fhav’d in my Appart-
ment ?

Bartholss Nay, my Lamb, don’t be angry: you
have your Leflon to finifh, and 1 am unwilling to Jofe
an Inftant the Plealure of hearing you.

Figaro to the Count, in a /2w Voice. "I'here will be no
getting him from hence. Come Sprighitly, Youthful,
bring the Bafon, Water and every thing neceflary for
your Mafter’s fhaving.

Barthelo. Your calling them will be to fome Pur-
polc to be fure, when you forced them to their Bed
by your devilifh Medicines.

Figaro. Well then I’ll vvait ¢cn myflel', are not the
things in your Chamber vaft le this wili draw
him out of the Room.

Barthols unties a Bunib of Keysy and as if wpsn fecind
Thoughts. No, no, U'll go myiclf.  [to the Count low.
Have an Kye upon him 1 pray ? [Exic.

5

SCENE
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S CENZE VI,

The Sfame Actors.,

Figaro. What a fine Opportunity is loft | He was

going to give me the Keys—Is not that of the Jea-
Joufie among them ?

Rofina. Yes; ’tis the neweft of all.

S CENE VI

Barthslo afide. Goodnefs! T don’t know what I was
thinking of, to lecave the Room while this curfed Bar-
beris init! [gives bim the Bunch of Keys]——In my
Clofet upon the Bureau ; but don’t touch any T'hing.

Figaro. A Plague upon you, Sir; you are fo
{ufpicious, that to do it would be 2 good Aétion. >
[to the Count, afide. See how Heaven proteéts Inno-
cence. | [ £ xiz.

S CENE VIIL

BarTHOLO low 2o the CounT.

That is the Rafcal who carried her Letter to the
Count. | |

Couny, low to him. He has a very knavifh look.

Bartheloe. He fhall not catch me again.

Count. 1 believe, as tothat, he has done his worft,.

Bartholo. All things confidered, 1 thought it fafer
}t:) fend him to my Room than leave hin here with

er.
Count. I wou'd have taken Care to hear every Word

they fhou’d have faid to each other.
H 2 Rofina.
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Rofina. You dare very polite, Gentlemen, to whif-
per continually ; and my Lefllon

[A Noife of breaking China is heard.

Bartho'o fecreams. What Noife is th'lt? T his hel-
Iith Barber has thrown every Thmﬂ* I have down
Stairs, and broke my beft Piece of China.

[runs orl.

S CENE IX.

Count. Let us avail ourfclves of the precious In-
ftant, which Figare’s Policy has prooured us; alléw
me to Night, I conjure you, a Mioment’s Conference
indifpenfably neceflary to fecure you from the Slavery
of which you are on the Brink, .

- Rofina. Ah'! Lindor! |

Count, 1.can climb up to your Jealoufie ; as for the
Letter I reccived from yoy thls Morning, I was
abfolute]y oblig’da—v—

S C E N E X.
Eater Ficaro and BARTHOLO.

Barthols. I was not miftaken, every thing is broke
to fhatters.

figare. See the great Misfortune here’s fo- much
Noife about !—It’s as dark as Pitch ou the Stairs.
[ Shewing the Keyto the Count] As 1 was running up,
my Sleeve caught on a Key.

Bartholo. Hooked by a Key| You fhould have
taken better Care; but you ever are wonderfully
handy .

Fizaro. Fmtn, Sir, you m'ty look for onec thats
more Q. *

SCENL
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S CLENE XI.

Enter Don BaziLE.

Rofina, frightened, afide. Don Bazile!

Count, afide. Heavens !

Ligaro, afide. his 1s the Devil.

Bartholo goes to meet him. Ahl My dear Friend, T
am glad to {ee you fo well recovered ; your lllnefs was
ot no long Continuance : Signor Alonzo alarm’d me
great]y on your sccount. Afk him if 1 was not
juft coming to makc you a Vifit, if he had not flopt
me

Bazile amaz’d. Signor Alonzg !

Figaro, flamping withhis Foot. Always fome Delays;
two Hours Attendance for one paltry Beard—What a
tirefome Cuftonier !

Bazile, looking around. Will you do me the Fa-
vour to tell mie the (Gentleman ?

- Figaro. You will have full Leizure when 1 am
oone.
" 'Bazile. But at leaft I may

Count. You may hold your Tongue; do you fup-
pofe you can tell Signor Barthols any Thing he does
not already know—{ teld him you fent me to give a
finging Leflon in your Stcad.

" Baziley, more amaz’d. A Leflon of Singing'!
Alonzo !

Rofina, afide to Bazile. Can’t you hold your
Tongue ?

" Baxzile. And fhe too !

Count, low to Barthily. W hifper to him, that we
have fettled the Plan.

Barthele, to Bazile, afide. Do not contradiét us, or
deny heis your Pupil, it would {poil all.

Bazile. Ah! Ah'!

Beartholo, aloud. 1t’s impoflible to find a Perfon pof-
fefs’d of unore Talents than your Pupil.

Bamile.
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Bazile, flupefied. Than my Pupil | - [Lw] I

came to tell you the Count has left his Lodgings.
Barthols, low. 1 know it—Dbe filent.
Bazile, lowv. Who told you fo !
Bartholsy low. VW hy him, tobe fure.
Count, low. It was I, to be fure—Do you only
Ihften. *
Rofina, low to Bazile. Doyou find it fo difficult to

hold your Tongue ?

Figaro, liw, to Bazile. Hufh! Great Booby—He
1s dcaf.

Bazile afide. Who the Devil is it they would cheat
here! Every one isin the Secret !

Bartholo aloud. Well, Bazile /—And the Lawyer!

Figaro. You will have all the Evening to talk about
your Lawyer.

Bazile, bewildered. About the Lawyer !

Count, [miling. You have not feen the Lawyer ?

Bazile, out of Patience. Why, no, 1 have not fecn

the Lawyer.
Count, to Bartholo afide. W hat, wou’d you have him

explain himfelf here before her? 'T'ry to fend him
away.

B)a;'tfmlo, low, to the Count. You are in the Right,
[t2 Bazile] But the fudden lllnefs with which
you were feized—Of what Nature was it ? |

Baziley, in a Paffion. 1 don’t underftand you.

Count, flipping a Purfe in his Hand. Yes, Signor
Bartholo afks, why you ventured abroad in your pre-
fent bad State of Health ? *

Figaro. He is as pale as Death.

Bazile. Oh! 1 underftand.

Count. Go to Bed, my dear Bazile; you are not
well, and we are alarm’d to {ee you look fo ill:---Go
to Bed,

Figaro. His Countenancce 1s totally chang’d.

Bartholo. He has a Fever one cou’d fmell at a

I.eague’s Diftance.
Rofina. >Tis faid Fevers are infeCtious ;~—why did

you come here '—Pray go to Bed.

Bazile, inthe greateft Surprife. 1 go to Bed!

Al?
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Al the A&tors together. Certainly, certainly!

Bazile, looking reund at them. ‘Truly, Gentlemen,
I believe I had better retire ; for I am not by any
Means at Eafe at prefent.

Barthsls. Tomorrow, I hope, if you are better—

Count. Bazile, 1 will call on you very early.

Figare. Take my Advice, getinto a warm Bed as
foon as poflible—

Rofina. Good Night, Mr. Baxzile.

Bazile, to bhimfelf. 'The Devil take me if I com-
prebend what they all mean, and was it not for this
Purfe

All. Good Night, Bazile—ygood Night.

Bazile, going, Well then, fince it muft be fo, good
Night, {Eit They all condudlt him laug hing

tothe Side of the Scenis.

S CENE XII.
Barthele, with an Air of Confequence. 'I'hat Man is

{far from being well.

Rofina. His Eves look quite wild.

( sunt. The Night Air has certainly hurt him.

Figare. LJid you obferve how he mutter’d to him-
felf 7 What fratl Mortals are we!l {#o Bartdhils] Arc
you rcady ? { prefhes the Arm Chair from the Crunt,

and offers the fhaving Clth.

Couit. Before T conclude, I muft tell you, Sicnora,
fomething very cfiential to your Progrefs 1n the Art
which I have the Honour of tt_achmg; you.

[draws nearery and wwh[pers to per.

Baithtls, to Figars. But you place vourielt direllly
before me; asif on Purpofe to prevent my {ecing.

Count, foftly to Rofina. We have the Iu.}, and
will be here at Midnight,

Ficare puts the Clsth r1ouud Bartheld’s Neck. W hat
wou'd you fec? Was’e a dancing Leflon weil and
good ; but you don’t hear with your Eyes, do you ?
Ay, ay. =

Barthels.
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Bartholo. What’s the Matter ?

Fizaro. 1 don’t know what has got into my Eye,

[ Puts bis Head clofer.

Bartholo. Don’t rub it.

Figaro. Hecre, ’tis my left, pray do me the Favour to
blow in 1t.

{ Bariholo takes hold of Figaro’s Head, and l20ks ouer
ity pufbes bim wvioclently, and goes to lificn to the
Lovers Converfution.

Count, low, to Rofina. Ps to yvour Letter, I found

fo many Obftacles tomy ftaying here—

Fivaro, to give them Notice. Hem ! Hem!

Count. And fearful this new Difguife fhou’d be ren-
dered afelefs

Bartholo, flepring between ’em. This new Difguife
fhou’d be render’d uiclefs !

Rofina, frighten’d. Ah'!

Sarthols. Vuy well, Siznora, don’t conftrain your-
felf. What in my Prefence, before my eyes, to in-
jure me fo grofsly !

Count. What is the matter with you Signor ¢

Barthsle. "I'reacherous Alonzo !

(oount. Indeed, Signor Lartbsls, if you often take
fuch Vagaries as this I have juft been a Vvitnefs to,
I am not {'ur},rls d at the Averfion Signora Rofina fhews
at the Thought of becoming your Wife.

Rofina. 1 become hlS Wife!l To pals my Hours
with a jealous Dotara, znd wafie my youthful Days
ot oy and Pleafure in blavelv and Conﬁm.ment !

Bartholo. What do 1 hoar ?”

Rafina. Yes, aloud 1 fuy it, my Hand, my Heart
fhi.ll be for him who frecs me from this L]Ct(:n:x.-d prifon,
where my Perfon and my Fortunc arc detain’d ..l-r-.,lm{f
all Laws both human and diviue. [ Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE XIIIL

Bartholo. 1 am choak’d with Rage.

Count. Indeed, Sir, it's impoffible that a young
Woman—

Figaro. Yes, a great Age and a young Wife per-
plex an old Man con/oundedly.

Barthols. How ! when I catch her in the Fa& !—

Curfed Barber !—1I have a great Mind to
Figare. I'll be gone, for he is mad.
Count. So will I ;—Upon Honour he’s mad.
Figzaro. Oh! He ismad! He is mad as 2 March

Hare, ’fore Heaven! [ Both exit.

S CENE XIV.

BARTHOLO alone, goes after them.

I am mad!—Eh! Curfed Procurers! Satan’s
‘Emiflaries, of which you have here filled the Office !
May he tear you Limb from Limb !-~I'm mad!—I
faw it as plain as I do that Mufick Book, and to deny
it fo audacioufly | —Oh ! Baz:le alone can explain this
Myftery—1I’I1 fend for him -Holloa ! Who's there ?
Ah me i I forgot I have nobody here.—Neighbours !
—Oh ! any Body !-——No Matter It’s enough to
turn one’s Brain !—It’s enough to turn one¢’s Brain in

good earneft !

[During thefe two Aéis the Scene grows dark, the
Noife of a Storm is heard, and the Orchflra

playsy viz,~——the Storm Picce in the Mufic.

Fxp or tHeE THIRD AcT.
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A C T 1V.

SCENZE LI

BarTHOoLO, end DoN BAzILE with a davk Lanthssn.

BarTHOLO (the Stage is dark.)

OU fzy you do not know hin Bazile ? can that
be pofiible ¢ -

Bazile. You may repeat the Queftion an hundred

Times if you pleafe ; but I’m fure I can give you no

other Anfwer, if he gave you Rofina’s Letter he is
doubtlefs one of the Count’s.Cabal, were I to judge

from the magnificence of his Prefent, I thou!d fufpect

it was the Count himfelf.
Bartholo. That’s true, how came you to accept his

prefent ?

- Bazilr. You feem’d to confent, I was no ways in the

Sccret, and in difficult Cafes, a Purfe of Gold is to

me an unanfwerable Argument; befides the Proverb

fays, that which is good to take ic good to—
Bartholo. 1 underftand you, is good to
Bazile. 'To keep.
Bartholo. How, how!
Bazile. Oh, 1 have improv’d many old Proverbs, by

the moft trifling Alteration, bur to Bufincfs; what have

you refolv’d on,
Bartholo. In my Place, wou’d not you try every

effort to poflefs her?
Bazile, No, in truth, I wou’d not, for fome wou’d

be dangcrous, and after all mcre Pofleflion is a {mall

Benefit
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Beneftt ; ’tis enjoyment which in my Opinion, yiclds
Pleafure, and to marry a Woman in your Cafe with
cut being fure of her Affeltions would be expofing
yourlelf to

Barthols. You wou’d fear being-a ——

Bazile. W hy really from the Multitudes there have
been this year, it muft be a prevalent Fathion: I vow
I wou’d not force her Inclinations.

Barthole. I am your moft obedient, but I will
 fooner hazard hanging for her than die for want of
attempting her.

Bazile. Oh, if your Life is at Stake, marry her,
Doé&tor, marry her.

Bartholo And fo I will this very Night.

Bazile. Remcember when you mention them to your
Ward ; to paint them as black as Hell.

Bartholo. I’ll take your advice.

Bazile. Calumny Doclor, Calumny is our Shect
Anchor.

Bartholo. Here’s Roftna’s Letter, which Alonzo gave
me, and he without Intention fo to do, fhew’d me
the Ufe [ thou’d make of tt.

Bazile. Adieu, we will all be here in a Quarter of
an Hour—-

Barthilo. Why not fooner |

Bazile. 1t's impoflible, our Notary is engaged.

Bartholo. Every other Bufinefs ought to give Way

when a Marriage 1s in the Cafe.
Bazile. But it {eems the Barber Figaros’s Niece

i6 to be married to Night.
Bartholo, Figaro’s Niece | he has no Niece that I

know of.

Bazile. That’s what the Lawyer told me.

Bartholo. That Knave is in the Plot: and I would
as foon truft the Devil !

Bazile. And cou’d you think ?

Bartholo. Aye, any Thing! to fay the Truth my
Friend thefe People alarm me much ; go back to the
Lawyer and bring him back with you, that all Iif-

| ) patch
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patch be ufed to fettle every thing that can fet me:

at Eafe.
Bazile. Tt rains as if Heaven and Earth wou’d

come together, but nothing fhall prevent my ferving
you ! —where are you going ¢

Bartholo. 'To condiiét you to the Door 5 for Figaro
" has laid up all my Servants; I am quite alone here.
Bazile. Give yourfelf no Trouble, 1 have my

Lanthorn.

Bartholo. Take my Cloak, Bazile, I’il wait your re-
turn, and kecp Watch, and let who will knock, my
Doors this Night fhall not be open’d to any Body,

but to you and the Lawyer.
Bazile. That precaution will {ecure every Thing.

S C EN E IL

RosINA, alpne, coming out of tne Chamber.

~ Sure Lheard People fpeak, ’tis paft Midnight, and
Lindor does not comej the Storm and darknefs of the
Night favours his Enterprize : ah, Lindor, 1f you had
deccived me—what noife is that! oh [Heaven’s | ’tis
my Guardian, I’ll go in. |

S C E N E I11.

Bartholo. Oh Rofina ! as you are not yet retir’d to.
your Chamber

Rofina. 1 am going.

Bartholo. "'I'he Storm i5 fo violent you cou’d not
reft, and 1 have fomething of the utmoft Confcquence
to inform you of, ~

Rofira. What wot'’d you have, Sir? 1s not the
Day of fufficiént Length for your plaguing me ?

Barthole. 1 beg Rofina, you will hearken to me.

Kofina. 1 will hear you To-morrow.

Bartholo. One Moment only | entreat you.

Rofina
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Rofina afide. If he fhou’d come now. -

Bartholo fhewing ber, her Letter. Do you know
this: Letter 2.

Rofina looking at it. Oh Heavens !

Bartholo., I do not mean to load you with Re-
proaches, ,Rofina, at your Age Error is excufable, [
am your Friend : pray attend to me.

Rofina. 1 can’t {upport it.

Barthole. 'This Letter which you wrote to Count
Almaviva,

Rofina amaz’d. To Count Almaviva ?

Bartholo. Judge what a Wretch he is, no fooner
does he get Pofleflion of it, than he makes ufe of it
as a I'rophy of his Vi&tory, and to acquire another
makes an immediate Sacrihce of 1t to another ' Woman,

from whom 1 have i1t.
Rofina. The Count Almaviva !

Bariholo. Youw’ll hardly eredit fo horrid a Piece of
Treachery ; Inexperience Rofina renders your Sex too
confident and credulous, but you fee the Snare that
was laid for you, the Woman told me all, perhaps
with an Intention to free herfelf from fo dangerous a
Rival ; I tremble to think how deep the Plot was
laid, between this Count Almaviva, Figars and Alinzo,
who pretended to be Pupil of Don Bazile, but is an
Agent of the Count, to draw you into an Abyfs of
Ruin from which it wou’d have been impoflible to
fave you.

Rofina, overcome. What Horror!-—Cou’d  Lindor,
cou’d that young Man !

Bartholo, afide. Ah! 1t’s Lindor !

Rofina, Was it then for Count Almaviva? I'or

another ! .
Bartholo. That is what fhe told me, when fhe gave

me your Letter.
Rofina, Oh! what an Infult! But he thall te

punifh’d—You wifh’d to marry me, Sir?
Bartholo.. Mly dear Rofina, you know the Warmth
of my Sentiments for you.
Rofina.
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Roftna. 1f you can ftill have a Regard for me, I
will be your’s.

Bartholo. 1 have ftill the fame, and to convince:
you of it, the Lawyer will be here to Night. .

Rofina. Alas! Youdon’t know all—Oh |- \Heavens!
Sure I am fufficiently humbled; this very Night he is
to come, and to be certain of Admittance he has
poflefs’d himfelf of the Key of this Jealoufie. .

Bartholo, lpoking at his Bunch of Keys. Oh'! the
Robbers |-—My dear Child, I’ll not leave yoia alone,.
no, not afingle Inftant.

Rofina. Bur if they thou’d come arm’d.

Barthols. Why that is poflible, and in that Cafe they
wou’d efcape my Vengeance; go then up to AMarce-
lin’s Room, and double lock the Door. I'li go for
Affiftance, and by watching them in from the Street
be fure to take them up for’ Houfe-breakers; and by
that Means we fhall at once be revenged and fecured
from their Attempts. Don’t afllic¢t yourfelf, my Love

fhall make you ample amends. - [ Exit.

S CENZE IV.

Rofina. Ohl Do but forget my Errors. [afide.] Alas !
his Love will make me ample amends to be fure.~—
Wretched Rofina! What fhall 1 do? [burfling into
Zears] Linder is juft coming; 1 will ftay, and if I
can diflemble with him for a few moments, till by at-
tentive Contemplation of his Guilt, I learn to hate
and defpife thofe Charms which won my Soul.
Who could have thought it ? So ‘bewitching an Air !
So noble a Figure ! A Voice fo tender ! Every Thin
combin’d to form a vile Seducer l—Alas ! alas | ~Oh'!

Heavens! They are opening the Jealoufie. [runs out.

SCENE
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SCENZE V.

The CouNT and F1GARrRO, wrap’d upina great Cloak,
appear at the Window.

Fizaro [peaks from without. Somebody left the Room.
Shall I goin ?

Count from without. Was ita Man ?

Figaro. No,

Count. It certainly was Rofina you have put to
Flight by your tremendous A ppearance.
 Figaro, leaping into the Chamber, By my Faith 1 be-
lieve it. No Matter, fince we have at laft got here in
Spight of Thunder and Lightninz, the Rain, and
what’s worfe than all, DoCor Barthsl.

-~ Count, wrap’d up in a long Cloak. Lend me your
Hand. [ Fumps in] "T'he Viltory’s ours.

Figaro flings off bis Cloak. 1 am wet to the Skin—
This is fine Weather for Fortune-hunting —How do
you like it, my Lord ? :

Count, ’T'is delightful to a Lover.

Figare. Yes, but to a Confident—and to mend all
if we fhcould be caught here ?

Count, Am not 1 with you, my Fears arife from
another Caufe, and that is, how fhall we perfuade
her to quit her Guardian’s Houfe immediately ?

Figaro. W hilft you have on your Side for Advocates
three of the moft powerful Paffions in Women, you
need not fear, and you are certain of Love, Hate,
and fear operating in your Favour

Count [eeking in the dark. How fhall we break it fo
fuddenly to her? that the Lawyer is rcady at your
Houfe to perfe¢t the Marriage Settlements { She will
think me very prefumptuous.

Fiparo. If fhe taxes you with Prefumption, call her
cruel ; Women like mightily to be caliced cruel, and
above. all other Arguments, if her Love proves fuch

a6
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as you with, you will tell her who you are; fhe then
can have no further Doubts of your Sincerity.

SCENE VI

CounT, Rosiva, Ficaro lights a Candle.

Count. Here comes my lovely Rofinal

Rofina, in a compos’d Tone of Voeice. 1 began, Sir,
to apprehend you wou’d not come.

Count. Charming Anxicty ! It is not juft I fhould
avail myfelf of Circumftances to offer you to fhare
my indifferent Lot; but whatever Refuge you may
chufe, I fwear upon my Honour

Rofina. If, Sir, I had not intended the Gift of my
Hand to follow immediately that of my Heart, you
bad not now had Admiflion here; 1 hope Neceffity
will plead with you my Excufe for this improper
Interview.

Count. And can you, Rofina, be the Companion
of a Wretch, without Friends, Family, or Fortune?

Rofina. "What’s Family, or Fortune! A Game of
Chance, advantages the moft unworthy may enjoy, and
the moft virtuous want,-cou’d you convince me that
your Heart is pure, fincere, and your Intentions
honourable | .

Count throwing bimfelf at ber Fect. Ah, Rofina ! by
all that’s facred I adore you ! '

Ruvfina with Difdain. Stop Wretch, you dare pro-
fane—vyou adore me; away ! this Inftant ‘does your
power end; I waited for that Word to hate you,
but ’ere T leave you to the Stings of your Confcicnce
ever attendant on a treacherous Breaft. [/Z%eps. | know
that [ loved you, that all my hopes of Happincfs were
formed in Schemes of fharing with thee thy Poverty
and Want—yes, Lindor, with Regret I would have
quitted all-to follow thee; but the ungencrous Ufe

to
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to which you put each Token of my Favour, with
the Bafenefs of your Employer Count A/maviug, to
whom you meant to fell me, have thrown into my
Hands this Teftimony of my Folly—You know this

Letter
Count haflily. 'Which your Guardian gave

Rofina gravely. 1 owe him that Obligation.

Count. Ye Gods, how fortunate! he received it from
me—Y efterday when | found myfelf in the greatef}
Perplexity how to obtain the Sight of you, I had no
Means left but to make a Sacrifice of the Letter to
gain his Confidence, and had no Opportunity to in-
form you of it afterwards, and does Rysfina really

Jove me !
Figare. Well, my Lord, you fought a diftinterefted

Love, and
Rafina, My Lord! What does he fay ?
Count threws off his Cloat and fhows a magnificent
Drefs. Moft beloved of Women, I will no longer

impofe upon you; the happy Man you fee at your
Feet is not Lindor, but the Count Almaviva, who

long has fought an Opportunity to tell you his heart

i1s wholly yours
Rofina falling in the Count’s Arms. Ah! me!

Count affrighted. Figare !
Figare., Don’t be alarm’d, my Lord, the gentle

Emotions of Joy are not dangerous See there fhe
comes to herfelf,; by my Soul a gentle Self it is too.

Rofina. Oh Lindsr I Oh, Sir, my Guilt o’ercomes
me, I had confented this very Night to marry my
Guardian. "

Count. You, Rofina!l
Rofina. Oh think only on the punifhment which

muft have followed, to have pafs’d my Life in de-
tefting you—Ah Lindor ! what greater Torment can
be imagin’d than that of hating, when convinced we

werce made to love.

K Dust
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Diet between RosiNA and the Counr,

*D U E T.
1.

Rofina, *Twas Lindor when in low Degree,
' T'o whom my trembling Vows I gave.
Count. Behold him gentle Maid 1n me,

His Share let Almaviva have.

11,
Rofira. And did'ft thou caft thy Rank afide,

For me the Glare of Pomp refign ?
Count. Say, what is Grandeur’s utmoft Pride, .
While Happinefs and Love are mine?

I1I.

Rofina. *Tis true, fweet Peace had bleft the. State,
* With Lindsr I had hop’d to fhare,
Count. Am I lefs lov’d becaufe more great ?

"T'he favour’d Name again 1I’ll bear,

1V.

Rsfina. Not fo—the Love with Fear confeft,
I now will glory to declare, |
Lind>r gain’d Entrance to my Breaft, -
But Almaviva governs there.

V.‘
Bots  In mutual Blifs our Days fhall pafs,

And thou my l.ove be 2ll to me,
And as old Time fhall fhake his Glafs, °
Each Sand fhall bring frefh Ecftacy.

_ ®This Duet has been added in the Tranflation there be-
Ing none 1n the Original,

nga?‘.{?-
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Frraro looking out of the Wirndew. My Lord, our
Retreat is cut off, the Ladder is remov’d :

Count. Removed !

Rofina. It is my Fault, ’tis the Doltor: you fee
the fruit of my Credulity, he deceiv’d me, I have
difcover’'d all ; he krew you were to come this
Night, and is gone to get Afliftance. |
-~ Figaro looks again. My Lord, they are opening the
Door.

Rofina in a Fright runs intoe the Count's Arms.
Ah ) Lindor/

Count in a refolute tone of Voice. Certain of your
Affe&tions Roftna, I fear nothing ; you fhall be my
Wife, and 1 will then moft amply punifh the wicked

old Villain, who
Rafina. No! no! have Pity on him —my Heart is

too full of Joy to admit either Hatred or Revenge.

S C E N E VIL

Enter Don Baz1LE, and a LAWYER.

Figaro. Your Notary, my Lord.
Corunt. And our friend Bazile with him.

Bazile. What do I feel |
Fiparo. By what chance, my dear Friend ?

Bazile. What Accident, Gentlem§n !
Notary. Arve thefe the Parcies who defire to be

join’d by the holy Bonds of Matrimony?

"Count. Yes, Sir, you were this Evening to have
compleated the Contralt between Signora Kofina and
me at Figaro’s, but for Reafons, which you fhall
know before we part, we have preferr’d 'thiy Houle—

have you the Contract
Notary. I then have the honour of {peaking to his

Exccllcncy Count Adlmaviva |
 Figaro. Precifely —~—

K 2 ﬁﬂ?&f{{-
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Bazile afide. If it was for this purpofe he gave me
the Maﬁer-key

Nitary. We muft be careful to- ‘make no le*akes,
for 1 have here two Marriage Contradls this is
yours with Signor: Rofinz, and this other is Doctor
Bartholes with Signora Rofina too, perhaps the
Ladies are Sifters, who bear the fame Name.

- Count. Let us fign ours, Dcn Baxile will do me
the Favour to be a Witnefs.

Bazile. But will your Excellency
] underftand.

Count. My Friend Bazile, you are amazed at every
Thing, and fecel Difliculties where there are none ¢

Bagzile. My Lord, butif the Doétor

Count threws him a Purfe. Don t play the Fool,
fign dlre&ly

Bazile, Ah! Ah '

Figaro. Where is the Difiiculty ? You' know how
to write your Name.

Bazile, weighing the Purfe in his. Hand. Well, T’ll
fay no more about it ; but when once I have given my

Word weighty Arguments arc neceflary. [ figns.

I don’t right-

s CE N E VIIL

Enter BaArRTHOLO, the Alcade, Algonails Servants.

. Barthole, perceiving. Rofina give her Hand to the
Count, which he kiffes. Raﬁzm’ amidft thefe Villains,
ftop every Soul of them. [ feizes the Notary by the
Collar] I’ll {ecure this Rafcal.
- Notary. 1 amyour Notary.
Bazile. Arc you raving ?— Ttis your Notary.
Bartholo. AhT Don Bazile! ow came you here !
Bazile. Nay, rather, how came you here !
J/mde, pamtmg 1o Fzgara St 1y a Momcnt I know
this Fellow. How came you, bu, in this Houfc at
fuch an unfeafonable Hour ?

L

ngt?!‘t?.
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. Figares Unfeafonable an Hour! fure it is-as nigh
Morning as Night ; befides, I am one of the At-
tendants of his Excellency the Count Almnaviva.

Bartholo. Count Almaviva ! |

Alcade.. T hele are no Robbers. |
. Bartholo. 'T'o conclude—Every where elfe, my
Lord, I have the Honour to be your very humble Ser-
vant ; but you muft be fenfible, on this Occafion,
fuperior Rank is of no Effect: 1 thercfore defire you
will get out of my Houfe immediately.

Count Yes, I muft confefs my Rank has no par-
ticular Privilege in this Houfe; but the Preference
which Rofina has juft now been fo kind as to teftify
for me before thefe Gentlemen—

Bartholo. Whatis that he {ays, Rofina ?

Rofing. Nothing but the Truth ;—Why are you fo
amaz’d ! Was I not this Night to be reveng’d of a
Deceiver f—~—And fo I am.

Bazile. T think I was in the Right, Dotor, when
I told you it was certainly-the Count himfelf.

Bartholo. What avails all this 2—A ftrange Mar-
riage indeced, without Witnefics.

Notary. The Marriage was celebrated in due Form
— T'hefe (Gentlemen were fo kind as to afiift.

Barthale. How !—Bazile, did you fign the Con-
tract !

Bazile. What cou’d I do ! —The Count’s Pockets
are full of irrefiltable Arguments. |

Barthelo. I defy him and his Arguments, I’ll affert
my Authority as her Guardian.

Csunt. You have loft it by abufing it.

Barthole, Befides, [ne 1s under Age.

Figars, The Lady has removed every Obftacle, by
granting herfelf an unlimited Licence

Barihols, Who {poke to.thee, thou faucy Knave?

Count. The Lady is beautiful and noble, I am
young, rich, and of Quality; fhe is my Wife, that’s
a Title which is no Difgrace to cither, and which [
believe no one will difpute with me.

Bm'fbff#g

L
i-l'
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Bartkolo. Nothing thall perfuade me to- give up my

Right.
Cazmt. She is no longer in your Power. To the

Proteétion of the Laws [ confide her, and this Gen-
tleman, [ points to the Alcade. ] who you brought here
yourfelf, will certainly prote&t her againft any Vio-
lence you may offer. The upright Magiftrate is the
Defender of the helplefs and opprefs’d.

Alcade. His ufelefs Oppofition to his Ward’s pro-
per and fuitable Marriage, fhews plainly the Diflike
he has to letting the Accountsof his Guardianthip be
fupervifed.

Count Oh! 1If he confents to my Marriage, I’
remove any Fears of that Kind, by giving him a Re-

ceipt in full.
~ Figare. Pray, my Lord, don’t let the Hundred

Piafters I owe him {flip your Memory.
Barthilo. What aNeﬁ: of Hornets have I got my

Head into !
Bazile. What a Neﬂof Hornets ! Come, Dofor,

as you cannot have the Lady, her Money is worth

fomethmg——-You are far from having loft all.
Barthola. l.et me alone, Bamzfe—-—You think of no-

thing but Money. 1 care little about the Fortune; i
will keep it: but I aflure you 'tis not from interefted
Views that I determine L 1gns,

Figaro, laughing. Ah! Ah! Ah! NIy Liord they

are all of a Kidney.

N:tary. But, Gentlemen, T cannot rightly under-
ftand—Are there not two Ladies of the fame Name?

Figaro. No, Sir, only one.

-Bay tholay in Defpair. 1 took away the Ladder that
the Marriage - might be completed. Here; alas! 1

have ruin’d myfelf by Want of Care.
figaro. Rather by Want of Senfe, Noftor; but

the Truth is, when Love and Youth combine to de-
ceive an old Man, all his Efforts to prevent it may

Well be call’d Ufelefs Prcc"utmns

3
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