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ADVERTISEMENT.

HOQUGH to thank the Public is to thank

nobody, fince no particular Perfon takes

this Sort of Compliments to himielf, yet

were I not to feel that Gratitude, which

individually I know not where to pay, I were

unworthy of "pafl, of prefent, or of future
Favours,

An Author’s Thanks to the World at
large may be {een under two very different
Afpelts: For, to thank the Public is to tell
the Public he is {uccefsful ; which, {uppofing
it true, 1t would be firange if they did not al-
- ready know ; 1t appears therefore only to be
taking an Opportunity of indulging his Va-
nity: And yet to thank them feems his
Duty, fince his Silence might not only be
conftrued a want of Refpec, but an arrogant
Self-confidence that, when they applauded or
approved his Work, they only did him juf-
tice. The Reader muft determine which of
thefe Faces he will pleafe te VIEW,

I am {o well convinced that the beft Wii-
ter ftands in need of Indulgence, and that he
only



ADVERTISEMENT.

only does well by Comparifon, and might
do much b:tter, that I thall find hittle Mor-
fification 1n {ubicribing to the Opinions of

thofe who fhall tell me I am in this latter
Predicament.

b=t @
-

Readers are divided into two Clafies; the
one will allow an Author much more than
he merits, and the other much lefs; but
the principal Excellencies of The Follies of a
Day are o known to be another’s Right,
that for me to claim them would be ridicu-
lous. Some, however, have affirmed that 1t
15 a mere 1ranflation, who have never feen,
read, or heard the Onginal; if they had, m-
deed, they would have been fhill more cul-
pable. Few will trouble themfelves to exa-
mine the precife Extent of my Claims ; nor,
1f tq~} aia, would they have an Opportusity
t:ll M. de Bravmarchais thall think proper to
Pu=11,.n La Forie Jourxe'rs. The Public
10 general are fo willing to overlook Defes,
a pi?—.t‘d wherever they can, that to com-
angry at the Few who feek for,

nd, Errors only, can proceed alone
iat Self-love which i1s fo inherent and

irritable
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ADVERTISEMENT. v

irritable .in all bofoms, and fo dlfﬁcult tq
{ubdue, . S

| To enﬁ‘merate.arll the Qbftacles encounters
ed and overcome in bringing this Comedy
on the Englith Stage, would be. to indulge
this Vanity ; which it 1s. every wife Man’s
Pride, and every pludent Man’s 1Intereft to
refift, It tay, however, afﬁ:nd 1bme Plea-
fure to be informed, that, ﬁndmg it 1mpof—
fible to procure a Copy of the original French
though a Journey to Paris was undertaken
expreflly for that Purpofe, the Copy made
ufe of in the compofing Toe Follies of a Day,
was taken by Memory, enly, during eight or
nine Reprefentations ; that 1 furnithed the
Plot, Incidents, Entrances, and Exits, and
gave fome other occafional Hints; that the
remainder was the Work of a young French=
man, whofe Talents and whofe Heart are
an Orpament and an Honour to his Coun-
try ; and that, after it was brought to Engs
land and received by Mr. Harris, 1t was
tranflated, caft, copied, recopied, ftudied,
and, m one of its longeft Parts, re-ftudied,
and played in little more than a Month.

The
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‘The Attention and Care of Mr. Harzis, and
the Merits of the refpetive Performers 1n
playing, as they did, under {uch Circum-
{tances, need not my Encomiums.  Had the
Town known the peculiar Exertions, of thofe
elpecially who performed the longeft and mofk
effential Parts, the applaufe would have been
endlefs, From me they are juftly entitled to
my warmeft and fincereft Thanks. |

UrreEr Mary-LE-BovE STREET,
FEB, 21, 1783,



Spoken by Mr. DA VIES,

O-NIGHT, a Child of Chance is hither brought,
Who could be neither borrow’d, begp’d, nor bought;
Nay, fo alert was faid to be the Droll, |
*Twas well afhirm’d he was not to be /7ol
But hence difpatch’d, back’d by Apollo’s warrant,
A meflenger has k:dnapp’d this Wag-errant ;
Poetic Fugitive, has hither dragg’d him,
And, fafely here arriv’d, has now ungage’d him,
To plead before this Court, his whole amenance ;
Where, thould you fentence him to public Peaance,
Oh, fad reverfe | how would he foam and fret,
And figh for Paris and his {weet Soulretse /
Where twice tenthoufand tonguesare proud to greet him,
And wing’d Applaufe, on tip-toe, ftands to meet him ;
Where the grim Guard, in nightly rapture, ftands,
And grounds his mufquet to get at his hands ;
Where the retentive Pitt, all prone t’ adore him,
Repeat his Bon mots half a bar before him ;
While every Bel-Efprit, at every hit,

Grows fifty-fold more conicious of his Wit.

If far fetch'd and dear bought give Trifles worth,
Sure you’llapplaud our Ficaro’s fecond birth.
Nought of his prefent merit muft we fay;

Bear but in mind, our Day’s a Seanisg Day,
Cupid, in warmer Climes, urg'd by the Grape,
Calls not each petty violence a Rape!

But oft his Votaries leaves intoxicate,

Hence Ficaro himfelf is illegitimate.

San&ion’d by you, howe’er, this little Blot,
So much in fathion, will be foon forgot;
That Signature which each kind hand beftows,
Shall make bim well receiv’d where’er he goes |
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FOLLIES oF A DAY
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SCENE, the Caftle of Count ALMAVIVA,
FIGARO and SUSAN.,

(Figaro meafuring the chamber with a wand. )

Figaro, IGHTEEN feet by twenty-fix,
good.
Sufan. What art thou {o bufy about?
Figaro. Meafuting, to try if the bed our roble
Lord intends to give us will ftand well here.

Sufan. In this chamberI

Figaro. Yes.

Sufan, 1 won’t lie in this chamber.
Figaro. Why fo?

Sufan. 1 tell you I won’t lie in this chamber,
Figaro. Well but

Sufan. 1 don’t bike it.
i1garo. Your reafon.

I Sufan,
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THE FOLLIES OF A DAY.

Sufan. What if I have no reafon >~~What if 1
don’t chufe to give my reafon ?

Figaro. *“ Ab, ah!—Thus it is when once they
“ think they have us faft.

Sufan. ¢ Are vou, or are you not my moit obe-
“ dient very humble fervant ;

Figaro. ¢ Your flave——( Bows very low.)

Sufan, ¢ On'!

Figaro. ¢ But wherefore take exception to the
“ moft convenient room in the whole houfe ?

Sufan.  Yes, yes —The moft convenient !
“ Satirically.)

Figaro. *° If during the night my Lady fhould
‘¢ be taken 1ll, fhe rings her bell, and crack !—
“ in two {teps thou art ftanding at her fide.
“ In the morning when my Lord wakes, he calls,
« I ftarr, and pop—three fkips and I am there.

Sufzn. * Very true—And in the morning when
“ my Lord has fent thee on fome fine errand of an
“ hour iong, he ftares from his bed as {oon as Mr.
¢« Figaro’s back is turn’d, and crack I-—in three
“ {kips—he—{fenificantly.}

Frgare. < He?

Sufan. ¢ Yes—he

Figaro. *° (Keeps ruboing bis forebead and looking
““ gt Sujan.) He'!

Sufan. ¢ Hel——Doft thou feel any thing ?

Figaro, ¢ (Preffes bis finger and thumb againft bis
** forehead) Buttons |—In pairs !——Mufhrooms
<¢ {prout not {o fuddenly—Yes, yes—it’s a fruit-
« fu] {pot.”

Sufan. Thou knoweft how our generous Count
when he by thy help obtained Rofina’s hand, and
made her Countefs of Almaviva, during the firft

tranfports of love abolifhed a certain gothic
{iG‘ht'_-
o

Figaro,



~ Figaro. Of fleeping the firft night with every
Bride,
Sufan. Which as Lord of the Manor he could

claim, |
Figaro. Know it !—To be fure 1 do, or 1 would

not have married even my charming Sufan in his

Domain.
Sufan. Tired of prowling among the ruftic beau-

ties of the neighbourhood he returned to the
Caftle—

Figaro. And his wife.

Sufan. And thy wife—(Figaro flares)—Doft thou
underftand me ?

Figaro. Perfectly !

Sufan. And endeavours, once more, fecretly to
purchale from her, a right which he now moft fin-
cerely repents he ever parted with.

Figaro. Moft gracious Pénitent !

Sufan. This 1s what he hints to me every 11-
ftant, and this the faithful Bafil, honeft agent of
his pleafures, and my moft noble mufic mafter,
cvery day repeats with my leflon.

Figaro, Bafil!

Sufan, Bahl.
~ Figaro, Indeed! But if tough afhen plant or
fupple-jack twine not round thy lazy fides, Raf-
cal—

Sufans Ha, ha, ha! Why wert thou ever wife
enough to imagine the portion the Count intends
to oive us was meant as a reward for thy fervices ?

Figaro. 1 think I had fome reafon to hope as
much,

Sufan. Lord, lord! What great fools are you
men of wit !

tigare. 1 believe {o,

Sufan. 1 am fure fo,
B

i

Figarod
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Fizare, Oh that 1t were poflible to deceive this
rch Deceiver, this Lord of mine! To lead him
nto fome excellent fnare, pocket his gold and—
Sujan. Hah'! Now thou art in thy element—Gold
and intrigue—Plots and purfes—DBut let him that
ciggeth a pirbeware he—

nga:a Pll try—¢ The Lover’s Jealouf}f and the

Hufband’s {hame fhall not deter me”—Your trick,
moit noble Count, is common place—A thoufand
b}undering Boobies have had art enough to filch
a Wife from the fide of her fleeping, fimple, un-
iuipecting Spoule, and 1f he complamed to redrefs
his ; injurles with a cudgel—Bur to turn the tables
on this Poacher, make him pay for a delicious
morfel he fhall never tafte, infeét him with fears
for 11s own honor, to—

Sufan. (Tke bell rings) Hark I My Lady is awake
—I muft run, for fhe has feveral times ftriltly
charged me to be the firft at her bedfide the morn-
ing of my marriage,

Figaro. Why the furft ?

Sufan, The old {zying tells ws, that to meet 2
voung Bride the firft on the morning of her wed-
c¢ing-day 1s lucky to a negletted wife.  (Going.)

fzﬁafo Prithee, mv Qma'l gwe me a kils before
thon scefi—Ir will quicken my wiis, and lend ima-
¢ination a new 1mpulfe.

Sujzm, To be furel —Butif T kifs my Lover to-
day wnat will my Huiband {ay to me to-morrow 2
(f €S 10 ?'c'f-i £y Fz‘gmo z{!ﬁj bé?) Plhaw Fmarol-
when wilt thou ceate to trifle thus from morning
t:ll night (plasfully ).

Figaro. When I may trifle from night to morn-
g [ i the [ tone).

qﬁ_/:.ln ‘There, there—There’s all the kiffes I
fhall gwe. (Kiffes her 2and at bim and ruisy be pur-
fp’f.: Io 1€ /-J("}

Figare.
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Figaro. Stop, flop, you cheating little knave ;
that was not the way you received them. (Returis)
A fweet Girl! An Angel!l Such wit! Such grace!
and fo much prudence and modefty too l—lama
happy fcllow 1—S8o Mr. Bafil! Is it me, Rafcal, you
mean to pratice the tricks of your trade upon?
-1’1l teach you to put your {poon in my milk—
But hold—Diflemble 1s the word—Feign we 1gno-
rance and endeavour to catch them in their own
traps—I1 wondered why the Count, who had made
me Steward and Infpeltor-general of the Caflle,
fhould change his mind {o fuddenly, and want 10
take me with him on his embafly to Par:s, there
to inflitute me his Meffenger in ordinary—A cun-
hing contrivance that—He, Plenipotentiaryin chief,
I, a break-neck Politician, and Sufan, Lady of the
back-ftairs, Ambafladrefs of the bed-chamber—I
dathing through thick and thin and wearing my-
fclf to a fkeleton, for the good of my moil gra-
cious Lord’s family, and he labouring, night and
day, for theincreafccf mine—Really, moft honora-
ble Count, you are too kind—What to reprefent
bis Majefty and me both at once—It’s roo much,
too much by hali——A moment’s refletion friend
I'1garo on the events of the day—Firft, thou muft
promote the Sports and Feafting already projeéted,
that appearances may not cool, but that thy Mar-
riage may proceed with greater certainty ; nexr,
keep off one madam Marcelina, wheie liquorith
mouth waters at thee, and to whom thou hatt gi-
ven a Promufe ot Marriage, tn default of the repay-
ment of certain borrowed Sums which 1t would be
very conventent to thy affairs never more to men-

tion—Talk of the Devil apnd—
B3 ' Entey




0 THE FOLLIES OF A DAY.

Enter Dofior BARTHOLO and MARCELINA,

Maycelina, Good-morrow to Mr. Bridegroom.

Figaro. Good-morrow to madam Marcelina—
What! My old fat friend the Dollor! Are you
there 7 -,

Dofior. Yes, Knave’s face.

Figaro. As witty, I perceive, and no doubt as
wife as ever~—And have you been complaifang
enough to come thus far to fee me married ?

Dotisr. To {ee thee hang'd.

Figaro. Moft kind Doétor—But who takes care
of your Mule? I know you have as much mercy
on your Beaft as you have on your Paticat.

Dcétzre Do you hear him ?

Figaro. And you, gentle Marcelina, do you ftill
wiin to marry me—What, becaufe I cannot fall in
love with you, would you drive me to hzte you?

| Exit Figaro.

Defgr. 'The Rafcal will never mend.

Marcelina., ’Tis you, Doétor, will never
mend—<¢ You are {o eternally wife, dull and flow,
¢ that when a Patient has need of your affiftance
¢ he may die before you get to him, like as for-
¢ merly your Mifire{s got married 1n fpite of your
¢ precautions.”

Dofior. Was 1t to entertain me thus agreeably
that you fent for me in fuch hafte from Seville ?

Marcelina. Not entirely for that,

Doftor. What then—Is any body ill ? Is the
Count ind:ifpofed ?

Marceling, No, 1t 1s the Countefs who is indif-
pofed.

- Doffor. What the artful, the deceitful Rofina ?
What’s her diforder ¢
Marctlina,



A COMETDY. i
Marceling. A faithlefs Hufband.

Doélor. A very common complaint indeed.

Maycelina, The Count forfakes her, and falls in
love with every frefh face.

Doétor. 1 am glad of 1t—I am glad of 1t--I
forefaw it~—I thought Count Almaviva would re-
venge the wrongs of Doétor Bartholo,

Marcelina. After toying with a thoufand neigh-
bouring Beauties, he now returns to the caftle to
terminate the marriage of Sufan and Figaro.

Doéior. Which he himfelf has made neceffary.

Marceling. Oh no—But at which he wifhes to
act rather as a Principal than an Agent.

Doétor. In private with the Bride,

Marcelina. Even {o.

Dofior. She 1 fuppole has no great objetion,

Marcelina. Charitable Dotor—Bafil, however,
her mufic mafter, who takes great pains to inftruct
her, fays to the contrary.

Doltor. Bafil! What is that other Rafcal here
too !—Why the houfe is a den of Thieves— What
does he do here ?

Marcelina. All the mifchief he can—He perle-
cutes me with his odious love unceafingly ; I can-
not get rid of him.,

Do&lor, Marry him—1’ll an{wer for his cure.

Marcelina, That’s what- he wants—But pray
Doctor, why will not you get rid of me by the
fame means ? The claims of Juftice and oaths out
of number thould— | |

Doctor. So {o fo fo—What is the matrimonial
furor come upon you again ?

Marcelina. Our lono- loft fon, Fernando! the
dear pledge of my virgin love ! were he but found,
perhaps—

Dottor. And fo you fent for me to hear this

ftale rhodomontade ?
B4 Marcelina
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Marcelina. ¢ And are you, now you have
¢ loft vour Rofina, as inflexible and unjuft as
£¢ e&'er 3

Daolisr. Pﬂ]a“ P

Marczlina, Well—Since you are determined ne-
ver to marry me yourfelf, will you have the com-
plaifance to 21d me 1n marrying another ?

Dosior. With all my heart!--With all my heart!--

Marcelina. Ah! ( ctiitfies).

Dofior. But who ? — What miferable Mortal,
abandoned of Heaven and Women—

Marceliza. Who but the amiable, the gay, the
gver {prightly Figaro?

Doétor. Ficaro ! That Rafcal !

Marceline. Youthful and generous !

Deélor. As a Highwayman.

Adarceling, As a Nobleman—

Dodor. Pthaw, impofiible ! what on the very

day he 1s golng to marry another ?

Marcckina, « T hings more 1mprobable have

¢ come to pafs.
Doéior. ¢ But your motive ?
- Marcina, ¢ For you, Doctor, 1 have no fe-
& crets.
Doétor: © Women feldom have for Doﬂors.
Marceliza. ¢ 1 own our fex, though timd,
¢ ardent in the purfuit of pleafure. There 15, in
<t all our bofoms, a fmall ftill voice which uncea-
“ fing cries—Woman, be as beautiful as thou
¢¢ canft, as virtuous as thou wilt, but, at all
“ events, be confpicuous, be talk’d about; for
¢ thy Wifdom, if thou haft it—1f not for thy Folly.
D:fier. ¢+ She utters Oracles—Well, well, ac-

c¢ comphf’l thls, and I will engage you {hall be
¢ raik’d about,”

-

Marceling,
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Marceliva. We muft endeavour to work upon
Sufan by fear and fhame, for the more obftinately
{he refufes the amorous offers of the Count, the
more effeCtually the will {erve our purpofe ; difap-
pointment and revenge will lead him to fupport
my caufe, and as he 1s fovereign Judge in his own
Lordthip, his power may make Figaro’s promife of
marriage to me valid.

Doctor. Promife—Has he given you any fuch
promife ?

Marcelina. A written one—Y ou fhall fee it.

Doétor. By Galen, this 1s excellent! The rafcal
fhall marry my old Houfe-keeper, and 1 thall be
revenged for the tricks he lately played me, and
the hundred piftoles he contrived to cheat me
of.

Marcelina.  (iranfported) Yes, yes, Dolor! I

fhall have him! He fhall marry me! He fhall
marry me !

Enter SUSAN, with a gowwn on ber arm, and a
sap and riband of the Countefs, in ber hand.

Sufan. Marry you! Who is to marry you ? Not
my Figaro, I aflure you, madam.
Marcelina. \Vhy pot me, as {foon as you, ma-
dam !

Sufan. Indeed! your moft obedient, madam.

Dottor. (afide) So now for a merry {colding
match.—We were faying, handfome Sufan, how
happy Figaro muft be in fuch a Bride—

(Sufan curifies ta the Dollor.)
Marcelina. Not to mention the {ecret fatisfac-

tion of my Lord the Count.
Sufan, Dear madam, you are {o abundantly

}Q‘iﬂde
May-
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Aarcelina. Not {o abundant 1n kindnefs, as 2
hberal young Lord—But I own 1t is very natural,
he fhould partake the pleafures he fo freely be-
frows upon his Vafials.

Swan. (half angry) Partake—Happily madam,
your Envy is as obvious, and your Slander as
falfe, as your Claims on Figaro are weak and ill
founded.

Marcelino. ¢ If they are weak, it is becaufe [
¢ wanted the art to firengthea them, after the
““ manner of madam. -

Sufan. © Yet madam has ever been reckoned a
¢« miftrefs of her art,

Marcelina, ¢ I hope, madam, I fthall always
¢ have your good word, madam. (Curtfies.)

Sufan, ¢ Oh, I can affure you, madam, you have
nothing to regret on that fcore, wadain.”

(Curtfres mockingly.)

Marcelina. The young Lady is really a very
pretty kind of Perfon—

(coith a contempinous fide glance.)

Sufan. Oh yes (mimicking) The young Lady is at
leaft as pretty as the old Lady.

Mercelina, ¢ And very refpectable.

Sufan. ** Refpectable! Oh no, that is the cha-
¢¢ racteriftic of a Duenna.

Marcelina < A Duenna! A Duenpa!

Doétor. (cosinng bettoeen thewr) ¢ Come, COME=

Mareelina, ¢ l—I—You—~vyour very humble
¢ fervant, siadant.

Sufan. ¢ Your moft devoted, madam.”

larcelina. Farewell, madan.
( Exeunt Dollor and Raycelina.)

Szfan. Adieu, smadem—this old Sibyl, becaufe
fhe formerly tormented the infancy of my Lady,
thinks fhe has a right to domineer over every

perfon
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perfon 1n the Caftle—I declare I have forgot what
I came for. (Sufan hangs the gown on a great avi
chair that flands in the voom, and keeps the cap

and riband of the Countefs in ber hand.)

Enter HANNIBAL the Page, running.

Sufan. So, Youth ! What do you do here ?

Page. Good morrow, Sufan—I have been
watching thefe two hours to find you alone,

Sufan. Well, what have you to fay, now you
have found me ?

Page.  (Childifbly amorons) How does your
beauteous Lady do, Sufan ¢

Sufan. Very well.

Page. (Poutingly) Do you know, Sufan, my
Lord is going to fend me back to my Pappa and
Mamma? |

Sufan. Poor Child!

Page. Child indeed !—Umph I—And if my
charming God-mother, your dear Lady, cannot
obtain my pardon, I fhall foon be deprived of
the pleafure of your company, Sufan,

Sufan. Upon my word !—He is toying all day
long with Agnes, and is, moreover, in love with
my Lady, and then comes to tell me he {hall
be deprived of my company. (A4fide.)

Page. Agnes is good natured enough to liften
to me, and that is more than you are, Sufan, for
all Ilove you fo.

Sufan. Love me!—Why you amorous little vil-

lain, 3 you are in love with every Woman you
meet.

Page. So I'am, Sufan, and I can’t help it—If
no-bady is by, I fwear it to the trees, the waters,
and the winds, nay, to myfelt—Yefterday I hap-
pened to meet Marcelinaees

Suflan:
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Sufan, Marcelinal Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!

Page. \Vhy, the is 2 Woman, Sulan,

Szfan, Hal ha! ba! hal ha!l

Page. And what’s more, unmarried ? Oh how
{weer are the words Yvoman, Maiden, and Love,
in my ear! '

Sufar, Fla!l hal hal—He’s bewitch’d I—And
what 15 the Count going to fend you from the
Calile for? _

Page. Lalt mght, you muft know, he caught me
in the chamber with Agnes ; begone, faid he, thou
Little—

Szfan. Little what?

Pazz. Lord, be called me {uch 5 name, Ican’
for fhame repeat it before a woman.

Szzn. And what were you doing in the cham-
per of Agnes:

Page. Teaching her her part.

Sufan. Her part?

Page. Yes, the love fcene, you know, fHe is to
play n the Comedy this evening.

Sufar, Which my Lord would chule to teach
her himfelf. [afie.)

Page. Agnes 1s very kind, Sufan,

Sufan. Weil, well, Ill tell the Countels what
you {ay—DBut you are a litile more circumfpeét in
her preiznce.

Pagz. Ah Sufan, fhe 1s a Divinity ! How noble
1s ner manaer ! Her very imtles are awful !

Safan. "That 1s to {ay, you can take what liber-
ties you pleafe with fuch people as me.

Page. Oh howdo I envy thy happinefs, Sufan |
Always near her! Drefiing her every morning !
Undrefiing her every evening! Putting her to bed!
Touching her! Looking at her ! Speaking to—
VY hatis it thou haft gor there, Sufan ?

oufiii, (Counterfeiting the amorous airy, and aiie

| maled
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snted tone of the Page.) It is the fortunate riband
of the happy cap, which at night enfolds the
auburn ringlets of the beauteous Countefs.

Page. Give it me—Nay, give it me—I will have
il,

Sufan, But I {ay you fhan’t (the Page faatches it,
and runs round the great chair, dodging Sufan) Oh my
riband |

Page. Be as angry as thou wilt, but thou fhalt
sever have 1t again, thou thouldflt have one of my
eyes rather.

Sufan. I can venture to predit, young gentle-
man, that three or four years hence, thou wilt be
one of the moft deceitful verieft Knaves—

Page. 1f thou doft not hold thy tongue, Sufan,
I'll kifs thee into the bargain,

Sufan. Kifs me '—Do not come near me, if thou
lov’it thy ears—1I {ay, beg my Lord to forgive you,
indeed ! No 1 affure you—¢ [ fhall fay to him,
““ you do very right, my Lord, to fend this little
¢ Rafcal packing, who 1s not only in love with
‘“ my Lady, but wants to kifs other folksinto the
“ bargain,”

Page. ¢ How can I help it, Sufan”? Here, take
this paper.

Sufan. For what ?

Page. It contains a Song I have written on thy
peauteous Lady, my charming God-mother.
Count. (withont) Jaquez.
Page. Ah'! 'm undone —"Tis my Lord ! (The
Page crouches down, and hides himfelf bekind
Sufan’s peiticoars and the great chair.)

Enper



ya THE FOLLIES OF A DAY:
Enter Count ALMAVIV A,

(Page renmains bid bebind the great clair.)

Cousnt. So, charming Sufan, have I found theg
at laft ? But thou feemeft frightened my little
Beauty.

Sufan. Confider, my Lord, if any body fhould
come and catch you here—

Conrt. That would be rather mal-a:propos ;
but there’s no great danger

(The Count offers to kifs Sufan.)

Sujan. Fie, my Lord ! (The Count feats bimfelf

in the great chair, and endeavours 1o pull Sujan
6 bis kiee, who refifis.)

Cowiit. Thou knowelt, my charming Sufan, the
King has done me the honour to appoint me
Ambaffador to the court of Paris. I fhall take Fi
garo with me, and give him a very—excellent
poﬂ: and as it is the duty of a Wife to follow
her Hufband, we fhall then have every opportun
nity we could wiih.

Sufan. 1 really don’t underftand you, my Lord;
I thoucrht your afietion for my Lady, whom you
took fO much pains to fteal from her old Guardian;
Dr. Bartholo, and for love of whom you gene=
roufly abolithed a certain vile privilege.~~

Count. For which all the young girls are very
forry ; are they not?

Sufan. No indeed; my Lord—I thought, my
Lord, I fay—

Couit. Prithee fay no more; my fweet Sufan,
but promife thou wilt meet me this evening, at
twilight, by the Pavilion in the garden; and be
certald, that if thou wilt but grant me this fmall
favour, nothing thou canft afk fhall—

Bafil.
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Bafil. (without.) He is not in his own room.
Count. Heavens! Here’s fomebody coming!
Where can I hide ! Is there no place here? (The
Coznt runs to get bebind the great chair, Sufan
keeps between bim and the Page, who fleals arvay as
the Count advances, leaps into the great chair,
with bis legs doubled under bimy and is covered
over with ihe CounteS's gown, by Sufan.)

Enmter BASIL.

Bafil. Ah, Sufan, Good morrow—Is my lord
the Count here ?

Sufan. Here | What thould he be here for ?

Bafil. Nay, there would be no miracle in it
if he were : would there, hey gentle Sufap ?
| (Smsiles and leers at ber.)

Sufan. It would be a greater miracle to fee
you honeft.

Bafil. Figaro is in {earch of him.

Sufan. Then he is in fearch of the man who
withes moft to injure him—yourfelf excepted.

bafil. 1t 1s {trange, that a man thould injure
the Hufband by obliging the Wife.

(The Count peeps from bebind the great chair.)

Count. 11ihall hear, now, how well he pleads my
caule.

Bafil. For my part, Marriage being, of all feri-
ous things, the greateft Farce, I imagined—

Sufan. All manner of wickedrefs.

Bafil, That though you are obliged to faft to-
day, you might be glad to feed to-morrow, grace
being firft duly faid.

Sufan. Be gone, and do not thock my ears with

your vile principles.
Bafil,
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Befl, Yes, my pretty Sufan, but you muft not
fuppofe I am the dupe of thefe fine appearances.
I koow it isn’t Figaro who is the great obftacle
to my Lord’s happinefs, but a certain beardlefs
Page, wirom I{urprifed here, this morning, looking
for vou as I entered.

Sujan. 1 wilh you would be gone, you wicked——
Devil.

Bafil. Wicked Devil ! Ah, one 1s a wicked Devil
for not fhutting one’s eyes.

Sufann, 1 wifn vou would be gone, I tell you.

Bafil. \Was 1t not for you that he wrote the
Scng, which he goes chanting up and down the
houfe, at every in{tant °

Sufan. O yes! For me, to be fure !

Bafil, At leaft it was either for you, or your
1.zay,

Sufan. What next ?

Bafil. Why really, when he [its at table, he does
caft certain very fignificant glances towards a
beauteous Countefs, who fhall be namelefs—But
tet him beware! If my Lordcatches him at his
tricks, he’ll make him dance without mufic.

Sufan. Nobody, but fuch a wicked creature as
you, could ever invent fuch fcandalous tales, to
the ruin of a2 poor Youth, who has unhappily
failen into his Lord’s difgrace.

Bafil. 1 1nvent! Why it 1s in every body’s
mouth.

(Zhe Count difcovers bimfelf, and comes forward.)

Coznt. How ! In every body’s mouth!

Bafil, Zounds |

Cozut. Run, Bafil, let him have fifty piftoles
and 2 herfe given him, and fentback to his friends
inftantly.

.Bﬂﬁ[t‘
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Bafil. T’mvery forry, my Lord, Ihappened to
{peak — |

Sufan, T'm quite fuffocated. (Sufan feems almof!

ready 10 fainty the Gount fupports hery and Bafil
affifis.)

Count. Let us feat her in this great chair,
Bafil,

Sufan. | Frightened, and exclaims) Nol—I won’t
fit down! (After a panfe)—This wicked fellow
has ruined the poor boy.

Bafil. 1 aflure you, my Lord, what I faid, was
only meant to found Sufan,

Count. No matter, he fhall depart! A little,
wanton, impudent Rafcal, that I meet at every
turning—No longer ago than yefterday 1 furprifed
him with the Gardiner’s daughter,

Bafil. Agnes?

Count. In her very bed-chamber.

Sufan. Where my Lord happened to have bulfi-
nels himfelf.

Count. Hem!—I was going there to feek your
uncle Antonio, Sufan, my drunken Gardiner; I
knock’d at the door, and waited {ome time; at
laft Agnes came, with confufion in her counte-
nance—I entered, caft a look round, and per-
ceiving a kind of long Cloak, or Curtain, or fome
fuch thing, approach’d, and without {eeming to
take the leaft notice, drew 1t gently afide, thus—
Hey !

Bafil. Zounds' (The Count, during bis fpeech, ap-
proaches the arm chairy and acting bis defiription
draws afide the gown that bides the Page. They
all fland motionlefs with furprife, for fome time.)

Counts Why, this is a better trick than tother !

C Bafil,
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Bafil. No!—I won’t fit down !
(Admicking Sufan.)

Count. (To Sefan) And fo it was to receive this
pretty Youth, that you were fo defirous of being
alone—And you, you little Villain, what you don’t
intend to mend your manners then? But forget-
ting all refpect for your friend Figaro, and for the
Countefs your Godmother, likewife, you are en-
deavouring here to {éduce her favourite woman!
I, however (twrinng towards Bafif) fhall not
fuffer Figaro, a man—whom—I1 ¢f¢esn—/fincerely
—to fall the Victim of fuch deceit—Did he enter
wita you, Bafil ?

Bafl. No, my Lord.

Sufair. There 1s peither Victim nor deceit in
the cafe, my Lord. Hc was here when you en-
tered.

Count. 1 hope that’s falfe: his greateft Enemy
could not with him fo much mifchief.

Szfai. Knowing that you were angry with him,
the poor Boy came running to me, begging me to
folicit my Lady 1 his favour, in hopes the might
engagce you to forgive him; but was fo terrified,
as foon as he heard you coming, that he hid him-
felf in the great Chair,

Couat. A likely ftory—1I fat down in it, as foon
as 1 came 1n. '

Page. Yes, my Lcrd but I was then trembling
behind ir.

Corit, That’s falfe, again, for I hid myfelf be-
hind 1f, when Bafil entered

Page, (Timidly) Pardon me, my Lord, but as

you approach’d, 1 retired, and crouched down
as you now fee me.

Coint (Argrily) It’s a little Serpent that glides
150
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into every crevice—And he has been litening too
to our difcourfe !

Page. Indeed, my Lord, Idid all I could not to
hear 2 word. |

Count. (To Sufan) There is no Figaro, no
Huiband for you, however,

Bafil. Somebody is coming; get down.

Enter the COUNTESS, FIGARO, AGNES, and
VASSALS, in their boliday cloaths. Figaro carrying
the nuptial cap—The Count ryns and plucks the
Page from the great chair, juft as ihey eaters

Count. What! Would you continue crouching
there before the whole world ?
(The Count and Countefs [alutes
Figars. We are come, my Lord, 1o beg a favour,
which we hope, for your Lady’s fake, you will
1grant,... (4fide to Sufan) Be lure to fecond what 1
ay.
Sufan. It will end in nothing. (Afides
Figaro. No matter: let ustry, at leaft,  (4/fid.
Countefs. You fee, my Lord, I am fuppofed to
have a much greater degree of influence over you
than I really poffefé
Count, Oh no, my Lady; not an atom, Iaﬁ'ure
oul.
’ Figaro. (Prefentiing the cap to the Count) Qur pe-
titton 15, that the Bride may have the honor of
recetving from our worthy Lord’s hand, this Nup-
tial-Cap ; ornamented with hali-blown rofes, and
white ribbands, Symbols of the purity of his inten-
tions.
Count. Do they mean to laugh at me ; ) ( Afide.
C 2 Figaro,
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Fizaro. “ And as you have been kindly pleafed
¢ 1o abolifh that abominable night, which, as
* Lord of the Manor, you might have claimed,
¢ permit us, your Vaffals, to celebrate your praife,
 in a ruftic Chorus 1 have prepared for this oc-
< cafion. The Virtues of fo good a mafter
¢ fthould not remain unfung.

Coznt. ¢ A Lover, a Poet, and a Mufician!—
 Thefe uitles, Figaro, might perhaps merit our
¢ indulgence, if "—

Cozntefs. Letme beg, my Lord, you will not
deny their requefi: in the name of that Love
vou once had for me.

Count. And have ftill, Madam.

Figaro, Jomn with me, my friends.

Omues, My Lord.

Sufan. Why fhould your Lordfhip refufe Eulc-
otums which you merit {o well ?

Coznt. Ob the Traitrels. (Afide) Well, well —I
conient.

Figaro. Look at her, my Lord; never could a
more beauteous Bride better prove the greatnefs of
the facrifice you have made. |

Sufan. Oh do not fpeak of my Beauty, but of
his Lordfhip’s Virties.

Count. My Virtues '—Yes, yes,—1I fee they un-
cerfiand each other. (4fide) Who can tell me where
is Marcelina ?

Agres. 1 met her, my Lord, juft now, in the
clofe walk by the park wall, along with Door

artholo.  She feemed in a paffion, and the Doctor

tried to pacify her. I heard her mention my
Couiln Figaro’s name,

Cout. (Afide) No Coufin yet, my dear; and
perhaps never may be.

Agiies
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Agies. (Pointing to the Page) Have you forgiven
what happened yefterday, my Lord?

Count. (Afraid left the Countefs [hould bear, and
chucking Agines under the chii) Huth'!

Figaro. (o the Page) What's the matter,
young Hanibal the brave 7 What makes you f{o
filent ?

Sufan. He is forrowful becaufe my Lord 1s going
to fend him from the caltle.

Ommnes. Oh pray, my Lorad! .

Countefs. Let me beg you will forgive him.

Count. He does not deferve to be forgiven.

Countefs. Confider, heis {o young.

Count. (Half afide) Not {o young, perhaps, as
you {uppofe.
~ Page. My Lord certainly has not ceded away
the right to pardon.

Sufan, And if he had, that would certainly be
the firt he would fecretly endeavour to re-
claim. (Looking fignificantly at the Count and Figaro,

| by 1runs.)

Count. (Uaderflanding her) No doubt: no doubt.

Page. My conduét, my Lord, may have been
indifcreet, but I can aflure your Lordthip, that
never the leaft word fhall pals my lipse——

Count. (Intcrrupting him) Lnougl, enough—
Since every body begs for him, I muft grant—I
fhall moreover give him a Compapy in my Regi-
ment,

Omnes. 'Thanks noble Count,

Count, But on condition that he depart immedi-
ately for Catalonia to join the Corps,

Omues. Oh my Lord ?

Figaro. To morrow my Lord.

Coxnt. To day ! It fhall be fo. (T0 the Page) Take
Jeave of your Godmother, and beg her protec-

Ca tion,
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tion, (7ke Page kneels 1o the Countefs with o j?:ar
rocoful aire  As ke approaches to kueel, he goes
very flowwly end Figavo gently pufles kim for-
TCards )

Fig. Go, go, Child; go.

Conniefs, (With great emotion) Since—it 1s not
pofiible—to -obtain leave—for you to remain
here to dav, depart, young man, and follow ths
noble career which lies before you—Forget not
thofe with whom you have fpent fome of the firft
vears of your life, and among whom you have
friends who with you every fuccefs—Go where For-
tune 2nd Glory call—Be obedient, polite, and
brave, and be certain we fhall take part in your
Profperity. (Raifes bim
~ Count. You feem agitated Madam.

Countefs. How can I help “it, recolleCting the
perils to which his youth muft be expofed? He
has been bred in the fame houfe with me, is of
the fame kindred, andis likewi{e my God{on.

Count, (Afidz) Baiil I {fee was1n the right.me—0-o
(Turiss to the Pege) Goj kifs Sufan for the laft time.

(T%e Page “and Sufan approact, Figaro fleps be-
tween theni and 1itercepts the Page.)

Fig. Oh! There’s no occafion for klﬁincr, my
Lord: he’ll return in the winter, and in the mean
time he may kifs me —The {cene muft now be
changed my delicate Youth : you muft not run
up ftairs and down, into the Women’s Chambers,
play at Hunt-the-flipper, fteal Cream, fuck Oran-
ges, and live upon Sweetmeats, Inftead of thar,
Zounds! You muft look bluff! Tan your face |
Handle your mufket! Turn to the right! Wheel
to the left ! Ard march to Glory.— At leaft if you
are not flopt fhort b) a Bullet.

™
124 zZ?}g
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Sufan: Fie, Figaro.

Countefs. {Terr: ﬁed ) Whata Pmphec r !

Fig. Were I a Soldier I would make fome of
t.hem {camper—But, come, come, my friends ; let
us prepare our fealt againft the evening, Marce-
lina I hear intends to difturb our Diverfions.

Count. ‘That the will I can afiure you. (Afide) I
muft go and fend for her. (goig.)

Cozz;my} You will not leave us, my Lord?

Count. Tam undreft, you fee.

Countefs. We fhall {ee nobody but our own fer-
vants,

Count. I muft do what you pleafe. Wait for me
in the ftudy, Bafil.

Exennt Count, Countefs, and Vaffa's,
Maznent Figaro, Baf [ and Page.

~ Fig. (Retains the Page) Come, come; let us

ftudy our parts well for the Play in the evening :

and do not let us refemble thofe Ators who never

play fo ill as on the firft night of a Piece; when

Criticiim 1s moft watchful to dete&t Errors, and

when they ought to play the beft—=¢¢ /7

¢“ fhall not have an opportunity of playing better
““ to-morrow.”

Bafil. My part 1s more difficult than you 1ma-
tne.

° Figaro, And you may be rewarded for it, in a
manner you little expect. [ Afide,
Page. You forget, Figaro, that I am going.

Figaro, And you with to ftay ?

(In the [ame [orrowful tone.

Page. (Sighs.) Ah yes, Jame forren] )

F.garo. Follow my advice, and fo thou fhalt.

Page. How, how ?

Figaro. Make no murmuring, but clap on your
boots, and feem to depart; gallop as far as the

Farn,
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Farm, return to the Caftle on foot, enter by the
back way, and hide yourfelf till I can come to
you.

Pgge. And who fhall teach Agnes her part,
then : P

Figaro. Oh oh!

Bafil. Why, what the devil have you been
about, young Gen: :leman, for thefe eight days patft,
durwg which vou have hardly ever lefther ? Take
care, Hannibal, take care, or your Scholar will
oive her Tutor a bad charadter.—~Ah Hannibal !
Hannibal! The Pitcher that goes often to the
Well— -

Fizars. Liflen to the Pedant and his Proverb.

—\Weil, 2nd what {favs the wifdom of Nations—
T2 ?;fu{?u irat zoes often to the well—

B@N SLands a chance, fometime, to return

fuil

.Fzgam Not {o foolith as I thought,

ACT
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A C T I1.

SCENE, the COUNTESS’s Bed-Chamber.
(A fate-bed in the back ground under an Alcove ¢

three doovsy ome the entrance into 1he veom, another
jito Sufan’s room, and the third 1o the Counte[5’s
dre[fing-room-: a large window ihat opens to ihbe

Jrect.)
The COUNTESS feated, SUSAN waiting.

Coyntefs. (XH U T the door—And fo the Page
S was hid behind the great chair?

Sufan. Yes, Madam.

Countefs. But how did he happen to be in your
room, Sufan?

Sufan. The poor Boy came to beg I would pre-
vail on you to obtain his pardon of my Lord the
Count, |

Countefs. But why did not he come to me him-
felf 2 I fhould not have refufed him a favor of that
Kind,

Sufan. Balhfulnefs, Madam. Ab Sufan! {aid he,
fbe is @ Divinity ! How noble is ber Mauner I Hery
very [inles are atoful.

Countefs. (Smiling) Isthar true, Sufan?

Sufan. Can you doubt 1t, Madam ?

Countefs. 1 have always afforded him my pro-
tection.

Sufan, Fad you, Madam, but feen him fnatch
the nbband from me !

Countefs. (Rifing) Plhaw! Encugh of this non..

fenfe
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{enfc—And fo my Lord the Count endeavours to
feduce you, Sufan?

Sufzi, Oh, no indeed, Madam, he does not give
himfelf the trouble to {cduce; he endeavours to
purchafe me: and becaule I refule him will cer-
cainly prevent my marriage with Figaro, and {up-
poit the pretenfions of Marcelina.

Counzéfi. Fearnothing— We thall have need, how-
ever, of a little artifice perhaps; in the execution of
which Figaro’s affiftance may not be amils.

Sujzz. He will be here, Madam, as {oon as my
1.ord 15 gone a cour{ing.

Countefs. YourLord 1s an ungrateful man, Sufan!
~— An ungratefvi man ! (The Couatefs wwalks up and
goeon the room wiif fome emotion) Open the window ;
I am ftifled for want of air—Vows, proteftations
and tendernefs are all forgotten—My Love offends,
iy Careffes difguft—~He thinks his own Infidelities
muft all be overlook’d, yet my Conduct muft be
irreproachable,

Sufan (At the window looking into the fireet). Yon-
der goes my Lord with all his Grooms and Grey-
hounds,

Countefs. To divert him{elf with hunting a poor
timid harmlefs Hare to death—This, however,
will give us time—Somebody knocks, Svufan.

Szfan. *¢ For Figaro’s the lac, 1s the lad for me.”

(Goes funging to the Daor.)

Eiutecrr FIG A RDO.

(He kiffes Sufair's band, fhemakes figns to him
{0 be mere pradent, and peints to the C ountefs.)

Countefs. Well, Figaro, you have heard of my
Lord the Count’s deligns on your young Bride,

Figare,
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Figaro. Oh yes, my Lady. There was nothing
very furprifing in the news. My Lord fees a {weet,
young, lovely— Angel! (Sufan curtfies) and withes
to have her for himfelf. Can any thing be more
natural ? I with the very fame— -

Countefs. 1 don’t find 1t fo very pleafant, Figaro.

Figaro. He endeavours to overturn the {chemes
of thofe who oppofe his wifhes; and in this he
only follows the example of the reft of the world,
I endeavour to do the very fame.

Sufan. But with lefs probability of fuccefs, Fi-
raro.

7 Figaro. Follow my advice, and I’ll convince you
of your miftake.

Countefs. l.et me hear.

Figgro. You, my lovely Sufan, muft appoint
the Count to meet him, as he propofed, this eve-
ning, by the Pavillion in the Garden.

Countefs. How! Figaro! Can you confent ?

Figaro, And why not, Madam ¢

Sufan. Butif you can, fir, do you think [—

Figaro. Nay, my Charmer, do not imagine I
would wifh thee to grant him any thing thou
witheft to refufe—But firft we muft drefs up the
Page in your cloaths, my dear Sufan ; he is to be
your Reprefentative,

Countefs. The Page!

Sufan. Heis gone. -.

Figaro. Is he ?—Perhaps fo, But a whiftle from
me will hring him back., (The Countefls feems
pleafed.)

Sufate, So! Now Figaro’s happy |—Plots and

Contrivances—

Figaro. Two! Three ! Four at a time ! Embar-
ralsd ! Involv’d! Perplex’d !—Leave me to un-
ravel them. Iwas born to thrive in Courts.

SU[aHs
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Sufap. 1 have heard the Trade of a Courtier g
rnot {o dificult as fome pretend.

Fizero. A& for every thing that falls, feize
every thing in your power, and accept every thing
that’s offercd—There is the whole art and myﬁery
in thres words.

Countefs. Well, but the Count, Figaro?

Fioaro. Permltme Madam, to manage him—
And rrfl the better to {ecure sy property, I fhall
begin by making him-dread the lofs of Ais own.—
“ Oh, what plealure fhall I have in cutting out

Emploament for him during the whole day | e
© To fee him wafte that time mJealouﬂ} -watch-
““ ing your conduct, Madam, which he meant to
b emplov in amorcus dalliance with my fweet
¢¢ Bride—To behold bim running here and there
‘¢ 2nd he does not know where, and hunting a mon-
‘¢ firous Shadow, which he dreads to find, yet longs
¢ to gralp.”

Cs: fufq,.:. Surely, Figaro, you are out of your

-----
irllb:

Firar, Pumm, my dear Lady, butit 1s your
~ood Lor -d who will foon be out of his wits.

Czupizlr. Butas you Kknow him to be {o jealous,

Lo witl vou dare :*—-

h ! Were he not jealous, my

G _ worth adoit: but 1t will now

z double purpole—The Jewel which Poflef-

fion has made him ne gl e¢t, will again become

vzluable, if once ne can be b1oucrht to dread 1ts

Corrz: ¢i. To confefs the truth, Figaro, your
preject exalilv correfponds with the one I meant
t0 pradtife—An anonymous Letter muft be fent,
informing him, that a Gallant, meaning to proft

by nIs Hlem:-—=
‘,F Iigﬂra >
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Figaro. And abfence—is at prefent with his
beauteous Countefs——=The thing 1s already done,

Madam. .
Countefs, How | —Have you dared to trifle thus

with 2 Woman of Honor?

Figaro. Oh, Madam, 1t 1s only with a Woman of
Honor I fhould prefume to take a liberty like this;
lealt my Joke fhould happen to prove a Reality.

Countefs (Smiles). You don’t want an agreeable
excufe, Figaro.

Figaro. The hour of performing the mariage
ceremeny will arrive pofle hafte ~he will be dif-
concerted, and having no good excufe ready, will
never venture in your prefence, Madam, to oppofe

our union.
Sufan. But if he will not, Marcelina will ; and

thou wilt be condemned to pay—

Figaro. Poh! Thou haft forgot the Count 1s our
Judoe!—And, after being entrapp’d at the rendez-
vous, will he condemn us, thinkeit thou *—But
come, come, we muit be quick—"ll fend the Page
hither to be drels’d—We muft not lofe a moment.

(Exit Figaro.

Countefs (Examining hber head dicfs in a pocket
looking-glafs). What a hideous cap this 1s, Sufan ;
its quite awry—This Youth who is coming-—

Sufan. Ah, Madam! Your Beauty needs not
the addition of Art in his eyes.

Countefs. And my hair too—I affure you, Sufan,
I thall be very fevere with him.

oufan (Smoothing the Countefs’s hair), Let me
{pread this Curl a lictle, Madam—Oh, pray Ma-
dam, make him fing the fong he has written.

(Sufan throws the fong into the Countefs’s lap,
which the Page bad grven ber.)

Coxntefs. 1 thall tell him of all the complaints I
hear againft him.

Sufan
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Sufan. Oh yes, Madam; I can fee you will
icold him, heartily.

Countefs (Serionfly)s What do you fay, Sufan ?

Sufan (Geoes to the door). Come; come in M,
Soldier,

Enter P AGE, |
(Sufan pretends to threaten bim by figns.)

Page. Um—(Pouts afiae.)

Countefs. Well, young gentleman, (With affuned
feveiity)—How innocent he looks, Sufan! (4
to S#fan).

Szfan. And how bathful, Madam!

Countefs ( Refuming ber ferious air). Have you re-
fieGted on the duties of your new Profeffion ?

(The Paye imagines the Countefs 15 angry, and
iimidly draws back.)

Sufan ( Afide to the Page). Ay, ay, young Rake,
I’ll tell all I know.—{Returns to the Countefs). Qb-
ferve his downcaft eyes, Madam, and long eye-
lathes.—( 4fide to the Page) Yes, Hypocrite, L'l
tell.

Countefs (Seeing the Page more and more fearful)
Nay, Hannibal—don’t—be terrified—I —Com¢
nearer.

Sufan (Pufbing bim towwards the Countefs). Ad-
vance, Modefty.

Countefs. Poor Youth, he 1s quite affected—1I
am not angry with you; I was only going to fpeak
to you on the duties of a Soldier—Why do you
{feem {o forrowful ?

Page. Alas, Madam, I may well be forrowful!
Being, as I am, obliged to leave a Lady fo gentle
and {o kind——

Sufat,
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Sufan. And fo beautitul~(In 1he fame tone and
Lalf afide.)

Page. Ah, yes! (Sighs).

Sufan (Mimicking). Ah, yes!—Come, come, let
me try on onhe of my Gowns upon you-—Come
here—I.et us meafure—I declare the little Villain
ts not fo tall as T am.

Page. Um—(Pouts.) "
Szfan, ‘Turn about—Let me untie your cloak.
(Sufan takes off the Page’s cloak.)

Countefs. But fuppole fomebody thould come ?

Sufan. Dear, my Lady, we are nor doing any
harm—TI1l lock the door, however, for fear—
(The Page cafts a glance or two at the Conntefs, Sufon
veturns ) Well!l Have you nothing to fay to my
beauteous Lady, and your charming God mother ?

Page (Siphs). Oh, yes! That | am furc ] fhail
love her as long as I live!

Countefs. Efteemn, you mean, Hannibal.

Page, Ye—ve—yes—Efl-tecem! I thould have

fard. |
Sufan(Langks). Yes, ves, Liteem! The poor Youth -

overflows with El-teem and Aff-eétion—and—

Page, Um ! (fnde 1o Sufon,

Sufan. Nia, mia, ria, (Mocking the Pase)o—Dear,
Madam, do make him fing thole good-for-nathing
Verfes,

Countefs. (Taxes the werfes Sufan gave ber, from
Ler packer) Pray who wrote themn ?

Sufan (Psinting 1o the Page). Look, Madam,
look ¥ His fins rife in his tate—Nobody but an
Autbor could look fo filly—

Comiefs. Come, Hannibal, fing,

dufan, Ah, the bathful Scribbler!

S ONG,
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S O N G

To the Winds, to the Waves, to the Woods T
‘ complain ;
Ah, well-a-day ! My poor heart!
They hear not my Sighs, and they heed not my Pain ;
Ah, well-a-day ! My poor heart !

¢¢ T'he name of my Goddefs I ’srave on each Tree;
¢ Ah, well-a-day! My poor heart!
¢ °Tis T wound the bark, but Love’s arrows wound
me :
¢« Ah, well-a-day! My poor heart !

‘¢ Tﬁe Heav’ns 1 view with their azure bright fkies ;
““ Ah, well-a-day ! My poor heart!

#¢ But Heaven to me are her ftill brighter eyes :
‘“ Ah, well-a-day ! My poor heart [*’

To the Sun’s morning {plendor the poor Indian bows ;
Ah, well-a-day! My poor heart !

But I dare not worfhip where I pay my Vows :
Ah, well-a-day! My poor heart!

¢¢ His God each morn rifes and he can adore ;

‘¢ Ah, well-a-day! My poor heart !
“ But my Goddefs to me muft {foon never rife more
‘“ Ah, well-a-day ! My poor heart |”’

(During the fong te Conntefs is evidently affefied
by the Paffion with which the Page f 112,

Sufan. Now let us try whether one of my Caps—
C@f’!ﬂﬁffn
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Countefs. There is one of mine lies on my drel-
fing-table. (Exit Sufan to the dreffing room of 1l
Countefs.)—1s your Commiflion made out ¢

Page. Oh yes, Madam, and given me. Here
it is. (Prefents bis commiffion to the Countefs.)

Countefs. Already ? They have made hafte I {ee!
They are not willing to lofe a2 moment—Their
hurry has made them even forget to affix the
Seal,

Sufan. (Returns) The Seal ! To what, Madam !

Countefs. His Commiilion. |

Sufan. So foon !
~ Countefs. 1 was obferving, there has been no time
loft, (Returns the Page bis Commiffion ; he flicks it

in bis girdle.)

Sufan.; Come—{Aakes the Page kneel down, and
putsthimon the cap) What a pretty little Villain it 1s !
I declare I am jealous: fee if he is not hand{omer
than I am! Turn about—There—~What's here ?—
The riband!'—So, fo, fo! Now all s out! Pm
slad of it—I told my young Gentleman 1 would
let you know his thievifh tricks, Madam,

Countefs. Fetch me fome black patches Sufan.

- (Exit Sufan to ber own chamber.

The Counte[s and the Page remain pute for 6 confiderable

time during which the Page looks at the Countefs

with great paffion, though with the bafbful fide

glances natural to his charaller—The Countefs

pretends mot to obferve bim, and vifibly makes
feveral efforts to overcorme her own feelings.)

Countefs. And—and—I{o—you-=you are {orry—
to leave us?

Page. Ye—yes—Madam,

Countefs. (Obferving the Page’s beart fo full that be
i ready 10 burfi inro tegrs) 'Tis that good-for-

D nothing



;4 THE FOLLIES OF A DAY

nothing Figaro who has frightened the child with
his prognoftics,

Pase. (Uiable to contain bimfelf any longer) N-o-
0-0 indee-ce-eed, Madam, I-lI-am o-on-only-gri-
leved to part from-{o dear a-La-a-ady.

Couitels. (Takes oui for bandkerchiesf and wwipes
pis eyzsy  Nay, but aon’t weep, don’t weep—
Come, came, be comforted. (4 &nockiug is heard
&t ire Coumptelfes clhaimteair door) Who's there? (/i

il quizoritalive 10ie,)
The Ceunt [peaks without,

Couzi. Open the door, my Lady.

Couirefs. Heavens! It is the Count!—I am ruin-
ed!—If he finds the Page here after receiving
Figaro’s anonymousLetier I fhall be for ever loft!|—
Vvhat imprudence !

1 Coxit. (Without) Wiy dont you open the
acers

Countefs. Becaule Pm alone.

Couzt, Alone! Who are you talking to then !

Countzfs. To you, to be {ure—~How could I be
{o thoughtleis—This villainous Figaro.

Pcge. After the f{cene of the great chair this
morning he wili certainly murder me if he finds
me here.

Consitefs Run 1nto my dreffing-room and lock
the door on the infide, (The Countefs opens the door

to the Count.)

Euter the COUNT.

Cozzt. You did not ufe to lock vourfelf in,
Wwhen vou were alone, Madam! Who were you
ipeaking to ? -

Countefs. (Endeavouring to conceal ber agitation)
To—To Sufan, who is rumaging in her own
F00m, |

Eount,
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Count. But you feem agitated, Madam.
Countefs. That is not impofiible (affefling 10 take
a ferions aiv) We were {peaking of you.

Conut. Of me ! ‘
Countefs. Your jealoufy, your indifference, my

i.ord.

Count. ¢ I cannot fay for indifference, my Lady, -
<t and as for jealoufy, you know beft whether [
¢t have any caulfe.

Countef[s. ¢ My Lord !

Count. ¢ In fhort, my Lady, there are people in
¢ the world, who are maliclous enough to with to
<t difturb either your repofe or mine. 1 have re-
¢¢ ceived private advice thata certain Thing called
¢ a Lover—

Countefs. * Lover!

Count. ¢ Ay, or Gallant, or any other title you
¢¢ Jike beft, meant to take advantage of my ab-
¢ fence, and introduce himfelf into the Caftle,

Countefs. * 1f there even were any one auda-
¢ cious enough to make fuch an attempt, he
¢ would find himfelf difappointed of meeting me;
““ for | fhall not fiir out of my room to day.

Count. *¢ What, not to the Wedding ?

Countefs. 1 am indifpofed.

Coung. <€ Its lucky then that the Doltor i3
here,”  (The Page overfets a table in the Counte[s’s

dreffing-rocin.)

Conntefs. (Terrified.) What will become of me?

(Afide. )

Count. W hat noe 1s that ¢

Countefs. 1 heard no noife.

Count. No? You muft be moft confoundedly
abfent, then.

: Countefs. (Affecting to return bis irony) Oh, to be
ure.

D 2 Cousnt,
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Csuirt. But there is fomebody in your drefling-

room, Madam.

Countefs, Who fhould there be ?

Csunt. That's what I want to know.,

Coznefs. Tt is Sufan, 1 fuppofe, putting ths
chairs and tables to rights.

Co.#t, What! Your favourite woman turned
houfe-mzid! You teld me juft now fhe was in her
CWI rocm.

Couitefs. In Fer voom, or sy vdom, it 1s all one.

Count. Really, my Lady, this Sufan of yours 13
a verv nimble, convenient kind of perfon.

Couniefs, Reelly, my Lord, this Sufan of mine
a:fturbs your quiet very much.

Couzz, Very true, my Lady, {o much that I am
determined to {ee her.

Countéfs. Thefe fufpicions are very much to your
credir, my Lord.

Count. If they are not to your difcredit, my
1.ady, it 13 very ealy to remove them—But I fee
you mean to trifie with me (%e goes to the Countefs’s
drefftag-rocm doory and calls) Sufan ! Sufan! If Su-
ian you are, come forth !

Coxniefs, Very well, my Lord! Very well! Would
vou have the girl come out half undrefled? She is
tryingon one of my left off drefles—To difturb
femele privacy, in this manner, my Lord, 1s cer-
talnly very unprecedented.  (During the warmth

of tis difpute, Sufan comes from ber oweir room,
pereeives what is paffing, and after Iiffening long
eiiorglh 10 kioto howo to all, flips, unfeen by both,
bebind the curtains of the bed which flands in the
Aleeva,) |

Count. Well, 1f fhe can’t come out, fhe can
anfwer at lealt, (Gails) Sufan!—Anfwer me,

Sufzan,
Conntefs
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Countefs. 1 fay, do not anfwer, Sufan! I forbid
you to {peak a word I—We fhall fee who fhe’ll
obey.

C%zmt. But if you are {o innocent, Madam,
what is the reafon of that emotion and perplexity
{o very evident in your eountenance ?

Countefs. {Affetting to laugh) Emotion and per-
plexity! Ha! ha! ha! Ridiculous!

Count, Well, Madam, be 1t as ridiculous as it
may, I am determined to be fatisfied, and I think
prefent appearances give e a fufficient plea. (Goes
20 the fide of the Scenes and ¢calls) Hollo! Who waits
there !

Countefs, Do, do, my Lord! Expofe your jea-
loufy to your very fervants! Make yourfelf and
me the jeft of the whole world.

Count. Why do you oblige me to it ?>—How-
ever, Madam, fince you will not {uffer that door
to be opened, will you pleale to accompany me
while 1 procure an 1nftrument to force it ?

Countefs. To be fure, my Lord ! To be fure! If
you pleafe.

Count. And, 1n order that you may be fully
juftified, I will make this other door faft (Goes 1o
Sufai’s chamber door, locks it, and takes the key) As
to the Sufan of the drefling-room, the muft have
the complatfance to wait my return.

Countefs.  This behaviour is greatly to your
honor, my Lord ! (This fpeech is beard as they are
going through the door, which the Count locks afier

bim. ) (Exeunt.)

Enter SUSAN, peeping as they go off, then runs to
the drefling-room door and calls.

Sufan. Hannibal !——Hanniball—Open the door !
Quick ! Quick !~=Its [, Sufan,
D3 Enter
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Enter PAGE, frightened.

Pare, Oh Sufan!

Srjan. Oh my poor Miftrefs !

Page. What will become of her:

Sufain. What will become of my marriage

Page. What will become of me ?

Su/an. Pon’t ftand babbling here, bur fly.

Pagz, The doors are all faft, how can 1 fly?

Sufan. Don’t alk me! Fly !

Page. Her€’s a window open (ruis fo the win-
doww) Underneath i1s a bed of flowers ; I'll leap
out.

Sufai. (Screamns) You'll break your neck!

Page. Better that than ruin my dear Lady—
Give me one kifs Sufan.

#fen. Was there ever feen {uch a young—
(Pege kiffes ber, runs aid leaps out of the window,
aird Sufaii fbricks at [ceing bim)  Ahl (Sufan finks
fito @ chairy overcome with fear—At laft fhe takes
courage, rifcs, goes with dread toreards the winaot,
ard after lockiig ont, turns round with ler Fand
npoir Ler kearty, a figh of relief, and a [nile cx-
prefive of fudden eafe and pleefure)  He 1s fafel
Yonder he runs '—As light and as {wift as the
winds !—If that Boy does not make fome wo-
man’s heart ache I'm miftaken. (Swjun goes to-
cards the drefling-room docry enterS, and peeps out
as jbe is going 16 fhut it.)  And now, my good jea-
lous Count, perhaps, I may teach you to break
open doors another time. (Locks herfelf in.)

Ertzr COUNT, with a wrenching iron in one kand,
and leading in 1he COUNTESS with the other
Goes and examines the doors.

Count. Every thingisas I left it. We now fhall
come to an eclaireflement,
Countefs



A COMZE DY. 20

Coaniefs. But, my Lord —He'll murder him !

(Afide.)

Count. Now we fhall know—Do you fhill per-
fift in forcing me to break open this door ?—I am
determined to fee who'’s within,

Countefs. Let me beg, my Lord, you’ll have a
moment’s patience !—Hear me only and you {hall
fatisfy your utmoft curiofity !—Let mc intreat you
to be aflured, thar, however appearances may con-
demn me, no injury was intended to your honour,

Count. Then thereis a man ¢

Countefs, No—none of whom you can reafon-

ably entertain the leaft fufpicion.

Count, How ?

Countefls. A jeft !—A meer innocent, harmlefs
frolic, for our evening’s diverfion | Nothing more,
upon my Honor !—On my {oul !

Connt. But who—who 15 1t ?

Countefs. A Child !

Count. Let us fee your child ~~What child?

Countefs. Hannibal. |

Count. The Page ! (7urns away) 'This damna-
ble Page again { ———=Thus then is the Letter | ——
thus are my Sulpicions realized at laft |—I am now
no longer aftonithed, Madam, at your emotion
for your pretty Godfon this morning | —The whole
is unravelled !=—Come forth, Viper |

(In great wrath.)

Countefs, (Terrified and trembling) Do not let
the Diforder in which you will {ee him ——

Count. 'The Diforder !—The Dilorder !

Countefs. We were going to drefs him in wo-
men’s cloaths for our evening’s diverfion—

C:unt. Tl ftab him ! —0Dll |— And this1s your
¢« |ndifpofition I~—This 1s why you would keep

D 4 ‘¢ your
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¢ vour Chamber all day ! Falfe, unworthy Woman!
<« You thall keep it longer than you expefted.” —
I'll make him a terrible example of an injured
Hufband’s wrath !

Countefs. (Falling on ber knzes betwoeen the Count
ard ibe dosy) Hold, my Lord, hold! Or
let your anger light on me !—1I, zlone, am guilty !
If there be any guili—Have pity on his youth !
His infancy!

Couzt, What! Intercede for him !——On your
knees '—And tome ! There-wanted bur this |—=TI’l1
rack him !—Riie !=T’l] (Furioufly.)

Ceenefs. Promi'e me to {pare his life !

Ceunts Rife ! (9be Countefs rifes tevvified, and

finxs ‘nio an arm chair veady to fa‘nt.)

Csnn:fs He'll murder him !

Count, Come forth, 1 fay, once more; or I’l]
drag—(/rile the Count 1s fpeaking, Sufan unlocks
tkz door and oolts out upon bim.)

Sufar. il ftab him 1—T’ll rack him !

- (T%he Countefs, at hearing Sufan’s weice,
recovers fufficiently to look round—Is aftonifbed,
endeavonrs to colleli berfelf, and turns back
it ber former pofition to  conceal her [ur-
prife.)

Countefs. (After flanding fixed fome time, and
sirf logking at Sufan aud then at the Countefs)
‘Here’s a2 teminary l—And can you aét aitonifh-
ment too, Madam ? (Obferving the Countefs, who
canzot totally bide ber furpiife.)

Countefs. ( Attzipting to fpeak) 1—My Lord—

Count. (Recollecting bimfelf.)  But, perhaps,
fhe was not alone. (Enters the drefng-room,
Conntefs cgain alarined, Sufan rans 1o the Countefs.

Sufars
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Sufan. Fear nothing—He 1s not there—He has
jumped out of the window,

Countefs. And broke his neck ! (Her terror re-
urns. )

Sufan. Hulh! (Sufan claps berfelf bolt upright
againft ber Lady, to bide ber new diforder from the
Count.) Hem! Hem'

Re-enser COUNT, (greatly abafbed)

Count. Nobody there I-—I have been to blame
— (approaching the Countefs.) Madam !—

(With great fubiiflion as if going to beg ber
pardon, but the confufion flill wvifible in ber
countenance calls up the reccllellion of all that
bad juft paffed, and be burfis out into an excla-
mation.) Upon my {oul, Madam, you are

amoft excellent Altrefs!

Sufan. And am not I too, my Lord ?

Count. You fee my Confufion, Madam—Dbe
gEI'lEI'OUS.

Sufan. As you have been.

Count. Hufh !—(Makes figns to Sufa to take bis
part.) My dear Rolina

Counte[s. No, no, my Lord! I am no longer
that Rofina whom you formerly loved with fuch
affeCtion === 1 am now nothmmg but the
poorCountefs of Almaviva! A negletted Wife, and
not a beloved Miftrels.

Ccunt. Nay, do not make my humihiation too
fevere—(His fufpicions again in part revive ) Buc
wherefore, my Lady, have you been thus myite-
rious on this occafion ¢

Conntefs. That I might not betray that headlong
thoughtlels Figaro,

Count,
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Count, What! He wrote the anonymous Dbillet
then ?

Countefs. It was without my knowledge, my
Lord.

Count. But vou were afterwards informed of
it ; _

COWJE[‘? Ce"tainlv.

Cc?fffzt Who did he o1ve it to?

Countefs. Bafil—

Count. \Who fent it me by a Peafant—Indeed,
Mr. Bafil—Yes, vile Thrummer, thou fhalc pay
for ali!

Countefs But where is the juftice of refufing
that parjf n to others we ftand fo much in need of
ourfelves? If ever I could be brought to forgive,
it fhould only be cn cendition of paf.lngla oeneral
amneu}

Ceunt. 120 r;noavhdge my guilt,  (The Countefs
flands in the widdle of the flage, the Count a
tittle in the back growiid, as if expreffive of bis
simiidity, but bis couitenance fhews be is con-
;z:z’.e;zz of ohtaining bis pardon—Sufen [lands
forwarder than eithiry and ber looks are fignifi-
cantly applicasle 1o ibe circumflances of both
pari: 235 )

St/ il To {ufpect 2 man in my Lady’s dreffing-

TOCHY | —
Count. And to be thus feverely punifhed for my

fufpicion 1—
S:+{:n. Notto believe my Lady when fhe affured

vou it was her Womnan !

Count. Ah\——{(with of:led confufion) Deign,
Mizdam, once miore, to repeat my pardon.

Countefs. Havel alreacy pTOﬂOUﬂCEd 1t, Sufan?

Q:; i, Not that ©Theard, Madam.

Ceznt. Let the geatle fentence then efcape.

Countefs,
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Countefs. And do you merit ity ungrateful man?

(wuth tendernefs.)

Count. (Looking at Sufan, who returas his look)
Certainly, my Lady.

Countefs. A fine example I fet you, Sufan ! (The

Count takes ber band and kifles it.)  Who, hereafter,

will dread a Woman’s anger ? (Coun‘efs turns her

bead towards Sufan, and laughs as fhe [ays this.)
Sufan. (In the [ame tone) Yes, yes, Madam—

I obfcrve Men may well accufe us of frailty.
Count. And yet I cannot, for the foul of me,
forget the agony, Rofina, in which you fc‘emeri
to be juft now ! Your cries, your tears, your
How was 1t poffible, this being a Fl&l(}n you
fhould fo fuddenly give it the tragic tone of a
Reality 7~—Ha! ha! ha!—So aftonithingly na-
tural !
Countefs. You fee your Page, and I dare fuy
your Lordihip was not {orry “for the miftake—

I'm fure the fight of dulan does not give you
offence,

Count, Hem !—Offence! Oh'! No, no, no—
But whar’s the reafun, you malicicioys litile
hufley, you did not coms when I called ?

Sufun., What! Undrels’d, my Lord?

Count. Buc why didn’tyou anfwer then?

Sufan. My.Lady rorbad me : and good reafon fhe
had {o to do.

Cuiant, Such dlﬁra&mn in your countenance !
(To 1"e Countefs) Nay, 1Us not calm even yet !

Countefs. Ch you-—you fancy {o my Lord.

Count. Men, I perceive, are poor Politic:ans —
Women make Children of us Were his Majelly

wife, he would name you, and not me, for his
Ambaflador.

Enter
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Egter F1 G AR O, chearfully 1 perceives the

Couint, who puts onn a very [erions air.

Fig. They told me my Lady was indifpofed, 1
ran to enquire, and am very happy to find there
was nothing 1n it

Couit. You are very attentive.

Fig. It is my duty fo to be, my Lord. (Turas
70 Sufan.) Come, come, my Charmer ! Prepare for
the Ceremony ! Go to your Bridemaids.

Count. But who 1s to guard the Countefs in the
mean time °

Figaro. (Surprifed) Guard her, my Lord!
My Lady feems verywell : {he wants no guarding.

Coxnt. From the Gallant, whowas to profit by
my ablence ? (Sufan and the Countsfs make figns 10

Figaro.)

Couutefs. Nay, nay, Figaro, the Count knows

all.

Sufain. Yes, yes, we have told my Lord every
thing.—The jeft 1s ended—Its all over:

Fizaro. The jeft 1s ended ! —And its all over]!

Count. Yes— Ended, ended, ended '——And all

over— VY hat have you to fay to that ?

Fig. Say, my Lord! (The confufion of Figaro
arifes from not [fuppofing it poffible the Countefs
aird Sufan fhorld Fave betrayed biny, and when
ke underflands fomething by their figis, from not
kngwing boto much they bave told.)

Count. Ay, fay.

Fig. l—=I—IwifhIcould fay as much of my

Marnage.
Count. And who wrote the prerty Letter ?
Figaro. Notl, my Lord,

Counts
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Count. If 1 did not know thou lieft, T could
read it 1n thy face.

Figaro. Indeed, my Lord!—Then it is my face
that lies ; and not l.

Countefss Plhaw, Figaro! Why fhould you
endeavour to conceal any thing, when I tell you
we have confefs’d all ?

Sufan. (Making figns to Figarod We have told
my Lord of the Letter, which made him fulpeét:
that Hannibal, the Page, who 1s far enough off
by this, was hid 1n my Lady’s drefling-room,
where I myfelf was lock’d 1n.

Figaro. Well, well, fince my Lord will have it
fo, and my Lady will have itio, and you all
will have it {fo, why then fo let it be,

Count. Sull at his Wiles,——

Countefs. Why, my Lord, would you oblige
him to fpeak truth, fo much againft his inclina-
tion ? (Count and Countefs walk familiarly up the flage.)

Sufan. Haft thou feen the Page ?

Fig. Yes, yes: you have fhook his young joints
for him, among you,

Enter ANTONIO, 1he Gardiner, with a brokes
Flower-pot under bis arm balf drunk.

Antonio. My Lord—My good Lord—If {o be
as your Lordthip will not have the goodnefs to
have thefe Windows nailed up, 1 fhall never have
a Nofegay fit to give to my Lady—They break
all my pots, and ipoil my flowers; for they not
only throw other Rubbith out of the windows, as

they ufed to do, but they have juft now toffed out
1 Man.

Connt. A Man!—(Tbe C’azm; S fufpicions all revive. )
| Antonio.
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A;rmzzo. IH ‘F’hlte Pocklngs ! (C{Jﬁ;szz/g c’.«zdSzﬁzr-'
difcover therr fears, and make [igns to Figaro to
affift theiin §] p{f&k.)

Couzt. Where 1s the Man 3 (LEagerly.)

Antonts. That’s what [ want to know, my Lord!
—1I wifh [ could find him,—I am your LOI’dﬂ]lP S
Gardener; and, tho’ I fay it, a better Gardener ig
not to be found in all Spain ;—~but if Chambe:r-
maids are permitted to tofs men out of the window
to fave their own Reputation, what is to become
of miner—** It will wither with my flowers to
¢ be {ure.

Figaro, Oh fie! What {otting {o foon in a morn.
ing ¢

Antonio, Why, can one begin one’s day’s work
too early ?

Count, Your day’swork, Sir?

Aitonio. Your Lord{hlp knows my Niece, there
{he ftands, is to be married to day; and I am fure
fhe would never forgive me if-

Counts 1f you were not to get drunk an hour
fooner than ufual—But on with your ftory, Sir—
What of the Man ?~—What followed ?

Aiteito. 1 followed him mylelf, my Lord, as
faft as [ could ; bur, fornehow,I unluckily happened
1o make a falfe ftep, and came with fuch a con-
founded whirl againft the Garden-gate—that [—
I quite for—forgot my Errand.

Count. And fhould you know this man again ?

Aniouio. 'To be fure I fhould, my Lord |—If
I had feen him, thatis

Couit. Either {peak more clearly, Rafcal, or I'll
{end you packing to

ditorio. Send me packing, my Lord ?—OAh,
no ! lf your Lordfhip has not enough—enough
(Points 1o bis forekead) to Kknow when you have

é
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a good Gardener, I warrant I know when I have a
etrODd Place.

Figaro. There 1s no occafion, my Lord, for
all this myftery I It wasI who jump’d out of the
window into the garden.

Count. You?

Figaro. My own {elf, my Lord.

Count. Jump out of a one pair of ftairs wmdow
and run the rik of breaking your Neck ?

Figaro. The ground was foft, my Lord.

Antonio, And his Neck 1s in no danger of being
broken,

Figaro. To befure I hurt my night leg, alittle, in
the tall ; juft here at the ancle—I feel 1t fill.

(Rubbing bis ancle.)

Count. But what reafon had you to jump out of
the window ? |

Figare. You had received my letter, my Lord,
fince I muft own it, and was come, fomewhat
fooner than I expelted, in adreadful paffion, in
fearch of a man.— |

Antonso. 1f 1t was you, you have grown plaguy
falt within this balf hour, to my thinking. The
man that [ faw did not feem fo rtall by the head
and (houlders.

Figaro. Pthaw! Does not one double one’s felf
up when one takes a leap ?

Auntonio, It feem’d a great deal more like the
Page.

Count. The Page !

Figaro. Oh yes, to be fure, the Page has gal-
fop’d back from Seville, Horfe and all, to leap out
of the window !

Antonio. No, no, my Lord ! 1faw no {uch thing!
Pll take my oath I faw no horfe leap out of the

window.

“Fyare.

r.l-
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Figaro. Come, come, let us prepare for our
{ports.

- Autonis. Well, fince it was you, as I am an ho-
neft man, I ought to return you this Paper which
drop’d out of your pocket as you fell.

Count. (Suatches the paper.  Tke Gouatefs, Figaro,
and Sufan are all furprifed and embarraffed. Figaio
[hakes Limfef, and cadeavours to recover bis fortitude.)
Ay, fince’it was you, you doubtlefs can tell what
this Paper contains (claps the paper bebind his back
as bz faces Figaro) and how it happened to come 1n
your Pocket ?

Figaro. Oh, my Lord, I have fuch quantities of
Papers ( fearches bis pockets, pulls cut a great many)
No, it is not this'—Hem ! —This 1s a double Love-
letter from Marcelina,in feven pages—Hem!--Hem!
—It would do a man’s heart good to read it—
Hem'!—And this is a petition from the poorPoacher
in prifon. I never prefented it to your Lordfhip, be-
cavie I know you have affairs much more {eri-
ous on your hancs, than the Complaints of fuch
nali-ftarved Rafcals—Ah!—Hem !—this—this—
1o, this is an Inventory of your Lordfhip’s Sword-
xnots, Ruffs, Rufiles, and Rofes—muft take care of
tois—  (Exacavonrs to gain time, and keeps glancing
e temmiiig to Sufen and the Countefs, to look at the
peper and give bin a biit.) |

Count. It 1s neither this, nor this, nor that, nor
t'other, that you have 1n your hand, but what I
hold kere 1n mine, that I want to know the con-
tents of. (Helds out the paper in altion as be fpeaks, the
Conntefs cobo flands next bim cotches a fight of it.)

Conztefs. Tis the Commiffion, (Afide to Sufan.)

Sufen, The Page’s Commiflion. (4fide to Figaro.)

Count. Well, Sir !—50 you know nothing of the
matter 7

diﬂﬁﬂfﬂi
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An tomo. (Reelsround to Figaro) My Lord fays

you—Know nothing of the matter.

Figaro. Keep off, and don’t come to whifper
me. (pretending to recollelt himjelf.) Oh Lord!
Lord ! What a ftupid fool I am !—1 declare it is the
Commufiion of that poor youth, Hannibal—which
I, like a Blockhead, forgot to return him—He
will be quite unhappy about it, poo*‘ Boy.

Count, And how came you by it ?

Figaro, By it, my Lord ?

Count, Why dld he give 1t you ?

Figaro, T

Count. To what ?

Figaro. To get—

Count. To get what ? It wants nothing !

Countefs. (10 Sufan) It wants the Seal,

Sufan, (to Figare) It wants the Seal.

Figare. Oh, my Lord, what 1t wants to be fure
is a mere trifle,
Count., What trifle ?

Figaro. You know, my Lord, it’s cuftomary to—

Count. To what ¢

F garo. To affix your Lordfhip’s Seal,

Connt. (Looks at the Commiflion, finds the Seal is
wanting, and cxclains wirh v:xaton and di fﬂppamt—
ment) The Devil and his Imps!—Iris written,
Count, thou fhalt be a Dupe!—Where is this
Marcelina ? |Go'ng.

Figarp, Are you going, my Lord, without giv-
ing Orders for our Wedding ?

£

Enter MARCELINA, BASIL, BOUNCE, and
Valluls.

(Th: Count returns.)

Mareelina, Forbear, my Lord, to give fuch Or-

ders; in Juftice forbear. I have a wristen promiic
. E -
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under his hand, and I appeal to you, to redrefs my
ipjuries ' You are my lawful Judge.

P};gzzra. Pfhaw! A trifle, my Lord: a note of
hand for money borrowed ; nothing more.

Cozni Let the Advocates and Officers of Juftice
be affembled in the great Hall; we will there de-
termine on the juftice of your claim. It be-
comes us not to {uffer any Vaffal of ours, however
we may privately efteem him, to be guilty of pub-
}ic injury.

Bl Your Lordfhip is acquainted with my
c:L..m*- Marcelina: I hope your Lordfhip will
grait me your 1Upp01't

Couzt. Ch, oh! Are you there, Prince of Iz..nzwesP

Aiiario, Yes, that's his title, fure enough.

Coynt. Appreoach, honeft Bafil 5 faithful Agent
of our Will and Pleafure. (Baft/ bows) Go order
tne Lawyers to affemble.

Bafl., My Lord !—

Coznt. And tell the Peafant, by whom you fent
me the Le:ter this morning, I want to fpeak with
him.

Bafil. Your Lordfhip is pleafed to joke with
vour humble Servant. I know no {uch Peafant.

Count. You will be pleaﬁ:d to find him, not-

witnftanding,

Bafi. M) Office, n this Houfe, as your Lord-
thip knows, is not to go of Errands! Think, my
Iord, how that would degrade a man of my ta-
lents ; who have the honour to teach my Lady the
Harpfichord, the Mandoline to her Woman, and
to eniertaln your Lordfhip, and your Lord{hip’s
good Company, with my Voice and my Guitar,
whenever your Lorcthip pleafes to honor me with
your Commands.

Bzzgee, 1 will go, 1f your Lordihip pleafes to
let
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let me: I thould be very glad to oblige your
Lordthip, | ’e - =
~ Cosnt. What’s thy Name?

Botince. Pedro Bounce, my Lord, Fire-work
maker to your Lord(hip.

Count. Thy zeal pleafes me, thou thalt go,

Bonnce. "Thark your Lordfhip, thank your noble
Lordthip. (Leaps.)

Count. (To Bafil ) And do you be pleafed, Sir,

to entertain the Gentleman, on his Journey, with
your Voice and your Guitar ; he is part of my
good Company,

Bounce. (Leaps) 1 am part of my Lord’s good
Company ! Who would have thought it !

Bafil, My Lord s

Count. Depart | Obey ! Or, depart from my Ser-
vice, (Exit.)

Bafil, *Tis 1n vain to refift, Shall T wage war
with a Lion, who am only —e—ee

Figaro, A Calf—* But come, you feerh vex’d
¢ about 1t—1 will open the Ball—Strike up, tis
¢ my Sufan’s Wedding-day.”

Bafil. Come along, Mr. Bounce, ( Bafil begins 16
play, Figaro dances and fings off befere bim, aid
Bounce follows, dancing af.er. (Exeant,)

Manent COUNTESS and SUSAN.,

Cosnte(s, You fee, Sufan, to what Danger 1
have been expofed by Figaro and his fine concert-
ed Biller,

Sufan. ¢ Dear Madam, if you had but feen
“ yourfelf when I bounced out upon my Lord!
 So pale, fuch Terror in your Countenance !
“ And then your {uddenly afiumed tranquilliry !

Countefs, ¢ Oh no, every Faculty was loft in my
¢ Fears.

Sufan. “ 1 aflure your Ladythip to the contrary ;

I 2 “1n



;2 THE FOLLIES OF A DAY.

‘“ in a few Leffons you would learn to diffemble
“ and fib with as good a Grace as any Lady in
¢ the Land.”

Countefls. And fo that poor Child jumped out of
the Window ?

Sujan. Without the leaft hefitation—as light
and as chearful as a Linner.

Countefs. I with however I could convi&t my falfe
Count of his Infidelity.

Sufan. The Page will never dare, after this, to
make a fecond attempt, |

Countefs. Ha!—A lucky project! I will mest
him myfelf; and then nobody will be expofed.

Sufan. But {fuppole, Madam-—

Countefs. My Succefs has emboldened me, and
I am determined to try—(Sees the Riband left o
1he char) What’s here { My Riband ! I will keep
it as 2. Memento of the danger to which that poor
Youth— Ah my Lord—* Yet let me have a
¢¢ care, let me look to mylelf, to my own Con-
¢ dudt, left I fhould give occafion to fay—Ah my
“ Lady !> (The Countefs puts the Riband in ber

Pocket.) You muft not mention a Word of this,
Sufan, to any body.

Sufan. Except Figaro,

Countefs. No exceptions, he muft not be
told 5 he will {poil 1t, by mixing fome plot of
his own with 1t —1I have promifed thee a Portion
thou knoweft—:thefe men are liberal in their Plea-
fures=—Perhaps I may double it for thee; it will
be Sufan’s Right.

Sufan. Your Project is a charming one, Madam,
and I fhall yet have my Figaro.

L Exit Stfan, kiffing the Conntefs's Hend.

End of ACT IL
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A C T I1.

SCENE, the Great Hall,

(4 Fudge’s Chair, four other Chairs, Benches with
red Baize, a Table and a Stool, with Pen, Ink
and Paper,)

Enter 1the COUNT, drefed, and a SERVANT,
booted,

Count, Y)IDE to Seville with all fpeed; en»

quire if the Page has joined his Re-
eiment, and at what o’clock precifely he arrived ;
give him this Commiflion, and return like
hightening.,

Servant. And if he 1s not there—

Count, Return fill quicker.~Go; fly e
(Exit Servant)—1 was wrong to fend Bafil out of
the way—He might have been very ferviceable—
But Anger was never wife-=I fcarcely know at
prefent what I wilh—~When once the Paffions
have obtained the Maftery, there 15 no Mind,
however confiftent, but becomes as wild and in-
congruous as 2 Dream—If the Countefs, Sufan,
and Figaro thould underftand each other and plot
to betray me !—If the Page was fhut up in her
dreffing-room—Oh ! no!—The Refpect the bears
herfelf—my Honor !—My Honor? And in my
Wife’s keeping ?—Honor in a Woman’s pofiel-
fion, like Ice Cream in the mouth, melts away in

E 2 a contefl
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2 conteft of Pleafure and Pain—1I will found Fi-
garo, however.

Evter FIGARO, berind.

Figaro. Here am 1. (Afide.)

Cennt Ard if 1 have reafon to fuppofe them
plotting againft me, he fhall marry Marcelina.

Figaro. Perhaps not. (Afide. )

Count. But in that cafe, what muft Sufan be?

Figaro. Ny Wife, if you pleale.—(Figard's ea-

gernels cccafions him to fpeak aload——The
Conit turns retnd gffonifled.)

Count. My Wife, 1f you pleafe !—To- whom did
vou fay my Wife, if you pleafe:

Figare. To—to-—to—That 1s—They were the
laft words of a fentence I was faying to one of
the Servanis—Go and tell fo and {o o~y Wife,
if you pleafe.

Cornt, Your Wife!—Zounds, you are very:
fond of your Wife.

Figaro. I love to be fingular.

Cozzt. You have made me wait for you here a
long while.

Figaro. I have been changing my Stockings,
which I dirtied in the fall.

Couut. Servants, I think, are longer drefling
than their Mafters. ‘

Figaro. Wcll they may—They are obliged to
drefs themfelves.

Csunt. 1f in fifting my Gentleman, I find him
unwilling to go to France, I may conclude Sufan

has betrayed me. (Afide.)
Figaro. He has mufchief in his head, but I'll
watch his motions. (Afide.)

Count.
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Count. (Approaches Figaro with familiarity)—
Thou knoweft, Figaro, 1t was my intention to
have taken thee with me on my Embaffy to Paris,
but I believe thou doft not underftand French,

Figaro. Perfectly,

Cownt. Indeed ! —Let’s hear.—(Figaro pull’s out

his purfe and jingles 1t)—Is that all the Irench
thou underftandeft ?

Figaro. Alll—Is not that enough, think you,
my Lord ?~—That’s a I anguage underftood in
every corner of the habitable Earth, and 1n no
place better than in Paris.—¢ Your Philofophers,
¢ who lament the lofs of an univerfal Language,
« gre Fools—They always carry one in their
“ pockets. As for a knowledge of French, my
Lord, 1 maintain, §'2/ vous plait, and a Purfe are
gll that’s neceffary —Let but the found of Silver
jingle in a Frenchman’s ears, and he will inftantly
underftand your meaning, be 1t what it will.—
¢ If you have a Law-fuir, and with to gain vour
¢« Caufe, go to the Judge, pull off your Hat,
 and pull out vour Purfe; {mile, fhake 1t, and
¢ pronounce, il vous plait, Monfieur—

Count. <¢ And your Adverfary is overthrown.

Fgaro, ¢ Undoubtedly—Unlefs he underftands
“ Fyench f{till better than you—Do you with the
“ Friendfhip of a great Lord, or a great Lady,
¢ qts il the fame—~Chink, chink, and 5’/ vous
““ plait, Monfeigneny—S': vous plait, Madame— L'he
¢ French are a very wuty People l—Amazingly
“ quick of apprehenfion!—Therefore, my Lord,
“ if you have no other reafon than this for lea-
* ving me behind—"

Connt. But thou art no Politician,

E 4 Figaro.
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F.zazo. Pardon me, my Lord, I am as great a
mafter of Politics
Cui'f;f.f. As thou art of French.

Igaro. Oh, my Lord, the thing 1s fo eafy—He
muft be a Fool indecd who could find his vanity
flattered by his fkill 1n Politics—To appear al«
ways deeply concerned for the good of the Stare,
vet to have o other end but Sclf-intereft ; to al-
femble and {ay ! T\Iothiug , to pretend vaft Secrecy

where there is nothing to conceal ; to fhut yourfelf
up 1a your Cnamber and mend your Pen or
pick your Teetn, while your Footmen inform
tie attending Croud you are too buly to be ap-
proach’d—1this, with the art of intercepting Let-
ters, imitaiing Hands, penfioning Traitors, and
rewarding Flatterers, is the whole myftery of Po-
171CS, OF I am an Idlot.

Ccuit. “This is the definition of a Partifan not a
Pointiciai.

f:’gﬂ'a. Party and Politics are much the fame,
they are becoms fyrnonnmous terms.

Cozit. (ide) Smre he is fo willing to go to
Paris, Scizn has {aid nothing.

Fgaro. *Tis now my turn to attack. (Afid:.)

L it And—1 1upu0 ¢ thou wilt take thy Wife
ith thee—to Parnis ?

Lg;ua. No—no—1 {hould be obliged to quit
her io frequently, that I am afraid the Cares of
the marriage {tate would lie too heavy on my head
( f?'JJ;Lur;fz, \)

‘u-"’ﬂ

L,.- LR bl 111-1 ;]23 bELrayed me, (dﬁdfl)
Figara, ( Afae) He does not like the retort. (74e
C ant [riilcs, approaches Figaro with great familia-

riiy, Gitg liGis kpon bis fhoulder— By-play octween
the Conist gzd F 2310,

Coust.
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Counf. 'The time was, Figaro, when thou wert
more open—Formerly thou wouldft tell me any
thing.

Figaro. And at prefent T conceal nothing.

Count. What can be the Countels’s motives—
(The Count puts bis arm round Figaro’s neck—By-play
ggain)—I—Thou {eeft I anticipate her wifhes,
load her with prefents

Figare, Will give her any thing but yourfelf—
Of what worth are Trinkets when we are in want
of Neceflaries ?

Count. Come, come; be fincere—Tell me—
How much did the Countefs give thee for this
laft plot ?

Figaro. As much as your Lordfhip gave me for
helping you to f{teal her from her old jealous
Guardian—* A noble Lord fhould not endeavour
“ to degrade an honeft Servant, left he thould make
““ him a Knave,”

Cornt. But wherefore 1s there continually fome
Myltery 1n thy conduét? -

Figaro. Becaule the Conduct of others is myfte-
rious.

Connt. Appearances, my dear Figaro, really
{peak thee a great Knave. |

tigaro. (Looking round at the Count’s hand upon
bis fbotdders, and obferving bis familiarity)— Appear-
aices, my dear Lord, are frequently falfe—I am
much better than I appear to be—Can the Great in
general fay as much i—( A4fide)}—Take that.

Count. Yes, yes; fhe has told bim.  (Afide.)

Figaro. ¢ I thall content myfelf, my Lord,

with the portion your Lordthip has promifed
** me on my Marnage, and the place of Stewarc}

“ Q

c¢
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“ of tiis Calile, with which you bhave honoured
“ me, and willingly remain with my Wife here
¢ in Andalufia, far from troubles and intrigue.
Count. ¢ But thou haft Abilities, and might rife
“ to Preferment.
Figarp, ** Preferred by my Abilities my Lord !
Your Lorathip 1s plealed ro laugh at me.”

Covnie Yes, vess; Sufan has betra} cd me, and

i

my Gentleman marries Marcelina, (Afde)
“?'5 aro. Fle has been angling tor Gudgeons, and
winat has he cavght ? - (Afide.)

——

Enter a SERVANT,

Servant, Don Guzman and the Counfellors are
without.

Count. Let them wait,

Figaio. (fromcally) Ave,let themwait, (Exit Serv.)

Count. And dott thou expet to0 gain thy
Caufe s

Figaro. With the afliftance of Juftice and my
Lord’s good wifhes, who refpeéts Youth too
mucn himfelf to force others to wed with Age.

Couzt, A Judge knows no diftinétion of
perions.

Fizare, © Well—Time, fay the Italians, 15 2
<c mim- Feilow, and tel]s Truth” —But what

was it your Lorafhip was pleafed to fend for me
for ?

Couiit, For—( Somewhat embarraffed) To fee thele
benches and chairs fer in order.

Figaro. That is already done, my Lord. Here 1
the grear chair for yeur Lordfhip, a {eat for the
Preficent, a taple and ftool for his Clerk, two
benches for the Lawyers, the middle for the Beau
mende, and the Mob inthe back ground, (Exit.)

Couzt,
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Count. He is too cunning ; I can get nothing
out of him; but they certainly underftand each
other.—They may toy and be as loving as they
pleafe, but as for wedding—

- Emer S US A N.
(She comes up to the Count’s elbow while be is [peaking,
and is furprized fo fee bim in fuch an ill bumonr.)

Sufan. My Lord!

Count, My Lady! |

Sufan. My Lady has fent me for your Lordfhip’s
{melling-bottle ; {he has got the vapours,

Coyint., Here; and when fhe has done with it
borrow it for yourfelf,—it may be uleful.

Sufan. 1 the vapours, my Lord! Oh no, that’s
tco polite a difeafe for a Servant to pretend to !

Count, Fits may come;—Love {o violent as
your’s cannot bear difappointment; and when
Figaro marries Marcelina—

Sufan. Oh, fuppofe the worfl, my Lord, wecan
pay Marcelina with the Portion your Lordthip has
promifed us !

Csunt, 1 promis’d you a portion ?

Sufon. 1f my ears did not deceive me, 1 under-
{tood as much,

Count. Yes, if you had pleas’d to wnd:rfland me,
but fince you do not,—

Sufan. (Prelending bafbfulnefs) 1t’s always {oon
enough to own one’s weaknels, my Lord,

Count. (wiih an. inflant change of coynlenance)
What! Wilt thou take a walk this evening in the
oarden, by the Pavilion ?

Sufan. Don’t 1 take Walks every evenipg, my
Lord?

Coynt. Nay, nay, but let us underftand each
other--No Pavilion, no Marriage,

| Sufan,
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S2'an. And no Marriage, no Pavilion, my Lord!
(cz-tfying)

Count. What a witty httle Devil! T wonder
what the does to fafcinatc me {o !—But prithee tell
me wiy haf thou always, till now, refufed with
fuch obftimacy? Tais very Morning, thou
Lnoweft '

Sufan. This Morning, my Lord '—~What, and
the Page behind the Great-chair!

Count. Oh, true! I bhad forgot!—But when
Bafil has {fpokern to thee in my behalf.—

Sufan. ls 1t necefiary, my Lord, fuch a knave
as Bafil fhould know every thing that pafles ?

Count. She is right again '——but-—-—(Sp/j)zfzam)
thou wilt go, now, znd tell Figaro all,

Sufan. ‘To be fure, my Lord. 1 always tell him
all—except what 1s neceflary to conceal.

Count. Ah the Huffey ! What a charming little
Knave it 1s! Run, run tothy Miftrefs; the 1s wait-
ing, and may fufpect us,

Sufain. (Hefitati g) So your Lordihip can’t per.
ceive that I only wanted a pretext to fpeak toyour
Lordihip.

(The Count unable to conceal bis iranfpois, i5 going
to kifs ber, but bears foinebody coining, and they
feparate)

Count. (45 be turns.) She ablolutely bewitches

ie! [ had {worn to think no more of her, but
fhe winds me juft as the pleales !

(Tbe Count goes off, and Figaro enters, but the
Count bearing Figaro’s Voice, returns and
peeps)

Figaro. Well, my Sufan, what does he fay ?

Sufar, Huth! Hufh! Heis jult gone—Thou
haft gained thy Caufe—Run, run, run,

(Exit Sufain, runming, Figaro following.)
Figare.
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Figaro, Well, but how, how, my Charmer ?
(Exeunt.)

Re-enter COUNT.

Count. Thou bhaft gained thy Caufe—Aha!
And i1s 1t {o, my pair of Knaves !—Am I your
Dupe thep »— A very pretty Net ! But the Cuckoo
15 not caught—Come!—Proceed we to judgment !

(With paffion) Ee we juft !—Cool |—Impartial I—
Inflexible— (Exit.)

Enxr Don GUZMAN, MARCELINA, and
DOCTOR.

Marceling. 1 fhall be happy, Mr. Prefident, to
explain the juftice of my Caufe,

Dotor. To fhew you on what grcunds this
Lady proceeds.

D, Guzman. (Stuttering) We-e-e-ell, le-et us
exa-a-mine the matter ve-erbally.

Marcelina. There is a promife of Marriape——

Guzinan. 1 co-o-o-ompre—hend ! Gi-i-iven by
yOu-ou-ou—to—

Marcelina. No, Mr. Prelident, given 7o me.

Guz 1 co-0-0-omprehend ! Gi-ven 70 you,.

Marcelna, And a fum of Money which e

Guzinan. 1 co-o-o-omprehend ! Which you-ou
ha ave received.

Maicel na, Wo, Mr. Prefident, which I have
lent.

Guzman. 1 co-o0-0-omprehend |—1It is re-e-paid.

Marc.lina, No, Mr. Prefident, it is »at repaid.

Guzman. 1 co-o-0-omprehend—The m-m-man
would marry you to pay his de-de-de-bts.

Marcelna. No, Mr. Prelident, he would neither
marry me, #¢r pay his debts,

Guzinas.
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Guziain, D-d--Go yvou think I d-d-d-don’t co-o-
omprehend vou

Doffor. And arc vou, Mi. Prefident, to judge
this Caule ?

Guzinan, T-t-t-to be fure——~Wha-at elle did I
purchafe my Place for thi-ink you, (L.ughs fiu-

p:dl_} at the [uppajec jell ) of ibe Quzfiion) And where
15 the De-fe-e--...ﬁumll. :

Exater FIGAROQ.

Figaro. Here, at your fervice.

Dofior. Yes, that’s the Knave.

Figaio. Pernapb I INTErrupt vou,

Guzman. ¢ Ha-ave notl fee-cen yvou before,
* young Man?

Figare. ¢ Ohyes, Mr. Prefident, I once ferved
¢ yvour Lady.

Guzman. < How lo-ong fince ?

Figaro. * Nine months before the birth of her
« Jaft Childc—And a fine Boy it 15, though I
< fay 1t,

uzmar.,  Y-es—He’s the F-flower of the
¢« Flock”—And the cau-aufe betwee-een—

Figaro. A Bagatelie, Mr. Prefident! A Baga-
telle.

Guzinci. (Langhs.) A Ba-ag-a-telle! A pro-o-
mife of Ma-a-arriage a Ba-a-gatelle! Ha! ha! ha'
- And doit thou hope to ca-aft the Pla-ainuff?

Pzgam. To be fure, Mr. Prefident! You being
one of the Judgoes,

Guzman. (Wito fiupid dignily) Ye-c-es! 1 am
one of the ]udges l—Haft thou fee-een D-D-Dou-
blefee, my Se-ecretary?

Figaro Yes, Mr. Prefident | That’s aduty not
to be neglected.

uxman, The young Fellow is not fo fi-1-imple
1 thought.

)

Enter
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Enter Cryer of the Court, Guards, Count, Cous-
fellors and Vaffals.

Cryer. Make room there, for my Lord, the
Count.

Count. Wherefare 1n your Robass, Don Guz-
man ! It was unneceflary for a mere domeflic
matter like this.

Guzman. Pa-a-ardon me, my Lord ! ¢ Thofe
“ who would tre-e-emble at the Clerk of the
“ Court 1n his Robes, would la-augh at the Judge
“ without ’em.” Forms! IForms! arc {facred things.

(The Count and the Court feat themfelves.)

Count. Call filence 1in the Court,

Cryer. Silence in the Court.

Guzman, Read * over the Caules”, D-D-Dou-
blefee.

Doublefee ¢¢ The Count de los Altos Montes di
‘“ Agnas Freicas, Senor di Montes Fieros, y otros
‘' \/Iontes, Plaintiff, agamnft Alonzo Calderon,
‘“ a Comic Poet. The qu{:(hon at prefent before
« the Court, 1s, to know the Author of a Comedy
« that has been damoed ; which they mutually
‘“ difavow and attribute to each other.

Count. “¢ They are both very right in mutu-
“ ally difavowing it ; and be it (Ju,leed that 1f,
““ hereafter, tht.y thould produce a fuccefsful
“ Piece, its Fame fhall appertain to the Count, and
“ 1ts Merit to-the Poet—The ncxt,

Doublefee. ¢ Diego Macho, Day-labourer, Plaina
“ tiff, againft Gil-Perez-Borcado Tax- oatherer,
¢ and recmver of the Gabels, for having violently
“ difpofeffed thefaid Diego Macho, Da;' labourer,
“ of his Cow.

Count, ¢ This Caule does not come within my
Jurif-
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“ Juriidiction; but as it 1s probable the Day.
¢« labourer will never obtain Juftice, do thou fee,
‘¢ Figaro, that another Cow be fent him, left his
““ Fam:ly {hould be ftarved—The next.”

Loublefee.  Marcelina-Jane - Maria - Angelica-
Mutkacio, Spinfter, Plaintiff, againft—(70 Figaro)
Here’s no {urname !

Figare, Anonymous.

Guzman. Ano-o-opymous—I1 never heard the
Name before !

Doublefee. Agzinft Figaro Anonymous. What
Profeffion ?

Figare. Gentieman.

Count. Gentleman !

Figaro. 1 might have been born a Prince, i
Heaven had pleafed.

Diublefee.  Agamnft Figaro Anonymous, Gen-
tleman, Defendant. The Queltion before the
Court relates to a promife of Marriage ; the Parties
have retained no Council, contrary to the ancient
and eftablihed praltice of Courts.

Figaro. 'What occafion for Council? A race of
Genileman who are always fo very learned, they
know every thing, except their Briefs | Who info-
lently interrogate Modefty and Timidity, and
endeavour, by confufing, to make Honefty for-
{wear 1tlelf; and, after having laboured for hours,
with all legal prelixity, to perplex {elf-evident
Propofitions, and bewilder the underftandings
of the Judges, fit down as proud as if they had
juft pronounced a Phillipic of Demofthenes—(44d-
dreffing bimfelf to the Court) My Lord, and Gen-
tlemen—The Queftion before the Court 15—

Doublefee. (Interrapting bim ) It is not you to
{peak, you are the Defendantm= Who pleads for
the Plamufl.

Doafior.
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Doltor. 1.

Doublefee. You! A Phyfician turn Lawyer ?~

Figaro. Oh yes, and equally fkilful in both.

Coynt. Read the Promife of Marriage, Do&or.

Gu.man. Re-e-ead the Pro-o-omife of Mar-
riage.

Dottor. (Reads) 1 acknowledge to have receiv-
ed of Marcelina-Jane-Maria- Angelica-Maftachio,
the fum of two theuland Puafters, i the Caftle of
Count Almaviva, which fum [ promife to repay
to the {uid Marcel:na- Jane-Maria-Angelica-Muf-
tachio, ¢nd to marry her. Signed, Figaro. (Ad-
drefling bimfelf to the Count) My Lord, and Gen-
tlemen ! Hem | Never did caule more mcerefting,
more intricate, or in which the Intereft of Man-
kind, their Rights, Properties, Lives and Liber-
ties were more materially invelved, ever claim the
profound Attention of this moft learned, moft ho-
nourable Court, and from the time of Alexander
the Great, who promifed to efpoufe the beauteous
Thaleftrig———

Count. Stop, moft formidable Orator; and ere
you proceed, enquire whether the Defendant does
not conteft the validity of your Deed.

- Guzman. (To rigare) Do you co-onteft the va-
va-va-va-lidity of the Dee-eed ¢

Figare. My Lord and Gentlemen ! Hem ! There
1s in this Cale,either Fraud, Error, Malice, or mif-
chievous Intention, for the Words of the Ac-
knowledgment are, I promife to repay the faid
Marcelina-Jane-Maria-Angelica - Muftachio, the
faid fum of two thoufand Piafters or to marry her,
which is very different.

Dottor. 1 afhrm it:is AND.,
Figaro, 1 athrm 1t 15 OR.
Doftor..- Well, fuppofeit.

F Figaro,
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df{g{ara. No Suppefition, I will have it grant-
ed.

Count, Clerk, Read you the Promife.

Guzinan. Re-e-ead the P-P-P-Promife, D-D-D-
Double-fee.

Doublefee. (Reads) 1 acknowledge to have re-
ceived of Marcelina-Jane-Maria-Angelica-Muf-
tachio, the fum of two thoufand Piafters, in the
Caitle of Count Almaviva, which fum I promife
to repay the faid Marcelina- Jane-Maria-Angelica-
Muftachio, and—or—and—or—or—The Word
15 blotted. _

Doitor. No matter; the fenfe of the Phrafe is
equally clear. This learned Court is not now to be
informed the word or parricle, Or, hath various
fignifications—It means otherwife and either -1t
likewile means defore—For example, in the lan-
glizge of the Poct.

Ur ‘ere the Sun decline the weftern Sky,
"Tis Fate’s decree the Victims all muft de.

Figars. 'This was the language of Prophefy, and
incken of the Doctor’s own Patients.

Couit, ¢ Silence in the Court. -

(rier. ¢ Siience 1n the Court,

Deéior. ¢ Hence then, 1 clearly deduce (grant-
** ing the word to be Or) the Defendant doth
¢ hereby promife, notonly to pay the Plamtff,
““ but marry her defore he pays her—Again, the
* the word Or doth fometimes fignify Wrercfore,
““ as another great and learned Poet hath It,

“ Or how could heav’nly Juftice damn us
¢« all,

¢ YWho ne’er confented to our FKather's
<« Fall?

“ That is wherefore? For what reafon could
heavens
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c« heavenly Juftice do fuch an unjuft thing ? Let
«« ys then f{ubftitute the adverb Wherefore, and the
« intent and meaning of the Promife will be 1n-
e« conteftable ; for, after reciting an acknowledge-
< ment of the debt, it concludes with the remark-
« able wotds, Or to marry her, that is, wherefore;
«¢ for which reafon, out of gratitude, for the Fa-
«« your above done me, [ will marry ber.

Figaro. * Oh moft celebrated Dofor? Mofk
¢ poetic Quibbler !

¢« Hark with what flonnd Impotence he
¢ {peaks,

o« And as his Malice prompts, the Puppet
‘ fqueaks,

¢ Or at the ear of Eve, familiar Toad;
« Half froth, half venom, {pits himfelf

‘“ gbroad
¢ In legal Puns, or Quibbles, Quirks, or
‘¢ Lies,

¢« Or Spite, or Taunts, or Rhymes, or Blal-
¢ phemies.

¢ What think you we know not Quotations, and
« Poets, and Ands, and Ors, and Whys, and

“ Wherefores.

¢ What Drop o» Noftrum, can {uch Plagues
¢ remove,

¢¢ Or which muft end me, a Fool’s Wrath
—¢ Or Love?

(Pointing firft to the Doiaory atd then to Marceling. )
“ We have neither forgot our Reading nor our
¢ Syntax, but can ealily tranflate a dull Knave 1nto
“ a palpable Fool—” My Lord, and Gentlemen,
You hear his Sophifms, Poetical, aud Conundrums,

Grammatical.
F 2 Count:
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Count. Yes, yes, we hear

(Count and the Counfellors vife and confult together,)

Antonio, ’'m glad they have put anend to your
prating.

Marcelina. Their Whifperings and wife Grimaces
forebode me no good. That Sufan has corrupted
the chier Judge, and he 15 corruptng all the
others.

Doffor. Tt looks devilith like i,

(The Count and Conafellors vefuine their feats.)

Doublefee. Silence 1n the Court,

Crier. Silence 1n the Court.

Count, The judgment of the Court is, that
fince the validity of the promife of Marriage 1s
not well eftablifhed, Figarois permitted to difpofe
of his Perfon,

Figaro. Tne Day’s my own.

Marcelina. 1 thought how 1t would De,

Couzi. But as the Acknowledgement clearly ex-
prefles the words, HWoich [um 1 pivinife 1o pay
ib2 [aid Marcelina - Fane - Maria - Angelica - Muj-
iachio, o to mariy bery the faid Figaro ftands
condemned to pay the two thoufand Piafters to
the Plaintiff, or marry her 1n the courfe of the
Day.

Figaro. I'm undone !

Maricelina. 1 am happy !

Count. And 1 am revenged !

Antonio. Thank your noble Lordfhip! Molft

humbly thank your noble Lordfhip!—Ah ha![’'m
glad thou art not to marry my Niece! I'll go and
tell her the good news ! (Exit.)

Crier. Clear the Court.
(Exennt Guards, Counfellors, and Vaffels,

Maﬁ_eﬂt
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Manent Don Guzman, Figaro, Marceline and Dr.

Figaro. *Ths this Furze-ball, this Fungus of a

Prefident that has loft me my Caule,
Guzwan. 1a F-F-Furze-ball and a F-F-Fungus !

Figaro. (Sits down dejefied) 1 will never marry
her.

Guzman. Thou mu-uft ma-arry her,

Figaro.What ! Without the Confent of my noble
Parents ? |

Count, (Returning) Where are they ? Who are
tiﬁey ?——He will f1ll complain of injuftice—Name
taem.,

Figaro. Allow me time, my Lord—I muft firft
know where to find them, and yet it ought not to be
long, for I have been feeking them thefe five
Years. .

Doéter. What! A Feundling !

Figaro. No Foundling, but ftolen from my Pa-
Tents,

Cennt, Poh! This 1s too palpable.

(Exit Count )

Figaro. Had I no other Proof of my Birth than
the precious Stones, Ring, and Jewels found upon
me, thefe would be {ufficient—>but I bear the
Mark e (He is5 going to fbew bis Arm.)

Marceling. Of a Lobfter on your left Arm.

Figaro. How do you know that?

Marceling, “Tis he himfelf !

Figara. « Yes, its me myfelf,”

Marcelina. >'1is Fernando !

Doflor. Thou wert ftolen away by Gypfies.

Figarg. By Gyplies |—Oh Doctor, if thou can’lt
but reftore me to my illuftrious Pareats, ¢ Moun-

I 2 ¢ taing
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v tains of Gold will not {ufhciently fpeak their
€ grautuge.”
Doafior. Benold thy Mother.
( Bointing to Marcelina.)
Figaro. Nurfe, you mean !
DGFGJ’ . Thy DW"] Mother!
f;é;{'rt?. E}L“lam !
Mercelina. And there behold thy Father,
| (Pointing to the Dolfor.)
Fizaro. He, my Father ! Oh Lord! Oh Lord !
Oh i.ord! (Stainps about.)
Guzimar. (f'/;fb great wisdoi) It will be no m-m-
match—:ihat’s evi-dent.
Marceling. Haft thou not felt Nature pleading
‘i’v'u.ﬂ’ﬁ fu&_, at {: Tf tof me ?
Fizgro. Never,
Marceliza. This was the fecret caufe of all my
Fondnefs for thee.
Figaro. No doubt—And of my averfion—In-
ftinct is very powerful,
ﬁf’rrw"""z}a Come to my arms, my dear, my long
jefv Child, (Figao oid Marceling embrace, the
Doifor leans againft the Benthes.)

Ester ANTONIO and SUSAN.,

(Tte latier ruus to find the Count)

Sufan. (In great Agitation) Oh, where is my
ord ¢ Here 1» the Maoney to pay Marcelina with !
he Port.,on which my noble and generous Lady

as given me !

./f.rzt&fizo (pulling Sufen, and pointing to Figaro,
who kifles Mearcelinag.) Here ! here ! Look
this w av’ (cufan, at fecing them embrace becowes
]d?‘f&!’.ﬁ' end is Loty away, Ligaro runs and Z:rzms_

ber hack.)

Tl_.] L"'*J

Figa m.-.
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Figaro. Stop, ftop, my Sufan.

Sufan. 1 have feen enough—=Since you are fo
fond of her, pray marry her.

Figaro. Thou art miftaken,
Sufan. No, I am not miftaken.
(Gives bim a flap in the face.)
Figaro. (Rubbing bis Cheek) ¢ 'Uhis is Love—
« Pfhaw ! Prithee come hither, look at that La-

¢ dy—How doft thou like her ?
Sufan. ¢ Not at all,

Figaro. * Well faid Jealoufy, {he does not

“ mince the Matter.”
Moarceling. Dear Sufan, this, thisismy Son!

Figaro. ¢ Yes, they wanted me to marry my
<« Mother,”

Antonio.  Your Mother !——=It is not long
4 {INCE e

Figaro. < I have known it—True”

Marrelma Yes, my deareft Sufan, embrace thy
Mother—Thy Mother, who will love thee dearly.

Sufan. And do you confent I fhall have my Fi-
0aro ?

Mareeling. Willingly, (Sufan runs and kiffes ber)
Here, my Son, here 1s the Promife.

(Gives him the Paper.)
Sufan. And here is the Portion.

(Gives bim a Pyrfe of Mongy.)

Figaro. ¢« My manly Fride would fain make me

¢¢ rettrain -my tears, buc they flew 1n {pite of me—
“ Well, let 'em ! Let ’em fow ! Joys like thefe

¢ never come twice in one’s Life ! Oh, my' Mo-
- % ther, Oh, my Sufan!”

(Toey all three enibrace, weeping.)
Guzman. (weeping.) What a Foo-00-00l am {!

L-L-Look, if 1 don’t k-k-k-~cry as well as-the befk
of ’em.

Ligara. (40 the Doffor) My Father.
F 4 Doéte
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Dosfor. Keep oft ! I difclaim thee!

Antonto. VVhy then, if you are his F ather, you
are a Turkifh Jew, and no Chriftian Father.

Do&or. A Knave that tricked me of my Ward,
cheated me of my Money, and now has been
turning my Wifdom into ridicule.

Sufan. And are not you, being a wife Man,
proud to have a Son wifer than yourfelf ?

Dotor. No—I would have no one wiler than
mylelf.

Antenio. Come, come, look you, I am ¢ a good
¢ Catholic, and” an old Caftilian, therefore, un-
lefs your Father and Mother become lawinl Man
and Wife, I will never confent to give you my
Niece. No, no, the fha’n’t marry a man who is
the child of Nebody, neither.

Guzman. Here’s an old Fool -—The Child of
Nobody, Ha! ha! ha! (Laugbs flupidly, and ther
affummes great Wifdom) Hav’n’t you lived long
enough to know that every Child muft have a Fa-
there

Llar¢cling, ¢ Confider, good Doctor, your Pro-
¢ mife, if ever our Child was round.

Dotior. ¢ Plhaw !

Alarceling. < And here 1s 2 Son you {urely need
¢ not be zthamed of.

Sufan. *“ An my dear Pappa !

Figarg. ¢ My generous, worthy Father.

(Sufen firokes bis Cleek, Figaro kneels, and Marceling

coaxes bim.)
Stfan, ¢ Youdon’t know how we will all love
5 you. ~.

Marcelina. © What care we will take of you,

Figars. * How happy we will make you.

Dosior. * Good Dcétor, dear Pappa, generous
“ Father! (Burfts out a crying) See,if I am not even

¢ a greater
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# 3 greater Foo-00-00l than Mr. Prefident! (Gauz-
s man faggers back ot the Dollor's Compliment)
« they mould me like Douph, lead me like a
«« Child, (Marcelina, Sufan, and Figaro tofify their
«“ Yoy by tleir Aciions.) Nay, nay, but I hav'nt
¢ yet faid yes.

Sufan. ¢ But you have thought yes, :

Marcelina. *° And look’d yes.

Figaro. < Come, come, we muft be quick 5 let
¢ ys run and find the Count, otherwife he will in-
¢ vent fome new pretext to break off the Match.

(Exeunt Dollor, Marcelina, Figaro and Sufan.)

Manent Don GUZMAN.

Guaman. < A greater Foo-o0o-0o0l than Mr.
¢« Prefident '—The People in this Houfe are truly
¢ yery ftupid and ill bred.” (Exit.)

End of ACT III,
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A C T IV.
SCENE, 2 large Saloon.

FIGARO ard SUSAN, both joyons.

Figaro. (Y HE has converted her Dotor at laft

—They are to be married, and thefe
{o late 1mplacable Enemies are now become our
deareft Friends.

Sufan. What unexpe&ed Happinefs!

Figaro. Chance, my Sufan—All the effect of
Chance— Yefterday, without a Relation in the
““ World 1 could claim, to-day, behold me re-
¢ ftored to my Parents—True it is, they are
“ peitner lo rich nor fo right honorable, {o be-
¢ laced nor betitled as my imagination had
“ painted them—DBut that’s all one, they are
“ mine”—I may truly be called both a Chance
Ciaild, and a Child of Chance—By Chance was [
begot, by Chance brought into the World, by
Chance was I flole, by Chance am I found, by
Chance have I lived, and by Chance I fhall die
—Chance is Nature’s Sovereign, and muft be
mine.

Sufan. Yes, and by Chance thou mayft come
to be hang’d. (Laughs.)

Figaro. Or thou to be an Emprefs—Neither of
them are impoflible~He, the Conqueror, whofe
Ambition ravages the Earth, and whofe Pride
eats up Natons, 1s not lefs the fport of Chagcc

tnan
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than the blind Beggar who is conducted by

his dog.

Szc/(m Ha, ha, ha!—Prithee leave thy Philo-
fophy, and—

Figaro. And think of that other blind begoar,
Love—DMoft willingly, my Angel. (Kiffes be;

Sufan, Pooh, FPoch '—-—-That was not what 1
meant,

Figaro. Rather fay 1t was not half thy mean-
ing, or thy meaning ill exprefed. (Kiffes hfr again.)

Sza]mz. Ah, Pigaro! Were this fondnefs, thLic
days but durable—

Figaro, Durable !—Iron and Adamant—No,
may millions of imaginary Gallants wrack my
heart and decorate my—

Sufan. *¢ No rhodomantade, Figarc—Tell me
#¢ the fimple trueh,

Figaro. ¢ By the trueft of all Truths I fwear—

Sufan, ¢ Fruelt of Truths e Are there various
% kinds of Truths then?

Figaro. *¢ No doubt.

Sufan. ¢ Fie !

Figaro. “There are Truths that may be fpoken :
“ fuch as the Peccadillos of a poor Rafcal!
““ Truths that may not be {poken: fuch as the
“ Robberies of a rich Rafcal—There are your
* Traths comprehenfible : fuch as that two and two
““make four ; and your Truths incomprehenfible :
““‘{uch as that two and two make five—Then
“ there are your Tradefman’s Truths, which hza
* retails to his Cuftomers, your Lover’s Truths,
““ which he pours wholefale into his Miftrefs’s
“ ear—Your Courtier’s Truths, on which he feeds
“ his Dependants and Parafites—Your Court of
** Law, or Kifs-the-Book Truths, which are the
* daily fupport of a2 va# number of very honeft

6 peOP!@
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f

<t ple—There are alfo your phyfical and meta.
¢ phyfical Truths—Yourold Truths and your new
¢« Truths—Your heterodox ana orthodox Truthg
<« Y our Mahometan Truths, your Jewith Truths,
% and your—other kind of truths, concerning
¢« which "there never was nor cver will be any
<« doubt—Not to mention vour Truths 7z fathion:
¢« {uch. as that Idlenefs, Ignorance, Diflipation,
<« Gaming and Seduction are the requifites of a
¢« Gentleman—And your Truths gzt of fafhion:
¢t {uch as that Gentlenefs, Obedience, (conomy,
¢ and connubial Love are the requifites of a Gex-
§¢ Hewoman.

Suizz, ¢ 1 find by your account of the matter,
<« Figaro, that poor Truth, like a Lottery Ticket,
«« 35 {o divided and fub-divided, fo halved, quar.
¢t tered, cut, carvd, {plit and Ipliced, 1t 15 no
¢¢ where entire to be found.

Figaro, “ No where.

Sufzi. <€ And moreover, that what s Truth to-
¢¢ cday may be a Lie to-morrow.

Figarg. <¢ May be ! Mufl be.

Sufan. ¢ Confequently, that in lefs than twen-
< ty-four hours, my very tender fubmiffive, ardent
¢« [Lover may be metamorphofed into an arbitrary,
¢¢ cold, havghty Hufband.

Figaro.  impofiible I—Impoflible, my Sufan !
<< As it 1s for thee, my gentle, kind, and beau-
“ teotis Bride, to be transtormed 1nto an 1ll-tem-
¢ perad, extravagant flatternly Wife.

Sufain. ¢ 1underfland thee”—Well, Well—We
will endeavour to convert the iron Bands of
Moztrimony 1into a flowery Wreath which Love
fhail teach us to bear lightly and joyoufly through

Life,

Figzzra.
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Figaro. Aye, and thus live a happy Exception
rothe eftablithed ufage of a mad World.

Sufan. But prithee, who is to go difguifed and
meet the Count ?

Figaro. Who ?>—Nobody—Let him wait and
fret, and bite his Nails—I never meant thou
thouldft go.

Sufon. 1 aflure thee I never had any inclination.

Figaro. ¢ Is that the real Truth, Sufan ?”

Sufan, What ! Thinke{t thou I am as learned
« a5 thou art? And that I keep feveral {orts of
e Truths 2’

Figaro. (With fond Vivacity). And doft thou
love me ¢

Sufan. (Tenderly). Too much, Idoubt.

Figaro. Ah!—That’s but little.

Sufann. How !

Figaro, In Love’s Creed, too much i1s not even
enough,

Sujan, 1 underftand nothing of this over-refine-
ment, but I feel I fhall love my Hufband moft
heartilv,

Figaro. Keep thy word, and put our modern
Wives to the blufh,

Sufan, Afford them a fubjedt to laugh and point
at, thou mean’fl.

Enter the COUNTESS.

Countefs. Wherever you meet One of them, be
certain you fhall find a Pair. [They falute the
Countefs )~The Bridefmen and Maids wait for you,
Figaro,

Figaro, T will take my excule in my hand—
(Going o lead out Sufan)—Few offenders can plead

{o charming a one.

Countefse No, no; flop Sufan: 1 want you—
| She
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She thall come prefently. (Exit Figaro). —Well,
Sulan, the time approaches, we muit prepare for
the Ref}df*z“«ms

u:.ﬁm. ¢ I mufl not EO, madhm, F]UEH'O 15 UNe
 willing.

Couniefs. (Angry). ¢ Figaro l—Figaro 1s not fo
‘¢ i*cmp :Jous when a Marrizge-portion 1s 1n quel-
“ tion—1 hat’s a poor Pretence; you are forry
¢ vou pave toid the truth, and dilcovered the
¢ [ntentions of the Count.—Go, go—I1 am not to
« be {o deceived. (Goiug).

Suian. (Caicking beld of ker and kueeling). ¢ A,
«« Madam ! Let me conjure you to.hear me, to
e pﬂrufm me.——How can you think me capa-
«“ ble of deceiving fo good, fo liberal a Lady,
¢ wiole buLﬁtl“‘i I have fo often felt‘-——-—Oh
““ 5oy it is becaulfe I have promifed Figaro.

Conittefs. (Mildly el Smiling). *¢ Rife—~Hafl
© rhou’ fomm Glly Girl, that 1t 1s T who am
“ to go and not thee, —-—-(Kfﬁs her forebead ,—But
«« __T was too hafty.

Sufan. ¢ My dear, my generous Miftrefs.”

Countsfv. And what is the place of Rendezvous :

Sufen. The Pavilion in the Garden.

Countefs. There are two, |

Sufzir. Burt they are oppolfite.

Couriejs True—At what hour ?

Sufzz. 1 don’t know.

Countefs. That muft be fixed—Sit down, take
the -pen and wrlte—--(S:{/axz Jits dowﬁ, the Cotintefs

diftates)

¥

-‘

A NEW SONG,
To the Tune of,
T he Twwitight paft, the Bell bad toll'd.

Stfai. (Writes). New fong—Tune of—Bell had
toll’d — VW hat next, Madam ¢
| Countefs,

o
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Oountefs, Doflt think he will not underftand
thee ?

Sufuin. (Looking archly at the Countefs). Very
truc—( Foldivg up the Letier)—But here is neither
Wax nor Wafer.

Countefs. Faften it with a Pin, and write on the
direCtion, Return the Seal. (Smiling.)

Sufan, (Loughs) The Seal l—(Gets up.)—This is
not quite fo ferious as the Commiffion juft now
Was.

Countefs. (Sighs). Ah, Sufan.

Sufan. 1 bave never a Pin,

Countefs. Take this. (Gives ber one which faftened

the Page’s rivand to ber breaft ; it falls.)

Sufan. (Pécking up the riband) This is the Page’s
riband, Madam.

Countefs. Wouldft thou have me let him wear
it? It will do for Agnes; I will givedt her the
firft Bouquet the prefentsme. (Fuft as the Countefs

has [a'd this, Agncs and a troop of young
Maidens, among them 1be Page, in_ girl's
cloaths, en:er with nofegays f.r the Countefs,
who infiantly pu's the riband in her Pocket,
with an evident wifb, by ber looks and ation,
1o preferve il.) _

Countefs. (Looking at the Page) What pretty
maiden 1s this?

Agnes. A Coufin of mine, Madam, that we have
Invited to the Wedding.

Countef[s. Well, then, as we can wear but one
nofegay, let us do honour to the Stranger (Takes
the Nofegay from the Page, and kiffes bis forebead.~—
Afide to Sufan) Don’t you think, Sufan, fhe refem-
bles amazingly—(Stops fhort, and looks at Sufan).

Sufan, Amazingly, indeed, Madam !

. .Page.
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Page. (Afide) What a precious kifs! I feel ig
here. (Putiing bis band on bis beait.)

Enier the Count, and Antonio with a bat in bis band,

. Antouio. (As be enters) Yes, yes, my Lord, I'm
certain it was him. The rakith licdde Rafcal 15 dif-
guifed among the Girls. I found his new hat and
cockade here—hid in a bafket, (T#e Countefs and
Sufan furprifed, look ot the Page, and then at each
other. The gi:ls furscand and endeovonr to bide Han-
nibals Antonio fecks aimong them). Ay, ay, here he
1s—here he is. (Antonio takes off bis cap, and puts on
bis bat) There, my Lord ! There’s a pretty, modeft
Virgin for you!

Ceuit.  Well, my Lady !

Conntefs. Well, my Lord '—1I am as much fur-
prized as you can be; and, I affure you, not lefs
vex’d.—At prefent, however, 1t 1s time to tell you
the whole Truth. This young gentleman (Pointing
{0 1b¢ Page) was hid in my Drefling-room.—We
attempted a Joke, which thele Girls have put
practice.

Ceunt. But wherefore hide him from me ?

Countefs. Becaufe, my Lord, when your Paffions

are predominant, you are'incapable of either lifien-
ing to or believing the Truth.

Connt. (s fide) Muft 1 for ever be difturbed,
haunted, and bewitch’d thus by this beardlefs Boy?
(Turning with great wrath towards the Page) What
1s the rcafon, Sir, you have not obeyed my Com-
mands ?

Page. (Draws back frightened, ond takes off hbis
bat) My-my-my Lord, I itaid to teach Agnes the
Love fcene {he 15 to play in the Comedy this even-

ANg.
g =

Agness
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Agnes. (Sieps forward) Ab, my Lord, when you
come to my room, you know, and want to Kkifs
me—

Connt. 11 (The Countefs remarks his embarraff-

ment, Su'an laughs fileitly, and wmakes
Signs to the Countefs).

Agnes. Yes,my Lord ! You {ay to me, My pretty
Agnes, if you will but love me, I will give you
any thing you wifh. to have 3 now, my Lord, if you
will give me IHannibal for a aufband, I will love
you with all my heart. =

Countefs. You hear,my Lord !—Has not the fim.
plicity of this Child’s confefhion, as artlefs as the
ore I have this moment made, {uticiently jufltified
my Conduét * And donot circumitances prove, how
injurious your Sufpicions have been, and how well
founded mine ? (Comint bows to the Countefs.)

Antonio. You fee, my Lord, what a giddy young
thing it 1s.

Count. And very loving too.

Aitonio. Her mother, as every body knows, was
juft fuch another.

Eunter F1G AR Q.

Figaro., Come, my pretty Mawdens, come.
(Turns to the Count) While you keep the Laffes
here, my Lord, we can netther begin our Pro-
cefiion nor our Dances.

Count. (Gravely putting on bis bat) \Why furely,
Sir, you don’t intend to dance.

Figare. Why not, my Lord? A

Count, What! With a burt in your ancle.?

Figaro. Oh! Is thatall »—1t pains me a little,
i be fure; but that’s a tnifle—Come Guils,

G Couint,
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Count. (Turning bim back) You were very tucky
to lignt upon {uch foft ground.

Figaro. Exceedingly, my Lord :=—Come Lafles,

Anionio. (Turming bim back oit the other fide) And
tnen vou double yourfelf up, when you take a
leapr Yer, like a Cat, you fall on your feet,

Figaro. What then f-~—Come Gir—

Count, But how unhappy the poor Youth will be
about his Commifhion,

Figaro. What 15 the meaning of all this, my
Lord ? |

Antoiio. (Bringing the Page forward) Do you
know this bafhful young Lady ?

Figaro. The Devil! Hannibal |-—(A4fide.) Well,
and what Riddle has he to propound ?

Coxnt. No Riddle, Sir, but a fimple matter of
faCt:—He affirms, it was he who jump’d out of the
window.

Figaro. Does he f—Well, if he fay fo, I fuppole
1t 1s {o.

Count. How ! What two at a time ?

Figaro. Two? Twenty! Why not, my Lord?
One theep begins, and the reft naturally follow:
(Flour fly of Maufic withont) Come, come, my merry
Maidens, don’t you hear the mufic? Quick,
quick, run, run, run.

(Excuint Sufan and Figaro, with treGirls )

Count. (7o the Page) Harkee, little Rafcal, be-
cone, inftantly; put off your Petticoats, and don’t
itir out of your room the reft of the day.—Take
care, dir, I don’t meet you again.

Psge. (Putting on bis hat) No matter—1I bare
away that upon my forehead, which would com-
penfate for an age of imprifonment  (Exit joyoufly).

Count. (Looks af ihe Counefs, who recollefls the
Fifs fae bad juft gvci the Fage) His forehead! What

15
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is it he bears away fo triumphantly upon his fore-

head?
Countefs. (Embarrafled) A—His Officer’s hat,

I fuppofe. Every new Bauble pleafes a Child.
(Going.)

Count. The Procefhon 1s coming, will not your
Ladyfhip ftay and be a witnels of your Favourite’s

happinefs ?
Countefs. As your Lordfhip pleales.

( Enter the Proceffion of the two Weddings, A March
s played 5 Doclor Bartholo and Maycelina are preceded

by Cryer of the Court, Guards, Double-fee, Counfellors,

Don Guzman ; after them come Antonto, Figaro,
and Sufan, followed by the Bridefmen and Maids, and a
troop of Dancers. They allfalute the Count and Countefs
as they pafs; and after making the tour of the flage,
.dntom'opnjfénrs bis Niece to the Count ; Szf/an kneels,
one of the Bridemaids gives the Count the nuptial Cap 3
and Sufan, while the Count is placing it on ber head,
plucks bim by the cloak, and [hows him the Note fhe
bad jufl before written.  He pretends to keep adyufling
the Cap, and [lily reaches to take the Note, which be
inflantly claps 1n bis bofom, having previeufly unbut-
toned bimfelf for that purpofe. H'hils this is tranfailing
a Caflanct-Dance 15 performed.  As foon as Sufan
rifesy, fhe purpofely places berfelf befire the Countefs,
to encourcge the Count to read the Note, who accord-
wngly fleps forward, 1s going to epen 1t, and pricks his
Singer qwith the Piny <which be plucks eut and throws
angrily on the floor.)

Count. Thefe Women and their curft Pins.
Eigaro. (Afide to bis Motber jaughng) The Count
has received a Billet-doux from fome pretty Girl,
sealed with a2 Pin! ‘This 1s a new fathion, which
hedoesnotfeem toadmire. (The Count reads :he Note,
is exceedingly pleafed, folds it up again, and
reads on ibe outfide, * Return ihe Scal,” be
G 2 prelends
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preends to walk cavelefsly about 1he fage, b
15 cll the whilz looking eariefily for :b- pin be
bad thrown awey, whch be af /ﬂ_ﬂ Jinds, picks
up aud fiicks upon bis Skeve.) +
Figara. (To bis Mober) Every thinn' Is precious
that appertains to a beloved ob]e& He picks up
tne very Pin, veu fee. (ﬁW this while Sz;fm and the
‘Couin'e[s remark whe is paffing with langh:er,
and private looks and gefiuies.)
Cozniejs. (Rifing) Come with me, Sufan, We
thal lfoon be back, my Lord, (4fde 10 Sufan) Let

Y

us make hafte and ezxchanwe drefics.

(Exeunt Couitels and Sufan.
Cricrs ¢ Guards! Guards!-—This way, Guards!
(Places ibe Guards at ibe doory runs up 1o bz
““ Coanr) My Lord, here’s Mr. Bafil coming, my
¢ Lord, with the whole Village at his heels, be-
¢ caufe he has been finging all the way he went.

Figaro. * Orp-?-.:&us and the Brutes. But I'll make
““ mim change his Tune.

Eizer BASIL finginz, followed by BOUNCE,

Count. So, Mir. Bafil, what 1s vour wiliand plea-
{fure?

Bafil. *¢ Atter having fulfilled your Lordfhip's
commands, by a'nuﬁnﬂ' this honelt Gentle-
“¢ man

Bounce. ¢ Ne, my Lord? I affirz yeur Lord-
¢¢ fhie he has nor amuled me in the leaft,

Bafil. I now return to enforce my ciaims on
¢ Marcelina.,

Fizare. ¢ Look you, Sir—Should you venture

““ but to calt one look, or approach one fiep nearer
¢ that Lady

"y
L

Z: 80100
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Doclor. ¢ Let him fpeak, Figaro, let him fpeak.,

Guziman, “ Oh f-f-fie!—What {-f-friends | —

Figaro. ¢ I difclaim fuch friendfhip.

Bafil. © And I<—=KError in Judgment, Mr.
Prelident.

Figaro. ¢ He!—A Street-corner Ballad-Bawler !

Bafil. ¢ As good, at leaft, as a Barber-Surgeont

Figaro. ¢ Who hafhes up a dinner out of Horfe-
¢ hair and Catgut !

Bafil. ¢ Who has hungrily devoured Razors and
¢ Hones, and fed half his life upon Froth! (Tmitates

beating up a Lath:r.)

Figaro. “ The high Prieft of Pimps!

Bafil. ¢ The vile Drudge of Intrigue!

Figaro. ¢ Execrated by thofe he ferves!

Befil. ¢ GGulled by his own Cunning!

Figaro. * So great a Fool, Knavery “itfelf cannot
« make him thrive!

Bafil. ¢ So ftupid, he never yet could invent a
“ probable Lie!

Datiar. } Hold, hold.

Guzman. §

Figara. © A Pedantic!

B-fil. <€ Pert!

Figaro. © Prepofterous!

Bafil, ¢ Pragmatical!

Figaro. ¢ Braying!

Bafil. ¢ l.op-eared!

Figaro. ¢ Als'!

Count. ¢ How now !—Is this all the Refpelt yeu
“ {hew ¢ —

Bafil. ¢ You hear, my Lord, how he infults me!
““ When, 1t 1s well known, there 1s not, in all Andae
¢¢ lufia, a more eminent!

Fizaro. < Empty!
Bafil, < Able!

G 3 Figaro,
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Figaro. *° Abjet!

Bafil. ¢¢ Mufician!

Figaro. ¢ Miicreant!

Bafil. ¢ Isthis to be borne ?

Figcro. *¢ Whofe countenance prophecies of
¢ Pillories, Scaffol ds, and the firetching of Hemp;
¢¢ and whoie whole appearance 1s a continual Me-
¢ mento of public Calamity, Plague, Peftilence,
¢ and Famine;-—A Mifericordia, Sackcloth-and-
¢¢ athes Knave ;—A Scape Goat, that looks like a
¢ Jew in the yellow Jaundice. (Dofior Baribolo and

Den Guzman prevent Bafil from falling upen
Figaro.)

Count. * Do you think this proper, Mr. Figaro?

Figaro. *“ Why not, my Lord ?—Let him liften
¢ to Truth, fince he 1s too Poor to pay Parafites
$¢ and Luiars.

Count. < Silence, Sir '—Let us hear, Mr. Bafil,
¢ yhat you have to fay.

Bafil. < (Compofing bisnfelf) 1 demand the hand
« of Marcelina, my Lord, who promifed to
¢ marry me.

Mascelina, © On what condition was this pro-
‘¢ mife made ?

Befil. ¢« That I fhould adopt your loft Son,
¢ if ever you fhould be happy enough to
® find him.

Marcelina, ¢ Well,

Dotter, ¢ He 1s found,

Bofl. ¢ YWhere 1s he ?

Docior. ¢ Here he ftands. (Pointing to Figaro)s

Guziai. * The-e-e-ere he ftands.

Bafil, « He!—Oh, my curft Stars !

Guzmai. ¢ 1)o you re-e-nounce your pre-¢-ten-
f¢ tions to his de-e-ear Mother ?

Bafil,
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Bafil. *¢ Renounce '—As T would renounce the
« Pevil and all his Works.

Figaro. ¢© What ! Renounce your beft Friend ?
« But rthat’s like your Rogue’s tricks.

Bafi!, ¢¢ 1 will not live under the {fame roof
« with him—I would rather even quit the {er-
« yice of my Lord,

Fgaro. * Don’t be uneafy, 1 fhan’t trouble you
« long —Reftored to my Parents, and married to
« my Sufan, [ fhall retire and live in Peace.

Count. < (Afide) And 1 fhall retire to meet my
¢ Miltrefs.

Guzman. ¢ So every body is fa-a-tisfied.”

Count. Let the marriage Contrats be prepared,
and [ will Gign them,

Figaro. Thanks, gracious Lord,

Bounce. And I will go and prepare the Fire-
works in the Garden, near the Pavilion.

Count. (Returning) Who, pray Sir, gave you
thole Orders —The Countefs is too much indil-
pofed to come out; let them, therefore, be played
off in front of the Caftle, facing her Windows—
(A4fide)~The Rafcal was going to fet fire to my
Place of Rendezvous! (Eweunt).

Manent FIGARO and MARCELINA.

Figaro. How attentive he is to his Wife.

Marcelina. *¢ It 1s neceflary”—My dear Figaro,
“ 1 fhould undeceive thee refpecting my former
‘“ falfe accufations of Sufan—Bafil has always told
“ me fhe obftinately refufed to liften o the
““ Count’s Overtures, and” 1 am both forry and
athamed to have excited thy Jealoufy,

Figaro,
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Fizero. Oh, be under no apprehenfions, my
6&*1‘ Muther;  Jealouly is the foolith Child of

Pride, the Diieafe of a Madman—My Philofc.
pm s invulnerable to 1S pmfonous Arrows.
(Fizare turnsand fees ngfzs'.r ift bebind Fony comins
aswi the Staze).—So! What you have been liften-
g, my little inquifitive Coufin?

Agres, Oh, no; they teil me that 1s not
poiit

E'?:zf'o. Then what’s vour errand ?—He is not

her

|

f"b

(r

725, YWhHO !

Fz:ma Hanpibal.

z:i’g,,us. Oh, 1 know that very well—I know
where he is-—-I want my Coufin Sufan,

Fizars. Ave!—And what do you want with
her :

Aimzs. Not much 5 only to give her a Pin.

B“z'ra (Staris) A Pin ! (“tndwﬂ‘ cbout in gveas
afz”c’f') A Pin!—And how dare yeu, you litile
Hufley, undertake fuch Meflages P—What ! Have
you IE'irm your trade a]reddv p——( Marceling maokes
a fzn to Figaro, who recclles bimfeif, aud endea-
oS to aifzuif. bis fee!zrg.f)——Come come, my
preuty Coulin, qon’t be frighten’d, I was but in
joke—1 1—1—I know all about ity 1ts a Pin that
my Lord has fent by yvou to Sufan,

zgzes. Since you Know {o well, why need you
aix 12 then ;

Fizere, (Coaxing) Only to hear what my Lord
fﬂlu when he fenc thee on this errand.

es. Here, {aid he, here, my pretty little

_’i.:':nn:, take this Pin to thy Coulfin Sumn, and

teli heor s he Seal of the new dong about the
'T‘ ] qf‘ r-'r'l,
L whigat and the -Pavilion.

T~ " Y L
JIENFC. DO L€
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Agiess The Pavilion —And take great care, faid
he, that nobody fees thee.

Figaro. Well, well, I was but joking; go and
execute thy Meflage faithfully, ex::Eﬂy as my
Lord bade thee. |

Agnes. Law ! My Coufin takes me for a Ninny,
I believe. (Exit fkipping).

Figaro. So, my Mother !

Marcelina. Seo, my Son !

Figaro. Here’s a fweet Daughter!—A delightful
Bride!—And will be a moft virtuous Wife | mmem
(Walking up and dotoin with great ayitation)——A.
falfe—Deceitful—I’'m happy, however, I have
found her out—I will detect, expofe, and abandon
her!

Marcelina. Nay, but gently, my Son, gently;
recollect that Jealoufy is the difeafe of 2 Madman,
and that your Philofophy 1s invulnerable.—Fie !
fie I=Al] this paffion about a Pin!

Figaro. A Pin that has wounded me to the
heart —Didn’t we {ce the Count pick it up?

Marceling. We did {fo; but how can we tell
whether fhe means to deceive thee or him ?—Art
thou {ure fhe will go to the Rendezvous; and
wilt thou condemn her without hearing her?

Figaro. 1 am forry—I am a Fool—And yet!—
It fhe thould be falfe!

Marcelina. Nay, but my dear Figaro

Figaro. Well, well; I will be calm—Yes, my
amorous Count, you will at leaft meet with {ome-
body you don’t expe&t—If you do not make
hafte we fhall be at the Pavilion as foon as your
Lordthip ! (Exennt),

The End of ACT 1V,
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A C T V.

SCENE, the Garden,

Iish walks of cut trees i the back ground, and twe
Pavilions, oune on cach fide of the flage.

Enierr AGNES. (A4 lanthorn iz one hand, and

Jwo cakes and an orange in the other)

HE Pavilion to the left? Ay, that’s it.—

But it he fhould not come foon !|—He has
not half learnt me my part yet—Poor thing, he
hasn’t eat any thing all day; and the crofs, good-
for-nothing Cook would not give me a morfel for
him ; fo I was obliged to afk the Butler for thefe
Czkes and this Orange :(—It coft me a good kifs on
the cheek, but I know who'll repay—Qh dear,

here’s {fomebody coming [—

Enter FIGAROQ, difguifed in a red Rocquela?t
Doctor Bartholo, Don Guzman, Bafil, Antonio.
Figaro smagines at firfp Aznes to be Sulan 3 andy as
2t 15 100 dark to [ee, endeavours to follow the found
of ber voice, baving entercd while fbe was fpeak ng.
Asznzs enters the Pavilion on the left.

Figaro. [ was miftaken, ’tis Agnes! (They all
crope dowi the flage till they get vound Fig.ro) What
a clock 151t ?

Antonia
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Antonio. Almoft near the moon’s rifing,

Bafil. What a gloomy night.

Dottor. We look like fo many Confpirators.

Iigaro. You underftand, Gentlemen, why you
are come hither—It 1s to be Witnefles of the Con-
duét of the virtuous Bride I am foon to efpoufe,
and the honourable Lord who has gracioufly be-
ftowed her upon me.

Bafil. (Afide) This will be a precious Revenge.

Doftor. Remember, Figaro, a wife Man has
never any Conteft with the Great; 1t 1s the Battle
of Don Quixote with the Windmills ; they whirl
and dafh you to a Diftance, without once altering
or retarding thetr Courle.

Figara. Rather remember they have not courage
to opprefs any but Cowards.

Doétor. He's mad.

Guzman., Ye-e-es, be 15 ma-a-ad.

Antonio. But what about ?

Bafil. A certain Rendezvous ;—Come this way,
and Pll tell you the whole.

Figaro. Hide yourfelves hereabouts, and come
running the Moment you hear me call,

Doflor. He 1s turning Fool.

Guzman. Ye-e-es, he’s turning foo-00-00l—Stay
and take ca-are of him,

(Exennt.

Manent Figaro and Doctor.

Figaro. ¢ Oh Woman, Woman, Woman ! Incon-

¢ ftanr, weak, deceitful Woman! —But each Animal
“ is obliged to follow the inflinét of its Nature; and

* 1t 1s thine to betray ! What, after {wearing

“ this very Morning to remain for ever Faithful ;

¢ and on the identical Day! The bridal Day!——
Dotlor, ¢ Patience.

a—

Figara.
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Fizero. ¢ 1 even faw her laugh with Delight,
while pe read l*r‘r Bitler ! T hey think them-
fzlves fecure, but perhaps they yvet may be de-
ceived.”—— Ne¢, my very worthy Lord and
xiﬁi":-::rs. vou have pot got bher yet —What! Be-
cue vou are a great Many you fancy yourfelf a
cat Gcmm.-—“ W hich way '—~How came you to
pe the rnich and mughty Count Almaviva? Why
“rruly you gave yourfelt the Trouble to be born!
“* VWhile the ob“"umv in which 1 have been caft
¢ demanded more Aibilities 1o gain a mere Sub.
fificnce than are requifiie to govern Empires,
- And what, mcit nobie Counr, are your Claims
to Dianction, to pompous Titles, and immenfe
<* VWealth, of which you are {o proud, and which,
“« by Accident, yocu poflefs? For which of your
¢t Virtues? Yecur Wifdom? Your (enerofity !
“ Your Juftice :—The Wifdom yvou have ac-
quired confilts 1n vile Arts, to gratify vile
““ Paffions; your Generofity 1s lavifhed on your

¢ hireling Inftruments, but whole Neceffities make
¢ tgf_{_ri_far_ lefs Contempiible than yourfelf; and
< your Juftice is the inveterate Perfecution of
¢t thole wio wae have the Will and the Wit to
¢ refiit vour 17(°.;)1'<'3f4at1r::':1s > But this has ever
been thﬁ‘ PraCiice’ of the /[itle Great; thofe they
cannot degrade, they endeavour to crufh.

Doficr. Be adwim Fizaro—be calm-—there has
ever been a Belpect p?.lci——

Fzaro. To Vice—where 1f 1s not due.~—Shame
iight on them that pay it.

Dsffoi. Confider, he iSmm———

Figaro. A Lora---and [ am---a Man !—Yes, I am
) u\lam, but the nolturnal Spells of that enchantrefs
Woman, foon fhall make me a Monfter. ¢ Why,

“ whatan Afls am I '——fif"'}.mﬂ here the idiot part

of
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% of a (Strikes bis forebead)—a— Huyftand—Altho®
« I ambut half finithed.” (Agnes peer s out of the Pa-
vilion, and atproaches a little way to ] flei. )

Agnes. Is that Hannibal?

DoSio-. 1 hear fomebody ! ( Arnes bears the veice
of the Dollor, and vuns 1n again) 1 will retire, but
if you are wife, you will wait the Iivent patientiy;
your fufpictons may be unjult,—fhould they prove
real, then fhake her from you, as her Ingrantude
deferves. (Exit,

Iigaro. ¢ Ob, how eaiy it 15 for the praver mum-
“ bling Prieft to bid the Wretch on the Rack faffer
& piltlt'[]t]f (Figaro liffens) 1 hear nothing—-all is
““ filent—and dark as their defigns. (}fga.rop.n,.
‘S off bis Requelaure, and thiows it on a Garden-tench)
‘““ Why, what a Defliny 1s mine—Am I for ever
“ doom’d to be the foct-ball of Fortune >—3on of
‘““ | knew not who, floi’n 1 knew not how, and
“ brought up to I knew not what, lying and thiev-
““ ing excepted, I had the fenfe, tho’ voung, to
“ delpife a life fo bafe, and fled mch infernal Tu-
“tors. My Genius, tho” cramp’d, could not be
“ totally fubdued, and [T fpent what little time
‘““ and money 1 could fpare in Boeks and Study.
““ Alas ! 1t was but time and moncy thrown away.
Defolate in the world, unfricnded, unpmu&ed
my poor ftock of knowledge not being whip'd
““Into me by the malculine hic hazc hoc hand of
““ a dchool-matter, 1 could not ger Bread, much
“ lefs Preferment.——Difheartened by the failure
‘““ of all my projedts, I yer had the audacity to at-
“ tempt a Comedy, but as I had the flill greater
‘“ audacity to attack the favorite Vice of the fa-
““ vorite Miftrefs, of the favorite Footman of the
“ favorite Minifter; I could not get it hicenfed.—

“ It happened abowt that time, that the fathionable

“ Queltion ofgfhe day was an enquiry into the real
““ and

be

£
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‘¢ and imaginary Wealth of Nartions; and, as it isnot
«“ neceflary to poflels the thing you write about, I,
¢“ with lank Cheeks, pennnylefs Purfe, and all the
“ fimplicity of a Bov, ora Philofopher, free]ydefcrib-.
< ed the true caules of national Poverty: when fud-
¢ denly I was awaken’d in my bed at Mid-night, and
“ entrufted to the tender care of his Catholic Ma-
< jeftv’s Mirmidons, whole Magic-power caufed
¢“ the heavy caies of an old Caftle to fly open at
“ my approach, where I was gracioufly received,
‘“ lodged, and ornamented, according to the
“ fafhion of the place, and provided with Straw,
¢ and Bread, and Water gratis. My ardor for
«« Liberty {uficiently cool d I was once more turn-
¢ ed adrift into the wide World, with leave to pro-
« vide Straw and Bread and Water for myfelf,
¢« —On this my fecond birth, I found all Madrid
¢ in Raptures, concerning a moft generous Royal
¢« Edi&, lately publithed, in favor of the Liberty of
¢ the Prefs: and I foon learnt, that, provided I
¢ neither {poke of the Wealth of Nations in my
¢ writings, nor of the Government, nor of Religion,
“ nor of any Corporate-Companies, nor offended
 the favorite Mifirefs of the Minilter’s favorite
‘“ Footman, nor faid any one thing which could
< be twifted into a reference, or hint, derogatory to
““ any one Individuzl, who had more powerfulfriends
< than I had, I was at hiberty to write, freely, all,
< and whatever I pleafed, under the mfpe&lon of
¢t fome two or three Cenfors! ——Soon after this,
<< 2 Place happened to be vacant, which required
“ 2 perfon well acquainted with Calculation; I
“ offered my Services; my Abilities were not quef
“ rioned ; [ waited, in anxious expeftation of the E-
< vent, and,mthree days, learnt it had been beftow-
““ ed, two days beiore, upon a Dancing-mafter.—
Perfe-




A COMEDY 08

« Perfecuted by Creditors, tired of ftarving, and
« ynable, through the feeblenefs of Youth to ful-
« tain fo unequal a Struggle, I had the weak-
« nefs, at laft, to fink before Temptation, and fet
« up a Pharaoh Bank. And now, for once, behold
““ the Scene changed! See me equally familiar
¢ with Lordsaswiththeir Lacquies! Every door was
“ open to me! Every hand heldout! But, notwith-
““ ftanding my deflire to be Something in this world,
‘“ my deteftation of the brazen Effrontery, pro-
“ found Ignorance, and infupportable Infolence of
““ thefe fathionable Friends of Nobility was{oinnate
“ that] found I could better endureall the Miferies
“ of Poverty than theDifgrace and Difguft of fuch
“ Society.—Quitting, therefore, with contempt this
““ new Trade,and leaving falfe Shame behind me, as
““ a burthen too heavy for a Foot-paflenger, I once
“ more took up my ftrap and hone, and travelled
“ for employment from Town to Town.—At
“ Seville I found a Lord mad to marry his Mif-
“trefs; my Wit procured him what his could not,
““ 3 Wifey and, in return, he gratefully endeavours
‘“ to Seduce mine—Strange concatenation of cir-
“ cumftance ! My Parents all at once claim me !
“ _Tis he, ’tis the, ’us me, ‘tus—I don’t know
““ who !—I came into the world without my
“ Knowledge, and I fhall go out on’t without my
“ Will; and thus do I continue to torment my-
¢ felf about this Being of mine, without under-
“ ftanding what this Being 1s, what it was, what
“¢ it fhall be, whence it came, where 1t 15, or whi-
“ ther it thall go.—I only know it to be a com-
““ pound of Contradiftions! A little, wife, foolifh
““ Animal, ardent in the purfuit of Pleafure, caprici-
“‘ pus through Vanity, laborious from Neceffiry, but

“ ndolent
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‘¢ indolent bv Choice.  After having exhaufled
‘¢ every Art {or emovmen?, and every Profeffion
¢ for a livelihood IfOLnd my{elf intoxicated by a
¢ heavenly imforl that has vanifb’d at my
¢ approacﬁ' -V ammed '—And 15 1t vamifh’d ¢ —
Oh Sufan ! Sufan ! (Figaro finks melauncholy zfpa;z the

“ gardeir-feat s but being fuddenly rvoujd by g

w01 (e, wraps bimfelf wp in bis Kocguelanre,

Enicr _,Q; Z}, 7i1 f"(‘CrJ OHJ 788 or L.f CJU\WTEQS
and SUSAN, foligw:d by M A& HCEI INA.

Safan. So Figaro is to be here. (In an wuider
vVoIce )
Mu-cclina. He 1s bere.

Sufan. Thus one is come to lay the Springe, and

the other to feize the Game.
Marceliza, 1 will go znd hide myfelf 1 this
Pavilion, where I {hail hear all. (Exit infs the Pa-
vilion on the left.)
Sujan. Ve beain, ( %erk.f louder) If my

L

Lady coes not wan: me, 1 will waik and enjoy t the
IlCﬂl air,

Figaro. On, the Ca‘cat‘i‘lc&.

Couiite/s. It may give thee cold.

S.’.’.{;’E.E Ch no, mv Ladv,

E‘é‘:’:ra. Ch no! Shelil not rake cold to-night.
(Afdz. Sufen retives a little towards 1he
Paviiiciz o the left 3 Hanni al is beard [ing-
g, and. as be eniers, perceives the Connlefs,
i Sitjan’s aiels.

Page. Is that Agnes, vonder? (He approactes)

by
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By her long Lappets and white Feathers, it muft be
Sufan. (Comes up and takes bold of the Counte(S’s hand)
Ah, my dear Sufan!
Couniefs. Let me go. (In a feigined woice.)
Page. Come, Come; don’t be fo coy. I know
it i5 not Figaro you are waiting for, it 1s my Lord
the Count—What! Did not I hear; this Morhing,

when I was behind the great Chair?
Sufan. (Afide). The babbling little Villain.

Enter the COUNT bebind, and bears the Page,

 Count. Is not that fomebody with Sufan ?—
(Advances clofe wp to them, and draws back in a
fury). —"T1s that infernal Page again. (Sufan keeps
| out of the way and filently laughing.)
Pigé. *Tis in wvain to fay no :—Since thou art
going to be the Reprelentative of the Countefs,
I am determined to give the one kifs for thylfelf,
and a hundred for thy beauteous Lady. |
Safan. (Afide). « Asimpudent as a Page, fays
the Proverb.”

(The Countefs dravis back to avoid being kiffed
by the Page, and the Count advances and
prefents bimfelf in ber place 5 the Page feels
the rough beard of the Count, and fuddenly
retreats, cryiag in an under voice ]—Oh, the
Devil !—T1he Count again !
 (Exit Page into the Pavilion on the left.)

(While this pafles, Figaro likewife advances to
drive the Page from Sitfan 3 meanwhile the
Count, on the Page’s fuppofed next approach,
prepares to give bim a proper reception).

Count. (Thinking be [peaksito the Page). Since
you are fo fond of kifling, take that. (Gives Fi-
gaoro g fevere box on the ear).

H Figaro,
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Figaro. 1 have paid for liftening. (Sufon cannot
contaiit berfelf, but burfls out a langhing),

Count. (H:ars ber lawgh). Why this 1s incon-
ceiveable —-Do {uch Saiutations make the tmpu-

¢ent Ralcal laugh ?
hgara It would be ftrange if he fhould cry

this time. (Afd")
(Ceunt and Countefs approach).

Count. But let us not lofe the precious moments,
my charming Sufan!—Let thefe Kifles {peak my ar-
dour! (Kiffes the Countefs [everal times with rap-

fure).

Figaro. (Afide, and beating bis forebead). Oh'
On! Oh!

- (ount. Why doft thou tremble ?

Conntefs. (Comsinuing ber feigned wvoice). Becaufe
1 am afraid.

Count. Thou feemeft to have gota cold. (Takes
e Contuite[s’s band betzceen ks own, and amoroufly
Jrokes and kifles ber fingers), What a fweet, delicate,
Angei’s hand '-—-Hew {mooth and {oft'—How
Jorg and fmali the fingers '—What pleafure in the
touch I—Ah ! How different is this from the
Countefs’s hand !—

Countefs, (Sighing). And yet you loved her
once,

Ceunt. Yes—Yes—Idid fo—~Butthree Years of
better Acquaintance has made the Marriage-ftace
{0 refpecteble—And then Wives are fo loving—
when they 4o love, that is<—that one 1s {urprifed
when in fearch of Pleafure, to find Satiety.

Countefs. Pleafure t—Love!

Commt. Oh, no; Love 1is but the Romance of
the Heart; Pleafure is 1ts Hiftory—As for thee,
Ty dear Sufan, add but one grain more of Caprice

Qe
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to thy Compofition and thou wilt make one of
the molt enticing, teazing, agreeable Miftreffes,

Countefs. *Tis my Duty to oblige my Lord.

Figaro. Her Duty !—

Count. Yes—Women’s Duties are unhmited—
They owe all—Men nothing.

Countefs. Nothing ?

Count. It is not our Faults; ’tis the law of Na-
tuwre—And then Wives think to enfure our fide-
lity by being always Wives—Whereas they fhould
{ometimes become——

Crymtefs. What ?

Count. Our Miftrefles =1 hope thou wilt not
forget this Leffon.

Countefs. Oh no, indeed, not I,

Sufan. (Aloud). Nor I

Figaro, (Aloud). Nor L.

Count. (Aftonifbed). Are there Echoes here ?

Countefs. Oh, yes,

Count. And now, my [weet Sufan, receive the
Portion I promifed thee. (Gives a purfe and puts a
ring upon her fiuger)—And continue likewife to
wear this Ring for my {ake.

Countefs. Sufan accepts your Favors,

Figaro. (Afide). Was there ever {o faithlefs a
Hufiey ? |

Sufan. (Afide). Thele riches are all for us!
(St1ll keeps cl uckling very beartily at what is going for-

wards.)

Countefs. 1 perceive Torches.

Count. They are preparatory to thy Nuptials.
(the Countefs pretends to be afraid). Come, come,
let us retire for a moment into the Pavilion.

Countefs. What! In the dark ? |

Count. Why not? There are no Spirits, |

Fz;ggra. (dﬁde),, Yes, b_u_t there are; and evil oneg

H 2z 100;
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too. (Countefs folows the Count). She s gomng femes
Hem! (ngaw Fei's in a great ptzfm)

(Count. (R(’{;fn g F1s voice ﬁ?f?j{fw ;.{?Z)) Who gOGS
there !

Figaro. A man.

Count. (Afde 1o the Conntefs). 10s Figaro! (The
(ozmt.e,s eiters 1be Pavil.on on rbe r1p bt band
and the Count retires).

Figaro. (Dt:/;Df; at¢). They are gone i, (Walks

absut). Let her go—Let her go!

Sujan. (Afide.) Thou Thalt pay prefently for
thefe fine Suipicions. (Sufen advances and mimics the
eoice of ibe Countefs). Who 1s that?

Figara. "Tis the Countefs (Afide).—What lucky
Chance condudted you hither, Madam---Y ou know
not what Scenes are this moment tranfatting.

Sufar. Oh yes, but I do, Figaro.

Figaro. What! That the Count and my
very virtuous Bride are this moment in yonder
Pavilion Madam!

Sujan. (Afide). Very well, my Gentleman !---
kpow more than thou doft.

Figaro. And will you not be revenged ¢

Sufan. Oh yes, we always have our Revenge in
Our own power,

Figaro. (Afide). What does fhe mean ?---Per-
haps what | fulpe&t---Why that would be a glo-
rious Retalation.---(7¢ (wjan ) There is no Means
but one, Madam, of revenging fuch Wrongs; that
now pref n:s 1tfelf.

Sufan. (Fealons) What does the good-for-no-
thrg Feliow mean? (Spm%s in 4 tone of compliance
g0 Figaro). Does 1t Figaro?

Figare. Pardon my Pre“umpuon Madam ! On
any other occafion, the Refpect I bear your Lady-
thip would keep me flent, but on the prefent
T dare encounter all! (Falls gn kis kuees). Oh eX-

- CUifj
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cufe, forgive me, Madam; but let not the pre-
cious moments {lip !---Grant me your hand.

Sufan. (Unable any longer to conlain herfelf gives
bim a flap on the face). Take it.

Figaro 1 have it, I think!---The Devil | This
is the Day of Stripes!

Sufan. Sofan gives it thee (as foon as Figare
hears 1t 15 Sufan, bis fatisfaliion is [o extreme, be
laughs very beartily, and keeps laughing all the while
fhe keeps beating bim) and that, and that, and tha,
and that for thy Infolence—And that for thy Jea-
loufy—And that for thy Infidelity (Sufan ouz of

breath, Figaro fiill laughing.)

Figaro. Oh happy Figaro—Take thy Revenge,
my dear, kind, good Angel; Never did Man or
Martyr fuffer with fuch Exracy!

Sufan. Don’t tell me of your Extacy ! How durft
you, you good for nothing, bale, falfe-hearted Man,
make love to me, fuppofing me the Countels.

Figars. 1 muft bring mylelf off, (afide)—Doft
think { could miftake the mufic of my Sufan’s
Voice?

Sufan. What, you pretend you knew me then?

Figare. Pretend! Canft thou doubt 1t ?

Sufan. And this was a Trick upon me !=-=But
I'll be revenged.,

Figaro. Talk not of Revenge, my Love, but
tell me what bleft Angel fent thee hither, and how
thou cameft by this Difguife, which fo fully proves
thy Innocence!

Sufan. © I could find in my Heart not to tell
“ thee; but know, to thy Confufion, it is my La-
‘¢ dy's; and that, coming to catch one Fox, we have
“ entrapped two'!

Figaro. ¢¢ But who has taken the other ?

81 an. « His Wife.

Fizara,
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Figaro “ His Wife!—Go and hang thyfelf, Fi-

«“ oaro—(Go and hang thyfclf, for wanting the Wit
<< o divine this Plot '—And has all this intriguing
¢ been about his Wife ?

Su'an. *¢ Yes, about his Wife,

Figaro. (a little jfufpicions) ““But who did the
¢« Page kiis ?

Sufan. “ The Count.

Figare. * The Count! Ha! ha!l hal that is
<« excellent, (fA¢fuming kis gravity) But who cid the
¢« Count kifs? | |

Sufan. < The Countefs.

Fizars. ¢ Ay, but who dia he kifs this Morns
¢ 1ng behind the great Chair ?

Sufen. (Gravely) ¢ Nobody.

Figero. ¢ Art thou—quite fure £

Sufan. (EHoiding out ber Hand) Dolt thou want
another Proor:

Fisaro. Ah! Thine are but proofs of Love—

(S ] -
That of the Count, indeed, was nct {o gentle,

Enter COUNT 2ebind.

Connt. *St—it! Sufan !—Sufan

Figaro. (sfide to Sujan) A lucky thought firikes
me; prithee fecond e, Sufan, (Speaxs in g feigned
Pvice, falls on kis Knees and kiffes Sufan’s Hand)—
Ah Madam! Let us not longer converle of Love,
but enjoy it’s Trealures.

Gount. What's here! A Man on his Knees to the
Countels '—(Teels for bis Sword, they keep [ilently
Jaugking) And I unarm’d!

Figar 0. (Atng the Petit Maitre) Upon my Ho-
nour, Madam, I could not have fuppofed Fimidity

thould muke you hefitate a moment, |
| Counts



A COME DY. 103
Count. ( Furioafly) So this is our Drefling-room

Gentleman, at laft! [ fhall know all at leaft, now—
(Figaro kiffes ber hand again.) Oh Rage! Oh Hell !
sufan How delightfully he {wears.

Figaro. (Figaro and ‘ufan fiill inwardly laughing)
Quickly then, Madam, let us repair the wrong
which Love this Morning {uffered at the imperti-
nent intrufion of your Lord.

Count. This 1s not to be borne (Darts between
them, fezes Figaro by the Col'ar, while Sufan
efcapes into the Pavilion on the left.)

Figaro (Pretends amazement) My Lord !

Count. How ! Ralcal! And is it you ! =Hollo—

Hollo—Who hears ?

Euter blundering in the davk, and in a great burry, the
(OURIER, who had been to Seville after the Page.

Courier, Here !—Here ! —Here am I, my Lord!
Juft arrived from Seville! But he 1s not there! I
might as well have fought for this Page in my
pocket! Here is the Packet agarn.

Count. Stand out of the way, Ralcal-———Hollo'!
—Where are my People? Lights! Lights!

Courier. What's my Lord afraid ot 2 Is there
not Mr. Figaro and 1¢

Enter  Flambeaux, Don GUZMAN, Dr. BAR-
THOIL.O, ANTONIO, BASIL, and Servants.

Connt. (To the Servants) Guard that Door and
fome of you feize this Fellow,

Fgara, You command, with abfolute Authority,
over all prefent, my Lord, except vourfelf,

Count. ¢ The Villain’s impenetrable, cool Im-
" pudence is intolerable.

Fiare.



104 THE FOLLIES OF A DAY.

Fizaro. ** We are not Soldiers, that we fhould
‘¢ }1ll one another withcut Malice: for my part, I
‘“ like to know why I am angry.”

Counit. Be pleafed, Sir, to declare, before this
Company, who the~the—Woman is that juft
nocw ran into that Pavihion.

Fizaro. Into that~ (Going to crofs to the Pavilioy

on the right.)
Connt.(Siepping bim) No, prevaricating Fiend ; in-
to that. (Pointing to the other.)

Figars. Ah'! That alters the Calfe.

Count. An{wer, or—

figaro. * The Lady that efcaped into that Pa-
vilion ?

Cormt. ¢ Ay, Demon, the Lady.

Figaro. The Lady ¢ that efcaped into that Pa-
“* vilton,” 15 a young Lady to whom my Lord
once paid bis Addrefles, but who, happening to leve
me more thzn my Betters, has this day yielded me
the Preference.

Ceint. The Preference !—The Preference !—he
does not lie art leaft.———Yes, Gentlemen, what he
confefics, 1 pledge my Honour I juft have heard
frem the very mouth of his Accomplice !

nzman., His Accomplice!

Conitt, Come forth, Madam ! (Enters the Pa

vilion.)

Bafil. Which of thefe two has made a~~Gentle-
man of the orher.

Fizarg. Perhaps neither. |

Count. (In the Paviion.) Come forth, 1 fay,
fhew vourlelt. (Enter, dragging out the P A GE,
Sl freaking. and not looking at bim till be gets on &
line w.th the reft of the Company.) Happily, Madam,
there is no Piedge of a Union, now fo juftly de-
tefied,—~—

Omines
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Omunses. T he PQUL !
Guzinan. (After “all 1he r¢f.) The Pa-a-age!

Count. Again! And again! And everlaftingly this
dimn’d, diabolical Pacrc (Page flies to the other [ide
of the ftage.) You (hall fiad, however, he was not
alone.,

Page. A, no! My Jot would have been hard
indecd then,

Count. Enter Antonio, and drag the guilty Thing
before her Judge.

Antonio. (In the Pezm[zm) Comeé, Madam, you
muft come out; I muft not let you go fince my
Lord knows you are here.

Enter with bis Daughter, AGNIES.

Omnes. Agnes |

Guzman, A-A-Agnes!

Antonio. Odzooks, my Lord, its a pleafant Trick,
enough, to {fend me in, before all thefe cood Folks,
for my Daughter

Coint. Tl find her, 1 warrant. (Going.)

Dottor. (Stopping the Count.) Pardon me, my
Lord, but you are too angry at prefent; let me go.

(Exit Doftor to the Pavilion.)

Guzman., This Caufeis very perplex’d.

Dotor, (Entering with Marcelina,) Fear niothing,
Madam, fear nothm%

Omnes. Marcelinia !

Figara, My Mother too! Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!

Count. Where then is this Daughter of Infamy
who thus evades my juft Fury ?

Enter SUSAN, with her Fan before ber face.

Hecre fhe comes, at laft; bearing her own Shame

and my Difthonour. (Sufan kncels ta bim, fill biding
ber Face,)

I Oines.
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Oimies. Pardon, pardon, gracious Lord !

Connt. No! No! No! (They all fall on their knges.)
No! No! Were the World to kneel I would he
deaf,

Eﬂtcr t1hz COU\T TESS frows the Pavilion on the

right, and kneels to the Count, whofe back is tury-
ed to ber.

Countefs. At leaft I will make one of the Num.
ber. (Sufan drops ber fan, the Count bears the voice
of the Countefs, looks round, and fuddenly conceives th:
whole Trick they bave been playing bim. All the Company
urft inio a laugh : the Count’s fhame, confufion, &)

Guzman. ( Lﬁ’&gﬁfﬂg Siupidly) Ha! ha! ha! ha!
’Tls the Countefs !

Count. (Wiib great bumility.) And—1Is 1t you my
Yacyr , .

Conntefs. (Irclines ber body in token of Affirination.)

Camt (Returuing ber bow with great confufion.)

A"!

Ahl—Yes!l—Yes! A generous pardon—tho’ va-
merited.

Coyntefs. Were you in my place, you would
exclaim, No! No! No! But I grant it without 2
fingle Stipulation.

SJf"’ff And 1.

Figaro. And I.—There are Echoes here,

Count. (szf;.-;/..f) 1 perceive—1 percelye—-—I
have.been rignhtiy ferved.
- Countefs. “Here, Sufan, here is the Purfe’ and
Ring, which my Lord gave thee. He will remem-
ber ihv iweet delicate chrers {folong and fo {mall,

Sufan. Thank your Lordfhlp-——Here Figato.

(Gives him the Purfe.
Figéro. It was devilith hard to get at—
Count. (To Sufan) And the Lerter you wrote—
ufain. Was dictated by my Lady.

Count,
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Count. (Swiling goodnatyredly.) Well; well! I am
an Aniwer 1n her Debr,

Figare. Thus every Man fhall have his own.

Bounce. And fhall we throw the Stocking ?

Countefs. There is the Garter. (Throws dafwn the

Ribana Hannibal bad flolen inthe Morning'; Bounce

is poing to floop for ity and the Paje pufbes him

back.)

Page. This 1s my Right, and if any one dare
difpute it with me

Count. Indeed! Mr. Officer—So bold a Cham-
pion already !-—Pray how did your Valour like the
Box on the Ear I gave you juft now ?

Page. (With his Hand 10 his Sword) Me! My
Colonel ?

Fizaroe, Which I kindly received.

Count. Thou | o

Figaro. 1—And thus do the Great diftribute Juf-
tice.

Connt. (laugking) Well, Mr. Prefident, (Dor
Guzman inflantly calls up ('ZZ bis Wifdom on findiny
bimfelf addreffed) what do you think of all thefc
things ?

Guzman. Thi-ink, my Lord? (Confiders) 1—1
think that—1 do-o0-on’t know what to think.,

Figarg. 1 think, a few fuch Days as this would
form an excellent Ambaflador—But lately 1 was a
poor, deferted, folitary Being, in this wide World,
and now | havc (Gold, Rﬂlatmns, and a handfomc

Wife—~—e
Doéior. And Friends will flock in dbundance.
Figaro. Do youthink fo?
Doctor. Oh1 know {o.
Figaro. Well, let them, they fhall be welcome to
all I have-~My Wife and my Wealth excepted.

Sufan.
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Sufan. Our Errors paft, and all our Follies done,
Oh ! That *twere poffible you might be won
To pardon Faults, and Mifdemea'}ors {mother,
With the {ame eafe we pardon One-another!
So thould we reft, To-night, devoid of Sorrow,
And hope t6 meet you, joyoully, To-morrow:
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