2572 John Gay

comparison then current in the political press, Gay made his criminals conjure up the most pow-
erful politician alive: Robert Walpole, the Whig prime minister who ran his political machine
{s2 the Opera insists) with the efficiency of Peachum and the self-indulgence of Macheath.

The Beggar's Opera mixed low with high in form as well as content. Like “Newgate pas-
toral,” the phrase “beggar’s opera” fuses opposites. Italian opera was the most expensive, exot-
ic, and fashionable entertainment in London. Gay's theatrical game was to replay opera's intri-
cacies using beggars’ means. He supplanted the elaborate arias of foreign composers with the
simpler tunes of British street songs; he replaced the original words to those tunes with new
lyrics that voiced his characters' strong emotions; he even re-enacted a recent, much-publi-
cized rivalry between two high-paid prima donnas, at war for the allegiance of their audience,
in the contest he stages between Peachum's daughter Polly and the jailer’s daughter Lucy
Lockit for the devotion of fickle Captain Macheath. On Gay's stage, worlds converge with a
density even Swift could not have foreseen. Opera house and street corner; Whitehall and
Newgate; art and commerce; pelitics, business, and crime: all of these turn out to operate on
the same principles of self-interest.

Reading the new piece before its premiere, Gay's well-wishers hedged their bets as to its suc-
cess. “It would either ke greatly,” the playwright William Congreve predicted, “or be damned
confoundedly.” In the event, it did both. The aiumph of the opening night is the stuff of theatri-
cal legend, but it provoked a counter-chomus of condemnation from critics who saw the play as
endangering oper, glorifying thieves, traducing government. Amidst the debate, the play enjoyed
a long run, entrancing an audience made up of the very people it mocked {including Walpole
himself, who reportedly conducted an extra chorus of the play’s most satiric song, “When you cen-
sure the age"). The Beggar's Opera offered theatergoers simple pleasures (deft performances, comic
reversals, well-loved tunes) and intricate ones 1oo: the often ironic play of Gay's new lyrics against
the original words that the auditors had already in their heads; the debunking of love and marriage
in sharp dialogue and the glorifying of it in sentimental song; the volatile charisma of the mock-
hero Macheath, who for many observers came to seem utterly heroic by evening's end; the arrest-
ing alchemy by which Gay transmuted (as the Romantic essayist William Hazlitt later expressed
it} “this motley group” of “highwaymen, tumkeys, their mistresses, wives, or daughters. . . intoa
set of fine gentlemen and ladies, satirists and philosophers.” In his painting of the opening night,
William Hogarth suggests how these tansformations came to include the spectators as well. Occu-
pying the sides of the stage, an audience of aristocrats, politicians, and theater people (Gay himself
among them) observe the play in progress; they are encompassed by the same prison walls wherein
Macheath and his pursuers play out their intricate transactions, in which everything and every-
one—goods, votes, spouses—had become commaodities, items of exchange, reckoned in account
bwowoks as profit and as loss.

The Beggar's Opera brought Gay prosperity and celebrity but not security. Walpole evice-
ed him from his subsidized Jodgings and banned production of the Opera’s much-anticipated
sequel Polly. When Gay died less than five years after his fabled first night, however, he was
buried with elaborate ceremony in the Poer’s Corner of Westminster Abbey. Friends com-
mended the appropriateness of the site but marvelled at the incongruity of the pomp. Incon-
gruity, though, had been Gay's stock in trade, and nowhere more so than in his greatest hit. Its
long run continues in theaters around the world. It spawned numbetless shott-lived imitations
in its own time and a more durable descendant in the twentieth century: Die Dreigroschenoper
{The Threepenny Opera, 1928), in which Bertolt Brecht and Kurt Weill adapted Gay's charac-
ters, plor, and critique of commerce to produce their own dack and gleeful Marxist assault on
contemporary capitalism. By routes less direct, Gay's work has infused both the moder musi-
cal theater (which continues to combine operatic and popular modes} and pop culture in gen-
eral—where, for example, Brecht and Weill's sardonic "Ballad of Mack the Knife” became a
pop hit of the early 1960s. The Beggar's Opera grabbed attention first—and sustains it still—for
the ironic dexterity with which it mixed things up, in full mock mode.
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William Hoganth. The Beggars Opera, Act 3, scene 9. 1729,
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Nos haec novimus esse nihil.! .-

Dramatis Personae?

Men
Peachum

Lockit

Macheath

Filch

Jemmy Twitcher 3
Crook-fingered Jack

Wat Dreary

Robin of Bagshot
Nimming Ned w Macheath’s Gang
Harry Padington
Matt of the Mint
Ben Budge
Beggar

Player
Constables, Drawer, Turnkey, etc.

l. We know these things 1o be nothing (Marial, Epe-
grams 13.2.8).
. Many of these names reflect the characters' low-life

habits: 1o “peach” is to inform on, to filch is 10 steal,
witchers are pickpockets, nimmers zre thieves, and crulls
and doxies are prostinutes.
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Women
Mrs. Peachum
Polly Peachum
Lucy Lockit
Diana Trapes
Mrs. Coaxet h
Dolly Trull
Mrs. Vixen
Betty Doxy .
Jenny Diver
Mrs. Slammekin
Suky Tawdry
Molly Brazen J

Women of the Toun

Introduction
Beggar, Player

BEOGAR If poverty be a title’ to poetry, | am sure nobody can dispute mine. I own
myself of the Company of Beggars; and [ make one at their weekly festivals at St.
Giles's.4 1 have a small yearly salary for my catches,’ and am welcome to a mock
laureate dinner there whenever I please, which is more than most poets can say.

PLAYER As we live by the Muses, "tis but gratitude in us to encourage poetical merit
wherever we find it. The Muses, contrary to all other ladies, pay no distinction to
dress, and never partially® mistake the pertness of embroidery for wit, nor the
modesty of want for dullness. Be the author who he will, we push his play as far as
it will go. So (though you are in want} I wish you success heartily.

BEGGAR This piece 1 own was originally writ for the celebrating the marriage of
James Chanter and Moll Lay, two most excelient ballad singers. 1 have introduced
the similes that are in all your celebrated operas: the swallow, the moth, the bee,
the ship, the flower, etc. Besides, [ have a prison scene which the ladies always
reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the parts, | have observed such a nice impar-
tiality to our two ladies, that it is impossible for either of them to take offense.” 1
hope | may be forgiven, that 1 have not made my opera throughout unnatural, like
those in vogue; for 1 have no recitative.? Excepting this, as | have consented to
have neither prologue nor epilogue, it must be allowed an opera in all its forms.
The piece indeed hath been heretofore frequently represented by ourselves in our
great room at St. Giles's, so that | cannot too often acknowledge your charity in
bringing it now on the stage.

PLAYER But | see "tis time for us to withdraw; the actors are preparing to begin. Play
away the overture. [Exeunt.]

Act 1

Scene 1. Peachum's House
Peachum sitring at a table with a large book of accounts before him.

3. Deed of ownership.

4. An almshouse near the parish of St.-Giles, patron saint
of lepers and beggars.

5. Rounds, songs for two ot mote voices in which each
voice starts the same melody at a different time. The form
was very popular; enthusiasts assembled in “catch clubs"
for whole evenings of singing.

6. In a prejudiced way.

7. The Beggar alludes ro recent rivalries between leading
ladies in Italian operas.

8. Sung speech, an operatic convention. The Beggar
promises that here, by conerast, dialog will be spoken nat-
urally.
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Air 1. An old woman clothed in gray, ete.?

Through all the employments of life

Each neighbor abuses his brother;
Whore and rogue they call husband and wife:

All professions be-rogue one another.
The priest calls the lawyer a cheat,

The lawyer be-knaves the divine;
And the statesman, because he's so great,!

Thinks his trade as honest as mine.

A lawyer is an honest employment, so is mine. Like me too he acts in a double
capacity, both against rogues and for "em; for 'tis but fitting that we should protect
and encourage cheats, since we live by them.

Scene 2

Peachum, Filch

FILCH Sir, Black Moll hath sent word her trial comes on in the afternoon, and she
hopes you will order matters so as to bring her off.

PEACHUM Why, she may plead her belly at worst;? to my knowledge she hath taken
care of that security. But as the wench is very active and industrious, you may sat-
isfy her that I'll soften the evidence.

FILCH Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guiley.

PEACHUM A lazy dog! When I took him the time before, I told him what he would
come to if he did not mend his hand. This is death without reprieve. | may ven-
ture to book him." {Writes.] For Tom Gagg, forty pounds. Let Betry Sly know that
I'll save her from transportation,? for I can get more by her staying in England.

FILCH Betty hath brought more goods into our lock to-year than any five of the
gang; and in truth, 'tis a pity to lose so good a customer.

PEACHUM If none of the gang take her off, she may, in the common course of busi-
ness, live a twelve-month longer. [ love to let women scape: A good sportsman
always lets the hen partridges fly, because the breed of the game depends upon
them. Besides, here the law allows us no reward; there is nothing to be got by the
death of woman—except our wives.’

FILCH Without dispute, she is a fine woman! "Twas to her I was obliged for my edu-
cation, and (to say a bold word) she hath trained up more voung fellows to the
business than the gaming-table.

PEACHUM Truly, Filch, thy observation is right. We and the surgeons® are more
beholden to women than all the professions besides.

Air 2. The bonny gray-eyed morn, ete.
FILCH 'Tis woman that seduces all mankind,
By her we first were taught the wheedling arts:
Her very eyes can cheat; when most she's kind,
She tricks us of our money with our hearts.

9. Le., this air is to be sung 1o the familiar ballad wne, An
Old Wornan Clothed m Gray.

1. The word “great” was often atrached to the Whig
Prime Minister Robert Walpale, whom Gay's Tory party
opposed vigarously in the 1720s and 1730s,

2. A pregnant woman could not be hanged.

3. Le., enter in the books the reward for “peaching” him.
4. Convicts were often mensported to the colonies.

5. Hushands inherited their wives’ property.

6. Who trear venereal diseates.
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For her, like wolves by night we roam for prey,
And practice ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms:

For suits of love, like law, are won by pay,
And beauty must be fee’d into our arms.

PEACHUM But make haste to Newgate,” boy, and let my friends know what 1
intend; for | love to make them easy one way or other.

FILCH When a gentleman is long kept in suspense, penitence may break his spirit
ever after. Besides, certainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and makes him
risk another without fear or scruple. But I'll away, for "tis a pleasure to be the mes-
senger of comfort to friends in affliction.

Scene 3
Peachum

But 'tis now high time to look about me for a decent execution against next Ses-
sions.? | hate a lazy rogue, by whom one can get nothing 'till he is hanged. A reg-
ister of the gang, [reading] Crook-fingered Jack. A year and a half in the service;
Let me see how much the stock owes to his industry; one, two, three, four, five
gold watches, and seven silver ones. A mighty clean-handed fellow! Sixteen snuff-
boxes, five of them of true gold. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four silver-hilted
swords, half a dozen of shists, three tie-perriwigs, and a piece of broad cloth. Con-
sidering these are only the fruits of his leisure hours, [ don't know a prettier fellow,
for no man alive hath a more engaging presence of mind upon the road. Wat
Dreaty, alias Brown Will, an irregular dog, who hath an underhand way of dispos-
ing of his goods. I'll try him? only for a Sessions or two lonper upon his good
behavior. Harry Padington, a poor petty-larceny rascal, without the least genius;
that fellow, though he were to live these six months, will never come to the gal-
lows with any credit. Slippery Sam; he goes off the next Sessions, for the villain
hath the impudence to have views of following his trade as a tailor, which he calls
an honest employment. Mat of the Mint; lifted! not above a month ago, a promis-
ing sturdy fellow, and diligent in his way; somewhat too bold and hasty, and may
raise good contributions on? the public, if he does not cut himself short by murder.
Tom. Tipple, a guzzling soaking sot, who is always too drunk to stand himself, or
to make others stand. A cart? is absolutely necessary for him. Robin of Bagshot,
alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias Carbuncle, alias Bob Booty.?

Scene 4
Peachiem, Mrs. Peachum

M5, PEACHUM What of Bob Booty, husband? I hope nothing bad hath betided
him. You know, my dear, he's a favorite customer of mine. "'Twas he made me a
present of this ring.

PEACHUM I have set his name down in the blacklist, chat’s all, my dear; he spends
his life among women, and as soon as his money is gone, one or other of the ladies
will hang him for the reward, and there’s forty pound lost to us forever.

1. London's main prisen. 2, From.

8, Of the criminal court 3. A condemned prisoner rode ina eant o his execution.
9. Keep himon. 4 All names referring to the prime minister, Robert Wal-
1. Enlisted. pole.
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MRS. PEACHUM You know, my dear, I never meddle in matters of death; 1 always
leave those affairs to you. Women indeed are bitrer bad judges in these cases, for
they are so partial to the brave that they think every man handsome who is going
to the camp? or the gallows.

Air 3. Cold and raw, etc.

If any wench Venus's girdle wear,
Though she be never so ugly;
Lilies and voses will quickly appear,
And her face Iook wond'rous smugly.
Beneath the left ear so fit but a cord
(A rope so charming a zoneS is!),
The youth in his cart hath the air of a lord,
And we cry, There dies an Adonis!

But really, husband, you should not be too hardhearted, for you never had a finer,
braver set of men than at present. We have not had a murder among them all,
these seven months. And truly, my dear, that is a grear blessing.

PEACHUM Whart a dickens is the woman always a whimpering about mutder for?
No gentleman is ever looked uvpon the worse for killing a man in his own
defense; and if business cannot be carried on without it, what would you have a
gentleman do?

MRS. PEACHUM If I am in the wrong, my deat, you must excuse me, for nobady
can help the frailty of an over-scrupulous conscience.

PEACHUM Mourder is as fashionable a crime as a man can be guilty of. How many
fine gentlemen have we in Newgate every year, purely upon that article! If they
have wherewithal to persuade the jury to bring it in7 manslaughter, what are they
the worse for it? So, my dear, have done upon this subject. Was Captain
Macheath here this morning, for the bank-ndtes® he left with you last week?

MRS. PEACHUM Yes, my deat; and though the bank hath stopped payment, he was
so cheerful and so agreeable! Sure there is not a finer gentlemsin upon the road
than the Captain! If he comes from Bagshot® at any reasonable hour he hath
promised to make one this evening with Polly and me, and Bob Booty, at 2 party
of quadrille.! Pray, my dear, is the Captain rich?

PEACHUM The Captain keeps too good company ever to grow rich. Marybone and
the chocolate-houses® are his undoing. The man that proposes to pet money by
“play” should have the education of a fine gentleman, and be trained vp to it from
his youth.

MRS. PEACHUM Really, I am sorry upon Polly’s account the Captain hath not
more discretion. What business hath he to keep company with lords and gentle-
men? He should leave them to prey upon one another.

PEACHUM Upon Polly’s account! What, a plague, does the woman mean? Upon
Polly's account!

MRS. PEACHUM Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl.

PEACHUM And what then?

5. To war. 9. Bapshot Heath, west of London, where many highuay-
6. Belt. men plied their trade.

7. Reduce it to. t. A fashionable card game for four.

B. Bankers' checks. 2. Both sites of gambling.
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MRS. PEACHUM If I Kave any skill in the ways of women, 1 am sure Polly thinks
him a very pretty man.
PEACHUM And what then? You would not be so mad to have the wench marry
him! Gamesters and highwaymen are generally very good to their whores, but
re very devils to their wives.
M wﬂM .n ﬁ.mm..»on_qc M But if Polly should be in love, how should we help her, or how
can she help herself? Poor girl, | am in the utmost concern about her.

Air 4. Why is your faithful stave disdained? etc.
If love the virgin's heart invade,
How, like a moth, the simple maid
Sull plays about the flame!
If soon she be not made a wife;
Her honor's singed, and then for life,
She's—awvhat I dare not name.

PEACHUM Look ve, wife. A handsome wench in our way of business is as profitable
as at the bar of a Temple coffechouse, who looks upon it as her livelihood to grant
every liberty but one. You see 1 would indulge the girl as far as prudently we can.
In anything, but marriage! After that, my dear, how shall we be safe? Are we not
then in her husband's power! For a husband hath the absolute power over all a
wife's secrets but her own. If the girl had the discretion of a court lady, who can
have a dozen young fellows at her ear without complying with one, 1 should not
matrer it; but Polly is tinder, and a spark will at once set her on a flame. Married!
If the wench does not know her own profit, sure she knows her own pleasure bet-
ter than to make herself a property! My daughter to me should be, like a court lady
to a minister of state, a key to the whole gang. Married! If the affair is not already
done, I'll terrify her from it, by the example of our neighbors. o

MRS. PEACHUM Mayhap, my dear, you may injure the girl. She loves to imitate the
fine ladies, and she may only allow the Captain liberties in the view of interest.’

PEACHUM But 'tis your duty, my dear, to wam the girl against her ruin, and w0
instruct her how to make the most of her beaury. I'll go to her this moment, and sift!
her. In the meantime, wife, tip out the coronets and marks® of these dozen of cam-
bric handkerchiefs, for | can dispose of them this afterncon to a chap in the city.

Scene 5

Mrs. Peachum
Never was a man more out of the way® in an argument than my husband! Why must
our Polly, forsooth, differ from her sex, and love only her husband? And why must
Polly’s marriage, contraty to all abservation, make her the less followed by other men?
All men are thieves in love, and like a woman the better for being another’s property.

Air 5. Of all the simple things we do, etc.

A maid is like the golden oar,7
Which hath guineas intrinsical in't,

6. In the wionp.

- . profit.
3. Self-interest, profi iy

4. Question.
5. The embroidered marks of the handkerchiefs' aristo-

cratic owners.
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Whose worth is never known, before
It is tried and imprest® in the Mint.

A wife's like a guinea in gold,
Stamped with the name of her spouse;

Now here, now there; is boughe, or is sold;
And is current in every house.

Scene 6

Mrs. Peachum, Filch

MRS. PEACHUM Come hither Filch. | am as fond of this child, as though my mind
misgave me® he were my own. He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a
woman, and is as nimble fingered as a juggler. If an unlucky Session does not cut
the rope of thy life, I pronounce, boy, thou wilt be a great man! in history. Where
was your post last night, my boy?

FILCH I plyed at the opera, Madam; and considering 'twas neither dark nor rainy, so
that there was no great hurry in gerting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable hand
on't. These seven handkerchiefs, Madam.

MRS. PEACHUM Colored ones, | see. They are of sure sale from our warehaouse at
Redriff among the seamen.

FILCH And this snuffbox.

MRS. PEACHUM Set in gold! A pretty encouragement this to a young beginner.

FILCH Thad a fair tug ata charming gold watch. Pox take the tailors for making the fobs?
50 deep and narrow! It stuck by the way, and I was forced to make my escape under a
coach. Really, Madam, [ fear [ shall be cut off in the flower of my youth, so that every
now and then (since I was pumped?) I have thoughts of taking up? and going to sea.

MRS. PEACHUM You should go to Hockley in the Hole,5 and to Marybone, child,
to learn valor. These are the schools that have bred so many brave men. | thought,
bay, by this time, thou hadst lost fear as wellas shame. Poor lad! How little does
he know as yet of the Old Baily!® For the firsc fact I'll insure thee from being
hanged; and going to sea, Filch, will come time enough tpon a sentence of trans-
portation. But now, since you have nothing better to do, ev’n go to your book, and
learn your catechism; for really 2 man makes but an ill figure in the ordinary’s
paper,* who cannot give a satisfactory answer to his questions. But, hark you, my
fad. Don't tell me a lie; for you know | hate a liar. Do you know of anything that
hath passed between Captain Macheath and our Polly?

FILCH I beg you, Madam, don’t ask me; for I must either tell a lie to you or to Miss
Polly; for | promised her | would not tell.

MRS. PEACHUM But when the honor of our family is concerned—

FILCH | shall lead a sad life with Miss Polly, if ever she come to know that 1 told you.
Besides, I would not willingly forfeit my own honor by betraying anybody.

MRS. PEACHUM Yonder comes my husband and Polly. Come Filch, you shall go
with me into my own room, and tell me the whole story. I'll give thee a glass of a
most delicious cordial that | keep for my own drinking.

8. Smelted and stamped.

9. Suspected,

I- Another jab ar the prime minister, Robert Walpole,
1, Watch-pockets.

3. Half-drowned under a pump (a punishment for pick-
pockets).

4. Reforming.

5. A site of boxing and hear-baiting,

6. London's main wial court,

7. Religious instruction,

8. The chaplain of Newgate {the Ordinary) often pub-
lished the confessions of recently executed prisaners.
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Scene 7
Peachum, Polly

POLLY [ know as well as any of the fine ladies how to make the most of myself and
of my man too. A woman knows how to be mercenary, though she hath never
been in a court or at an assembly.? We have it in our natures, Papa. If [ allow
Captain Macheath some trifling liberties, 1 have this warch and other visible
marks of his faver to show for it. A girl who cannot grant some things, and refuse
what is most material, will make but a poor hand of her beauty, and socon be
thrown upon the common.

Arr 6. What shall 1 do to show how much | love her, etc.

Virgins are like the fair flower in its luster,

Which in the garden enamels the ground;
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluster,

And gandy buteerflies frolic around.
But, when once plucked, 'tis no longer alluring,

To Covent Garden! "tis sent (as yet sweet) ,
There fades, and shrinks, and grows past all enduring,

Rots, stinks, and dies, and is trod under feet.

PEACHUM You know, Polly, | am not against your toying and trifling with a cus-
tomer in the way of business, or to get out a secret, or so. But if | find out that you
have played the fool and are married, you jade you, I'll cut your throat, hussy. Now
you know my mind.

Scene 8
Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum

Air 7. Oh London is a fine town.
Mrs. Peachum, in a very great passion.

Our Polly is a sad slut! nor heeds what we have taught her.

I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter!

For she must have both hoods and gowns, and hoops to swell her pride,
With scarves and stays,? and gloves and lace; and she will have men beside;
And when she's dressed with care and cost, all tempting, fine and gay,

As men should serve a cowcumber,3 she flings herself away.

Qur Polly is a sad slur, etc.

You baggage! You hussy! You inconsiderate jade! Had you been hanged, it would
not have vexed me, for that might have been your misfortune; but to do such a
mad thing by choice! The wench is married, husband.

PEACHUM Married! The Captain is a bold man, and will risk anything for money;
to be sure he believes her a fortune. Do you think your mother and I should have
lived comfortably so long together, if ever we had been married? Bagpage!

2. Corses,
3. A {worthless] cucumber.

9. A fashionable social gathering.
1. A London market for flowers, Fruits, and vegetables;
akso a haunt of prostitutes,

:

Gyt

P *\'LJ-- o "

4. Expense.
5. He is likely to make more or to die uying.
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MRS. PEACHUM | knew she was always a proud slur; and now the wench hath
played the fool and married, because forsooth she would do like the gentry. Can
you support the expense of a husband, hussy, in gaming, drinking, and whoring?
Have you money enough to carry on the daily quarrels of man and wife about whao
shall squander most? There are not many husbands and wives who can bear the
charges* of plaguing one another in a handsome way. If you must be married, could
you introduce nobody into our family but a highwayman? Why, thou foolish jade,
thou wilt be as ill-used, and as much neglected, as if thou hadst married a lord!

PEACHUM Let not your anger, my dear, break through the rules of decency, for the
Captain looks upon himself in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his profes-
sion. Besides what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way of getting, or of
dying;® and both these ways, let me tell you, are most excellent chances for a wife,
Tell me hussy, are you ruined ot no?

MRS. PEACHUM With Polly’s fortune, she might very well have gone off to a per-
son of distinction. Yes, that you might, you pouring slut!

PEACHUM What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I'll make you plead by squeezing
out an answer from you.® Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only upon
liking? {Pinches her.]

POLLY Oh! [Screaming.]

MRS. PEACHUM How the mother is to be pitied who hath handsome daughters!
Locks, bolts, bars, and lectures of morality are nothing to them. They break
through them all. They have as much pleasure in cheating a father and mother, as
in cheating at cards.

PEACHUM Why, Polly, I shall soon know if you are married, by Macheath's keeping
from? our house.

Air 8. Grim king of the ghosts, erc.
POLLY Can love be contolled by advice? -
Will Cupid our mothers obey?
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, - 3
At lis flame "twould have melied away.

When he kissed me so closely he pressed,
"Twas so sweet that I must have complied;
So I thought it both safest and best
To marry, for fear you should chide.

MRS. PEACHUM Then all the hopes of our family are gone forever and ever!
PEACHUM And Macheath may hang his father and mother-in-law, in hope to get

into their daughter's fortune.

POLLY I did not marry him (as 'tis the fashion) coolly and deliberately for honor and

money. But, [ love him.

MRS. PEACHUM Love him! worse and worse! I thought the girl had been better

bred. Oh husband, husband! Her folly makes me mad! My head swims! I'm dis-
tracted! I can't support myself—Oh! [Faints. )

PEACHUM See, wench, to what a condition you have reduced your poor mother! A

glass of cordial, this instant. How the poor woman takes it to heart!

6. Confessions were sometimes extracted by pressing with
weighs.
7. Staying away from.
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{Polly goes out, and retumns with it.]
Ah, hussy, now this is the only comfort your mother has left!
POLLY Give her another glass, Sir; my mama drinks double the quantity whenever
she is out of order. This, you see, fetches8 her.
MRS. PEACHUM The girl shows such a readiness, and so much concern, that I
could almost find in my heart to forgive her.

Air 9. O Jenny, O Jenny, where hast thou been.

O Polly, you might have toyed and kissed.
By keeping men off, you keep them on.

POLLY But he so teased me,
And he 5o pleased me,
What 1 did, you must have done.

MRS. PEACHUM Not with a highwayman.—You sorry slut!

PEACHUM A word with you, wife. 'Tis no new thing for a wench to take man with-
out consent of parents. You know 'tis the frailty of woman, my dear.

MRS. PEACHUM Yes, indeed, the sex is frail. But the first time a woman is frail, she
should be somewhat nice? methinks, for then or never is the time to make her for-
tune. After that, she hath nothing to do but guard herself from being found out,
and she may do what she pleases.

PEACHUM Make yourself a little easy; | have a thought shall soon set all matters
again to rights. Why so melancholy, Polly? Since what is done cannot be undone,
we must all endeavor to make the best of it.

MRS. PEACHUM Well, Polly, as far as one woman can forgive another, | forgive
thee. Your father is too fond of you, hussy.

POLLY Then all my sorrows are at an end.

MRS. PEACHUM A mighty likely speech in troth, for a wench who is just married!

Air 10. Thomas, [ cannot, erc.

roLLY I, like a ship in storms, was tossed;
Yet afraid to put into land;
For seized in the port the vessel’s lost,
Whose treasure is contraband.
The waves are laid,!
My duty’s paid.
(O joy beyond expression!
Thus, safe a-shore,
I ask no more,
My all is in my possession.

PEACHUM [ hear customers in t'other room; Go, talk with 'em, Polly; but come to
us again, as soon as they are gone. But, hark ye, child, if 'tis the gentleman who
was here yesterday about the repeating-watch,? say you believe we can't get intel-
ligence of it till tomorrow. For I lent it to Suky Straddle, to make a figure with it

2. An especially valuable timepiece: it announced the
hour and q hour by a series of bells that

rang at the push of a button.

8. Revives.
9. Careful, fastidious.
1. Have subsided.
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tonight at a tavern in Drury Lane.? If other gentleman calls for the silver-hilted
sword; you know beetle-browed Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not come from
Tunbridge till Tuesday night; so that it cannot be had till then.

Scene 9
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum

PEACHUM Dear wife, be a little pacified. Don't let your passion run away with your
senses. Polly, I grant you, hath done a rash thing.

MRS. PEACHUM If she had had only an intrigue with the fellow, why the very best
families have excused and huddled up a frailty of thar sort. "Tis marriage, husband,
that makes it a blemish.

PEACHUM But money, wife, is the true fuller’s earth* for reputations, there is not a
spot or a stain but what it can take out. A rich rogue nowadays is fit company for
any gentleman; and the world, my dear, hath not such a contempt for foguery as
you imagine. [ tell you, wife, I can make this match turn to our advantage.

MRS. PEACHUM | am very sensible,® husband, thar Captain Macheath is worth
money, but I am in doubt whether he hath not two or three wives already, and
then if he should die in a Session or two, Polly’s dower would come into dispute.

PEACHUM That, indeed, is a point which ought to be considered.

Air I1. A soldier and a sailor.

A fox may steal your hens, Sir,
A whore your health and pence, Sir,
Your daughter rob your chest, Sir,
Your wife may steal your rest, Sir,

A thief your goods and plate.®
But this is all but picking, .
With rest, pence, chest, and chicken;
It ever was decreed, Sir, -
If lawyer’s hand is fee'd, Sir,

He steals your whole estate.

The lawyers are bitter enemies to those in our way.” They don't care® that anvbody
should get a ¢landestine livelihood but themselves.

Scene 10
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum, Polly

POLLY "Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a damask window curtain, a hoop
petticoat, a pair of silver candlesticks, a periwig, and one silk stocking from the
fire that happened last night.

PEACHUM There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his way, and saves more goods
out of the fire than Ned. But now, Polly, to your affair; for matters must not be left
as they are. You are married then, it scems?

POLLY Yes, Sir.

3. Anothet haunt of prostitutes; also the location of the
rival theater.

4. A mineral used as a cleaning solvent.

5. Well aware.

6. Utensils plated with silver or gold.
7. In our line of work.
8. Wanrt.
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PEACHUM And how do you propose to live, child?

POLLY Like other women, Sir, upon the industry of my husband.

MRS. PEACHUM What, is the wench rumed fool? A highwayman's wife, like a sol-
dier’s, hath as lictle of his pay as of his company.

PEACHUM And had not you the common views of a gentlewoman in your mar-
riage, Polly?

POLLY I don’t know what you mean, Sir.

PEACHUM Of a jointure,® and of being a widow.

POLLY But I love him, Sir: how then could I have thoughts of parting with him?

PEACHUM Parting with him! Why, that is the whole scheme and intention of all
marriage articles. The comfortable estate of widowhood is the only hope that
keeps up a wife's spirits. Where is the woman who would scruple to be a wife, if
she had it in her power to be a widow whenever she pleased? If you have any views
of this sort, Polly, I shall think the match not so very unreasonable.

POLLY How I dread to hear your advice! Yet 1 must beg you to explain yourself.

PEACHUM Secure what he hath got, have him peached the next Sessions, and then
at once you are made a rich widow.

POLLY What, murder the man [ love! The blood runs cold at my heart with the very
thought of it.

PEACHUM Fie, Polly! What hath murder to do in the affair? Since the thing sconer
or later must happen, | dare say, the Captain himself would like that we should get
the reward for his death sooner than a stranger. Why, Polly, the Captain knows,
that as ’tis his employment to tob, so 'tis ours to take robbers; every man in his
business. So that there is no malice in the case.

MRS. PEACHUM Ay, husband, now you have nicked the macter. To have him
peached is the only thing could ever make me forgive her.

Arwr [2. Now ponder well, ye parents dear.
rOLLY Oh, ponder well! be not severe;
So save a wretched wife!
For on the rope that hangs my dear
Depends poor Poily's life.

MRS. PEACHUM But your duty to your parents, hussy, obliges you to hang him.
What would many a wife give for such an opportunity!

POLLY What is a jointure, what is widowhood to me? I know my heart. I cannot sur-
vive him.

Air 13. Le printemps rappelle aux armes.!
The turtle? thus with plaintive crying,
Her lover dying,
The turtle thus with plaintive crying,
Laments her dove.
Down she drops quite spent with sighing,
Paived in death, as paired in love.
Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly.
MRS. PEACHUM Whar, is the fool in love in eamest then? [ hate thee for being
particular.? Why, wench, thou art a shame to thy very sex.

9. “Estate settled on a wife to be enjoyed after her hus- 2. Turtledove.
band's decease”™ (Johnson's Dictionary). 3. Odd, exceptional.
1. Spring calls to arms.
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POLLY But hear me, Mother. If you ever loved—

MRS. PEACHUM Those cursed playbooks she reads have been her ruin. One word
more, hussy, and I shall knock your brains out, if you have any.

PEACHUM Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of mischief, and consider of what is
proposed to you.

MRS. PEACHUM Away, hussy. Hang your husband, and be dutiful.

Scene 11
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum
[Polly listening.)
MRS. PEACHUM The thing, husband, must and shall be done. For the sake of
intelligencet we must take other measures, and have him peached the next Ses-
sion without her consent. If she will not know her duty, we know ours.
PEACHUM But really, my dear, it grieves one's heart to take off a great man. When |
consider his personal bravery, his fine stratagem, how much we have already got
by him, and how much more we may get, methinks | can't find in my heart to
have a hand in his death. 1 wish you could have made Polly undertake ir.
MRS. PEACHUM But in a case of necessity—our own lives are in danger.
PEACHUM Then, indeed, we must comply with the customs of the world, and make
gratitude give way to interest. He shall be taken off.
MRS. PEACHUM I'll undertake to manage Polly.
PEACHUM And I'll prepare matters for the Old Baily.

Scene 12
Polly

Now I'm a wretch, indeed. Methinks 1 see him already in the cart, sweeter and more
lovely than the nosegay® in his hand! I hear the crowd extolling his resolution and
intrepidity! What volleys of sighs are sent from the windows of Holbomn,§ that so
comely a youth should be brought to disgrace! I see him at the tree!? The whole cir-
cle are in tears! Even butchers weep! Jack Ketch® himself hesitates to perform his
duty, and would be glad to lose his fee, by a reprieve. What then will become of Pol-
ly! As yet | may inform him of their design, and aid him in his escape. It shall be so.
Bur then he flies, absents himself, and 1 bar myself from his dear dear conversarion!
That too will distract tne.? If he keep out of the way, my Papa and Mama may in time
relent, and we may be happy. If he stays, he is hanged, and then he is lost forever! He
intended to lie concealed in my room, 'till the dusk of the evening: If they are abroad,
I'll chis instant let him out, lest some accident should prevent him. [Exit, and retums ]

Scene 13
Polly, Macheath

Air [4. Pretty Parmrot, say—
MACHEATH Pretry Polly, say,

When [ was away,
4. “Account of things disrant or secret” {Johnson's Dictio- 7. The gallows [“Tyburn tree™
nary). 8. England s most famous hangman (d. 1686]; thereafter,
5. Bouquet, often carried by condemned prisoners. any hangman.
6. The road from Newgate to Tybum, where criminals 9, Make me crazy
were hanped.
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Did your fancy never stray
To some newer lover?
Without disguise,
Heaving sighs,

Deoting eves,

My constant heart discover. !
Fondly let me lofl!

MACHEATH O pretty, pretty Poll.

POLLY

POLLY And are you as fond as ever, my dear?

MACHEATH Suspect my honor, my courage, suspect anything but my love. May my
pistols miss fire, and my mare slip her shoulder while 1 am pursued, if 1 ever for-
sake thee!

PoLLY Nay, my dear, I have no reason to doubt you, for I find in the romance you
lent me, none of the great heroes were ever false in love.

Air 15. Pray, fair one, be kind.

MACHEATH My heart was so free,
It roved like the bee,
*Till Polly my passion requited;
1 sipped each flower,
I changed ev'ry hour,
But here ev'ry flower is united.

pOLLY Were you sentenced to transportation, sure, my dear, you could not leave me
behind you—could you?

MACHEATH Is there any power, any force that could tear me from thee? You might
sooner tear a pension out of the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty
woman from a looking glass, or any woman from quadrille. But to tear me from
thee is impossible!

Air 16. Over the hills and far away.

Were | laid on Greenland's coast,
And in my arms embraced my lass;
Warm amidst eternal frost,
Too soon the half year's night? would pass.

POLLY Were | sold on Indian soil,
Soon as the buming day was closed,
I could mock the sultry toil,
When on my charmer’s breast veposed.
MACHEATH And [ would love you all the day,

POLLY Every night would kiss and play,
MACHEATH If with me you'd fondly stray
POLLY Over the hills and far away.

POLLY Yes, | would go with thee. But oh!—how shall | speak it? I must be tom from
thee. We must part.
MACHEATH How! Part!

1. Reveal, uncover. 2. The long dark winter of the polar regions.

Tt g o

P —

A,

The Beggar's Opera, Act 2 2587

POLEY We must, we must. My Papa and Mama are set against thy life. They now,
even now ate in search after thee. They are preparing evidence against thee. Thy
life depends upon a moment.

Air 17. Gin thou wert mine awn thing—

O what pain it is to par:!

Can I leave thee, can | leave thee?
O what pain it is to part!

Can thy Polly ever leave thee?
But lest death my love should thwart,

And bring thee to the fatal cart,
Thuts I tear thee from my bleeding heart!

Fly hence, and let me leave thee.

One kiss and then—one kiss—begone—farewell.

MACHEATH My hand, my heart, my dear, is so riveted to thine, that | cannot
unloose my hold.

POLLY But my Papa may intercept thee, and then 1 should lose the very glimmering
of hope. A few weeks, perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly hear from thee?

MACHEATH Must | then go!?

PoLLY And will not absence change your love?

MACHEATH If you doubt it, let me stay—and be hanged.

POLLY O how I fear! How | tremble! Go—but when safety will give you leave, you
will be sure to see me again; for 'till then Polly is wretched.

Air 18. O the broom, etc.

[Parting, and looking back at each other with fondness; he at one door, she at the other.]
MACHEATH The miser thus a shilling sees,
Which he's obliged to pay, -
With sighs resigns it by degrees, -
And fears 'tis gone for aye.®

poOLLY The boy, thus, when his sparrow's flown,
The bird in silence eyes;
But soon as out of sight 'tis gone,
Whines, whimpers, sobs, and cries.

Act 2

Scene 1. A Tavern near Newgate

Jemmy Tuwitcher, Crook-fingered Jack, War Dreary, Robm of Bagshot, Nimming
Ned, Henry Padington, Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the rest of the gang, at the
table, with wine, brandy, and tobacco.

BEN But prithee, Matt, what is become of thy brother Tom? I have not seen him
since my return from transportation.

MATT Poor brother Tom had an accident this time twelvemonth, and so clever a
made fellow he was, that 1 could not save him from those fleaing* rascals the sur-
geons; and now, poor man, he is among the otamys® at Surgeon’s Hall.

BEN So it seems, his time was come.

3. Forever.
4. Flaying. robbing.

5. Skeletons {from “anatomies™). The conpes of executed
criminals were clten used in medical siudies.
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JEMMY But the present time is ours, and nobody alive hath more. Why are the laws
leveled at us? Are we more dishonest than the rest of mankind? What we win,
gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and the right of conquest.

CROOK-FINGERED JACK Where shall we find such another set of practical
philosophers, who to a man are above the fear of death?

wWAT Sound men, and true!

ROBIN Of tried courage, and indefatigable industry!

NED Who is there here that would not die for his friend?

HARRY Who is there here that would betray him for his interest?

MATT Show me a gang of courtiers that can say as much.

BEN We are for a just partition of the world, for every man hath a right to enjoy life.

MATT We retrenché the superfluities of mankind. The world is avaricious, and I
hate avarice. A covetous fellow, like a jackdaw, steals what he was never made to
enjoy, for the sake of hiding it. These are the robbers of mankind, for money was
made for the free-hearted and generous, and where is the injury of taking from
another, what he hath not the heart to make use of?

JEMMY Qur several stations? for the day are fixed. Good luck attend us all. Fill the
glasses.

Air 19. Filll ev'ry glass, etc.
MATT Fill ev'ry glass, for wine inspires us,
And fires us
With courage, love, and joy.
Women and wine should life employ.
Is there aught else on earth desirous?
CHORUS Fill ev'ry glass, etc.

Scenc 2

To them enter Macheath.

MACHEATH Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been with you this hour; but an
unexpected affair hath detained me. No ceremony, I beg you.

MATT We were just breaking up to go upon duty. Am I to have the honor of taking the
air with you, Sir, this evening upon the heath? I drink a dram now and then with the
stage-coachmen in the way of friendship and intelligence; and { know that about this
time there will be passengers upon the Western Road,8 who are worth speaking with.

MACHEATH I was to have been of that party—but—

MATT But what, Sir?

MACHEATH Is there any man who suspects my courage?

MATT We have all been wimesses of it.

MACHEATH My honor and truth to the gang?

MATT I'll be answerable for it.

MACHEATH In the division of our booty, have | ever shown the least marks of
avatice or injustice?

MATT By these questions something seems to have ruffled you. Are any of us suspected?

MACHEATH I have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you al!, as men of honor, and
as such 1 value and respect you. Peachum is a man that is useful to us.

6. Cut back, economize.
7. Our respective jobs.

8. Through Bagshot Heath, west of London.

g
RIoas T o

AR ey

3 WA Rh, A,

B P Ko v g P ARl o e

W

7
. |

oL
T A g ] Al

e

A

The Beggar's Opera, Act 2 2589

MATT Is he about to play us any foul play? I'll shoot him through the head.

MACHEATH | beg you, gentlemen, act with conduct and discretion. A pistol is your
last resort.

MATT He knows nothing of this meeting.

MACHEATH Business cannot go on without him. He is a man who knows the
wotld, and is a necessary agent to us. We have had a slight difference, and till it is
accommodated | shall be obliged to keep out of his way. Any private dispute of
mine shall be of no ill consequence to my friends. You must continue to act under
his direction, for the moment we break loose from him, our gang is ruined.

MATT As a bawd” to a whore, [ grant you, he is to us of great convenience.

MACHEATH Make him believe | have quitted the gang, which I can never do but
with life.! At our private quarters 1 will continue to meet you. A week or so will
probably reconcile us.

MATT Your instructions shall be observed. 'Tis now high time for us to repait to our
several duties; so till the evening at our quarters in Moor-fields? we bid you farewell.

MACHEATH I shall wish myself with you. Success attend you.

[Sits down melancholy at the table.]

Air 20, March in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpets.

MATT Let us take the voad.
Harlk! [ hear the sound of coaches!
The hour of attack approaches,
To your arms, brave boys, and load.
See the ball T hold!
Let the chemists® toil like asses,
Qur fire their fire surpasses,
And curns all our lead to gold.

[The gang, ranged in the front of the stage, load théir pistols, and stick them under their
girdles, then go off singing the first part in chorus.] 2

Scene 3
Macheath, Drawer’

MACHEATH What a fool is a fond wench! Pally is most confoundedly bit.? I love the
sex. And a man who loves money might as well be contended with one guinea, as |
with one woman. The town perhaps hath been as much obliged to me, for recruit-
ing it with free-hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the army. If it were not
for us and the other gentlemen of the sword, Drury Lane would be uninhabited.

Air 21. Would you have a young virgin, etc.

If the heart of a man is depressed with cares,
The mist is dispelled when a woman appears;
Like the notes of a fiddle, she sweetly, sweetly
Raises the spirits, and charms our ears,

Roses and lilies her cheeks disclose,

9. Pimp. 4. Belts,
1. Le., | will quit the gang anly when I quit my Jife. 5. Bastender.
L. Just ourside the old Ciry wall. 6_Ensnared.

3. Alchemists, who sought to tum base metals invo gold.
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But her ripe lips are more sweet than those.
Press her,
Caress her
With blisses,
Her kisses
Dissolve us in pleasure, and soft repose.

I must have women. There is nothing unbends? the mind like them. Money is not
so strong a cordial for the time. Drawer! [Enter Drawer.} Is the porter gone for all
the ladies, according to my directions?

DRAWER I expect him back every minute. But you know, Sir, you sent him as far as
Hockley in the Hole, for three of the ladies, for one in Vinegat Yard, and for the
rest of them somewhere about Lewkner's Lane.® Sure some of them are below, for
| hear the bar bell. As they come 1 will show them up. Coming, coming!

Scene 4

Macheath, Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs.
Slammekin, Suky Tawdry, and Molly Brazen.

MACHEATH Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. You look charmingly today. 1
hope you don't want the repairs of quality, and lay on paint.>—Dolly Trull! Kiss
me, you slut; are you as amorous as ever, hussy? You are always so taken up with
stealing hearts, that you don't allow yourself time to steal anything else. Ah Dolly,
thou wilt ever be a coquette!—Mrs. Vixen, I'm yours, | always loved a woman of
wit and spirit; they make charming mistresses, but plaguy wives.—Betty Doxy!
Come hither, hussy. Do you drink as hard as ever? You had better stick to good
wholesome beer; for in troth, Betty, strong waters! will in time ruin your constitu-
tion. You should leave those to your betters—What! And my pretty Jenny Diver
too! As prim and demure as ever! There is not any prude, though ever so high
bred, hath a more sanctified look, with a more mischievous heart. Ah! Thou art a
dear artful hypocrite—Mrs. Slammekin! As careless and genteel as ever! All you
fine ladies, who know your own beauty, affect an undress.—But see, here's Suky
Tawdry come to contradict what I was saying. Everything she gets one way she
lays out upon her back. Why, Suky, you must keep at least a dozen tallymen.’—
Molly Brazen! [She kisses him.] That's well done. | love a free-hearted wench.
Thou hast a most agreeable assurance, girl, and art as willing as a turcle. But hark!
| hear music. The harper is at the door. “If music be the food of love, play on."? Ere
you seat yourselves, ladies, what think you of a dance? Come in. [Enter Harper.]
Play the French tune, that Mrs. Slammekin was so fond of.

[A dance a la ronde? in the French manner; near the end of it this song and chorus ]

Air 22. Cotillon.

Youth's the season made for foys,
Love is then our duty,

She alone who that employs,
Well deserves her beauty.

1. Hard Yiquor.

2. Merchants who provide goods on credit,

3. The opening line of Shakespeares Tuelfth Night.
4. A circular dance.

7. Relaxes.
8. Both in Dtury Lane.
9.1 hope you do not need 1o paint you face as women of

quality do.
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Let's be gay,
While we may,
Beauty's a flower, despised in decay.

Youth's the season etc.

Let ws drink and sport today,
Ours is not tomorrow.
Love with youth flies swift away,
Age is nought but sorrow.
Dance and sing,
Time's on the wing,
Life never knows the return of spring.
CHORUS Ler us drink, etc.

MACHEATH Now, pray Iadies, take your places. Here fellow. [Pays the Harper.] Bid
the Drawer bring us more wine. [Exit Harper.] If any of the ladies choose gin, |
hope they will be so free to call for it.

JENNY. You lock as if you meant me. Wine is strong enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I
never drink strong waters, but when I have the cholic.

MACHEATH Just the excuse of the fine ladies! Why, a lady of quality is never with-
out the cholic. I hope, Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good success of late in your vis-
its among the mercers.®

COAXER We have so many interlopers—ryet with industry, one may still have a lit-
tle picking. I carried a silver-flowered lutestring, and a piece of black padesoy® to
Mr. Peachum’s lock but last week.

VIXEN There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a rattlesnake. She riveted a linen-
draper’s eye so fast upon her, that he was nicked? of three pieces of cambric before
he could look off.

BRAZEN Oh dear, Madam! But sure nothing can come up to your handling of laces!
And then you have such a sweet deluding tongue! To cheat a man is nothing; but
the woman must have fine parts indeed who cheats a womari! -

VIXEN Lace, Madam, lies in a small compass, and is of easy conveyance. But you are
apt, Madam, to think too well of your friends.

COAXER If any woman hath more att than another, to be sure, 'tis Jenny Diver.
Though her fellow be never so agreeable, she can pick his pocket as coolly, as if
money were her only pleasure. Now that is 2 command of the passions uncommon
in a woman!

JENNY { never go to the tavern with a man, but in the view of business. | have other
hours, and other sort of men for my pleasure. But had | your address,® Madam—

MACHEATH Have done with your compliments, ladies; and drink about: You are
not so fond of me, Jenny, as you use to be.

JENNY 'Tis not convenient, Sir, to show my fondness among so many rivals. "Tis
your own choice, and not the warmth of my inclination that will determine you.”

Air 23, All in a misty morning, etc.

Before the barn door crowing,
The cock by hens attended,

5. Dealers in textiles.
6. Types of silk fabric.
7. Robbed.

B. Polished manner.
9. Make up your mind.
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His eyes around him throung,
Stands for a while suspended.

Then one he singles from the crew,
And cheers the happy hen;

With how do you do, and how do you do,
And how do you do agam.

MACHEATH Ah Jenny! Thou art a dear slut.

TRULL Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping?!

TAWDRY [ hope, Madam, I ha'nt been so long upon the town, but I have met with
some pood fortunes as well as my neighbors.

TRULL Pardon me, Madam, | meant no harm by the question; 'twas only in the way
of conversation.

TAWDRY Indeed, Madam, if [ had not been a fool, 1 might have lived very hand-
somely with my last friend. But upon his missing five guineas, he turned me off.
Now | never suspected he had counted them.

SLAMMEKIN Who do you look upon, Madam, as your best sort of keepers?

TRULL That, Madam, is thereafter as they be.?

SLAMMEKIN I, Madam, was once kept by a Jew; and bating? their religion, to
women they are a good sort of people.

TAWDRY Now for my part, [ own | like an old fellow: for we always make them pay
for what they can't do.

VIXEN A spruce prentice, let me tell you, tadies, is no ill thing, they bleed? freely. 1
have sent at least two or three dozen of them in my time to the plantations.’

JENNY But to be sure, Sir, with so much pgood fortune as you have had upon the
road, you must be grown immensely rich.

MACHEATH The road, indeed, hath done me justice, but the gaming table hath
been my ruin.

Air 24. When once I lay with another man's wife, ete.

1EMNY The gamesters and lawyers are jugglerst alike,
If they meddle your all is in danger.
Like gypsies, if ance they can finger a souse,”
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your house,
And give your estate to a stranger.

A man of courage should never put anything to the risk, but his life. These are the
tools of a man of honor. Cards and dice are only fic for cowardly cheats, who prey
upon their friends. [She takes ap his pistol. Tawdry takes up the other.]

TAWDRY This, Sir, is fitter for your hand. Besides your loss of money, 'tis a loss to
the ladies. Gaming takes you off from women. How fond could | be of you! But
before company, "tis ill bred.

MACHEATH Wanton hussies!

JENNY [ must and will have a kiss to give my wine a zest.

I. A kepr mistress of a wealthy gentleman. 5. Le., incited them 1o steal and thereby caused them 1o
2. le depends how they treat me. be transported 1o the colonies.
3. Apant from 6. Sleight-of-hand artists.

4. Spend. 7. Get their hands on a sou (a French penny).
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[They take him about the neck, and make signs to Peachum and the constables, who
rish in upon him.]

Scene 5

To them, Peachum and constables.

PEACHUM I seize you, Sir, as my prisoner.

MACHEATH Was cthis well done, Jenny? Wemen are decoy ducks; who can wrust
them! Beasts, jades, jilts, harpies, furies, whores!

PEACHUM Your case, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. The greatest heroes have
been ruined by women. But, to do them justice, | must own they are a pretty sort
of creatures, if we could trust them. You must now, Sir, take your leave of the
ladies, and if they have a mind to make you a visit, they will be sure to find you at
home. The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate. Constables, wait upon the Cap-
tain to his lodgings.

Arr 25. When first [ laid siege to my Chiloris, etc.

MACHEATH At the tree I shall suffer with pleasure,
At the tree | shall suffer with pleasure,
Let me go where [ will,
In all kinds of ill,
1 shall find no such furies as these are.

PEACHUM Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning shall be discharged.®
|Exit Macheath, guarded with Peachtum and constables.]

Scene 6

The women remain,

VIXEN Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum may have made a private bargain
with you and Suky Tawdry for betraying the Captain, as we “ére all assisting, we
ought all to share alike.

COAXER 1 think, Mr. Peachum, after so long an acquaintance, might have trusted
me as well as Jenny Diver.

SLAMMEKIN | am sure at [east three men of his hanging, and in a year's time too (if
he did me justice) should be set down to my account.®

TRULL Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fait. For you know one of them was taken in
bed with me.

JENNY As far as a bowl of punch or a trear, I believe Mrs. Suky will join with me. As
for anything else, ladies, you cannot in conscience expect it.

5LAMMEKIN Dear Madam—

TRULL [ would not for the world—

SLAMMEKIN 'Tis impossible for me—

TRULL As [ hope to be saved, Madam—

SLAMMEKIN Nay, then | must stay here all night—

TRULL Since you command me.

[Exit with great ceremony.]

8. The bill shall be paid.

9. Le., 1 deserve the credit for at least three men that
Peachum has had hanged.
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Scene 7. Newgate
Lockit, Tumnkeys,! Macheath, Constables.

LockIT Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have not been a lodger of mine this
year and half. You know the custom, Sir. Gamish,2 Captain, garnish. Hand me
down those feteers there.

MACHEATH Those, Mr. Lockit, seem to be the heaviest of the whole set. With your
leave, 1 should like the further pair better.

LOCKIT Look ye, Captain, we know what is fittest for our prisoners. When a gentle-
man uses me with civility, | always do the best | can to please him. Hand them
down I say. We have them of all prices, from one guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting
every gentleman should please himself.

MACHEATH [ understand you, Sir. [Gives money.] The fees here are so many, and so
exorbitant, that few fortunes can bear the expense of gerting off? handsomely, or
of dying like a gentleman.

LOCKIT Those, [ see, will fit the Captain better. Take down the further pair. Do but
examine them, Sir. Never was better work. How genteelly they are made! They
will sit as easy as a glove, and the nicest! man in England might not be ashamed to
wear them. [He puts on the chains.] If I had the best gentleman in the land in my
custody I could not equip him more handsomely. And so, Sir, I now leave you to
your private meditations.

Scene 8

Macheath

Air 26. Courtiers, courtiers think it no harm, etc.

Man may escape from rope and gun;
Nay, some have outived the doctor's pill:
Who takes a woman must be undone,

That basilisk? is sure to kill.
The fly that sips treacle is lost in the sweets,
So he that tastes woman, woman, woman,

He that tastes woman, ruin meets.

To what a woeful plight have I brought mysel! Here must 1 {all day long, "l 1
am hanged) be confined to hear the reproaches of a wench who lays her ruin at
my door. I am in the custody of her father, and to be sure if he knows of the mat-
ter, | shall have a fine time on't berwixt thisé and my execution. But I promised
the wench marriage. What signifies a promise te a woman? Does not man in mat-
tiage itself promise a hundred things that he never means to perform? Do all we
can, women will believe us; for they lock upon a promise as an excuse for follow-
ing their own inclinations. But here comes Lucy, and [ cannot get from her.
Would 1 were deaf!

1. Jailers. 5. Mythical serpent which killed by its breath or its
2. Pay the jailer the customary bribe. glance.
3, Escaping punishmetit. 6. This moment.

4. Most disceming.
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Scene 9

Macheath, Lucy

LUCY You base man you, how can you lock me in the face after what hath passed
between us? See here, perfidious wretch, how | am forced to bear about the load of
infamy you have laid upon me.? O Macheath! Thou hast robbed me of my quiet.
To see thee tortured would give me pleasure.

Air 27. A lovely lass to a friar came, etc.

Thus when a good housewife sees a rat
In her trap in the morning taken,
With pleasure her heart goes pit a pat,
In revenge for her loss of bacon.

Then she throws hirm
To the dog or cat,
To be worried, crushed, and shaken.

MACHEATH Have you no bowels,® no tenderness, my dear Lucy, to see a husband
in these circumstances!?

Lucy A husband!

MACHEATH In every respect but the form, and that, my dear, may be said over us at
any time. Friends should not insist upon ceremonies. From a man of honor, his

word is as good as his bond.

Lucy Tis the pleasure of afl you fine men to insult the women you have ruined.

A 28. "Twas when the sen was roaring, cte.

How cruel are the traitors,

Who lie and swear in jest,
To cheat unguarded creatvres

Of virtue, fame, and rest!
Whoever steals a shilling, -

Through shame the guilt conceals:
In love the pervjured villain

With boasts the theft reveals.

MACHEATH The very first opportunity, my dear (have but patience), you shall be
my wife in whatever manner you please.

LUCY Insinuating monster! And so you think I know nothing of the affair of Miss
Polly Peachum. 1 could tear thy eyes out!

HEATH Sure Lucy, you can't be such a fool as ro be jealous of Pally!

LuCY Are you not married to her, you brute you?

MACHEATH Married! Very good. The wench gives it out only to vex thee, and to
ruin me in thy good opinion. "Tis true, | go to the house; I chat with the girl, I kiss
her, 1 say a thousand things to her (as all gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to
divert myself; and now the silly jade hath set it about that | am mattied to her, to
let me know what she would be at. Indeed, my dear Lucy, these violent passions
may be of ill consequence to a woman in your condition.

Lucy Come, come, Captain, for all your assurance, you know that Miss Polly hath
put it out of your power to do me the justice you promised me.

7. 1e., she is pregnant 8. The bodily seat of tendemess, piry.
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MACHEATH A jealous woman believes everything her passion suggests. To con-
vince you of my sincerity, if we can find the ordinary,® 1 shall have no scruples of
making you my wife; and | know the consequence of having two at a time.

LUCY That you are only to be hanged, and so get rid of them both.

MACHEATH | am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you satisfaction—if you think there
is any in marriage. What can a man of honor say more!?

LUCY So then it seems, you are not married to Miss Polly.

MACHEATH You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiously conceited. No man can say a
civil thing to her, but (like other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he’s her
own for ever and ever.

Air 29. The sun had loosed his weary teams, etc.

The first time at the lookingglass
The mother sets her daughter,

The image strikes the smiling lass
With self-love ever after.

Each time she looks, she, fonder groum,
Thinks ev'ry charm grows stronger.

But ales, vain maid, all eyes but your oum
Can see you are not yotnger.

When women consider their own beauties, they are all alike unreasonable in their
dermands; for they expect their lovers should like them as long as they like themselves.
LucyY Yonder is my father—perhaps this way we may light upon the ordinary, who
shall try if you will be as good as your word. For I long to be made an honest woman.

Scene 10
Peachum, Lockit with an account book

LOCKIT In this last affair, Brother Peachum, we are agreed. You have consented to
go halves in Macheath.

PEACHUM We shall never fall out about an execution. But as to thar article, pray
how stands our last year’s account?

LocKIT If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 'tis fair and clearly stated.

PEACHUM This long arrear! of the government is very hard upon us! Can it be
expected that we should hang our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will
hardly save theirs without being paid for it. Unless the people in employment pay
better, I promise them for the future, I shall let other rogues live besides their own.

LOCKIT Perhaps, Brother, they are afraid these matters may be carried too far. We
are treated too by them with contempt, as if our profession was not reputable.

PEACHUM In one respect indeed, our employment may be reckoned dishonest,
because like great statesmen, we encourage those who betray their friends.

LOCKIT Such language, Brother, anywhere else, might tum to your prejudice.?
Leatn to be more guarded, 1 beg you.

Air 30. How happy are we, etc.

When you censure the age,
Be cautious and sage,

Lest the courtiers offended should be:

9. The prison chaplain. 2. Be used against you.

1. Lateness in the payment of debts.
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If you mention vice or bribe,
"Tis so pat? to all the tibe;
Each cries, “That was lzveled at me!”

PEACHUM Here's poor Ned Clinchet's narme, | see. Sure, Brother Lockir, there was a
little unfair proceeding in Ned’s case: for he told me in the condemned hold,* that for
value received, you had promised him a Session or two longer without molestation.

LOCKIT Mr. Peachum, this is the first time my honor was ever called in question.

PEACHUM Business is at an end if once we act dishonorably.

LOCKIT Who accuses me!

PEACHUM You are warm,’ Brother.

LOCKIT He that attacks my honer, attacks my livelihcod. And this usage, Sir, is not
to be borne.

PEACHUM Since you provoke me to speak, | must tell you too, that Mrs. Coaxer
charges you with defrauding her of her information moneyt for the apprehending
of curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, Brother, we must punctually pay our spies, or
we shall have no information.

LOCKIT Is this language to me, Sirrah, who have saved you from the gallows, Sirrah!

[Collaning each other.]

PEACHUM If | am hanged, it shall be for ridding the world of an arrant rascal.

Lock1T This hand shall do the office of the halter” you deserve, and throttle you—
you dog!—

PEACHUM Brother, Brother, we are both in the wrong. We shall be both losers in
the dispute—for you know we have it in our power to hang each other. You
should not be so passionate.

LoCKIT Nor you so provoking.

PEACHUM Tis our mutual interest; 'tis for the interest of the world we should agree.
If 1 said anything, Brother, to the prejudice of your character, | ask pardon.

LOCKIT Brother Peachum, 1 can forgive as well'as tesent. Give me your hand. Sus-
picion does not become a friend. -

PEACHUM | only meant to give you occasion to justify yourself. But I must now step
home, for 1 expect the gentleman about this snuffbox that Filech nimmed rwa
nights ago in the park. I appointed him at this hour.

Scene 11
Lockit, Lucy

LOCKIT Whence come you, hussy?

LUCY My tears might answer that question.

LOCKIT You have then been whimpering and fondling, like a spaniel, over the fel-
low that hath abused you.

LUCY One can't help love; one can't cure it. "Tis not in my power to obey you, and
hate him.

LOCKIT Learn to bear your husband’s death like a reasonable woman. "Tis not the
fashion, nowadays, so much as to affect sorrow upon these occasions. No woman
would ever marry, if she had not the chance of mortality for a release. Act like a
woman of spirit, hussy, and thank your father for what he is doing.

3. Suitable. 6. Reward for informing on someone.
4. Death row. 7. Mewwe
5. Angry.
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Air 31. Of a noble race was Shenkin.

LucCY Is then his fate decveed, Sir? .
Such a man can [ think of quitting?
When first we met, 50 moves me yet,
O see how my heart is splitting!
Lock1T Look ye, Lucy, there is no saving him. So, I think, you must do like other
widows: buy yourself weeds,8 and be cheerful.
Air 32
You'll think ere many days ensue
This sentence not severe;
I hang your husband, child, 'tis true,

But with him hang your care.
Twang dang dillo dee.

Like a good wife, go moan over your dying husband. That, child, is your duty.
Consider, girl, you can't have the man and the money too—so make yourself as
easy as you can, by getting all you can from him.

Scene 12
Lucy, Macheath

LucyY Though the ordinary was out of the way today, I hope, my dear, you E.:_. upon
the first opportunity, quiet my scruples. Oh, Sir! My father's hard heart is not to
be softened, and [ am in the utmost despair. . .

MACHEATH But if | could raise a small sum—would not twenty m:.:.nﬁm..nr.n_n you,
move him? Of all the arguments in the way of business, the perquisite? is the most
prevailing. Your father’s perquisites for the escape of prisoners must amount o a
considerable sum in the year. Money well timed, and properly applied, will do
anything.

Air 33. London ladies.

If you at an office solicit your due,!
And would not have matters neglected;
You must quicken the clerk with the perqudsite too,
To do what his duty divected.
Or would you the frouns of a lady prevent,
She too has this palpable failing,
The perquisite softens her into consent;
That reason with all is prevailing.

LuCY What love or money can do shall be done: for all my comfort depends upon
your safety.
Scene 13
Lucy, Macheath, Polly
pOLLY Where is my dear husband? Was a rope ever intended for this neck! O let me

throw my arms about it, and throttle thee with love! Why dost thou tum away
from me! "Tis thy Polly. ‘Tis thy wife.

8. A widow's mourning clothes. 1. Seek what is due 10 yoma,

9. Tip.
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MACHEATH Was ever such an unfortunate rascal as [ am!

LuCY Was there ever such another villain!

roLLY O Macheath! Was it for this we parted? Taken! Imprisoned! Tried! Hanged!
Cruel reflection! I'll stay with thee "till death. No force shall tear thy dear wife
from thee now. What means my love? Not one kind word! Not one kind look!
Think what thy Polly suffers to see thee in this condition.

Air 34. All in the downs, etc.
Thtes when the swallow, seeking prey,
Within the sash? is closely pent,
His comfort, with bemoaning lay,?
Without sits pining for th’ event.
Her chate'ring lovers all around her skim;
She heeds them not (poor bird!) her soul's with him.

MACHEATH | must disown her. [Aside.] The wench is distracted.

LUCY Am I then bilked of my virtue? Can | have no reparation? Sure men were born
to lie, and women to believe them! O villain! Villain!

POLLY Am [ not thy wife? Thy neglect of me, thy aversion to me too severely proves
it. Look on me. Tell me, am [ not thy wife?

Lucy Perfidious wretch!

POLLY Batbarous husband!

LucY Hadst thou been hanged five months ago, | had been happy.

POLLY And I too. If you had been kind ro me 'till death, it would not have vexed
me. And that's no very unreasonable request (though from a wife) to a man who
hath not above seven or eight days to live.

LUCY Art thou then married to another? Hast thou two wives, monster?

MACHEATH If wotnen's tongues can cease for an answer—hear me.

Lucy I won't. Flesh and blood can't bear my usage.

POLLY Shall I not claim my own? Justice bids me speak.

Air 35. Have you heard of a frolicsome ditty, etc.

MACHEATH How happy could [ be with either,

Were other dear charmer away!
Biut while you thus tease me together,
To neither a word will | say;
But tol de rol, etc.

POLLY Sure, my dear, there ought to be some preference shown to a wife! At least
she may claim the appearance of it. He must be distracted with his misfortunes, or
he could not use me thus!

Lucy O villain, villain! Thou hast deceived me. I could even inform against thee
with pleasure. Not a prude wishes more heartily ro have facts against her intimate
acquaintance, than [ now wish to have facts against thee. I would have her satis-
faction, and they should all out.

Air 36. Trish trot.
POLLY I'm bubbled 4

2. Window frame.
3. Plaintive song.

4, Cheated, fooked.
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LUCY I'm bubbled.

POLLY Oh how | am troubled!
LucCY Bamboozled, and bit!

POLLY My distresses are doubled.

LucY When you come to the tree, should the hangman refuse,
These fingers, with pleasure, could fasten the noose.
POLLY I'm bubbled, erc.

MACHEATH Be pacified, my dear Lucy. This is all a ferch’ of Polly's, to make me
desperate with® you in case | get off. If 1 am hanged, she would fain? the credit of
being thought my widow. Really, Polly, this is no time for a dispute of this sort; for
whenever you are talking of marriage, | am thinking of hanging.

POLLY And hast thou the heart to persist in disowning me!?

MACHEATH And hast thou the heatt o persist in persuading me that I am married?
Why, Polly, dost thou seek to aggravate my misfortunes?

Lucy Really, Miss Peachum, you but expose yourself. Besides, 'tis barbarous in you
ta worry a gentleman in his circumstances.

Air 37

roLLY  Cease your funning;

Force or cunning

Never shall my heart trapan &
All these sallies
Are but malice

To seduce my constant man.
"Tis most certain,
By their flirting

Women oft, have envy shown;
Pleased, to ruin
Others' wooing;

Never happy in their oun!

poLLY Decency, Madara, methinks might teach you to behave yourself with some
reserve with the husband, while his wife is present.

MACHEATH But seriously, Polly, this is carrying the joke a little too far.

Lucy If you are determined, Madam, to raise a disturbance in the prison, [ shall be
obliged to send for the tumnkey to show you the door. I am sorry, Madam, you
force me to be so ill-bred.

roLLy Give me leave to tell you, Madam. These forward airs don’t become you in
the least, Madam. And my duty, Madam, obliges me to stay with my husband,
Madam.

Arr 38. Good-mormrow, gossip Joan.
tucy Why how now, Madam Flirt?

If you thus must chatter;
And are for flinging dirt,
Let’s try who best can spatter;
Madam Flirt!
5. Trick, 7. Would like.

6. Ruin my hopes of having 8. Esmare.
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POLLY Why how now, saucy jade;
Sure the wench is tipsy!
[Tohim.] How can you see me made
The scoff of such a gypsy?
{Toher.] Saucy jade!

Scene 14
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum.

PEACHUM Where's my wench? Ah, hussy! Hussy! Come you home, you slut; and
when your fellow is hanged, hang yourself, to make your family some amends.

POLLY Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him—I must speak; I have more to say
to him. Oh! Twist thy fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee!

PEACHUM Sure all women are alike! If ever they commit the folly, they are sure to
commit another by exposing themselves. Away—not a word more. You are my
prisoner now, hussy.

Air 39, Irish howl.
POLLY No power on earth can e'er divide
The knot that sacred love hath ted.
When parents draw against our mind,?
The true-love's knot they faster bind.
Oh, ch ray, ch Amborah, oh, oh, etc.
[Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling her ]

Scene 15
Luecy, Macheath

MACHEATH | am naturally compassionate, wife, so that I could not use the wench as
she deserved, which made you at first suspect there was something in what she said.

Lucy Indeed, my dear, 1 was sirangely puzzled.

MACHEATH If that had been the case, her father would never have brought me
into this circumstance. No, Lucy, 1 had rather die than be false to thee.

LucyY How happy am 1, if you say this from your heart! For | love thee so, that |
could sooner bear to see thee hanged than in the arms of another.

MACHEATH But couldst thou bear to see me hanged!

Lucy O, Macheath, I can never live to see that day.

MACHEATH You see, Lucy, in the account of love you are in my debt, and you must
now be convinced, that I rather choose to die than be another's. Make me, if pos-
sible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee. If you refuse to assist me,
Peachum and your father will immediately put me beyond all means of escape.

LucCyY My father, | know, hath been drinking hard with the prisoners, and 1 fancy he
is now taking his nap in his own room. If | can procure the keys, shall I go off with
thee, my dear?

MACHEATH If we are together, "twill be impossible to lie concealed. As soon as
the search begins to be a little cool, I will send to thee. Till then my heart is thy
prisoner.

9. Pull against our wishes.
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tucyY Come then, my dear husband, owe thy life to me, and though you love me
not, be grateful. But that Polly runs in my head strangely.
MACHEATH A moment of time may make us unhappy forever.

Air 40. The lass of Patie's mill, etc.

1 like the fox shall grieve,

Whose mate hath left her side.
Whom hounds, from mom to eve,
Chase o'er the country uide.

Where can my lover hide?
Where cheat the weary pack?
If love be not his guide,
He never will come back!

LUCY

Act 3

Scene 1. Newgate
Lockit, Lucy

LOCKIT To be sure, wench, you must have been aiding and abetting to help him to
this escape.

Lucy Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter Polly, and to be sure they know
the ways of Newgate as well as if they had been born and bred in the place all their
lives. Why must all your suspicion light upon me?

LOCKIT Lucy, Luey, | will have none of these shuffling answers.

Lucy Well then, if [ know anything of him 1 wish I may be bumt!

LOCKIT Keep your temper, Lucy, or | shall pronounce you guilty.

LucY Keep yours, Sir, | do wish [ may be bumned. | do—and what can I say more to
convince you?

LoCKIT Did he tip handsomely? How much did he come down with? Come hussy,
don't cheat your father; and I shall not be angry with you. Perhaps you have made
a better bargain with him than I could have done. How much, my good girl?

LUCY You know, Sir, | am fond of him, and would have given moiiey to have kept
him with me.

LOCKIT Ah, Lucy! Thy education might have put thee more upon thy guard; for a
girl in the bar of an alehouse is always besieged.

LucY Dear Sir, mention not my education—for "towas to that | owe my ruin.

Air 41. If love's a sweet passion, etc.

When young at the bar you first taught me to score,!
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more;

I was kissed by the parson, the squire, and the sot.
When the guest was departed, the kiss was forgot.
But his kiss was so sweet, and so closely he pressed,
That ! languished and pined &ill I granted the rest.

If you can forgive me, Sir, | will make a fair confession, for to be sure he hath been
a most barbarous villain to me.
LOCKIT And so you have let him escape, hussy? Have vou?

1. Tally, keep an account.
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LUCY When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender word can persuade her to any-
thing, and I could ask no other bribe.

LOCKIT Thou wilt always be a vulgar? slut, Lucy. If you would not be tooked upon as
a fool, you should never do anything but upon the foot of? interest. Those that act
othenwise are their own bubbles.

Lucy But love, Sir, is a misfortune that may happen to the most discreet woman,
and in love we are all fools alike. Notwithstanding all he swore, | am now fully
convinced that Polly Peachum is actually his wife. Did | let him escape (fool that
1 was!) to go to her? Polly will wheedle herself into his money, and then Peachum
will hang him, and cheat us both.

LOCKIT Sol am to be ruined, because, forsooth, you must be in love! A very pretey
excuse!

Lucy I could murder that impudent happy strumper. [ gave him his life, and that
creature enjoys the sweets of it. Ungrateful Macheath!

Air 42. South Sea ballad.
My love is all madness and folly,
Alone I lie,
Toss, tumble, and cry,
What a happy creature s Polly!
Was e'er such a wretch as I!
With rage I redden like scarler,
That my dear inconstant varler,
Stark blind to my charms,
Is lost in the arms
Of thar jily, that inveigling harlot!
Stark blind to my charms,
Is lost in the arms
OFf that jilt, that inveigling harlot! .

This, this my resenement alarms,

LOCKIT And so, after all this mischief, I must stay here to be entertained with your
caterwauling, Mistress Puss! Qut of my sight, wanton strumpet! You shall fast and
mortify yourself into reason, with now and then a little handsome discipline to
bring you to your senses. Go.

Scene 2
Lockit
LOCKIT Peachum then intends to outwit me in chis affair; but I'll be even with him.
The dog is leaky in his liquor,$ so I'll ply him that way, get the secret from him,
and turn this affair to my own advantage. Lions, wolves, and vultures don’t live
together in herds, droves, or flocks. Of all animals of prey, man is the only sociable
one. Every one of us preys upon his neighbor, and yet we herd wogether. Peachum
is my companion, my friend. According to the custom of the world, indeed, he
may quote thousands of precedents for cheating me. And shall not | make use of
the privilege of friendship to make him a return?

1. Common.
3. For the sake of.
4. Cheat themselves.

5, A beating.
6. Talkative when drunk.
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Air 43. Packington's Pound.

Thus gamesters united in friendship are found,
Though they know that their industry all is a cheat;
They flock to their prey at the dicebox’s sound,
And join to promote one another's deceit.

But if by mishap

They fail of a chap,’
To keep in their hands, they each other entvap.
Like pikes, lank with hunger, who miss of their ends,®
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends.

Now, Peachum, you and |, like honest tradesmen, are to have a fair trial which of
us two can overreach the other.—Lucy! [Enter Lucy.] Are there any of Peachum’s
people now in the house?

Lucy Fileh, Sir, is drinking a quartem? of strong watets in the next room with Black
Moil.

LOCKIT Bid him come to me.

Scene 3
Lockit, Filch

LOCKIT Why, boy, thou lookest as if thou wert half starved, like a shotten hermring.!

FILCH One had need have the constitution of a horse to go through the business.
Since the favarite child-getter? was disabled by a mishap, 1 have picked up a little
money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy against their being called down o
sentence. But if a man cannot get an honest livelihood any easier way, I am sure,
"tis what 1 can't undertake for another Session.

LOCKIT Truly, if chat great man should tip off,? 'nvould be an irreparable loss. The
vigor and prowess of a knight-errant never saved half the ladies in distress that he
hath done. But, boy, can'st thou tell me where thy master is to be found?

FILCH At his lock,* Sir, at the Crooked Billet.

LOCKIT Very well. | have nothing more with you.

[Exit Filch.)
I'll go to him there, for | have many important affairs to settle with him; and in
the way of those transactions, I'll artfully get into his secret. So that Macheath
shall not remain a day longer out of my clutches.

Scene 4. A Gaming House.

Macheath in a fine tarnished coat, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint.
MACHEATH | am sorry, gentlemen, the road was so barren of money. When my
friends are in difficulties, I am always glad that my fortune can be serviceable to
them. [Gives them money.] You see, gentlemen, I am not a mere Court friend, who
professes everything and will do nothing.

Air 44. Lillibullero.

The modes of the Court so common are grown,
That a true friend can hardly be met;

2. Begetter {ie.. Macheath).

3. Die.

4. A cant word signifying a warchouse where stolen goods
are deposited [Gay’s note).

7. Cannot get a customer (prey)
8 Fail 1o catch their prey

9. Quarter-pint.

1. A herming that has spavmed.
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Friendship for interest is buet a loan,
Which they let out for what they can get.

"Tis true, you find
Some friends so kind,

Who will give you good counsel themselves to defend.
In sorrowful ditey,
They promise, they pity,

But shift you® for money, from friend to friend.

But we, gentlemen, have still honor enough to break through the corruptions of
the world. And while I can serve you, you may command me.

BEN It grieves my heart that so generous a man should be involved in such difficul-
ties, as oblige him to live with such ill company, and herd with gamesters.

MATT See the partiality of mankind! One man may steal a horse, better than anoth-
er look over a hedge.5 Of all mechanics,” of all servile handicraftsmen, a gamester
is the vilest. But yet, as many of the quality® are of the profession, he is admitted
amongst the politest company. I wonder we are not more respected.

MACHEATH There will be deep play tonight at Marybone, and consequently mon-
ey may be picked up upon the road. Meet me there, and 1'l] give you the hint who
is worth setting.”

MATT The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow pgold binding, I am told, is never
without money.

MACHEATH What do you mean, Matc? Sure you will not think of meddling with
him! He’s a good honest kind of a fellow, and one of us.

BEN To be sure, Sir, we will put ourselves under your direction.

MACHEATH Have an eye upon the moneylenders. A rouleau,! or two, would prove
a pretty sort of an expedition. I hate extortion.

MATT Those rouleaus are very pretey things. 1 hate your bank bills. There is such a
hazard in putting them off.? .

MACHEATH There is a certain man of distinction, who in his time hath nicked me
out of a great deal of the ready. He is in my cash,? Ben; I'li_paint him out to you
this evening, and you shall draw upon him for the debt, The company are met; 1
hear the dicebox in the other room. So, gentlemen, your servant. You'll meet me
at Marybone.

Scene 5. Peachum’s Lock

A table with wine, brandy, pipes. and robacco.
Peachum, Lackit

LOCKIT The coronation account,* Brother Peachum, is of so intricate a nature, that
I believe it will never be settied.

PEACHUM It consists indeed of a great variety of articles. It was worth to our people,
in fees of different kinds, above ten installments.® This is part of the account,
Brother, that lies open before us.

5. Put you off.

6. le, one man is permitted to steal a horse, though
another is not permitted even 1o look at one; proverbial,
7. Tradesinen,

8. The people of quality (gentry),

9. Setting upon, robbing.

k. A packet of gold coins.

2. Getting rid of them, passing them off.

3, Owes me money.

4. A manuscript inventory of items stolen during the
coronation of George [E Peachum “keeps books™ like an
ordinary businessman.

5. Le., the thieves have found a sinple coronation more
than ten times as profitable as the annual installment of

the new Lord Mayor.
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LOCKIT A lady's tailé of rich brocade—that, | see, is disposed of. 1 TRAPES Fill it up. I take as large draughts of liquor, as 1 did of love. I hate a flincher
PEACHUM To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the tallywoman,” and she will make a good hand® 1 in either.
on't in shoes and slippers, to trick out young ladies, upon their going into keeping. |
LOCKIT But I don't see any article of the jewels. f Air 46. A shepherd kept sheep, exc.
PEACHUM Those are so well known, that they must be sent abroad. You'll find i In the days of my youth I could bill like a dove, fa, la, la, etc.
them entered under the article of exportation. As for the snuffboxes, watches, Like a sparrotw at all times was ready for love, fa, la, la, etc.
swords, etc., I thought it best to enter them under their several heads. 1 The life of all mortals in kissing should pass,
LOCKIT Seven and twenty women’s pockets? complete; with the several things ; Lip to lip while we're young—then the lip to the glass, fa, la, etc.

therein contained; all sealed, numbered, and entered.

PEACHUM But, Brother, it is impossible for us now to enter upon this affair. We
should have the whole day before us. Besides, the account of the last half year's
plate is in a book by itself, which lies at the other office. .

LOCKIT Bring us then more liquor. Today shall be for pleasure, tomorrow for busi-
ness. Ah, Brother, those daughters of ours are two slippery hussies. Keep a watch-
ful eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a day or two shall be our own again.

But now, Mr. Peachum, to our business. If you have blacks? of any kind, brought
in of late: mantoes,* velvet scarves, petticoats—let it be what it will—] am your
chap, for all my ladies are very fond of mourning.

PEACHUM Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye, you deal so hard with us, that we can afford to
give the gentlemen, who venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing.

TRAPES The hard times oblige me to go very near® in my dealing. To be sure, of late
years | have been a great sufferer by the Parliament. Three thousand pounds would
hardly make me amends. The act for destroying the Minté was a severe cut upon
our business. "Till then, if a customer’ stepped out of the way, we knew where to

Air 45. Down in the north country, ete.
LoCKIT What gudgeons! are we men!

s , have her. No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer. There's a wench now (till today) with
ﬂrmuﬂmﬂueﬁcﬁﬂﬂ wnwwupmnvmmwr. again a good suit of clothes of mine upon her back, and 1 could never set eyes upon her
We bite and they betvay. for three months together. Since the act too against imprisonment for small
The bird that hath been trapped, sums,” my loss there too hath been very considerable, and it must be so, when a
When he hears his calling maze, lady can botrow a handsome petticoat, or a clean gown, and | not have the least
To her he flies, again he's clapped hank® upon her! And, o' my conscience, now-a-days most ladies take a delight in
Within the wiry grate. cheating, when they can do it with safety.

CHU a he X b s
HUM But what signifies catching the bird, if your daughter Lucy will set open PEARHUM me.m:... you had a handsome nc_n._ watch of us t'other day for seven
FEAC gn . ; guineas. Considering we must have our profit, to a gentleman upon the road, a

the door of the cage? i . .
LOCKIT If men were answerable for the follies and frailties of their wives and daugh- 4 gold watch will be scarce worth the taking.

friend 14 k ood dence together for two days. This is .. TRAPES Consider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was remarkable, and not of very safe
ters, no friends could keep a good cormesponden :

\ P ood friends, what they say or do goes for nothing. ; sale. If you have any black velvet scarves—they are a handsome winter wear; and
unkind of you, Brother; for m..:oumﬂ en m.n«% ¥ say E i | take with most gentlemen who deal with my customers. "Tis-I-that put che ladies
[Enter a servant. 1
-

upon a good foot. "Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price. The gentlemen
always pay according to their dress, from half a ¢rown 0 two guineas; and yet
those hussies make nothing of bilking of me. Then too, allowing for accidents. |
have eleven fine customers now down under the surgeon’s hands!—what with fees

SERVANT Sir, here’s Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to speak with you.
PEACHUM Shall we admit her, Brother Lockit?
LOGKIT By all means. She's a good customer, and a fine-spoken woman. And a

woman who drinks and talks so freely will enliven the conversation. and other expenses, there are great goings-out, and no comings-in, and not a far-

PEACHUM Desire her to walk in. [Exit servant.] 1 thing to pay for at least a month’s clothing. We run great risks—great risks indeed.
PEACHUM As I remember, you said something just now of Mrs. Coaxer.

Scene 6 it TRAPES Yes, Sir. To be sure I stripped her of a suit of my own clothes about twa

Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes : hours ago; and have left her as she should be, in her shift, with a lover of hers at

my house. She called him upstairs, as he was going to Marybone in a hackney
coach. And [ hope, for her own sake and mine, she will persuade the Captain to
i redeem? her, for the Captain is very generous to the ladies.

PEACHUM Dear Mrs. Dye, your servant. One may know by your kiss, that your gin 1
is excellent.

TRAPES | was always very curious? in my liquors. . .

LOCKIT There is no perfumed breath like it. 1 have been long acquainted with the

T

t 7 ; 3. Black clothing. B. 24 June 1726: “An Act o Prevent Frivolous and Vexa-
L ——ﬂ.m. EIEGIALS _Ue.n. ] 4. Loose robes (French: manteaux). tious Arrests™; “small sums” meant ten pounds if a Superi-
5. To pay as little as possible. or court matter, or 40 shillings if an Inferior.
i ! i 1. A small fish . . . easily caught, and therefore made a 3 6. The Mint was a safe haven for debtors, and hence a 9. Hold.
w. ..Wq:uh:s.—ﬂ“us.ﬂ__”uh noo%u mzuu“: credi. provetbial name for a man easily cheated” (Johnson's i hering place for disreputable characters. The ace (10 1. For treatment of venereal disease,
8. Profit. e Dicriomary). & o October 1723} made it much harder to feign bankruptcy, 2. Le., will help her to buy back (as at a pawn shop) her
9 A -x.xmnn was a detachable bag wom ouuside the 2. Fastidious. ! and thereby to take refuge in the Mint “suit of . . clorhes.”

wominh's dress. 7. Prostitute.
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Lock1T What Captain?

TRAPES He thought | did not know him. An intimate acquaintance of yours, Mr.
Peachum—only Captain Macheath-—as fine as a lord.

PEACHUM Tomortrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you shall set your own price upon any of the
goods you like. We have at least half a dozen velvet scarves, and all at your ser-
vice. Will you give me leave to make you a present of this suit of nightclothes for
your own wearing? But are you sure it is Captain Macheath?

TRAPES Though he thinks I have forgot him, nobody knows him better. I have tak-
en a great deal of the Captain's money in my time at second hand, for he always
loved to have his ladies well dressed.

PEACHUM Mir. Lockit and | have a litde business with the Captain—you under-
stand me—and we will satisfy you for Mrs. Coaxer's debt.

LocKIT Depend upon it. We will deal like men of honor.

TRAPES I don't inquire after your affairs—so whatever happens, I wash my hands
on't. It hath always been my maxim, that one friend should assist another. But if
you please, I'll take one of the scarves home with me. "Tis always good to have
something in hand.

Scene 7. Newgate
Lucy

LucyY Jealousy, rage, love, and fear are at once tearing me to pieces. How I am
weather-beaten and shattered with distresses!

Air 47. One evening, having lost my way, etc.

I'm like a skiff on the ocean tossed,

Now high, now low, with each billow born,
With her rudder broke, and her anchor lost,

Deseried and all forlorn.
While thus 1 lie rolling and tossing all nighe,
That Polly lies sporting on seas of delight!

Revenge, revenge, revenge,
Shall appease my vestless sprite.

| have the ratsbane? ready. | run no risk; for 1 can lay her death upon the gin, and
so many die of that naturally that I shall never be called in question. But say |
were o be hanged—I never could be hanged for anything that would give me
greater comfort than the poisoning that slut.

{Enter Filch.]
FILCH Madam, here's our Miss Polly come to wait upon you.
Lucy Show her in.

Scene 8
Lucy, Polly
LucY Dear Madam, your servant. | hope you will pardon my passion, when 1 was so

happy to sec you last. | was so overrun with the spteen,* that I was petfectly out of
myself. And really when one hath the spleen, everything is to be excused by a friend.

3. Rat poison. disease resembling hypochondria, also k¥nown as “the
4. Generally, il vempen more spexifically. a fashlonable vapor: ™

LT Ty
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Air 48, Now Roger, I'll tell thee, because thou'tt my son.
When a wife's in her pout,
(As she's sometimes, no doub)
The good husband as meek as a lamb,
Her vapors to sill,
First grants her her will,
And the quieting draught is a dram.*
Poor man! And the quieting draught is a dram.

I wish all our quarrels might have so comfartable a recanciliation.

POLLY | have no excuse for my own behavior, Madam, but my misfortunes. And
really, Madam, I suffer too upon your account.

LUCY But, Miss Polly, in the way of friendship, will you give me leave to propose a
glass of cordial to you!

POLLY Strong waters are apt to give me the headache. I hope, Madam, you will
excuse me.

LUCY Not the greatest lady in the land could have better in her closet, for her own
private drinking. You seem mighty low in spirits, my dear.

POLLY [ am sorry, Madam, my health will not allow me to accept of your offer.
should not have left you in the rude manner | did when we met last, Madam, had
not my Papa hauled me away so unexpectedly. I was indeed somewhat provoked,
and perhaps might use some expressions that were disrespectful. But really,
Madam, the Captain treated me with so much contempt and cruelty, that |
deserved your pity, rather than your resentment.

LUCY But since his escape, no doubt all matters are made up again. Ah Polly!
Polly! 'Tis I am the unhappy wife; and he loves you as if you were only his
mistress.

POLLY Sure, Madam, you cannot think me so happy as to be the object of your jeal-
ousy. A man is always afraid of a woman who loves him too well—so that | must
expect to be neglected and avoided.

LucY Then our cases, my dear Polly, are exactly alike. Both of us indeed have been
too fond.

Arr 49. O Bessy Bell.

POLLY A curse attends that woman’s love,

Who always would be pleasing.
LucY The permess of the billing dove,

Like tickling, is but teasing.
POLLY What then in love can woman do?
Lucy If we grow fond they shun us.
POLLY And when we fly them, they pursue.
LuUCY But leave us when they've won us.

LUCY Love is so very whimsical in both sexes, that it is impossible to be lasting. But
my heart is particular,’ and contradicts my own observation.

POLLY But really, Mistress Lucy, by his last behavior, I chink { ought to envy you.
When 1 was forced from him, he did not show the least tenderness. But perhaps,
he hath a heart not capable of it.

5. A shot of aleohol.

{Macheath), and therefore {2) idiosyncratic—an excep-
6. In two senses: (1} preoccupied with one person

tion to the rule she has just pronounced,
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Air 50. Would fate to me Belinda give.
Among the men, coquettes we find,
Who court by tumns ail womankind;

And we grant all their hearts desired,
When they are flatiered, and admired.

The coquettes of both sexes are self-lovers, and that is a love no other whatever
can dispossess. I fear, my dear Lucy, our husband is one of thase.

LucY Away with these melancholy reflections; indeed, my dear Polly, we are both
of us a cup too low.? Let me prevail upon you, to accept of my offer.

Air 51. Come, sweet lass, etc.

Come, sweet lass,
Let's banish sorrow
Till comorrow;
Come, sweet lass,
Let's take a chirpings glass.
Wine can clear
The vapors of despair;
And make us light as air;
Then drink, and banish care.

1 can't bear, child, to see you in such low spirits. And [ must persuade you to
what | know will do you good. [Aside.] | shall now soon be even with the —Jﬁc-
critical strumpet. [Exit.]

Scene 9.

Polly

All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing. At this time too! When I know
she hates me! The dissembling of a woman is always the forerunner of mischief. By
pouring strong waters down my throat, she thinks to pump some secrets out of me.
I'll be upon my puard, and won’t taste a drop of her liquor, I'm resolved.

Scene 10
Lucy, with strong waters; Polly

Lucy Come, Miss Polly.

rotLy Indeed, child, you have given yourself trouble to no purpose. You must, my
dear, excuse me.

LUCY Really, Miss Polly, you are so squeamishly affected about taking a cup of
strong waters as a lady before company. I vow, Polly, I shall take it monstrously ill
if you refuse me. Brandy and men (though women love them never so well)® are
always taken by us with some reluctance—unless 'tis in private.

POLLY Iprotest, Madam, it goes against me. What do I see! Macheath again in custody!
Now every glimmering of happiness is lost. [Drops the glass of liquor on the ground. ]

Lucy [Aside.] Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench hath escaped: for by this
event, 'tis plain, she was not happy enough to deserve to be poisoned.

u._.n.:nu&:nnmz:—r c.Iesdqn::snrs.d:._n::51_9.2?«9.
8. Cheering.
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Scene 11
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly

LOCKIT Set your heart to rest, Captain. You have neither the chance of love or
money for another escape, for you are ordered to be called down upon your trial
immediately.

PEACHUM Away, hussies! This is not a time for a man to be hampered with his
wives. You see, the gentleman is in chains already.

LUCY O husband, husband, my heart longed to see thee; but to see thee thus dis-
tracts me!

FOLLY Will not my dear husband ook upon his Polly? Why hadst thou not flown o
me for protection? With me thou hadst been safe.

Air 52. The last time ! went o'er the moor.

POLLY Hither, dear husband, tnern your evyes.
LUCY Bestow one glance to cheer me.
POLLY Think with that look, thy Polly dies.
LucY O shun me not—but hear me.

POLLY 'Tis Polly sues.

Lucy "Tis Lucy speaks.
POLLY Is thus true love requited?

LUCY My heart is bursting.

POLLY Mine too breaks.
Lucy Must [—
POLLY Muse I be slighted?

MACHEATH What would you have me say, ladies? You see, this affair will scon be
at an end, without my disobliging either of you.

PEACHUM But the settling this point, Captain, might prevent a lawsuit between
your two widows.

Air 53. Tom Tinker's my true love.

MACHEATH Which way shall I tum me? How can I decide?
Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bride.
One wife is too much for most husbands o hear,
Buut two at a ame there's no mortal can bear.
This way, and that wav, and which way [ will,
What would comfort the one, t'other wife would take ill.

POLLY But if his own misfortunes have made him insensible to mine—A father sure
will be more compassionate. Dear, dear Sir, sink! the material evidence, and bring
him off at his trial. Polly upon her knees begs it of you,

Air 54. | am a poor shepherd undone.

When my hero in court appears,
And stands arraigned for his life;

Then think of poor Polly's wears;
For Ah! Poor Polly's his wife.
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Like the sailor he holds wup his hand,
Distressed on the dashing wave.
To die a dry death at land,
Is as bad as a wat'ry grave.
And alas, poor Polly!
Alack, and well-a-day!
Before [ was in love,
Oh! Every month was May.

Lucy If Peachum's heart is hardened, sure you, Sir, will have more compassion on a
daughter. 1 know the evidence is in your power. How then can you be a tyrant to
me? [Kneeling.]

Air 55. Ianthe the lovely, ete.
When he holds up his hand arvaigned for his life,
O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife!
What are cannons, or bombs, or clashing of swords?
For death is mare certain by witness's words.
Then nail up their lips; that dread thunder allzy;
And each month of my life will hereafter be May.

LOCKIT Macheath's titne is come, Lucy. We know our own affairs, therefore ler us
have no more whimpering or whining.

Air 56. A cobbler there was, ete.

Qurselves, like the great, 1o secure a retveat,
When matters require it, must give up our gang:
And good reason why,
Or, instead of the fry,?
Ev'n Peachum and 1,
Like poor petty rascals, might hang, hang;
Like poor petry rascals, might hang.

PEACHUM Set your heart at rest, Polly. Your husband is to die today. Therefore, if
you are not already provided, "tis high time to look about for another. There's
comfort for you, you slut.

LOCKIT We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to the Old Bailey.

Air 57. Bonny Dundee.

MACHEATH The charge is prepared; the lawryers are met,

The judges all ranged (a termible show!).

I go undismayed, for death is a debi—

A debt on demand—so take what I owe.

Then farewell my love. Dear charmers, adien.

Contented I die—"tis the better for you.

Here ends all dispute the rest of our lives,

For this way at once I please all my wives.

Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you.

. Semall fish,
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Scene 12
Lucy, Polly, Filch

POLLY Follow them, Filch, to the court. And when the trial is over, bring me a par-
ticular account of his behavior, and of everything that happened. You'll find me
here with Miss Lucy. [Exit Filch.] But why is all this music?

Lucy The prisoners, whose trials are put off till next Session, are diverting them-
selves.

POLLY Sure there is nothing so charming as music! I'm fond of it to distraction! But
alas! Now, all mirth seems an insult upon my affliction. Let us retire, my dear
Lucy, and indulge our sorrows. The noisy crew, you see, are coming upon us.

[Exit.]
[A dance of prisoners in chains, etc.]

Scene 13. The Condemned Hold
Macheath, in a melancholy posture.

Afr 58. Happy Groves.

O cruel, cruel, cruel case!
Must I suffer this disgrace?

Air 59. Of all the girls that are so smart.

Of all the friends in time of grief,

When threatening death looks grimmer,

Not one so sure can bring relicf,

As this best friend, a brimmer.? [Drinks,

-
Air 600. Britons strike home.
Since I must swing, [ scom, 1 scom to wince or whine. . - [Rises.

Air 61. Chevy Chase.
But now again my spirits sink;
I'll raise them high with wine.

[Drrinks a glass of winc.

Air 62. To old Sir Simon the king.

But valor the stronger grows,
The stronger liguor we're drinking.
And how can we feel our woes,

When we've lnst the trouble of thinking? [{Drinks

Air 63. oy to great Caesar.
If thus—A man can die

Much bolder with brandy. [Pours out a bumper of brandx

3. A cup filled to the brim,
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Air 64. There was an old woman.

So I drink off this bumper. And now I can stand the test.
And my comrades shall see, that | die as brave as the best. —
TIKS.

Air 65. Did you ever hear of a gallant sailor.
But can I leave my prerey hussies,

Without one tear, or tender sigh?

Air 66. Why are mine eyes still flowing.

Their eyes, their lips, their busses*
Recall my love—Ah must I die?

Atr 67. Green Sleeves,

Since laws were made for ev'ry degree,
To curb vice in others, as well as me,
[ wonder we ha'n't better company,

Upon Tybum tree!
But gold from law can take out the sting;
And if rich men like us were to swing,
"Twould thin the land, such numbers to sering

Upon Tybum tree!

JAILER Some friends of yours, Captain, desire to be admirted. [ leave you together.

Scene 14
Macheath, Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint

MACHEATH For my having broke’ prison, you see, gentlemen, I am ordered imme-
diate execution. The sheriff's officers, I believe, are now at the door. That ._nz.:.....<
Twitcher should peach me, 1 own surprised me! "Tis a plain proof that the world is
all alike, and that even our gang can no more trust one another than other people.
Therefore, | beg you, gentlemen, look well to yourselves, for in all probability you
may live some months longer.

MATT We are heartily sorry, Captain, for your misfortune. But "tis what we must all

come to. . o
MACHEATH Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous scoundrels. Their lives

are as much in your power, as yours are in theirs. Remember your dying m_.mn_..n”_. ....Em
my last request. Bring those villains to the gallows before you, and I am satisfied.

MATT We'lldo't.
JAILER Miss Polly and Miss Lucy entreat a word with you.
MACHEATH Gentlemen, adieu.

Scene 15
Lucy, Macheath, Polly

MACHEATH My dear Lucy—my dear Polly—whatsoever hath passed _unﬂd.mns us Jm
now at an end. If you are fond of marrying again, the best advice I can give you is

3. Droken out of.

4. Kisses.
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to ship yourselves off for the West Indies, where you'll have a fair chance of get-
ting a husband apiece; ot by good luck, two or three, as you like best.

POLLY How can [ support this sight!

LucY There is nothing moves one so much as a great man in distress.

Air 68. Al you that must take a leap, etc.
LucY Would I might be hanged!

POLLY And | would so too!
Lucy To be hanged with you.
POLLY My dear, with you.

MACHEATH O leave me to thoughe! | fear! I doubr!
I eremble! I droop! See, my courage is out.
[Tumns up the empry borde. ]
POLLY No token of love?

MACHEATH See, my courage is out.
[Trerns up the empty por.)
LUCY No token of love?
POLLY Adieu!
LucCy Farewell!

MACHEATH But hark! I hear the toll of the bell.
CHORUS Tol de rol lol, etc.
JAILER Four women more, Captain, with a child a-piece! See, here they come.
{Enter women and children.]
MACHEATH What—four wives more! This is too much. Here—tell the sheriff’s
officers 1 am ready.
[Exit Macheath guarded.)

Scene 16.,
To them, enter Player and Beggar.

PLAYER Bur, honest friend, [ hope you don't intend that Macheath shall be really
executed.

BEGGAR Most certainly, Sir. To make the piece perfect, I was for doing strict poeti-
cal justice. Macheath is to be hanged; and for the orther personages of the drama,
the audience must have supposed they were all either hanged or transported.

PLAYER Why then, friend, this is 2 downright deep tragedy. The catastrophe is
manifestly wrong, for an opera must end happily.

BEGGAR Your objection, Sir, is very just; and is easily removed. For you must allow,
that in this kind of drama, 'tis no matter how absurdly things are brought about.
So—you rabble there—run and cry a reprieve—let the prisoner be brought back
to his wives in triumph.

PLAYER All this we must do, to comply with the taste of the town.6

BEGGAR Through the whole picce you may observe such a similitude of manners in
high and low life, that it is difficult to determine whether (in the fashionable
vices) the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the road, or the gentlemen of

6. The fashionable audience
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the road the fine gentlemen. Had the play remained, as I at first intended, it would
have carried a most excellent moral. "Twould have shown that the lower sort of
people have their vices in a degree as well as the rich, and that they are punished
for them.

Scene 17
To them, Macheath with rabble, etc.

MACHEATH So, it seems, | am not left to my choice, but must have a wife at last.
Look ye, my dears, we will have no controversy now. Let us give this day to
mirth, and I am sure she who thinks herself my wife will testify her joy by a
dance.

ALL Come, a dance, a dance.

MACHEATH Ladies, | hope you will give me leave to present a partner to each of
you. And (if | may without offense} for this time, | take Polly for mine. [To Polly.]
And for life, you slut, for we were really married. As for the rest—DBut at present
keep your own secret.

A Dance.

Air 69. Lumps of pudding, etc.

Thus I stand like the Turk, with his doxies around;”
From all sides their glances his passion confound;
For black, broum, end fair, his inconstancy burns,
And the different beauties subdue him by turns:
Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his desires:
Though willing to all; with but one he retires.
But think of this maxim, and put off yotr sorrow,
The wretch of today, may be happy tomorrow.
CHORUS But think of this maxim, etc.
FINIS.
1727 1728

William Hogarth
1697-1764

“I had naturally a good eye,” William Hogarth remembered near his life's end. “Shows of all
sorts gave me uncommon pleasure when an infant.” The “shows” {spectacles) that filled his
eye in the turbulent London neighborhood of Smithfield where he grew up suffused his art for
life: the antics of actors and the raucousness of audiences at Bartholomew Fair; the chicanery
and pathos of prostitutes and thieves; the casual injustice of constables and magiserates. Above

7. Like a Sultan in a harem.

s

S

T Crawed
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all, he watched his father fail. Richard Hogarth, a classical scholar, spent four years as a prison-
er for debr, when his coffechouse (catering to learned men and specializing in Latin conversa-
tion} failed to cover its own expenses. The debtor's family was effectually imprisoned oo, and
Hogarth, in his early teens during the ordeal, never forgot. “The emphasis throvghout his
wark” {(notes his biographer Ronald Paulson) “is on prisons, real and metaphorical. Even when
he is not dealing with people whao are in a prison . . . he portrays rooms that are mote like
prison cells than boudoirs or parlors.”

At age seventeen, Hogarth was apprenticed to a silver engraver, ornamenting platters,
rings, tableware, and the like. Finding the work dull, he switched to copper engraving, the
technique by which book illustrators and printtnakers created and teproduced their pic-
tures. Late in his twenties he commenced his career as painter. His first great successes
combined both crafe and art. Hogarth produced the series of six pictures that make up A
Harlot's Progress first as a set of paintings in oil, then as a sequence of copper engravings
aimed at wider distribution. If A Harlot's Progress launched his popularity, A Rake's Progress
(engraved in 1735 from canvases painted the year before) clinched his reputation as
Britain’s most masterly, mocking delineator of contemporary vice and folly. Though he
continued for a while to nurture conventional ambitions as a painter of portraits and his-
torical subjects catering to aristocratic tastes, Hogarth came gradually 1o recognize the orig-
inality, force, and commercial viability of his satrical engravings. As he later expressed it
(in his own idiosyncratic syntax}, he had discovered a style pitched between “the sublime
and the grotesque,” and had devised “a more new way of proceeding, viz. painting and
engraving modern moral subjects, a field unbroke up in any country or any age. . . . Provid-
ed I could strike the passions, and by small sums from many, by means of prints which [
could engrave from my pictures myself, [ could secure my property to myself.” Hogarth
managed to “strike the passions” both ways: by depicting them vividly in the countenance
of his characters, and by igniting them in his audience. He also managed, better than any
predecessor, to “secure his property to himself.” He petitioned Parliament to pass the
Engraver's Copyright Act (often called “Hogarth’s Act™), which protected printmakers
from the then rampant piratical reproduction of their work, and which thereby {in Ho-
garth's proud words) “made prints a considerable article and trade in this country, there
being more business of that kind done in this town than in Paris or anywhere else.” The
engravings of A Rake's Progress wete first published, paintedly, the day after Hogarth's Act
became the law of the land.

Early in his career, Hogarth had been praised as a “Shakespeare in painting,” and
admirers noted repeatedly the literary force of his graphic art; only he, wrote one, could
“teach pictures to speak and to think.” Hogarth had appropriated the very idea of an instruc-
tive moral “progress” from John Bunyan's phenomenally popular religious narrative Pilgrim’s
Progress, but he made the journey at once darker and more satiric. Bunyan's Mr. Christian
progresses through Vanity Fair and other dangers toward the Celestial City; Hogarth’s pro-
tagonists remain mired within the Vanity Fair of contemporary London; their “progress”
takes them downward to degradation and death. His arx also helped shape a newer form of
narrative, the novel. Like the novel, Hogarth's sequences abound in suggestive subplots,
telling asides, and startling revelations, played out in the tiniest details carefully placed.
Novelists as different from one another as Samuel Richardson, Henry Fielding, and Lau-
tence Sterme valued him as a friend, sought him as a collaborator, and embraced him as a
past master in their own moral and narrative mode. *I almost dare affirm,” wrote Fielding,
“that those two works of his, which he calls The Rake's and The Harlot's Progress, are calcu-
lated more to serve the cause of virtue, and for the preservation of mankind, than all the
folios of morality which have ever been written.”




