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My Spouse and I,-cordially thanking all whose '
talents and exertions introduced this trifle to
Poblic favour, beg leave mspectfullf to ae-
knowledge the gentlemanly attention of the
Noblemen and Gentlemen composing the Sub-
. Committee. More might be said, but “ Many
words won't fill a bushel,” as T say to my
Spouse ; and “ Least said’s soonsst mended,” as
_ my Spouse do say to L.

SabLgn’s WELLS,
Dec. 11, 1815. -
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MY SPOUSE AND L

ACT 1. Scexe L.

Paddock's Farim House on one Side, with a P
ite Side an dlehouse, Sign The Barley
written under it, ** Pay to-day, trust to-morrow ;" 8
the Distance, Fields, and o Windmill going.

EMPMWEMMM

5

CHORUS.

Well met, well met, good neighbours all,
To our daily toil away;

Ever ready at the call
Of those for toil who pay.

The sun now smiles o'er dale and hill,
Mhhwrwﬁmhcl&mm

Click clnck opper’s
Mdﬂ%pualdﬂwpé’h-ife.

TRID.
Merrily whirls the sounding flail,
Till pleas’d wie see duy;
And then nqﬂddm 4
And then——

SCOREM (enicring from the ale-hovae.)
—— Why then I make you pay.

CHORUS.

The sun now smiles o’er dale and hill,
And labour rouses rustic life ;
Click clack goes old H s mill,
And click clack goes old Hopper's wife.
B
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DamE Pappock (enfering from the farm howse.)
Asd H s wife be 1" the right ;

If luzy hinds like you appear,
The corn will ne’er be cut to-night—

PADDOCKE (enlering from the field.)
Not if ’em loitering here.
Thmnh::nhmd an hour or more :
To work, and prate when labour’s o'er.

CHORUS.
Mauster and Dame, we'll haste away,
And labour kindly all the day;
And when our ol ia o'er regale
Ard drink your bealth in Scorem’s ake.
{E.;tnc:nt all but Paddock and Seorem.

Seerem., out for a drop of my best home brewed
this m“:TB m};ﬂer Pldﬂ?

Poaddock. ‘!Ehey who do drink in 8 morning, neigh-
bour Scorem, do generally get the head-ach by noon,
and the heart-ach by night; and be two trouhle-
some companions. A clear head be the next thing to a
clear conscience.

Scorem. (Ironically.) And you have both, they say.

Paddock. Why as to that, myﬁ::::ciﬂ::de,z' hea-
ven, be like my crop, pretty fairish; hough m
head be thick, as 1 say to my Spouse, There Mmﬁing
in that, as my-Speuse do say to 1.

Scorem. Your spouse is a verysensible woman; but,
:gv the bye, the whole vi is curious to know who

at stripling is you have hired; who, with his
EBI. looks and smart clothﬁ{lﬂmmdthehea.dio\l'

If the girls in the : :

Paddock. Poorlad, he do seem to have known better
days; he came to us a child of misfortune, and he be
no christian who de refuse to receive the wandering
Etranger.

Scorem. True, master Paddock, and though I keep
an alehouse, and some people are wicked enough to
say I chalk double, my door is open to every stranger.
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Enter Frusx shabbily genteel.

Frisk. I'm glad to hear it. I am a stranger, and
want to walk m.

Scorem. Welcome, sir, to the Barley Mow, that's the
house; there’s the sign—and under it, * Pay to-day—
trust to-morrow.” {Aside.) A b hint; he seems ,
88 poor as J ob.

. Trust to-morrow? cml'.lﬂn’t _ you make it:

to-dnyf there & an inconvenience in wmtling
pak to the audience that his pockets are emply.
[Scmm Tﬁt’s my reagon for motf trusting.
Frisk. Didn't you say your door was open to the
stranger
Smrem Apye, that could pay his reckoning—coming,

mm
[&mmht&cﬂﬂwﬂfm,mﬁckmtﬁedmr

Frisk, (TnPﬂgct) A pretty fellow to insult a
%euﬂenm‘l in distress. D'll expose him in the Couniy

bronicle as a warning to hungry travellers, whose
stomachs and purges are in unison. I'!l give him his
true eharacter; you can give me a hm’t,andl’ﬂ make
bad worse by improving on it.
" Poddock. Why, as to ihat, I mun beg to be excused ;
he who do pick a hola;nhlsnegﬁ ur's coat de-

serves to live in a house without a ne urh

Frisk. Give me your hand, I should like to be better
acquainted with {in-o‘:k eeling in a flail, aod senti-
ment in a smock !Yourhamckmnoreinhm

to the Barley Mow—why you'd muke a famous cha-
racter in a novel
Paddock. A novel] What may that be, gir?
h;:i-irk Don't you mmwm a :E EP]?;:I;EI.-
mthehngdomw utacl ting 1i —
then there are hopes. A novel is a book, wl:.uaae title
isnm. and mnlents enen]lydd—the hero, a queer

comical follow ﬂm
ek me: s e 1 mb

E:J:lnng, H y girl, like most of her ft emafemu,’

rdian, & crusty, hard hearted, pay to-day anﬁ



