| B "S’ ONGS, |
DUETS, & CHORUSSES, |

WHAT 4 BLUNDER!

A COMIC OPERA,
IN THREE ACTS.

~ FIRST PERFORMED. AT THE
THEATRE ROYAL, HAY-MARKET,
: "AUGUST 14th, 1800, a

 The OVERTURE, and the Whole of the MUSIC, -

B R St S

ooy

. LONDON:
‘ 'PRINTED BY T. WOODFALL,
© FOR W. MILLER, OLD BOND-STREET.

18c0,
| [PRICE SI.-'\;’-PENCE.]
3 ER. NIC. MANSKOPFSCHES

AUSIKHISTORISCHES
mUSEUM. FRANKFURT AM




‘;ﬁ’:{,& 1 pﬁ? ﬁ’é"s«u ?7 4&’3?/»?‘@25)




‘CHARACTERS.

m

Dafhington Mr. Fawcrrr,
Sir Sturdy O’ Tremor Mr. JoHNSTONE,
Count Alphonfo d'Efparza Mr. C. KEMBLE,
Don Miguel de Lara Mr. SuerT,
Lopez ‘ - Mr. Farrey,

- Juan . | Mr. EMERY,
Patrick ' Mr, CHIPPENDALE;, -
“Captain of the Banditti Mr., SAwYER,
1st Robber , Mr. CAULFIELD,
2nd ditto - . Mr. 1, PaLMmer,
ast Friay . Mr. ABEOT.

Angelina . \ Mifs De Camp,

~ Leonora 7, Mrs. MOoUNTAIN,
Jaquelina Mifs WrEATLY, -

Viletta . Mifs MzNags,

SCENE VALENCIA.
Nuns, Friars, Banditti, Officers of Inquifition.
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ACT L
GLEE afldVCI_—lOf‘RIUS of Pg@{igﬁtﬁ

"HAPPY is the peafant’s lot,

If he know to prize itj

Comfort lodges in a cot,

Then let none defpife it.
Wholefome toil, and fragranc airy.
Saucc our homely ruftic fare,

v And - you-fee

Poor peafantry,
Are merry and full of enjoymentem -
While the great,
~Inall their ftate, . -
Are drbopmg for want of cmployment.

SONG, Sir Stvrby O'TrEMOR.

"OH! what a great flutter is here at my heart,

And a queer fort of feel runs thro’ ev’ry part,
With a heigho | dear me; welladay! -



6y
1o fhiver, that furely an ague I've go‘t |
But 'tis fometimes a cold.one, and fomctxmes a hot
With a heigho! &e.. v . ..
My nerves,. all fo fr 1sk11y caper and prance 3

“They’re certainly learning St. Vitus’ s dance, '
With a- helgho‘ &c.- e

Wlth labom I force up. each tremulous note ; ,
For the words T" would utter they ﬁlck in- my' }

My pulfe cothes and goes too, o ﬁrangely, good
lack ! :
I fear it} will go, and e néver come back,

Wxth ahelgho' &c . S
o . : . ‘ K‘“\‘t':"’\,mh )

"Butwhen Imy ohax mer fee, §
Quickly will vanith all forrow and pam.

~ Ohllet Her bright eyes beam on me, -

Then pleafurc will tmgle in ev’ry vein.

And once let me call her my own,, o
Rapture wnll crown me by day and by nwht,
Joy then’ will {o mmhty be grown'.
Gh, I dhall dxc w1th dellght”' .

o

LN
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AIR _]A@ELINA Loy
s fiI-Iow fwcetly glide her tranqml days, i
Who free from pafqmns fway;. - .
- No wifh beyond thefe walls: betrays, S
' Nor wafts oné figh.awayi— ~ . \
Oh ! then ’tis Heaven here to dwell, .
--For fer aphs cheer her lonely cells

But pity her, whom cruel pow r
A vxCum here has- brought PN
. To pine away’ each ling’ring hour, N
“While abfent ev’ry thought. _
Oh ! then ’tis horror here to dwell,’
For daamons haunt her dxfmal ccli"' e

‘..’:“ . e

FINALI

DAsHmc.'rON, Juan, Six STURDY, JAQ_UELINA,
NUNs and Friars.

Da/b Whlle the rofe’s fweet fragrance w1th
: plea,fures exhal’d -+ .

With wine's rofy JuLCC, ]et the taf’ceb
rcoald

: 71“1?2 Agreed;and to prove my regard for the rofe, _
I’ll drink, nU ;[ ve pa.mted its tints on



( 89

~ Dgp, Now’s your time— =

© Sir Stu, My noble fellow.

Da/]: (to 5‘mzn) Come, let’s drmk tlll wc are ‘
mellow.

Juan. What a flavour | How dehcnous!

Si# Stu. (to Facquelina) chk my love, the tlme :

'~ is precious.

Dajp. Fill again. ‘--w—-}‘acg Qh how alalmmgV

- Juan. By the mafs, this wine is charmmg I

Sir Stu. Paufe no more (to Jacg.).

Daf.  (to 7uam) ‘Nay, don’t ngc ovcr

Facg. Oh, [ fear to truft my fate. -

" 8ir'Stq. Can’you doubt your fan:hful IQver?

Fuar, - Now Plllock the gaden.gate. . | . 1

Sir Stu. A‘l is loft then | Dzyb (to ?uan) No not
yet man. - £ :

Sir Stu. Leap, or it will be toa late. ‘

Db Sure the bottle.you’ll pot/quit man ?

Fuan But I'll _Iocktxe garden gate.

Facg.  Spread your arms then to receive me, -

8ir St Boldly leap, and nothing fear. -

Fuan. What’s that noxfe —-Da/b ‘There’s none,

o believe me. ' :

- Suan. Hark ! again a noife I hear.

Dafp.  Poh! your brain with wine is heated. -

Fuan, Ha! | 'a wipdow open too!

“Dafh. Pﬂla‘ what folly o

o cheated
Hclp ! herey hdp I m tnck’d by you,

_‘7zmﬂ Oh l’
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Dafb. Ceafe your bawling=now or never.
(to Sir Sturdy) :

Sir Stu, gFI‘IL‘Dd I’'m bound to you for everr
Taq. Sir, 1’m bound to you'for evers «- - -
Dap.  Fly, your fafety lies in diftance.
Fuan. Help! oh, help here ‘--fomc affiftance,”. .
Dafh.  Silence, filence 1-—~'7uan Murder ! fire!
Dafb.  Will that curs’d tongue never tire ?
 Fuan. . Ive caught you, my jolly friar,

. CHORUS Qf NUNS zmd Fer{s.r

. ‘Whence this nmfe -—Why thus alarm us?
Dafb. Here am I'a pris'ner faft. '

- Nuns. 'Did this man come here to harm ns?

Fuan. Yes ; and there he’s fafe at laﬁ '

* Dafp.  Ladies, 1.no harm e’er meant you Ty
T Pme ifober; modéﬁ man. T o

Lo

CHORUS

" N
) L

, What but mifchief here has fent you 2
Huan. Now be_]oggmg, if you can. '

- CHORUS.
4 A villzinous defign is clear—
* No good, ’tis certain, brought him, here.
Moft facreligious his intent ; ‘
“And he thall meet due punifhment.
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DasuiveTon j Jommg in the CHORUS

No villainous deﬁcn is clear, I

" ‘That drunken. rafcal lock’d me. here.
Not facrilegions my'intént,
And I defy your punifhment,

THE hope Wthh ammates my heart,
And'makes me ev’ry fear diftifs— '

Deceitful joy can ne’er impart ; :
No, ’tis the harbmger of bhfs

So, when at eve, in tints of gold

T be radiant clouds adorn the fkics,
"They thus prepare us to behold

‘The morrow’s fun'in fplendor rife.

Yes, I'll indulge the dear belief,
That happy morrow’s are in ftore,~— ‘
- And truit that voice which tells me grief, .
Shall never haunt my bofom more,”
The hope which animates, &c,



SONG | DAsmoraﬁ* "

OH, whata moft horrid fenfatlon,
“I feel at this terrible minute!
'A curfe on this flame’ lovmg nation,
That I thow’d be ever caught in 1c' s
" “Thebent of the mind,!
From its pleafures we find;
- And ‘whatisa Spaniard’s d dellght 2
- WEy hig-great holxday, T
~ Inan auto da fe:’ o
And itsbonfire’s the joy of hxs ﬁght. ‘
Al, fhortly there’ll be,
A blaze made of me
At fomc Joyful event’s cc]ebxatxon |
““On a fefhval nxght ’
Thefy’lLfcM
Ta make part of grand ’fummatlon,
The national tafte
In horror is placed
Their Efcurial’s a fymbol of mahcc,
* They plainly to prove
< For torture their love o
In a gridiron’s thape built a palace.
= For a fault €er fofmall, =
Or for no fault atall,
Here a man dies the death of a finner,
As gofpel tis true, S
He'll be burn’d fora _]CW
‘Who, carinot eat pork for his dinner.




(‘ xé j

Whaé an ideot was I
Dear England to fly. -
Where good humour fo juftly is boaﬁed
Oh, curfe on fich folk
) ‘As can’t take a joke,
Here muft 1 for a frolic be roafted.

- S@N&%w.&NUELWA.
Pent thhm thls cavem 6rear,
~ Captive of alrufflan crewy
Startled at eachfound T hear, I
Shudd’ring at each face I view,]"
© Indread I pafs the gloomy day,
And weep the fleeplefs night away. ||
Fler I mourned a fate fo dire
Sorrow was an inmate here,
Still her beams of heavenly fire
- Hope difplay’d my breaft to cheer,
The gladd’ning ray fhe now deaies ;

For dimm’'d is hope when freedom dies,



(13 )

TRIO AND CHORUS

 JAQUELINA, ANGELINA, and CAPTAIN
RoBEERS.

' Fagq. fJ"Ang I
COMPASSION to our woes xmpart
Nor vainly let us fue; . :
~ThebreaftHiat.owns zﬁfz:hanb heart,

Is il t‘é‘“ﬁl’ty true, =
, Capz‘ o
Tryno more’this ufelefs wmhng,
Think not that my ears aﬁluhng,
You my rugged heart can. move

o g an ’di’g, s
‘Kmdly‘ grant us reedom s bleﬁing,

- Capts
" Vainis all thlS earneft preﬁing,

jaq and Ang
J oys that ﬂow from mercy prove

Capt““"
- Ne’er fuch weaknefs will'I preve,
Learn that I draw my infant breath;
Within the robbers’ cave,—
—- . And when too young to deal out deatb
I dug the dead man’s grave,
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_Then think you that 3 woman’s tear
Can make this bofom feel ? .°
‘I'm dead to pity as to fear, .
"My heart is cas’d with fteel,

CHORUS or ROBBERS.

Then think you that a woman’s tear
.. ~LCan make our befomsfeel 2o ‘

Our hearts are cas’d‘ wuih", eel :

Be {oftened by a woman's téar, -
‘And for our forrowsfeel; =

To pity wake, tho’ dead to fear, -
MNor cufe your heaﬁt with feel.

AIR “'I‘.;yx“zoNQRVA. g

Again my abfent love to meet,

E;eVereR toil with joy I'd greet; v

At noon thro” Afucsfmdb Idgo,
At midnight pace the realms of fnow:. .
When found, fuch rapture would be mme, .

" As words can ne'er reveal
For ah! the blifs of love dwmé,
The heart can only feel,
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| TRIO LEo“NonA,‘ DasuinGTON & Dox MicuxL.

-Don M, I‘rom my fight thxs moment bear hxm
Dafh. Now I fear I’'m quite undone.
Leon.  Youintended, Sir, to fpare him,
' Don M. What the man whokill'd my fon! -
~Dajh.- Sir, my nature is net bloody.
Don M, Tike away that tyger whelp. -
- Da/h. He pok’d me quite thro’ the body.
" Leon. "Whathe did,_he could nct help.
- Dafh. Blefs me, Sir, you're vaftly cruel,
) .Don M. To revenge a murder’d fon |
D /b "He fell fairly in a duel,

Leon. Whlch he would not let {h % fhun,

Don M. How can you plead for the villain 2
Lean Sir; I plead for juftice fake.
Do;z M. If1die your fon for klllmg,
’ Let it not be at’ the ftake. .
Leon.  You fhall diemy fon for killing,
Mﬂ“nd it{fhall be at the flake.
 Léon.  Hear me plead for Jui’ucc fake,
' Da//:». Wedded to my country’s fathion,
1 wou'd rather far be hang’d.. . .
Don M. Zounds, you but mcrea{e my paﬂion !
Tllno longer be harrangu’d, -
- Leen.  Sir, let mercy temper paflion, " .
~° And with patience be harrangu’d,

End of At Two.



ACT T,

DUET. Donx MicurL and'JUA;N.T

- Fuan. Shew fome pity to me pray, Sir!-
Don Mig. Here you certainly {hall f’ray, Sir!
Fuan..  Oh, my-Lord! ’twill be my death.
DonMig. Shall ‘a dolt, likeyou, deceive me? =
Fuan. .- What P've faid, is true; believe me.
Don Mzg Youas well may {1 pare your breath.

, Don Mzg 111 {hew you, - you. knavc, how I pu-f
nifh deceit : ‘
Let him here be lock’d up, and have
nothing to eat,
Fuan, To be kept without food wxll not
punith me much’; SO
© I'mintoo greata frlght, er, onemor- "
. {el to touch. : -
Don Mig. ~ “ Asthe pris’ner you fay.
Was by fiends borne away 3
~ You thall wait till they bring him again.
‘fuan, But fuppofe it their whim,
" To. takeme to him, } :
Think what will become of me then. ™
Den Mig. (to Officers) Let no one come here, .
As my vengeance you fear,
’Txll I, myfelf 0pcn the door;.



uan.  Then poor I ﬂJall be found,
- Dead with fnoht on the ground
IfI'm not whlfk’d aWay long bef@re

el

CHQRUS OFFICERS ofthe Inoyrsm:xou,

No one thall come here, S M |
(Weto duty adhere). '
’sz you, yourfelf opcn the door. o

SONG JA(U_JELINA.

ob, ﬂlou’ﬁ“befcape from this place oLwoe,

'And joyful prefages arife in my breatft, =
Such tranfport I then fhall be fated to know.
‘ 'That fure I {hall bc of all mortalb mo[’c bleft.-

: Can pleafure bc pl&ur’d, thelr _]QYS to exceed

Who freedom’s dear blefling fccurely rétain ?

~ Xes, fweeter ‘their bhfs, who frorn bOndagc are
freed, .

Andliberty, Toft to them, welcome again.
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FI NALE

From forrow and perlls tormenting,
Since now we are happly free,
Our pleafure in harmony venting,
- Let’s pour forth the numbers of glee,
So merrily, merrily finging ;
- Letjoy’s {prightly found
Be wafted around.
While the bel]s are fo merrily rmgmgﬂ

What tranfport ! mlsfortunes ideal,
Aqd {prieging from error to find !

And thole tran{ports will all become real,
- If you to our errors prove kind.

Then merrily, merrily, &e:

FINIS.,

S s, 4Ag



