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PREFACE

the Folly by which be -has ni-
patred bis Fortune ; the Gainer
will be afbamed of bis W vongs,
or puinted out as an Objed of
Contempt for them, and the Dif-
nterefted will have the Satif
faction of Patyng, Laughing at,
or De(pifing Both.

A Performance of this Kind
ean’t be fuppofed to comprebend
the whole Scene and Myflery of
Iniquity in_fuch @ Praétice ; and
the Author bimplf muff bave
been too deep in the Secret, if
be could trace them, and there-
fore unfit, or unwilling to ex-
plain them. Let this then be

looked:



PREFACE

looked upon as a Beginning - only
of an Attack from a Hand that
may be Empowered to flrike
deeper, and keep a Guard againf}
Complicated Villagy, and Com-
plicated Mufery.

No Perfon 15 here meant by
Charaller ; Things, and Vices,
not Men, are mentioned, and
happy awould it be if there were
o Occafion for either : But zf
a Knave, or a Bubble, 2 Pre-
cifian, or a forward Attempter
at W ealth, fees bimfelf, let bim
not complain of a Pilture which
be humfelf refembles. I own,
that 1t 15 eafier for Folly than

Vil-



PREFACE

Villany to bear the Glafs ; ¥
the World «will own, that tbe

Latter ought to be mtﬁ expofed,
Suice 2t 15 much more eafy to bear

being Ridiculed, than 10 think of
being Broken,




PROLOGUE,
By a GA.IN'ER.

Hefe Cloaths---my Grandeus-~Equipage---and
! | ¢ (Coach,
Do they the Nation, or my [elf reproach 2

~Not mey, — 1 got them fairly by a Caufe

 Xbat proves my Merit, and commands Applaufz.
The Folks were Mad, I faw the Humour bigh,
And learnt the ufeful Secyet --- when to Buy.

But whento Wealth, Fools mad: fuch mighty Hafle,

I Cry'd — a Bite,—— and then fold out as faft.
In all I'Traded, Stocks and Bubbles too,

My Wealth, by Shadows, and by Subflance grew
Sail-Cloath and Oil were full as good a Game

As South-Sea Hight, if they brought in the [fame,
It matters not what Name you give the Sware,

If you can catch the Bird — the Sport is fair,

Now then, fince I bave fettled the Account, -
And feen to what a Sum my Gains amount,
What's to be dowe 2 4 Country Houfe of Note,
~nd from the Herald's Court 2 borrowed Coat s
Some Idle Thoufands I'll my Girls afford,

Titles run bw naw,—-—eacg Jhall bave a Lord,

Thus I from dirty Shop, and Counter free,
Will mimick what, what I feorn, the firft Degree ;
And at my Death an Hofpital Ill Giuve,
Whire thofe I broke by Stock-Jobbing,---may Live.



Dramatis Perfonz.

My Lord, Equipage.

&ir Frippery Upltare..

Col. Berlin. .
Mr. Pluckwell, 4 Direldor.
My. Transfer, « Banker.

Dr. Sine-Cure, a Stock-Fobbing Parfon.
Headlefs, a Beaw. |
Blood-hound, « Compter-Officer.
Tom, bis Setter N T

Boy «t the Bar.

Lady Whimfey-
Henrietta, ber Dangbier.

Dukes, Marquiffes, Earls, Vifcounts, Ba-
rons, &c. Witha Multitode of feveral
Stations and rees, to compofe the
Mob of Fonathew's and Garraways.

The Time of Afion, the fame as the Re-
| prefentation, a
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Broken Stock —70%61’;;'.'

ACT. 1§
 Plyckwed difcover'd Writiﬁg at his Desk,
PLUCKWELL

W ET me fee; Two,—<Three -
8 Hundred Thoufand and a Half
| a8 Well, I've made it up prittily,
EAERAY and when Tve gor it raisd to
Four Hundred Thoufand, [ be eafy, and
EreCt a Charity-School, — for I'd will-
ingly Pave my Road to Heaven with Gui-
neas, ‘tis good for Body and Soul too 3
| B Buz
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But then fays fome precife Coxcomb, How
got you this Momey 2 Was it not by un-
lewfl Means 2 No, if People are fuch
Fools to part with their Moncy for Moon-
thine in the Water, let their Judgments be
arraignd, not my Endeavours. Ob! here
comes oncof my Bubbles, Sir Frippery Up-
flart, who tother Day made Intereft to be
a Hackney Writer, but now he is run into
Money, that has got him a Title, and the

Title has almoft run him out cf his
Wits.

Enter Sir Frvippcry Upfiart,

Sir F. Mr. Pluckwell, 1 admire you fhou'd
have the Impudence to make a Perfon of
my Quality wait fo long — but you
take your Pride from your Brother Dire-
&ors. — why my Horfes will take Cold,
my Equipage will be foil'd; and which
will be the greateft Mortification, my Berlis
will get into fuch a Croud of dirty Hacks
at the Chamge, 1 moft give the Fellow Dr
re@ions to drive round into Lombard-fireet,
or it won't be taken Notice of. :

Pluckw. 1beg your Honour’s Pardon, —
. ¥'m ready for you, when you pleafe.

Sir F. Ready for aFiddle-ftick,—have
you fummd up the Difference 2

Plu:kw:
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Pluckw. 1 have, Sir.

Sir F, And what does it come to?
p I:iluckm. Three Thoufand, Five Hun-

red. —

Sir F.-Here's your Money — but pray
treat me with more Manners, hencefor-
ward, or by all that's Powerful, T'll pue
into the Foreign Bubbles, and fo your
Servant. [Bxit.

Pluckw. Foreign Bubbles, Quotha! Take
Care of your lglf here Fool Fitlt, or in
two or three Days there will be another
Advertifement in the News-Paper, where
«-beantiful Berlin, little werfe for wear-
sngy may be fold a4 Pemwyworth. Lord!
Lord ! that Men with half an Eye can’
fee through ¢his Cobweb Chegt, which
mult entangle’em one time or another.—
For my Part, I'll take Care of One ; and
fince we are to run the Race, I'll Rart fif},
and Cry, The Devil take the HindnojE.Ex

it.

B 2. SCENE
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S CENE Chancres to the' Coffee-
- Room.

Exter Transfer, Dr. Sine-Cure, Lord, and
- , Cafaml Berlin.

Col. Servant, Servant my Lord you are
.very early here.

Ld. Why, really, Colonel, l do fatigue

my felf extreamly ; — if. it was not for
the Profic, lfhoudnot take half fo much
Pains, — tho I muft needs fay, there 13
a great Pleafure in gettitg of Money, efpe-
cially to thofe who have nothing eile to.do.

Col. Now the chicfeft Pleafure, -1 think,
confifts in (pending. one’s’ Money —
What'’s Life without Pleafure ? And what
Pleafure can be got in this Mercenary Age,
with paying for it ?

Id, Ay, bat you mean beafltly Plea-
fure,~ Pray, how’s Stock to Day, Co-
lonel ?

Col. Why, Faith, my Lord, I give my
felf but httlc Concern about it.—— I come
as abondance of other Idlers do, to fee
and be feen, and have the World think I

am a Man of Bufinefs, the' I have no Oc-
cafion for't.
Ld.
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~+ Ld. Lord ‘blefs me ! 1s't poffible ¢ be
here without turning the Penny
Don’t your Fingers itch to be handling the
agreeable Thoufands y6u may gain in half
a Day ? . ' -
’ caf No, Faith, -I'm above it ; and it
lurprizes me, that fo many Nobiemen
thoud turn Gamefters in Change- Alley, and
yet {woon away at the Thoughts ‘of the
Groom-Porter,. S

Ld. Ab, filthy Groom-Porters — there
§oes nothing but Rakes' to ¢hgt Place,
who Curfe and Swear, and Bully the Qua-
lity.—— Now here we're fnug, and thop'd
we chance to fall oue, we can give one
another Citizernys Satisfalion, by F ighting
a Tomgue Battle, Wil you drink a Difh
of Tea, Colonel > | o

'Col. No, my Lord — I juft came from
drinking hot Rack-Punch at thé Jerwfs-
lern, o |
Ld. Punch! Punch ! Punch in a Morn-
ing ! Your furprize me, Colonel,

Col. Why, moft of your . Stock- Jobbers
drink it, for they are fit* for nothing ’till
their Heads are a Jjtele addled : My Lord,

you'll excufe me, I have fome Bufinefs,

Ld. Won't you ltay, Sir? |

Col.
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~ Coll. No, my Lord, the Place begins ta
grow too hot and Noily for me, fo your
Servant: Now for my Dear Henrietta, this

is her appointed time,
Enter Sir Frippery.

Sir F. Well, this is a meft implacablg
Thing : My Broker, I believe, is the greatelt
Rogue in the Alley----And then that Son of
a Whore ---—- that Few, Damn his Circum-
cifion, a Dog, he has bit me fairly by Ju-
piter,

. Ld. Are you angry, Sir Frippery 2

§ir F. Nothing but a trifle, my Lord :
— Stocks fallen two and a half per Cent.
and my Rafcal gave me no notice of it till
suft now. - .

Ld.Stock fallen! you don’t tell me fo?

Sir F. 'Tis too true, my Lord.
Ld.Lord bave Mercy up-Q throws dows bis
on me, whathave I been$ difh of Tea.
doing all this Morning ! I muft runand fee
about this Affair: Ill pay you another
time for my Tea. |

Bsy. The Cup to my Lord.

Ld. Fiddle, don't tell me of a Cup —
I'll bring you onc from my-Houfe to-mor-
row; for I have China enough, and to
fpare —Dear Sir Frippery, excufe me :f StocI:

allen !
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fallen! Lord ble(s my Soul; what wil] be
come of me ? co [ Exit.

Mr. Transfer.,

You feem in a Paffion, Sir Frippery
What's the Matter >

Sir F, Nothing, Nothing, but we're ali
- bit, and Stock fallen, that’s all.

Transf. Stocks fallen ! Why, is the Ppe-
tender's Wife brought 1o Bed & !

~ Sir F. No, but We are brought to Bed,

and fincly brooght to Bed toos Damn the
Diretors.

Tranf. TH go home and {top Payment—
Boy. Pleafe to pay here, Sir.

Tranf. No Money, Child, Stock’s fallen.

But hold, 1fee my Door comingy Ill try

to bitc him before I ftop Paymen:t,

Dr. Sine-Caure.

Dottor, pray, fhall I do any thing for you
this Morning >

Do&or. No, Mr. Transfer, 1 am appre-
henfive we fhall have fome damn'd A& of
Parliament againft us,

Sir F, A& of Parliament | you Canonical
Pimp; What have you to do with A@sof
Parliament ? Go Home to your Parifh, and
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read over the A@s of the Apoltles, that's
fitter for yoa, D —n me. .

Dr. Sir, 1 fcorn your Words — Oh, Sie
Frippery isit you? I beg your Pardon 5 but
you feem to be in a Paffion, and Swearj
and it does not become the Mouth of 2
Chriftian Gentleman.

Sir F. Stock’s fallen, Sir, o

Dr. Zounds! . [Exit Dr:

Sir. F. Ay, 'twill make your Bifbop (wear
too, when he hears it, for all his Modera-
tion— I'm undone, and my Lord Duke’s
undone, and — I'll go to Bath to Morrow
Morning.

Enter Headlefs,

Head. Pray, Sir, did you {ee my Pocket:
Book > I haveloft my Pocket-isook 5 Can
any Body tell me of my Pocket- Book ?

Sir F. T'll fell out immediately.

Head. What, my Pocket-Book?

Sir F. Damn your Pocket-500K e
Stock’s Fallen.

Head. Then 1 have loft my Pocket-Book
in very good time, and won't give myfelf
the trouble to Advertife it I'll goto
- Soutbwark Fair, and if I can get a Lodging,
11l ftay a while on that fide the Water.

Enter
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Enter Pluckwell,

Pluckw. Come, come, Gentlemen, plack
up a Spirit, ’tis not fo bad as we imagin'd 5
~—— Will any Body Sell?

- Ommes, What, ISt up again?

Pixckw. Ay, ay, 'tis only a falfe Alarm
a};out Gibralter and Port Mabone, that's
all, :

Dr. 1s that all ?

Pluckw. Ay, ay, nothing elfe. |

Dr. Ob, I thought it cou'd not be—=
Come, I'll buy.

Sir F. My Heatt’s tip again ~—— Boy, 3
Dram. -

Pluck, Will you buy, Sir Frippery ?

Sir F. .Ay, as much as you care to fell.’

Pluck. Then take among you at 8co,
you'll go to the Office and Transfer.

Omn. Ay, we'll all go. -

Plnck. Bit 5 Stock’s not worth a Farthing,

L4fde.

G SCENE
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SCENE Cbmge.r' tr: Akerman’s Chiria-
Sbﬂf- ‘

Enter Lady Whimfy awd Henrietta,

Ledy . Y'm glad there’s no Company
here: Henmy, Child, How do'lt like the
City > I think thou were’t never -here’ be-
fore: This is the Place to get Money in,
.and it fhall all go to marry thee to Sif Crazy
Rbeumatifms, he's to be thy Husband, and
. then thoule be a Lady as well as thy Mo-
" ther. | R

Hen. But T believe I fhall difappoint
you, Madam, 1 like the City very well—
but I thought you came here to do Bufi-
" nefs 5 is this your Brokers?

Lady. No, €hild, but this is a Placel
fhall leave you fafe in 5 F won't teuft thee
_in the Alley, thou wou'd’ft be fo {queez'd,
P warrant thee, good Lack! I was
fqueez'd tother Day — they make nothing
of tumbling a Body, and value a Hoop-Pet-
ticoat no more than a borrowing Friend —
..well, fit down and drink a Dilh of Tea,

and I'll be with thee prefently.
[ Exit.

Hen.



o fuy .
*Hen. -} wonder that the Colonet is not
here! My.Heart pants with Fear and Ex-
pedtation. |

Enter Colonel Betlin.

Col. Oh, my fair Stock-Jobber! You
are punftual I perceive —Well, now my
Angel, let’s improve the happy Opportu-
nity, and take the Occafion of your Mo-
ther's Abfence to make your faithful Lover
gver happy. ' -

Hen, What will you think of my fo
foon complying ? Youw'll hardly value
what you gain fo cafy.

Col. Have better Thoughts of me, you
know ‘my Soul is yours 5 think, if you
flip this Moment, you may be irrecover-
ably loft, and I eternally unhappy — the
Licence I've procur'd, and in this Neigh-
bouring Church, let's Ratify our Vows in
Holy Marriage— it may be done before
your Mother comes — be fpeedy, and re-
folve. -

Hen. | go, half loath, aad half con-
fﬁﬂtiﬂg.-'—'j

C 2 ol
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€1, Spare thy Speeches, "till thdl_i ;':pm'ﬁ
¢o that agreeable One of, [ take thee.

Let forme for Gasre employ their Hour's Life,
My chiefeft Bleffing is a virtuons Wife.
S [ Exeont,

Enter Blood-hound and bis Setter.

Blood. Zoonds, Tore! 1hear rare News,
half the City’s undone! —Stock’s fallen!}

Tom. Ay, that is blefled News indeed 4
then there's Hopes, Mafter, we may get
Etates by the Ruin of the Stock-Jobbers,
as they got Eftates by the Ruin of many a
Family-

Blood. Av, Ay, Damme, I'll work fome
of their Buffs, I warrant ye ; the prodigal
Rafcals were grown fo uppith, nothing but
Ven'fon wou'd go down— 11l be even
with em for that, Dogs; for 1 love my
Belly as well as any Man, and cou'd not
indulge my felf, becanfe the Soush-Ses Raf-
cals had engrosd every Thing that was
nice for their own Pallates.

Tons. 1 believe fome of em will be glad to
jump at a Piece of Neck Beef now.

Blood. 1 believe fo—1 have half a
Dozen of them to Arreft this Morning,
and the Rafcals are fo poor, | muft knap

‘em
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'em, for they have not Money enovgh to
make me take their Wordss .fo go you
down Lomwbard fireet, and Il thro' Cors-
kill, let's Barracade the Alley 5 and if |
catch any of ‘em in the Mowey Borroxgh,
I'll ufe ‘em -as they do Rabbits, give ‘em
fuch a Knock on the Neck, that they'll’
never recover again,

| Exeunt.

Enter Transfer,

Tran. Bip, —- my Lord Duke—— he’s
gone, I fee, —- but I remain, — I ftand
good. — 1 Fobu Tr.m.r{er, at the Sign of
the Hawdforme Devil in Lombard flreet, am
worth Three Hundred and Fifty Thou-
fand Pounds, tho' I fay it, and I firuck my
Fortune out of my felf too, no Thanks
to any Body but Gracious Heaven, and
my honelt Endeavour.

Enter Pluckwell.

Pluckw, Neighbour Zrewsfer, what do
you here? We're are all undone — Go
Home, Man, and (top Payment imme-
diately, or you'll have fuch Drawing upon
yon, you'll be roin'd,

Tr anm,
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. Tram, No, Sis,: | fhan't . T'll keep my

Head above Water, -in-fpite of 1ll For--

ene. ‘or ill Nature, and. to -Morrow, Sir,.

11l Advertile it in the Daily-Pofl. . Ik
rea

. Pluckw. For my Part, 1 defignto.
and move off the Ground, elfe I hall not
only be thrown into a Goal, but have my
Throat cut too — or elfe be oblig'd ta,
cut it my felf, for they fwear every Di-
re@or (hall be vs'd worfe than a Bailift in
the Mint,—— and really we deferve it,
for we have been a Parcel of fad Dogs,
that's the Truthon't, - * -~ . 7%
Tren. So [ can but meliorate the Acidity:
of my own Affuirs, I care not what be-
comes of yours; and you fhou'd have
gone upon a better Foundation, and not.
have built fuch a ftupendious Fabrick of.
" Pride and Vanity upon the uncertain Sur-
face of the Seq, there's a. Figure for you,
and {o your Servant. | [ Exit,
Pluckw. Proud Coxcomb! I wilh I had
not (tood for Sheriff, but I have alter'd
my Religion and Principles fo often, what
does it fienify 2 —— Oh; "¢there they yre
coming full Gry ;5 the* Artillery of the
whole Alley is in Motion for my Part,
I coud play three Bouts at Towgee and
Paper with any of them once, bot now [
. maft ab{cond. [ Retires.

Enter
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‘B wier feveral Peaﬂc, a confusd N oife of
' whe Bays? Who Sells 2 'Néw Affican,
- ‘River Douglas, ‘Rock Salt, . ¢, #Be wfuil
 Jargon of the Place, . ..o - .V
s My Lord ———, Si¢ Frippery, &e, -

Ld, Siv Frippery, this i a forrowful
Day, we're all:bi, o Py
Sie Frip. So we are, my Lord 5 T wilhiI
had fold out, and gone to H r when
the Reft did. Oh! that Son of .aWhore,
’é’lgckwe!l——-—l'll ruin the Dog when I fee
im. S
- Ld. Well, but there's.no Help for it
how What fhalt wedo? . -+
- Sir-Frip. Return to our Primitive Jdle-
nefs, Ithink, or pull the Dire&ors by t
Nofe, fince we have nothing elfe to do 5
but chey’ll take it fo patiently; “tis hardty
worth while : For my Part, "if I can but
Bet fairly out of the City in a Hackney
-Coach, Yl leave my Berlin o thift for- it
felf — 1I'll come no more here ’till the
‘Parliament fits, I'm refolv’'d. - o
- -+ [ BExit.
Dr. That ever my Rewerend. Fegher's
Son fhou'd come to fuch Mistortune — [
muft now preach, or do fomething for
. my
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my Living, and I was in Hopes to live
above my Bofinefs, had Stdck continued
High, and the Facobite Party Low, §)
furnith my felf with two or three Ream of
O!d Sermons, and run into the Couontry to
Morrow Morning, and if poffible I'll edify
my Parithioners. - [ Exit.
" Ld. And Tll go to I——d and en-
0y the Privilege of my Peerages and fo,
‘Dear Change-Alley, adicu. [ Exit,

Enter Colonel and Henrictta,

Col. Come, my Dear, wc may go thro'

the Alley, now, without Juftlings and
fhon'd we fce your Mother, we can't fear
her, for thou art mine now, and no Pro-

perty of hers.
Hen. Is this the Place of Confufion that

you told to me of ? 1 fee no Body ftisring

hardly.
Col. No, they are vanifh'd asif a Pefti-

lence had enter’d here 5 the Howey-Pot is
empty, and all the Wafps and Drones have
left it— the Drones of Ruality 1 mean,
who fed on others Labour, and fuck'd the

Sweets of the indnftrious Trader.

Entey
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Enter Lady Whimfey.

.. Lady, Oh! my dear Child, we're all
undone, thou arc not worth a Farthing,—
the Stock’s fallen, and Sir Crazy won't take
thee without a Fortuote.

. Col. There's no Occafion for one,
Madam, — mine is at her Service, and
yours.

~ Lady, How do you mean, Sir? In an
honourable Way, I hore. ‘
- Col. As honourable as Marriage can make
it, Madam.

Lady. Marriage!

Hen. 'Tis true, Madamh,— he lov'd me
with no mercinary Defign, as he hasgene-
rotilly convincd me, and I am now his
Wile. _

Lady. By my Troth, I'm glad on',
Child. -— 1 was afraid thou wou’d'lt lie
upon my Hands : But fince thou haft got
a Gentleman, if Two Thoufand Pounds,
without any Obligation to the Stocks, can
make him a good Husband to thee-- 'tis at
bls- Service immediately 3 nay, tho' the
Bank thould refufe Payment, as fome Gold-
{michs have done.

Col. 1 thank you, Madam, ~=== Come,
my fair Spoule, we are the Firlt that ia

D thi
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this Place of Falthood and De=ceit, have

dealt with one -another upon honourable
Terms.

Altho’ in Stocks forme have their Far(tuuer‘
| loft,
And others rais'd Eftates at Bubbles's Co ﬂ
Tho’ Bankers fail, and at ill Fortune rave,
Out of Love's precious Store, fome Stock L'l
(fave,
Tkgt Curremt Payment thou fhalt always
" (have.

E P I



EPILOGUE,
By a LooskRr.- |

Y

Urs'd be the Man at prefent ! and may Fame,
For future Curfes keep bis impious Name !

Whofe evil Genius, and decp-working Brain,
Contriv'd the Scheme of Stock- Jobbing for Gain !
With a fair flowing Fortune in my Hand, |
A clear Eftate, a Borrough at Command.
Wbt mov'd me from my Country Seat to yange !
And take a Lodging sear the damw'd Exchange ?
Where, if alucky Morning Lye, appear,
It proves a Villain’s Iucome for a Tear -
And Stocks, or mount, or fink the falling Scals
From a Forg’d Letter, or 2 Holland Mail,
Wby muft my flupid Fancy eer admire
Ihe Way of raifing'Water up by Fire
That curfed Engine pump'd my Pockets dry,
And left no Five to warm my Fingers by.
Affurance! Old 4ffurance ! a fiwe Prize !
Buy, —— cries a Friend, it certainly will rife:
1 Bought,— but can the Old AfTirants tell,
With all their Policy,—— when I fhall Sell.
A Hundred others I forbear to name, :
Charters and Patents all,—- but all the fume :

Aud



EPILOGUE.

| .Ad nowvednc d, which Way maft I contrive
Tobeg or borvow | —— awy Means o live 2
E'rx take a Pair of Piftols, a Buff-Coat,.
Axd with move Honour, cut a Rafcal’s Tbmat .
For fure if Tyburn bad a juf Supply,
More Stock- ]nbbers, than Highway-Meén, woud
( duf.

,?
"
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