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James Cracas, Jun. Efy;
Cofferer to His Royal
Highnefs the Prince of

Wales, and Member

of the Honourable Houfe

of Commons:

STR,

Q4 O me the Honour to
§ aftord your ProteCtion
" to thefe two Petites -
Pieces ; I am {ure none ever
ftood in more need of -fo gene-
rous a Friend and a Defender
A 2 as .




Dedication.

as you arc; tho’ I dare not fay
they deferve this Benefit by any
real Merit of their own, yet they
have one Title to the Prote@i-
on of all well naturd People,
which 1s, that they have Ene-
mies undeferv'd, and were per--
fecuted by thofe that did not
know ‘em. |
It they had gone thro’ a le--
gal Courle of Theatrical Juftice,
tho' it might have been- partial,
yet I thould have fubmitted to
it, as others had done before
me ; but to be prejudg’d and
condemnd unheard, was har-
der Meafure than any body~
elle meets with at this time a
Day. 4
The Electson, which had the
- Honour



Dedscation.

‘Honour to pals your Approba--
tion, was objeCted againft as a .
Party - Matter: I fancy both
Sides will agree that there are -
unreafonable Heats and Extra- -
vagancws belongmo' to each cf
“em, which deferve to- be ex-
posd, langh'd at, and exploded -
by . all- crue Lovers of their
Country, fince by fuch Arts, our
Enemies find the way to poilon
our Conftitution.

For the other, it was f{2id
there would "be Offence taken
at the expoﬁng a Po pif Pmﬂ?
Good God! To what fort of
People are we changd' Are
thole worthy Gentlemen (the
Emiffaries of our moft avowd

and irreconcileable Enemy) to
A ; | by

ot
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be treated with fo much Ten-
dernefs ! Is not their very Pro-
feflion Treafon in any Subje
of Great Britainp ? Have our
~ Neighbours in France treated
the Clergy of the Reéform’d Re-
ligion with the fame Regard !
But let that pals, fince they
have their Friends and Adve-
cates even here, I hope1 have
fome too ; it 1s not an unpar—-
donable Sin with every Body
to wilh well to the Liberties
~and Reholon of one's Coun—
try-: No, Sir, 1 aflure my felf,
you have Goodnefs enough to
overiook a great many o-
ther Faults, where ycu. find
~ an honeft and difinterefted Zeal
for -our Prefent happy Confti-

tution.
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tution. Y O U} whofe gooa
Judgment ever engaged you on
the right Side, the Proteftant
Succeflion, and the Intereft of
Brstamm; Y O U who fcomm'd
to - hérd with ‘the Betrayers of
your Country, or raile your
Fortunes on the Ruins of
vour Fellow' Subjects; YO U
who fo - generoufly efpous’d my
'Iﬁtér‘eﬁ, when you knew my
Tatention of dedicating to His
Royal Highnefs, then Duke
of Cﬂm:ﬁridge,' will hive the
Goodnefs to Piofe&' a Wéjna‘ﬁ
who has' no other Merit but
her good: Inc]inatiqns,' and per-
petual Wifhes' for “the.  Profpe-
rity’ of the prefent - Govern-
mcht. Thele were Princ'ipliﬁ,'s;

- which,



Dedication.

which, you know, {he was not
afham’'d of ‘owning, even whep
it was almoft Criminal to pay
any Marks of Refpe& to that
Royal Family, under which our -
Laws and our Liberties are now -
{o happily fecur'd.

I wifh, Sir, that you may ‘
find any thing in either of thefe
litle Comedics, _that may en-
tertain you at fome leifure
Hour. I know very well, that
your Time is at prelent, too
precious to be thrown away
upon Trifles ; that Houfe of
Commons of which vou are {o
worthy, and o ornamental a
Member, have: the nobleft and
greateft Task now lying before

them ﬂ}C deicatlon of our
Pubhck
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Publick Honour to all Enrapes
and the Extricating us out of
{fuch Difficulties, as only one
Sett of Men in the World
could plunge usinto; but they
will meet their Reward ; and
You, with thofe worthy Patri-
ots engag’d with You, will ind
yours in the Thanks of the
prefent Age, and the Bleflings
of that of Pofterity,

I might here expatiate on
the many excellent Qualifica-
tions You are Mafter of, did I
not know it would be harder to
obtain your Pardon for touch-
ing upon that Subje, than for
prefuming to fhrowd thefe lit-
tle Pieces under the Protection

" of your Name ; befides, I think
| it
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it needlels at high Noon, ' to tell
the World that it is Jight, fince
all that have Eyes, muft fee the
Day ; and all that have the Ho-
nour to Know Mr. Craggs,
knows his Charaler is above
my Reach, confequently, would
{ufter from th_e Attempt of any’
Pen {o weak as mine: There-
fore fhall only beg Leave to
fubferibe with the profoundeft.
Relpect, Sir, -

Yosr-moft Ocligd,
~moft Ocedsent, and moft

- Dewoted bumtble Servant,

Sufanna Centlivre;,



PREFACE.

XX T HEN I writ this little
| Farce, 1 was not withous

Hopes of having it repre-
- Jented on the Stage , what I
propos’d to my [elf; wasy the Honour
to fhow thewr Royal Highnefles-the
Manner of our Elections, and enter-
tain the Town with a Subject entirely
vew: It bas bad the good Fortune to
pleafe [everal Pevfons of Diftinction,
and Tafte, in the Reading, aud [ome
of otir beft Judges. affur’d me, it con’d
uat fail to entevtain from the Stages
out the Subjet being upon EleStions,
the Mafter ‘of the Revels did not care
to meddie. with it, andthe Players a&
nothing witheut his Licence, fo.that
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had givew over all Thoughts of its ap-
pearing in Publick. But the Word
Ele&ion, it [eems, immediately fur-
wif’d ot a Thoufand [candalous Ste-
vies, and I'was become the Subjelt of
every Coffee-Houfe in Town;, and not-
withfanding my Friends endeavour’d
to o me Jeflice as often asthey heard
me afpers’d, yet for my clearer Jufti-
fication, they were of Opinion 1 oughs
to print it, fince [evéral Perfons had
been [o sxduftrioufly malicions as to re-
port that this Farce was amoff impu--
dewt motorious Libel upon ber Late
Majefty ; than which there is- nothing
were falfe, and the World will fee how
little Ground theve is for fuch a Re-
port its fofay from being a Satyr upon
ber, that there is nat one perfonal Re-
fleition defig’ dthro’ the whole Piece
Twas obiig’d indeed to make an Oppe-
[ition of Parties, to beightenthe Hu-
mour;, it badbeen impo(fible to bave
writ any Thing uponthe Subjelt with-
out it ; Lat 1dare be pofitive, that the
- ' Perfons
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Perfons among whom the Scenes Ize
won'd have grven more Diverfion than
Ofmce to the Spectators of either
Party. 1 endeavour’dto make every
Thing appear as natural as I con’d,
and for that Reafon only, I ffuck Wool *
inthe Hats of my Whigs, aid Larw-
rel inthofe of the Tories ; tho’ I wow’d
be glad to know why the latter made
ule of the Lawrel to diffinguifh them-
felves, when they were labouring to
give up allthe Conguefts we had won:

I fhould have thought a Sprig of Rofe-
mary bad been the properer Emblem
of the then approaching Funeral of our
Church and State, [ince the Chevas
lier’s Friends were endeavouring to
bury our Religion, and Liberty, undey
Tyranny and Popifh Supevftition. Had
Parliaments been Part of the Legifla-
ture among the Ancients, and our
Mawnner of Eleftions known to, and
practis'd by them, Apollo wen’d cer-
tainly have (hown Vengance on the un-

- worthyWearers of his favourite Tr;qz :
? : e
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The Lawrel was ever held the Em-
blem of Joy, and Reward of Vertue:
Hence it was worn by Victors in the
Olympick Games; but have Enghih-
men Reafon to rejoyce in thofe Mea-
[ures, that pav’dthe Way for a French
Government, and a Popith King ?

The Roman Soldiers, 1who followw-
ed their Trimszpb.r, were crown’d with
Lawrel, to demote an Expiation of
the Blood which they bad [ked in the
Wars ; but our Lawrel-wearers can
draw no Parellel from thence, except
deferting our Allies, [elling our Trade,
difgracing our Generals, giving up
thofe glovious Conqueftsthey bad won,
deferv’d to be crown’d with Lawrel,
or that they wow'd be thought to wear
it as aw Expiation of the Blood of
the Catalans, and of the Twelve
Thoufand cut to Pieces at Denain, by
the fatal Cefation of Arms.

Whatever Reafonthey badfor wear-
vl
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ing it, I am gladthey bad not an Op-
portunity of making ufe of it, 1n the
Triumph they defign’d over the Laws
and Liberties of their Country.

Here Ican’t omit taking notice how
much the-Popifh Faction encreafed un-
der the traitevous Management of the
late Miniftry, andwe [ee by their dai-
ly Infults, that *tisat the bazard of
Life or Intereft, at leaft, that we dare
vindicate our Religion, and Liberty.
Had the Author of Lady Jane Grey
made her a Papift, and Gardinera Bi-

fbop of the Church of England, and
the Play been reprefented on the Brench
Stage, what Proteftant would have dar’d
to call st aPopifh Play, without run.

. ning the Danger of the Gallies ? If the
Titleof a certain Monarch, who was al-
fo fet up by the People, in Oppofition to
- the Rigit Line, were to be reprefented
‘on the Theatre. of France, not even the
 firft Peer.of that Nation durft to have
vented one Murmur, much lefs bis, with.
ous_be were furnify’d with P iloﬁapl;;'
| enough
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envugh to endurethe Baftile, ann yet the
Papifts and their Abettors dare to do it
bere. 1Itis with the utmoft Indignation,
that 1 [ee thofe wholfome Laws negheitea,
which ought to be put inE xecation againft
fuch profe[s’d Enemies of our Church and
State ; for to the Indolence of our Peo-
ple inPower, are allour prefent Divsfions
asd Difiraiftions owing ; tho’ for the
Auihor of that excellently wris Poem -
bove-mention’d, I dare anfwer for hivs,
is under no Consern for any Thing thas
Faltion can either [ayor write, [ince *tis
wery evident their Malice is not levelld
againft bim, but againft our Religion and
Libertics, which ‘he has in that Psece
vindicated [o well, and fer the Cru-
elties of Rome im fo true 4 Light, that
& grear Part of our Clergymay blufb to
fee the Stage become a bettbr Advocate for
Proteftantiftn than the Palpit ; and 45
oft as that Tragedy fball be reprefented the
Author’s Memory [ball ‘be “bonoured to
Pofterity, whilft thofe Pretenders to the
Charch, the High-Flying asd Nonju-

ring
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ring- Party foall be rewembred, mﬂ: the
simofs Deteftation.




Dramatis Perfonz.

| M E N.

TIckup, a Candidate for Gotham.
Sir John Worthy, another Candidate talk’d

on but not _[een.

Friendly, an Agent jor Sir Roger Trulty.
Scoredouble, ar In{-keeper. 8 4

Watt Wathball, & Barber.
The Mayor of Gotham.
Mallet, a Carpenter, and his Son,

Scruple @ Quaker.
ACobler,

A Miller.

Ben Blunt.
Gregory Gabble.
Roger Sly.
'Timothy Shallow.

WOMEN,
I‘s{anrthy.

"Goeddy Gabble.
Gooddy Shallow.
Midwife, and other Womes,

SCENE, Gotham,
THE



ACT I. SCENE L

Enter on one Side My, Friendly,
Or the other, Scorcdouble, an Inn-keeper.
9.

Friend, 3%

é H & ? Scare. Mr., Friendly, You
3y 8 are Welcome.
B§888§ Friend. 1 hope Mrs. Score-
double, and your pretty Daughter’s well.
Score. Yes, Yes, Sir, the Women are in
~good Gafe 5 my Wifeb as the old Zaving 1s,

3 A! Landlord, I'm glad to



26 The GOTHAM Elefion.

is better in Health than geod Codditions, In
troth 'm glad to 2ce you, pray, What
brought you to Gotham an I may be fo bold
-toask you ? Ele@ions, I warrant you ?

Fyend, Something like it, Landlord ; pray
what fort of a Man is your Mayor?

Score,. Why his Worthip is a huge Ad-
-miror of the French ; Nay ’tis ‘whifper'd by
zome, that his Zon is with the Knight
ot the Dragon, for he has never been zeen
zince the Duke of what d'e-call him went a-
“Way.

Friend. Say youfo!

Score. "Ay, an he has a Daughter, a weigh-
'ty Girl, I promife you: Od wowd you had
her, Mr. Fiendly, fhe has five Thoufand
Pound, and a tight Lover of her Coun-

-try, |
| 'Ls;riend. Five Thoufand Pound! a.gad 2
{udden Thought comes. into my Head, I'll
furfuc it ; who knows but I may make fome
ucky Difcovery: I thank yoi for your
kind Withes, Landlord, but I can never
hope for fuch a Fortune: His Son with
the Knight of the Dragon, fay you, why

then your Mayor is a Sacobite.
Score, Nay, he is fhrewdly {ufpefted by

zome to be a down-right Pagi} in his
Heart; but to zay Truth of him, he does

o to Church conftantly, he does, indecd ;
Ec does go to Church.

Friend.
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Friend, A pretty Fellow for the Head of a-
Corporation..

Score. What do you pleafe to drink, Sir?

Friend, Why bring us the beft your Houfe

affords.
. Score, THe beft my Houfeaffords, ha, ha, ha,
that is as you think it, Sir ; — now moft of our
Gentry, for this laft vour Years, d'yemind,
waill touch nothing but French Claret, — there
are zome that like your Port Wines fhll, but
very few, and thofe of the poorer Zort too,
as my Barboard ¢an Witnefs.

flfrimd. Come, bring fuch as you like your.
felt.

Score. Why then Mafter we’ll have a2 Bettle
of white Lisbon. — Here Sam. bring a Bottle
of the beft White Lisbon, d’ye hear.

Friend, Withal my Heart. — Well Land-
lord, and how will Eletions go with you in
Gotham 2 ‘ -

Score. Why here is old tugging vort: —
Here has been zuch roafting of Oxzen! Zuch
veafting, and zuch caballing, as you ne'er.
zaw the like! Here’s one Squire Tickup, &
Londoner I think puts up for ones — he's .
over Head and Earsin Debt,. they zay, and zo
has a Mind to get above.the Law, and pay -
no Body.

Friend, That’s one Way indeed to ferve
him{elf; but he that has not Honefty enough
to pay his own Debts, may eafily be brought
to give up the Debts of C::‘he Nation, — 1 hope

2 c
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he has no confiderable Number of Votes fe-
cur’d, hashe?

Score. He has zome. — Here has happen’d
an unfortunate Squabble between Sir Fobn
Worthy, and his Lady?

Friend. Six John Worthy! Does not he put
up too?

Score. Ay ,and he and his Family has re-
prefented this zame Burrough of Gotham thefe
Vorty Years, and yet I believe he will lofe
1t now, [ am forry vor’t, vor he’sa very honeft
Gentleman.

Friend, How {o prithee ?

Score. Why you muft know, his Lady isa
what d’ye call it, — a High-Flyer, — and
nothing zo great as our Parfon’s Wife and the;
now you muft know, the Parfon had given
my Liady a Game Cockeril, — and, as the De-
vil wou'd haveit, a Diffenter’s Dog happen’d
to worry this zame Cockeril, — and becaufe
Sir John wou'd not go to Law with him for
his Dog’s Fault, my Lady zwears he’s a Re-
bel, and wou’d pull down the Church.

Freend. Ha, ha, excellent; but how does
this effe& Sir Sohn’s Eleftion?

Score. Why my Lady being plaguy cunning
de mind, — fhe referv’d to her{elf a Thoufand
Pound when fhe married Sir John ; now fhe
{wears fhe’ll fpend every Groat on’t, but fhe’ll
fling Sir John out of his Eletion, and under
the Rofe, d’ye zee, they zay that the, and this

rame Squire Tickip, are mainly well acquaint-
ed 5
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ed ;z0 fhe vealts the Good Wives, d'ye mind,
and {o {ecuresall thole. Husbands Votes, whofe
Wives wear the Britches, ha, ha, ha..

Friend, Ha, ha, come my Service to you,
and to all thofe honeft Fellows not under
Petticoat Government,

Score. Withal my Heart, hang Petticoat Go-
vernment Izay, ZooksI love to wear my own:
Breeches.

Friend, Here’s firange Juggling it {feems.

Sccre. Ha, ha, but now you talk of Jug-
ling, we had rare juggling here not long fince,
we had like to have had all the Money 1n the
Country jugsled away.

Friend. As how! .

Score. Why here was a Trickfter came down.
to Gotham, —

Enter Wat Wafhball..

Ho, ~-Wat Wafhball! Come in, come in mun 3
this zame Man can teftifie what 1 am"going to
zay : He is a very honeft Freeholder, of vour:
Pounds a Year,. zo he 15,— a Barber here by 5
with your leave Mafter I'll drink to him,
Friend Pray do, youare welcome Friend..
Wat, 'Thank you Sir. .
Score, Come pull a Chair-War, and’ zit
down ; I'wastelling Mafter Freendly here;. of
the Trickfter that chang'd the Cards ze: you:
know Wat, in the Town-Hall. |
Wat, Ry, that wasa bitter Dog, I'believe-
we fhan’t forget him in Hafte.. .
C 3. Friend,.
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Friend, Why what did he do?

Score. Why you muft know Sir he play'd
{everal Tricks, but his greateft Skill lay in
changing the Cards, — He had a plaguy Nack
at that; —don’t you remember Wat,— how
he dealt a Card round the Hall, — when our
High Sheriff had got the Ace of Hearts, you
know ?

Wat. Ay, as plain an Ace of Hearts as ever
Izaw inall my born.

dcore, Ay, and what does this zame Trick-
fler but with one — Whif, conjures away this
zame Ace of Hearts, — and claps the Knave
of Clubs in its Place. |

Friend. Ha, ha, ha. |

Score, When my Neighbour Wafbball, and
I zaw that, we wou'd have had the Mayor
made his Mittimufs, and zent him to Gaol.

Wat, No, no, not for that, not for that
f.andlord, it was for changing an Englifs
Guinea into a French Piftole, you know.

Score. Right, right, zo it was War, zo0 it
was,and you know the Mayor {aid the Piftole
was the better Gold, and wou’d not meddle
with him vor't.

Friend, But there was Four Shillings loft
by that Change, what cou’d your Mayor fay
for that 2 '

Wat. Zay! Why he pretended to -prove
by Logick, I think he call’d it, — that Seven-

cen and Six-pence was more than One and
Twenty and Six-pence,

Friend,



The GOTHAM Election. 3y

Friend. Pritty Sophiftry truly, for a Mayor
of a Corporation ; — and what is become of
this Juggler ?

Score. Gone to the Devil, vor oughtI know.

Fiiend. From whence came he ?

Wat. Why {ome fay from one Part, {fome
an other; but thofe that pretend to know
beft, {ay he came from fome Part of the Zouth-
Seas.

Friend, 1 rather believe the South-Seas
came from him. -

Wat, Pray What s this zame Zouth-Zeas 2
A Shire, Town, Burrough, or Market-Town 2

Friend, It was a Market, and once had a
very great Irade for Flumery and Leeks.

Score, Well, of all Garden Stuff, I hate
thofe Zame Leeks. |

Wat. They leave a plaguy ftink behind

them.

Enter Drawer.

Drawer. Dinner’s upon Table, Sir.
- Score, Mafter Friendly, will you eat a Slice
of a Buttock of Beef and Carrots 2

Friend. Withal my Heart, — and after Din-
ner, [ fhould be-glad if you’d bring me ac-
quainted with fome of the heneft Fellows of
Gotham 5 Ull-try it I can recommend a worthy
Gentleman to them, one that has Gold e-
nough, and owes no Mana Groat, isas ge-
nerous as a Prince, and loves his Country as

he loves his Wife.

Jeore,
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Score. Ha, ha, ha, troth Mafler that may
be little enough, for what as I do know, —
pray who 1s he ? 4

Fri-nd. Sir Roger. Tﬂ{ﬂ-y.

Score. Sir Rbgfr! [ fhall be glad to zee him
with all my Heart Blood and Gutts, as they
zay. ( Exeunt.

SCENE changes to & Room in a Tavern.

Enter Lady Worthy; Mr. Tickup, Cooddy Gab-
ble, and Gooddy Shallow.

X«dy. Never fear my dear Tickup, — as far
a8 my Thoufand Pound goes I'll ftand by you,
Pli fpend it every Shiliing but carry my Point 5
I hate a Whig lo much, that [1l throw my
Husband out of his Eleétion, or throw my
felf out of the World; a Parfel of canting
Rogues; they have always Moderation m
their Mouths, — rank Refiftance in their
Hearts, — and hate Obedience even to their
Lawful Wives, — and then they bear 2 Mor-
tal Hatred to Three Pound Fourteen and Fip-.
ence !

£ Tick. Ay, they hate all Coin that won’t
take their Impreflion.

Lady. Why there’s my Brute of a Husband
now, he hates the French {o much, that he
won’t let poor Fan:zy learn to dance.

Goed. G. Nay my Husband is a little poi-
{on'd that Way too ; — will you believe it,,

| Madam,.
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Madam, he bad the Impudence to forbid me
Dancing with your Honour’s Worfhip laft
Night ; — he {aid Dancing was a bold Recre-
ation, and that it was an Inlet to Sin ; — but
[ pluck’d up a Spirit, and told him I weu'd
do it, that I wou’d dance, and dance agen, fo
I wou’d, — od my Gentleman was{oon fnub’d,
for he knew an he rais’d my Paffion once, he
wouw'd have enough to do to get it down
again,

Good. S. Well, an I 2ay but one Word to
Timothy Shallow, down goes Thimble and
Shears, — and up he takes Gloves and Stick,
and away goes he. — Ah, you’re a happy Wo-
man, Gooddy Gabble, your Husband is a
Man every Inch of him, I'll zay that for
him.

Good. G. You’ll fay that for him 5 Pray how
come you to know what Man my Husband
is, Gooddy Shallow? Have you found him a
Man for your Bufinefs, ha? |

Good. S. 1, 1 found your Husband a Man
for my Bufinels, I have a2 Husband as fit for
Bufinefs as yours ; — and tho’ I zay 1t, that
fhou’d not zay it, there isnot a better Work-
man in the Parifh.

Tick. Ay, ay, they are both good Work-
men enough in their Way; fhe enly jefted
with you, that’s all.

Lady. Ay, ay Neighbours nothing elfe, —
well, you'll ufe your Endeavours with your

Husbands to give their Votes for Mr, Tickup.
G. Gab
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G. Gab, That I fhali {ure Madam, — your
Worfhip promifes me I {hall nurfe the young
Squire, as {oon as hé is born. -

Tick. That you fhall.

G. Gab, And I am to have Twenty Pounds
2 Year. —

Lady. Ay, I'll pafs my Word for™.

G. Gab. I thank your Ladyfhip, — not that
I doubt your Word Madam, or the bountiful
Squire’s in the leaft ; — but, but, but, an, an
the Squire wou'd advance a Years Sallery
aforehand, it wou’d go a great Way with my
Husband ; — for you muft know, that Gregory
Gabble is an honeft Man, and won’t vote a-

inft his Confcience, if it were not for his

ntereft ; — now Sir Yob», you know Madam,
promifes to renew his Leafe Gratis, if he .
votes for him, but an he votes againft him,
~ he won’t bate him a Groat {o he won’t, you
know your Husband’s Temper, Madam.

Lady. Oh prithee name him not, you'll
give me the Vapours ; there, there’s Twenty

Pound for you, let me hear hisodious Name
no more.

Tick. Take Notice Gooddy Gabble, thofe
Twenty Pounds are to pay for nurfing ot a
€hild that fhall be born, —.no Matter when.

G. Gab. No, ne, no, no Matter whether
ever or never, I'll take it when you fend it,
{ure {weet Squire.

Tick, It is not out of any Sinifter End to
fuborn your Husband, no, I fcorn it, I am

) an
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an honelt Man, and a Lover of the Church,
and will take Care the Roguifh Whigs don’t
pull down a Haffock in't.

Lady. Ay Neighbours, Mr. Tickup's 2 Good
Churchman, mark that! He is none of your
occafional Cattle, none of your hellifh Pan-
tile Crew 3 — Oh we fhall never thrive till
all thefe canting Whigs are whipt out of
the Kingdom 5 — Oh that I had the Jerking
of ’em,' I'de teach ’em Paffive-Obedience, or
make the Devil come out of ’em.

G. Shal. Well, your Ladyfhip is a very wife
Woman, that’s certain: Good lack, how the
doth talk, Neighbour-Gabble 2 — Oh fhe’s a
grcat Woman. L

Lady. Ay, and you fhall be a great Woman
too, Gooddy Shaiew, if Mr, Tickep carries the
Day; well, ‘Ul {ay no more, but every Body
don’t know Mr. Tickup’s Power 5 — but there’s
2 certain great Prince, that fhall be namelefs,
that has a very great Kindunels for him, and
for ought I know he may fland as fair for a
-Gatter as the beft of ’em, one Day. .

G. Shal. Pray Squire, will you be fo kind
as to recommend my Téx, to that fame Great

Prince, to be his Tailor 2
Lady. He fhall do it, your Husband fhall

be his Tailor, and you fhall be drefler to his
Queen.
G. Shal. And will your Honour’s Worfhip
do this ?
Tick. Il do-any Thing to ferve you Gooddy
Shallow, |
G* Shal,
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G. Shal. Will you truly ! Well Timothy Sha'-
low, thou arta made Man ; — and am I bern
to be a Courtier 2 Good lack, Good lack. —

G. Gab. Blefs me! Who wou’d have thought
that you with your Broomitick, wou’'d have
come to Tuch Honour, Gooddy Shallow ?

G. Shal. Ay, whe indeed ; — but I hano
vine Cloaths to go to Court in tho’, what
mun I do for that now ?

Tick, Why to{how you that Ihavea Kind-
nefs for you and your Husband, thereis Ten
Guineas to rig you, for the Honours I defign
to prefer you to. (gives her Money.

G. Shal.” Ah Heaven blefs your geud Wor-
{hip, me and mine will be oblig’d to pray
for for you, as long as we live.

Lady. Look you there now, when wou'd 2
Whig have done as much? — Bleis me, I'm
in 2 Sweat when I but name 2 Whig. —

(Eans her ﬁ’if and
walks about.

Tick. Itake a Pleafure to ferve my Country
Folks, and am proud of an Opportunity to
do good Offices ; — for my Part, 1 {fhould not
be concern’d if Iloft the Eleétion, otherways
than not being in a Capacity to {ferve my
poor Country, at this Juncture. - |

Lady. There’s a Man for ye Neighbours !
now cou’d you find in your Heart, Gooddy
Shallow, to deny this Gentleman any Thing,
any Thing, any Thing, Ifay?

G. Shal, No, by my truly, I think I cou’d

not
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not, why fhould I belie my Confcience 2 Ma-
dam, coune here’s the S(i'ulre’s Health,

| L (drinks.
Tick. 1 am oblig’d to.you Goody Shallow.
- (kiffes her.
" G. Shal. Good Gentleman, he’s not proud ;
— odd he kiffes main {fweetly, Madam.
Lady. Ay, Does he not? — Well, you'll
bring your Husband over 2.
G. Shal. Oyer! ay, Madam, ot he fhall
never come over —— my Threfhold more, 1
can tell him but that. |

Enter Drawer.

Draw, Sir, here’s Goodman Mallet, the Car-
- pehter, enquirés for ryou‘; he f:iy's ybix fent
tor him. e w o
Eady. No, — Ifent for him in your Namie ;
he is a fillv Fellow, but no matter for that, he
can do you great Service ; humour him inal}
he fays, bring him up.  (Exit Drawey,
Give him Money, if you can handlomely top
it upon him ; — _there’s a hundred Guineas,
when they are gone, you {hall have more ; —
if you can get Maller’s Vote, he’ll bring you

twenty at leadt,. |
Tick, My charming Woman, — you oblige
me to be for ever yours. . . (kiffes.her.
Lady. Come Neighbour, Jet’s retite, it may
not be proper for us to hear Goodman Mal'es’s
BuﬁnefsP you know. . (Ext,
D G. Gabb,
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G. Gabb. No, no, no, no, come, come, COMe;
‘we'll go, we'll go. Goed Sir, your moit
+humble Servant, I'll bring you Gregory Gabble,

I warrant you. - (Exit,
" G. Shal. And fo will 1 my Tumothy Shalle,
fweet Squire. - ( Exit,

- Enter Mailet.

Tick. Mr. Mallet, your Servant.
| (Takes out 20 Guincas, and plays
- withthemonthe Table as he talks.
Mall, your humble Servant, Sir, pray what
is your -Bufinefs with me 2 '

‘Enter Drawer.

Tuk. Come fit-down, Sir; — here, the
Houfe. |
Draw. Did you-call, Sir?
“Titk. Ay, what Wine do you drink Mr.
Maller ? / |
Mall. *Tis all one to me, Sir.
“Tick, Then bring up a Bottle of French
Red. |
Draw. You fhall have it, Sir. . (Exir.
“Tick: Mr. Mallet, there is a very honefl
Gentleman gives his Service to- you, chargd
me to fee you, and. gave mea Token to drihk
with you. o
" Mall. Pray who may that be?

" Tick. One Mr. Doxble. :
’ - Mall.
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Mall, Ha! Mafler Double.

Drawer within,] A Bottle of French Red in.
the Flower-de-Luce, Score, | '

Enter with Bottle and G!aﬁ;.

Tick, Come Mr. Madlet, Mr. Doubles Health':
to you.

Mall. With all my-Heart, .I have earn'd:
many a fair Pound of him y — fome fays he’s .
an ill Paymafter, but I won’'t fay fo, for he -

aid me very honeftly, tho’ I muft needsfay.
Ee‘s a little long winded. — Sir, an you pleale;
Eny Service to you, remembring Mafter Dou-
e,

Tick, Thank you Mr. Mallet 3 well, how do

you like the Wine? I think ’tis pretty good.
(drinks.

Mall, 1 think {o too, Sir; — but fecond
Thoughts is beft. o

Pick. Right ;—Come here’s to your Firefide;
Mr. Malles, 1{uppofe you are a marry’d Man.

Mall. Ay, Miﬁer, I have been marry'd

thefe five and twenty Years ; 1 have a Son's
Wife lies In now. *

Tick, - I'll ftand Godfather, if he be not
better provided, Mr. Maller,

Mall. Sir, y?:r humble Servant, I dare {2
he'll accept of your kind Offer, and thanl

you too.

ick, 'Is he all the Children you have, .
Mr. Malles 2 |

D 2 M#”n
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Mall. No, Sir, 1 have four Sons and three

Daughters in 21}, fine young Menand Women

as any in_the Parifh, no difpraife to the beft,

My cldeft Son is &« Lawyer, jult out of histime,

a {mart young Fellow, I promife you, Sir.

My fecond I brought up to my own Trade, |

and he is a very great Mafter of his Bufinefs,
tho' I fay't, as any is in all Guham. My

third Son 1s a Bookf{eller, a notable Fellow,

he lives in Lordon 5 he is 2 kind of a Wit,
£00, they fay, and makes Verfes ; then he has
an admirable Kaack at quacking Titles. Per-
haps‘you may know whatthat s, Sir, but for
#y part; I'do not, I confefs; underfland it
but thiey tell me, when' hie getsith old good
for'nothing-Book, Hc'dafsf'a; néw Title toit,
and fells off the whole ‘
Wbck* e it Lt

;*Tii';{. 'Tisa good way of impofing on the

Publick, why he’llbe a rich Fellow in a fhort
B Ay, fo they fays b angef
Mall, Ay, 1o they fay; but my younge
Lad"fi'oubyles e 'm‘gﬁ o'yf all,”” 3 IORE

- Pick, How{o, pray? -

Mall. Why you ‘muft know, Sir, he 15 2
miffrwealdy Boy, he ‘had the Rickets till he
was feven Years old, which took away his
Stréngth," and hugely dull'd his Meniory's fo
that he’s dull, very difl, Sir; I'can’t think
What to breed him to, thaf don’t require
svich Strength of Body, ror H’pplicagi[qq ;f

ind :

|

Impreflion 1n a
ML . . s .
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Mind : His Mother is for making him a
Parfon, but the Rogue won't hear on’t.”

Tick, Oh, Mr. Mallet! by your Defcription, .
he is very unfit for a Parfon.

Mall, Why fo I tell her, Sir, and in my
Opinion we had better get him a Place at
Court.. ‘

Tick. Ay, there ‘indeed you are in the
right ; I don’t know but 1 may be able to
{erve you there, it you'll endeavour to-putit
inmy Power. | |

Mall, As how ptray?

Tick. Why, Sir, you muft know, .I ftand
onc of the Candidates for this Borough_ of
Gotham 3 and if you'll be fo kind to give me
your own Vote, and engage your Friends 'ta
do the fame, I'll take care of your Son, I
promife you. * |

Mall. Pray what may your Name be, Sir?

Tick, My Name 18 Tickup, Sir. -

Mall. Tickup ! ah, Sir you lofe it for a
Wager with you, |

Tick, Why do you think fo?

Mall. Why, Sir, our Town has an Aver.
fion for the Familﬂ of the Tckips; itisa
Name very much hated I affure you, an I
might advife you, I'd change it into Ready
Cath, ha, ha. '

Tick. Yeu are witty upon my Name,
Mr, Maller 5 but no matter for that, what will
you lay I don’t carry’t 2 LIl hold you twenty

- D3 | Gurnexs



42 The GOT H AM Eleition.

Guineas to one I do, and you fhall hold
Stikes. |

Mall. By Mefs, I'll take this Wager, if |
hevérhold another, done, Sir. |
- Tick.-Done3 there, there’s twenty Gui-
neas. o {(pufoes "em to bim,
- Mall. Well, if 1 thould lofe my Guinea,
Mr. Tickup,yow'll remember a Place for my Son,

Tick. That I will indeed, Mr. Ma'l2 ; but
then you mull not vote againit me.
" Mall. No, No, thatI won’t I promiie you;
but an I engage my Friends, you muit pro-
mife to do a Kindnefs or two more for me.

Tick, Name ’em, and command me.

Mall. Why cou'd not you now.get my Son
the Lawyer made Lord Chancellor, think you?

Tick, Can’t! Yes, and will too. °
 Mall. Will ye ? Ay, pray you do — an, an,
hold, hold, T have the Names of all the
areat Places in a .Bit o’ Paper fomewhere,
if I find ’em, but — I took ’em out of
the prefent State of Gorham,— ho! here
here it is— Ay, letmefee, ~ yes, yes,— Lord
Steward, ay, Lord Steward! ay, that’s 2
very pretty Polt, that d'you mark me, I
would have for my:Son Ned— the Carpenter,
‘he underftands how to kecep the Houfe in
pood Repair— and that’s 2 main Matter, you
know ; his Majefty need give himfelf no man-
‘ner of Trouble.

Tick, Ob; that will be a very great Advan-
tage ;- well; T'll take care about that too.M ,‘!

' Gl
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Mall. And thc Baokfel]er ! I’d havg -‘him-—:—
de ze— ho! I'd have him Groom of the

Stale. |
- Tick, There .you are pecfeltly right, be-
caufe he will have an Opportunity ro make
ufe-of .his Verfes. |

Mall, Then for my youngeft Son! What
mun he be?— Why, what an you fhould
make him Treafyrer now! tor the Rogue al-
ways lov’d Money. And for my Daughters —
I fancy they would do rarely well for the
King’s Maids of Honour.

Tick, Oh excellently well— all this I pro-
mife you. | .

Mall. Do you truly?—Well, you are a huge
civil Gentleman, and {fo my humble Service
to yau—Well, Pl fay no moge— but anl do
not bring you twenty Votes, my Names’s not
Mallet, & ye {ee, that’s all, that’s all— and fo,
Sir, your Szrvant with all my Heart (going,
Hold! one thing more I muft defire of you—
1 have an own Coulen, thatis a Sailor— fup.
pofe now you fhould make him fomewhat, —
an Admiral— or a Boat{wain, or{o d’ye fee?

Tick. He fhall be one of them, I promifg
you.

} Mall, Shall hein troth?—— well, good bye
to you, and thank you kindly (going,
Tick, Mr. Mallet, your humble Servant, —
oh the Devil! |

Muall, Mecthinks [ love to da Good in m
Generation 3 tho' to fay Truth, the gracelefs

Dog
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Dog does not deferve it 5 but no matter— as
long as you can have 1t for fpeaking for, you
know? | .

Tick. What 1s 1t 2 Death, this Fellow would
tire 2 Porter. |

Mall. 1 have a Nephew fomewhere or other,
his Name is Sam Slafb, aSoldier. Pray en-
quire him cut, wol you, and make him— ay,
make him a Coporal, or a Colonel, or {fome-
what of that, now. . -

Tick. Well, well, thisI promife you, Have

you any thing elfe 2
Mall. No, no, 1 won’t trouble you any
more, not I— your Servant (going.

Tick. Give me leave to waitof you down.

Mall. Odfo! 1 had forgot my Wife Joar,
well thought on I'faith—_fhe would hever
have forgiven me, if I had not remember'd
her;— Foaz muit have fomewhat, Mr. Tickut,
what can jean have now, Fhink 5 pray think
2 little for her 2

Tick, Let me fee— why, {uppofe fhe were
made Oylter-Cracker to the Court now.

Mall. Oyfter-Cracker! I don’t remember
any {uch Poft in my L1ft. g

Tick. Oh! never trouble your Head about
that, there 1s, or fhall be fuch a Poft.

Ma!l. Shall there! well, well, that will
do then—— but, but, but, Idoubt Yean w;ll
never bt content to live at Court without
me;— Can’t you contrive {ome fmall Place for
me tco— Any thing wall ferve me— 't be fa-

tisfy’d
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risfy’d” with being Lord-Mayor; Iam very
modeft in my Requefts, you fee ? -

Tick. Modeft, quothal ha, ha, well, well,

you fhall be Lord: Mayor. |

Mdall. Well, well, that’senough— will you

believe me, Mr. Tickup? I really love my
Friends as well as my Telf— why here’s an
honeft Pot-Companion of mine, Bainaby Bran,
the Baker; methinks'T would fain make his,
EortL‘Ene too; can you think of nothing for
im.
Tick. HoneQ. Barnaby Bran, the Baker! 1
have a rare Place for him.
Mall, Have you really now! What is 1t
pray ? L * -
Tick, Why he fhall be — Malter of the
Rolls. T
*“Mall. He will be main thankful ; whatisit
‘a Patent Place? -

" Tick, Yes, yes, a Patent Place?

Mall, And have you any thing for his Wife ?,
 Tick, Hjs Wife, ay) Ihg_ {h 11* have Pattin
t00. ' : "
" Mall.. Od, that will pleale her Husband
mainly. - S N

Tick. Av, fhe has been a Clogg to him a

areat while, no doubton’t (afrde.
Mall, Well, honeft Squire, your humble
Servant | - ' (Exit,

Tick, 'm glad I'm rid of him; blefs me,
if it were in my Power now to keep my
| | o Word,
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Word, what a prodigious Company this Fel-
low has provided for! — but tﬁanks to Poli-

¢y, a blan 1s not always oblig’d to keep hi®
Word: —

The Ccxrticry, Politician, and the Beau,

Whate'er you ask, will never anfer, now

But Clofely prefl, you’ll find their whole Procceding,

Neither inore nor lefs, shan pure good Breeding.
(Exit,

Seene chages to the Mayor’s Houle.
Enter Mayor with a Letter in bis Hand.

Friendly drefs'd like a Frenchman.

May. Well, and how does all our Friends
on t'other fide the Water, ha ? Well, I'hope ?
Friend. Oh fort bien, Monfieur Mayor, and
Monfieur le Chevalier, be varey much your
humble Serviture, Begar. |
May. 1 am very much hisI am fure.— Come
Monficur to the Fatherlefs and Widow.
' (Drinks
Friend, Vid all mine Heart, dat every
Man may have his his own, Begar  (Drinks.
May. Amen, I fay ; — but I muft defire you,
Monfieur, to explain this Letter to me ? My
Daughter tells me st is not Engli/l 2

Friend, No, dis be Fresch, Sir.

Mzy. French! what has my Son learn'd
French already ? — But what made him write
French to me, when he knows that I can nei-

thee
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ther write nor read, — and that no Body un-
derftands a Word of French in the Parifh 2

Friend, Oh for dat very Reafon he did
write 1n French, becaufe it-be one grand Se-
cret, and he know me to be de very fedelle
Perfonne, in whom de Grand Monarchs in
dis Vorld put a der Confidance, you under- -
{tand 2 me, Monfieur?

May. Yes, yes, Oh Bleflings on my Boy,
he will certainly raife his Family ; — a Secret !
pray read it {oftly. | -

Friend. Oh foftly by all Means. — Firfl,
den, he tell you here, dat de Knight of de
Draggon give his moft humble Service to you.
and prays you to take a de care to make de
good Members for him.

May. Ay, ay, 1 will doall that in me lies.

Friend. And for dar purpofe, you fhall re-
cecive one, two, three hundred Piftoles, in
one, two, three Days ma foy.

May. Very well, very well 5 — pray let
him know that the laft Money that was re-
mrtted, has been prudently employ’d for the
Chevalier’s Service : Qur Parfon Blow-Coal
is .right Stanch, he difiributed it, with a -
ftrict Charge to have Regard to the Church 5
the Noife of the Church, you know, does
much, Monfteur 2 — My Brother, Alderman
Credulous had two hundred Pounds.

Friend. Humph, well faid Parfon; this
News fhall to Sir Roger Trufly (afide) ha,
ha, ha, Begar, dat will do. de Bufinefs ; de

Cry
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Cry of de Church will bring in de King par
blue 5 but one ting more, Monfieur Mayor, he
fay herein dis Letter, dat de Knight of de
Draggon charge you right or wrong to re-
turn de vat do. you call ’em—de High-Church.

‘May. Ay, ay, that he may depend on 5 oh
my dear Boy! And what is my Boy a Favou-
rite abroad, ha? - | . \
.. Friend. Oh, a great Favourite, I affure
you. — Den here be one tin% more ; — he
prays you to fend by me his Sifter for de Edu-
catien,— becaufe it be whifper'd, datif defe
plaguey Low-Chucrh get de Day, — dey vill
make it Treafon for any one to fend der Chil-
dren to Francs, Begar; no, dey vill fend
dem for Education to Scot/and, and bring all
de young Ladies to de Stool of Repentance,
ma foy. h

May. Zounds, I'd fend mme to Lapland
{fooner, tho’ I'm a Proteftant my Iclf, becaufe
I was born fo d’ye fee; yet I had rather
breed my Children at Rome, than Geneva ;
Zounds, I hate thele Whiggifh Doggs.

Fiiend, Beaar de Pope no love them nej-
ther, dey be de dam Fellows for de Liberty
and Property ; but your Daughter, your
Daughter, Monfieur Mayor. —

May. She fhall along with you,Monficur,—
herAunt left her five theufand Pounds ; — 1
with you could per{wade her to turn Nun ;
one thoufand would provide for her in the

Nunnery,
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Nunnery, — and the other four would make
my Sona Lord.

Friend. Oh let de Prieft get her once, and
begar he vill make her— lometing, I warrant
you.

. May. But which way fhall Iget her over,
fhe’ll never confent to leave England 5 for you

muft know (he’is plaguey Low in her Princi-
les ?
] Friend. Me tell you one Politick, — ’tis
vine Veder! ask her to go vid you and me to
{ee de Ship dat bring meii thet, and ven fhe
be in de Ship vid me, fome body muft flop
your going up de Ship, and tell you dat Day
came all Exprefs for you upon de grand Bu-
finefs of de Nation, ma Boy, fo you leave
us, vid de Promife to return preflently; —
~ {o as foon as you be gon, me make a de Ma-

fter hoift a Sail, and away for Callats, Begar.

May. Excellent Contrivance /—we’ll a%oui:_
it this Moment. — Ican but laugh to think
how I fhall choufe the young Jade into her
Happinefs. |

Friend. And Ican but laugh to think how
youw'll be chous’d out of your Daughter, if
Luck favours me. (Afide,

May. And pray tell my Son, I'll obferve
" nis Dire&ion, ---- my Clerk fhall fit up all
this Night to write Conveyances ; ----'ll make
twenty Freeholders before Morning yet. "~
Friend. As how pray, Monfieur Mayor?

E My,
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May. Oh we have Ways and Means, —
why I'll undertake, d' ye fee, to make -fout
Votes out of a Gooleberry-Bufh, and fix-out.

- of a Hogs-Sty. —
' Friend. Begar dofe be de very {weet Votes.
- (Exit.

~Scene changes-to the.Street.

_ACobler ap svork in his Stall under an”Ale-Houf.
Enter Mr, Tackup.

Tick. Speed your Work, Friend, vour
" Trade depends upon good Husbandry.
Cob. Ay, Mafler, zo't does, as you zay;
“but [ make new Shoes {ometimes, as well as
mend eid ones, —
Tick. -Say -you fo! why you fhall be my
Shoe-maker, — if you'll do mea {mall Kind-

nefs.
Cob. Getting up with Cap 12 hand] What is 1t,
Mafter, to put a Stitch in your Shoe, 1 war-
. rant-yeu ?
I}Tick. No, only to give me your Vote, that’s
$ 115,

Cob. Sits dowzn to work again.] All, quotha !
why that’s all many a Man has to live on; at
this time, a .fmall Kindnefs! ha, ha, ba, 1t

‘isa fmall Kindnefs, truly. .

TFeck. What {ay you, Friend, will you?

Cob.
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Cob. 1 don’t know, I believe not..

Tick. Why {o, ray you?

Cob. 1 can’t tell, — mehap Imay; - me -
hapT may not d’ ye fee.

Tick. Have you.promis’d any bodyelfe 2

Cob. Suppofe I have,— {uppofe I have
not, what then 2 Look ye, my Vote’s as good
as the beft Man's 'th Parifh, or next Parifh
to’t, that’s a proud Word d’ ye fee 5 — and I'.]
take care who I gin to, zo I wol. (fings.

Tick, Nay, you are in the right of that,
but no Man fhall do.more for the Corporation
than my felf. .

Cob. Ay, ay, you all talk 1t well affore yoy
gzt in3— but you are no fooner chofe, __
but whip you are as proud. as the Devil, —
and 2 Man can’t fpeak Truth, but you come
with your CandelumNatum {ous upon us.

Tick, Pride is the leait-Signrof a Gentle-
man, and I don’t know if 1 fhould not ra-
ther be call’d Rogue, than a proud Man.

" Cob. And mehap he would not lie that call’d -
_YOU bﬂth: h31 h?l.

Tick, Tam forry you fhould have foill an
Ovpinion of me.

Cab. Why are you not proud now ?

Tick. 1 think Imay fafely fay I am not.:

Cob. Why then—— come and kifs me.

Tick, Withall my Heart. (kiffes bhim,
Well, what think you now? will you give
me your Vote yet ?

E 2 | Coby,
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Cob. Look ye, fare.and {oftly, — I am not
throwly {atisfy’d, whether I fhall give you
my Vote or not.

Tick. I am forry for that, — but if youw'll
oo to the Tavern, I'll give you a Pint of
Wine, whether you'll give me your Vote or
pot, for I like you for your Bluntnefs.

Cob. 1 dant value your Wine of this Hog's
Briitle, d’yefee5 — I am an honeit Man,
d’ye fee, —and am for a free Government,I'm
none of thofe that are to be brib’d ; — now
an you are not proud, d’ ye fee, — why
come into my Stall, here, and I'll give you a
Flasgen of Ale.

Tuk. Oh the Devil, that will dirty all
my Cloaths : (afide.) Had not we better go
into the Ale-Houfe?

Cob. Look ye there now, did not I{ay you
was proud? No, Sir, I won’t leave my
Stall, thofe that areatham’d cff me, — why
I am afham’d of them, d’ye fee, that'sall.

(Sings and works.

Tick. A Pox of the unpolifh’d Blockhead,

I muft humourhim.  (Gathers up his Cloaths,

and goes i,

Nay, nay, don’t be angry, — I only faid 1,

to fave you the Trouble of going for the
Ale, that’sall.

Cob. Oh I have a Conveniency for that,

(whiftles, and the

Boy entevs,

Look you there, Sir; Sirrah, bring me a Pot
- 0
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of humming Ale, de you hear ; — what are
you afraid of your Cloaths ? Zblead, fit down,
mun, tho’I'm a fFoor Fellow, I’ve zitten by
as good as you aftore now, mun.

(fulls htm down rudely.

Enter Boy with Diink on one fi de, andTolefree
the Miller on t’other.

Tiuck. Ay, ay, Friend, who doubts it.

Tole. Hark ye, Neighbour Laff, will you
never have done cobling my Shoes ?

Cob. Oh, Neighbour Tol:free, you come in
the Nick ; why here’s Neighbour Tolfree has
a Vote too, and he’ll give 1t ye. —

Tick, 1{hall be much oblig’d to him, if he
wiil, pray drink to him.

Cob. By and by, let his Betters be ferv’d
before him, my Service to you, Sir; — ceme
in, Neighbour Tolefree, — come, we’ll make
you room. ( Drenks,
- Tole. Withall my Heart.

(Getsin on the other
| Stde Tickup.

Tuck. 1 with the Devil had them both, —
what a fine Pickle I fhall be in, pray have a
care of my Cloaths.

Cob. Cloaths, nay, Thopel am a better
Commonwealths-Man than to mind Cloaths,
fit clofe, Neighbour Tolef:ce, or you'll thrug
me off the Form, - (The Miller hitches ithon

| . Tickup, and makes bis

Cloaths all white.

E 3 Tuch,
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Tuk, Thele Dogs havea Defign upon me, |

wifh I was fairly out ; Death, what a Coat is
here? : (afide.

Tw:. Come, come, put about the Pot.

Tack. My Service to vou, Sir, (drinks) the
Kiag’s Health, —

Cob. I love the King, — and fo kifs me
agei. (ciaps his Hauds on his Cheely,

and pulls him ta kifs him, and
leaves them all black.

Tick. Confound the Rafcal! how his
Breath ftinks — Well, what {fay you now,
Gentlemsn, wiil you both give me your
Votes? |

Tole. Give you my Vote ! that will bring
no Grift ro my Mill, d’ye fee. = -

Cob. Get out, and walk before my Door,
now, two or three Turns, and Pl tell you
more of my Mind. - .

Tick. Death, he’ll make me jump over a
Stick by and by. (Gess onty and walks.)
Well, what {ay you now 2 -

Tole, You have a plaguey Hitch mn your
Pace, you learnt to dance of {ome French-

. aman, I'mcertain.

Cob. Ha, ha, ha, ha, I think that you’d think

me 2 Fool, 1f [ {fhould give you my Vote, now.
" Tick. How fo, pray ?

Ceh. How 1o! ha, ha, ha;, you thatare 2
fine bred Gentleman, here d’ ye {ee; —
yet can {ftoop fo low, as to kifs, and Jumour
fueh a dirty Fellow as Iam, purely to buy

 my
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my Vote. — I dant know, d’ ye {ee, but for
a good round Sum you'might be prevail’d
upon to {ell my Country, ha, ha, ha, ha .
Look ye, 1 dan’t like you Comming Sparks,
you fhould be a little more coy, ha, ha, ha.

" Tick. You are merry, Friend.

Cob. Not {fo merry as you think for, -me-
haps; — but Vriend me no Vriend, go troop,
Nouns,he -looks like a Jefuit, does he not,
Neighbour Tolefree ?

To'e. Pull oft his Whore’s Hair, an ze an
he has not' a bald Crown.

Tick, 'The Devil! they'll ftrip me by and
by; I had as good walk off, for thefe are both -
damn’d #Whigs, 1find that,

- Cob. Ha, ha, he’s gone! an he be not 2
plaguey High Boy, I'm wmiltaken. Come
Neighbour Télefree, you and I will take a Pot
of Aletogether, to SirYohw Iferthzy’s Health,
you'll vote for him, wol you not?

Tole. Yes, that I wol,-— for all my Lady
‘has been tampering with my Wife Mareery,
and has given her a vine Silk Gown, and a
huge high Head ; — but [ drefs’d my Dame’s
Jacket for her, and made her carry ’em agen’;
odsflefh,” we fhould have' rare times, an we
were to be rul’d by our Wives, you know,
ha, ha. (Exit.

Enter Alderman Credulous.

. Alderman, Ha, ha, ha, T can- but laugh
to think how my Wife’s Brother, the Mayor,
has vver-reach’d his Daughter, Entey
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| Enter SEr Roger Trrg’.i}'.

Sir Rorer. Mr. Alderman Creduioxs! your.
moft humble Szrvant, Sir, I'm glad to fee
vou fo merry; Pray what may be the Occa-
fion? * *

Ald. Family Affairs, Sir Roger 5 my Bro-
ther has difpos’d of hts Daughter,— tnat’s
all. .

Sir Rez. Humph! not as he expelted ; tha’
I believe, for her Advantage, 1 hope. (4fide.

Ald. Ay, ay, Sir Roger, we Fathers know
what’s good for our Children, better than
they do themfelves 5 they have nought to.do
but to {ubmit to our Pleafures ; Paflive-Obe-
dience is as ‘abfolutely neceflary in our Wives
and Children, as in Subjelts to the Monarch ;
is not your Opinion the fame, Sir Roger?

S+ Ros. Yes, whilt Husbands, Fathers
and Monarchs exaét nothing from us, contrary
to our Religion and Laws : But pray, Mr. 4/-
devman, How came you fo paffive 2 1 remem-
ber you wore other.Principles in Eighty

“Eight 5 — this 1s not natural, 4/derman.

Ald. Eighty Eight! that'salong time ago ;
I know fome Men that have worn out twenty

S:tts of Priociples fince Eighty Eight, both

Men of the Robe, and Men of the Gown.
Sir Roo. More the pity, fiderman, [ am for-
v Nature did not dﬂzinﬁuiﬂl Men of fuch

P'rinci'ples from the reit of her Handywork,
that
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that we might enjoy her Gifts more amply,
and be more thankful for the Bleffings.
When I refleft that I am of the fame Species
with the Betrayers of my Country (for fure
that Crime is the greateft of all others) I
could almoft wifth to wear any other Form of -
the Creation. Life 1s a Blefling, or a Curfe,
according to the Fame we purchafe, and he
that redeems twenty of his Fellow Creatures
from the {lavifh Yoke of Tyranny, does an
Altion worthy of a Man that bears the Image
of his Creator, whilft he who feeks by
‘T'reachery to inflave bisKind, to feed Ambi-
tion, Avarice, or Revenge, is only the Peft
of human Society, and ought to have a
Mark fet upon him, that we might fhun him
as we would the Plague.

Ald. Ay, ay, fo it ought to be, Sir Roger 3
but I have read fomewhere,

Nature to Man’s Breaft has made no Windous,

To fhow uswhat they aft within Deors,

Fot my part, Iam for the Church, and my
Country. _ -

Sir Rog. So am I; their Interefts are infe-
parable ; who gives up one, betrays the
others: For my part, I intend to ffand or fall
by both 5 therefore I hope you'll do me the
Honour of your Vote, Mr. Alderman.

Ald. Why truly Sir Reger, I am pre-gngag'd,
I won’t tell a Lie for the Matter,

St Rog, 'To who, pray?

A'd,
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Ald. Why to Squire Tickup,

Sir Roz. Tickup ! Why he’s a Fellow not
worth a Groat, and a known Yacobire.

Ald, Nay, look ye as that, his Means and
hisReligion is nothing to me,. let his Credr-
tors take care of one, and our Parfon o’ th”
toter; for my part, I’m for the Church, 1s
] {aid before, and ‘would rather be a Papiit
than a Presbyterian:

Sir Rog. Why, where's the Neceffity of your
being either 2 Come, come,- there’s-a more
convincing Argument than.what you have
nam’d ; — Mr.- Tickup js- recommended by

fome great Man on whom you have Depern-
dance. ‘

Ald. Great Man! Why vyes, truly, heisa
pretty large Man 5 and I have, I truft Hea-
ven, very great Dependance on what he fays
The Parfon- of the Parifli; you know, oughtt
to be regarded, Sir Roger, and he told me
that Mr. Ticlup was a good Chjirchman, and
pray’d me to vote for him, .2nd te get all my
Friends to dog the fame, if I would promote
the Intereft of the Church.

S Rog. Ay, the Intereft of the Church of
Romfs not that of Erzg!m:d; Why P’It under-
take tO prove this Fellow deep in the Intercit
of young Perkin, and that he and hus Friendy
at /:a Conmbe, has bought up, and fent for
his Scrvice, more than 2000 Horfes within
thelz laft four Years 3 and can fuch a Man be
a proper Perfon to reprefent you in that Au-

gult
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oult Aflembly, where the People of Gorham
expect to have thefe pernicious Meafures re-
dreft?

Ald. Why I am confounded at what you
tell me.

Siv Rog. Tam amaz'd to find you in the In-
tereft of the High-Boys, you that are a
Cloathiet! What, can you be for giving up
Trade to France, and {tarving poor Wea-
vers ? |

Ald. Trade, pifth, pith, our Parfon fays
that’s only the Whigs Cant, and that if the
Bili of Commerce had pifs'd, it wou'd have
been of fiznal Service to us.

Sir Rog. Wiaach Way, I pray, Alderman 2
- Aid. Nay, | never askt him that, tho’ no
Doubt but he can.tell:you, for he1s a learn’d
Man, and underftands Matters better than
do.

Sir Rog. It 1s much to be wifh’d for the Ho-
nour of our Relinion, and the Safety of our
State, that thofe learned Men were more 1n-
duftrious in the Cure of Souls, and lefs bufie
in-Politicks. — But come come, Mr. Alderman,
there is yet a Secret'behind the Curtain, Pray
‘what cou’d Mr. Tickep, or any of his Friends
ablige you with, ‘that is not in my Power to
have done: — You and I have been good
Friends, and 1f a Brace of Hundreds had been

wanting, — why, we cou’d have ferv’d you
as well as they.

Ald. So, {o, I find whereabouts you are
: already.
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already. Well, there is nothing kept a
Secret m this damn’d Town: However
I had not thofe Two Hundred Pounds by
Way of Bribe, Iaflure you Sir Roger.

Sir Roz. Ha, ha, why then you had Two

~

Hundred Pounds?

Ad. Yes I confels, Mzr. Blowcoal our Par-
fon did give me Bills for Two Hundred
Pounds, Part of a Sum, he f{aid, that was gi-

ven him for charitable Ufes, and bad me dif-
Eofe of it to proper Objets, as [ thought fit,
ut not to bribe Votes I affure you.

Sir Rog. No, no, no, no, ’twas to build
Churches 1 fuppofe, and reward Secret Merit,
ha, ha, ha, ha, butlam forry for your Sake,
that they made their Payment in Paper: —
Pray let me fee thofe Bills, — who are they
upon ?

Ald. See them! Ay, — there they are, Sir
Roger. (Gives him Bills.,

S Rog. (Looks on ’em,) Upon Sir Charles
Wealthy! AsI{ufpefted:— Why he isa Bank-
rupt, not worth a Groat, ha, ha, ha, why
vou are bit, Alderman, Blowcoal has bit you,
ha, ha, ha; Charity, quotha! Yes this is
Charity witha Vengance.

Ald, How ! Am Itrick’d 2 But you are not
_ inEarneft Sir Roger, are you ?

Sir Rog.
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Sir Rog. As certainly as that I my felf loft
Five hundred Pound by the fame Banker : I
tell you Sir Carles [Vealthy has been gone off
this Month. - s

Ald. The Devilhe has! Qdfheartlamfinely
ferv’d; why, I'm out of Pocket the Lord
knows what: Death![ fhall lofeall Patience!

Sir Reg. Look, ye Mr. Alderman, if you'll
yet hear Reafon, I'll make up all this Matter ;
{ee heres (pulls ot a Purfe) here’s 200
Guineas in this Purfe, all ready Cafh, hang
Papers Wiere’s the baft Provifion tor charitabls
Ules.— Mr. Ald:rmant hark how religioufly
they Chink ; what fay you? Will you cheat
them, as they have cheated you? Come, for
ence, ferve your felf and your Country old
Boy. | y
g[a?. But are you f{ure thofe Bills are not
worth a Farthing, Sir Roger ?

(Sir Reger claps the Bills inte his Pockets, aidtales
o1t ﬁmme Papers, and -teayrs’em n ﬁnaﬂ Pieces,
Sir Reg. Sure on’t, aye, as{ureas[am that

my Name is Rege Trufty 5 — and thus I facri-

fice them to your Refentment, Mr. Alderman,
and pow, — ' |

Ald. Death, Hell, and the Devil, 'm un-
done ;— but if I'm not reveng'd. — -

Sit Roger. (Plays with the Purfe.) It was a
curlfed Tiick ind-ed to affront an Alderman
of a Corporationatthisrate. =

Ald. Give me the Parle s (S Roger flaps i
into his Hand) und now, Sir Regery 1 am yours,
if I do not fit Parfon Blow Cosf, faylam the
Son of a dead Cinder.— 1l triag Sixteen

P Votes
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"“Votes, Sir Reger 5 egad I'll over-reach the
- Rogues, 1 warrant 'em: This Purfe is 3
"Pledge for myPerformance. = = (Eurn

Sir Rog.- And thefe Bills 2 Pledge for that
Purfe. Ha, ha, ha, ( zakesour the Bills } Pl
{end-my Servant to teccive the Money imme-
-diately, .I think I -have paid them in their
.own Cotn, | | '

Inn this at laft we have the Advantage got,

Ve grve the Treat, bt they fhall pay the Shot.

SCENE Mallets §or’s Houfr.

“Mallet, bis Son, Lady Worthy, Gooddy Gibble,

Cboddy Shallow, Sly and his Wife, and Mid-

- wife with the Child 5 feveral Men and Womén

drinkingy as at a Chriftening, a Quaker filling
Wine, and a Fidler playing. I

¢
- 4

- Enter Tiﬂ{up.

- Maller. \We began to difpair of your Com-
-pany Sir, we-have Chriften’d the Child, —
:but we got one to ftand in your Place, Squire.

Tick, Very well, I'll take the Charge upon

Midzzife, (Prefenting the Child, - {me.
"Here’s your Godfon Sir, a fine thumping Boy,
he is almoft big enough to zsk you Bieffing.

“Tick, A fine Child indeed, — (He takes the
Here Sirrah, here’s a Cup for . .Child and kif-
vou, and befure you drink my  fes i, and
Health out of it as foon as you gives it 4 Sil-
can fpeak, do yeu hear, — ver Cup.
Which is the Father, .
B ‘ Bfﬂ.;
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-Mal, Thisis my Soh, Squire.

- Son. Sir, you do me much Heneur. |

Tick. Sir, I wifh you much Joy of my Cod-
fon, —and may your good Lady brinﬁ you eve--
ry Year {uch another. Well which are the
Godmethers ? That I may difcharge my Duty.

 Gooddy Sly. Why, I am one for want of a
Better, Sir.

Tick, Say you fo! Have at you then.

. | e (Kiffes her.

G.Gab. And I’'m t'other, fweet Squire.

Tick. Gooddy Gabble, (kiffes her) nay I'm to
go round, — and you too Mrs, Midnighr,..
kifs me you old Jade you. —

Mid. Well, well, you Gentlemen are very>
happy at Midpight {fometimes, — O1d Jade!
Not {o old neither, but Icanhavea Civility
ddne me by as fine a (entleman as your
Squire’s Worfltip, I'd have you to knowa .

Tick, P'fhaw; who difputes that; — Oldy
Jade is my Favorite Name, you muft know
egad I love an old Woman, — I woa’d not
givea Fig for your green Girls not 1. |

G. Sly. Ah, youarea merry Gentleman ; -
He hasa Breath as {weet as a2 Cow, —he
kifles rarely well 5 — Roger, you fhall give
this Gentleman your Vote, Roger, (4fide to ber

. Husband)

Roger. So, he hastickled her Fancy already, ..

G. Sly. I fancy you are a rare Dancer Squire,
pray will you give us a Jigg 2 |

Tick. A Jigg! Ay with all my Heart, if"
you’ll dance with me, Dame.

G. Sly. A lack! Squire,l can’t dance, Squire.

N
-
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Tick. 1 warrant thee Dame : — Come, firike
up fidler. 1 (He kiffes her.

. Sly. Nay {urc I fhall not be able to do’t
with {uch a vine Gentleman as you. (they dance.

Roger. (Go.s b to his Wife,) Get home you.
Beaft you, wol ye? A Plague o’ your Jigging,
will you ne'er ha Jigging enough ?

Tick. T hope you are not angry! Rather
than difoblige you I'll kiis-your Wite no more,

- G. Sly. Look ye there now Roger, — you are
always doing Milchief, {oyouare.

Lady. An’tyouatham'd of your{elf, Roger 2

Roger, Afham’d of my felf, vor what [ tro-2

Lady. Methinks you fhould take rt-as an-
Honour.

Rogsr. What vor him to lie with miy Wife ;
leokye Madam, you may keep that Honour
for Sir Fohs an you woll. *

Lady. You faucy impudent Rafcal! "Who
. do vou talk to, Sirrah? |

G.Gab. Fye Neighbour Sly, you ufe my.
Lady like 2 common Woman, {o youdo, -

Roger. Ifthe’s as common as thofe thattake
her Part, I'm {ure fhe’s common enough.

" G. Gab. Meaning me Sirrah, — Pl make
veu prove your Werds, you Rogue you: —
Whyv Gregory, Gregory Gabble 1 {ay, — do- you
hear what this Rogue Sfy fays 2 (Gregory is kifs-

g a W oman,

See, fee, the Villain 1s minding his Pleafures,

when he fhou’d be vindicating his Wife 5 —.

but Pil fiinge you, — I'll cool your Gourage
when [ get youag home, 1will 0.

o (C’ct{'iﬂg ber Hand:.

Lady.
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Lady. This Raleai Sy, ' was againlt the
Peace, 1 remember 1t well, — and Pl Jhave
vou hung’d for't, I well, you Pantile Monfter.

R.ger. Nay, wien iuch as vou tilk of Peace,
we know the Devil s beating up for Vo.un-
teers, ha, ha.

Tick. Prithee my Dear Life don’t put thy
{clt 1into a Paflton. —— Mr. 8iy, 1 ask your
Pardon, If [ have given you any Offence.

Roger. I 111} IO PUPC*Sjr'; — but-l ha done.r

Mal. Wiy that's well faid, — my Neigh-
bour §’y’s an honcit Man, he takes nothing 11,
I'll fay that for him: Piay Mr. Tickup drink
to my Nerghbour Sy,

Tick. 111 d the Glafs for the ame Puepole,

Lr. Sy my hearty Service to you.  (Dymks,

Roger. Don t Malterme Sir, —- Pmbut 2 poot
Man, my Name 1s Roger Sy, d’ye {ee, that's all.

Mal. (to the QOwaker) Neighbour Scruple
wiill you do me the Favour to g1ve this ho-
net Gentleman your Vote 2 *

 Seruple. Nerily Neighbour Maller, — 1 do
think I Thall notdo it.
| dal, ‘vVhy (0? :

Seru. Am Loblig’d to givethee my Reafons?

Mal. No, not oblig’d, but I woy’d be glad
to know them.

Sciw. Why then thou. fhalt- know them:
Between thee and me, Neighbour Ml I
do not take him for an hone{l Man. ’

Lady. Notan honelt Man ! Why what can
you fay agamnil his Honefly 5 —Re is none
cf your canting Congregation, that'sall’

Seru. 1did not dire® my Difcour(¢ to thee

Fi and
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and I wou'd adyife thee not to put thy felf
into a Paffion, it wili much diforder thy out-
ward Woman, — and make thy Lovers lcls
defiring. o

Ladv. MyLovers! Goodman Goofe-Crown,
Who to:d you that I had Lovers, ha? Good-
man Malst, why do you let your Son take
Wine of this old canting Villain 2 When
there 1s ten times better, either'at the Popes.
Bead, — or the Devil.

Scu. Yeaverily, I do perceive that thou art
much in the Intereflt of thofe two that thou
baft nam’d, bythy Language, and thy Actions.

Lady. And what are you in the Interedl of,
Sirrah 2 — nor of your Country, — you, you,
you, — Spawn of old Noll you. — Here Fid-
}fr, Play'me the Tune of, The E-‘-‘.'H‘gj@crﬂ enjoy
bis cun again, . ' |

Sty. Ay, let’en, let’en an he dares, *Zbud
I'll ha no no Papifts Tunes play’d where [ am;
plav Lillibullers, you Rogue, | o

' Lady. You wen’t have no Papifts Tunes!
Sirrah, play what I bad you. |

Sy, Wounds, play what I bad ve, ve Dog,

or Ill break your Fidd'e about your Ears. -
S (He plevs Lillihullera.,

Lady. You Presbytertan Son of a Conven-

ticle, how dare vcu cuntradiét me, Sirrah?
| (Strekes hirs on the
Face, and malkes

o - his ‘Nefe- bleed.

G. 8ly. Murder, Murder, my Husband’s all
of a gore Blood ; ah you are a gqod onc-to
&eike 2 Man, I warrant ye.-

Lady,
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Lady. Pll murder you, you ‘dirty dragle-
taild Slut, take that Hufwife. .

(Strikes Geoddy Sly, and
makzes her I\'nﬁ Llecd, /53
blocrs 1t o h v Hand
cnd fhows it, Crying.

6. Sly. See, {ee here, fee’ here, how they
begin to {pill Proteftan: Blood alrmdj, ;- oh
" you Papiﬂ DL‘Hl yOU _..a), this 1s wht you
wou ’d be at.

ly. Zounds, if fhe carries this off, __ It

be hmg‘d alive 3 Il drefs her down, I war-
rant her, an fhe be for hiuhiting.

| (Offers te flrp s

they ho d Lm?
Mal, Oh fy, is the not & Woman?
- S‘{) Na 1y 'HL her g“ll‘L tnere, he knows
belt, or he's foully bely ‘d on. — A Woman, a
fhame:efs Braft, 1s ﬁlf“
“Tock. Let me perfwade your L'Ld\. r"np to
Ieave t}‘.\"’ RO’)m ( c! oto ths Lae b
L:dy. No, Pll-have the Blood the Blaod
th bloo.i of thelz confounded Whig rﬂh DO”S
(St;:m:f, ¢ mzd sears,
thk [ndeed you'll rain the Defizn by thefe
Paffions ; did '1 not 1nténd to crufh them 2
mote effeStual Way? You fhou’d {ce how he
wou'd ufe themr now, but we mufl bear-with
their Saucmcfs now, if we expelt to gain our
Ends 5 — you will by thefe Mealures {riaht
*éin a'l into your Hurband s Intereft.
Lady. Oh, oh, oh, well, well, that thouuht
has coo1’d me, and I’ll retire, to your Lodﬂ-

m 3% make what halte you can after me
wne
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where we wiil med;tate on Revenge to
ccame. (N,

Erter S.vreant.

S:r. The Mayor 1s gone to the Hall, Sir,
and tiie Elettion 1s begun,

Tk, Well Gentlomen, | hope you'.l ﬂwe
me your Vores, none {bll do mere for your
Town then I will, I proniufe you. Aazt,

Ser. Here's a Lewer for you Mr. Soraple,
from vour Wine Mcrchanz, N onﬁeur Tirafick,
the Man 1= (Gizes Scruple a Lettir,

A\YaFI (r{eadt) Iﬂvcu’a tak. it as a paviuilar
Fevonr, 1f you <ok 'd give M. Tickup yenr Fou,
ko 25 ucu ..*:;’.:}cu m thham kf 1 a¥ nonejt
th :?”71..?1 I H’f.}ﬂl" —Yf.*ﬂ. lt Wuuld bL
VEry pq.rtt...m.lr Favour truly.

Mal What wou’d, Mr. rruﬂc’?
S.ru. Wh thou muﬂ: know, that this Let-

ter coms:s frum a Fraichman to direlt my

Vote for a Member 1n an Engife Scnate,

ha, ha. .
Mal. Perhaps there may be no harm in 1t

the Genileman might mean it weil.
Scru. Yea he doth mean it well for hlmﬁ:;f

no doubt on’t, but ]‘l’;'.' doth not mean it well
for me. — But come, let us to the Hall Ncigh-

bours.
Mal, Ay, ay, to the Hall, and alt as  Con-

{cience, or our Interef, leads. . (Exeunt

S CENE chang:s to the Strect.
Enter.
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Eﬂlter Friendly and Luey.

Friend. 1 hope you are convinc'd, Madam,
of your Father’s Principle, and what youmuit
have fuffer'd from it, if 1 had lLeen really
what [ reprefented.

Lucy. 1 do believe the Defign you fpeak
of, A Nunnpery! Heaven! [ fhudder at the
Thought. ~ |

Friend. Ay; where Swarms: of Nuns and
Priefts daily curfe your Country, By Belh
Book, and Candle, where you muft have been
taught to pray for its Deftruétion tee.

Lucy. No! Had I been trappand to that
curfed Place, tho’ but a poor defencelefs
Maid alone ; Yet I'd have fhown’ema true
Britifh Soul, and dy’d before I woa’d have
chang'd my Faith.

Friend, Well faid Madam: But to the
Point 3 — you will not fure return to your
Father, and put it in his Power to betray
vou a Second Time. | -

Lucy. No that I won't.

Friend. May I not hope fome Share 1n yout
Eiteem 2

- Lucy. No, whining Love, P'm not to be
caught that Way ; — this Diy Iam of Ags,
and I chufe you for my Guardian, — and 1f you
can bring me unqueitionable Proofs of your
being an honeft Man, — that you have always
been 2 Lover of your Country, — atrue AL
{erter of her Laws and Priviledges, and that
you'd {pend every Shilling of my Portion in

Dafence
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Defence of Liberty and '?roperry again{t Per-
kzrand the Pope, T'll fign, feal, and deliver
my {elf into your Hands the next Hour.

Friend. 1t 1 do not-this, may I meet the
Fate which every Traytor to his Land de-
ferves, my charming Heroine!

(A Noife of Mob witheut, crying, -
ATickup, a Tickup, 4
Worthy, « Worthy, A
Trufty, a Trufty,

Lucy. The Ele&tion is begun 5 where fhall:
I'itay conceal’d ? |

Friend. At my Lodgings, Madam, where
you fhall quickly have the Proof that you de-
mand, tomake my Happinefs compleat, -«

. Enrer Mob, with their Candidates at the Head o
eacs Party;.-on: bearing, a Pope, and wooden .
Shvoes, with Wool in their Hats : The other a -

. Tub with aWoman-Preacher in it, and Lawrel
in their Hags ;5 crying on one Side, A4 Tickup,
A Tickup; on the other, 4 Worthy, £
Worthy, Fuzza. .

Een Blint. No. Pope, No Perkin. A Worthy,
A ”’ortby. _ :

Tim. Shal. No Tub preaching,. no [.iberty
and Property Men.

Gre. Gd;:'. A Tic[;_u’b, 3 Tf{kﬂf?, 7 TI'C](_RP.,,

Ben Biint. No Fie and Faggot, — no
Wooden Shoes, no Trade Sellers, A Low
Bow, AL.”O,W Bow. | Ti

im
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Tim Shal. Z'blead! Who made you a Poli-
titian, in the Devil’s Name. |
(Knécks him down, Blunt
gets up and collers him and
pulls bim down, and gets o»
bim, azd boxes him : Half
a Score more fa!fs together
by the Ears.
Gr. Gab. Down with ’em, down with ’em.
Reger S'y. Nay, an you're for that Sport have
at ye: No Pope, No Perkin, knock ’em down,
down with the Dogos, down with their
Champion, — down with that frenchify’d
Dog, Tickep; No High Boy, No High Boy.
Shal. No iorthy, No I¥orthy 5 A High Boy,
A High Boy, A High Boy. (Exeun: frahtng.

Enter Mr. Scoredouble, F fiendly, and Lucy,

Score. 1 with you much Joy with all my

Heart, Madam, you are the Nineteenth Bride
T have been Father to, and I never save one
to an honefter Man in My Life, I'll zay that
for him. ' |

Freend, 1 thank you Landlord, —and it fhall
be my conftant ftudy to make you happy,
Madam, and by my future Aftions convince
you, that you have not chofe amifs. {ro Lucy.

Lucy. 1 cannot be unhappy, 1f your Con-
duét anfwers your CharaCter; a moderate
Man, from a true 1inate Principle of Virtuo,
{cornsto betray even his Enemies, much lzfs
his Country or his Faith,

A grmf
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A great Shosut within.

Eng.r Mob bearing the chofen Mm{éer on Pokf
" in aChair, hutzaing crofs the Stage.
The Mc;_}fm folozing ¢

Mayor. 1oy it 13 an unfair Ele&ion, and
Pl return Mr T.ckrt.—Ha! Whatdo I {ee?

Frieid. Your Son and Diushter Sir, if you
p:eafc to give us your Bie ﬁin (Kneels.

Mayer. “The Devil! Down rignt Englifh,
Sirrah, Pl hive you laid by t‘le Heels for a
Cheat. *

Lucy. Then he'll recriminate, my dear Fa-
ther, and ren to one tell how p:}werfully the
Piomife of French Piftoles fway'd your Con-

fcience, ha, kLa.
" Mayor. There’s a Jade now, Zounds, that

ever [ besct her. Hulwife, If vOU are mar-
ried 16 that rafcally, cheating, CSﬂtIn‘TLG

Bov, — may —— Hell confound you both.
- (Exat,

ﬁ"fﬁ;ﬁd Ha, hn ha, mind not his Curfes,
my dear Zacy, ll] bc beth a Fathcr .,md a

Hstnndto thee.

- Lzev. [ do believe vou, ald thanL you for
this Deliverance ; for if { had efcap’d a Nun-
nery, tcn toone hutl lnﬂ bren thrown inta
the Arms of fome of my Futher’s Principle,
ind that wou’d have been as bad.

Trisis sy Maxim iz a maryicd Lff’, L
L ko & arés f.uf.s Country, ne Yer can lovve bis TViﬁ'




