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pzy, my own Servants too not only difown’d, but’
us’d me moft Reproachfully. A
1. Traf. Pardon me. Sir, ’twas. Ignorance, not
want of Duty, that eaus’d me to wrong you: The
Servants, Sir, are blamelefs, for what ‘they .did,
was dene by my Command, VL
- 0.Traf. How Son, by your Command! .

T. Traf, Have buta Moment’s Patience, and T’l}
unfold this Myftery. Before you went to the. Jne
sies, you promis’d Carolzna t0 Six Credulous Mammon
News of your Death arriving, the. Old Gentleman
follicits me to make good your Contratt ; but I con-
{ulting both my Sifter’s Inclination, and: my: own
Reafon, utterly refus’d him ,  whereat enrag’d, he
Chafes, and Storms, and is refolv’d to have her, At
laft, finds out an Aftrologer, whoundertook to turn
his Servant into your Shape, and {o totake Poffeffi-
on-of your Houfe; and give him my Sifter: He
blinded with Love and Age, gives.Credit to-this
Cheat ; 1 being forewarn’d of his Defign, (think-
ingvou dead) gave order, if fuch an Impoftor came,
to ufe him {curvily. |

O. Traf. Now 1 perceive.theCaufe they. cal’d me
" Rogerand r2ik’d of Transformation, and-Aftrologer,
which almoft made me Mad. ’Tis true, I promis’d
him my Daughter, but have. oft fince repented it,
and now much more, fince he defign’d to cheatme
te muft not, fhallnothaveher.:: . |

T. Traf, 1am glad you are forefolv’d’; . And fince
vou findthat Match unequal, I muft intreat you
to beltow my Sifter upon his Nephew, Mr. Lovea
#ore, who loves, and well deferves her. -

Q. Traf. Son, you have my Conicrt, difpofe of her

i

as you pleafe. *

T. Traf,



The Old Lover Quicwireed. g5

1. Traf. And as you think him worthy of your
Daughter, I hope you’ll think..me no lefs of his
Emilia. o

. 0.Trafs "Listrue, 2 Youthful Frenzy once -pof-
- {ef°d my Blood, but now. my Eyes ar¢ open’d, and
I plainly fee the Folly, and the Danger of fuch
difproportion’d Matches ;" Theréfore to you I do-
;‘-’c_ﬁgn chery and, will ntreat Sir, Credalonss Con-
ent., | T

!

-T. Traf, No,Sir, he, never will confent to’ give

your Son, his Kinfyoman,. that have déied him Cs-
rolina: Hedelign’d-fa Trick you, therefore I think
4t Juftice to. retort. the Cheat,,and’ Pay 'him, in%
own Coin. Be r’d by me Sir) and Tll propofs
a way that Sir Credulons himfelf fhall: Refigh her
with his free Confent.. o T
Q. Traf.. 1 wholly yield my felf to your Difcre-
tion. o | L i |
1. Traf. Firft, I muft fecure this Fellow }—==Oh!
yonder he hovers.. Pleafe you Sir, to walk in, Pl
{end out one to manage him. [Exeurt,

I*Enm‘ ﬁogcr looking aboat” him.

Rog. Ohhe’s gone; I’m glad on’t ; who
wou’dhave thought the Old Prig wou’d Fight, -w--
I carried the Jeft a little too far, that’s the Truth
on’t. If he fhou’d return, I tremble at
the Thoughts on’t. What a dreadful, terrify-
ing Sight is a Naked Sword ! T find we Gentlemen
~ care as-little for Fighting as wedo for paying our -
Debts. = I’'m afraid the- Fright has turn’d me in-
to Roger again. T'll try ; what’s that? Nothing but
my Hear. [Goaes to Kppocky and’ farts back again.

A

-

Enter
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' -Enter Mattina, i

- Mavt. Blefsme Sir, it you! How glad am I
vou’re fafe return’d ; A thoufand Welcomes o you.
Ros. 1 thank thee Girly==Come hitherand kifs
mme. . ST L
-~ Mars, That's oo great an Hénour ; I"kifs “youp
Feet Sir. o [Kneels,
Rog. A Fig for Complements, T hateé eliil s
Come hither, Tfay, I muft kifS thee,” and will kifs
thee.[K#{fes her.JThe Jade has fet me all 0’ Fire.f Afide,
Marz. Alas Sir, how weak yowre growiil: Pray:
letme helpyouuwp. ~ - o0 T
Rog. True, Child, T havs met with abundance
of Misfortunes Abroad.” Hew do my dear : Chil-
dren, Martina? S LIS .
Mart. Mighty well Sir,.they’ll be overjoy’d-ta
{ee yOu. ‘ AR AR B
R Tdox’t doubt itim the’ leaft; «— Hetd's 4

rare Opportuni_ty. B}f }?O’LII' IC&VC, ‘Maﬁ'e’#; *ﬁl‘ﬂ:l’ﬂ -

ﬂ

{zrve mv {elf, and then you. A moit incom-
perable Fellow, this Aftrologer. [Ex.

S CEN E Changes 1o Traffick’s Houfe.
. Enter Roger and Martina again. '

Rez. Nothing griev’d me fo much when I was
Drown’d as the lofs of thy Company. But fince

3

Iam alive again, I'll take care of thee ; I'll get

thee a good Husband. | |
Mmg. A Husband ! I fhall be mightily ‘oblig’d

to vou. I hope he isa proper, handiome Man.
l%cg. That he is, I can aflure £hee; and then he

L
J**
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foves thee better than his Byes—— He is a hand-
fome, jolly, well-built Fellow as yau- fhall fee in
a Summer’s Day, juft {fuch anotherasmy felf.. ~

Mars. Sy 1 muft: beg your pardon, I won’t
throw my {elf away uponan Old Man. = .

Reg. Heisnot like me. in-Years and Gravity,.but
Shape, and Make ; a Handfome well St Manas 1
a111. IS S A -

I s , . )
Mart, HisName Sic? -~ 7 s
Rog. Roger Lafty,. - .

Mart, Six Gredulons Masmon’s Footman?
~ Rog. The fame. | L ,
Mart. What an unlook’t for happinefs is this?!.

The {udden Joy tranfports me. - He is the Man I

doat on, I die, I languifh for ; O dear Sir; let
me have him, and I fhall think my felf doubly
paid for all my Serviceg————But oh! I fear you
trifle with me. Alas! Sir, I am too fenfible of

my own ‘Unworthynefs. No, no, Martina, thou
never wilt be bleft with thy dear charming Roger..

: Break: therefore ftubborn Heart, rather

than live to {ee.another poflefs that 'Lreafure.

which thou haft figh’d in vain for.. .. o

Rog. Alasa day! poor Rogue, how prettily. {he:
~Weeps for. me. - o [ Afide..

1 coud’nt believe thou lov’ft him {o tenderly. Haft
a Mind to {fee him? ~ |

Mart, I cav’d “gaze: for ever on his- charming
Yace, but to what. purpole, fince it only ferves
‘to make me more unhappy. L |

Rog. Thou fhalt fee him, but be fure. you are
- yery Secret..: o -

- Marg, Tt Saee - |

Rog. Ha, ha, ha—Why I am Roger.

- Mart. Xou my charming Roger ! Mock not your

- poor

\.H‘-.-‘J
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‘poor Servant: Love has not fo far taken’ away
my Sences, but I know my good Old - Mafter
MTr. Tmﬁci |

Reg. Pox o’ Traffick ; T tell thee T am Rvger,thy
Pager- ~What makes you Laugh?.

Mart. Defire-and Joy to fee my Love. -

Roz. Look upon me and fee him.- : -

Mart. Pardon me, Sir, 1 can fee none, but my
good Old Malfter Mr. Tmﬁ'ci |

Roz. 1 -am within thy Love, without thy Ma-
fter Th’ Aftrologer Tteansforr’d me for 2
Day, no onger, to Morrow T f{hall be all over
ﬂWE:. )

“Mart. Your Wor thip’s pleas’d to be Merry, -
and divert -vour felf. |

Roz. Now wou’d I break my Head agam{’c the
Wall'to b= unchang’d.” "A Plague on -this (Iennhty,

1t fHicks 0 one hL.... Scand& or the Pox, 1 can’t
get ridon’t, 1 tell thee wnhm, Iam thy tauhful

aﬂd true Lover, Rog:r Lﬂ)@; -
~Marr, Youdre pleasa te Banter “your pocn Ser-

“Tant.
Rez. Carry me to thc C harnbel and try' me

_Lhure -
Marz, O Sir, by no means, but with my charm-
ﬁn Rofe;» Pd ftay all Night, and tth my felf

Y%L

R . Now cou’d I willingly dafh out my Brains
this is ...nouerh to make a-man diftratted Pox ¢’
my Mafter and this damn’d Aftrologer ‘to change
me at fuch a Time as this, that when I have moft
O(.caﬁon for my felf, I can’t be my felf~—Good
dear Martina, tetch me a Lookmg-Glafé

Mare, Su'

Rog, Ferch one I {ay, let my Old Maﬁels Buﬁ?efl'i
in




T he 0ld I:a"ver Out-‘w?”‘;’d ' 47

fink or fwim, T muft not {lip this Opportunity :For
*tisa ftanding Rule,firft ferve your felfand then your
Mafter [ She gives him a Glafs.]Now I {hall know the
Aftrologer’s Skill O Wonderful! How 1n.a
Momegt amx L unchang’ds that was fo-long a chang-
ing:: Heygs.my old Fage. again, and that very Noie
that made me {o welcome amongft the Maids, Now
Martina, take thy dear Roger to thy Arms, do what
thou wilt with him, kifs thy-Belly full. .
HMart, O ftrange ! My Mafter Trafick vanifh’d,
and my lovely Roger’s 1n his ftead: O Happy
Change ! | '
~ Rog. Did not Itell thee fo;but you was hard of
Belief,and pufh’d the Bleffing from” you. Now I’ll
thew you the Difierence betwixt Sixty, and Six and
| Twenty. _ o . []Q/]%! ber.
Mart, Hold hold, good Reger,notin Publick, I be-
feech you.~--Go to my Bed-Chamber, and there, ---
- Rog. Ay, and there,—— Follow me, my Dear.
Mart, Never doubt me., —— So, now y’are faft,
¢ [ Sinks down at a Trap-Door,
Rog.Help, help Martina,’m fall’n 1nto the Cellar:
“bring mea Planrane-Leaf, I have broken my Shins.
" Mart. So,Lhavecaught my Lover ina Trap,and
I think Thad beft Marry him ; ’tis true, he’s a litctle
-Simple, but what ¢’ that, he’ll ferve well enough
for a Husband. , [Ex:t,

. Enter Sir Credulbus Mammon, ard 0/d Traffick.

- Sir Cred, Tis agood Thought, I like thy Preje&
well, now Ifee the Aftrologer had equal Power
to change thy Mind as well as Body. Let
me embrace, and hug thee for this Service, my
-Dear Roger. * |
H 0. Tref.
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0.Trasf. Then you approve on’t ?

Sir Cred. O beyond Expreflion

0. Traf. And you think I {peak, and took ﬁke

Traffick ¢

Sir Cred, Extreamly : Were he himfelf ahve and
prefent, he cou’d not out-do thee.m=e= But where’s
my Plate, and Jewels, Roger ?

Q. Traf. Safe, Sir.

Sir Cred. 1 proteft, T was tembly fnghtn’d when
youtcldmey ou knew nothing of ’em. ,

0. Traf, O I didit 10 frighten you.

Enter T. Traffick, Lovemore, Carolina, 424 Emilia.

Sir Cred. Here they come s Now Rager play
thy Part.

0. Traf. Never fear me,

Marriages once Confirm’d, and Con{ummate, ad-
mit of no P.epentance: Therefore I think fit all
Parties fhou'c freely ipeak their Minds before it be
too late,

Siv Cred. Good ! Excellent?

0. Traf. Therefore fpeak in time : Do you alk
W 1l]mciv give me full Auchority, and will you ftand
t0 my ® Award ?

Love. Whatever you Decree, I promife to fub-
mit to. |

Emil. T promife too the fame.

T.Traf. Tothis, as to all other things, my Duty
obliges me.

Car. Sir, D1fpafe of me as-of a Child that ]udges
nothing good, but what you {hall approve,

Q. Trfz What fay you, Sir Credalous ?

Siv Cred. I promife to fubmit to your A-
ward. And ’caufe Iknow the Minds of Youth

ate
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are apt to promife, and as prone to change, ’tis my
Advice, they fwear to obferve, without exception,
your Decree. ‘ |

Omanes. Content, Content. |

Sir Cred, By all the Powers that hear Oaths, and
Rain-down Vengeance upon broken Faith, I pro.
mifeto confirm, and ratifie your Sentence, |
* Y. Traf. 1 Swear no lefs.

Love. And T, |

Car, The felf-fame Qath binds me.

. Emil, And me.

. Sir Cred. Now, Mr. Trafick, confider our whole
Dependanceis on you, there’s no Appeal from you
to higher Courts. -

0. Traf, Firlt then for a Preparative, or flight
Przludium to greater Matches, I mult intreat you,
that Martina, my Daughter’s Maid, be match’d with
your Man Roger ; Hitty Pound I give her for her
Portion,

Sir Cred. How cunningly the Rogue provides for
himfelf. [ 4fide] Content; and Pll give him a
Farm of Thirty Pounds a Year. |

O. Traf. 1 thank you, —— Gentlemen, fince I -
find my felf decay’d with Age, and my late M-
fortungs, and therefore much unfit to play with
that Gugaw, Love, I freely refign to my Son, the
fair Emilia, whom once indeed, I Languifh’d for.

Sir Cred. How Artfully the Rogue has contriv’d
to keep himfelf free for Martina, . [Afide.

O. Traf. . Sir Credulous, you are a difcreet Man,
and are nct Ignorant how ill the hot Defires of
Youth become Grey Hairs: *Tis fitter for your
Age to be in Love with Vertue, For Shame a-
wake from this Lethargick Dream, call Reafon to
~ your Aid, and by my Example, be your {elf once

again. ~ Ha Sir
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Sir Cred. Pray Sir, forbear the Prologue, -and
proceed to the Bufinefs. |

0. Tref., Conformity of Years, and Inclinations,

re the oply lafting Ties of Marriage, == Now
berwixe Seventy Winters, and Seventeen, there’s
not the leaft Proportion~—— Fie, fie, Sir Credulous,
you, that in your younger Years have been eiteem’d
a Man of Sence, thould in your declining Days
tofe that rich Opinion, and run the apparent
hazard of clofing the weak Remnant of your Life
with Diicontent, and Sorrcw.

Sir Cred. Tknow the Rogue’s Intention, he frights
me, the moreto endear his Services. [ Afide.] Pray
Sit, proceed to Sentence.

O. Traf. Thefe things confider’d, T beftow my
Daughrer upon your Nephew Mr.Lovemore,and that
you may not ireeze fora Companion, I Marry you
to Parizice,

-~ Sir Credo Why Reger, thou art not in Earneft 2

LAfide to him,

, Trzf. Inaeed Sir, but1am. - You have mj-

ttook me all this while, Iam not the Man you take
me 1o, |

Sir Cred, 'Treacherous Rogue,—— This was a de-
fign’d Plot upon me. ’'m not the Man you take
me for. No, ttook thee for an honeft Fellow,
but I find thou art a Notorious Villain,

O.Trsf. You have beenabus'd, Sir,

Sir Cred, 1 know 1 have by thee,

0. Trsf. Your Pafiion blinds your Reafon : Have
but a Moment’s Patience. |

Sir Cred. Patience ! No, I’ll have ne
Patience, You'll Marry me to Pattence, with
a Pox toyou, will you, Sirrah?

O. Trap. T am not your Servant Reger, whom

‘ you
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you fondly Imagine turn’d into my Shape, butam
i reallity your Old Friend ; mirdculoufly preferv’d
from Shipwrack, as all here¢ prefent can” Tefltifie.
- Sir Cred. You are all" Confederates, all Rogues,
a;.‘ll Cheats ; I fee now, all this was contriv’d be-
e g S

!mg ‘Traf. Producehis Servant; let him undeceive

 Enter Roger Drunk..

““Rog. [ Singing. T She’s but 2 Woman, what care
I, &c. - R S
“Sir Cred. Ha! What do Ifee! ——— My Rogue
there, and Drunk? I am {o Confounded, I know

not whatto do, or fay. =—— Sicrah, Roger.
‘Rog. ‘Good words you had beft——I"m a better

Man than vour Worfhip ——= For a Man that is

Drank is a5 great as a King,, [ Singing.
Sir Cred. Good Roger, give me an Account of my

Plate and Jewels, that the Aftrologer committed to
thy Keeping ? I
Rog. What Plate, what Jewels ! ——Sir, he gave
me noe. T -
Sir Cred, How ! What {ay’ft thou ?
~ Rog. Not an Ounce Sir~—But when fie went to
make a Gentleman of me, after he had conjur’d and
mumbl’d a Parcel of Gibberifh, and made a Thou-
fand Circles, and other Tricks, he ty’d me Neck and
Heels, and blinded me witha thick Napkin : A little
after unbinds me, and then I plainly faw that I faw
nothing, the Parlour was {fwept as clean ‘as. my
Hand Sir, | | |

-

Sir-
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Sir Cred. Qh Undone, Undone, ruin’d for evert
cheated and trick’d of all fides=~——Sirrah, why did
not you tell me of this before ? o
~ Rog, Sir, I was a Gentleman then, I had Bufinefs
enough upon my Hands. S

Love, To ballance the Misfortune of lofing your
Miftrifs, I can affure you your Plate, Gold and Jew-
eisare all fafe. I

Sir Cred. Ha'!==——==\What fay’ft thou? Art
- fure on’t?

Lov. Juft now there camea Fellow to your Houfe,
and inquir’d for you,but you not being at Home, he
defir’d to fpeak wich m2:Who fhou’d this be,but the
very Impoftor, tha: had fo grofly abufed you, who
pretending Remorfe of Confcience, made a full
Cifcovery o1 the vwhole Ivietrer, defiring no Re-
ward buicur Forgivenefs, — He betray’d. the
Place where his Contfederates, and the Treaf\'ure lay
conceal’d. 1 immedia=2ly goe Afliftance, and fe-
cur’d the Perfons, and the Plate : This your Ser-
vant Crafiy can averr. | '

Craf, Sir, I have-examin’d the Plate, and find
there’s not a Silver Spoon mifling.

' Sir Cred, This is fome Comfort.— I beg
Ten Thoufand Pardons of you, Sir, and all here,
and heartily Congratulate your fate Return. 1
now approve, and confirm your Sentence; may
they be happy ineach others Love. I thank Hea-
ven, Reafon has clear’d my Sight, and drawn
the Veil of Dotage, that {o clouded my weak Eyes.
But for thefe Cheats, I'll have ’em Punifh’d to the
utmoft rigour of theLaw. -

Love. Except the Difcoverer ; for I have given
him my Wordaad Honour he fhall be fafe.

Sir
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Sic Cred. He fhall not be only fafe, but well rg
~warded for his Honefty. | ,

0. Traf. Since all things are thus happily con-
cluded, I hope, Sit Credulous, you'll partake of a
{fmall Entertainment I have prepar’d.

Sir Gred. Withall my Heart.

| Aﬁér the ﬂ#ﬁc&.

O. Traf. How do Love’s Stoyms onr thoughtlefs Breafts
L ' (o€’ rwhelm

‘While Pilot Reafon fteers not at the Helm ) |

In Evrors ftill moft Impotently prome, =~

To feek for Joys Old-Age has never knowsn:

Tet we mauft Wifh for what we can’t Obtain,

And Limbs Enervate own Love’s Powerful Reign :

As Inclination is {or Strengthrecesv’d,  —

Aud Old-Men by themfelves for Young believ’a.”

v

EPILOGUE
By Mr. C.obnfor, and Spoken by
o s, T

ELL, *tis a Charming, taking thing, 1 Swear,

1" enjoymee= about-a Thoufand Pound a Year ;-
It makes the Clown -4 Beau, -und she Prim Cit, -
A Rakifs Gentlemany, & Man of Wit

E‘



It gives the zz'kazm’ Conntry D:zme a MZEW, |
And Bloans and Touth i Szxt]fx e are feen.
A4 Phillis "Tzs i’ Eftate Creates the Flame T
T/J + maxes ibe Venus, that the Brz/[z:mt Da;we' -
5 tie fine Gentleman Aq'ore.f be Dzes
r\, ot for the Diamonds i bis M{ﬂrqf} Eje.r, .
Ne: jm the Pearl her Ruby Lips Adorn, "
Ba* 1) ::': 2 which round ber Lovely .Neck are Wwora.
This s & Mevcenary World, I vow,
Eoen Beaaty Wﬂe; unregar ded noW |
Cloe may he Admir'd, and C/mﬂe we kiow,
But if ﬂe fHill is fzen i Callicge,
Ir ﬂ)—’f’ nas no Brawny Footmen £ appear,
Ana trudge it thro' the Dm‘ before ber Chair,  **

! e 17
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She frfgﬂt lean, Apesy Ecr ore of yox mazzd sz l;g;',
But with L-..-r.-_"_*f cevous Avts [zek to wndo her.
Hiezith dies a veal Trausformation mqle L
And Roger might with e. je i c{f M /ﬁzize | Lo
H: D.u) Jee wien fzu.ﬁ'«?ﬂ Rickes flow, T ©

Lz mor then:fclves, wor their Avgasintance know ;

Y Timon =45 fois otien by liis Guefts, |

Hobewr be-romove con’d give “em Cojfily Feafls -

Tt let 7ot Timon's Fare be Ours too,

Dois like the Unar ateful Senate, leave #s now ,
-

KEP us but Coms Aity ﬂ'wm e Are Paaf § { 8
A5 berrér times Jhakl conef well fzm t/ze Score: .,

Lzt us but jwzdﬁj jog o z‘agetber

Ard e m! -benr Cﬂ.r:fe.rzfedij all Weather, o
H el Treat yo with the b ﬂ we Cay Aﬁbrd -
A Heare U epcam-e tho’ - mef_y Board.
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