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Petticoat—Plot‘ter‘;
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FARCE
Of Two Acts:

As it was i&ed at the T 11v A TRE
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New TwueaTrEe in Lincely's-Tnne

Fields.
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I. O N DO N.:

Printed for Bex, Creake, 'ar the Bible 1n
Fernn Streer, aganft St. Fames's Church,
and F. Sackfield in Lincolin’s- Inu Square-

MDCCXX,

(Price One Shilling.)



SV E  following Farce
T ...... having never. beer
SOA| printed before, tho it

has appear’d upon the
Sm,ge [Ememl Years ago, and
fince it’s fir[? e/jppmmnce bbds
een




been often acted at both Thea-
ters 5 1 thought it necefJary to
inform the Reader, thattheRea-
Jon of its lying [o long dormant,
only procceded from wy own
Negligence. As for the publifking
1t now, 1t 1sowing to the Inpor-
tunity of Jome who twere pleasd
with the Periormance wupon the
Stage, and zvere of Opinion,
that it might preve =5 cntertatn-
ing to all unprejudic’d Readers
in Print, as 1t cid 10 all 1:npar-
t1al Spectators in the Reprefen-
tation. To divert indffenfively
being the only Aim Ibhad either
in the Action or Publication, |
| "c{)lﬂ?



PREFACE

wifl it as good Succefs in the
latter as it bad in the former.

Newburgh Hamilton,




Dramatis Perfona.

Sir Simon Scrape-all, Mr. Novris,
Mr. Thrifty. Mr. Bullock.
True-love. Mur. Elvington,
Plotwell. Mr. Pack.
WNicompoop. Mr. Leigh.
Ananias. Mr. Spiler.
Cabbage the Taylor. Mct. Burkbead.
WOMEN.
Ifnbella, Mifs Sherborsn,
Mopfa. Mils Wiljis.

A Chaplain and the Tailor’s Man.

SceENE London.
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T H E
Pettlcoat-Plotter

A C T I.
SCENE, a Dining-Room.

Enter Sir Simon Scrape-all, and
Mr. Thrifty.

WH Y Sir Simon Scrape=all, 1
¢ fay fcar’ not, my Child
fhall be yours, it is {ufh-
cient you have my Word
in the Matter, {fince 1 {ay it fhall be fo,
you may conclude it done.

Sir Sim. Mr. Thrifty, 1 am bounden to
you, your Confent was what 1 chiefly
defird; I am overjoy’d to think I have
obtain d it ; had 1 the leaft Part of Jfabeld’s

Favour, 1'd foon be happy,
15 Thrif
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Thrif. Doubt not her good Will, fhe
has, tho’ I {ay it, ever prov’d an obedient
Child ; but think you I’ll ask her Leave to
wed her? 1 am the beft Judge of what
Husband is fit for her, and fhe fthall marry
as I think fit.

Sir Sim. It is true Mr. Thrifty, the Old
fhou’d command, and the Young obey;
but the Madcaps of this Age, without
any Relpe& to the grey Expericnce, and
dear-bought Wifldom of us of the lalt,
think they alone are wife, and with a
young flathy Coxcomb that {carccly knows
what’s what, a grey Beard is a certain
Sign of a Fool.

Thrif. Let thofe Mufhrooms that {prung
up but lait Night, think as they pleafe, I
{hall not be rul’d by their green flyldgmcnts,
they look with the wrong End of the Per-
{pettive ods my L fe! I'd have them
to know, that a Man of threeflcore and
ten, fecsclearer than any young Fellow of
twenty.

Sir Sim. Keep to our Prerogative Mr.
Thrifty, ’tis but juft.

Thrif. My Daughter is my Davghter;
who can claim any Power over what 1s
mine? By me fhe came into the World, and
1I){hall fend her out again, fhou'd the difo-

cy.

Sit Sim
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Sir Sim. There’s one Doubt flicks yet in
my Stomach, I cannot digeft ir.

Thrif. At your Doubis agen Sir Simin,
ftill harping on that String :

St Sim. Patience, good Mr. Thrifty, tll
I hew the Caufc of my Fears There'’s
that prodigal young 7 uc-liwve, who has
long courted your Daughrer.

Thrif. 1 fhall ind Means to manage that
Spark I have often difcharg’d him my
Houfe, but the brazen young Dog won’t
be fatisfy’d with a Denial; I%Ch an impu-
dent Fellow I never knew.

Sir Sim. *Tis that which now-a-days
gains 2 Woman’s Heart; if a Lover has
Impudence, he wants no Qualification to
recommend him to his Miftrefs {torm
them, and the Forts furrender immediate-
ly ; but go to fap‘ping and minjng, they’ll
hold you out a feven Years Siege a
whining Lover is feldom rewarded but
with a ten Years Courtfhip, which throws
the poor Fellow into a Confumption, and
if he lives to be marry’d, a Montiy’s Ma-
trimony fends him packing.

Thrif. Here comes the Gentleman him-
{<1f, as opportunely as may be ; the Treat~
ment he receives fhall foon eafe your Fears,
and my Refolution put an End to his

importunate Sollicitations.
B2 Eniter
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Enter True-love.

True. Mr. Thrifty, good morrow, Sir
Simon, 1 am your very humble Servant.

Thrif. Mr. Tiue-love, your’e welcome, 1
jult now wifh’d for you.

Tine. Sir, 1 count my felf happy, in
being thought of by you Mr. Zhrifty; (I
fain wou’d call you Father,) you are fen-
fible of the pure AffeGion I bear your
Daughter; 1 have often acquainted you
with my honourable Paffions, you as of-
ten have deny’d me; my Bufinefs now is
to know your final Refolution.

If by this I can’t gain her, I muft go
another way to work, and cheat the old
Fellow, when he thinks he’s moft fe-
cure. (Afide.

Thrif. Upon the fame Account I de-
fir'd to fee you, while Sir Simon is here
10 be a Witnefs to our Agreement.

True. From you then as from an Ora-
cle, I receive my Doom; confider well,
before you pafs Sentence, for if you deny
me Ifabella, you deny me Life.

My Fears are {trong, but my Hopes
overcome them. (afide) J
Thrif. What I've determin’d, Il ftand éo.

ir
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Sitr Sim. I am tickP’d to think how
fneakingly the poor Fellow will look, he
will be as much out of Countenance as
a Dog that has loft his Tail. (Apde.

Thrif. Mr. True-love, 1 having thorongh-
ly confiderd the many Qualifications of
your Mind, external, as well as internal;
and alfo weighing with my fatherly Affe-
étion, the Necetlity of providing a care-
ful Husband for my Daughter; I do here
{folemn'y proteft and vow, that I think
Thomas True-lvve the fitteft Perfon in the
Wor'd rot to be [labella ‘Z'Z:;'ifty’s Hus~
band.

Zrue. How Sir! f{ure you do but jeft,
all th's 1s a Riddle to me.

Thrif. Then Sir, to unriddie this Rid-
dle without being thought a Corjurer,
my Dauvghter fthall never be your Wife.

Ziue. You do but try my Patience, to
fathom the DPepth of my Love.

Thrif. 1 am in fad, {ober Earneft, I can.
aflure you; you came here as I take it,
- Sir, to know my laft Refolution ; fo, Sir,
in as few Words as poffible,. you have-it
Sir, and {o' vour humble Servant Sir.

Trne. Hold Mr. Thrifty Sir Simon ,
fure I {leep, this muft be a Dream.

St Sim. Verily, Mr. True-love, when yon
were juft now In your Raptures, I thoughe

B3 - } O
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yon had been dreaming, and now I find
the , Dream is out, you talk’d fo loud in
your Sleep of Ifabella, that the Noife of
your own Tongue waken’d you.

True. Or rather, I am not yet awake;
I muft be fatisfy’d 1 am; are you fure
that you are Sir Simon Scrape-all, and this
Mr. Thrifty? If I am afleep, thunder in my
Ears, and roufe me from this Dream,

Sir Si. Ble(s me, he has loft his Sen-
fes, but I will not be banter’d out of
mine too. - (Afide.

Sir, I am Sir Simon Scrape-all Kunight,
what have you to fay to me c¢h? I can
anfwer you, as for Mr. Thrifty, he is -of
Age, let him f{peak for himfelf.

Thrif. Come, Come, Mr. True-love,think
notto rhodomontadoe us out of our Wits,
what I have faid 1 will fay over again
~———1if you be not awake now, you may
go Home, and fleep your Sleep out.

True. You are obftinately refolv’d then.

Thrif. 1 am not to be mov’d.

True. Why then

Thrif. What then Sir ?
True. Why then your’re a doating old

Fool, and this accurfed Ufurer, whofe
{ole Delight is fifty in the Hundred, who
has thefe threefcore and ten Years, walk-

c¢d about the World dead

il g —

oIt
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Sir Sim. Dead Sir?

True. Yes, dead Sir, your’re now al-
ways poring on the Earth as yom were
to dig your Grave with your Eyes, ot

peirce to the Center to fearch for more
Gold but Mr. Thrifty, fatisfy me in

§ this one Requeft, pray give me a Rea-
{on ;rvhy I am not good enough for Ifa-
bella :

*  Thrif. My Reafon Sir! humph! and

-what if 1 am crofs, and won’t give my

% Reafon Sir, ¢h? What then Sir, eh? but

4if 1 may be fo bold as to ask, what

1 Pretenfions. have you to my Daughter,

Sir ?

True. The chief of all Pretenfions, Love,
~fincere Love.

Thrif. Love, Love! ha, ha, ha,—is that
all? a Fig for your Love without Mceans,
will Love get a Dinner or a Suit of
:Clothes? Coud it but cure Hunger or
“Nakednefs, I fhou’d be fatisfy’d.

True. Sir, I have Love, and you can
give Riches, both are beft.

‘" Thrif. And fo 1 muft make a Match
between your beggarly Love, and my
wealthy Daughter ? Go, get one of your

pne Sort, one that has Love without

Eﬂoney; my Daughter fhall have one that

glas as much Love as you, and more
¥ Gold

[~ 4 R S
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Gold than you have Brafs; this wor-
thipful Knight here, with my Confent,
intends to make her his Lady, which I
doing all for my Child’s Good, have
freely given him fo preterring his grave
Years, and full Bags, to your vain Youth,
and empty Purfc, you may go whiltle for
a Wife, fomewhere elfe Sir.

Trre. And will you then for a lictle
infignificant Drofs, that Parent of Cares,
and Difturber of Joys, facrifice your
Daughter’s Happinels? Tying her to an
old wither’d Crabtree, an ufeiefs Drone,
that’s a Nuifance to his Neighbours, and
an Eye-fore to the World 1s this a
fit Bridesroom for Ifabella? foh, foh! he
flinks {o of Mortality, that I can’t look
at Lim bur I think of my Grave.

Sir Sim. You may {peak your Will of
me ; but fhe fhall be my Bridc.

True. Your Bride! go get a Winding .
Sheet ready; go, dye and oblige the’
World, you Memeuto mori, you Skeleion
before Death, your Avarice has ftarv’d
yoeu in this World, in: the Grave youlll
difappoint the Worms of an cxpected
Banquet from your lean Carcafs, and {o
ftarve them too.

Sir Sim. Alackaday! poor Lad, he is
craz d EBedlamm will be his Fate,

) - Thrif,

- e e arali———
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Trrif. >Tis likelier Tyburn may lct
him rail, mind him not.

Trie. I fce the old Man is refolute, I
muft now ufe all Means that cunning Plots
can iufpire to break this intended Ma-
riage - it {tings me to the Soul to
think what Mifery the muit undergo, not
in lofing me, but in being join'd to th's

old Fox. (Afide.
Ay free and gew'vems MManus DPue try'd in
(vain.
Now I iuuft trufp to Plotwell’s working Lraii.
(Exit.

Sir Sim. Neighbour T4rifty, a bloody-
minded young Fellow this; adod we
have need to be careful, adod we have.

Thrif. Fear not the Threatnings of his
vain Anger, when this hot Fit of Love
is over, he will be very cool, he wilil
cringe like a beaten Spaniel Sir Si-
mon, you know what you have to truft
to; I'll call my Daughter, T don’t doubt
but you can court, eh! you have been
a WagI'll warrant, eh! Sir Simon.

Sir Sim. Ay Mr. Thrifty, there was 2
time

Thrif. Hang time, Sir Simon, there is a
time, and there fhall be a time here,.

Daughter Jfabella, Daughter Zfabela.
Sig
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Sir Sim. Leave us not together, if you
do, I am f{truck dumb.

Thrif. 1 warrant you Man; bear up
briskly to her, follow your own Rule,
ftorm the Fort, bhattet down the Gates,
throw Bombs fill’'d wicth the Wildhfre of

Love, and the Town’s your own.

Enter 1{abella.

Ifab. Did you call Sir?

Thrif. Yes Child, be civil to this Gen-
tleman, my fatherly Care has intended
him for your Husband , my Prelence is
not neceflary. (Exit.

Sir Sim. 1 am confounded with her
Beauty, how fhall I begin? (afide) bright
Paragon of Beauty, accept the Offering
of a Virgin Heart, who’s proud to be
made a Sacrifice to your bright Eyes.—
Adod, I did not think it had been in
me a good Beginning. (afide)

Ifab. Untortunate True-love ! unfortunate
Ifabella, what thall I do to fhun this fa-
tal Love?

Sir Sim. Take not away the Lufire of
thofe Eyes, or you take away my Life,
and then I'll dye fhe’s modelt and
bafthful.

If.4b.
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Ifub. Sir, have you any Bufine(s with
me ?

Sir Sim. Yes Angel, the Bufinefs of
I ife, the Bufinefs for which we are all
born, Love and Martrimony.

Ifab. 1 muft {feemingly comply with this
unnatural Match, that my Zrue-love may
gain an Opportunity to refcue me from
this Danger. (Afide.

Sir Sim. Thou Honey-{uckle of the fra-
grant Fields, {weeter than Rofes in the
Month of May, allow me thus to kifs
this lily white Hand; adod I cou’d eat
it, adod I cou’d, ’tis very {weet.

{fab. O blefs me Sir, you hurt my
Hand, you kifs very hard.

Sir Sim. And will you then marry me,
{fpecak my Goddefs, fpeak it muft be
{_o, Silence in modeft Virgins gives Con-
ent.

Ifab. Sir, in all things 1 fhall prove
obedient to my Father’s Will.

Sir Sim. My Life, my f{weet Duck,
adod 1 love and will love you; yonm
fhall always have your Will; adod you
fhall wear the Breeches, but fay, when
fhall I be made happy, when fhall it
be, eh ?

ffub. Sir, I conjure you not to be too
hafiy , but as my Father thinks fit,

as
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as he commands I fhall be fure to obey.
(Exit.

Sir Sim. A moft wonderful young Vir-
gin, amolt curious Girtl. (alks up and down.

Ewnter Thrifty.

Thrif. Sic Simon, Sir Simon.

Sir Sim. A modelt Virgin; a Virgm
of very few Words, which will be an
nnexpreffible Blefling in a Wite.

Thrif. But Sir Simon

Sir Sim. She’s a Miracle of Goodnefs,
prodigious! I did not think it had
been in any Woman living.

Thrif. He's ravith’d ! Sir Simon

Sir Sim. How happy fhall I be in that
vertuous Creature? -

Thrif. But Sir Simon, do you hear?

Sir Sim. O Mr. Thrifty! Moft honour’d
Father, I beg ten thoufand Pardons; the
Greatnefs of my Joys blinded my Eye-
fight.

Thrif. Well, is the not a rare Girl-—
did 1 not tell you f{o?

Sir Sim. You are bleft with an obedient
Daughter, and 1 fhall be happy in an
obedient, vertuous Wife.

Thiif.
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Thrif. WNow, Sir Simon, we want but
the finithing Stroke. —— A Parfon and a
Wedding-dinner, to compleat your Hap-
pincfs.

Sir S7m. In the mean time, let us
watch ZTrue-love narrowly; he’s a dangerous
yvoung Feliow ; and I'm more afraid of
him -than of a mad Dog. =—— Come, Fa-
ther, lcad me to my Love.

(Exeunt.
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S CEN E, the Street.

Enter True-love.

Trne. Wherc the Devil is this Plotwel
now ? He’s always out of the Way when
I itand moft in need of his Help. O
here he comes, {pread out below like a
Pcacock’s Tail.

Enter Plotwell lLike a Spanith Woman.

O, Plorwel, come to the Refcue of your
dying Malfter; help me out of this intri-
cate Labyrinth, and you fhall be counted
the Muachiavel of the Age; while alive
you fhall be courted by all, and when
dead, you fhall be honour’d with a brazen

Monument 1n Weftminfler-Abbey.
Ploe. Without thefe Bribes, Sir, I'll
domy Part; I will fpin my Brain into
Plots,
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Plots, tho’ they be no thicker than a
Spidcr’s-web, T'll have enough to tire the
two old Dotards, Dbefore they can get
thro’ them all ; I won’t be out-witted, if
Plots can do it.

Zine. Without your Help, fhe’s loft
for ever. —Sir Simon Scrape-all |

Plot. I know isto be marry’d to your
Miftrefs. I know all, Sir, As 1
was going to Zuw. Cabbage the Taylor’s,
wino procurd mec this Difguife ; pafiing
by Mr. Thrifty’s Door, Ifabella {py’d mc,
and 1n this Paper acquainted me witch all
Sccrets ; fthe had Dbetore fufhciently ac-
quainted me how to manage her Father,
as to the Spanifh Affair ~==How do Petti-
coats become me, Sir ?

Tyvue. Admirably well——But this Pa-
per {ays, Sir Simonis this Afternoon to go
to his Houfe in Chelfea, and to return in the
Evening.

Plot. ‘True, Sir, upon which ( know-
ing Tom. Cabbage to be wholly in your In-
tereflt) I have perfwaded him, and one of
his Journey-men, difguis’d in Masks and
long black Cloaks, to lie in wait in the
Ficlds, and frighten him as he returns.
There will be only that Booby Nicompoop
with him, who’s as great a Coward as his

Malter.
C pA ‘Trﬂ &
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Trie. Butof what Advantage wiil that
be to us?

Plot., Why, this, Sir; hc beinz a {u-
perftitions, timorous old Fcol, 1t may
make him delay the Wedding ; but I don't
build my Hopes upon that, Sir, thanks
be to the Fruits of this fertile Noddle,
“wrhich has ever prov’d your faithful Rogue,
Sir. I have {urer Pillars to rely upone—--
Be gone, Sir, left we be difcover’d, and
meet me here within half an Hour.

Tire. This is the laft Timc I fhall
trouble you, ~—— gain me but Zfabels,
and your Labour is at an End. (Exit,

Plot. Well, this is the Fate of all Lo-
vers, and of Confequence of all Lovers
Servants, thus to be metamorphos’d into
various Shapes, and to run thro’ the grea-
teit Dangers in Difguifes. When Fupiter
was turn’d into Amphitrion, Mercury was
turn’d into Soffa; and what can Mortals
expe® when the Gods were forc’d to
thefe Changes for a Miftrefs? I hope
this Letter will do the Bufinefs, as far as
a Face of Brafs, and a Brain full of Cun-
ning will carry me; I am fafe this is
the Door. (Knocks.

Thrif. within.] Who’s there ?

Plee. A Friend, an’t pleafe ye, Sir.
Enter
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Enter Thr*if'ty.

Thrift. Ods my Life, fome foreign
Lady!

Plt. Your Name Mr. Thrifty, Sir?

Thrif. Yes, Madam, your Bufi-

nefs, pray ? _ |
Plor. Sir, this Letter informs yous

Thrif.
Myr. Thrifey,

« Am this Day avriv’d in the River,

“ on board the 'Tyger jiom Barce-
““ lona, withk all your Brother’s Riches; I
“ bave [ent Donna Theodofia é&efore
“ to acquaint you with wmy Arvival; I
““ muft flay aboard till 1 bave fent all the
“ Goods afbore, two Chefts of which will
“ come up this Evening by the Tide, the

“ Money and Fewels Tl bring my felf:

James TrusTv.

C 3 Ods.
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Odeé my Life, very good News, very
good News, very welcome News.
Miftrefs, 1 fuppofe you are the Woman
Mr. Trufly-inform’d me of in his firft Let
ter, upon my Brother’s Death, whom my
Brother leftto my Care?

Plot. Yes, an’t pleale ye, Sir; I went
over about ten Years ago with your Bro-
ther; my Name was Do/ the Buxom,
an’t pleafe ye, Sirs but upon our Arrival
at Barcelona, he chang’d it to Donna 1bes-
dofia.

Thrif. And pray Madam Dorna Theodo-
{1\32, I'll {fwear °tis a very pretty

ame, you can {peak Sparifb, 1 warrant,
falter than Englih ¢

Plot. O the Devil! I’m catch’d, 1
muft face him down. O yes, Sir, 1t
1s asnatural to me as my Mother Tongue,
olr.

Thrif. Let us have a Smattering of this
fame Spanifb, you fhall teach my Daugh-
ter 3 Languages of all f{orts I love, tho’ ]
can fpeak but one.

Plot. ‘There’s Hopes yet then, he may
be impos’d on, he fhall have fome Englift

Spanifb. i
Lmedio, yourdro, humbledro Servantdro. I

Thrif
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Thrif. Antdro ! Iil fwear ’tis a very noble
Language ; and pray what may be the
Meaning of what you faid.

Plot. I am your humble Servant.

Thrif. Ods my Life, it.comes very near
the Euglifb. — Servantdro, that ;s as much
as to fay, Servant., I think I'll learn it
my felf.

Plot. Ncching more eafy, Sir, I was
not a Week -at Barcelona, when 1 cou'd
have {poke any Thing almoft, that was
common or neceflary.

Thrif. 1 remember fince you went over
with my Brother, but I think your Face
is mightily alter'd.

Plot. Alter’d, Sir! alas, Sir, living fo
long in {o hot a Country, and then grieving
for your Brother’s Death, wou’d have al-
ter'd an Angel, Sir, = the beflt of Ma-
{ters he was to me.

Thrif. Weep neot, in lofing him you
have found another, you fhall live with
me, and teach me and my Daughter to
talk Antdro, then 1 fhall talk with the Spa-
wifb Merchants on the Change, as well as
the beft of ‘em.

Ods my Life, the’s a pretty, plump,
vound Wench, and a warm Bed-fellow, I

warrant
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warrant her ; how my Lips itch to be at
her, but I muft not be too fudden.

I’ll call my Daughter. lfabella,

Daughter fabela.

Enter Habella.

JJab. Did you call me, Sir ?

Thrife Yes: This Gentlewoman was
your Uncle Thrifty’s Servant, and fince his
Death left to my Cares be civil to her,
the’ll deferve it. (Exit.

Plot. Now, Madam, obey your Father,

and be civil to me,
Ifab. Plotwell, 1 {ee our Defign takes

rarely, I hope you remember’d all 1 told

you.
Plt. I did not fail in one Point, Ma-

dam.
Ifab. Well, what’s to be done now

muft be done quickly ; our Time is fbort,
the Writings are to be drawn this Night.

Plt. Fear not, Madam, we’ll defeat
your old Lover, we have Countermines
for all their Proje&s, and Mines to blow

them up too.
Ifab.
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Ifab. T'l} join with you in any Plot that
will rid me of that hateful Monfler. =——.

I'leave all to you, find you the Means,
1’ll put in Execution.

Plot. Y.et us 1n and contrive.
Jfab. 1T am. content. (Excunt.

Enter 'True-love..

True, Here Plotwel was to have met
me, and inform me of his Succefs; 1
expelt no favourable News, Fortune has

plaid me fo many Jades- Tricks, that Tll.
trult her no longer.

Enter Plotwell.

Plor. Oh Sir, fuch News! expe& Sir to-

hear fuch News; be prepar’d to liften
with Attention, I can telle——

True. S’death, what can you tell ? What
News ? If it be good, keep me no longer
in painful Sufpenfe, if it be bad, I know
t00 much already, therefore fpeak quickly

Pl
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Plot., Nay Sir, if yourc angry, I am fi
lent, ’tis but an 1l Reward for one that
has almoft wafted himf{clf 1nto a Confum-
ption to do you Scrvice.

Trne. Nay, good Plorwell, be not an-
gry; Iown I am paffionate, it is a Fail-
ing, but at {uch a Time you can pardon
it.

Plot. Str, your Commands fhall be al-
ways obey’d then know Sir, 1 am ad-
micced Into Mr. Thrifty’s Houfe, the whole
Cheat 1s carry’d on with an Air of Truth;
} have gain’d the old Man’s Heart, and
lull’d his miftruftful Temper afleep with
the Thoughts of the vaft Riches that are
coming home; yet the Dragon watche;
the golden Fruit clofely ? He is a meet;
Corberus, and itands Porter at his own:
Gate ; there’s but oneWay to gain Admit-;
tance, ‘

True. Speak it dear Plotwell, and 1f 1 do
not arttempt it, may I be gibbetted, or
what 1s worfe, doom’d to live without
my ffabella.

Plot, Thus then Siy you muft im-
mediately change your Habit; for this
wicked and unfeemly Garment, you muit.
be cioth’d with a fan@ify’d Cloak lind .
with Hypocrify ; a large Band f{tiffen'd’
with the Starch of Zeal; and a broad-’

brimm'd

i
;
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brimm’d Hat to cover your Eyes from be-
holding the Vanities of this World.

True. But to what End this fantaftical
Drefs.

Plot. You muft by this Difguife be ad-
mitted for Arawnias Scribe the Scrivener,
who is this Evening to come and draw
the Writings.

True. Sure Mr. Zhiifty will difcover the
Cheat.

Plet. He is not intimately acquainted
with him a black Patch will help that
then hold down your Head, counteg-
feit the Tone of the Zealous, and f{et your
gay Looks into the formal and precife
oncs of an old Philofophecr=——=pnce ad-
mitted, youmuit elcape with the Lady
by the Garden-Door the reft I leave
to you.

Zrue. Put her once into my Hands, and
you've plaid your Part.

If 1 lofe ber then, may I be ever curf?,
Let ber be miney and Fortune do your worfi.

(Exeunt;

SceENE,

il - u - = -
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ScENE, the Fields.

Eunter Tailor and Man.

Tail, Dick, we fhall have rare Sport
with Sir Simon ; the Coverous old Hunks,
tho’ he be .my Landlord, I'll play him a
Trick.

Siv Sim. Withiu. | Why, Nicompoop;
where are you Sirrah ?

Tail. Stand clofe, there he is, remem-
ber your Part. (they retire.

Enter Nicompoop.

Oh my poor decay’d Paunch! O
my moﬁ unmermful Malfter. ‘wi i

great Foe hLe is to my. poor Gui:, '«

]
- l.i‘ I *J
LITRLLY
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makes me keep Lent all the Year round —
O roaft Beef! roaft Beef! when fhall my
Noftrils be fed with thy fragrant Smell, and
my Belly fill’ld with thy delicious Fat and
Lean a——1 {mell 2 Wedding-Dinner,
which revives my Heart, I'll lay about
" me then, and ftuff as much Provifion in
this Carkafs, as will ferve me for a Twelve-
month; many a4an A_/b-Wedmfday and
Good-Friday Night’s Suppers have 1
made, and I'm fo lean, I fcarce weigh
Threefcore on each Side, befides Head,
Feet, and Garbage.

Enter Sir Simon and Nicompoop.

Sir Sim. You Rafcal, how dare you to
leave me alone, where were you, eh!

- Nic. 1 only went to make Water and
pleafe ye Sir.

Sir Sim. Let us make Hafte, there may
be Rogues in the Fields.

N, O Mafter! Mafter! did you fee
that great Flath of Lightning O tis
a dreadful ftormy Night.

our Sim. Why f{ure you dream, it is as
plea-
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pleafant an Evening asever I faw, and as
caim.

Nic. Saw you that ! O blefs us!

Sit Sim. That indeed was a dreadful
Fiath, what can be the Meaning of Light-
ning {o {weet an Evening.

Nic. O! 1am ftrangely afraid! I tremble
every Joint of me !

Tail. Give ore Old Manthe Thoughts
of Ifabella, mark what 1 {ay, for ’tis the
Devil {fpeaks, obey, or Il tear you Limb
from Limb. |

Sir Sim. O blefs mel Nicompoop, what
fhall wedo? oh defend us! heard you not
thofe dreadful Words? QO the Devil! the
Devitl!

Nic. Oh! dear Mafter! ifhe comes, do
you {peak to him, you are a Scholard,
{peak civilly dear Malter.

Man. Expe& the firflt Night in your Bed
to betorn to Pieces.

Tail. For fhe is my Miftrefs.

(Appearing.

Man. And fhe is mine. (Appearing.

Sir Sim. Oh blefs me! whatf{hall I {ay?
I never {poke to the Devilin all my Lif
———— O good, lovely, {weet, dear De
vils, take her to you, andI with you
Joy of her withall my Heart, 1 freely re-
ficn her, let me but go home - O

eat
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dear Devils fpare my Body and take all the
reft; and I'll never meddle with Woman
kind again.

Tail. Rife then, and be gone.

Nic. O Sir! let them go firft, yield to
all their Articles, give them all the Wo-
men in the World rather chan be carry’d
to Hell.

Tail. Remember your Promifc.

Nic. O dear Mr. Devil, 1’1l be bouud
for him.

Ta:l, Or we’ll pay you a fecond Vifir.

LExeunit,

Sir Sim. 1 thank you very kindly good
Devils, I’'d rather your Worthips wou’d
{tay at home, I love none of your Vilits
ot Complerhents I can aflure yon ——
Vifit Quotha! Nicompoop rife.

Nic. O dear Devil, I'm not to be mat=
ry'd, takemy Mafter, and {pare me.

Sitv Sim. "Fis thy Mafter calls.

Nic. Is 1e you Sir? are they gone? the
Devil go with ’em ==—=let us be a jog-
ging too pray Sir.,

Sir Sim. Well, it was a happy Thing
thatI met thefe fame Devils ; Mercy onme, -
what adanger have I efcap’d; had I mar-
ry’d this Devil’s Miltrefs, what a fine Fami-
ly I fhou’d bave had of young ones.

Nic. Really Sir you’d have had a lovely

2 Crew
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Crew of ’em, running skipping and playing
about you like fo mapy young Goats.

Sir Sim. My Houfe wou'd have been
Hell upon Earth, to be cuckolded by a
Man 1s bad, and by the Devil worfe and
worfe, every one of my Children wou’d
have had a cloven Foot, and a Pair of
Horns Nicompoop, T'll {traight to Mr.
Thrifty’s, and bid him keep his Daughter,
or marry herto the Devil if he likes him
for a Son in Law. (Exeune.

End of the firft AR,

N SceEnNE,
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SOGE000004000000000
ACT IL

ScENE, a Dining-room,
Enter Plotwell,

Plot. 'There 1s an old Saying, it is not
Breeches make the Man, and I am fure Pet-
ticoats don’t make the Woman, for I never
had more manly Inclinations in my Life ;
than finceI put ’em on : Icannot for my
Soul forbear tumbling the Maids, nay I
can’t fee my felf in the Glafs, butl run and

kifs my Shadow.

Enter Thrifty.

Thrif. Well Do, how does my Daugh~
ter, is fhe not longing for the Wedding

Night, Hufly, ha, ha, ha, docs fhe not
long I fay, you buxom young Jade, ha,

ha h o 3
a1dy D D : Plos
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Plt. If fhe does Sir, fhe may lofe her
Longing for Sir Simon.

Thrif. Anddon’t you long too, Hufly, he,
he, he, don’t you? you wanton Jade,
don’t you love to be tickl’d ? he, he.

Plot. Sir, you can no more fatisty my
Longing than Sir Simon hers.

Thrif. Why what do you take me for
MHuffy — ods bud I am f{trong and lufty,
found, found my Girl, and I’m {ure found
T hreefcore is better than rotten Five and
‘Twenty === ods my Life I have as halea
Conftitution, and as warm Blood 1n mec,
as when I was Five and Thirty.

Plot. I don’t doubt it, Sir, but F affure
you, youre not for my Purpofe.

Thrif. Ods bud, you dolook like an
Amazonian Sort of a Uirago, ods my Life!
I believe a Man muft flruggle to mafter
yvou, but I believe you are good natur’d
and willing, but I'll try Do who’s ftrongefs,
and I will kifs you Do/, and tickle you
Dol; 1, Faith 1 muft, come, that’s my
good Girl, beeafy now, I mufttickle you,
and mowzle you, and towzel you.

Plot. Lord Sir, why will youdo fo ? you
don't confider my Modelty, Sir, and my
Reputation =—— it you ruin my Reputati-
on, I'm undone Vir, (prefhes bim dvwn,

Thrif
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Fhrif. Damn your Modefty and Reputa-
tion, I'm fure I feel it on my Backfide;
that’s a Jeft, I'faith, your Modefty and
Reputation, and have crofs’d the falt Seas
twice fuch a.rampant Jade 1. never
knew in my Lite ; fhe’s a Gyante(s, a Mi-
firels for Goliah. I’ll try her again. (Exit.

Plor. It ever I plot in Petticoats again,
may I be chain’d to a Galley Oar for my
Life == tis more laborious than beating
Hemp 1n Bridewel.

Enter Mopfa.

Mop. Madam Theodofiz, my Lady wants
you.

Plot. Come here Child, I muft kifs you
firlt Child, you love to be kifs'd.

Mop. Foh, toh, not bya Woman I can
aflure you, and then you havefuch a Beard,

that prickles one fo, ’tis asrough as ‘fobu
the Coachman’s.

Plet. 'That’s with living fo long in fo
hot a Country Child, all the Women in

Spain have fuch Beards, they're fhav’d eve-
ry Day.

Mop,
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Mop. 'Then you know a Man from 3
Woman only by their Clothes.

Plot, 'True Child,tho’ we maybe deceiv’d
in that too fometimes I muft ftop her
Mouth with Kifles, orfhe’ll run me z-
Ground wirh Queftions — Come Child, I
always love to kifs Women; 1 hate na-
{ty Men, come, let us kifs.

Mop. Why do you ftop my Breath f{o,
you ugly Toad.

I{ab. within.} Why Mopfa, why Mop/a.

Mop. The Devil take you, let me go,
my Miftrefs calls, Ifhall be kill’d for ftay-
mng. Eoxit,

Plot. I with my Mafter and Yabella were
once f{urely join’d, for if the Bufinefs be
not quickly done, I fhall betray all, old
Thrifty well certainly find out I am no Wo-

man, or the Maids that I am a Man.
Loxit,

Eunter Thrifty, Sir Simon, and
Nicompoop.

Thvif. Truly, Sir Simon, You tell me
Wonders, if they are true; but I want the
Faith to believe ’em.

Sir
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Sir Sim. True! Mr. Thriftyl do1 fee
doI hear, am I alive, every Bufh in the
Fields had a thoufand Fairies in’t, we faw
above twenty Devils.

Nic. Ay Mr. T/Jraﬁ)’: but there were
two great {taring Devils with Eyes as
big as full Moons, and Horns like Srags-
Horns; then their Mouths vomited Fire
and Smoke like a Furnace, or a Chimney
on Fire.

Thrif. All Fancy, meer Fancy, [Ive
walk’d thro’ thofe Fieldsat twelve a Clock
at Night, and Heaven be thank’d, ne’er
faw any Thing worfe than myfelf, without
it were 2 Beaft perhaps you’ve heard
a Bull-bellow, or feen a Will with the
Wifp.

Nic. Tell him what they {aid Sir, Bulls
can’t {peak.

Sir Sim. Adod that’s true, then they
faid Mr. Thrifty, thofe two great flaring
Devils, they faid, they f{aid —-— adod
I'm afraid to tell.

h Thrif. Fear not, they dare not come
cre.

Sir Sim. 1 hope not, I do not defire
they fhou'd overhear me; they faid, but
fince the Devil is the Father of Lies, we
are not bound to believe him, but they
faid Ifabella was their Miftrefs, and if I

mag-
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marry’d her, they’d tcar me Limb from
Limb.

Nic. And carry him Poft to Hell, tobe
fpatch-cock’d for Satan’s Supper.

Thiif. It is all a Trick, a poor Trick,
meer Cheat and Contrivance 1 fmoke i,
don’t you {mell thc matter Sir Simor.

Siv Siz. Truly 1T thought they {melt
plaguily of Fire and Brim{tone.

Thvii. 1 tell you Sir Simen, you're im-
pos’d upon, 1 plainly fee it, what do you
think m:ght be this fame Devil’s Name.

Sir Sim. Blefs us, Mr. Thrifty, Marty
and Amcn —— do you think I ask’d his
Name Beelzebub, or Lucifer, or fome
fuch hellifh Name.

Thrif. What think you of True-love, he
has been the Devil that frighted you from
your Miftrefs to get her to himfelf.

Sir Sim. Adod, that has a Colour, adod
it has, he’sa bold cunning Rogue.

Tbref. What! refign your Miftrefs to
a Man, becaufe he fays he’s the Devil.

Sir Sim. Now I think on’t, it muift be
him, and fhall be him, and adod were it
the Devil himfelf, he fhou’d not have her,
1’d tell him {o to his Teeth were he here.

Knock bert

Nic. O Sir! itis him Sir! .
Thrif. Who Sir 2 | N
{Cy
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Nic. The Devil Sir.
Sir Sim. Oh, oh, I'm undone, O dear
Mt. Thrifty, do you {peak to him, I have

not the Heart ut I will part with
her, he fhall have her.

Enter Truelove like Ananias.

True. 1{ay unto you, Peace be here.
Thrif. Is not a Man of your Years
afham’d to be impos’d on?

Sir Sizm. Is there nothing 2 then my
Courage returns again.

Thrif. None but my Friend Aunanias
Scribe come to draw the Writings.

Sir Sim. O good Mr. Ananias, 1 beg
yout Pardon, but I took you for the Devil,
iﬂ]all hate the Sight of Black as long as

live.

True. Sir Simon, I {ay unto you, I defy
the Devil and all his Works think
not I faythat I am asone of the Wicked
v Friend Thrifty, if that thy Bufinels
requireth the Help of Awanias Scribe,
let us be {peedy.

Thrif. Come, let us go in and
do you hear Sirrah, let not a living Soul
enter without my Knowledge. Exunt.

SCENE,
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SCENE, the Street,

Enter Ananias and knocks, Nicompoop
aboe.

Nic. Who makes fuch a Noife there,
rap, rap, rap, as if they’d drive the Door
down, who are you I fay, fpeak eh!

Axan. Friend be not fo furious, aud 1
will acquaint. thee with my Bufinefs in
Peace tell thy Malter Ananias Scrioe
is at the Door.

Nic. Are you {ure of that?

Anan. Sure Friend! I dare not fweat,
but verily I am the Perfon known to the
World by that Name.

Nic, ‘Then you are {ure.

Anan. 1 am {ure.

INic. Then I am fure you lye.

Anan.
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Anan, Lye! thou abominable Varlet,
thy Lie I return unto thee ; and verily the
Father of Lies inhabiteth in thee,

Niec. Sir, Sir, come here Sir.

Enter Thrifty above.

Thrif. Who makes this Noife here ?

Nic. A Fellow an’t pleafec you Sir, that
fays he’s Ananias Scribe,

Thrif. O, does he fo, Yll Ananias him,
1'll teach him to take other People’s Names
————fome Trick of Trulove’s Nicom-~
poop, run down, catchthe Rogue, and tofs
him in 2 Blanket ww=e Sir, I'll be with
you immediately. Exeunt from above.

Enter Nicompoop and Servants, with
a Blanket, ;

o Anan. Friend, I fay, where is.your Ma-
er 2
Nic. He will wait of you anon, 1n the
mean Time he fends you this for a prefent.
(They feize Hem.
Anan. Know ye who I am that ye ufe
this Violence.
Nic. We guefs at your Defign, In with
E hin,
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him, In with him.
Anan. Murder, Murder.

Enter Thrifty with a Candle.

Thrif. Whereis the Rafcal that {ays he

is Ananias Scribe ¢

Anan. Mr. Thrifty, order your Servant
to let me down, I’ll tell you all. -

Thrif. Let the Rogue down, he will
confefs who fet you on? :

Anan. Verily there came unto me a Ser-
vant of thine, and faid unto me, that thou

requiredft my Prefence to draw {ome Wri-
tings.

Thrif. What! my Friend Anauias?

Anan. I muft not fwear, but before this
Night, 1 did never doubt of my own
Name.

Thrif. It is certainly him, and I amcheat-
ed, trick’d, out-witted =— run Nicompoop,
make all the Servants take Arms, ftop all
Doors, Windows, and Holes, that we
may catch the Rogue that has abus’d us
— the true Aranias is here, and the
Pretender within Friend Scribe, I have

not time to beg your Pardon, let us in and
punifh the Impoftor. Exeunt.

SCENE}
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S CEN E, a Dining-room.

Enter Truelove, and If{abella.

True. My dearelt Zfabella, When thus I
have Thee folded in my Arms, 1 can’t but
think then all my Joys compleat. Yet
when I confider how that Tye is wanting,
which fhou’d ever make us one, a fudden
Damp cruthes my pleafing Hopes.

Ifab. Truelove, take my Hand, youlong
have had my Heart, and fhou’d not our
Plots {ucceed, yet aflure your felf I will not
marry Sir Simon.

True. Then thus is the Contra& {eal’d.

(KifJes her Hand,
And may careful Heaven ever keep you in
that Mind. |

Ifab. 1 feemingly confented to my Fa-

ther’s Commands, but to defer the intended
E 2 Mar-
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Marriage; for had I deny’d, my Father out
of that Obftinacy incident to moft oldMen,
wou'd have done it out of Hand.

True. Why fhoun’d we then delay, but
fnatch the ofterd Moment, and put our
felves out of Fortune’s Power.

Enter Plotwell.

Plce. O Sir, all 1s ruin’d, we are all un-
done. |

True. How ! I hopel am not difcover’d.

Plot. 'The Cheat is found out I wifth the
Devil had Ananias wha, a rarePlot
has he ruin’d ? Sir, you muft {tty now, and
brazen it out, I have a Plot. ain Storeyet:
— Madam, you, and I, muft up to
your Chamber, and not be {een.

(Exeunt.

Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, Ananias,
Nic ompoop, and Servants.

Thrif. Now Lads fhew yourCourage, we,
have catch’d the Roguein a Net, he 1s here
Sir Sim, O, Is he fg ? We'll get him aWife.
Anan. Verily, the Spirit of Impurity
dwelleth in him, how cam’{t thou to d;:iiii;e
C
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that fan&ify’d Garment with thy abomi-
nable Carcafs.

True. Peace,thou canting Coxcomb, youn
take fo much Pains in adorning yourBody
with a holy Garment, that you neglett
your Soul,

Thrif: Whatbrought you here Sir ?

Tvue. My Feet Sir.

Thrif. But to what End Sir ?

True. 'To run away with your Daughter
Sir.

Sir Sim. Oh! abominable Impudence of
the young Feliows of this Age.

Thrif. Sir Simon, what thall we do with
him we’ll equip, him for the Opera
Nicompoop, tetch the Kitchen Kuife,
we’ll fpoil his Sport, but we. will make -him
a Singer, here Boys take him alive.

True. Blockheads, f{tand off, the firft
Man thatlays Hands on me, I'llfhoot him
dead ; Whoever is . weary of his Life, let
him approach. prefents a Piftol, Exit,

Thiif. What, is he gone? ye Rogues,
ye Ralcals, ye Cowards, why did ye nog
{cize him afraid'of a Piftol ye Sots !

Beats off the Servants.

Come Sir Simon, let us once get the Wri-
tings drawn, and we fhall foon put it out
ot this Fellow’s Power to play any more
Tricks. Exeuns:
) 3 SCEN Fe
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S c EN E, the Street.

Eunter True-love.

True. Fortune has fhew’d her Spite to the
utmolt damn the Bitch, how often
has fhe baulk'd my Defighs =1 may go
hang my felf now, tor it is impoflible to re-
tricve lolt #abella.

Enter Plotwell.

ploe. Well Sir; what’s to be done?
Can’t you think of no Plot now ? '

True. I think ! my Brain is {o confus’d I
have not a {eitl’d Thought.

Plot. Defpair not yet Sir, I will bring
all about agan, but I am really brought
to my laft Plot; all my Wits are at Stake ;£
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if I fail 1in this,I am broke for ever, all muft
be ventur'd on this Bottom, which mufit
come fafe to Shore, or I fhall be a Bankrupt.

True. Let me know it dear Plotwell mmems
{peak Comfort to my Soul.

Plor. Go immediately to my Lady Zea<
lous, get her Chaplain Mr. Short-grace, go
to Tom Cabbage the Tailor’s, he knows all
the reft, I have already teld him how to
manage Matters, youand Mr. Shore-grace
muft endure a fhort Penance; this is all,
be quick and refolute, I wifh it were paft,
for it tires my Body and Brain.

Plotwell hold out,1:4 you have runthis Race,
And then I'll Crownr your toils with Wealth
and Ealfe. Exeunt feveraly.

SCENE,
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ScENE, a Dining-room,

Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, Plotwell,
and Nicompoop.

- Thrif. Ods buds Sir Simon, I think The-
cdofia has advifed well, for it is but getting
a Parfon, and all things are done privately.

Sir S7m. Truly fhe i1s no Fool, all her
Words are utter’d with Wifdom, and fhe
gives a fubftantial Reafon for what fhe
{ays.
}Plat. Sir it muft be the fafeft Coutfe, for
if they were to be marry’d publickly, True-
love woud hire fome defperate Ruffians
1.ke himfelf, who wou’d murder all that
fhow’d oppofe them, and <arry off the
Bride. i

Thrif. Get myDaughter ready, Tbeodq/z]z,

it fhall be done this Night.

Plet. 1 have inform’d her of your Relo-
lution
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lution Sir, fhe is very well pleas’d and is
ready for you Sir Simon.

X Sir Sim., And adod I am as ready for
er.

Thrif. QOds my Life Sir Simon, you look
{o airy——how brisk, how gay, how
vouthful he looks Theodofia, is he not
wondrous youthful for a Man of his Age
hold up your Head my Boy, and
youwll look like an Angel.

Sir Sim. I_hope they won’t difcover that 1
am painted.

Plot. Really Sir Simon looks charmingly,
he’s a Bridegroom indeecd, I never in my
Life faw'Threefcore and Tenlook liker Five
and Twenty.

Sir Sim. Adod, the Thoughts of Marriage
have reviv’d me, I am not the fame Man 1
wasa Month ago, I am grown young again.

Plot. You know the Proverb Sir Simon ¢
Anold Man is twicea Child.

Knock bere.
Nic. A Sailor Sir. Opening the Door.

Plot. On my Life fome News from Mr.
Trufy.

Thrif. Admit him.

Enter
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Enter Tailor, ltke a Sailor.

Zail. Your Name Mr. Thrifty?

1brif. Yes Friend.

Tail. 'Two Cheftsof Goods are without,
I brought from on Board the Zjger at Dep:-
ford, {ent by Mr. Trufdy.

Zhrif. Tis very well, let’em be brought
in, and {etdown here.

Enter Men with two Chefts, in which
are True-love and Short-grace.

Tail. Mr. Trufty, {ays and pleafe you Si,
to morrow he’ll be here, and bring the
Keys with him. Excunt.

Thrif. Siv Simon, 1 leave you to take
Cate of my Daughter in my Abfence, and
do you Nicompoop, guard the Door, 1l'il but
go for the Parfon and the Licence, and then
Sir Simon

Sir Sim. And then Mr. Thrifty, I fhall be
a happy Man. (Exeunt Thrifty an

NiCOmPOOP.

Pl
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Plot. No hungry Fith cou’d have {wal-~

fow’d a Bait more greedily, than the old
Man has our Plot. (Afide.

Sir Simor. Where 1s my Bride, lead me
to my Bride, I never was {o brisk and nim-
ble in all my Life, I can jump and caper,
and frisk, like a School-boy of Fifteen.

(Fumps about.

Plot. You fhou’d not caper {fo Sir Simon,
you’ll tire your felf, before thistime to mor-
row Night you’ll be fufficiently wearied.

Sirv Simon, Adod 1 wifh Bed-time were
tgfzamf: ; I neverlong’d {o to go to Bed be-

ore.

Plot. You won’t fall to without the
Parfon’s Blefling, I Hope.

Sir Simon. Adod he muft make Halfte, for
I1am all on Fire.

Plot. 'That’s a2 {mall Blaze, which can
foon be put out.

Sir Sim. Adod T'll begin with you, let
me kilsyou Hufly.
Plot. O fye Sir Simon! be not {o profufe

of your Vigour; you’d be for {pending
your Gunpowder all at once, and when
the Day of Battle comes you’ll not have
enough left for one Shot.

Sit Sim. You are an idle Baggage, a very
Wag, andfo I'll tell my Bride. (Exit,
True. Plorwel, is the Coalt clear?

Shor¢
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Short. O dear Mr. Plotwell, as you love
my Life, free me from my Prifon, I am
wafted to nothing.

Plot. Gentlemen you are at Liberty.

Shore. 1 am glad of it withall my Heart,
I’'d rather fay Grace to ten Tables,
without eating a Bit my felf, than endure
{o much again.

True. How fhall we fecure Sir Simuon
and Nicompoop.

Plot. Let me alone to manage them
good Mr. Chaplain 1 beg your
Affiftance in this Cafe, we have Occafion
for your Hands as well as your Tongue.

Short. No Violence, I Hope 3 that 1s
againlt my Confcience 2

Plt. Only catch the Booby’s Hands,
and hold them faft till I tye them. Stand

alide———=here Nicompoop.

Enter Nicompoop.

Nic. Did you call Forfooth ?
Plot. Yes, come here. (Short-grace
catches bis Hands.
Nic. Murder, Murder !
Plot. Not a Word but gape wide, or 11l
{poil your fqueaking: Gape I fay,or 1l
run
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run my Sword down your Throat.
Gags him.
Now make his Hands fecure.
Tye bis Hands.

True. But here comes the Knight.

Enter Siv Simon.

Plot. Then he has {av’d us the Labour,
of going for him.

Sir Sim. What NWoife 1s thise—— O
blefs me Heaven! I hope I'm Blind, Zvue-
drve here, Murder, Thieves, Rogues,
Fire.

Tvue. Hark ye Sir Simonr, be filent, or
I’ll make you f{o for ever.

Nic. Aw, aw, oh, aw!

Sir Sim. They have cut my Man’s
Tongue -out, and will murder me «—s—
good Gentlemen, {pare my Life, and take
all I have.

True. Sir Simon, We have no Spite to
vour Perfon, we fhall only take Care your
Man fhali not lofe you. (They tye his Hands
behind bis Back to the Rope that ties Nicom-

poop.
Plote. So, Back to Back, turn them out

to fcck their Fortunes === but flay left
F they
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they {hou’d break their Nofes againft a
Poft,l'll give them a Liglic. Hangs a Candle
and Lanthorrn e Nicompoop’s INeck.
Sir Si7zz. Some pity good Gentlemen,
Plot. Shall your Bride go with you Sir
Stwmon ?
Sir 7. O you damn’d Jad-, if cverl
gct frec, 1, 1, 1l (Exeuiit,
Plot. So, all 1s {afc now.

Enrer UHabella.

Ifab. What Uproar is this 2
- Plot. All upon your Account, good
Madam.

Ifab. My Truelove! then I will ask no
more.

True. My Ifabelia! how fhall T exprefs
my L.ove, it is beyond the Reach of Words,
my Thoughts can but conceive it.

Plot. She can be fenfible of your Love
without Words get to your Cham-
ber Madam, let Mr, Shortgrace give you
his Blefling, and then Mafter do your
Part, let all be finith’d before the old

Man comes Home go, get you in,
' Exeunt

-— -

(SCENE)



The Petticoat Plotter. [$1

S IO e BHCE IIC)
ORI S ISl i 3 o £ LS PR Ay et

OSCENE, the Street.

Enter Nicompoop, drawing in Sir Si-
mon.

Sir Sim. Why Nicompoop, I fay, yon Raf-
cal, whither will you draw me? Cou’d
Yonce get loofe, if ever I go a wooing a-
gamn, may I be hang’d in my own Cravat:
I hope thefe People will be f{o kind as to
{fet me at Liberty, good Chriftian Peo-

ple.

Enter two Men talking.

Nic. Yaw, yaw!

1 Man. O Neighbour! the Devil, the
Devil, let us run. (Exennt.

F 2 Ol
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Sir Simon. What thall I do? All the Peo-
ple run from us, as we were the Plague;
why Nicompoop; 1 {ay.

Nic. Yaw, yaw .

Sir Sim. Hold your Tongue you Ralcal,
your yawing frighten’d the People.

Two Men return.

Both. 'The Devil, the Devil. |
(Runs crofs the Stage.
Sir Sim. Where, where O Dblefs
me, the Devil’s a coming, and now can’t
I run away for rhe Blood of me! The
Devil, the Devil, Murder and the De-
vil. (Kicks Nicompoop, ther falls down and
Nicompoop draws bhim out.

Enter Thrifty.

TZhrif. Now that I have got the Licenfe,
the Parfon of the Parifh is not to be found,
I will not go Home without one, I'll run
to my Lady. Zealous, and borrow her
Chaplain Mr. Short-grace, he can do 1t for
& Guinea, as well as the beflt of ‘em. i

e
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- Enter Nicompoop and Sir Simon.

What have we here! eh! what do 1 fee,
Nicompoop here, you Rafcal, howcame you
Sirrah to leave the Door, conrrary to my
Orders, unguarded.

Nic. Yaw, yaw, yaw!

Thrif. You Villain, do you mock me,
and make Mouths at me.

Nic. Yaw, yaw.

Thrif T’ll yaw yewith a Vengeance.

(Offers to beat him, and fees Sir Simon.

Sir Sim. Oh! Mr. Thiifty, relieve me, I
faint, 1dye. Ifhall not have Time to {ay
my Prayers, I'm at the laft Gafp.

Thrif. Siv Simen here too ! then there has
been foul Piay.

Sir Sim. Betore you ask one Queftion,
pray unbind me.

Nic. Yaw ! yaw!

Thrif. What the Devil has this Fellow
got in his Mouth. (unbinds bim.

Nic. The hardeft Bone ever I chaw’d in
my Life Sir, and the whollomeft, it has
made a Quart of Water run from myGums.

F 3 Sig
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Sir Sirn. ‘This Rafcal has led me the
ia?nableﬁ Dance 1 ever danc’d in my

ife.

Thrif. Now Sir Simon you are free ; how
came this about, where is my Daughter ?
Who ty’d you thus? What made you leave
the Houfe?

Sir Sim. Mr. Thrifty, without putting
your felf to the unncceflary Expence of {u-
perfluous Words, knock at that Door, and
they’il fatisfy all your Queftions at once.

(knocks,

Enter True-love above.

True. Who dares knock at this Door
with fuch Authoriry 2

Thrif. Look down you Rafcal, and let
youtr Eyes fatisty that impertient Quefti-
on.

True. Mr. Thrifty, you’re Welcome, but
1 muft ask my Wife’s Leave to let you in.

Thrif. Who's your Wife, Sirrah 2

Zrue. Your Daughter, Sir.

Thrif. Am 1 then outwitted at lait? O
you old Fool, and you overﬁ:‘own Oaf,
that cou’d not keep the Door fhut! a Ma-

fex and a Man, both not worth 3 Groat

—_ 1
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I cou’d Fift ye both, till 1’d beat
your Bones into Griftles, and your Flefh
into Jelly, I'm angrier at this old Sot than
at True-love.

True. Rail not at them Mr. Thrifty, 'l
aflure you they’re not to blame.

Thrif. Qpen the Door Sirrah, or Il fet
the Houle on Fire.

True. You may Fire the Houfe if you
will Sir, but I'll'not {urrender but upon
very {ecure Articles.

Thrif. Bubbl'd, cheated! jilted, I fhall
be.laugh’d at by the World you old
Afs, you deferve a Wife, and cou’d not
Watch herfor an Hour.

Sir Stm. Good Words, Mr. Thrifty, 1
wifh I had neyer {feen you nor your Daugh-
ter, if ever I go a Courting again, may I
break my NWeck as I ftep over the Thre~
fhold ; and Zrue-dove, I withyou Joy.

Thrif.I'm glad you’ve mifs’d my Daughs
ter, you wou'd have provd a kind Huf-
band, fince you can bear the Lofs {o eafily ;
ods my Life, I cou’d’be reconcil’d to Zrue=
love; to {pite you, you old Fox.

Sir Sim. Spite me, Mr. Zarifty! 1fcorn
your Words, this Adventure has both o-
pen’d my Eyes and my Heart; and-
tor the Kindnefs that Zrue-Jowe has done
me, Incyring me of this unnatural Folly,
which

L
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which has expos’d me fo much, and might
have done more, had Ibeen marry’d;) thac
to morrow Morning il freely give him
three thoufand Pound, and thank him 1into
the Bargain. :

Thrif. Sayshe fo, that’s Right. (A4fide.
And are you really Marry'd? (2o True-love

True. Wedded and Bedded Sir !

Thrif. Tnen it is needlefs to {tand out,
I muft be Friends Sir Simonz, once
more 1 embrace, not as g Father, but a
Brother, a Friend True-love, open the
Door, ftand not to capitulate, you have
1fabella and my Pardon, without asking ei-
ther.

True. May I rely on what you fay.

Thrif. Upon the Word of an Honeft Man:

True. Sir, I never doubted yours when
given. (Oper the Door there,

SCENE,
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Enter Sir Simon, Thrifty, True-love
Iabells, Plotwell, ana Shortgrace.

True. Sir on our Knees we ask Forgive-
nefs if I havg committed any Crime
contraryto Law or Juftice, impute it, Sir,
to my exceffive Love for your Daughter,
and ftrive to ferget it.

Iab. Sir, 1 join in my Husband’s. Re-
queft it is true I have difobey’d your
Will, but I did it, to avoid the Mifery I
knew wou’d be the Confequence of match-
ing with one I cou’d not love.

Thvif. 1, from my Soul forgive ye hearti-
ly, blefs ye both —— Mzx. Short-grace,. I
thought to have troubl’d you for a Caft of
your Office, but I fee you have been too
quick for me. |

True,
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Ziuwe. Sivr Simon, now I muft pay my
“Duty to you, for you have proved a Father,
in being the chiet Caufe of my Reconcilati-
on with Mr. Thrifty.

Sir Sim. 1 am glad it lay in my Power,
you have been at {fome Pains to win her,
and adod no Body elfe fhou'd wear her.

Plot. Sir, I hopel fhall not be excluded
the gencral Indemnity.

Thrif. O Madam Theodofia! were you
in the Plot too?

Plot. No more Theodofia, but Nick Plot-
wel/ at your Service,

Thrif. How! Plotwell! then I am doubly
cheated, and I find my Brother’s Death is
alla Sham.

Ploz. Only my Part, Sir, yonr Riches
may be a coming Sir I only brought
them here a little before their Time, and
thefe are rich Goods that fili'd your two
Chefts, one was very well loaded, I aflure

oul.
’ Thrif. Since all was contriv’d for the
carrying on thée Match, I pardonall Faults
in one.

Plot. I hope you won’t towzle and tickle
Dol/ the buxom again, Sir,

Thrif. Mum! bury that in Silence, and
you fhall net repent it,

Enter
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Enter Nicompoop.

Nic. Sir, there is Tom. Cabbage the Tai-
lor below, and fome of your Neighbours,
that hearing of a Wedding to be, are come
to give youa PDance.

True. Sir, 1 beg they may be admitted,
I am oblig’d to ‘'em but Sir Simoiz, 1
hope you'll forgive the Devils that fright-
en’d you in the Ficids.

Sir Sim. Are them the Rogues? well,
let ‘'em come in.

Thrif. Admit ’em.
D ANCE.

Now Son Zrue-love, may you prove happy
in your Wife, I own your {mall Fortune
wasthe only Obje&ion I'ever had to you ;
were you how unmarry’d, and not worth a
Groat, you thou’d have her, you have toil’d
for her, and deferve her.

True. Sir, next to lfabella’s Love, which
above the World 1 prize, it fhall be my
Study to deferve yours , her Fortune put in
the Balance with that, is but light, and
of imall Value.

Parents
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Parents [bor’d think, bqfore their Children
wed,

And not by Int'reft be too blindly led :

They that ave wife, in that tbe moft do err,

For all (how'd Happinefs to Wealth prefer.

Let thofe then chufe (who won'd their Cares
Pr é"'Ufnt)

WNot the moft Money, but the moft Content.




