




























Administrator
Note
"there came in two Bird-lime Sons of Whores, with great Wigs--they look'd like Conjurers and Fortune-tellers--one takes hold of one of my Wrists, and the other catches hold of my other Wrist; I thought by Way of Compliment. I sat down betwixt them; they did chatter such Gibberish like a couple of old Baboons..." (16)









Administrator
Note
"By my Shoul, my Jewel, I have got a Praty for you now--here eat it. Eat this--Oh, ho, come forth. [Draws.] Eat that Praty this Minute. I'm sure 'tis better nor your Garlick nor Ingyons in France. [Frenchman eats it." (20)










