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POETTICATL
INTRODUCTION.

X/ OUR kind indulgence I am come to afk, |
Whillt I purfue my arduous mimic tafk,—
T'he path’s contracted which I’ve {ought to tread,
Chance pops each fancy’d figure in my head 5 ,
No dint of labour gather’d by degrees ;
1 can’t aflume an objeét when I pleafe,
But juft when Nature throws it in my way,
I take the hint, and bear the form away.
I would not by this mimic trade qfﬁ:pd?
My only motive is a private end, L
| [chinking the pocket.]
And who is here will fay, that I’m tb.blame, .
Since all mankind are apt to do the fame. |
Yet fome there are., methinks, I hear ’em too, _
Who cry ¢¢ this fellow’s plan can never do,

R ¢¢ Damn .

-~



ji POETICAL INTRODUCTION.

- ¢¢ Damn his wry faces—He pretend to fing,
‘¢ Would he were taken off but once—to {wing.
¢¢ Did ever mortal fuch an effort {ee ¢ _
¢« He’d fain perfuade you that he takes off me,
<¢ How could the pupp‘y ever think to pleafe,
¢ No more like me, than 1 to Hercules,

[rmimicking 17 ~—dw—d, ]
Should I engagement f:.ek-——--'md by the by
Should I to Ariftophanes apply,
"The Satirift perhaps would -thus reply ;—
cc Engage' you fir ! no, that can never be,
<< Two of a trade you know can ne’er agree,
¢¢ You fay I broil my charalters like fprats,
¢¢ And make me write 2 comedy of cats,
<< Croak too the hellifh language of a crow,
¢« When all the world can tell, .I don’t know

how 3 .

¢« Would you engage, try to engase the town,
¢¢ And then like me you’ll hobble to renown ;
e Tive by your wits, fir, that’s the way to-thrive,
¢« Why how the devil do you think1live P>
I’ll take the hint, and, on myfelf depend,
I never yet found Manager my friend,



POETICAL INTRODUCTION.
By you fupported, boldly I’ll oppofe

My mimic powers againft a-hoft of foes ;
Rofcius fhall wake, and frut about the flage
And himping Proteus grin with comic rage,
Fecble Othello {hall the {tate addrefs,

2 nd toothlefs Shylock 1ifp in Macheth’s drefs,

Dezclaiming Richard 1n fhort accents breathe,

111

And bind his brows with a vi&orious wreathe. .

‘The filken fons of Italy thall {quall,

And John roaft-beef, in vulgar accents bawl ;
In fine—as far as mimickry can go,

At leaft as far as I can make it do,

T'hefe and fome others of the changeful crew,
Shall rife for judgment to your candid view,
And if fome merit you fhall chance to find,
Some little genius in the lelturer’s mind,
.OQ’erlook his failings, fet his heart at cafe,
Nor damp an ardour which afpires to pleafe.

LECTURE

2



L EC T U R E S
‘ ON
M I M I C K R Y.

SUDDEN tranfition, from the gloomy
fhades of oblivion, to the funfhinc of pro-
fper:ty has different eftfects on differcnt obje&s ;
the man of fenfe fhews it in 2 modeft referve
a coxcomb in a fuperficial glare of oftentation,
wh:ch renders him the lauu*hmn'-&ock of all
mankmd A tom-boy is a]ways pleaq d with a
new coat, let it fit him ever fo ill; and when he
ﬂ)ould rather hide himfelf, his vanity leads him
inito the great world ; hence he is proud of cfla-
b]lﬂ’llng a character, though a ridiculous one.
“I beg leave to give my auditors a novel fccnc

m another ‘peep behind the curtain.

]
-.'.
1
'L,
ol r

FipprEeEsTICEK.

'.?-:'Ho]]o I you carpenters, what the devil are you

311 about there ?
K¢ _ C AR-
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CARPENTER.
Drawing up the clouds to make room for an
Italian fky,
FippresTick,

Why, you make {uch a tugging and a pulling,

you’ll tear all the clouds to pieces. |
CARPENTER,

Somebody has taken away the laurel from the
figure of Apollo, fir, and we have not another
in the houfe.

FIDDLESTICK.

Oh! I have got that, it fits me very well,
and I intend to wear it in the chara&er of A-
pollo, at the mafquerade this evening. "There,
there, what the devil are you about now, hey!

CARPENTER.
>T'1s only one of the ropes that fnap’d.
FippLEsTICK.

The devil fnap you, what do you mean by
that ; do you know that the fourth part of every
rope in this houfe belongs to me.

CARPENTER.

>T"was only the rope that was tied about the
neck of Apollo; there i1s rope enough left to
hang all the Apollo’s in England.

[ Here Ferry Dowlas comes to offer bimfelf.]

JERRY
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I2oweL A s. )
A good merning {ir, pray fir, is not your name
Mr. Fiddleitick.
FipprLEsTICK.

Timothby Fiddleftick, Efq. if you pleafe,
DowlLas.

I beg your pardon fir,
FIpbpLEsSTICK.

Well, what do vou want here ?
DowtLAs.
Sir, 1 came to offer myfelf.
FIDDLEsTICK.
Offer yourfclf, to do what |
DoweL As.
T'o play, fir.
FIDDLESTICK.
Hey, well, what do you play the fiddle 7
DowlL as.
No, fir. .
FippLEsTICEK.
Can you fing ?
Dowzyras.
WNo, fLir.
- FIDDLEsSTiCK.
Then I would not give a fig for you.
- Dowyw as.
I am a tragedian, fir,



8 LECTURLS on MIMICKRY.

FippLEsTICK.

Damn your rtragedies and your comedies,—
I with they were at the bottom of the fea, with all
my heart ;—’T1s a great pity they were ever in-
troduced upon the ftage ;—there is more found
{fenfe in a good folo, or a concerto, than all the
tragedies and comediesin the world., But here
comes Mr. Smallcoasl,—you’d better fpeak to
him. Hey, what, well—Mr. Smallcoal, here is 2
gentleman who fays he is a tragedian.

| DMALLCOAL.
A tragedian i1s he, [ Sweering] did you ever
play in any company.
DowtraAs.
Oh'! yes {ir, very often.
SMALLCOAL.
What company, fir?
Dowzwas.

Sometimes In one company, and fometimes
another,

SMALLCOAL,

But what company, fir ¢

| DoweLwas.

Sometimes at the Faulcon 1n Ietter-lane,
{fumetimes at the Horn in Doltor’s Comifions,
fometimes at the Goofe-and-Gridiron in St,
Paul’s Church-yard.

S MALL-
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SMALLCOAL,
I never faw fuch a goefe as you are, I'm
fure [lawgshing}l €Can you read, fir P
Dowias.,
O yes. fir.
SMALLCOAL,
Can you write *
DowtaAs.
Yes, fir.
SMALLC OA L.
Then Pl be damn’d if you’ll ever do for me :
for you fellows that write and read are always

too conceited ; there is no making any thing of
you,
DoweELas.

I thought it was impoflible to be an actor
without fuch requifites, fir.
SMALLCOAL.

You thought ?—who gave you the pri-
vilege of thinking, fir ?~—that’s another proof
of your {tupidity—an actor fhould never think
for himfelf. "

Dowias.
No, fir?
SMALLCOAL.
No, he fhould always leave that to a Ma-
nager,——Did you ever hear Mrs. Hartichoke ?

C I)o w-
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Dowzt As,

SMmALLCOATL.

No?—=-~call her in—now you fhall hear the
very pattern "of an altrefs. [ Enter Hartichoke ]
Prithee, my dear girl, give me vour favourite
fpeech in fhore.~—QOh, fhe has all the charming
monotony of the cuckoo. *

HarTIiIcHOKE.

Such is the fate unhappy women find,
And fuch the curfe entail’d upon our kind,
"That man the lawlefs libertine may rove
Free and unqueftion’d thro’ the wilds of love ;
‘While woman,, fenfe and nature’s eafy fool,
. If poor, weak woman {werve from virtue’s rule,
If, firongly charm’d, fhe leave the thorny way,
And in the {ofter paths of pleafure {tray,
Ruin enfues, reproach, and endlefs fhame,
~ And one falfe ftep entirely damns her fame ;

In vain with tears the lo{s fhe may deplore,
In vain look back to what fhe was before,

She fets like ftars, that fall to rife no more.
SMALLCOA L.
‘There,, there, what do you.think of her?

Dow-
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Dowetas, i

Very clever indeed Sir ;~—but furely fhe could
never have arriv’d at fuch a pitch of excellence,
without knowing how to write and read,

SMALLCOAL.

Not a2 word, fir—~not a fyllable~—2ll nature
and my afliftance ;j—befides, when fhe has loft
the power of alting—i{he will be able to get her
living by {queezing oranges and lemons at 3
coffee-houfe. [ [fqueezing his hands. ]

Dowwas.

Sir, a good morning to you—I’m forry I have

been fo troublefome.
SMALLCOAL

So am I, fir, [hey Fiddleftick] but I am

afraid you have the greateft trouble to come,
x DowwLas.

W hat trouble, iir?

SMALLCOAL,

The trouble of taking yourfelf away as you ™
came. [hey Fiddleftick]

Dowtras.

>T'is a fad misfortune to be bit by a mad
player ;~—however, I have one refource left yet,
I’ll e’en to my old friend Billy Buflle ;—he’s
hand-and-glove with Patent ; Patent will foon

C2 find
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find out my genius, tho’ thefe purblind dunciads
have overicok’d it.

S CLENZE IL

- BusTLE t¢e PATENT.

Brrry BusTLE.

We've loft it, we’ve loft it, we’ve loft it
[running up and dewn, blowing bis nofe, and wiping
his fingers on bis brecches ]

PaTeNT,

What have you loft—your fenfes ?

BusTLE.
It is the caufe, it 1s the caufe,
PaTenNT.
What caufe, Billy, what caufe?
BusTLE.

That damn’d illiterate caufe ;—Milton, Shake-
{peare, Johnfon, Dryden, Pope, Addifon, and
all the whole lift of worthies are gone to hell.

| PaTENT.

The dcvil they arel—where did yon get this

intelligence ?
BusTueE.
From thofe double-dy’d devils in Weftminfier-

Hall.

PATENT.
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PaTenr.

Whar do you mean ?

BusTLE,

My property is gone; it is indeed—indeéed it
1s —COur family have had an illiterate propeity
for many generations—I can prove my copy-
right, granted to my great, grcat grand-father’s
grandtather, to the foilowing 1iliterate produc-
tions : Sir John Gower’s Poems, Jeffery Chau-
cer’s Canterbury Tales, Drayton’s Polyalbian,
Spencer’s Fairy Cueen, Sir John Hurrington’s
Orlando Furiofo, from the ltalian of Ariolto.

PaTENT.
And they’re gone, are fhf:y, Bill, ?
BusTLE.

For ever !

I"ATENT.

Viell, den’t défparir, I have a confolation for
yeu :,‘C[‘.

| LUsSTLE.
Is it'poffible .’ ;
PaTENT,.

You fhall have azy produltions, they will be

the property of the living,
BusvyLeE.

I’m bappy, I'm happy; Ict the copy-right of

the dead die with their illiterate mafters for what

C3 | I
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) | care.—-Qdds bobs I had like to have forgot—I

have a prefent for you.
PATeENT.
What is it, Billy-boy ?
BusTLE.
A genius.
PaTENT.
Indced !
BousTuiE.
A veice like a lion, and an eye——Oh here
he comes. I’ll leave you together alone.
[ Ex:it BusTieE.

Eunter DowlL A s.

PaTENT.

Walk in, Sir; your fervant, Sir, your
fervant—have you any particular bufinefs with
me ?

DowerAs.
Yes, fir, my friends have lately difcovered
that [ have a genius for the flage.
PaTenT.
Oh, you would be a player, would you, fir 7
pray, ﬁr, did you ever play ?
DowL As.
No, fir, but I flatter myfelf—mm—

PATENT,
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PaTENT.
I hope not, fir; flattering one’s-felf is the
very worﬂ: of hypocrily.
Dowyas.
You’ll excufe me, fir.
PATENT.

Aye, fir, if you’ll excufe me for not _ﬂﬁtz‘ermg

vou,—I1 always fpeak my mind,
Dowwas.

I dare fiy you will like my mianser, ﬁr
PATENT.

No manner of doubt, fir—I dare fayI fhall—
pray, fir, with which of the ladies are you iw
love ?

DPDower as.

In love, fir!—Iladies ! [looking round]

' PaTENT. “

Aye, fir, ladies—~Mifs Comedy, or Dame
Tragedy o

Dowrwas.
I’'m vaftly fond of Tragédy, Sir.
PaTENT.

Very well, Sir; and vwhere is your fort 7

| DoweL as.

Sir ?

PATENT.
I fay' fir, what is your department ?

Do w-
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I care.—~Odds bobs I had Jike to have forgot—I
have a prefent for you.
ParTewnmT.
What is it, Billy-boy ¢
BusTLE.
A genius.
PaTENT,
" Indeed ! |
BosTuyE
A vpice like a lion, and an eye———Oh hecre
he comes. I'll leave you together alone.
[ Exit BusTLE.

Eunter DowlL as.

PATENT.

Walk in, Sir; your fervant, Sir, your
fervant—have you any particular bufinefs with
me ?

Dowew as.
Yes, fir, my friends have lately difcovered
that I have a genius for the ftage.
PaTeENT.
~ Oh, you would be a player, would you, fir ?=w
pray, fir, did you ever play?
Dowew as.
No, fir, but [ flatter ﬁlyfelf—m—

PatTenT,
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PATENT.

I hope not, fir; flattering one ‘s~felf is the

very worﬁ of hypocrify.
Dowra s

You’ll excufe me, fir.
PaTENT.

Aye, fir, if you’ll excufe me for not _ﬂdﬂeﬂng

vou.—I always {peak my mind.
DowzyrAs.

I dare fiy you will like my mianner, ﬁr.
PATENT.

No manner of doubt, fir—I dare fay I fhall—
pray, fir, with which of the ladies are you i
leve ? |

Dowzt as.
In love, fir l——ladies ! [lidking round]
ParTinT. |
Aye, fir, ladies~~Mifs Comedy, or Dame:
Tragedy ?
DowrraAs. |
I’m vaftly fond of ‘Tragédy, Sir.
PaTENT.
Very well Sir s and vwhere is your fort ¥

DowL as.
Sir ?

PaTeNT.
I fay* fir, what is your departmmt?

Do w-
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| Dowwras.

Department £—130 you mean my lodging, fir?
PaTENT. |

Yourlodgiﬁgs, fir f~—no, not I ;—ha, ha, ha,

I fhould be glad to know what department you
would wifh to poilefs in the tragic walk—the
ﬁn-hmg lover, the 9Turious hero, or the {ly

aflaflin ? |
DowwLas.

- Sir, I fhould like to play King Richard the
Third.
‘_ ParTenr.

A damn’d good charater—a very good cha-
ralter ; and I dare fay you will play it vaitly
well, f{ir. ,

IDOWLAa

I hope'you’ll have no reafon to complain, fir.
| PaTENT, 1

I hope not. Well, {ir, have you got any fa-
vourite paflage ready ?

. - Dowwras.

1 have it all by heart, fir,

PaTeEnT.

You have, fir, have you ?—I fhall be glad to

hear you,

Dovw-
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Dowzywas.

. Hem—hem—hem— [clearing his throat.]

W hat will the afpiring blood of Lancafter
Sink in the ground—-I thought it would have
mounted.

See how my {word weeps for the poor king’s

death,
Oh ! may fuch purple tears, be always fhed
On thofe who wifh the downfall of our houfe ;
It there be any fpark of life yet remaining
Down, down, to hell, and fay I fent thee thither,
I that have neither pity, love nor fear.
PaTENT.

Hold, fir, hold—in pity hold ; za, za, za, fir,
—{ir—why dam’me, fir, ’tis not like humanity.
You won’t ind me fo great a barbarian as Rich-
ard,—you fay he had netther, pity, lwve nor
fear,—now, fir, you will find that I am poffefs’d
of all thofe feelings for you at prefent,—I pity
your conceit, 1 love to fpeak my mind ; and
damme 1 fear vou’ll never make a player.

DowraAs.

Do you think fo, fir,

PATENT.

Do I think fo, fir ?=—Yes, I know foﬁr'

now f{ir, only look at yourfelf—your legs kifl-

ing as if they had fal’n in love with one an-
D other ;.
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other ;—and your arms, dingle dangle, dingle
dangle, like the fins of a dying turtle, [mimicks
'~ fim] ’pon my foul, fir, ’twill never do,~—pray,
fir, are you of any profeflion ?
Dowwras.
Yes, fir, alinen draper!
PATENT,

A linen draper !—a damn’d good bufinefs ; a
very good bufinefs—you’ll get more by that
than by playing,—you had better mind your
thrumbs and your fhop, and be damn’d to you—
and don’t pefter me-here any more with your
Richard and your—=za, za, za—this is a genius_
damn fuch geniufles I fay., [ £x:t,

It will be acknowleded, I believe, that fome,
the moft ingenious of mankind, who now {tand

dignified in the court of Fame, have becen often
more indebted to chance than induftry.

Painters have drawn converf{ation pieces from
the figures they have fancied to have feen in a
fire ; beautiful land{capes from the broken plaifter
in a wall ;~—formidable caverns, and terrifick
mountains from the infide of a rotten cheefe.

Muficians have compofed fav'rite airs, from

the creaking hinges of a door, the gurgling in
the
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the neck of a bottle, or the wind whifiling
through fome little cranny.

Famous a&ors too have often formed their
mode of fpeaking from the howling of a wolf,
the roaring of a lion, or the braying of an afs.

There is a modern theatrical hero, ¢¢ whom
I have heard many praife, and highly too’’ as
Hamlet fays, who fell in love with the mono-

tony of a chimney {weeper.

S ®* ¥ th,
- Now are our brows bound with vi&orious

wreaths ;

Our ftern alarms are chang’d to merry meetings;
Grim-vifag’d war has {fmooth’d his wrinkled
| front, '
And now, inftead of mounting barbed fteeds,
To fright the fouls of fearful adverfarics,
He capers nimbly in a lady’s ehamber,
To tize lafcivious pleafing of a lute.

Little Peter Pollifh took his hints from a2 dif-
ferent objet. ‘This gentleman has often” been
heard to fay, that a windmill was one of the
moft graceful ftruétures in the world, and that
it always put him in mind of a flying Mercury ;

but how he made it out, heaven only knows ;
D 2 ’tis
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’tis certain he had ftudied the motion of a wind-
mill, and the figure of a Mercury, for he had
ever the action of the one, and the attitude of
the other; ’tis faid he was a profound politician
too, and has been often heard muttering to him-
felf, concerning the precarious and ticklifh
finances of poor Old England, our trade declin-
ing, frequent bankruptcies, combuftions in the
ftate, city fquabbling, public complainings ; and
no Popery.

Once in a fudden gufnh of exclamation; he
broke out 1n a quotation from Barbarofla, fome-
times itngenioufly making one fyllable into two.

S * ¥ jp * y,

Now {leep and filence—ber-aods o’er the city,
"T'he devoted centinel, now takes his lonely ftand,
And 1dly der-eams of that to-morrow,

Which fhall never come ;—in this der-cad in-~
terval,

Oh ! bufy thought ; from outward things

- Defcend into thyfelf; bring with thee

Awful confcience, and fir-em refolve,

‘That in the approaching hour of blood and
horror |

I may {tand unmov’d.

And there he left off as ftiff as a ftatue.
| | A cer-
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A certain veteran of the ftage, perceiving a
dearth of gentus and the theatre in an ablolute

decline, {tood forth at feventy-five to fave 1t from
a total fall. Othello, he obferv’d, had loft his

legs, and Rofcius his inclination.—Shall we for
ever bid good by’e to Romeo—Adiecu to Cafta-
lio,—and farewell to Macbeth ;—no, 1 will ftep
fcrth myfelf, and convince the world there is
no occafion for leg, tooth, or eye to play fuch
characters; and without any of thofe corporeal
requifites, my auditors fhall fee that I will aét
them to a charm,
| M * %k ® %
If it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twere
well,
It were done quickly ; if th’ aflafination
Could trammell up the confequence, and catch
W ith its furceafe, fuccefs ; that but this blow
Might be the b¢-al/, and the end-all—=ERE,
But Aere upon this bank and fhoal of time,
We’d jump the life to come.—But in thefe cafes
We {till have judgment bere, that we but teach |
Bloody inftruétions, which being taught, return
To plague the inventor. Even-handed juftice
Returns th’ ingredients of our poifon’d chalice
To cur own lips. + [ £xiz.
End of the Firft Part.
SECOND
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HE Italians make the ladies the objelts of
their imitation. Who does not Iaugh to

hear a gigantic hero, from whofe appearance one
might expect the roar of a bellowing Taurus,
warble out the commands of the conqueror of the
world, with the execrable fqueaking of a guinea-

pig.
GAUDANI.
What, alas ! fhall Orpheus do ¢
W hither go without his love ?
Furidice, oh! anf{fwer me,
I have loft my darling dove, &c.

I know no difference there can be 1n this be-
tween 2 C*1%*¥*y in breeches, and a S***s**o0 in

petticoats.
Cor**ry,
When bickerings hot,
At high words got,
Break out at gammy-oram,
"T'he golden ruie
‘T'heir flame to cool,

Is puth about the jorum.
With
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With fitt on jug,

Coifs who can hug,
"‘Or thew me that glib fpeaker,

Who her rec rag

In gibe can wag
When her mouth’s biim full of liquor?

*’I'is not every ear that is fo refin’d ; fome will
liften nWith more f{atisfaétion to the natural and
unaffeted manner of an Englifh finger, than to
the debilitated extravagance of an Italian.

Du*ssyp 1 7%y,

With early horn
Salute the morn, &ec.

Now I will beg leave to introduce the manner
of a gentleman who has a littic more pudding
in his voice.

B*nnNn****q.

This is, fir, a Jubilee,
Mufic without Mclody,
Verfes without harmony
That is, fir, a Jubilce,
&c. &c,

T here
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There is generally a greater fhare-of affeéta-
tion in fingers than in aflors, and they are fre-
quently more indebted to art than to nature. To
imitate the diflonant jargon of an unpolifhed
African, requires a mimical capacity but no great
fhare of vocal abilities. |

D*8 D *nN.

Deer heart, deer heart, what a terrible life
am I led, &c,

The Italians, whofe anceftors were the {weeteft
of all poets, feem to have abolifhed that celcftial
{cience, as 1f they thought poetry and good
fenfe unneceflary, where there is fine finging.
A famous air in an Jtalian Opera has been li-
terally tranflated thus: |

Where, which, and wherefore,
~There, this, and therefore.

Paintings in ftill life feem to have loft their
eftimation—but we have capital fingers in fiill
life, in high cfteem, who think it unneceflary to
move hand or foot; nay fometimes indeed even
d.idain to open their mouths,

E .I\’I 'Sy
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Mrs. BAR*® #y %% %o

From morn to night alone I fet,
For liberty I fich and fret:
Like Robin in his cage.
Mamma too kills me with her care ;
She tells me I am young and fair,
At a bewitching age.

&c. &c.

Our moft fanguine wifhes are frequently dif-
appointed by the moft provoking contrarieties.
Some there are who poflefs enchanting tones,
but are deffitute of tafle ; and on the other hand,

we meet with thofe who are endowed with every
requifite but a voice. When therefore a paffion
for imitation is guided by tafte and judgment, it
will always give fatisfattion ; and we are ever
pleas’d to view good action, fine feelings, and
fuperior tafte fupply the deficiency of a voice.

V*RN¥N.

Think, ah! think, within my breaft,
W hile contending paflions reign,
How my heart is robb’d of reft,

And in pity eafe my pain,
To
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T'o a lover thus diftreft,

"I"orn with doubting, hopes and fears,
Ev’ry moment till he’s blefs’d

Is a thoufand thoufand years.

When an acltor or a finger is poflefled of an
extravagance of adtion, it deftroys all effe&t of
fenfe_or found ; and renders the mofit elegant
compofition farcical.

Mrs. B*pp**vy.

The pride of all nature was {fweet Willy O,
The firlt of all fwains,

He gladden’d the plains,
None ever was like to the fweet Willy O,

None ever was like to the fweet Willy O,
&c. &c.

I have heard the tree of our immortal Shake-
fpeare celebrated in the melodious ftrains of an
itinerant crier of wooden ware. |

‘“ By ni}’ bowl or platter, buy my wooden ware.”

K **Rr,
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K**p

Behold this fair goblet was carv’d from the tree
Which, Ob, my {weet Shakefpeare was planted
by thee ;
As a relique 1 kifsit, and bow to the fhrine, -
VWhat comes from thy hand muft be ever divine.

All fhall yield to the mulberry tree,
Bend to thee, blefs’d mulberry ;
Matchlefs was he that planted thee,
And thou, like him, immortal be.

AsT1 have already given Mungo in diftrefs,
and Amintor in love, give me leave to introduce
them once more in the ruftic Ballad Singers.

V*rRNY*N.

Ye Warwickfhire lads and ye laffes,
See what at the Jubilee palfies.
&c. &c. |

D*epn*nN.

Be proud of the charms of your county,
Where nature has lavifh’d her bounty,.

&c. &c.

V ¢*n¢nN.
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V**n*nN,

Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden,
And half a{core more we take pride in,
&c. &c.

D*sbp™*N.

"T'here never was {ure {uch a creature.

Of all fhe was worth he rob’d nature.
&c. &ec. '

Lind of the Second Part.

PART
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‘" rarely happens that we meet witha Roscrus,

whofe 1mitative genius can comprehend the

great variety of human paffions, and arrive at
fuperior excellence in each.

There are many charaters in which the figure
of the figure of an actor gives us a difguft, and
were they poflefled of every other requifite, the
part would always fhew an awkward deficiency.
—A crook-back’d Richard fix feet high, will
prejudice us againft the chara&ter.—An Othello
or a Mark Anthony, have the fame effect, when
reprefented by a diminutive figure.—But I have
feen thofe charaters ated by a modern tragedian,
who hath imprefled on me fo flrong an idea, that
I have fometimes thought he had juft left the
great originals, and came to mimic them on the

fta oe,

B##*Yu
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B*r*vy.

Moft potent, grave, and reveren’d Seniors,
My ever honour’d and approv’d good mafters,
That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter,
Itis moft true—true I marricd her
- The very head and front of my offending’

Hath this extent—no more,

It has been too often obferved the managers of
our theatres pay too little deference to their
Kings. I have feen his Majefty of Denmark
reprefented by a gentleman who would have
made an excellent waiter at a tavern, and
Cymbeline put into the hands of another who
would have done more credit to Suzffle in the
Mayor of Garrat than any other adtor on the
ftage. '

I4**gT,

I’ve furely feen him,
His favour, his familiar.to me—Boy !
Thou haft look’d thyfelf into my grace
I know not why,—or wherefore
To fay, Live, Boy ! ne’er thank thy mafter—Ilive!
And afk of Cymbeline what' boon thou wilt
Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, I’ll give it.

W hen
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~ When a hero makes his complaints, they
fhould be exprefled with the {pirit of a hero;
but when he whirapers thém like a fchool-bov, it
renders him perfeélly ridiculous.

Pxg**p,
It was upon a time-~——
A curfe the clock that ffruck the hour,
When 1 brought proof cnough to make
‘The noble Leonatus mad.  Whereupon
Methinks I fée him now !

I‘: ¥ D D i H-

Ah, fo thou doft, Italian ﬁcnd

Ah, me, €gregious murderer, {pit

And thmw ffones at me, fct

The dogs in the ftrées atme,

Let everv thing be call’d Pofthumous, Leonatus.
Oh ! Imogen, my life, my wife; my Imogen !

‘Cdmedy has never a better efeét on our paf-
fions than when two charaéters are happily con-
trafted, like light and ihade i painting, cach
fecrves to foil the other ;—the ludicrous vocifc-
ration of a Major Srturgeon, and the vacant
timidity of a Jerry Sneak, give a double fatis-
faltion, being oppofed to each other. |

kg DI A -
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DI A L- O G U E.
Ariflophanes, F**1E. Billy Buckram W *sT*N.

Buckrawm,
Your fervant, Mafter Stophanes.

ARISTOPHANES.

Ah, what my little waddling, fwaddlirig Billy
Buckram, how goes the world with you ?—I
thought old Charon had punted ycu over long
enough ago.—I thought you was loft !

Bucxram.

No, I am not loft—I was juft found —I was
in Heaven, as it were—1 walked, I do not know
how I walked——mechanically,- like a clock, or
Moore’s machine.

ARISTOPHANRES.

W hat, you’ve been with the damn’d Methodiits
again, I find,

Bucxr aM.

Damn’d Methodifts '—Oh, thou- fhalt broil
for that; thou fhalt ftand at the Devil’s gate,
and I will pelt thee, yea, - I will pelt thee with

red hot cinders.
"The
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ARISTOPHANES.

"The devil you will-——Red hot cinders!—I
fancy you talk of things too het to hold, hey,
Bi.ly—Come, prithee, be thy goodly felf again,
put off that damn’d faceand begin.

BuUuckRraANM.
Begin What !

ARISTOPHA N E&.
Johnny Pringle, to be fure.

BuckRrR A M.
Nay, I can be merry an I chufe.

ARISTOPHANES.

“T'hen prithee chufe to be merry.

Bucxr awMm.

So I will maflter ’Stophanes, for I lowes you
jor old acquaintance fake.

S O N G,

Johnny Pringle had a little pig,
It was little, and not very big.
{Oh, had you been alive, and there to fee
Johnny Pringle, Jenny Pringle, and little Piggy.

Johnny

Sm
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Johnny Pringle fat him down aud cry’d,
jenny Prinnlc Jlaid her down and dy’d.
So there was an cnd of all the whole three,

.Jolmny Prmglc ]enny Pringle, and little Pigey.

But I am a-weary of this wicked world for a1
that,

ARISTOPH ANE S.

Its more than I am.

Buvcknrn A,
And yet by your fhining face, 1t {cems to
nmake vou {weat, too.
ARISTOPHANES.

Huh, huh, {fweat?
phm'aﬂcrs as you broil {prats.

Fry, broil, burmn,

BUCI{R fﬁi B-I'l

Broil charadters, I cad, that’s odd enough.

ARISTOI’HANES.

Ave, broil charalters ;—What think you of
Dr. Squintum,, Peter Paragraph, Sir Luke
Iimp, Mother Cole, and the whole tribe of' the

Nabobs.

h,,
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Bucx r A M.
Oh, they are parfesZly burnt to a cinder now,
the town wants morc coals, frefh Coles, or any
thing freih,—

ARISTOPII ANES,

They f{hall have ’em.—1’11 tell ycu a fecret,
~—ihet the door—I’m going to have a new pan-
tomime.—I’ll tcll you another,—I f{kall play
harlequin mylelf.—Such a magazine for the next
campaign. Charallers never thought of by any
bard before.—But to return to my pantomime-—

You fhall be my Perriot.

Bucxr A n.

Perriot! Oh, if you make a peer of me,
maller ’Stophanes, you’ll be a princely gentle-
man, indeed.

ARISTOPHANES.

Hold your tongue, you damn’d fool you. 1
fhall be harlequin, and a nimble one—
You muit keep clofe to my hecls if you can.
—And when we are purfucd by all the mob of

pantomimical figures, with their conftables
{taves, red-hot pokers, pitch-forks, &c. at lait
we are drove intp fome turn-again lane,—how

are -we to make our efcape ?—
T can’t
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BUCKR A M.
I.can’t tell how, indeced.

ARISTOPHANE S.

You can’t, why then I’ll tell you. =PIl turn
you into a lion, and myf{elf intoan afs!

BuckramMm.
I beg to be excufed, mafter>Stophanes.

ARIS TOPHANES.

Hold your tongue, ye fool.——When the
pantaloon and his mob comes to clofc quarters—
you fhall roar like a lion, and I'll bray like an
afs
| BvucrkKrgranm,

“can’t roar like a lion, mafter *Stophanes.

ARISTOPHANES.

I warrant you I’ll make you..

Bucrxr A M,
How will you make me.

ARISTOPHANES,
By a charm to be {ure,

BucxrAaAmnm,

But what fort of acharm,
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ARISTOP HANES.

You fhall hear—~When'you are ftanding in a
corner fucking your thumbs, and wont roar, I’l1
Iay my f{tick, thawk acrofs your fhoulders—and
I warrant you’ll roar like a lion in fpight of
your teeth.

Buck r A .

But fhan’t I make ufe of thc {fame charm to’
you, Mafter *Stophanes.

ARISTOPHANES,

I beg to be excufed—I have my part by heart
—For inftance, what mob can ftand this [Jrays
like an afs] away they run—There’s a' touch for

you.,
BuckRr A M.
A touch indced!

ARISTOPHAN E S.
Now, what is the next {cene ¢

BuckRraADM.
Nay, I can’t tell.

ARISTOPHANES.

!

Some beautiful water-works—with a fine caf-

cade—when I the gentle harlequin, by the fide
. of
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of my i::retfy little celﬁnﬁbiné, {hall be difcover'd
plaving fome tender air on my flute—{uppofe-l
give vou a touch from Bona Figlola.

| B UCKRA M.
Bona, Fi-fi-fili.

ARISTOPHANES.
- Ob; that’s too hard a bone for you to picks

Bucxr A M.

Oh, I fhall like to hear it, Mafter ’Stopbanes,
tho’ I don’t underftand it.—1’m not {o mruch
out of fathion as that. “

, ARISTOPH ANES.
Why then you fhall have it.
[zmitates the flute upon bis _ﬂzcé
There, there, is not that enough to charm any
body.-—-—Well, irn the midft of our felicity, we
are attacked again—and how do you think I got
5sid of ’em ¢
- -  BuvckRrRaAM.
. Drown ’em all, I fuppofe.

ARISTOPHANES.
No—I'll turn the water-works into fire-

works. q
Buck-
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. BUCKEA M
Into fire-works.

ARISTOPHANES,

Yes, fire-works ;~—and you fhall be my little
match-man.—I’ll be Torre. behind, and you
fhall take care of the rockets in front.-~Here
goes a rocket. |

| [ lmztates the firing of a rockets
There, there it goés, Billy. |
Buéekram,
Where?‘-where, Mafter ’Stophanes,

ARISTOPHANES,
Where? Why, itsall in idea to bg fure.

~ BuekRraAawM. L
But I can’t find out the jidea, Mafter
*Stophanes. . |
ARISTOPHANRES.

| Why then you’re a damn’d fool, that’s gllew"
And now Billy, now for it. .

Buvcgkrawm,
Now, what’s next.

G - ARiS=



422 LECTURES on MIMICKRY,

ARIrSTOPHANES.

Why 1 fhall turn the cathrine-wheels. into 2
couple of cats,

"BucxkxRrR AaM
"+ A couple of cats,

ARISTOPHANE S.

Yes; a couple of cats. You remember my
parrot, don’t you. |

BuckRr A M.
I don’t remember vour parrot, not I,
Y P 3

ARISTOPHANES,

No 7—Room for cuckolds, Poll, Poll, Poll,
O pretty Padle.

BuckRrR A M.
O Lud, I remember poor Poll vaftly well
now.

| - ARISTOPHA NES.
Youdo—Then what think you-of my cats,~—-

the am’rous courifhip of two ecats in a gutter, —

*Twill tiake a damn’d good moon-light fcene.

Buck-
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Buckr am.
- But how will you introduce ’em, Mafter
Stophanes,

ARISTOPHANES.

How {—Why you fhall hear—Suppofe twe
cats on the top ef a houfe, making love to each
other ; wafhing their faces; for all your true
lovers {hould go with clean faces, hey, Billy—
The gentleman fhall addrefs his lady thus :

[ Mimicks the cats,

. Moll, Adoll-rorwv, Moll-rew.”
Now the fthe cat.
. ¢¢ Cur-well, Cur-well, Cur-vell.”’
Now the he cat.
€ Cur you love me, Cur you love me.”
Now the fhe car. |
$¢ No, Cur noy Cur no.”’
Now the cataftrophe.

€< Hoo, hoo, Ob, you whore.
[ Imitates the fighting of cats,
There’s for you, Billy, there’s for you, boy ;—if
there thould be a ferious face in the houfe while
that fcene is going forward, I fhall pronounce i,
the faee of a murderer or a methodift.

End of the Third Part,



JERRY S NE A K’s
R E T U R N
FROM THE

R E G A T T A.

I"M juft come from ’atta; am drench’d Like
a hound, ,
’Tis twenty to one that 1 had not been drown’d,;
‘T'here were wife and myfelf, and fome brave
jolly boys,
In a fix-oar’d cutter, amidft all the noife, _
Whena blundering broad-bottom’d country barge
Came bearing down on us,~—and then to our
_ charge
We were all overfet ; thould {urely have funk,
And have gone to the bottom if we had not been
drunk 3
There was ne’eraone dead of us all, but my wife,
But they tow’d her to fhore, and foon brought
her to life; .
: | She
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-8he was dead as a fith, and as pale as a clout,
But they rubb’d her, and fcrubb’d her, and roll’d
her about,
*Till they made her to talk, and to walk, and fo
{ce,
And now fhe’s as blithe and as brifk as a bee,
But we boarded our cutter, and ventur’d again,
Deztermin’d to fee, what there was to be feen,
Such a wonderful polly of pennants and colours,
Such fplathing and dafthing withoars and fcullers,
Skiffs, wherries and barges all huddl’d together,
Such cryingforfhelteron accountof thie weather,
‘T"he people’on fhore, who paid pounds for a feat,
Got wet to the fkin and were glad to retreat,
W hile we on the Thames were {o fnug and fo
quiet, |
Amid{t all the rain, all the racket and riot;
‘There werecourtiers and cits,and the gay favage-
weavers,
With fifes and with drums, with bones and with
cleavers, |
"The men were all red, and the women all white,
Oh, what a beautiful, wonderful {ight,
-The like I ne’er faw fince Born of my mother,
Should Ilive’till 1 die, I thould ne’er fee another,
‘Forthould [ havebeen drowned again and again,

" I’dhave gone every day {uch a fight to havefecn;
"T'herets
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There’s nothing in drowning you know now-a--
days,

They’ve found out {fuch wonderful comical ways,

Were you dead as a ftone, you’ve no reafon to
fear, |

They’ll bring you to life with a flea in your ear;

‘T'he barges, fome look’d like a body of gold,

Some new ones were made—out of thofe that were
old, |

W ith awnings of filk ;- with fome figureor trinket,

And many were covered—with nought but a
blanket,

With white-lead and black-lead, with paint and
with pitch, |

Some large and fome {mall, fome ragged, fome
rich ;

Such a fight, fuch a noife,and {uch a fweet{mell,

Was never yet equal’d on earth, or in'hell;

But we got to the gardens, and landed at laft, °

In hopes to partake of the princely repatft,

T he tables were cover’d with many a thing,

You’d have thought they’d fet out a fine feaft for
a king ; |

The aldermen fix’d ’em each man- to his plate,

‘One took off-his wig; and then rubbing his pate,

Look’d -~
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Look’d ecagerly round with a face of defpair,

For fear that he fhould not come in for his fhare,

‘Then ftuck his knife greedily into'a ham; ]

Unbutton’d his waiftcoat his {tomach to cram,

Laid bones of fat capons In many a heap,

T hiat he eat and he drank till he fell faft afleep.

I was hungry too, forasIam a finner,

P’d ne’er a {pare minute to get me a dinner,

So took me a plate, and then {lily fate down,

Determin’d to get me @ &it of the browon,

W as refolv’d to have it the rifque of my life,

In fpight of that termagant teazer, my wife,

- But 1’d {carcely got down a. good mouthful or
t WO,

Before the came up, and made fuch ado,

Cry’d I never fhiould more go with her to a feaft,

Said I look’d like a'hogy that I eat like a beaft,

I'd have look’d if T could ftil} more like a fwine,

Would have {will’d all the night, but couldget me
no wine ;

And mine was the fate too, of ten out of twenty,

There was nought but the artful appearance of

. plenty ;
To canal nextlwent, and theredipp’d in my hat

T o get me fome water—there was plenty of that,
I heard
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I heard fome of the people mott bitterly curfe, -
ButI took it like marriage, the better for worfe ;

'The people all round feem’d in wonderful po-'

ther,
Did nothing but grumble, and look at each other.
"T'o me it appear’d like a {cené of confufion,
W ithout a beginning, or without a conclufion: -
All the folks that were,—T urk,Chriftian, or few,
Seem’d plaguely puzzl’d to know what to do. -
By the fate of St. Peter, and well too they might,
*T"'was the very firft time they had feen fuch a-
_ {izht,
*Twas a kind of rehearfal, where none knew his
part,
To a&t a Regatta’s a wonderful part!
There was none of them perfeét, to be fure, it
" was plain,
*T'will be much better done when they play 1t

again ;
But they all from that -day have been fond of the

water,

Not a father or mother, not a fon or a daughger,
But what have fate off for a draught or a dip,

To get themfelves cur’d of the fcurvy and hyp.

Oh, were you at Margate, Southampton, or
" Brighton, |

Tofeethem all fous’d—"tis enoughto delightone;

H "Tis
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*T'is fheep-fheering time, fo they go there to
feaft,
The firttobe wath’d well, and then to be fleec’d.
. The townfmen have all got a wonderful knack
©f toyching your pocket,and firoking yourback,
But: give them a chance, once, of taking a pull,
At a-fat golden fleece, and they’ll have all his
wool. -
If you would not be apt now to think it too
long, -

I’d finith-my flory good:folks with a fong.

S O N G.
The Boors of BRIGHTON.
"Tune, Cold and raw the North doth blow..

II'

T'he country: is moorifh,
T'he natives are boorifh,
Tho’ ignofant; yet they are cunning,.
"Fhefe are excellent places, |
If you’re of falfe faces,
‘ With_‘abundahce of fleecing and funning..

- I wifly



