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740% the Gyant-Killer.

D yoTTror ol

SCENE the Palace of Rlly.

A THRON L

" Plotlefs and Scenewel] meeting.
8 Good Day to you, Mr. Plotlefs ! L {ug

o pofe you hear the News ?

&  Plot. What, that our old Monarch
S REeason is depos’d and banifh’d, and
the Charming Zrincefs Folly made Queen! I muft
be firangely ignorant of publick Affairs indeed not
to know that——"Tis to fee the Splendonr.of her

Court that I come here,
B Seen.
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Sten. 'The {ame Curiofity has brought me hither
too—DBut hark ye, between ourfelves, is not this a
{ad Revclution for us Poets 2

Plyr. Notatall. Onthe contrary, I am affur’d
we fhall get more Money than ever we did. Wit
has always been a ftarving Quality ; and, if you ob-
ferve, thofe- Authors who have leaft of it, acquire
the greateft Favour ; nay, and Reputation too, a<
mong the Police World, f

Scen. Aye; but that has been only fince Folly
wound herfelf into the Hearts of our Great Ones.
You know very well that when Reafor {way’d the
Scepter, nothing wou’d pafs for true Poetry that
was-not ih{pir'd by the Mufes. S

Plot. Hang the Mufes~—For my part, I always
thought it hard, that a Man cou’d not be allow’d
to be a good Author, without fo- many Qualifica~
tions, as net one in a thoufand can attain to ;=————
You muft have Learnmg, Genius, Fire;, Invention,
{found Judgment, great Reading, underftand the
Mathematicks, Philofephy, the Cuftoms and Man-
ners of Governments, efpecially thofe you have a
mind to write on, and have a perfe&t Knowledge
of Nature, or the Bookfellers wou’d have the Im-
padenee to tell you your Copy was not worth 'T'wo-
Pence. Twas a ftrange pains-taking Age that—
I have toil’d, and. toil'd, and toil’d till I have wore
my Brain as thin as a- Cobweb,- and not been able,
after all,.to bring out one Sentiment to pleafe thofe
four-fac’d Rogues the . Criticks——~—But "thank
my better Stars, the Times are chang’d: Idon'
doubt now, Mr, Scenewel), but to gev myfelfrmade
Poet Laureat, and that by the prettieft eafieft Me-
thed in the world. - -

Scen, What 1sit, pray 2 - | |

Plot. Why, tho’ we Cedars of Parnaffus have a
natural Envy of each other’s Growth, yet, as 1

X know
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%now my own Fortune as good as campleated, I
fhall dotmmake a difficulty of communicating. the
Secretito you. You muft know then, that I have:
pick’d out of the Dictionary a great number of the
moft -abfoleré, and founding Words I could .find :
Thefe having wrote down on as many, different
pieces of Paper, I fhook together in my Hat, as
Boys. do Halfpence, and what came. up firdt, made
the. firft Line: in like manner.I proceeded. to the
fecond ; and fo on till I had compos’d a whole Epicr
Poem, which Iintend to lay-at the feet of our moft
gracious Queen Folly. o

Scen. An eafy Method indeed, Mr: Platkefs ; pray
favour me.with the repetition of your Poem. + -

Plot. I will; and Lbelieve you’ll own you nevey
heard any thing come up to it_in your life~——Let
me 'fee—no, this is Pindarick—Q !. here it is—
Hem—hem—nhem. =-

Rough, Ruf‘cling, R_umﬁ!ailpg, Roaring Wiﬁds high
 .blow. | | 3

Mind the R’s, Mr. Scenewell.

With horrid, fearful, crackling, bellowiog Din;

The wide Horizon, vaft extended Fields

OFf azure Hue, with blazonary Gold

Sn"eak’”dl o'er, bright,: lovely, fhining, gorgeous
- all! -

Thevifual Rays from opening Cafements rufh

And with admiring diftant Ken difcern

The high Behefis of Thunder-making Jove,

There’s a Loftinefs of Dictioh for ye Did you
sver find any thing in the Claflic Authors like it ?

B2 | Scen.
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Scen, Never—but pray proceed. " ',
Plot. In miffive Wonders all the Soul bemlder'd, '
PDark, difmal, dreary, roams erroneoys round

Her clayey Cave: Diftralted, maz'd, aghaft !

"The Senfe-confounding ‘T ranfport clofcly locks
Mynads of Mynads—-—— 3

Scen, Hold a moment, good Sir; you have forgot
your rumbling roaring Wmds. Pray what § be-
come of them ?

Pht. Plhaw! what’s matter what becomes of
them ? they were only blOllght in as an Enibellifh-
ment to the Work, You don’t take this, Mr. Scene-
awell, for a' poor intelligible Piece, to be under&ood
by every vulgar Capacity—~———The Winds ! why
what have we to do with the Winds? They are left
entirely to the difp ofal of the Reader; let hlm find
bufinefs for them, ‘tis enough they ate intro-
duc’d—-The chief Glory of the modern Imitators
of Milton, confifts in foaring above Comprehenfion.

Scen. Very true, Mr. Plo:lefs. I beg pardon, it

will certainly be approv’d of. Pray what Title do
you give it 2

Plat. The Sublime Sublimated, Sir; or, T/Je Myfteiy
of Refination.
Scen. Admirable! But Sir, T hope you don’t in-

tend tc quit the Stage entnely and Iam afraid this
kind of Writing won’tdo fof the Drama.

Plot. That’s your miftake, Mr, Scenewell; Taflure

you, that' norhmg is fo much admir’d in the Mouth
of an A&or, as this very Diction.

Scen. But it has bgen a receiv’d Opinion, that
the Beauty of Tragedy confifts chiefly in touching
the Paffions.

Plt, Wrong again l——"That’s quite out of fa-
fhion. Since Foliy has ruled the Hearts of our Au-
| diences,
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diences, they are grown altogether infenfible of the
render Paffions ; and-as little (%ompaﬂion is felt for
the Diftrefs of an Hero on the Stage, as for the
Calamities of a poor Relation at Home,~———No,
nd, no, nothing 13 now.to be aim’d .4t in Tragedy
but the Sublime. I have already compos’d two. ox
three in the fame “manner 1 hdye done this Poem.
You'll find by the Succefs of them, pext Winter,
what I fay. to be:trye: But. 111, proceed=-—
Where was’t I left of?2—O! ac . .

The Senfe-confounding Traﬂfgl!‘t;;f‘cl.(;fely locks
Myriads of Myriads of high~fbaring Flights
In hollow Conéave:; proudly pluming, fcorning,

-

“Not yielding s
L ‘ § L : AR .
But we are interrupted; fome other. time I'll featt
your Ears with the Remainder, - -+ -
Scen; *T'will be kind,

. Enter g Beau;;:l{e_ -'t}zl:e.c out a Spying.GJaﬁ, Jooks
. thro’ it, them [peaks.

- Bean. 1 wonder how long ic will be before our
gracious Miftrefs appears—=—~Gentlemen ! Can you
mform me? T | R
.Scen. Fine Ladies, Sir, you know take a long
time to drefs, efpecially on particular Days. - -
_Bean. Aye certainly; it wou'd be the utmoft In-
digmty to the Besu-Monde, to come.out with any
thing about one.difconcerted. But here’s a Fellow
that pretends to model the Shape of.a Gentleman,

and 1s utterly unacquainted with the Arts of men=

-

ding his own, -~

- -

Entey
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SUPERTE :f‘fl.::“:; "Emﬂlstitah:“:*:*: .
- Pht,” Who is Ba, pray Sirp! oo ) .
s Bean.} A fEFafrlo"r,? Sir; -but-thas never been in
France. .70 b REU NS |
“PIQ?. 'Oh'fy'e¢ i"l;isfﬁis ‘much _-"-Implfﬂencé to pre-
téid to be a Taylor, without going to France,- as

N
f+«.

S

i

it is to fing without having been’ in Zraly,
Beau, Yer there are fuch incorrigible Coxcombs
in the world: Stitch!
Seiech: Sie bz o Do e
Beau. Prithee what has-brounlit thee here?
Stireh. 'The Delire . of learninig Fafhions, Sir; my
Cuftomers tell me they'll never-employ me again, if
I don’t take particular notice what’s worn in the
Court of Folly.. . - P Tl
Bean. Well, ’tis poffible thou may’t mend.  Ha!
1 vow to Gad there’s my.:Shoemaker, ' Periwig-
maker, and Sempftrels among that Crowd: I per-
ceive the Mechanicks are as loyal as we Men of
fafhion to our new.Queen Folly.: . -
[ Several Peyfons enter, Beau looks thro’ bis Glafs.
:Sten, Why:noty Sir? theyalways look on che Be-
haviour of thofe"above- 'em,. ag:the :Compafs: by
which they muft {teer their own. But pray, Sir, are
your Eyes weak, that you are oblig’d to make fiich
frequent ufe of: that artifictal Qptick ? .
- Beau. No farther,. Sir, thar confifts with being
a fine Gentleman—="Tis almieft as>vulgar now ta
have a‘ﬁronﬁSighrz,'i as 2 found:Judgment. |
.~ Scen. Ha! then-I find the Senfes are going out
of fathion. - -~ - .
~ Beau. Pofitively yes. I was tother day at-my
Lady Topmode’s, and fhe was propofing a Thicknefs
of Hearing to the Company: for my part, I ap-
provd it, for there are a thoufand things, faid I,
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{ don’t care to'hear I-gad; efpecially an impettinent
Duo, or an Afiront given by a Fellow one knotvs
will fight. .
- |4 -Man and Woman appear at one of the En<

trances, endeavouring to keep each other off :
- afterfomie firuggle, they comé forward.

Wem. What, a Woman! and be refus’d entrance
where Folly reigns! 1tell you, ’tis we are her trueft
and beft Subjelts. -

" Man. Fhat’s falle : you were once accounted fo
indeed, but we Men have now got the ftart of you ;
even Vanity and AffeCtation, who wore the Shape
of Wemen formerly, are now become Hermaphro-
dites, and have the {ame fhare in our Sex, asin
your’s. Do not our Drefs, our Air, eur Condu&,
Converfation, Writings, all prove how much we
devote ourlelves to reigning Fully? ,1

In the Army, in the Senate, (Sings.
From the. Player to the Prelate,
All, all are Folly’s Subjec?s fuwoirn ;
- Aim we.at things bigh or low,
In Employments grac'd or no,
By Folly ftill. we're overbora. .-

Woman. Well, fince you refolve to renounce Rea=

fon for ever, and openly avow your Qbedience to
Fully, T-don’t much care if I do.allow -you on an
Equality. with myfelf.

" “Then let us; dear Husband, agyee, [Sings,
- Since a Votary to Folly like me 5 ot

- W ftrive who fball moft A

~ Our Queen’s Favour boaft,: . . .-, 1§

And Folly,. fweet Folly, le all our Delighey 13
Man. Each Day we’ll give 0 her, ang eke pvery Night,
- . dAnd

s, :-'-
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: AndFolly, fweet Folly, be allour Delight. ..
. Wom. Edch - Day we'll give to her, and eke every
Night, -
" AndFolly, fuweet Folly, be all our Delight.
Man. But fee the beauteous Queen borne on the
Shoulders of the four -great Giants, Gormillan,
Bhunderboar, Thunderdale, and Galligantus ! this is a
Sight indeed. o -
Wom. Who are thofe huge Men, Husband?
Man, Princes, Princes, Woman! by whofe
Strength and Greatnefs Folly is {et upon the Throne,
and old, {arly, crofs-grain’d Redfon depos’d. ~ ;= .
i‘{Wom. I love ’em dearly for it~—they are gallant
en. : ,
. Man, Peace! they approach—

Enter Folly, borne on the Shonldersof four Giants, who
. feat her on the Throne; a great Crowd folowing,

Omnes. May Fullylive and reign for ever.

Folly. At length, my Friends, we're fafe, and
now may call
"This Seat our own, Vox Populi confirms it.
Science and Wifdom, Wit, and thofe dull Rules
Proud Criticifm in a fullen Mood begot,
No more fhall puzzle the diftracted Brain:
'The Fair at. Tragic Tales fhall ceafe to weep;
Nor, for their favourite Frailties, dread the Sting
Of pointed Satyr, in the Comic Strain. |
1, not controul the Heart, but charm the Senfe :
Unmeaning Transformations, thoughtlefs Rants,
Sound, Show, and Hurry, excite natural Mirth,
In every laughing Subject of my Power,
Till the Rrain’d Mufcles crack with wide Gri-
.~ 7. _mage. | o
| Gors
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Gor. Wondrous your Arts are own’d, Foy-mo-
ving Queen ! |

But yet forget not by what Steps you rofe :

Our Mightinefs firft lifted you tc Fame,

And muft {upport you there, or you would fink.
Blun. When long opprels’d by Reafon’s cruel

Force,

*Twas we who {hatch’d you from Obfcurity,

And o the grinning World difclos’d your Charms.
Thun. Our Ations are the Sanction of the

Mode ;

High Titles give Infallibility !

Gall. What e’er we fay th’ inferiour Crowd will
eccho

Small Courtiers ever are the Apes o’ the Great.
Fully. T not deny my Obligations, Princes!

And will reward your Zeal in my Behalf.

Indulge each With, fond Appetite can form,

Whatever Folly can beftow 1s yours, .

Come to my Arms, embrace me in your Turns,

Share me among you ye bold Sons of Ti-
tan, ﬁ

Who for my Sake Imperial Reafon {corn ;

And,. like your great Progenitor, dare ftorm

Another Heaven Prefs me again——yet
clofer ;

Let me fhoot all myfelf into your Bofoms,

Ye great Defenders of my Crown and Glory.

Gor. We vow ourfelves your ever-faithful Cham-~
pions.

Firft Mub. Ther€’s a Queen for you.

Secan{cg ﬂiﬂfa. A glorious Queen——Fo/ly for ever;
ay 1.

Omnes. Folly for ever, {ay we all. Huyzza !
Eolly. Let none here want fomeé Portion of our

Grace; Lo |
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You, whofe Agility attraéts the Eye,
Come forth, and charm my Subjects with a Dance.

A Dance kere.

Fully. Now let brisk Sourids, with Words of no
Import,
Drive hence each Thought that is the Foe of
Folly. "

Enter a Meffenger.

Mf. Arm ! Arm, Oh Queen ! Rebellion’s nigh
at hand 5
Reafon, when banith’d, left fome turking Friends,
Who, tinder the Pretence of aiding, have betray’d
ou.
Numbgrs o th’ Populace they have engag’d,
And now in open Force, thunder Defiance :
They fay by the Genius of the Ifle they ’re fent,
‘To tear you from a Throne you long have
{way’d.
Fully. That Genius ever was my deadly Foe;
But who appears to lead the Traytorson ?
Meff. They call him Fack, a Nanie of high Re-
noOwn, |
Thro’ all the Weftern Parts, for great Atcheive-
ments.
Gor. The petty Mifcreant=——foon I'll crufh his
Bones, .
And make a Banquet on ’em for my Dogs.
Thun. 1long, methinks, his Head fhould feel my
Club. ~
Folly. Go then, and prove your Might 5 yet ftay
a while ;
Firft we’ll examine the Decrees of Fate,

In myftic Coffe Cups and Tea reveald ;
The
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T'he new-invented Arts of Snuft and Cards,
Shall all be try’d, the grand Event to thew,
If we, my Friends, fhall conquer, or the Foe.
[ Exeunt.

S C E N E Changes.

Enter Jack, and bis Party,

Fack, Chear up, brave Hearts! the Caufe we
undertake is good ; we fight for the Reftoration of
Reafon, a Monarch to whom: Obedience elevates us
almoft to Angels ; and for the Extirpation of Folly,
an Ulurper, who by her Wiles would debafe us
into Brutes. As Circe transform’d the Grecians
into Swine, fo does Folly metamorphofe my nobjer
Countrymen into fomething yet more defpicable~—
Oh! can we behold Britifb Lions wearing Ades
Ears, and lofing their brave Fiercenefls to become
Beafts of Burthen, and not venture Life to redeem
"em from this ignominious Slavery: - Think, my
worthy Eriends, how great will be our Fame if we
fucceed, and let us not flag in {o glorious an Enter=
prize ; “twas Courage and Refolution made us en-
ter on it, and Courage and Refolution can only ena-
ble us to go thro’ with it.

Ormnes. Reafon is our lawful King, we'll live and
die his Subjelts.

Fack. *Tis nobly faid, be it as well perform™d.
Swear then, whatever Artifices fhall be praétis’d

on you, never to leave my Side, till Fo/ly is no
more.

Omnes. We {wear,
Fack. Remember, for Oh, my Friends! "is not
a common Foe we go to combar, but an Enchan-
trefs, whofe fatal Spares have already entangied
C2 Mors
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more than half Mankind—Doubt of your Caution,
not Valour, made me exact this Qath.
Om=es. We will be cautious.

Fack. Let us advance then towards yon curfed

Palace, and pluck the Traitrefs from the ravith’d
"T'hrone.

Omues. To Arms, to Arms, to Arms !
| Shout, aid exennt.

S CE N E Changes tothe Palace of Folly.

A Table, Coffee-Cups, Folly, and the four Giants
turiing the Cups ; three Women looking into them ; fe-
veral Perfons of both Sexes flanding on each Side.

Firft Woman. Your Majefty cannot fail of van-
quithing—1 fee a Gallows in this Cup, that
muft be for the Traitors to be {fure : Here are
{mall Crofles indeed, but you ftand above “em. -

Folly. That’s well. o

Second Woman. Here is a Cock crowing 1n this,

that betokens good News——Does not your Majelty
expet a Letter 2

Folly. Yes, trom the South.
Second Woman. Aye, from the South I fee
’tis from the Svuth it comes from that Parc
of the Compafs———the Cup being round, we
have at once every Quarter of the Globe before
us—your Allies are all firm to your Intereft

but pleafe to throw again < Your Majefty

knows the third Time 1s moft to be depended
on

Gor. Have you look’d on mine ?

Third Woman. Yes, my Lord ! you fiand on a
huge high Mountain, with {everal People about you,
who {eem to beg fomething.

Gor.
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Gor. Vanquifh’d Rebels begging Mercy
buc they fhall all be hang’d. What elfe do you
{ee ? |

Third Woman. A Ring, my Lord, over a fine
Lady’s Head : She fits by the Sea-fide——fhe muft
be fome Foreign Princefs.

Thun. Come, what{ay youto mine?

Firft Woman. Here is fo much, my Lord, that it
almoft puzzles my Art— but I am certain you
will conquer, for an Angel with gilded Wings
holds a Laurel to you an undoubted Sign f
Triumph.

Secend Woman. Your Majefly’s Cup is not dry

enough——pleafe to let it ftand a little, while 1
Jook in Lord Blunderboar’s.

Third Woman, And lin Lord Galligantus’s.

Second Woman. A divided Houfe! my Lord, you'll
be divorc’d from your Lady.

Third Woman. And you'll be married, my Lord,
to the great Fortune you have courted {o lon
here you are at the very Top of the Cup, and all
your Rivals under your Feet——Q), fhe has a vait
Eftate, I {fee Acres with Cattle feeding on them,
Trees loaded with Fruir, Rivers and Ponds full of

Fith———you'll be a happy Man——you have been
with her lately, I believe. ‘

Gall. Yefterday I paid my Devotions to her.
Third Woman. Aye, ‘twas yefterday——She re-
ceiv'd you kindly.

Gall, No, far inferior to my Merit or Expe&a-
tions.

Third Woman. Humph, no; I fee now fhe was
referv’d———there was a little Cloud between you

—but ‘twill do——"twill do for al! that, my Lord;
“twill do, or I'll never turn a Cup again.

Second Woman. Your Majefty will gain more Ad-
mizers than you have Hairs——your Court will

be

._—-.‘
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be fill'd with Perfons of all Degrees, all Nations,
all Religions———if Fortune does not ftrangely
turn, you will go near to be univerfal Emprefs.
Folly. 1flatter myfelt with the Hope of it.
Firft Lady. If your Majefty and thefe Princes

have done, I would gladly throw a Cup, to know
when I fhall get a Husband.

Second Lady. And I, to know when I fhall be a
Widow.

Third Lady. 1 am as impatient for the Sincerity
of my Lover. |

Man. And I for the Event of my Law-Suit.

Fourth Lady. And I, to know who will be fineft
at the next Ball.

Beau. 1 would fain know if my Lady Leer, or
my Lady Simper, who have both of them a violent
Paflion for me, will die of it or not.

0ld Woman. Hold, I defire firft to be inform’d,
whether the young Gentleman I am going to marry
will make as fond a Husband as my five deceas'd
ones were.

Firft Woman. Will you throw in Chocolate, Coffee,

Tea, or Snuff?

Omutes. In all of them,

Folly, You fhall be fatisfy’d anon——but we
muft lay the Cards firft——-——Time prefles, and
the Princes muft depart. Give us the Cards, that
in our feveral Turns we all may Cut: I am the

Queen of Hearts,
[Firft Wiman gives the Cards to

Folly, then to each of the
Gyauts, who cut, and deliver

e to her again, and fhe lays
*em on the Table in Rows,

Firft
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Firft Weman. You, Lord Gormillan, are the King
of Clubs; Lord Thunderdale fhall be the angry
Majefty of Spades; the Diamond Crown Lord
Blunderboar fhall wear ; and King of Hearts Lord
Galigantus fhall affume.

The Knave of Spades, Madam, feems to threat-
en Danger, but he lies oblique; and the Ten of
Hearts between them fhews he wants Power to
hurt you———the Eight of Clubs and Ace over
your Head denote a chearful Bowl, and Mirth
will crown Night——~—all will be well thefe
Princes are {urrounded with Diamonds ; the Eight
lies at the Feet of Lord Gormillan ; the Deuce, the
Four and Five are in a direCt Line with Valiant
Thunderdale ; the Tray and Nine are at the Elbow
of great Blunderboar, and the Six and Seven are juft
over the Head of noble Galigantus. Some Spades
of ill Afpect are mingled with them, but the Hearts
and Clubs take off their malevolent Quality.

Folly. Go then, my Friends, fecure of Fame and

Conqueft, -

'The Oracles pronounce it. |
Ha! what Noife ?

L4 great Noife.
Enter a Meffenger out of Breath,

~ Mef. Ah, Madam ! you are loft——3ll-conque-
ring fack with his Retinue has broke into your
Palace~——behold ’em here—

Enter Jack and bis Party, they throw down the Table,
Cups, . Cards, &c.

Fack, Fall on, my Friends.
Gor.
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Gor. What bold Intruder dares, with Spear e-
relt, |
And Noife of War difturb our peaceful Hours,
Death is thy Portion, Thing of low Degree.

. Hack. Whate’er 1 am I fear not Death from
thee, nor any here: *Spight of thy mighty Bulk,.
and the unequal Strength of thefe thy Affociates——
the Caufe in which ye fight will turn ye Cowards,
and weigh down your enervate Arms but I dif-
dain all Parley——Have at thee, for Reafon and for

Virtue !
- Thun. For Folly and for Pleafure!

[ AUl fight; but after a little Skivmifh, Jack’s Party
ftand fill, and gaze oin Folly aund ber At-
tendants. On which the Gyants prefs hard
on Jack, who is obliged to verreat, flill fight~
ing till out of fight.

Folly. How vain the Attempt to check eftablifh’d

Power ! |
Your General’s fatal Rafhnefs will undo him.,

Be you advis’d, and timely fue for Pardon.

Lady fings. - Leave the Sword, and leave the Spear,
Nor fight for Reafon too fevere ;
Reafon checks each pleafing Wifh,
Reafon’s f#ill the Foe of Blifs.
Tafte the Foysthat Folly gives,
He dies, who not in Pleafuie lives.

Second Lady fings.

New Ways we find out to delight and furprize,
Foin with us and try, -
You'll guickly comply,
did the dull, dull Slve of Refleiion defpife.
Jack's
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9ack5‘} Party. We yield———we yield. -

o '[Al_l throw away their Swords, and go :6::131' {0
- Folly, and fing in Chorus, |

. War but affrights us,
. Peace moft delightsus, ' . |
With Folly we'll live, and with Folly we'll die ¢

Re-enter Jacks allthe Gyants wounded,

~ Sack. Are you content yet to fubit to Reafori's
lawful Sway 2 |
Gom. No, my laft Breath for Folly fhalt declare.
Thun, But €er we die, Fack fhall her Victim be..
Fack. Your Threats I {corn; and tho’ thus bafe-
y left, deferted by thofe who vow’d my Partner-
{hip in Glory, this Armour made by Hands Divine
protelts me from your Force. - -
Blun. Since I muft fall, Il crufh thee with my
Weight, | -
“* [ Endeavours to throw himfelf on him, but the
other avoiding, be falls. o

Gor. 1 die, I die, revenge, revenge me on him.

- ‘ [Dies'}

Gall. *Tis now too late; I follow thee, [ Dies.

Thun. Oh! my black Blood grows ftagnate'in

my Veins. [ Dies.

Folly, My Gyants {lain=——Now I begin to fear,

and fee my dreadful Foe, the Genius of the Ifle, n
Perfon-comés; where fhall I hide me from him?

- The Genius defeends with a Wand in bis Hand.
Folly gets behind the Crowd, and crouckes down.

- Gen. ﬁf;vely, my Son, haft thou perform’d thy
art, -

'The Gyants Death confirms the Fall of Folly ; ,
N D Yeu
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Yet fomething fill is wanting to be done,
E’er Reafon can return ro grace the Throne ¢
Receive this Ward, on whofe all-powerful Touch
Every falfe Glofs will inftantly wear off.
Let Folly prove it ; and thefe deluded Wretches
See what fhe truly is. This Task fulhll’d,
Our Ifte her.ancient Glory fhall retneve;
For Arts and Arms above her Neighbours fam’d,
Her Great Ones in the Paths of Knowledge tread,
And Learning be no more the Jeft of Fools.

[ Afcends.

“ack. Blefs’d is my Eot, thus happily ordain’d,
to bring about a Work for whicl. gofterity thall re-
vere my Name, But to complete it—=comie forth,
thou Sorcerefs ! ‘Thon curs’d Seducer of the nobleft
Race that ever grae’d the World fisiee Adam’s Fall !
Weil may’ft thoun tremble Now behold, infa-
tuated Men, what you have idoliz’d! View this
hideous Form, and wender how you cou’d be thus
beguil’d !

[Yack touches her with the Wand; at which fbe
becomes a Monfler, and the Bells avd Orna-
ments about ber, convert to Snakes.

" Wife. Blefs me! I’ll be none of her Subjelt—
not J=——You may ferve her now, Husband, by
yourfelf. -

. Hush. Pthaw | I only pretended to pay homage
to her, becaufe twas the Fafhion~——=1 knew
what fhe was well enough.

Scen. What will become of your Epic Poem and
your Tragedies now, Frienc ? L

Pht. 1fhou’d have made more hafte with ‘em—
"This it is not to time things!

Sack’s Party. Oh, Fack! forgive us for our bafe

Pefertion == - We were bewitch’'d—Dlinded.
Beau.
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Beau. Ah, the filthy Creature!
Firft Mob. Is this the Creature we fet up for onf

Queen ?
Second Mob. We'll burn the Hag—we’ll tear her

1n pieces.

Omnes. Aye, aye, let’s tear her in pieces.

Fack. Hold! ’tis dangerous to touch, as ’twas
to love her : This powerful Wand alone returns un-
fully’d from her polluted Carcafe Thas then,
with Reafor’s {acred Spells, I charm thee hence——
Down to the Center {ink, and never more prefume
to infeft this happy Ifle.

[He touches her a fecond tine with the Wand,
and the Greund opens and fhe finks,

So now, my Friends, the mighty Work is o’er,
And Folly and her Gyants are no more.
Reafon’s triumphant~—Reafon fill fhall reign,
Tho' Folly and her Gyants rofe again.
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