As it is Perform’d

By His MAIESTYs Company of
ComiDiaNs at the THEATRE-
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PROLOGUE

Otorious Falfbood, Avarice, and Rage, .
RN May well expect the Satyr of the Stage.
K1yr looks yound, with keen impartial Egyes,
Vicey, and Folly feizes asits Prizes

Yt ever bas rever'd the Juft and Wife.

&+ none at Randam think we deal vur Blows,
Wid, like 1):awcanliry kill both Friends and Foes,
b Stage applasds the Wife, the Learn’d, the Good,
Nt Knaves and Fools are properly our Food..
» knowing Lawyer flies not into Rage,
_ s laughs at 1guoramus on the Stage :
§ous when Molicre an Emperick attacks,
§e finds no Cenfurey but among the Quacks.
ur Poet [ays, He fits his Cap to nonc,
ut if fome Foal will wear it —tis his own.
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| AIR I,,;i O’er the Hills, &c. o py
2. Joan’s que:ket. P AT
3. Chevy Chace. : - Plz_

4. Befly Bell, &5 S P13
5. The werry Song fler. C P 17
6. When the bright God of Day. =~ P. 19
7 'Hg'ngappy the Nagn that like you, Str | p 20
8 . ' P2
0. O rare Show. | P2y
‘;o. The Rumimers o o




3 E. Chronos, Mr.. Harper. .
Dr. Thickicull, - Mr, Turbust, "
BDr. Br. Mildman, Mr. Shepard.
Dr. Phlebotomy, Mr. Oatet.

Br. Cathartick, . Mr. BerrJ’

DBr. Proby, Mr. Cole.”

M. Crocus, . Mr. Rafror.
Afr. Emetick, | - Mr. Efe.
Endertakery | ~ Mr. Mechlin.
Clesk, ~ Mr. Leigh.

¥ Celin-makery ’ Mzr.. Gray.

zZ Cofpn-makery . - Mr. Wryight.
Forchhearer, | Mr. Woodburne
€ Reffai, - .. Mr. Hallom,
24 Raffan, Mr. Beckbam.
Porter, - Mr. B. Turbuts,
Englith Harlequm, Mr. L’ Brune.
His Falet, Mr. Salway.
French Harlequin, Mr. Laguerre.
Englith Lady, Mrs. Pritcharid.
Nurfe, Mrs. Willis.
15 French-woman, Mrs. Charke.’
2/ French-woman, Mys. -Shirebuin,

A Troop of French Comedians; {everal Patients.

The ﬁadﬂ' tive and Airs wmoark’d with a Comma
thas () arelefz out in thy Re ﬁf:;/?ﬂﬁﬂfarz, as bsing thonghs:

00 long. -
THE



S CENE, A Sireer.

Enter Harlequln ’ Vakt and a Portey fthé 4

Portmantean. The Valet ﬁngs the ﬁ:
Al Va- - L ’

VALET

B fgai you come not here for Wealty
Mais vor to give Relief:

| But ere you give the Englis Healt
Morbleu let’s tafte: der Beef:

Roaft Beef! Marbleu let’s tafte Roaft
Beef.

Relieve the Sick, de tont men Ceeur,
Afluage de Patlcnt s Grief :

But
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But ftill ma foy, mon cher Monfieur,
- Me hungar for Roaft Beef |

Ro-ai’s Beef! &e. | ,,* o
L They goof

SCENE changes 1o a Smdy, and difcovers vang'd roun
& Table & Confultition of Dotfors attended by a Por
2ery on the Table lie [everal Pamphlets, &c. Doéte
Chronos, Dr. Thickfcully Dr.-Mildman, Br. Phle

botomy, Dr.Cathartick, and Dr. Probe.

TRADGETITIVE:

=

Dr. Chronos, to leoquack

Oh thou, Who rt Chdmpwn fOr ouf Cauié
.Receive our Thanks and -juft Applaufe;
Thy brave Attaick thou well may’ft brag on,.

Since Truth’s as fturdy as a Dragon.

g

AT
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AIR. L Ocer the Hills (Pe.

ﬂmpeﬂ Hous if/mds plougb ap tiae Deep,

- '.u-.n‘ﬂ-

V And Plagz&es o’er Eaﬁem Gomzrzes [weep

§ 7he Rhine’s fair chk.f 7o Comforz‘ know,
§ And Sorrow triuntphs.o’er the Po H

| But thefe ave all but puny s, .
{ Vhen nan'd wwith W’md bzs _Draps énd lelﬂ

TRAiiGETITi\fE.;

r Thick. Our Prattice Wmd will all englut-2;7
Jome fure Stop en’t mﬁant put-a

§ his curs’d Pilula, arid his Gurta.

In at his Name; my Blood runs chill,

domg Good, yet. wantmg Skill.

> Cafe 'l plainly ftate; is thus,

| Cures the Sick, gives Death to us:

B Have



160 THE PLOT.
Have you not {een a Troler {trike
Witha bn.w.p -hook a well grown Pike?
Firft give him Line and let him fheer, |
Then check his'Courfe and drawhlm near;- - a
And dally with him tll at lengm | LD Lf:'j
The Fifh exerting all his Strength ST
Brezks with a flounce the Line in twaih,
And does his Liberty regain?
Yet this grieves not the Troler’s Heart,
He dally’d by the Rules of Art.

Dr. Mild. You're talking here of Angler’s Trlcks |
Brother, I pray, don’t be Prolix.

Dj. Thick. T pray you, Sirs, you will obferve
I fhall not from my Subjelt {werve.

Ds. Pieby. Oh, Brothers, I'll to Thickfcul truﬁ
I'll warrant you, th® Allufion’s juft.
Say what you will, nay, fay the worft,
He only {peaks what-e’er comes firft.
INo Interzft yet cou’d check his Tongue,
EHe'll cur with ally be’t right or wrong.

Dy, Tizick. 'Thus a Phyfician rightly bred,
T hat carries Gales 1n his Head;
W ho knows what’s Praétice, tru{’cs to Skill,
Shou’d cdaily with his Patient fhill.
Give the Diltemper {cope,and then,
Wita pradent hand draw back the Rein:

uc'; Fex er ralie a Cold,

(¥or cach Prefcription brings in Gold)
Buci the Fﬂ ver gets too blgh
£nd the poor Patient chance to die,

't he Doltor cannot bear the Blame,

1he Rules of Art, fecure his Fame.

Dr, Chr:
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| Dr. Cbro. We’ve heard you, Sll‘, with great Regard
t what’s all' thisto Mr. ZZard? = =
| Dr. Thick, T think "tis plain by what I’ve faid,
hat Ward’s a*Stranger to his Trade,
Ind like a Poacher does at once -
ind with a Net, ere Fifh can ﬂounce SRR
A Dy. Phle. 'Toall Difeafes we lay Clalm, H
d properly they are our Game, - S

d who’s no Dr. yet dare cure

Apoplex; or Calenturc,

es on the Faculty. encroach, Slr,
hd thou’d be treated like a Poacher.

ATR II __h]qan"'s Placl%éit,' &ge. .

Phyfick’s a decp and [pacious Leke,
Difeafes are our Fifh, ‘
Which as our Right, no cne fhow'd mka
But for the Dottor’s Difh:
Ward is an Otter, which I fe@r o
Will much our Poal annoy, |
Him' we fhow’d buit ‘wzzf‘/o Hound c:md Speary -
Lef? be our Store defiroy. |

B 2 TRAﬁsﬁf

A



12 THE PLTOT:

TRADGETITIVE.

Dr. CLvo. Then, Brotners, M; jbgzmckm here, |
Who firft has boldly launch’d his Spear, L
And ftruck this Otter thro’ thc Flanks, * -
Shou’d from this Board receive our- Thanks. .

Dr. Mild. 1 fear while he’d this Otter gi:me:r

His ill-aim’d Strokc will wound us inore.

A IR. TII. Chevy Chace.

e o el

Have 501 .«faz‘ éfza'wzz an zﬂ/e Lad
At Play inflead of Churchy

Aiid then by Lyes make worfe of bid,
As fesiing of the Birch?

Thus when the Town [ball come to fees
That Lyes are our Refonrces

Fhiar now is bads I few will be

A bzudred times made worfe.

TRADGETITIVE,.

. Chro. For Vermin ev’ry Snare we fet,
E.ﬁgioy the Gun, the Gin, the: Net.

AT
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Sure never V. e;j}%ziié yet broke iny, S

To 70b the Tarmer's Yard,-Siry - .-
Which merited Jo well the Gin,
As does this Pole-Caty, Ward, Sir:
Wherefore fair Play be doi’t 'déferve,
Or Lyes, or Ffé:z'*veg éﬁﬂay, 'S'ir, .
For this plain isy we all muff farve,
Or we muft Ward defiroy, Sir. '“
[ Dr. Caih. 1 fear thef Pamprhlefé will alarm
G;ld Ward’s refuting do us harin., ,
hat’s more, I'with we’re not ‘befefs
F what fmall Reputation’s left ;
or Truth we know in Time prevails
ut dead Men, Brothers, tell no Tﬁlgs.
Cult)[:n C/;].'r_o. Why, _ﬁs_.,t'iny learned ‘Brother fays,
~=ting his Throat will end thefe F rays.

Dy. Cath,




14 THE PLOT, 7

Dr. Cath. It is an .Aﬁrg'ument confuting, |
It will prevent his e’er refuting, - }

And put an End to all difputing.
Dr. Mild. How! murder Him ! my Blood runs chlll
Di. Chro. Yet you can murder with your Quill, }
Dr. Cath. And gravely with Prefcription kill.
What fignifies a fingle Life?
Let’s drop the Pen and take the Kmfe
Oh, wretched were our fad Condition,
If the Dead cou’d {peak agen,
For, on my truth! of the -Phyfician
Niae at leaft have dy’d in Ten,
When e’er our Intereft asks a Murder,
No Phyfician fure can paufe,
To boggle at-1t nought’s abfurder,
As ’tis for the Common Caupfe.

[4 Noife 'wn‘baytn
2 ithin. We muft ecome in.

" Porter. Have patience, pray.
Within. 1t you refift, we’ll force our way.

Porter. Nay, pray you, Friends, be not {o curft, .
Let me acquaint the Doltors firft.

Enter to them a Servaunt.

oerv. Sir, there are here, at leaft, Threefcore
Poor ftarving Wretches at the Door.
Of you they ask, grave Sirs, Redrefs,
And for Admittance earneft prefs;
Apothecaries, Undertakers,
Your Flambeauz-men, and CoPﬁn—makers,
Nuries, Grave-diggers, Parifh-Clerks,
And all as hungry {et as Shargs. |

| Thele



"THE PL OT. 1§
T'hefe, think: they in‘eljit your: Régard, o
s Fellow=Sufferers by Zard.

d - Dr. Ghro. You fee what Mifchiefs: dally Come,y:
b1c’1l ruin all.
8 Dr. Thick. Ay, all and- fome .
d Dr. Chro. Q Ward! thou art an eating Cancer,

KV hat crying Sins haft-thou to anfwer!

§ et ’em all in—=what fhall we do

o change this cruel Scene of Woe ?

} Thus the poor helplefs trembling. Swam; *
| ¢ Sees Torrents from ‘the Mountains.fall 5
§ Which fpread refiftlefs o’er the Plain,

§ ° And fweep away his All

I His lowing Herds, his bleating Flocks,

} ¢ He views with wifhful watry Eyess

} His Griefs, his Fears, the Tempeft mocks,
! ¢ And rolls triumphant with its Prize.

i ter Undertaker, Apothecaries, Coﬁin-ﬁlakers, Pa;-
| rith-Clerks, Grave:digger, Nurfes and Flambeaux-'
men, £Jc.

i Croc. Redrefs, grave Sirs, or we’re undone.
| Under. Ay, turn’d out to ftarve, and that’s.all one.
{ 1 Cof. Our Tale of Cofhlins fell this Year,
L hree thoufand, Sirs, or very near,
2 Cof. Nay, hold ye, Brother, it was more,
L hree thoufand, and fome feven {core:
onfider, Sirs, the growing Ill,
{his is within the Year of Pill.
| Clerk. *Tis true indeed, meer Rumatlon'
I'is we Siry make the:Calculation._

This #
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This ard déferves cur bittere} Curfes. ©
Nurfe. He'as ruin’d, well-a-day! Us Nurfcs.

No one now will keep his Bed.
Alas the Day! all Trading’s dead

For now, Sirs, when a Maa falls ill, |
He tzkes-a Coach, to take .Z7ard’s Bill,

Eme. Ay, curfe the.Rogue! his Pﬂ,l and Drop,j_ _‘

Will force us all to.dhut up Shop. -
. Apothecaries ; tal.é Ja tbe De&o ;

Grave. This %/d can ne’er. expe& to thrwe, B
He kept my dying ‘:—i}‘ ife alive: . - R
Thus, doubly am I wretched ma_de,

I've kept my Wife, but loft my Trade.
And then he undertakes you all,

The Rich, the Poor, -the Great, the Small 3
The Dropfy, nay, a whole Complexion,
If you’ll but follow his Direction. |

He cures the Apoplex and Phthifick,

Altho’ he 1s unlearn’d 1a Phyfick,

T he Rhcumatls, nay e’en the Gout. -
Torch. 1 fear he’ll put our Flambeaux out.

Dr. Chro. Friends we will ftudy your Relief,
This ZZard’s a.Roguc

Nurfe. A very Thiei!
Dr. Chre. No more— our Intereft demands

Both pregnant Brains, and daring Hands.
Go, calm your Fears, they {oon will end
The Faculty, and I'm your F riend.

Thefe {tormy Clouds yowll fee blaw o 'er.
All. But dear, dear Doctor write no more.

Under. We own your Zeal, but ’tis our Curfe,
That your redreffing makes things worfe.

AIR
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A I RV. The merry _hS'_'gng{’cc‘xjf_‘_m L

So Tinkers, we ére‘tolhd,'- T
Who do your Kettles mendy o
Your New ones will make Ol’ar
Your 'whole ones break or: bend
;‘,Z‘/:fey’ll pazch. it to the Eye, Szr,
With bammermg make adoy
1zt when yau come 10 1y, Siry .. .. o
For one bale you’ll fina: I'wa. o
oo 7 [Exeunt,

SCENE cbmges ta d-—-—-—-—-ﬂr-*;- .
Eunter Crocus, Emctxck ami rwo Ruﬁians.

TRADGETITIVE.

Croc. What {ays the wafliké‘ Son of Marsb? | '
Eme. He’s ready now to draw his Sword,

But makes fome Boggle at a Wprd : B
e . To
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To kill’s not much, he makes that ﬂaght,
Bur caniot think that Mirder’s ugﬁt
I fay they're Words, nor differ more t
Than Punk-and Truﬂ, t_han les and Whore; ™
¢ Colou*'s, we fee, By different nght - “""j“j
* Seem 16 change, and cheat the Slght._ A
 Thus what i§ grcen, if feen by Day, |
¢ Toh? Eyes at N ight will blu¢ ﬂlfplay 5
- Anc}_xct the Colour’s ftill the fa.m‘..

—— -l

¢ The” différént nght, gives différént Namc.
¢ Thus, in 4 King, ’tis nobly Great, |
¢ To bring Deftrution on a State;

¢ To feize 2 Neighbour Monarch’s Crown,

¢ And mow like Corn whole Arfiiies dow,
¢ In private Men, the Cale de€s altery

¢ A fingle Murder finds the Halter. S
¢ Tho’ one reaps Glory, t’other Shame,
¢ Yet are the Falls the very fame.

1 Ruff. My Honour, Sir, I Wou'd not ﬁam
With one foul Spot; the Werld to gin. -

Croe. 1f-yours were lofty 1 cau’ﬂ {'upply yé;-v
I’ve that of many Nobles by me,
Honour, like Weeds, affords large Crop$,
Great Men oft leave it in our Shops.
And tho’ they ne’er demand. it moie,. =
They’ve ftill to pawn an endlels Store.
Tradefmeén muft hiisband Honour well,
But Beaux may pawn, may give or {ell.
So may the Rakes; or Men of Swérd,
But Traders muft regard their Word;

Shou’d Honour once their Shops fmfaf(e,

They’ve o Réfource, the Wictchies break,
1 Ruff. But ftill to murder unaivaié,

.-_l‘do noty cannot think it fair. Crs

-
=



Croc. *Tis Stratagem, - and that is fau,
hether in Love eémploy’d,: or ‘War: 3
Eme. Don’t Men of Honour ey’ ry Da}’;
: Oaths the: lovely Sex bctray? i

They'l} tremble and. fighy -
They’H ogle and lyey

Like Spaniels be fawnmg upon ber >
And if tbej decoivey,
The fair One tbey Zmrve,

And yet are ibey afl Mey of Hmam'

L

C 2

T R A=



TRADGETITIVE. |

¢ Croc. Otir év's y Word affecls the Mind,
¢ By the Idea to it join’d.
¢ Murder may make the Blood run Chdl,
¢ Yet it’s Extent 1s but to kill.
¢ To put to Death, to kill, to flay
¢ In Battle, or in Tavern Fray, T
- ¢ It matters not, Death’s flill the fame.
¢ °Tis true, it differs inthe Drefs,
¢ But Death 15 Dying-ne’erthelefs: . 7
¢ Terms are diftinguifh’d by the Larws,
¢ From both the Manner and the Caufe; .
Thus, Killing in our Self-Defence,
Is ever counted Ianocence,
You do no Murder in this Senfe.
This 77a7d attempts to ftarve us all,
¢ And in th’ Attempt does juftly fall.
€ Asto the Method of his Killing,

L 4
&
L4
¢

-

¢ It matters not one fin ingle Shilling, " -

¢ W hether his Sword-does ftrike me dead
¢ Or he does kill by Want of Bread.
¢ 1 Ruff. But will not Murder hurt my Fame?
¢ Croc. The Romanzs never knew that Name.
€ Occidere, or Mortem dare,
¢ Our Lawyers conftrue Murderare.
¢ And yet, in Troth, for all their Skill,
¢ The Word means nothing more than, Kill.
2. Raff. 'The Caprtain, Sir’s of Honour chary, |
So you’ll forgive him if he’s wary? |
Ten Pieces more— heark! in your Ear ———

May folve his Doubts, and make things clear.

Bu



THE L0
". Confcience is a Thlng fo tender, o
o Argumem: ‘twill ne’er furrender. =~ = - ~ - X

! Eme. Rogues! T have paid ’em down Threefcorc, |
And yet.they’re gapmg ftlll for more.

" [dfide.
3 Croc. It muﬂ: be glv n, we hold the Plough
#And ’tis too late to boggle now,

Come, Sir, 1 find your Confeience wmchmg,
i1 his Gold, pcrhaps, may ‘be « convmcmg

[ Gives a Purfe.
1 Rﬂf I pray you, Sir, urge this no further,

2Vy Honour’s thock’d at Thoughts of Murder. .
If killing Wiard will do e d’ ye fée-—-——-

§ Croc. Oh! quite as well sm———m g )
1 R«ff. Depend on me. T

d Croc. Enough s may Juftice guide your Sword!

[ Ex. Crocus and Emetick,
Y Ruff. Lel: us confider on the Attack—— -

§W har, tho’ the Work be fomewhat black,
$onour dcmcs our looking back.

. [Exeant;
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¢ This Honour is allurings
€ [t leads us on to Fame,

HE 2
ATR VIL How happy the Man that Ii
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S By Sematts is bayasms®d,
¢ B_;g a Natioh is tewsrded 7

e D
J For!wfmi 'ﬁaﬁfcf&é Em? o ’j,
S e b '-‘*““-# :_.1".1‘“:;,_ - *e

‘ Y’)@” Mﬂr er 35 ﬂa SZ”, Slr, o |
¢ By ﬂm i a’m qppmr By e e

€ So let onr Work beging &r, TR R
¢ Our Cmﬁwzm are clear.

R { Excunt.
, < Lt BRSNS ....1;‘ |
SCE NE, Zhe Street. -

Enter the Troop of French Comedsansy
 [Drum beats.}

TRABGETi‘I‘fVEa -~

4 1 /Vom. Here, Mo‘nﬁeur, at lcngtﬁ Wc comc,
But yet {o poor as wheh at home. - -
Vat you propofe now? Vat you do?. . ..
ilo get us Hoop, Mardi and Shoe?
De Cafe i is now, ma Foy, ver hard.

| 2 7Vom. But hold; Je conhols; Mobfieur Purd,
fc bring vone Day, two Pill to me, L
Dat put nie quite in Ecltafy, AR
find cure fometime ina Guenferie. s

| 1 Vom. His Pill, dey fay, vill cure ae Poor,

’ ere’s few i Englmad now fo more; - - :

But
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Bue if nor Pill, nor Drop fhou’d do’ty
We'll kifs fome noble Lady’s Foot.
¢ Lay in de way, for dem to tread, -

¢ Hang on her Coats, and plead for Bread |
¢ Trembling approach vid downcaft Eyes, B

¢ And fpeak vid intercepting Sighs,
¢ Swear we depend upon her ‘Breat, - -

€ Which can alone give Life or Deat, .

A IR VIIIL,

Fy [bow’d de En g-lﬁi-s g#umble
Ve Ntens folk be care[s°ds . .
Gregt Lords reward de Hamble, |

" De Sawcy dey detej}
De Spaniel's feé ot Tall;
~ Nay, inde Lady's Laps
De Maftiff in de Stable,
Vid only Bone and Scrap,

TRADGETITIVE.

Arle. Begar, me take no P;ll, no Drop,
Me vaite vid Patience for de Crop.

Me ave come here one time before,
And me be dcn, as oW - ver poor.




THEIPLOTS
2 Wom. Dere be Lors, great Vits, Monficur,
1l ftarve de, Englis, de bon Cezur,
y’ll let dem ﬁvé.llc- vid empty Poche, |
hd us, mes Cheres,” dey’ll put in Coach.
1 Wom. Oh Ventre gris! but dat is jufty
¢ in mi Lores vill put my Truft.

#

AIR IX. O rare Show.

ic. ¢ Have yézz not [een a dusky Day,
' ¢ Scarce diff *ring from a INight,

¢ When Clonds deny’d a friendly Ray,
“ By iutercepting Light ?

Chorus.
A very preity Fancyy a fine Gallanty Show, &c.

, ¢ Ave
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THE PLOT

g

€ Auve you ngt feen thefe Glouds difpelPdy -

< Tbe gloerious §un appear.
€ The Mifis like Rebels fly de Ficldy
¢ Wbo awful Fuftice fear e
Chorus.

¢ Pe’ll make depretty Fancy, vid fine Gallanty Shu

5 Sell Nonfenfe come from Franfey, tout Nouvea

¢ Thas, we who are beneath a Clond,

¢ Shall like the Sun break fort,
© The Lors our Theatre will crowd,
¢ Drawn by our innate W ort.
Chorus.
¢ 4 wery protty, &ec.

Dezre Piayers [ball before us fly,
Ard Farve like Knglis Dogs ;

\Tis awe *wba are de ferene Sky,
But dey de .rzazfome Fuogs.

Chorus.
A wery pretty, &c. !

De Vrens Allear in good England,
May Dis own Fortune carve

Qcy 22y for wat nene underfiand,
¢¥i:le Einglis Players flarvs.

Chorug.

f



TR EPLOT.
De En glis qf m' have got dg Odd:,
Mz Chere, in C'amplm ance .

Dey treat oar' Scum like Little Gods,
. e cbafé dzr Sctim fram anc e

Chorus.
T 0 France mx i refard agdity

- iy -bﬂ“lﬂ"l-ﬂll-l-'

el ve great Lar.s‘, and dey paar Mens

Der playing Senfe dey’ll ﬁnd i5.vaim, E

Well down vid Rift and Driry-Liné:

4 very pretty; &c. - - L i
B 0 [Exeufic,

& - -
o * om -+ 1-"]‘”1.“# »
; i

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘

| SCEN E -c’éaﬁfeﬁ to Ward’s dpartment.

| Severas Pesple addreffing Wara for bis Afffiance;-

J_ Enter the Two Ruffians, £9¢,
TRADG”ETITIVE.

‘Ruff. Let us be fure and c4uLious Now;
feady you have mifs’d your Blow.

' Ruff. ‘Firft let the Crowd be fettled, -then
E'll give the juft Stroke, and alt like Men.

[(They purfue Ward, bit are difappointed;
[ Exeunt.

D 2 ~ AIR
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Lady. As Riv'lets fertilize the Plainy |1 7 . 2
Ard paint the flow'ry Meads t .
* Is Chaiioteers with Whip and Rem,
C/Jm% in the fiery Steed-: |

So Ward 7o all does Healih impait,

Turus wint’ry Age 1o Spring, -
AN SR e %14
Curbs ficrce Diftempers by bis Arty- oh

L

And takes away their Sting. - . - NS

cien [
w.d

Chorus. ;' -
His Skill exa@is our grateful P *azﬁ',

W hich fhall our Tongues, eneploy s
'Tis He, who gives our lengthenw'd Days

To tafle of Blifs and Joy.



EPILO G U E

T O praife, or pardan, can our Bard pretendre?
When this Hodge-podge affords no doubl’ entendre!

How wou’d fome Wits work'd up this Drop and Pill,
What warm 1deas wou'd their Pages fill I

How fine « Field our Hum-drum bad to prove

The Virtue of bis Pills and Drops, in Lovel

But, if 1n this, they are allow'd [pecifick,

They cou'd not make our Poet’s Brains prolifick.
When I wouw'd give bim Hints, the Fool cryd, Hufb,
' Such pau-- pau--Thouglrts will make the Ladses szb
Why fure, faid I, the Devil's in the Man,

If you don’t make the fair One fpread ber Fan,
Whifper a Friend, take Snuff, or feign a Gough,

| The Beaux, be fure, will damn you for an Oaf.

Pho, pho, faid be, thefe are all wild Vagaries;

- But much I fear prefiribing ' Pothecaries,

 Scribling Licentiate, advertifing Quack ;

- Thefe are, indeed, a moft tremendous Pack!

- What think you of Phyficians, and the College 2 -

I apprebend them not, they're Men of Knowledge.

The Piftures, I bave drawn, are Foils to Merit ;

The Bully kick'd, can touch no Mai: of Spirit.

T his is bis Plea ; how good I leave to you

Who are bis Sury, all good Men, and true.

F I N 1 S.j




