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£he Daneing Devils :

O R,

1he Roaring Dragon, &c.

f;""{."f'—"""fl barren Fields, where
Honour dwells,

legrac d with rotten Pofts and
Rails,

Wthh long have fenc'd that fpacious Square,
Where Bawds and Bailiffs take the Air,
And crippl'd Rogues, with Fronts of Brafs,

Implore the Aid of all that pafs

Where loit’ring Vagabonds, by Dav,
Walk, gaze and ftarve their Hours away,
And Bullies wrangle in the Night,

‘;V.ith money’'d Rakes that fear to fight s
‘o
A Where

to
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Where Players often take their Turns,
To con their Parts in Summer Morns,
And broken Gamefters firole to meet
Some Cully that will Lend or Treat;
Where neighbring Porters reel about,
When gorg'd with Wincbeflers ot Stout,
To belch and fizzle out the Stinks

Engender’d by their naufaous Drinks 5
Where Butchers often havé 2 Call

To Cricket, Boxing, or Trap-Ball;

And where, when they in Summer curfe
The Flics, and fultry Weatlier worfe,
They drop at Night their ftinking Vieal,
And other Meats too rank for Sale;

Tho™ "us ill Manners to offend

The Noftrils of their bounteous Friend,
For whom they cock their greafy Deavers,
Battle their Bludgeons into Shivers, é

And ring their Marrowbones and Cleavers.

N,
-I‘ .
A
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Near to thele Fields, as 1 béfore
Have {aid, and now I {ay, encore,

B There ftands @ Fabrick of Renown,
Erected to amufe the Town,

Sometimes with Heroes raving mad

B For Love, ‘or fomething elle as bad ;

l Whofe Rants, too oft, pet{fwade the Fair,
They're greater Witches than they are;
And that, when any charming Dame

Has i1 her Champien rais'd a Flame,
Her Frowns, 1f fh’as a mind to {wagger,

Will wound him deeper than a Dagger.

At other times this tamous Pile,
With comick Scenes would make ye Smile,
nd fhow bad Hufbands and ill Wyves,
tneir very Pictures and their Lives,
That cach might laugh alike to fee
fhemfelves, and take the Stage to be
Laeir own falacious Family.

This
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This Houfe was, alfo, once defign’d
T inftru&®, as well as pleafe Mankind,
That all degrees of humane Creatures
Might learn their Duty to their Betters,
And, by Examples on the Stage,
Be taught the Manners of the Age,
Houw Quality fhould be accofted,
And how far Honour might be trufted,
What Courtiers Promifes are binding,

And when their Words are worth the minding

Here Statefimen {hould; by Wolfey's Fall,
Be caution'd how they grafp at all 5
And learn of Cecil how to fteer
The Helin, whenthreat'ning Storms are nea
VWhat Tools to bribe, what Caufe to prop,

How far to go, and when to ftop 5
¥or Riders often lofe the Race,

Dy fetting out too {wift a pace.
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Here vicious Governors thould fee
The dire Effe@s of Tyranny,

And how proud Fav'rites have been torn
From Kings, and made the Peoples {corn :
What Vertues reign’d in Ages paft,

When Men were Wife and Women Chaft,
And how whole Kingdoms have been won
By Valour, and by Vice undone:

How Crowns, which purple Seas have coft,
By treach’ry have been gain’d and loft

And how Great Men, mifled by Paflions,

Have prov'd the bane of wealthy Nations:

How Beauty, by engaging Arts,

Hath charm’d the moft heroick Hearts,

And made Imperial Rulers wave

Their Scepters to fome female Slave.
Here all degrees of human Race,

should fee themfelves, as i a Glafs,

And, by a well-digefted Play,

Be taught to govern and obey.

Here
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Here Innocence fhould {ce the great
« Rewards that do on Vertue wait
And Libertintes, that {coft at Priefts,
And maxe the Holy Text their Jefts,
Should in Don Fobn behold the fate

N
Of Princely Rakes, who fin in ftate,
And prove as YWicked as they're Great.

This al{o {hould have been the Seat
Of Languazz, of Humour and of Wi,
Of Mufick, Poetry, and all
‘The plealing Arts Theatrical.

Here Slakefpere to Elizion fled,
And, O rare Ben, fhould live, tho dead,

That their mumnitable Plays,

}
In others, might a Gentus raife, ,
And teach 'em to deferve the Bays, S

Her
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Here modern Wits, by Art, Thoudd court
The Favour of the Neble Sort,
And 1n juft Charalers expolfe,
Sots, Cowards, Proftitutes and Beaps,
Who langh at Vertue, and defpife
The fober Uounfels of the Wide.

.t

Dut now, the Stage revolts ftom thefe -
Dramatick Rules, that us'd to pleafe,

And does, tn.{corn of Wit, impole

Upon the Town, Diuméb Raree Shows,
Compos'd of Vizards and Grimaces,

Fine Scenes, Machines, and Antick Dreffes
As if old Plays were, by the Proud,
Thought too inftructive for the Croud,
Becaufe they thow, in Ages paft,

How evil Statefmen far'd at laft;

Ought therefore to be quite fufpended,
Until the wicked World is mended,

I And
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Aud nothing ‘be allow’d to teach

The Town, but A&ion*wrthdut Speech,

By Wifemen ftil'd, Dumb foolilb Whims,

But b}" learn’d 'Bloc‘khcads'Pf(ﬂi‘m:fm:.f

Here ‘fove transforms himfelf, when mad

For Love, into a Horned Pad,

And then, his raging Luft to pleafe, .

Bulls fair Europa crofs the Seagz

As 1if our StageProje®ors meant,
-When this Dwmé Op'ra they prefent,

T’inform us, by their fpeechlefs fooling;

How Dames of old, like Cows, lov'd Bulling;

Or, that the Charms one Maid pofleft,

Could change a God into a Beatft.

Why not? f{ince Women oft, we find,

New-mould their Hufbands to their Mind,

And Ladies, with their {weeteft Looks,

To Bucks and Rgmis, tarn Lords and Dukes;

N&h
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Nah | ride ‘em, if they bear the Rule, -
As fair Ewrops did her Bull, . |
And wifely make the Nuptial Cralt,

At onge their Holdfaft and their Jeft.

Some damn’d the Bull, upon the Stage,
And thought it gor’d the prefent Age s
I'he blufhing Ladies wifh’d: it thence,
Thro’ Fear the Horns fhould give Offence,
Knowing, by Nuptial Obfervation,

As well as fkiltul Penetration,

That Cuckolds, like Fanatick Meeters,
Are very tender-confcienc'd Creatures,
And always feem much difcontented,
When e’er themfelves are repre{ented.
However, now, all horned Brutes

Are laid afide, to pleafe Cornutes,
And, 1n their room, a Beaft of Prey,
More fierce and terrible than they,

B> Does
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Does from the ditant Gleuds &y down,
And, roaring, {cares the gazing Town
Not only with his peinted Wings,
His Tail, his Tallons, and his Stings,
But with loud Thunder-claps and Light'ning,
Added to make his Looks mere fright'ning.
Therefore, fair Ladies, whea you go
To fee this fad tremendaus Show,
If, by good Luck, you pregnant are,
Take Caurage, or at leafk take care,
This monftrous Enemy i0.Matriage,
Makes you not tjueke and {pill your Porrage;
For dreadful Sounds and Sights uncommon,
Are dang’rous to a breeding Woman.
But I, in hopes to pleale you bet-tef,’
Shall here defcribe this frightful Creature,
In fach a manner as no Bride
May at the fight be ternity’d,
Burt gaze her fill, and not feap lofing
What teeming Ladies gain by "Spoufing.
S I
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In Ballads and in petny Books,
Oft {fupg and f{aid in Chimney-Nooks,
There is an anciont Tale, concerning
One Fauftus, famous for his Learning,
Whofe wond'rous ¥eats, 1n T'imes of yore,
At Fairs and Wakes were lyrick’d o'er,
And made the Sport of rural Sinners,
At Chriftimas Feafts and Wedding-Dinners.
Nor was this Do&or fam'd for prating
Of Hebrew, Heathen Greek, or Latin,
Or, for thofe common Scraps of Knowledge,
By e’ery Dunce pick'd up in Collegen
But for his depth in Magick Art,
As good old Grand-dames do affert,
By which, when ¢'er e wav'd his Wand,
He could whole Troops of Dev’ls command,
And make a thoufand Imps and Furies,
Dance Minpets, Rigadoons, and Bories 5
Force wand'ring Spirits to arife,
And fhow theix Shapes to human Eyes:
Naly! .
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Nah! by his magick -Pow’r, compel : '
The Rev’l himfelf, in {pight of Hell,
To fing a Song, when wife Men know
They have no Harmony below,

Agd that th’ infernal Deminator

Loves Mufick next to Holy-Water : -

It founds not therefore very well,

That Songfters fhould arife from Hell, é
A place where no Muficians dwell,

However, be it falfe or true,
What Books report, and Ballads foo,
By all, who would be well contented,
To have thefe Devils reprefented,
Such Wonders may be heard and feen,
At the Great Booth near Lincolns-Inn,
As do with Crouds their Benches fill, '
Tho' fitter much for Windmil-Hill 4
Qr for the Rounds of Smithfield, where
That Lordly Magtrate the Mayor,

Pro-
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Proclaims a Fair in {olemn Pomp,  **
With twenty Catchpoles at his Rump...

S ] .
" Thus, when inftead of Wit, we find
Dumb Shows, of an inferior kind, ' °
Fit ouly for the Approbationi” - "
Of Mortals 1ty the loweflt S%étidn, R
Whereig 4 ‘huge -Shag-Dragan- flics,

And dancing Dev'lsiin-Créuds arife,
The Stage where Poers thould delight v,
Is then, betome a Hlell o frightus.

‘Nor does-this Pile, wihich heretofore
Was juftly.deem’d a Theatre, = -
Deferve,’ from Harlequin's uncouth
Defigns; a better Name than Bootl -
For whilit the Lafs preferves her Honour,
We put the fiyle of Mard upon ber;
But when corrupted, to ber [bame,

We brand ber with an odicys Naws.
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At this new metamorphos'd Houle,
Where Hell does very oft break loofe,

And where they've little more to brag on,
Than two good Dev'ls and one huge Dragon,
The fam’d Proje&tor of thefe Shows,%
That vex the Wits but pleale the Beaus,
Does, by his Hocus pocus Art,

Make all the gazing Audience Rart,

In reprefenting to their view, |

The Tricks ald Fauffug ys'd to thew,
Hoping e'relong he fhall obtain

The vgith’ring Bays from Drwwy-Lanc,
Therefore poor Harléquin’s {o civil,

To fign a Contrad with the Deval,} é
That the New-Houfe may damn 1ts Rival.
So envious difcontented Wretches

When defpicably poor, turn Witches,
And tben on Broomflaves ride in fiate,
Fo be reveng'd of tiofe they hate.
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! Thus Harlequin, who long had vied

| With Drury-Lane, to low'r its Pride,

| And puzzl'd his contriving Wits,

d To plague his thriving Oppofites,
Labour'd in vain till he became

A Wizard, under Fauffus Name,

And then, by th’ Pow'r of Necromancy,
He charm'd and tickl'd e’ery Fancy,

From mighty Lords, to City Culls,

And from great Ladies, down to Trulls ;
For tho’ fome Folks, in thefe good Days,
Like Puritans, may keck at Plays,

Yet they conceive it no Oftence,

To fee the Do&or’s Devil dance;

And that’s the Reafon, I fuppofe,

Why Saints and Sinners, Bels and Beaus,

In crouds, dance aft'r'im, e’ery Night
He's pleas’d to make himfelf a Sight.
Thus far, my rude unpolifh'd Song

Is but a Proem, tho’ too long,
C And
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And now my Mufe intends to make
The {peechlels Show of Fauftus {pake
That 1s, m Hudibraftick Verfe,

Hec means to lyrick o’er the Farce,
Which, by dumb Afon and Grimaces,
H:is gull’d {o many thoufand Afles;
Dut, left 11hould oftend the Town,

I freely own mylelt as one.

Excule my Mufe) fthe's forc'd fometimes,
T'o ufe tll-natur'd Words for Rhimes,
When really fhe intends no hurt,

But only Snarls to make you {port g

As Madam’'s Lap-Dog does, when eer
\We kifs or touch his Lady fair,

i'vo long ['ve kept you in;fufpence,

I doubr, by dull smpertnence g

Cut now my Mufe has eas’d her Spleen,
Shes ull beginning to begin,

‘Tho' fears, her Farce will only feem,

‘1o Mcn of Sence, the Devil's Dieam.
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IThe Necromancer -
O R

Harlequin turn’d Doctor Fa“uﬂus. |
B |

At I, Scene, The Dotlor's Senaly.

He firft thing Harlequin prefents ye,
Moft humbly hoping to content ye

[s his own Perfon, i the thape

.1

Of Fauftus, whom he (trives to ape,
But drefs'd 1n a Pricifian’s Cc;af,

Or formal Cloak, as if he taught
Some Alley Conventicle, where

The Saints, for good Advice, repair,
Juft fuch a Drefs as, heretofore,

Old Fauftus 1n his Study wore,
When the poor Conjrer was fo civil,
To ftrike a Bargain with the Devil,
Which made the fubterrancan Prince

Of Darknefs, love the Garb ¢'cr {ince,

(C 2 I x-
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Expe&ing each fanatick Brother,

Will Sign and Seal {fome time or other ;
Not fuch as deal in Alms and Pray’rs,

But thofe Religious Conjurers,

Who, tho' they boaft their Gofpel-Labours,
Thro' Envy, make 1t their Endeavours, g
To raife the Dev’l among theur Neighbours.

As Harleg:un with {ober Looks,
Sits mufing near his Shelves of Books,
With his good Genius and his bad,
In white and fable Garments clad,

Contending, 1n harmonious Lays,
To lead the Do&or diff 'rent ways,

But thirft of Knowledge makes him chufe
Th'Advice he’s caution’d to refufe,
Now from a corner of the Skies,
A ftrange Epiftle downward flies,
And fhoots itfelf, diretly plumb,

-Twixt Harle’s Finger and his Thumb.
The
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The Superfcription of which Letter

Is turn'd tow’rds every Speftator,

That Boxes, Galleries and Pit,

Should fee what Hand the Dev’l had writ,
Which, to each curious Eye, appears
As grand as a Commiflioner’s,

Who, when he Signs, will let us fee
He {cribbles by Authority.

But tell me, Criticks, -if you pleafe,

You that are {kill'd in Niceties,

Why does this Lettex from above

Fly dowp, as if it came from Fove ¢

When fome young trap-door Imp, from Hell,
Might have deliver'd it as well 4

For what’s directed from the Clouds,

Seems to be {ent us by the Gods ;

But what th'Infernal Prince difpatches,
To Wizards, Conjurers, or Witches,

Should upwards be convey'd, to fhaw,

“Twas Hocus'd-pocus’'d from below 5

Tho
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Tho’ this their Advocates may fay,
That the Poft-Dev’l miftook his Way,
But that Excufe is next to none,
Since Do&or Harlequin muft own,
There’s not an Imp the Dev'l efpoufes, <
Or tempting Fiend that Hell produces, g
But knows the Road to both the Houfes.

Therefore the Reafon to be given,
Why the Scrowl drbps,; s if from Heaven,
Muft be our Conjurer’s defire
To fhew what Magick lies 1n Wire,
Bynth’ Pow’r of which, we do fuppofe,
All Puppits-move 1n Pﬁppit-Sﬁows,

Leap, tdmble, dance like little Fairies,
And play a thoufand ftrange Figaries,
Which oft delude the fond Speltators,
To vow and {wear they're Living Creaturcs.
Why then fhould fuch ingenious Arts |
Be ridicul'd by Men of Parts 2 '.
When



[ 23 ]

When us’d with Judgment to {urprize
Great Perfons, moft profoundly wife.
O vain attempt ! to thus impofe

On Lords and Ladies, Wits and Beaus,
When, by the way, tho' Juglers Tricks
May puzzle Fools and Country Hicks,
Yet wifer Heads difcern the Cheat,
And, {coffing, laugh at the Deceit.

The Dev’l, who has more 1'raps to takeus,
Than Moufe-trap-builder e’er could make us,
Exhibits, now, Bait after Bait,

T’entice the Do&or to his Net,
Sings like an Angel to allure him,

But can’t, as yet, 11 Bonds {ecure him .
Tempts him with e'ery worldly Good,

To fign the Contra& with his Blood,

Lays him down Crowns and Scepters too,
But {till the Dev’l a bit "twill do.

At laft, by means of fome Adviler,

His {able Highnels growing wiler,

Ke-
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Refolv'd to introduce fo fweet,
So fine, fo charming a Deceit,
That Flefh and Blood, tho’ ne'er fo cautious?
Should net withftand a Bait fo lutheous.
And what d'ye think this {trange uncommon
Expedient prov'd to be, but Woman,
A tempting Dev’l in Helen’s Shape,
On whom King Heéfor made a Rapes
And by his vile adult’rous a&ion
Brousht Jlium into fad diftra@icn :
Accordingly up f{tarts the Shade
Of this alluring pritty Jade,

With Face {o fair, and Eyes fo bright,
Her Breafts {o round, her Skin {o white,

Her Hips {o plump, her Wafte {o {mall,
Her Looks fo Angel-like withal,

"That not a gazing Saint or Sinner,
Could guefs the had the Devil in her 5
Nor had this lovely Grecian Ghoft
Alone thefe foothing Charms to boaft,
But



[ 25 ]

But fung fo fweetly to entice

The Dofor’s Ears, as well as Eyes,
That hie was all on tfire to board her,

As {oon as e’er he’ad feen and heard her,

But that the Devil, who watch’d the Water
Of his new fine bewitching Daughter,
Step'd in between, and would not {uffer
What Fauflus was about to offer,

Or elfe the Do&or would have try'd
Whether his new intended Bride,

Had been equip'd, like other Lafles,

VWith Flefh and Blood, for Man’s Embraces.

Now after all the fruitlels Baits,

The Wiles, the T'raps, the Snares, the Nets,
That Maferfiofiles had try'd,
Aud Harlequin as oft defy’d,

This laft Temptation was {o bright,
That Reafon ftagger’d at the fight

D And
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And as that great Diretor fail’d,
The Dev’l and all his Works prevail'd.

So that poor Fauflus now was ready

To {ign and feal, for one {weet Play-day
With this fine Vifionary Lady.

Thus Beauty, tho’ it’s all but Air,
A gloffy Shade that decks the Fair,
Yet wifer Man cannot fecure
His Breaft againft that fatal Lure,
But when he’s tempted flies in hafte,

To grafp what proves his bane at laft 5

For fo our Zany-Fauftus far'd,

When beauteous Helen's Shade appear’d,
And with her Charms fo ftruck his Heart,
In fpight of all his magick Art,

That he, like other am'rous Fools,

Broke thro’, at once, weak Reafon’s Rules,

i
And yielding to the fair Temptation, 1

In hopes to gratify his Paflion, é
Both fign'd and {feal’d his own Damnation. )

EFron
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Fromhence, we learn what Love will make
Poor Lovers do, for Beauty's fake,
Whofe Pow’r no Mortal can withftand,

T1ll Age has gain'd the upper-hand.

No fooner had the Do&or fign'd
His Contrad to the Devil’s Mind,
Upon Condition to enjoy
The Fair One who had ruin’d Troy,
But unning with extended Arms
To take pofleflion of her Charms,
Young Helen, like a jilting Minx,
From his Embraces downwards finks,
And when poor Fauflus would have kifs'd her
Up ftarts old Belzebub's own Sifter,
An ugly Hag, as lean and frightful
As Envy, and her Looks as fpightful,
So defpicably poor and thin,
As if her Food had only been g
Tobacco Quids and Royal Gin.

D 2 Thus
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Thus he that’s fond, to an Excefs,
Of painted Looks and gaudy Drels,
May fancy his alluring Bride,
An Angel in her wedding Pride,
But when the Damfel’s unattird,
‘T'he Beauty’s fled that he admir'd;
And he that chofe her for her Charms,
NMay find the Devil 11 his Arms,
The Doctor now thought very ftrange
Ot this prepoft'rous {udden Change,
And ftood a while in {uch furprife,
That he could {carce believe his Eyes,
But found, as moft Men do, too late,
His am’rous Folly and his Fate, :
And that the Dev'l had quite undone hiu.
Bv putting this damn’d Trick upon him; l
Thercfore refolvd to triumph oer
‘I h'lnfernals, by his mazick Pow'r,
And make ‘em fervile for the time
Ascrced upon, twixt them and hun

P

Almetts
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l Almoft forgetting to condole

The lofs of his tmmortal Soul,
Which pleas’'d the Dev’l {o wondrous weH,

He laugh’d three times, and {unk to Hell.

Fauftus, of Helen thys berefr,
In mournful Solitude 1s lefr,
And to his Books does now rcpair;
In hopes to find {ome Comforr there,
Striking a Folio with his Wand,
And down it drops mto his Hand,
O’er which he mufing {its a while,
Reflecting on the Devil's Guile.

Tlus be that's guided by [is Lufl,

Dces to a dang’'rous Pilot trufl,

IWho footws bim oft the pleafing Strand,

Or wifo'd for Shore that's near at band, (Z-

Bus drowns bim e're be gains the Land. )

The End of the Firft A&,

A
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A& II. Scene, The Doffor's Houfe.

Was now about the Ides of Fune

When Men and Maids together run
With Forks and Rakes to {pend the Day

In rural Sports and making Hay,

That Fauflus firft began to fhew

The Wonders he had pow’r to do,

Refolving now to make {fome Sport,

And lead a merry Life, tho' fhort ;
Accordingly, as half a Score

Brifk Lads and Laffes pa{s'd his Door,

All dancing in a merry Mood,

Tow’rds Fields adjacent to a Wood,

The Do&or, by his Art, tvell knowing 1
Which way the Nymphbs and Swains were going
Soon follow’d, bearing 1n his Hand :
That pow'rful Staft, his Conjring Wand,
Without the tkilful ufe of which

No Devl would ¢'er rife oft his Breech,

Butg
]

E
:
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But all, like lazy Louts, withftand
The Do&or’s pofitive Command.

i s fubborn Schook-boys ne’er apply
To Book, except the Rod be nigh,
Nor will the fade that's refly, flir,
Without the ufe of Whip or Spur.

| Scene & Hay-Catr in @ Meadow [urrounded
.-_' by a Wood.']

The Doctor now, with nimble Heels,

- Ent'ring the fertile Meads and Fields,
Found fome at Work, fome full of Play,

Some carting, others cocking Hay,

Some lazing on the fhady Banks,
| Some telling Tales, {fome playing Pranks,

Some hungry Clowns difpos'd to gurtle,
Some fucking at the Learhern Bottle,
Whilft thofe that thought a Wher no lez,
Did to their Scythes new edges fet,
And lavifh’d half their time in fidd'ling
About their Tools, to cloak their id'ling.

As
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As Lawyers Clerks, who bate much pains.
Neglectful of thetr Mafters Gains,
Inflead of minding Bonds or Leafes,
Sit whitt'ling ufeful Pens to pieces.

The Dottor having now a fancy
To exercife his Necromancy,
Strikes with his magick Wand the Ground
And ftrait is heard a pleafing Sound,
The Lads and Lafles row! their Eyes
Around the Fields 1n great furprife,
Unable to difcover whence
Arofe thele {weet melodious Strains,
No blind Crowdero, lame and old,
Or piping Swaln, could they behold,
No Fidlers {troling to a Fair,
Or Barber, with his Citern, there
Yet with the Mufick which they heard,
They were at once both pleas’d and {card. |
Like Dam'[els ripe fur Generation,

Ravifl’d “twixt Force and Inclination.

me? 114
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4  Fauffus oblerving fome delighted,

1 And others with his Mufick frighted,
Refolv'd, before the Rufticks parted,

To make the gaping Crew light-hearted
Accordingly, with awtul hand,

1 He waves his diabolick Wand,

I And by his Pow’r compels ‘em all

To dance as at a Buttock-Ball,

! Where Belly-Bobs give no diftafte,

| But Rudenefs pafles for a Jeft,

And e’ery clofe indecent Squeefe,
Betwixt the Navel and the Knees,

Are only taken by the Fair,

To fignify the Love you bear.

When, for fome time, the Revel-Rout
“Had frifk’d their nimble Tails about,
The Do&or, willing to conclude

This merry hoid’'ning Interlude,

Circles his magick Sceptre round
And round, upon the inchanted Ground,
L Till
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Till by the Motions of his Rod,

With now and then a Stamp or Nod,

He does the Clowns together mufter,

And makes ‘em dance into a Clufter g

Then, as directed by the Spell;

They hobble out, fo fare 'em well.
Thus wwhen the Dev'l, as bere’tis (hown us,
Has got an ugly bank upon us,
QOur Bodies and our Minds be teafes,
And makes us do what €'er be pleafes.
Therefore,ye Clowns,frombencetake warning,
And [ay your Pray’rs both Nigbt and Morning,
Then can no Fairies pinch your Arms,
Or Wizards plague ye witn their Charms, ‘
No Hags beflride you in your Beds,
And gallup ye like Hackney Fades,
At Midnight, thro’ the mifly Air,
O'er Hills and Steeples, G-- knows where,
But, as your good old Grandames fay,
Tou may defy, i’ you but pray,



[ 35 |

All magick Spells, or Witches pride,
The Dev’'l and all bis Works befide.

Scene, The Doéler's Houfe.

|  The Do&or, having play'd his Tricks
| Among the Jugs and Country Hicks,

{ Does to his Manfion-Houfe repair,

T’attend his Fortune-telling there,

| No fooner is the Wizard come,

| From the adjacent Meadows, home,

But two young merry Jades make bold,

And knock, to have their Fortunes told.

The Dof&tor's Man_ as arch a Knave
As any Conjurer need have,
Opcens the Door with humble Mein,

And, bowing low, nvites ‘em 1n.

Scene, The Doflor's Study.

Then leads ’em to the Study, where

They filently fit down and f{tare
.

At
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At the Books, Globes, and Allegators,
Huge Snakes, and other monftrous Creatures
Us'd by moft Emp'ricks to delight,
Or rather to amufe the {ight
Of the poor Fools they mean to bite.
Thus Fauftus makes the Maidens wait
A little while, 1n point of State,
At length approaches, and to fhow
His College-Breeding, bows full low.
For you mufl know, that artful Men N
Can bend in e'ery part for Gain, %
Yer (}il toe pride of Heart retain.
The Do&or thus falutes the Lafles,
But not a Word between ‘em pafles ;
For Scholars vers'd in magick Art,
By Signs, their Sentiments impart,
And can another’'s Meaning reach,
By gaping, better than by Speech.
So the Free-Mafons bave a way,
By private Signals, to convey

Toewr
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Their (ecret Minds to ome another,

And can at once command a Brother,

To quit bis Scaffold and defiend

The Ladder, to falute bis Friend s

And this they do, as Fame records,

Without the needlefs found of Words,
Which makesthh illnatur'd World conjelture,
(Inflead of ufeful Arcbitefiure )

They, in Ars Magic, bave fome dealing,
And with the Dev'l a fellow feeling s
For Secrets by [uch numbers held,
Muit be fufpelled, whilit conceal' d, é
Becaufe, if good, they'd be reveal'd,

Fauftus, who 1s, among the reft,
As free a Malon as the beft,
Having thus giv'n, by dumb Exprefiion,
The Maids a filent Salutation,
Now 1mportunes ‘em, by a dSign,
lT'o eat, and drink adGlals of Wine,
The
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Fhe Damfels freely condefcend,

And, No, I thank you, Sir, {fufpend ;
The Do&or thzn lifts up his Hand,

And ftrikes the Wainfcot with Ins Wand ;

Upon which Signal out there ftarts
A Table, fpread with Fowls and Tarts ;

Alfo a Sideboard fill'd with Glaffes,
And Wine to entertain the Laffes,
All conjur'd 1n with {fo much hafte,
'T’amufe the Eye and pleafe the Tafte,
As 1t the Pev’l) give him his due,
Had been both Cook and Butler too s
For Br----n, whole bus’nefs 'tis to pleale
Kich Beaus with coftly Frigafies,
In twice the time, was never able
To farnifh out {o nice a Table.

The Muds now eat and drink their fil,
As rural hunery Stomachs will,
Not thinking that the Doctor’s Feaft
Hid been in Satan’s Kitchen drefs’d,

But
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But fed like any Farmer’s Daughters,
Sufpeding nothing of {uch Matters;
For had they known by whofe kind Aid
Their Banquet had been thus convey'd,
And that Old Nick had cook’d the Treat,
Perhaps, 1 {pight, the Dev'l a Bit é
The fqueamifh Goflips would have eat.
Loud knocking at the Do&or’s Door,

[s now repeated o'er and o'er:

At length two tumbling Knaves, rrufs’d up
In Trunks, like Dancers on the Rope,

Are gravely introducd, to {how

Their Palms, that they their Fatesmay know.

For Comjurers, who Fortunes tell,
Altho’ their Cunning 1s from Hell,
Tet they pretend to Latws and Rules,
By which they cheat believing Fools,
And oft perfwade ‘em to agree,
That fbc:’)f can future (Bance jbrfﬁ’f, %
By Planets, Myoles, or Palmefiry,
AL
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Accordingly the Do&or looks
Upon their Hands as Nature’s Books,-
Examines e’ery Line or Streak,
Tho’ harder to be read than Greek 4
At length, difcovers intheir Palms,
Carts, Gibbets, penitential Pfalms,

Ropes, Nofegays, Pray’r-Books, and a Rout
Of gazing Rabble round about,

The Hangman and a guard of Rufhans,
Lamenting Whores, coach’d up with Coffins,
And all the Marks that could portend

A f{inful Life and thameful End :

Then thinking he by Art had read

What Satan thus had put 1n’s Head,

By Signs, he makes the Tumblers know,

The Rope would prove their overthrow :
They, fearlefs ot their Fate, defpile

The Do&or and their Deftinies,
And {o concluding not to pay
Their Fees, they laughing {kip away.
The
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The Wizard, vexing to behold
Himfelf and Art thus ridicul’d,
Now f{hakes his Wand with Indignation,
And brings 'em back by Conjuration,
Dancing upon their Hands and Heads,
To further entertain the Maids:
Thus plagues the Rogues, t1ll meer Compaflion
Makes him revoke his Incantation,
And then away the Vagraunts {cour,
L.ike Light'ning, from the Door’s Door, é
Dreading what they defpis’d before.
So Orchard-Thieves, as Grandames tell,
Ercompa[s'd by a Midnight Spell,
When early Day-light bas diffolv'd
The Charm by which they were involv'd,
Run bome more wild than Foreft Horfes
As if Old Nick was at their Arfes.
From whence all Mortals may deduce

This exc’lent Rule, of wond'rous ufe 4

k Which
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Which is, TWbo values peaceful Hours,
i ne'er offend Superior Pow'rs.
[¥bether deriv'd from Goad or Evil,

'Tis always fafe, as well as civil, é

To kold & Candle to the Devil,

The Do&or now his Exit makes,
And with him both the Lafles takes :
No fooner has he turn’d his Back
Upon the Claret and the Sac,

But the arch Man, behind his Mafter,
Refolves to make hiumfclf a Tafter 4
Accordinely he goes about

To il 4 thumping Dumper out 4

But Fauftus cheats him, 1n a Joke,

And turns the Wine to Fire and Smoke,
From whence {uch hellith Eumes arofe,
As gave Offence to e'ery Nofe,
Touchiug the Senfe fo piping hot,
That e'ery grave Fanatick thought é
He {melt a fecond Powder-Plot,

This
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This artful .piece of Conjuration,
This pritty witty Tran{mutation,
Commands an Upper-Gallery Laugh,
The while, Pilgarlick marches oft.

Thus many things, we find, wild [lip

As Proverb fays, 'twixt Cup and Lip:

Nothing is fure 1th’ courfe of Fortune,

But Dezth and Taxes, they are cettain,

Scene, a Windwil.

The Miller’s Wife now fteps, by chance,
Down from the Mill to take a Dance
By chance, we fay, becaule we know
There’s not one Motive 1n the Show,
‘That could induce her to become
So merry by herfelf at Home,
Except the Goflip meant, for eafc,
To thake oft her tormenting Flecas,
ThofePlagues that {kip from Breaft ro Dreaft]
And feaft, where Man 1s glad to tafte.

| . The
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The Miller, who abroad had been,
To take a Cup of Ale or Gin,

Returns, does to his Mill repair,

But finds no trufty Helpmate there ;
Comes down and {pies the airy Jade
Frifking her Tail about like mad.

The Miller, pleas’d to fee her Humour,
Chimes in and dances with his Gammar :
Now both their Heels were fo employ’d,
And rtoft about, as 1f they tryd

Who was the nimbleft, who the {trongeft,
And which o'th’two could dance the longeft ;

Juft as they do at Fairs and Wakes,

When Smocks or Gloves are made the Stakes.
At length their a&ive Legs and Thighs,
B'ing weary of this exercife,

They kifs, when they have danc’d their fill;
And trip the Statrs 1nto the Mill,

As if their Inclinations {tood

To {weeter Paftimes, full as good, é

To pleafe the Limbs and {tir the Blood. )
So
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So rakifb Beaus and buxom Fades,
At Buttock-Balls and Mafquerades,
Firft dance, and then away they move
In couples, to refrefh their Love.
The Doctor 1n his hand now takes
A Letter. and his entry makes,
Calls down the Miller from his Dame,
To {end the Bumpkin with the fame.
The Miller, fearing to oftend,
Does at the Docor’s Beck defcend,

And after many Points and Signs,
Receives, and Pocketsup the Lines

But ftill, thro’ Dulneifs, could not find
The Place to which they were confign'd.
The Do&or hufts and ftruts about,

The Miller then begins to flout,

And {ucks his horny Thumbs; to thow
He will not of the Errand go;

The Do&or, angry with the Looby,

To find him fuch a {ullen Booby,
Strikes
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Strikes up his Heels, and turns the Clown
Upon his brawny Buttocks, down:
The Miller, whofe 1mpatient Rump
Grew angry at this mortal Thump,
Starts up, and with his mealy Cap,
Gives Harlequin a dufty flap,

\Which fets the Conjurer a {neezing,
And to his Eyes proves very teafing.
This pretty Jeft, in which does fhine,
So much Contrivance and Defign,

Does {uch a Laugh and Clap coinmand,
From e’ery Mouth and e’ery Hand,

As if our brighteft Wits had been
Projetors of this wondrous Scene 4
Tho fome ill-natur’d carping Fools,
Un{kill'd in new Dramatick Rules,
Sufpedt the Author ftole the whole
From fome old Merry-Andrew’s Droll,
Contrivd to make the Rabble laugh,
And pufh his Mafter’s Packets oft.
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But Quality, 1u this bright Age,
Thofe awful Judges of the Stage,
On whofe drecad Looks, as Poets fay,

Depends the Fate of eery Play,
May, furely, if themf{elves think fit,

Appliud what's neither Senfe nor Wi,

And for their own Diverfion chufe

Dumb Adtion, fuch as Monkeys ufe.
‘The Do&or, having loft fair Helen,
Now wants to have a fellow-feeling
With buxom Foan, the Miller’s Wife,’
And only darling of his Life
Accordingly, to gain his Will,
Upftairs he runs into the Mill,
And at the Window finds the Dame,

With whom he hop'd to quench his Flame,

There gives her Harnelt, in a few

Sweet Kifles, what he meant to do.
The Miller, looking upwards, fees him
About fuch Work as did not pleafe him,

'Then
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Then mounts the Mill; with jealous Heart
And nimble Heels, to fpoil their Sport,
But running to the Window where

He’ad feen the Do&ot and his Dear

From thence they undifcover’d creep,

And at another op'ning peep.

The Miller, growing now as full

Of Furv as a jealous Bull,

Takes it, by what he'ad {een, for granted,
His Horns were planting, 1f not planted:
And thus enrag’d, Revenge he vows,
Upon his Rival and his ‘Spoufe :

But Doltor Harlequin, to fly.

The Danger that appear'd fo nigh,

Climbs the out Cornifh ot the Mill,

But angry Ralpb perfues him ftill]

And round they run, like Rats when Sporting,
Or Rival-Boar-Cats when they're courting,
Endangring, by a Trip or Stumble,

‘Their Necks, at leaft an ugly Tumble,
‘That
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That muft have cool’d the heat of Youth,
And laid the Courage of them both.
But Lovers [eldom fear their Lives,
When Woman draws and Fancy drives.
Now Harlequin with giddy Crown,
Forfakes his rounding and comes down,
The Miller after him, as faft.
As {weet Revenge could give him haft 4
Both eager, one to fhun his Fate,
Which tother hop’d to perpetrate s
Bat Harlequin, whofe-Heels had ftill
The ftart of him that own'd the Mill,
Now climbs the Shrowds unto the rop,
And leaves the Cuckold ttariz up ;
But headftrong Jealoufy, that fears
No Female Traps or Rival’s Snares,
Still fpurs and urges bim to chale
His nimble Foe, from Place 1o iace,
Who {tands aloft, and with his Lauchter

)

T'cafes and dares him to come after:

Cr 1]e
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The Miller highly vex'd hereat,

Begins to climb like any Cat ;

Which Harlequin no {ooner fees,

But jumping quits the Shrowds with eafe ;
And having now again recourfe

1o his old Art, does, by the force

Of Magick, whirl about the Sail,

As faft as 1t 1t blow’d a Gale:

The Miller clinging clofe, thro’ fear

He fhould be tofs'd the L.---d knows where,

Cries out aloud for help, but none

Can ftop his Wings from flying on.

The Wife comes running down 1n haft,
Bceholds the Sight, and looks aghaft, -
Stands trembling, whilft her Looby flies,

With Heels now pointing tow’rds the Skies
Which then again, in half the round,

Are turn'd near Neighbours to the Ground.
This merry Whim(y does obtain

A Laugh from all Degrees of Men 4

)

And
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And when they laugh, you may be fure

The Woemen never look demure.

A Sack of Grain, which had before
Been planted near the Miller’s Door,

In order, as we may fuppofe,

For grinding, when the Wind arofe,

Now takes a {fudden ftrange Figary,

And {kips and dances like a Fairy:

A rare Conceit, the World muft own,

To pleafe the Humour of the Town:
For it muft needs delight the Eye,
Tp [¢¢ a Sack of Wheat or Rye €
So merry, when it's tax'd [o bigh.

The Conjurer, who thus had teas'd
Poor Ralph, and his own Fancy pleasd,
Now flides away, concludes the Jeft,

And leaves the flying Sails to reft.
The Miller’s Man, amazd to fee
His Mafter in this Jeopardy,
G2 But



