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SceNE Lincoln’s ITun Theatrct
FEnter Capricio aird Brainlefs.

Cap. @?Lré"““ dear Brother Brasm-
/eﬁ, how doft do?
Bram. Aswell asyou’ll

lct me, Sir, and the good
natur’d Town, who :ucfo CXtravagant-

ly tond of my cxcellent Performan-
ces

J
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ces, both as a Poet and an A&or,
that 1 am neceflitated to write whe-
ther I will or no, and to repeat the
a&ing ny H'---n's a R---dle almoft
every Week, or I am fo harrafs’d by
the bufy Impertinents, thatIam hard-
ly my {elf. |

Cap. This is to me aRiddle indeed
---- I fuppofe your meaning is, that
you're oblig’d to write whether you
can or no; and to Apc me in your
Occupation, to make your Farces go
down.

Bram. Tll have ye to know, Sir,
'm no Ape, but as much a Gentle-
man as any of our illuftrious Brother-
hood.

Cap. Ha, ha, a Gentleman Ba-
boon ---

Brain, Dem ye, Sir, I am a Man
ot Honour, and ’m never concern’d
i the Part of a Perfon of Quality,
but the Ladies tell me I do it as natu-

ral as if I were a P---r of their own.

Cap‘
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Cap. That’s when you hang by the
Wafte, Brother; at the Window in

your Comedy --- and then you really
look like your {elf.

Bram, What, you vainly imagine,
becaufe I hang by the middle as a

Monkey, therefore I am one of con-
fequence.

Cap. 1 fhould perhaps wrong my
Judgment, did I comparc Mr. Bram-
lefs to a Monkey---- Ye know Mon-

keys have a great deal of Cunning
and Defign; are excellent Politicians

and only want a Capacity of Speaking

to pronounce the Race of Mankind
Fools and Ideots.

Bramm. Nay, 1 don’t know which
are of the elder Family, they or we:
I muft own we bear fo great a Refem-
blance of cach other, that onc wou'd

fwear they cither begot ns, or we
them.

Cap. It may be the Original of
your Family perhaps.

B Bram.
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Brain. Pox take ye; you are fo full
of your Applications and Witicifms,
that there’s no {peaking t'ye----This
is the Fop’s Foitune.

Cap. Not the Match 1 Newgate ,
Brotlfer, I dare fay.

Brasm. No worfe~-~-The Fop’s For
tupe is to go without his Miftrefs, but
my Champion gains his point even
i Newgate.

Cap. And fo 1 fuppole as Matri-
mony and Hanging go by Deftiny,
vou prudently chofe NVewgate as the
fitteft {pot of Ground to accomplifh
your Scene. |

biam. Truly 1 did fo, and ¢en
_ tifqu’d Exccution---- And if Fuols muft
be 7 Fafbioir, my Hero makes a very
agrecable Caielefs Husbaiid, |

Cap. Very pretty ---- {o you pun
upon the Titles to my Plays.

Biram. Your Plays!---- You've not
the Affurance to tell me they are yours,
I know better,

Cap.
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Cap. Sir, theyare the Offspring of
my own Brain, without any Art or
Affiftance from the C--ler of P--flon,
or the leaft §/ip in the Compofure.

Brain. Your Plays arc indeed writ-
ten without Art, [ Afide.] This isyour
Laft Stake, tho’ you had the Courage
of a Xerxes---1 muft tell ye, Brother,
vou are by no means the Author of
any part of the celebrated Pieces which
bear your Name---but I cannot den
that you had fome hand in the D--b/e
G---t, W--—-w's Wi, P-~-la and Iz--ra,
The N---nj---r, and {ome other Pie-
ces, where whole Scenes are ftoll’n,
and the reft mere Farce and Non-
{enfe,

Cap. You audacious Younker, do
you prefume to reproach me withNon-
fenfe? Tcan with great Truch and Af-
furance tell ye, there’s no Perfon in

this‘Agc has equall’d my Dramatick
Performances, for Senfe, Learning,
Raillery, Wit, Repartee, and what
not, in my Comedies; and then in

B Tragcdy,
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Tragedy, I'm like a high Hill in a
barren Country, admir'd and une-
quall’d.

Brain. In your own Opinion.

Cap. And in others too ----1 don’t
do as you do, Brother, father other
Peoples Plays, while they are living
and can fpeak ----Do you know onc
Mr. §---ge?

Bram. Not T, upon my honeft
Word ----1 never faw him in my Life.

Cap. Unlefs it was when you had
W —--is a R---dle from him in Manu-~
{cript--- Y our Memory is treacherous,
Brother.

Brain. 'Y afirm tye 1 don’t know
any {uch Perfon ---- If he has any De-
mands upon me, my Sword will let
him know ---

Cap. What----that its Wearer is a
Coward. -

Biai. Oons, no, thatlamaMan
of Valour--—- and have Aflurance e-
nough to draw it even in a bad Caule.
If Thave been in {fome meafure oblig’d

to
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to him for two or three of the beft
Ads, 1 can bully him out of it, and
like a Statefman, who robs the Pro-
je&or of his Scheme, with a lordly
Air affume the whole Reputation to
my fclf.

Cap. You have mufter’d up a fevere
Simig.

Bramn, 1tis juft, Sir, and I have as
good a Right to it as any fuperior
Don Quixote in the State in Chrifien-
dom,

Cap. 1 thought it would end in a
Don Quixote.

Bram. Two, you mecan---and you
!:he Chi(’.f"'"—'"
~ Cap. 1 never wrote any thing Ro-
mantick in my Life, nor ftole any
Lincs from an Author, but what were
{o obvious to the Reader, that it was
difcoverable with halt an Eye by a
Perfon of the leaft Senfe and Pene-
tration.
Bram.You'venow fpoke the Truth,
for the Senle you have ftolln 1s fo
prefe-
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preferable to the Product of your own
Genius, that it fhines like fparkling
Diamonds added to the Drefs of a
Cook-Wench, or Bellingsgate--- Your
own genuine Works, Brother, are
very well, but they want {fomething
of Fnglifb, Grammar, Wit, &

Cap. Tho’ T had all thefe Defects,
I can compile, Sir, which is more
than you can do; and it is not only
lawtul but honourable to compile from
other Mens Labours.

Brara. As lawful and honourable
as it is to Rob on the Highway; nay
worfc; for in taking of the Purfe you
only deprive the Owner of his Pelf;
but in the other cale, yourob an Au-
thor of his Soul, his Thoughts, Ge-
nius, Lite, and Spirtt,

Cap. Why, Taive the whole World
the liberty of borrowing from me.

Birarm. 1 believe fo---but do you
conceitedly imagine any one will be
o mad as to take 1tz If they do,

thcy’ll
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they’ll be like aMan putting 2 Bucket

into an empty \\;cll, draw up nothing

but Filth and Mire. .

Cap. You mean 2 Well full of clear
tran{parent Water, where the Bor-
rower would find fuch an inexhaufti-
ble Treafure of Wit and Raillery, that
it would fink the Bucket with its pro-
digious Weight.

Bram. And fo be loft~--

Cap. Yes, inevitably loft, to me--

Brams. 1thought fo. Ha, ha, ha.
And whoever finds any of your Wit,
may Kecp it as a certain Noffrum for
all Difeafes. T dare fay the Pofleflor
of it might get barren Women with
Child, and reftore the greateft Age
to \_r iwour of Youth,

Cap. While yours will only arrive
to a Quack Medicine ar bett.

Bram. Brother Quack, for {o you
mult give me Jeave to file my dear
Capiicio in Poctry, it is to no purpofc
for us to abufe onc another; let us pre-

pare
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pare to enter on the Stage and expofe
the Town.

Cap. Agreed ---Pray avoid this Im-
.pertinence for the future; it illy be-
comes a younger Brother of the Stage.

Exnter Ludovicus.

[1d. Hal! the Rmal Fools: How
they {trut like two emulating Cocks
in their Approaches to their featherd

Miftrefs. [Afide.] Bur I muft {peak

to ’em --- My renowned Brothers your
moft obedient.

Cap. My deareft Brother, I'm glad

to lec you.

Biam, And {o am 1 without Re-
ferve--- This worthy, handfome, wit-
ty, ingenious Gentleman is the Prop
of my Stage, Brother C---

Lud. Not {o, Sir, I do you fome
Service by the Appearance of this an-
gelick Perfon of mine on the Thea-
tre---"T1s enough for me tolook and

be
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be admir’d. Tcowd every Night make
fome Lady happy with my’Embraces;;
but tis beneath my fecking, they may
dic and be damn’d.

Cap. Can’t you make your own
Sex happy, Brother; youwve a pretey
{mooth Chin, and a fine blooming
Complexion.

Lud. Tvewrote indeed a little that
way.

Brazi. Have ye not aded too, Bro-
ther? '

Lnd. On the Stage I have.  If you
mean any thing clfe; Pll drav my
Weapon inftantly.,
~ Bram. Ha, ha, 1 thought fo----
and run me in behind Pl warrant ye.

Lud. "Oons, Sir, run ye through
the Lungs.

Cap. Or ftick aLadyalittle lower.

Lind, Dem me, Gentlemen, what
d’ye¢ mean by thefc Affronts> I muft
have Satisfaction: Thefe Infults are
not to be born.  Dem ye, draw C---

(Drawing bis Sword.
C Cap.
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Cap. You fhall foon fee the Initru-
ment of Death and Vengeance.
(Pulls out bis Sword.
Lid. Tl pufh home.
Cap. Agreed; come on.

(They nake oue o two Pafles at each
oz/Je; andathen both tin therr Backs
and i zzwa}r.)

Biam. A Duel manfully fought ;
this is agreeable to (---’s former Ex-

ploits ; but | thought my Brother L--
was a better I\mght Errant.

Lrd. Pve the beft on’e.

Cap. Thatsfalfe, Pvethebefton't;
afk your Life, Sir.

Bram. Pho, yow've both the worlt
on’t: I never faw fuch a Duel in my
Life ---a Battel without Blood{hed.

Cﬂp [ave a care you're not toq

free, Brother, EOOd Nature and Cou-
rage muit not be abus’d.

Brein Ha, ha, Courage---{o the

Fiench ran away courageouﬂy from

the renown’d Augls/b Hero, the Duke
of 11[(22 b f!”/./

Cap.
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- Cap. This 1s intolerable ---- Sir |
there's Battle with Bloodfhed.
| Bieakie s Head,
Bram, This 1s kindly done, Bro-
ther; Im oblig’d oye--- Tl call the
Conftable to proteét my Valour: You
{hall fee what T'll do when he comes,
you caregious Coward. [ foxu,
Cap. Tll follow ye---bue not to
make a Trial of this Valour you pre-
tend to be Mafter of. | )'_:xi/.
Lnd. Away, ye Scoundrels: Now
Pve time to admire my glorious {clf.
Was ever any Man fo handfome, fo
extremely beautiful as Tam: My Face
has all the Blooms and Charms that
our Sex can afford, My Lyes like
moving Plancts protract the Sight of
the moft numerous Audience. My
Lips fo fofr; what Female would not
withtoliveand dic inthefe Arms! My
exact Proportion, {trong, handfome
[imbs, the Ladics view with a lan-
guithing Lyc; then T eread the Stage
like a God. My Garte and Aiy ravith
C2 all
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all Spectators: And now I'm become
a Poet T am compleat.

Fater Grimaldo /j?/ieﬁi;zg.

Gium. A compleat what?

Lud. A compleat Gentleman, Sir.

Grm, A complear Idcot.  [A-

frde.] What, a compleat Wit, Poct,
and A¢or:

Lad. Yes, Tm every way accom-
plif’d. T have Lines {uficient of my
own compoling agreeably to entertain
a Cougieve or a Pope for a Month to-
gether, and can repeat them with a
Grace.

Grusa. But that's againft the Man-
ners, Brother, and the Modefty with
which every Perivn but an Actor ought
to be endow’d.

Lud, Tam glad you allow your Fra-
ternity a Liberty beyond other People,
otherwife T don’t know what wou'd
become of pooy Colly.

Grim,
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Grim. But this Liberty cven in us
Latitudinarians may be purfu’d too
far, and be cenfur’d Prefumption and
Impertinence by the Criticks.

Lnd. Dem the Criticks: Let them
find fault with my inimitable Comedy
it they can---Pve by one Eflay made
my {elf immortal.

Grom, 1 mult own your Comedy is
inimitable.

Lud. You arc right; youfpeak Iike
a Judge of Wit.

Gron. It is not to be mmitated by
any Perfon of Wit, Senfe, Mode-
by, &

{ad. Ha! Why not:

Gimm. Becaule they would abufe
their Talents: And for your Immor-
tality | T dare fay ’us not for your
Poctry.

l.ad, What then »

Grun. Your Nonfcanfe and Pro-
phanencfs.

L.rd. Ha, am I prophane, Brother 3
impoflible--- And then for its Senfe, 1

1111
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am f{ure it is very {upcrior to your no-
table Performance, which has a Title
only to fupport it; the Play it felf is
the Excrement of Wit, and Quintif-
fence of Nenfenfe ---- Nonfenfe not
equall’d on this or any other Thea-
tre, in this or any other part of the
World.

Grun, You're in a Paflion, Brother.
---"To be plain with yein return, your
Play fubfifts by a Chara&er (tho’ abo-
minably wrote) which would not be
%ermitted to appear on any Stage in

#rope but that of Greas Brutatn ----
Tho’ indeed we can very well bear a
Scene we are perhaps too well acquain-
ted with.

Lud. Sir, Naturc is at all times per-
mitted to be reprefented on the Thea-
tre, tho’ deprav’d and vitiated.

Gizm. It feems to be natural in
the Author, I confefs; but contrary
to Naturce with all others. ,

Lud. To what purpofc is it to talk
with a Fool:

Griin.
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Grim. 1 am no Fool, Brother,---
but as compleat as your felf.---1 can

Plot and Duﬁgn

[nd. So can a Monkey.

Grimm. Equal to Ludovicus, who
fancies him?clf' above Mankind; and
would fain fucceed in damning the
Stage by Writing, aswell as in a&mw
Farcwel. [lsx:t

Tud. 1 can A& like a Gentleman,
you only Burlefque the Comedian ;
and I can write, Sir.

Linter Spill-wit.

S§pil. You can write your Name, |

.fup}rofc.

[ nd. 1can write aPlay, Sir.  What
Bufinefs have you here: Do youthink

your Buffoonry will be approv’d by
Men of Wit.

Spall. Well plaid Sir Ludpvicus Vam-
wit---Tll warrant no body muft pre-
{fume towrite, now ycu have taken up
the Cudgels, but your mighty felf. ---

I'll
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Fll have ye to know, Sir; T hdvea
Genius towrite; and, to convinge ye
that I'm no Pretender, Tl read ye a
Prologue of my Lompoﬁnﬂ to /) -—-u's

1,

True Wit to Night you fce expoyd to View,
O Woader firanye, that in a Woman too;
But what is Wit 2—— why Wit is only this,
Not Litc and Spitit, Froth and Emptine(s ;
A Bt of Wind let loofe, fovoid of Artt,
Onc wou'd c'en take it for a harmlefs Fart;
From Dawd dcfcended, as fome Authors tell,
For Wit Obicenity now pafics well :
Whatdid times paft procced from deepceft Senfc,
With us is Folly and Impertinence 5

And all ye Females, tho' this Wit ye raftc,
Your Senfe is quickefl fill below the Walte :
Then draw the Curtain, with Applauft begin,
And teach both Scxes here the way to fin,

- Lad. This Prologuc is excellent ;
who could have thowrht the honcﬂ:
?lel-u.,m Author of 1o hne a Compoli-
tion? but you might have omirted the
Woman’s Walte. |
Spill.
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| Spff/. If I had done Ib',‘ [don’t doubt
but you -woul‘d hal\-'c fuon bccn 1~
bout 1t. . .
Lud, Not 1, upon my Word.
Spill. By your Motto to jour Play
you fhou'd: 3

Frvors lke Straws upon the Snrface floze,
They thatwortd feek for Geyrs vimf? drve
belpw. |

An excellent Motto----which.1 thus
expound. A Woman’s Fact may be
faulty, ‘but 1f youwould find the allu-
ring Jewel, a Hair Ring; .or fo, you
muit cxamine belowly” below, Brother,
18 not this your Méani_'ng'?:' L

Lud. Abominable Con{tru&tion ---
my Mecaning 15 plain.—-- Ertors are
light and appear to View more than
what is really good, and meritotious;
as Filth moves upon the top of the

Sea; and the Pearls are found at the
bottom.

D $pill.
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Sp:l. 1 find there’s a Water Courfe
ftill in the Cafe, and either with your
or my Conftru¢tion a Man would be
in great Danger of being caft away.

Lud. Y thought by your Prologuc

you endeavour’d to bring this low Wit
into Difgrace.

Spdl. You miftook me, Brother; I
ant for ity for 2 very good Reafon.

Lud. What is that, pray?

Spill. Very fubftantial, upon my
Word.

Lud, Prithee ont with it.

Sptil. *Tis becaule you and I, and
the reft of our Brothers here and 1n

Dsury Lane are Malters of no other.
Lud. You {peak well for your {clf,

but pray don’t bring us Writers in for
your Juftification.

Spill. Bring you in to jultify me! 1
fcorn your Words, Sir; Iam juftify’d
by the whole Town ----’Tis I alone
which fupport this Play-Houfc--- My
Wit, Sir, is fo rchn’d, that it makes
.the whole Audiencz, Pit, Boxes, and
Gallery
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Gallery laugh and clap me extrava-
gantly.

Lud. Some laugh at your Wit as
they imagine, but molt of ’em ar your
Folly; and for the Girls in the Pir,
you know ’tis their bufinefs to clap.

§pill. Wow'd any thing but the low-
eft Pretender to Poetry be guilty of
{uch a vile Pun? '

Lud. Punning, low Punning, Sir,
is in Vogue with Men of Wit.

Spill. By Men who've loft their Wit
you mean, who for want of it defcend
to the loweft Quibbles and Conun-

drums; and oftentimes come off by

the Lee,
Lud, We've had cnough of this at

prefent. ---<- Here comes Sir Andrew

Artlefs; 1 leave ye to entertain your
worthy Friend with the Rules og' the

Stage, for I hear he has begun upon
a Play. Adicu, [1&}:,

D2 Enter
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E/te; Szf Andrcw Artlcfs

Sit And. Dear Spill-wit T rejoice ta
fee thee.

Spdl. 1 humbly thank you, Sir.

- Sir Avd. Well, have ye read thro®
my Play

Spill. Yes, Sir, Thave with a great
deal of Care and Circum(pection.

Sir And, How d'ye like it

Spil. Tdon’t know. | Afde.] Ad-
mirable well, Sir. ---- But what d’ye
cali i, a'T racrcdy or Comedy :

911‘1‘//%/ Neither.

Spdl. A Tragi-Comedy, 1 f{uppofe.

Sir Aud. No.

Spdll. What then, Sir Audrew?
 Sir Aud. An Entertainment for the
Whimfical. |

Spill. Why not a Whimfical Enter-
taimment:?

Sir And. By no means; that quite
alters my Defign. ‘

Spill.
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Spidl. Have ye any Defign in
then:

Sir And. Pugh, what a Quefltion
that is? Why I defign you to act che
principal Part.

Spdl. 1 thought fo: Wharam I to
be then?

Sir And. You're to be the Powder
Monkey, my Dear.

Spl. A glorious Hero truly. -----
To be plain, Sir Audrew, T'd have ye
writc a new Play, and I llgwa ¢ fome
Rules for your Afliftance in the Coms

Pofuon

Sir And. Do then, proceed.

{Jl// It you write 2 Comedy you
muft begin in aHurry; and end Calm-
ly ; and if 2 Tragedy, begin Calmly
and end in a Hurry.,  You ought to
have a fine Gentleman for your Hero
in Comedy, and a great Warrior in
Tragedy. ---- The Plot is to be hncly
laid and furprizing ; the Incidents
well work’d up, and cvery Characker

Inter-
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interwoven in the Plot. A Unity of
Timeand Placeisto be obferv’d ; there
muft be no {train upon Reafon, every
thing oughtto be probable; and there
{hould be no Ob{cenity.

Sir And. But may I not write a Play
either with or without aPlot 2 —-1 can
make aPlot without aPlay, and pray
why not a Play without a Plot

Spell. A late Writer has done it, |
confels.

Sir And. Tll lay the Scene of a Co-
medy. --- Let me fee---Scene the De-
vil’s Arfein Peak, opening with Thun-
der, Lightning, Canonsroaring, Fire,
Smoke, &’c. and two Dragons hght-
Ing.

%’pil/. O Lord, Sir, thag’s Tragical.

Sir And. No, 1 mean Whirlwinds,
Tempefts, Storms, Shipwrecks.

Spil. Both wrong, Sir Andrew.

Sir And. TheDevil’sin’tif this ben’t
a beginning with a Hurry, and more
than commonly entgrtaining, -

Spill,
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Spill; You fhould introduce your
Hero in a Hurry of Bufinefs, Sir, laying
his Plot; concerting Meafures to ef-
fect his Intrigues.

Sir. And. Now 1 have ic----Scene
Lincolirs [nn Theatre. ---- Enter Bel-
zebub with a dark Lanthorn, and a
Match in his Hand, juft going to
fet Fire to a Train of Gunpowder.

Spill. You're wrong ftill, Sir.

Sir And. Why certainly this is Plot-
ting, or I don’t know what 1s.

Spil. 1t is plotting too deep, Sir
Andrew, --- Y ou talk more like a Sol-
dier than a Poet.

Sir And. Y1l begin once more ----
Scene a Chamber----Enter four Por-
ters and tofs the Hero in a Blanket;
they fet his Miftrels on her Head, and
run down Stairs.

Spi//. VWorfe and worfe.

oir Aud. 1 think this is fetting out
in a Hurry, and very fairly for the
Gallant to be Mafter of the clovenSpor.

Spill
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.5;0}/[. What when he has {een it?
--—- This will not do, Sir Audrew
~--- Begin thus ----- Scene an Antj+
chamber, enter Lord Amorons, Lord
Am. Here; Tom, buckle my Shoes;
air my Shirt; button up my Breeches;
drefs me; comb out my Peruke;
bruth my Clothes ; carry this Let-
ter to Lady Awela ; run with all
Speed; tell her P'm coming to Gray's
[in Walks as quick as the Wind; call
me a Coach; make hafte, make hate,
Slave.

Sir Aud. This is the Hurry you
mean; well, T underftand ye----Il
go home and contrive my Plot; and
the Scenc 1 think thall be w Terra -
cognita,

Spill. Very good ; ’tis a pleafant
Country, and you may take great Li-
berty in your Adventures.

Sir And. When will ye call on me,
at mv Houfe?
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Spill. ‘To morrow , Sir: By that
time you'll have defign’d your Dra-
matss Perfone.

Sir And. Do {o: T'll exped ye.

[ Exnt.,

Enter Capricio, Brainlefs, Ludovicus,
and Grimaldo.

Cap. Pox on’t, I've had a damn’d
unlucky Stroke acrofs my Pate, -----
That fad Dog, Sir Harry Carelefs,
whom [Dve portraited in my Play,
has faid his Cudgel upon me unmer-
cifully.

Bram. Did you fhew no Refent-
ment 3

Cap. No, nonc atall, my Dear.
---- T was above it. ----But 1 refolve
to handlc him, at a diftance, upon the
dStage.

{nd. A diftant Argument is never
{o good as a clofe one, Brother, efpe-
cially where there’s a Cudgel in the
Cafe,

I Spill.
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Spil. Allow me the clofe one and
(tand clear.-~-- But, Brother Whim-

fical , I'm afraid amongft us we
fhall difgrace the Theatre, which

in Times paft has been equally re-
nowned for producing Men of Valour,
as in reprefenting the glorious A&tions
of the greateft Heroes of Antiquity.

Cap. The Times arc alter’d: It is
now moit fafhionable to turn one’s
Back —~--

Grzi. Ay, fo it is, Brother. -----
Prefervation i1s to be valwd at any
rate.

Cap. Right----But now we arc af-
fembled together, letus agree to write
a Comeay in Conjunction. ---- We're
capable of doing great things, Gen-
tlemen; It we exert our Talents, we
can fufitcently fupply the Kuely/b The-
atre with our own excellent Produc-
1ONK,

{ad, TTal he ralks like a Man of
{ende,

r-t

Doani,
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Bram, He does fo---- and 1 have
now by me a Tragedy, a Comedy, a
Farce, and a Mock-Opera, all ready
for the Stage of my own Authorfhip
and contriving.

Cap. Wonderful Induftry.

Bram. They have only one fmall
Fault.

Cap. What is that, pray?

Bram. Why they won't act --- they
read admirable.

Spill. Yes, they read admirably in-
deed; and fo do the Produtions of
Merry Audiew in Moospelds. | Afide.

Cap, This is a melancholy Story.

Grim. Notlikeyour Bulls aird Bears,
Brother.

Cap. Pugh, a Man can never write
onc {illy thing, but he's for ever afeer
the Subjc‘f:t of Ridicule,

Lud. Wave this Difcourfe ---- and
let us to the Bufinefs in hand --- fome
notable Performance which fhall fur-

prize the World, and ¢ain us all im-
mortal ] fonour.

L2 Spdl,
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§pill. Then four eminent Bl---ck-
heads will be immortaliz’d. | Afide.
Cap. Agreed ----- What fhall we
call 1t 2

Biain. The Brwifb Theatre.

Cap. Aworthy Gentleman and my
Friend 1s writing that already.

Bras. An unlucky Thought; and
you have forfeited your Government-
fhip by it.

Cap. *Tis no matter for that; the
Chiet Governor will retrieve the
palt Mif-conduct by his unparallel’d
Knight Errantry.

Biazz. But what fhall we call the
mn}‘f’

(Z;O. The Herorck /%703’, a Tra-
oedy.

Biazi. The Coiipleat Coxcornb, aCo-
medy.

[od, The Faulifh Don Qiurxote ) 3
Tragi-Comedy.

Givin, Chrze-Chace, an Opera.

SpAlo The Tocaticeal O] aFarce.

(}Q?.
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Cap. Excellent---- We'll away and
do fomething wondrous.

750 Wit with Players, tis well known,
15 [tarce,
We can together club a witly Faree,

THE
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Ol De=nw=s as Senior then fir} did advance,
The Bays claim'd for Maswling 1he Clergy and France
The other Pretenders call'd damnable Iools,

FI2's only a Poct by Anftotlc’s Rules.

Then Pt came up and demanded the Choice,
fis Right firait proclaindd wvith a laudable Toice s
He wwrote of a Ladle fix'd in the vight place,

The Moral yeu'll find in the old Woman's A—fe,

P—pcloldly approaching, now kiock'd at the Door,
And of great Apollo the Bayy did implores
[e Vs el could handley declai’d i great calm,
Button’s Wits be made Maggots, burlefgu'd the firft
Pfalin.

The City Phefimcemn, L0 Pl and Bis Pack,

Tlei caie with Liy Folios 1,4 tg his Back,

Porter's
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Porter’s Strength they requir'd, to Apollo be prefl,
Said be wrote of a Female naked fine dreft.

Sir Re==d the Tatler next rofe to do Hononr
70 learned Apolloy the Laurels great Donor ;
And told bisn be conld not in Fuftice mifcarry,

His Dirge was [o melodious wrote on Queen Mary.

The facetions J==n G==y now came to the Bar, |
Aud early bis Right to the Bays did declare
trong bis Back and bis Taily bis Flights flill were high,

And call’d for a Fury of Women to Try.

To the Courty like Skeletony \N —=={te=ed thcn turi’d,
And <with Frown o bis Look cach Poct be [purn’'d
But [aid to Apollo be mcrited Piaife,

The' Weak cvere bis Lines be expeéted the Bays,

X ——¢ bafily folliw'dy dewiauding the Prize,
Tv fec fuch a Crowding with Rage fill'd his Eyes;
1 H J
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e Addifon’s Elegy wrote with Applaufe,
1€ Nonfenfc his Talent, was Doflor of Laws,

Tom De=fey with Bagpipey next snade bis Ape
pearance,
And to the High Coust be paid low bis Deference,

Iis Claios was meft Righteous all Iutereft apart,

Fle Sonmet Lad snade on the Theme of a Fart.

Then Geeddemmnt faid truly that be bad befp Morit,
If leayned Apollo wonld pleafe bus to hear it

e keps the Pretcuders in dwe flill as Foes,. .
And Mufick conld make by the belp of bis Nofe.

At lengsli there came Se=tlc with Errant fo frange,
He fain swould the City for Court Lanrvear change
Since filrd up of late <vith Men leatt deferving,
FHop'd Apollo wor'd gri't bimto keep bim [rom flarving,

E But
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But firaitway great E={—=n attends on the Court,
And fwore that bis Worfbip was the fitteft for's,
His Head was the largeft of any there prefent,

And ventitle bim more it had the \caft Brains in'z.

Next T in the Rear comes baflily on,

And told >em be came from the Mount Hclicon;

That of the whole Tiibe there be only was fit,

For as be was Statelman of courfe was a Hit.

Now Th—b—Ids made way, with bis dull filly Grin,

Expectinz by Pedantry Favour to win,

He many fine Picces bad wrote in bis time,

Ard if Senfe theve be noney be's [ure there is Rhime.

Bt BeCkwwammem young, who there came from a Punk,
Said he had beft Righty who ofteneft was drunk ;
This rightly confider'd, his Inf'reff was good,

And bop'd that his Merit wis well underfiood,
Nexs
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Next ]——badmmfng, tho' Modeft bis Face,
Put in bis juff Claim for the great Laureat’s Place
His Lives of the Poets, and IWorks fhould prevait
e boldly infificdy and his Bawdy ‘Talc.

Then Seam\emel came laft, in a downlooking Plight,

And damning "em ally e fwore none there con’d wwrite

But himfelf alone;, who the Mufes did prect,

And be wrote a fam’d Walk to St. James’s Street.

Their Speeches deliver'd, Apollo unus'd,
To fuch {lender Menity th' Election vefus'd,

But Yemmeent appointedy for bis faireft Claim,
TiOffice to hold 'till another be did name.

FINIS.



