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P R EF 4 C E. v

Bir thould any Error of my Pen awaken' Clariff.-
Benileiwm to enlighten the World with his Amnotari-
ens on our Atithor, Ifhall nor shink thatthe leatt Res
ward or. Happinefs arifing. to me from thefe my En-
deavourrs. |

I fhall wavear prefent, what hath- caufed {uch Fcpt%s
in the learned World, Whether this Piece was origi-
nally wiitten by Shakefpear, tho’ certainly that, ‘were
it true, ‘muft add a.confliderable Share to'its Mecrit3 e
fpecially, with fuch-who are {o generous as to buy
aud to commend what they never read, from an im-
plicit Faith in.the Author only: A Faith! which our
Age abounds-in as'much, as it can. be called deficient
in any other. .

Let it fuffice, that the Tragedy of Tragedies, or, The
Life and Death of Tom Thumb, was written in the
Reign - of Queen Elizabeth, Nor can the Obje&tion
made by Mr. D, That the Tragedy muft then have
beent -antecedent to the Hiftory, have any Weighe, when
we .conlider, That tho’ the Hiffory of Tomb Thumb,
printed by and for Edward M ry at the Look-
ing Glals on London-Bridge, be of a later Date; il
muft we fuppofc this Hiftory to have been tranf{eribed
from fomc 6ther, unlefs we fuppofe the Writer there.
of to be infpired: A Gift very faintly conten.
ded for by the Writers of our Age.  As to this Hifto.
ry’s not bearing the Stamp of Second, Third or Fourth:
Edicon, Ifec but lirtlein that Obje&ion ; Editions be.
ing.very uncertain Lights to judge of Books by: And.
verhaps Mr. M r may have joined twenty Edis
‘tlons In one, as Mr, C—=!/ hath ¢re now divided one
into twenty.

Nor doth the other Argument, drawn from the litt]le -
Carc our Author hath taken o keep up ro the Letter
of the Hiftory, carry any greater Force, Are. there:
not Inftances of Plays, wherein the Hiftory is fo pere
verted, that we can know the Herozs whom they cea
lebrate.by no other. Maiks than theiv. Names? Nay,do-
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we. nct find thefame Charaéer placed by.different Poets-
in fuch different Lights, that we can difcover not . the
leaft Samenefs:or evenLikenelsin the Features. The So-
phonisba of Mairet, and of Lee, is a tender, paflionate,
amorous Miftrels of Maffiniffas; Corneille, and Mr.
Thomfor give her no other Paflion but the Love of her.
Country, and make her as cool in her Afteftion to

Maffiniffa as 1o Syphax. In thertwo latter, fhe refems-
bles the Charalter of Qucen Elizabets; in the two
former, fhe is the PiGture of Mary Qucen of Scotiand.
In:thort, the one Sophonisba is as different from.the
other, as the Brutus of Voltaire, is from the Marizs

]‘Lm-,of QOtway sy or asthe Mizerva is from the Venus
of the Ancients, - | 1

Let us now procced to a regilar Examination of the
Tragedy beforeus. In which 1 fhall treat {epararcly
of the kable, the Moral, the Chara&ers, the Senti-
mients, and the DiGion.  And . frit of the

Fabla; which | take to be the moft imple imagin-
able; and, ro ufe the Words of an eminent Author,
« One, regular and.uniform, not charged with a Mul-
€ giplicity of fcidents, and yet affording {everal Revo-
¢ lutions of Forrunes; by which the Paflions may Dbe
€ excited, varied, and driven.to their full Tumuit of
¢ Emotion. = Necr is the ALétion of this Tragedy
lefs great thanuniform. The Spring of all, 1s the Love.
of Torn Thumb for Huncamunca, Wwhich: caufeth the
Quarrel between their Majeftiesin the firft At ythe Paf-
fion of Lord Grizzle in the Second;. the Rebeliion,
Fall of Lord Grizzle and Glumdalca, Devouring of.
Torn Thumb by the Cow, and that bloody Cataftrophe

in the Third. *

Nor is the Moral ofthis excellent Tragedy lefs no-
ble than the Fables it reaches thelz two inftrucive
1cllons, viz. That human Happinefs is exceeding trans
ient, and, That Dearh is the certain End ot all Mcn
the former whereof is inculcated by the faral End of
Lo Thamb ; the latter by that of all the other Parfo-
nages. | . The
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H, Scriblerus Secundus,

HIS
PREFACE.
THE Town hath feldom been more divided in

. 1ts-Opinion, than concerning the Merir of the
-~ following Scencs. . Whilft fome publickly. af.-
firmed,. That no Author could producefo fine:a Piece:
‘'but M. Pesmsemes, others have  with ay much' Vehes-
mcnce ifified, That no one could wrire-any. thing fo:
bad, bur Mr. F Py
Nor can we wonder at chis Diflention about its' Mes
rit,. whenr the learned. World have not unanimoufly:
decided even: the. very Nature of this Tragedy. For:
tho’ moft of the Univerfities in Exrope: have honoured
it. with.the-Name of Egregium ¢ wmaximi pretii opus,
Trageediis. tam antiquis guam novis longe anteponendun 3
Nay Dr. B hath pronounced, Cirigs Mevii Ene-
adem quam Secribleri ifiius Tragediam banc crediderim,,
cujus Autoremns Senecam ipfum tradidifle haud dubité.
rims; and the great Profefior Burmsan hath fliled. Toms
Thumb, Feroum omnium Tragicorum facile Principem.
Nay, tho’ it hath, among other Languages, becn tran-
flated into. Dutch, and cclebrated with grear Applaufe
ar Amfierdam (where Burlefque never came) by the
Titde of Myrheer Vander Thumb, the Burgomafters
receiving it with that reverent and filent Attention,
which becomerh an Audicnce at a deep Tragedy.: No}tl-
| Witile
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with{tanding all this, there haveé not been wanting
forme who have reprefented thefe Scenes ina ludicrous
Lights and Mr. D~ hath bcen heard to fay wich .
fome Concern, That he wondered a Tragical and
Chrnifhan Nation would permit a Reprefentarion on
its Theatre, o vifibly defigned to nidicule and extir-
pate cvery thing that is Great and Solemn among us.

This learned Critick and his Followers, were lcd
into {o great an Error, by that furreptitious and pira-
tical Copy, which ftole laft Year into the World; with
what Injuftice and -Prcjudice to our Author, I hope
will be acknowledgzed by cvery one who fhall happi.
Iy perufe chis gentunc and original Copy. "Wor can 1
help remarking, to the grear Praife of our Author, that
however imperfe@ the former was, ftill did even that
faint Refemblance of the true Tom Thumb, contain
fufficient Beauties to give it a Run of upwards of For-
ty Nights, to the politeft Audiences. But, norwith-
ftanding that Applaufc which it received from all the.
beft Judges, it was as feverely cenfured by fome few bad |
oncs: and [ believe, rather malicioufly than ignorant-
ly, reported to have been intended a Burlefque on the
loftieft ’arrs of Tragedy, and defigned to banifh what
we generally call ine Things from the Stage

Now, if 1 can:fet my Country right in an Aflair of .
this Imporrance, [ fhall lightly efteem any Labour
which it may coft. And this | the rather undertake,
Firft. as it is indeed in fome meafure incumbent on
me to v.ndicate myfclf from that {urreptitious Copy:
before menrtioned, publifhed by {ome ill-meaning Peo-:
ple, under my Name: Secondly, as knowing my {clf .
more capable of doing Jultice to our Author, than- a-
ny other Man, as | have given my {elf more Pains to
arrive at a thorough Underftanding of this little Piece,
having for ten Years together read nothiag clie; in
which Time, [think | may modeftly prefume, with
the Help of my Englifh D.¢tionary,to comprehend all
the Mecanings of every Word in it B

' ut



PR EFIA4CE ix
our Author excelleth in both. He is very rarely with~ .
in fight through the whole Play, cither rifing higher
than the Eye of your Underftanding can f{oar, or fink-
ing lower than it careth to ftoop. But here it .may
perhaps be obferved, that I have given more frequent
Inftances of Authors wlhio have imitated him i the
Sublime, than in the contrary. To which I anfwer,
Firft, Bombaft being properly a Redundancy of Geni-
us, Inftances of this Nature occur in- Poets, whole -
Names do more Honour to our Author, than the Wri.
ters in the Doggrel;which proceeds from a cool,calm,
weighty way of thinking, Inftances whereof are moft
frequently to be found tn Authors of a lower Clafs.
Secondly, That the Works of {uch Authors are difh-
cultly found ac all. Thirdly, That it is a very hard .
Task to.read them, in order to extrat thefe Flowers
from them. And Laftly, It is very often difficule to
tran{plant them ac all5 they being like fome Flowers
of a very nice Nature, which will flourith in no
Soil but their own? For it is eafy to tranferibe a
Thought, but not the Want ofone. The Earl of Ef-
fex, for Inftance, is a little Garden of choice Rarities,
whence you can fcarce tranfplant oneLine fo as to pre-
ferve its original Beauty. This muft account to the
Reader for his miffing the Names of fcveral of his Ac-
quaintance, which he had certainly found here, had I
ever read their Works; for which, if | have nota juft
Efteem, 1 can at.leaft fay with Cicero, @ us non cosn-
temno, quippe qua nunquam legerimn. However, that
the Reader may meet with due Satisa@ion in this
Point, | have a young Commentator from the Univer-
{ity, who is reading over all themodern Tragedies, at
five Shillings a Dozen, and colleéting all that they have
ftole from our Author, which thall fhortly be added
as an Appendix to this Work.

Dram~



Dramatis Perfone.

King . Arthur, A paflfionate fort of King, Huf:
bandto-Queen Dollalalla, of whom he ftands
aficcfein Fear; Fatlierto Huncamames, whom
hetsvery fondof; and in Love with Giww-
daliis, |

T o Thumb the Great,. A.little Herowith.a gICAt oy, N
Soul, fomething violemut in his Temper,which '§ Yﬂlmg_

G 152 liiéfle abated by his Lmel;fgff Hui:’c_t{:‘m‘unmf.__ » Perbnycks-

haf of Gaffar Thumb, A whimfical fort o '
Shott. ° " | " JMe ey

Lord Giizzle; EXtremely zealous for the:Li--p
berty of the Subje&, very cholerick in his @ M, Fones
‘Temper,, and in Love:with Huncammnca..

Merlin,, A Conjurer, and in fome {fort Father ] M. Hallaw
tO Torms Thumb.

Naodle,~ Courtiers in-Place; and confequently ]M‘f--r Reynoldse

Dnnd&,]f of that Party that is uppermoft,. JAMI. Wathan.

Faodle, A Courtier that isiout df Place, and ] M. Ayres.

. confequentiy.of that Party chatisundexmoft. I

-

MIEM‘IIII#’:

Basliff, and.- _ g MY, Peterfon, -

Follower, JOf thePaety ofithe Plaigue |y Hickg.

Larfen; OF the Side of the Church, L Mz, Warfim..
WOMEN.

Queen Dollalella, Wife to King Airthar, and'y
Mother to Huncamuncs, a 'Woman entifely
Fauiltlefs, {aving that fhe is-a lictle given to
Dunk; @ little too- much a Virdgo towardsg
her Husband, and in.Love with Tom Thxmb, )

The: Princefs Huncamunca, Danghter to. theiry.
Majelties King Artiiur andQueen Dollalolla, f
of a very{weer; gentle, and arnorous Difpo-
fition, equally in Lowve with Lord! Grizzle
and Tem Thumb; and:defirous: torbe married
.to them bgth:. | o™

Glumdalca; ofthe Giants, a Captive Queen,be-. -
lov*d by the King,but in Lowcpvtrith%lm'rbumb. ] Mrs. Dove.,

Clzora,, Maids of Honour, in — Noodle. ] )

Miuftacha, |- Love with Dovdle,

[

Mxs, Kuliart,

-Mrss Foness

Courtiers, Guards, Rebels, Drums, Trusmpets, Thun-
der and Lightning. '

S:‘c E N E the Court Of_Kz'ng Arthur, and a pzdl-ﬂ‘
thereabonts.,
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‘The Charatters are, I think, {ufficiently defcribed in
the Dramatis Perfonses and:1 beliecve we fball find few
Plays, where greater Care is taken to maintain them
throughout, and to preferve in every Speech that cha-
rateriftical Mark which diftinguilhes them from cacn
other. ¢ Bur (fays Mr., D——) how well doth tha
¢ Chara&ter of Tom Thumb, whom we muft call the
¢ Hcro of this Tragedy, if it hath any Hero, a-
¢ greec with the Preceps of Adriffotle, who dechineth
Tragedy.to be the Imitation of a fhort. bur perfeff AClti
€ on, containing a juft Greatnefs in it felf, &c. What
¢ Greatnels can be in a Fellow, whom Hiftory rela-
€ teth to have been no higher than a Span?’ This
Gentleman fcemeth to think, with Serjeant Kire, that
the Greatnefs of a Man®s Soul is in Proportion to that
of his Body, the contrary of which is affirmed by our
Engl:(h Phylognominical Writers. Befides, if { under-
ftand Ariftotle right, he {peakerh only of the Greatnefs
of the Altion, and not of the Perfon.

As for the Sentiments and the Diffion, which now
only remain to be fpoken to 3 I thoughtl could afford
them no ftronger Juftification than by producing pa-
rallel Paffages out of the beft of our Ezglifh Writers.
Whether- this- Samenefs of Thought and Expreflion
which 1 ltave quotted from them, procceded from an
Agreement in their Way of Thinking; or whether they
have borrowed from our Author, [ leave the Reader
to-determine, [ fhall adventure to affirm this of the
Sentiments of our Author; Thar they are generally
the moft familiar which [ have ever met with, and ac
thefame Time delivered with the higheft Dignity of
Phrafe; which brings mec to fpeak of his Diftion.e—
Here T {hall only beg one Poftulatum, wiz  That the
greate{t Perfection of the Language of a Tragedy is,
that- 1t is not to beunderftood; which granted (as I
think it muft be) 1t wil] neceflary follow, that the only
ways to avoid this, is by being roo high or too low
for the Underftanding,- which will comprehend c*{;%ry

thing,
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shiing Within its Reach. Thofe two Extremitiés of
Stile Mr. Dryden illuftrates by the ‘familiar Image of
ewo Inns, which I thall term vhe Aerial and the Sub.-
scrrefirial. . . dl{h L wh

Horace: ‘goeth farther,and {fheweth when it1s proper
to call ac ogg: =of*thefen[ims, and when at the -other.

Telephus &» Peleus, tum panper ¢ exul urerque,

Projicit Ampwllas ¢ Sefquipedalia Verba. |
"That he approveth.of the:Sefquipedalia Verba, is plams:
for had not Telephus ¢ -Peless ufed this fort of Diction
in Profperity, they could not have dropt it in Adverfi.
ty. The Acrial [nn, therefore (fays Horace):is proper.
only to be frequented by Princes and other great ' Men,
in the higheft Afluence of Fortune § the Subterrefirial.
is appointed -for the Enterrainment of the poorer Sort.
of People only, whom Hirace advifes,

visaeisin dolere :Sermone pedefivi.
The true Meantng of ‘borh “which ‘Citations is,That
. Bombaft'is the proper Language For Joy, and*Doggrel:
‘for Grief, the latrer of which is'liverally imply’d@'in the-
;S'errgo ‘pedéfiris, ‘as the ‘former ‘is:in. the. Sefg#ipelalia-
Veroa.

Cicero vecommendeth: the formeér -of thefe; Guid
eft ram furiofum wel'tragicumn -quim ~verborum [onitus.
imanis, niliz fubjectii Senrentii neque Sciempiz, Wihat:
‘¢an be fo-proper for Pragedy, as a Set -of big founding-
“Words,fo corntrived 'together, as'to convey ‘no Mean-
ing 3 Which [hall one Day-or other ‘prowe to'be the:
‘Sublime of:Longinus. Quid:declareth-abfolutely forthe:
Jatter’Inn ;

Qmne genus feripti.gravitate Tragadia vincit..

Tragedy hath.of-all Writings the greatéft Share in the-
‘Bathss, which 'is 'the Profound .of Scriblerss.

T fhall'nor‘prefumeto determine which of théfe two-
"Stiles be properer. for Tragedy, == Itfiifficeth - that-

OUF.



Tom Thumb the Great.

ACT.I. SCENE L
S CE N E,ZVbe Palace.

Doodle, Noodle

Doonts.
URE, fuch a (4) Day as this was never
& feen? .
The Sun himfelf, on this aufpicious
w9 . Shines, like a Beau in 2 new Birth-Day
- Suit: This

. {«) Corneille tecommends fome very remarkable Day,
wherein' to fix the: A&ion of a Tragedy., ‘This the beft of
our Tiagical Writers have underftoed to mean a Day 1e-
markable for the Serenity of the Sky, or what we generally
2all a.fine Summer’s Day : So that. according. to. this their
Expofition, the fame Months-are.proper for Tragedy, which

axe proper for Paftoral. Moft of our celebrated . Enelifh Tra-

gedies, .as Cats,  Maviamue, Tameriane, 8¢, begin. with theig

Obfcrvations on the Moxning; Ler feems to have.come the

nearelt to this beautiful Defaription of ous Authogs; =

- 50



2 Zhe Life and Death of

This down the Seams embroider’d, that the Beams.
All Nature wears one univerfal Grin.
- Nood. This Day, O Mr. Doodle, is a Day
Indeed, (&) 2 Day we never faw befores -~
The mighty (¢) Thomas Thumb viGorious. comes g
‘Millions of Giants crowd "his Chariot Wheels,
(43)Giants! to whom the Giants in Guild ball
~ T Are
B e EE——
The Morning davwns with an unwonted Crimfon,
The Flowers all .odovous feem, the Garden Birds
Sing londer, and tbe laughing Sun afiends,
The gandy Earth with an unufual Brightnefs,
All Narure fmiles, Czf, Borg.
fajﬁnfﬂh in the new Sophonisba is alfo a Favourite of the
ung - - R . , -
voneem The Sun tos (cems
As confeiosnts of my Foy with breader Eye
To look abroad the World, and all thiugs [mile
Like Sophonisba,

Memnon 1n the Perfian Princef3, makes the Sun decline ri-
fing, that he may not peep on Objelts, which would pro-
phane his Brightnefs,

------- vmewsv—vaa The Mornng rifes flow,
Aud all thefe ruddy Streaks that us’d to paint
The Days approach, are loft in Cleuds as if
The Horrors of the Night had [ent ’em bLocly
To warn the Sun, he [bould not leave the Sea,
To peep, &c, ST

{t) This Line is highly conformable to the beautiful Sim-
‘plicity of the Antients, "It has been copied by almott eve-

gy Modern,

Not to be 15 not to be in Woe. State of Innocence.
Love is not Sin but where *tis finful Love. Don Sebaftian,
Nature is Nature, Lizlius, Sophonisba.

Men are bur Men, we did not make our felves,  Revenge,

(/) Di, B-~----y xeads the mighty Tall-maft Thumb.
Mr, D-reees s the mighty Thumping Thumb. Mr. T-v~---d4
“xeads ThundtrinF. I think Thomas more agreeable to the
great Simplicity fo apparent in our Author. _ -
{£) That learned Hiftorian My, §----n in the third Num-
ber of his Criticifm on our Author, takes great Pans. to
‘explode this Paflage. It is, fays he, difficult to guefzx}rimat
: | " - .. < Glants

e



. Tom 'Tthumb #be Great. 2

Are Infant Dwarfs. They -frown, -and foam, and roar,

While Thuméb regardlefs of their Noife rides on.

So fome Cock-Sparrow 1n a Farmer’s Yard,

Hops at the Head of an huge Flock of Turkeys.
Dood. When Goody Thumb ficlt brought this Tko-

mas forth,

The Genius of our Land triumphant reign’d;

Then, then;OCh Arshur! did thy Genius reign.
Nood. They tell me it -is (¢) whitlper’d in the Bodgz

..B

e - — ———
- - - - -

- R & - x dm mwm o=

'Giants arc here meant, unlefs the Giant Defpair in the Pil-
grim®s Progrefs, or the Giapt Greatnefs 10 the Royal Villamn g
for 1 have heard of no other fort of Giants in the Reign of
Kiag Arthur. Petrus Burmanys makes theee Ton. Thumd:,
one whereof he fuppofes to have been the fame Perfon whom
the Grecks called Hercules, and that by thefe Giants are to be
underftood the Centanrs flain by that Heroe, Another Tom
Thumb he contends to have been no other than the Herrgs
Trifimegeftus of the Antients, The third Tom Themb he places
*._u‘nde‘r tll,t Reign of Klﬂg Arthur, LO wihich thil‘d Tomn Thumb,
{uys he, the Aé&ions of the other two were attributed. Now
tho’ I know-thar this Opinion is fupported by an Aflertion
of Fuffus Lipfins, Thomam il lum Thumbusm non dlism guam Hey-
ciilem fuiffe fatis conftat; yet fhall 1 venture to oppolec one
Line of Mr. Midwinter, againft them all,

In Arthur’s Coxrt Tom Thumb did live.
But then, fays Dr, B----- v, if we place Tam Thumb in the
Court of King Arthur, it will be proper to place that ‘Court
out of Britain, where no Giants were ever heard of, Spencer,
in his Fairy Queen, is of another Opinion, where defcribing
Albien he fays,

ma—eeesFor qithin a falvage Nation dwelt

Of bideonns Giants,
And in the fame Capto,

Then Elfar, wkhe two Brethren Grants had,

The one of which bad two Heads ~=~=~ -

The other three,

Rifum tcneatis, Amici,

(¢) To whifperin Books, fays Mr. D-----¢, is errant Non.
fenfe. I am afraid this learned Man does not fufficiently
undecftand the extenfive Mceaning of the Word Wihifper, If

he
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.Of all our Sages, that this mighty Hero

By Merli’s Arc begoc, hath not a Bone

‘Within his Skin, but is a2 Lump of Griftle,
Dvod. Then’uis a Griftle of no mortal Kind,

-Some God, my Noodle, ftept into the Place

Ot Gafter Thumb, and more than (f) half begot,

This mighty Toss.
No9d.w——— (g) Sure he was fent Exprefs

From Heav’n, to b2 the Pillar of our State.

" .Tho’ {mall his Body be, fo very {mall,

A Chairman’s Leg is more than twice as larges

‘Yet is his Soul lik;any Mountain big,

And as a Mountain once brought forth a Moufe,

{#) So doth this Moufe contain a mighty Mountain,
Dood.

he had rightly underftood what is meant by the Senfes Wii-
{p’ring the Soul in the Perfian Princefs, or ‘what Wiifp’ring like
Winds is in Aurengrebe, or like Thunder in another Au-
thor, he would have underftood this. ‘Emmeline in Dryden
fees a Voice, but fhe was born blind, which is an Excufe
Panthea. cannot plead in Cyrus, who hears a fight,
| amm—sese- Tour_ Defcription will furpafs,

All Eiétion, Painting, er dumb Shew of Horror,

That ever Ears yet beard, ov Eyes-beheld.
When Mr. De---=s nnderftands thefe he will underftand Whi-

4p’ring in Books.

T f) meneSeme Rutffian fept inte bis thb_ci’.r ‘Place,
) And _'rrr}orc.than half begot him. Mary 8, of Scots.

{2) ~---For Ulamar feems fent Exprefs from Heaven,

To cruilizethis rugged indian Clime. Liberty Afferted,
{») Omne mdjus continet in fe munus, fcd minwus gon 1n fe majus
------ 1 {uppofe he

wontinere potef, {ays Scalicer in Thumbo. - '
~wonld have cavilled at thefc beautiful Lines in the Earl of

Effexs ~ _
ceeemeanThy moft tnyeterate Soul,
That looks through the foul ‘Prifon of thy Bedy.
And at thofe of Drydex,
' The Palace is withest teo well defign’d,
Landuld me iny for I will view thy Mind. Aurengzebe,



-~ Tom Thumb the Great. &

Dood. Mountain indeed ! So terrible his Name, .
(:) The Giant Nurfes frighten Cuildren with it
And cry Tom Thumb is come, and if you are
Naughty, will furely take the Child away.

Nood. But hark! (&) thefe Trumpets [peak the

King’s Approach.

Dood. He comes moft lnckily for my Petrion,

| Flourifh,

SCENE 1L
King, Queen, Grizzle, Noodle, Doodle, Focdle,

Xing. (1) Let nothing but a Face of Joy appear;°
The Man who frowns this Day {hall lofe his Head,
That he may havc no Face to frown withal.

Smile, Dollalollg——Ha! what wrinkled Sorrow,
(m) Hangs, fits, lics, frowns upon thy knitted Brow 2
B2 Whence

() Mr, Banls hath copied this almoft Verbatim,
It was enough to [ay, here’s Eflex come,
. And Nurfes fil’d their Children with the fright. E, of Effex.
(k) The Trumpet in a Tragedy is generally as much as
to fay enter King : Which makes Mur. Banks in one of his
Plays call it the Trumpet’s formal Sound.
(/) Phraortes in the Caprives feems to have been acquaint-
ed with King Artiur.
Proclaim & Feftival for [even Days [pace,
Ler 1the Cosrt fhine in all its Pomp and Lufire,
Let all our Streets refound wwith Shours of Foy 3
Let Muficks Care-difpelling Voice be heard,
Toe fumptsuons Banguet, and tie flowwing Gollet
Shall wrarm the Cheek, and fill the Hearr with Gladnefs,
Atarbe pall fit Miftrefs of the Feaft.
(m) Repentance Srowns on thy contraéted Brow. Sophonisba,

Hung on bis ddonded Brow, I marl d Defpair, 1bid.
----------- v A fullen Gloom,

Scewls on his Brows; Bufisis,
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Whence flow thofe Tears faft down thy blubber’d
Chceks-,
Like a {weln Gurter, gufhing through: the Srreets?
Quueen. (7) Excefs of Joy, my Lerd, I’ve heard
Folks fay, . _
&Gives Tears as certain as Excefs of Grief.
King.. 1fit be {o, let all Men c¢ry for Joy,
(o) Till my whole Coust be drowned wich their
Fears;
Nay, till they overflow my utmoft Land,
And leave me Neortniing buc the Sea to rule.
Dood. My Liege, I a- Pctition have here got,
King. Petition"me no Pctitions, Sir, to day;’
Lect other Hours be fet apart for Bufinefs.
To-

(n)- Plato is of this Opinion, and {o is Mr. Baiks 3
Beliold- thefe Tears fpruny from frefls: Pain- atrd Foy.
, . E. of Effex,
(o) Thefe Floods are very frequent in the Tragick Au~

thors.
Neay to [ame murmuring Brook 1’{l lay me down,,
Whofe Waters if they fhosld teo fhallotws flow,
My Tears (hall [wuell then wp till I will drown,
Lee’s-Sophonisba,
Ronring forth Tears at fuch a lavifh: Rate,
Thay were the World on Eire, they micht bave drown’d.
The Wrath of Heav’n, and quench’d the mighty Reuin,
Mithridates:
©One Author changes the Waters of Grief to thofe of Joy,.
------- Thefe Tears that (prung frem-Tides of Grief,
Are now augmented to &Floodof Foy.. C¥yius tiie Great,
Another,
Turns all the Streams of Hate, and make them flow
In Pity’s Channel., Rioyal Villain,
©One drowns him{iclf,
~men-==Pity like a-Torrent pours me dowim,. ,
Now I am droiisriige all wnbin:a Deluge, Anna-Bullen,
Cyrus drowns the whole World,
Our fwelling Grief
- Shall melr into & Delstey, and the- World:
Shall drown. in Tears, Cy:rus the Great.,
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To day itis our Pleafure to be (p) drunk,
A nd this our Queen fhall be as drunk as We.
@)rieen. (Tho’ I already (g) half Seas over am)
If the capacious Goblet overflow - *_ |
With Arrack-Punch—'tore Georgs! I’ll fece 1t out 3
Of Rusn, and Brandy, I’ll not tafte a Drop.
Kiznz. Tho’ Rack, in Punch, Eight Shillings be a -
Quart, .
And Ru» and Brasdy be ne more than Stix,
Rather than quarrel, you fhall have your Will, - ,_.
L Trumpets
But, ha! the Warrior comes ; the Great Tom Thumb 3 -
The little Hero, - Giant - killing Boy,
Preferver of my Kingdomn, is arrived. -

B 3. SCENE-

b

e |

(r) An Expreflion vaftly. bencath the Digaity of Tragedy,.
lays Mo Denee- s, yer we find the Word he cavils at in 1the -
Mourth of Mirhridares lefs properly- ufed and applied to a .
more terrible Idea;

I wounld be drunl_with Death, Mithrid,
The Author of the Wew Sophanisba taketh hold of this Mo-
nofyllable, and nfes it pretty mueh to the fame purpofe,

. The Carchaginian Swoerd with Roman Blosd

Was drunl, ‘ -
I woild ask Mr., D---—-- s which gives him the beft Idea,; 2 -
dianken King, or a.drmnken Sword? - :
M, Tare drefies up King 4rihu’s Refolution in Heroicks, --

Merry, my Lovd, ol Clzprm':f: Humowsr righr,

I am refolv’d to be dead drunl te Night,
Lee al{o ufes this charming Word ;

Lov’s the Drunkenneft of the Mind, ~ Gloriang,

() Dryden hath borrowed this, and dpplied ir improperi¢,

L’ balf Seas &er in Deast, - Cicom, -
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Tom: Thumb, #0. them with Officers, Prifoners, and
.ﬂ!‘f&’ﬂﬂdﬂth )

King. {r) Oh! weclcome firoft, moft welcome to
my Arms.

What Gratitude can tlank away the Debr,
YXour Valour laysupon me:

QUIELT2. mmmrroemees v (5}:Oh! ye Gods ! [ Aftde.
Thumb, When. I’m not thank’d’ atall, I’m thank’d.
enough,
{#) T’ve done my Duty, and- Pve done no more.
Queeiz. Was ever {fuch a Godlike Creature feen

Eﬂﬁdﬂr,
King. Thy Modefty’s a (*) Candle to thy Merit,

Jr: {hincs it{elf, and fhiews thy Merit too.

Burt fay, my Boy, where did’it thou Jeave the Giants 2

Thumb. My. Liege, without the Caftle Gares they.
ftand,

Tl e Caltic Gates too low fiir their: Admittance.
King. What lookthey like?

Thumb, Like nathing bur.themfelves..
€ueeen. () And {urethou arc like nothing bue thiy:

Sﬁ}ﬁ . Edﬁdf;.
. - King,.
#7) This Figure is in great Ufe among the Tragedians -
>T1s therefore, therefore “tis. - Vidtims
I iong repent, repent and leng again. Bufigis..

€:) A Tragical Exclamation.
{+) This Line is copied ve batim in.the Captives.
(¥): We find a_Cangdleftick:for this Candle in.two celebras.
eed Authors;..
=cmvennaee Bach Star withdraws ~
His colden Head, and burns <nithin the Socket. Nero:
A Soszl grown.old and funl o the Socket. Sebaftian.

(«) ‘Ehis Simile occurs very frequeatly among the Dra-
matick Writers.of both Kinds..,
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Xing. Enough! +he vaft kdea fills my Souk
I fee thenr, yes, I fee them now before me. .
Fhe monft’rous, ugly, barbrous Sons of Whores..
But, ha! what Form Majeftick {trikes our Eyes?
- (x) So perfe&, that it feems to have becn drawn.
Ly all tﬁe Gods in Council: So-fair fhe is,
That furely at her Birth the Council paus’d,
And then at length ery’d out, This isa Woman !
Thumb. Then were the Gods miftaken.——She is mor:
a Woman, but a Giantefs~— whom we
(y) With much ado, ‘have made a Shift to hawl
Within the Town : {z) for the is by a Foot,
Shorter than all her Subjet Giants- were.

Glum. We yelterday were beoth a Queen and Wife,
Onc hund:cd thoufand Giants own’d our Sway,

Twenty:

+

(x) Mr. Lee hath ftoln this Thought from our Authors
- e==<This perfel¥ Face, drawn by the Gods in Council,

Which they were long a making. Lu. Jun, Brut,.
mece At bis Birthy the heavenly Conncil paus’d,
And then at laft cry’d eut, Thisis a Man?

Rrydes hath improved this Hint to the utmoft Perfe@ion.r
S0 perfell, that the very Gods who form’d yau,. wender’
AL tieiy own Skilly, and cry’d, A lucky Hip
Has mended owr Defitn?  Their Envy- hindred,

) Or you had been Immioytal, and a Pattern,.

When Heaven wonld work for Offentation fake,
Ts copy out azain. . All for Love.

Bauks prefers the Works of Michael Angels to that of the
Gods;

A-Patterir for the Geds to make a Map by,.

Or Michael Angeclo o forrs a Statue,

(») 1tisimpoffible, fays Mr. W-----, fufficiently to ad-
mite this natural eafy Line;

(z) This Tragedy which in moft Points refembles the A -

ticnts, differs from..them in this, that it afligns the fame-
Honour to Lownefs of Stature,

which they- did to Height. .
The Gods and Heroes in Homer and Virgil are continually
deflctibed higher by the Head than their Followers, the con-~
trary of which is obferv’d by our Autho

. s t: In fhort, to ex-
ceed on either Side is equall

. 1ally admirable, and a Man. of.three -
Eoot.dis as .wonderful a Sight as a Man of nine, =~ .
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Twenty whercof were married to war felf. .
Qlueen. Ohl happy State of. Giantifm —— where.
Husbands ‘ -
Like Mufhrooms grow, whilft haplefs we are forcd..
To be content, nay, happy thought. with one.
Glum. But then to lofe them all in one black Day, .
That the fame Sun, whichk rifing, faw. me Wife
1o Twenty Giants, fetting, {hould-behold
Me. widow’d of them . alli—=-(2) My worn out.
Heart,
That Ship, leaks faft, and the.grear heavy Lading,
My Soul, will quickly fink.
Queen. Madam, believe,
I .view your Sorrows with a Woman’s Eyes
But learn to bear them with. what Strength you may, .
To-morow we will have our Grenadiers
Drawn out before you, and you then fhall choole
What Husbands you think fit.
Glum. (4) Madam,.I am
Your moeift obedient, and mo{t humble Servant:
King. Think, mighty Princefs, thinkthis Court
YOour own,- t
Nor-think the Landlord me, this Houle my Innj -
Call for whate’er you will, you’ll Nothing pay.
(¢) I fcel a fudden Pain within my Breaft, .

Nor

B e
(4) My Blood leaks faff, and the greaz heavy lading

My Sounl will qrickly fink, Mithrid, .
My Soul is lske a Ship. ‘ ~ Injur’d Lave,
(4) This well-bred Line fecins to.be.capied in.the Perfian

Princefs 3 * _
To be your humbleft, and mof faithful Slave:-

(c) This Doubt of the King puts me in mind of.a Pafluge
in the Caprives, where the Noife ef Feer is miftaken for the
Ruftling of Leaves,

weveesmme Methinks I hear

The fosind of Feet. ,
© Ne,. "twas the Wind that fhook yon. Cyprels Boughs, .
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Wor know I whether it arife from-Love,
Or only the Wind:Cholick. Time niuft (hew..
Oh Thumb? Whatdo we to thy Valour owe?:
Ask fome Reward, great as.we can beftow,
Thumb. (d)1 ask not Kingdoms, ['can conquer thofe,
I ask not Money, Monecy I've enough.s.
For what I've done, and. what | mean to do,.
For Giants flaini, and Giants yet unborn,
Which I will flay if this-be call’d a- Debe,
Take my Receiprin full ==I ask but this,.
(¢) To-rSun:my. ﬁ:lfigr llﬂilmszmmfitm’s Eyes.
Kinzg. Prodigious bold Requeft. * y- -
Qgeegw.-—-'-' (%')3 Beﬁill'mqut)ulr -~ [Afide.
Thumb- (g). My Heart is. at the Threfhold of your
Moutli. '
And waits its anfwer there~see Oh!: do not frows;.
I’ve try’d, to, Reafon’s Tune; o rune my Soul;
Bue Love did- overwind and: cracl: the String. -
Tho* Jove:in Thunder had.cry’diour, You SHAN'T,;
I {hould- have lov’diher flill—— for ol fyange: fate,
Then when:1 lov’d:her leaft; I lov’d hoy moft.

Kfﬂg‘-r‘ ,
(d) Mr. Drydis feems to have had this Paffagein his Eyes
in the firft Page of Love Triwmphant. : N ’
(¢), Don Carlos int the Revenge funs Kimfelf in the Charms
of his Miftrefs,
While in the Luftre of her Charms I lay.
gf ) A Tragical Phzafe much in ufe.
¢) This Speech hath been taken to pieces by feveral
Tragical Authors who feem to have riffed ir, and fhazed/its
Beauries among, them,
My Soul waits at the Portal of thy Breaft, .

. Lo ravifh frem thy Lips the welcome News. Anna Bullemy
My Soul fflands liftning at-my Ears, Cyrus the Grear
Leveto his Tune my. jarring Heart would bring,

But Reafon everwinds and cvacks the String.. D, of Guife)
+ wemseceee] (hould hauve. lov’d,
Tho Jove in muttering Thunder bad forbid it
New Sophonisba,
And when it (my Heart) wild refolves to love no more,
Then is the Trinmph of exceffive Love, Ibidea.,
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King, Itis refelv’d=—e the Princefs is your owni
Thumb. (£) ©h! happy, happy, happy,- happy,

Thumb ! .
Queen. Confider, Sir, reward your Soldier’s Merit,

Buc- give not Huncamun-a to Tom Thumb.

King, Tom Thamé! QOdzooksy my wide extended
Realm =~ , _

Knows not a Name {o glorious as Tom Thumé.

Let Macedonia, Alexander boatt,

Let Rome her Cefar’s and her Scipio’s thow,

Her Mecflicurs Franzce, Let Holland boalt Myxzhbeers,

Ireland her O’s, her Mac’slet Scotland boatft,

Let England boalt no other than Zom Thumb.
€ueen. Tho” greater yet his boeafted. Merit was,

He {hall nor have my Daughter, that is-Pos’.

Xing. Ha! {ayft thou Dollalolla #

Q) ueen I fay he than’.

Xing. (¢) Then by our Royal {elf we fivear-you lyes-
Queen. (k) Who butja Dog, who but'a Dog, . -

Would ufe me as thou doft. Me, who have lain-

{l) Thefe twenty Years {fo loving by thy Side.

But I will be reveng®d. I'll hang my felf,

Then. tremble all who did.this Match per{uade, -

(m ) For riding on a Cat, from high I'll -fail,

And fquirt down Royal Vengeance on|you all.

Food.

S

() Maffiniffs is one fourth lels happy than Tom ThHumb.
Ob ¢ happy, heppy, bagpy. New Sophonisba, -
(:) No by mny felf. Anna Bullen,
(K) ===-=r=erm-TWho cans®d,
This dreadful Revolution sn my Fate
Ulamas, Whebus a Dog, whe but # Dog. Liberty Aflerted,
(l) ~===remmoonen A Bride, - * |

Who twenty Tears lay loving by your Side. ~Banks,
{m) For born upon a Clond, frem bigh I’ll fall,
JAnd ramn down Royal Vengeance on yars all,  Albion Queen,.
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¥oed, (n) Her Majefty the Queen is in a Paffion.
King. (o) Befle, or be fhe not~=—- ’li tothe Girl
And pave thy Way, oh Twumb~——Now, by our {clf,
We were indeed a prerty King of Clouts,
To truckle to her Will——For when by Force
Ot art the Wife her Husband over-reaches
Give him the Pecticoat, and her the Breeches.
Thumb. (p) Whifper ye Winds, thas Huncamanca’s
mine ;
Echoes repcat, thar Huncamunca’s mine!
The dreadfu!l Bus’nefs of the War is o’er,
And Beauty, heavenly Beauty ! crown’s my Toils,
Tve thrown the bloody Garment now afidc,
And Hymenial Sweets invite my Bride.
So when fome Chimney-Swecper all the Day,
Hath through dark Parhs purfu’d the {footy Way,
At Nighe, to wafh his Hands and Face he flies,
And in his t’other Shirt with his Brickdufia lics.

S CENZE 1IV.
Grizzle folsus.

(g) Where'art thou Grizzle? where are now thy
Gloriecs? .
Where are the Drums that waken'd thee to Honour?
Great-

M

B (») An Information very like this we have in the Tragedy
of Love, where Cyr.s having ftormed in the moft violents
manner, Cyaxares ob{erves very calmly,
Wiy, Nephew Cygus----yeu are wiav'd.
(a) YTis 1 yeur Choiccy,
Love rie, or leve me not. Conqueft of Granada,
(:) There is not .one Beauty in this-charming Speech, but
hath been bexicwed by almoft every Tragick Writer. :
~ (¢) Mr. 3auis nas (I with 1 could not fay too fervilely)
tmitaced this of G.izzde in his Ear/ of -Effex 3 .
Wire ars ibvi: EfleX, &
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Greatnefs is a lac’d Coat from Monwmonth fbrees,
Which Fortune lends us for a Day to wecar,

Xo morrow puts it .en asother’s Back.

The {piteful Sun but yefterday furvey’d

Eis Rival, high as Saint Paul’s Cupola;

INow may he fee me as Fleer-D.sc/h laid Jow.

SCENE V.
Quicen, Grizzle.

Queen. (r) Teach me to {cold, prodigious minded
Grizzle.
Mountain of Treafon, ugly as the Devil,
Teach this confounded hatcful Mouth of mine,
Xo {pout forth Words malicious as thy felf,
Words which might fliagae all Billinzgsgaze to {peak. -
Griz. Far beit from fiy Pride, to think my Tongue
Your Royal Lips can in that Artinftru&,
Wherein you {o excel. But may 1 ask,
Without Offence, whercefore my Queen would fcold 2
Qleeerz. W hercfore, Oh! Blood and Thunder! han’t
you heard
(Whatev'ry Corner of the Court refounds) .
That little Thumb will be-a great Man made.
Grzz. | heard itr, | confefs——=for who, alas!
(s) Can always ftop his Ears === bur wou’d my Teeth
By grinding Knives, had firlt been {er on Edge.
GYneen. W’;wld I had heard ac the fiill Noon of
Nighe,
The Hallnloi of Firc in cvery Street !
Ods-

i

(r) “The Countefs of Nottingham in the Earl of Effex is ap-
parently acquainted with Dollalelia,
(+) @ rzade was not probubly poflefled of that Glew, of
which Mr, Bl s f]_ll.‘.d-ks in his Cyras,
U glew my Ears 1o ev'ry Word,
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Odsbobs! 1 have a mind to hang my fe'f,
To think I fhoud a Grandmother be made
By fuch a Raskal, Sure the King forgets,
When in a Pudding, by bhis Mother put,
The Baftard, by a Tinker, on a Stile
Was drop’d.——= O, good Lord Grizzle/ canl beay
To fee him from a Pudding, mountthe Throne?
Or can, Oh can’! my Huncamnnca bear,
To take a Pudding?s Offspring to ber Arms 2

Griz. Oh horror ! Horror! Horror! ceafe my
.. Queen, .
(¢) Thy Voice like twentysScreech-Owls, wracks my

- Bramm. |

G)neen. Then roufe thy Spirit—= Wcmay yet prevent

This hated Matcl). miemmmn - ‘ |
- Griz We will (#) not Fate it {elf,

Should it confpire with Thomas Thumnb, (hould -caufe it.
-1’Il fwim through Seav; 1I’ll ride upon the Clouds;
I’ll dig che-Earthy 1’il blow out ev'ry Fire, |
P’ll rave s "l rant; I’ rifes Dl ruths °li roar; }

Fierce as the Man whom (x) fmiling Dolphins bore,
From the Profaick to Poctick Shore.
I’ll tear the Scoundrel into twenty Pieces.

@ neen. Oh no! prevent the Match, but hurt him

nots . . -
For tho’ I would not have him have my Dauvghter,
Yct can we kiil the Man that kill’d the Giants ? .
. C Griz.

b

(1} Screech-Owls, davl Ravens and amphibions MonfEers,

Are fcreaming mn that Voice. Mary Q. of Scots,

() The Reader may fee all the Beauties of this Speech in
d late Ode called the Naval Lyrick,

(x) This Epithet to a Dolphin doth not.give one fo clear
an Idaaz as were to be withed, a {miling Fifly fecming a little
more difficult ro be imagined than a flying Fith. Mr. Dry~
den is of Opinion, that Smiling is the Property of Reafoun,
-and that no irrational Creature can fmile,

~ Omiles nat allewed to Beafls .from Reafon move.

State of Innocence,
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Griz. I tell you, Madam, it was all a Trick,
He made the Giants firfy, and then he kill’d them s
As Fox hiinters bring Foxes to the Wood,
And then with Hounds they. drive them outagain.
Queern, How! have you feen no Giants > Arc there
not
Now in theYard, ten thoufand proper Giants?
Griz. (y) Indeed, I cannot pofitively tell,
But firmly do believe there is not One,
Queer. Hence! from my Sight! thou Traitor, hic
away | |
Py all my Stars! thou envieft Tom Thumb.
Go Sirrah! go, (z ) hie aWay ! hie!l—= thou art,
A {ctting Dog, be gone.
Griz. Madam. I go."
Tom Thumb {hall feel the Vengcance you have rais’d:
So, when two Dogs are fighting in the Streets
With a third Dog, one of the two Dogs meets,
With angry Teeth, he bites him to the Bone,
And this Dog fmarts for what that Dog had done.

SCENE-

~

(y) Thefe Lines are wrirten in the fume Key with thofe in
the Ear! of Effex; ' '
Wiy [ayft thost (6, I love thee well, indeed
I doy, and thou fhalt find by this, *tis 1ruc.
Or with this in Cyras;
The moft beroich Mind 1hat ever was.
And with above half of the modern Tragedies,
p () Arifferle in that excellent. Work of his which.is very
julily ftiled his Mafter-piece, cuarneftly recommends ufing
the Terms of Art, however coarf{e or even indecent they may
be. Mri. Tare is of the {fame Opinion,
Bri, Do noty like youngy Hawiks, fetch a Courfe abosty
Tour Game flies fair. ST |
¥ra, Do net fear 11,
He anfwers'you in your own Hawvking Phrafe.
oo T T ' 7 Injuf’d Love,
1 think thefc two great Authorities are fufficient to juftify
Dollalella in the ufe of:thé Phvrafé----= Hie away biey when ia
the fame Liae flic fays the is {peaking to a'{etting Dog.
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SCENZE VI

Queen fola.

And whither fhall T go 2 Alack a-day !

1 love Towm Thaumb but muft not tell him f{o3
For what’s a Woman, when her Virtue’s gone?
A Coat without its Lace 3 Wig out of Buckle;

A Stoking with a Hole in"t—== I can’t live
Without my Virtue, or without Torz Thumb.
(zz) Then ler me weigh them in tveo equal Scales,
In this Scale put my Virtue, that Tom Thumb.
Alas ! Tom Thumb 1s heavier than my Virtue.
But hold? === perhaps | may beleft a Widow:
This Match prevented, thea Tome Thumb 1s mine:
In that dear Hope, 1 will forget my Pain.

So, when fome Wench to Torbill-Bridewell’s {ent,
With beating Hemp, and Flogging fhe’s content:
She hopes in Time to eafe her prefent Pain,

At length is free, and walks the Streets again.

The End of the firp AC.

'C 2 , | A'C'T

.
r--"-lr'-ﬁ----i- .-i-.--l-'i-l

(zz) We meet with fuch another Paiz of Scales in Dryden’s
King Artbur. '
Arthur and Ofwald, and their different Fates,
. Are welgnng noWw within the Scales of Heav’n, ,
Alfo in Sebaftian.
Tins Honr my Lot is weighing in the Scales. -

£
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ACT.I1I. SCENE L

S C E N E, The Street.

Bailiff, Follower.

Bail. £~ OME on, my trufly Follower, come on,
This Day difcharge thy Duty,and at Night-
A Double Mug of Beer, and Beer (hall glad thee.
Stand here by me, this Way muft Noodle pafs. . J_
Follow. No more, no more, Oh Bailiff! every
Word
Infpires my Soul with Virtue.—~~Oh! I long
To mecet the Enemy in the Strect=—— and nab him;
To lay arrefting Hands upon his Back, .
And drag hint trembling to the Spunging-Houle.
Basl. There, when | have him, L will fpunge up-
on him.
(4) Oh! glorious Thought! by the Sun,Moon, and Stars,
I will enjoy 1r, tho® it be in Thought!
Yes, yes, my Follower, I will enjoy 1t.
Follow. Enjuy 1t then fome other Time; for now
Our Prey approaches.
Ba:il. Let us retire.

SCENE

(a) Mr, Rowe is generally imagin’d to have taken fome
Hints from this Scene 1 his Chara&er of Bajaxer 5 but as
he, of all the Tragick Wuiters, bears the leaft Refcmblance
to our Author in his Di¢ion, 1 am unwilling to imagine he
would condefcend to copy him in this Particular.

ai——
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SCENE IL

Tom Thumb, Noodle, Bailiff, Follower.

Thumb. Truft me, my Noodle, | am wondrousfick 3
For tho’ I love the gentle Huncamunca,
Yet at the Thought of Marriage, [ grow pales
For Oh—— (4} but fwear thoul’t keep it ever {ccret,
I will unfold a Tale will make thee ftare.
Nood. 1 {wear by lovely Huncamunca’s Charms.
- Thumb. Then know —=={c) my Grand-mamma hath
ofcen {aid,
Tom Thumb, beware of Marriage.:
Nood.- Sir, 1 blufh
To think a Warrior greatin Arms as you,
Should be affrighted by his Grand mammas
Can an old ‘Woman’s empty Dreams deter
The blooming Hero from the Virgin’s Arms?
Think of the Joy thar will your Soul alarm,
When in her fond Embraces clafp’d you ly.
While on her panting Breaft diffolv’d in Bli(s,
You pour out all Tom Thumb in every Kifs.
Thawrb. Qh! Noodle, thou haft fir’d my eagerSoul g
Spight of iny Grandmother (he fhall be minc;
I’ll hug, carefs 3 1'll cac her up with Love,
Whole Days, and Nights, and Years {hall be too fhort
C 3 For

il

(o) This Method of f{urprizing an Audicnce, by raifling
their Expeétation to the higheft Pitch, and then baulking it,
hich been pradtis’d with great Succels by moft of our Tru,,i-
cal Authors,

( ) Almeyda in Sebaff'an 15 in the fame Diltrefs;

Somctimes methyinks I hear 1h: Groan of Ghojts,

Thin holloww Sexrds and lanentable Screans
~Then, lile a dying Eclo frem afar,

My Mother®s Voice that crics, wiad not 8itmeyda

Forcwarn’d, Almeyda, Mariiaze is thy Crime,



e The Life -ang’ Death of

For our Enjoyment, every Sun fhall rife
(&) Blufhing, to {ee us in our Eed together.
Nood. Oh Sir! this Purpole of your Soul purfue.
Bail, Oh, Sir! 1 have an A&ion againft yeu.
Nood. At whofe Suit 1s it 2
Bail. At your Taylor’s, Sir.
¥Your Taylor put ihis Warrant in my Hands,
And [ arreft you, Sir, at his Commands.
Thuinb. Hal Dogs! Arreft my Friend before my Face¥
Think you Tom Thumé will {uffer this Difgrace!
But let vain Cowards threaten by their Word,
Tosz Thumb thall thew his Anger by his Sword.
[Kills 2be Bailiff and bis Follower.
Bail. OR, T am {lain!
Followw. I am murthered alfo,
And to the Shadcs, the difmal Shades below,
My Bailiff’s farrhful Follower I go.
Neod. ¢e) Go then to Hell, hke Rafcals. as you are,.
And give our Service to the Bailiffs there.

Thuink, Thus.perilh all the Bailiffs in the Land 2

(d) As very well he may; if he hath.any Modefty in him,,
{fivs Mr. D----- s. ‘'The Author of Bufiris is exiremely. zea-
lous to- prevent the Sun’s blufhing at any indecent Objelts
and thercfore on all fuch Occafions. he: addrefies himf{elf to
the-Sun, and defixes him to keep outr of the Way.

Rife never viove, O Sun ! ler Night prevail,

Erernal Darknefs clofe the Woild’s wwide Scene, Bufiris,
Sun hide 1Ly Face and put the World i Mourning. Ibid,

Mr. Banks makes the Sun perform rhe Office of Hymen 5.
and therefore nor likely to be difgufted.atr fuch a Sight;.
The Sun fers forth ke a gay Brideman with yon.
Mary Q. of-Scots..
{¢) Nourmezhal fends.the fame Meflage to Heaven;:
For I wounld have your, when you upwards move,
Spcak_kindly of ns, 1o onr F riends above. .
Aurengzcbe,:
we find anetherto Hell, in the Perffan Princefs ;. '
Villain, get thee down
To Helly and.vell them that the Eray’s begun. .
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Till Debtors at Noon Day fhall walk the Streetsy
And no one fear a Batlift or his Writ.

SCENE IIL

The Princefs Huncamunca’s dpartment.

Huncamunca, Cleora, Mulftacha.

Hunc. (f) Give me fome Mufick...-fee that it be fad.
Clcora fings.

Cupid eafe a Love-fick Maid,
Bring thy Quiver to her Aid ;
With equal drdor wound the Swain:
Beauty [hould never figh in wain.

I1.
Let bim feel the pleafing Smart,'
Drive thy Adrrow thro’ bis Heart;
When One you wound, Yo then deftroy s
When Bothyou kill, you kill with Ffoy.

Hunc. \g) O, Tom Thumb! Tom Thumbé! wherefore
art thou Tom Thumb 2
Why had’ft thou not been born of Royal Race 2
Why had not mighty Bantam been thy Father ?
Or clfe the King of Brentford, Old or New:?

Muft. [ am {urpniz’d thar your Highnefs can give
your {elf a Moment’s Unecafinefs about thatlittle infig.
nificant Fellow., (4) Tom Thumb. the Grear=—— Qne
properer for a Play-thing, than a Husband.e—— Were

he

(f) Ambony gives the fame Command in the fame Words. .
(g) Oh! Marius, Marius;. wherefore art thou Marius ?

o Otway’s Marius,
5) Nothing is more commen than thefe feeming Contra-

diftions ; fuch as,
Haughty Weaknefss Viétim,
Grear (mall Werld, . Noah’s Fload.
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he my  Husband, his Horns fhould be as long as ‘his
Body. If you had falien in Love with- a. Grena-
dier, I thculd not have wonder’d at it— If you had
fallen in Love with fomething s bur to fall in Lore
with Nothing?!

Hzune. Ceafe, my Muflacsa, on thy Duty cealc..
The Zephyr, when in flowsy Valds it plays, ’
Is not {o foft, fo {weet as Thumnmsy’s Breath.

The Dove is not {o gentle. to its "Mate.

Muft. The Dove 1s every bit as proper for a Hus-
band Alas! Madam, there’s not a Beau abourt the

Court looks fo little like a Man~— He is a perfeét But-
terfly, a Thing without Subftance, and almoft-without
Shadow too. ;

Hunc. This Rudenefs is unfeafonable, defifts
Or, [ f(hall think this Railing comes from Love.
Towz Thumb’s a Creature of that charming Form,
That no onc can abufe, unlefs they love him. .

2uft. Madam, the King.

SCENZE 1V.

King Huncamunca.

King. Let all but Huncasnunnca leave the Room.
' [ Ex. Cleora, and Muftacka:

Daughter, I have obferv’d of late fome Grief,

Unufual in your Countenance—— your Eyes,
() That, like two open Windows, us’d-to fhiew,

The lovely Beauty of the Rooms within,
Have

—.—;__.—._m—_—-———-———-—-—“
(1) L¢e hath improved this Metaphor.
Doft thor not view Foy peeping from my Eyes,
The Cafernents open’d wide to gaze.on thee;
Se Rome’s glad Citizens to Windows rife,

When shey fome young Trinmpher-fain wonld fée. ‘
Glomana,
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Have now two Blinds before them What 1s thie
Caufe ?. -

Say, have you not enough of Meat and Drink?
We've givon ftrict Orders not ro have you ftinted.
Hunc. Alas! my Lord, I value not my {clf,
Thar once [ eat two Fowls,and half a Pig;
(k) Small is that Praife; but oh! a Maid may wane,
What fhe can ncicher eat nor drink.
King. What’s that ? | .
Hm:ci; (Zi{ O fpare my Blufhes; butI mean aHus-
and.

King.- 1f that be all I have provided one,

A Husband great in Arms, whofe warlike Sword

t
%
3
!

'

Strecams with the yellow Blood of {laughrer’d Giants.
. W hofc

(k) Almabide hath the fame Contempt for thefe Appetites;
To ear and drink_can no Ferfeltion be. :
_ ' Conqueft of Granada.
The Earl of Efox is of a different Opinion, and feems to
place the chiet Happinels of a General therein,
Were but Commanders balf fo well rewardid,
Then they might eat, Bank’s Earl of Effex,
But if we may believe one, who knews more than either,
the Devil himfelf; we fhall find Eating to be an Affair of
more moment than is generglly imagined, -
Gods are simmortal enly by their Food.
Lucifer in the State of Tnnocence.
(1) This Expreffion is enough of it felf ({fays Mr. D----5)
utterly to deftroy the Charagter of Huncamunca; yet we find
a Woman of no abandon’d Charaéter in Dryden, adventuring
farther, and thus excufing her felf;.
To fpeak_our Wifhes firft, forbid st Pride,
Forbid it Modefty : True, they forbid ity
But Nature does noty when we are athirfty
Or bungry, will smperious Nature ffay,
Not eaty nor drinky bafore *tis bid fall on.

Cleomenes,
Caffandra {peaks before fhe is asked. Huncamunca afters

wagds., ,

Caffandra fpeaks her Withes to her Lover, .
Buncamuuca only to her Father, "

iy
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Whofe Name in-Terrid incognit4 is‘known. -
Whofe Valour, Wifdom, Virtue make'a-‘Notfe,
Great as the  Kettle-1rums of-twenty Armues.
Hune. Whom does iy Royal Fatliermean ?
King. Tom Thute ' |
Hune. [s.it poflible’?
King. Hal the Window- Blinds are-gone,
() A Country Dance of Joy 1s in “your Fate,
Your Eyes f{pit Fire, your Cheeks grow red’as Beef.
Hunc. O, there’s’a Ma‘gicki-mugck' in-thdc Sound,
Enough to turn me into Beef indecd.
Yes, I will own, fince licens’d’by yourWord,
I'll own Tom Thumé the Caufe  of-all my Grief.
For him-I’ve figh’d, I>ve wept, 'I’ve gnaw’d my’ Sheets.
- King. Oh! thou fhalt gnaw thy tender Sheets no
more,
A Husband thou fhalt -have “to miunible 'now.
Hunc. Oh! happy Sound Fhenceforih, let no onetell,
That Huncamunca fhall:lead “Apes ‘in-Hell.
Oh! 1 am-overjoy’d!
xing. [ {ee thou art. | | |
() Joy lightens in thy Eyes, and thunders from thy
- Brows;
Tranfports, like Lightning, -darezalong thy Souil,
As Small-fhot'thro’ a Hedge.
Hune, Oh! fay not {mall.
King. This happy News fhall on our Tongue ride

Polit,
Our

(=) Her Eyes refijtlefs Magick dcay,
Angels 1 {ee, and Gods are dancing there.
' Lee’s Sophonisba.
(#) Mr. Dennis.in that excellent Tragedy, call’d Liberry
A[erted, which .is thought to have'given {o great a Stroke to
the late French King, hath frequent Imitations of this beau-
tiful Speech of King Arthur-; ' - |
Congsieft light’ning in bis Eyes, and thund’ring st Lis A3
Foy lighten’d .in her Eyes. *
For's litke Light’ ning durt alovg my Soul.
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Our felf will bear, the happy News to Thumb.

Yet think not, Daughter, that your powerful Charms-
Muft ftill detain the Hero from. his Arms;

Various his Duty, various his Delight;

Now is his Turn to kifs, and now to fight3
And.now to kifs again. So, mighty (o) Fove,

When with exceflive thund’ring .tir’d above,

Comes down to Earth,and takes a Bit~e= and then, ]
Flies to his Trade of Thund’ring, back again.

SCENE V.

Grizzle, Huncamunca.

(p) Griz. Ohy Huncamunca, Huncamnunca, oh,
Thy pouting Breafts, like Kettle-Drums of Brafs,
Beat everlafting loud Alarms of joy;

As bright as Bra(s they arc, and oh, as hard;
Obh Huncamunca, Huncamunca ! oh!

Hune. Ha! do’ft thou know me. Princefs as.1 am,-

*That thus of me youdare to make your Game.

Griz.
(o) Jove with exccfive Thund ving tir’d absve,
Comes down for Eafe, enjoys a Nymphy and then
Mounnts dreadful, and to Thund ring goes again.
Gloriana,

(p) This beautiful Line, which ought, fays Mz. W----- to
‘be written in Gold, is imitated in the New Sophonisba;
Oh'! Sophon sba, Sorhonisba, ol *
Oh! Narva, Narva, oh!
The Author of a Song call’d Duke upon Duke, hath ime
prov’d it,
Alast 0 Nick, 0 Nick, alas?
Where, by the. help of a dittle falfe Spelling, you have two
Meanings in the repeated Words,
¥, Edith, in the Blcody Broiner, {peaksto her Lover in the
Hame familiar Language. '
Your Grace is full of Game,
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Griz. Oh Huncamnnca, well 1 know that you
A Princefs are. and a King’s Daughter too.
But Love ne Meanels {corns, no Grandcur fears, }

.

Love often Lords inro the Cellar bears,
And bids the fturdy Porter come up Stairs.
For what’s too high for Love, or what’s too low 2
Oh Huncamunca, Huncamnunca, oh! |
Hunc. But granting all you fay of Love wére true,
My Love, alas! is to another due!
In vain to me, a Suitoring you come ;
For 1’m already promiis’d to oz Thumb.
Griz. And can my Princefs {uch a Durgen wed,
One fitter for your Pocker than your Bed!
Advis’d by me, the worthlefs Baby {hun,
Or you will nc’er be brought to bed of one.
Oh take me to thy Arms, and never flinch,
Who am a Man by Fupirer ev’ry Inch.
(9) Then while in Joys together loft we lie
I’ll prefs thy Soul while Gods fiand wifhing by.
Hunc. 1f, Sir, what you infinuate you prove,
All Obftacles of Promife you remove;
For all Engagements to a Man muft fall,
Whene'er that Man 1s prov’d no Man at all.
Griz. Oh let him {eck {ome Dwarf, fome fairy
Mifs, )
Where no Joint-{tool muft lift him to the Kifs.
But by the Stars and Glory, you appear
Much fitter for a Pruffian Grenadier;
One Globe alone, on Atrlas Shoulders refts,
Two Globes are lefs than Huncamunca’s Breafts:
The Milky way is not fo white, that’s fla,
" And fure thy Breafts are full as large as that.
| Hune.

ta

- fq) Traverfe the glitt’ ring Chambers of the Sk y, ._
Born on a Cloxd in wview of Fate I’ll lie, _
And prefs her Soul while Gods ffand wifhing by, }
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/
Fune. Oh, Siry {o {trong your Elogquence I find,
It 1s impofﬁblt: to be . unkind. ° :
. Griz. Ahl fpcak thar o’er again, and let the (]
Sound
" From one Pole to anether Pele rebounds
The Earth and Sky, each be a Fattledoor
And keep the Sound, thatr Shuttlecock, upan Hour ;
T o Doffors Cominons, for a Licenfe |,
Swift asan Arrow from a Bow will fly.
Hune. ‘Oh no!l left fome Difafter we {lould mect,
T'were better to be marry’d at the Fleer,
Gr:z. [forbid 1t, all ye Powers,a Princels fhould
By that vile Place, contaminate her Blood;
My quick Return, fhzil to my Charmer prove,
1 travel on the (s) Poft-Horles of Love.
Hune. Thole Poft-Horfes to me will feem too flow,
Tho? they fhould fly (wift as the Gods, when they
Ridc on behind that Poft-Boy, Opportunity.

SCENLE VI,

Tom Thumb, Huncamunca.

Thumb. Where is my Ptincels, where’s my Hunca.
minnca ?

Wlicreare thole Eyes, thofe Cardmatches of Love,
D That

(7)- Let the four Winds from diffant Corners meet,
And on therr Wings fivft bear it inre France;
Then back_again 10 EAInd’s proud wWalls,

Till Viétm 1o the Sound t&° afpiving City falls,

+ , Albion Qucens,
(s) I.do not remember any Metaphors fo frequent in the

"Tragick Poets as thofe borrow’d from Riding Poft ;

. The Gods and Opportunity ride Poft. Hannibal,
T mme—we ———— Let’s rufb rogether,.
For Deathy rides Poff. Duke of Guife,

Deftruction Zallops to thy murther Poft, Gleriana,
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That(z) light -up all with Love my waxen Soul?
Whereis that Face which artful Nature made,

(#) In the {fame Moulds where Venus {elf was caft?
| - Hunt,

(+) This Image too vety often occurs;
e emneememe Bright as When thy Eye
*Firft lighted up our Loves, Aurengzebe,
Tuis uot a Crown alone lLights np my Name, Bufiis,
(#) There is great Diflenfion among the Foets concerning
the Merbod of making Man. One tells his Miftrefs, thar
the Mold the was made in being loft, Heaven cannot form
fuch another. Lacifer, in Dryden, gives a merry Defcription
of his own Formations
Whom Hcaven neglelling, made and fcarce defign’d,

But threw me 1n for Nember to thie reff.
State of Innocency.

In onc Place, the {ame Foet fuppofes Man to be made of

Mectals .,
I was form’d :
Of 1hat coarfe Metal, Which when fhe was made,

The Gods threw by for Rubbifb, All for Love,
In another, of Dough;

Whien the Gods maonlded wp the Pafle of Man,

Some of their Clay was left rpen their Hands,

&

And fo they made Egyprians, Cleomenes,
In-another of Clay; .
————er e ‘oo Rulbifh of remaining Clay. Sebaftian,

One makes the Soul of Wax;
Her waxen Soxzl begins ta melt apace,

Another of Flint
Sure oty 1o Sostls have fomewhere been acquainted

Iu forrer Beings, ov [Fruck out 10Zether,
One Spark_te Africk flew, and one to Porrugal,

Anna Bullen,

Sebaftian,

‘To omit the great Quantities of Iron, Brazen and Leaden
<puls which are fo plenty in modern Authors----1 cannot
am'r the Diefs of a2 Soul as we find it In Dryden 5

Souls fhivted but with A, ~ King Arthur,

Nor can 1 pafs by a particular {fort of Soul in a particular

Sort 6f Defcription, in the New Sophouniska,
Te myteriotss Powers,

mwemeeWhether thro® yoiir gloomy Depths I wander, o
: ¥
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Hunc. (x)Oh! What is Mufick to the Earthat’s deaf]
Or a Goofe-Pye to him that has no Taftc?
V' hat are thefe Praifes now to me, fince I
Am promis’d to another?
- Thumb. Hal promis’d.
Hune, Too {ure; ?ris written in the Book of Fate.
Thimb. (y)y Then 1 will tear away the Leaf
Wherein 1t’s writ, or if Fate wen't allow
So Large a Gap within its Journal- Book,
I'll blot it out at lcaft.

S CENE VIL
Glumdalca, Tom Thumb, Huncamunca.

Glum. (z) | need not ask if you arc Huncamunca,
Your Brandy Nofe proclainis e
Hunc. 1 amy a Princefs s
Nor need I ask who you are.
Glumz. A Giante(s;
The Quecn of thofe who made and unmade Queens.
D2 Huc,

il i

Or on the Mountains walk s give me the calm,
The fleady [miling Seutly where Wifdom fheds
. Eternal Sun-fhine, and etevnal Foy.,
{x) This Line Mg, Banks has plunder’d entire in his Anua
Bullen.
(») Good Heaven, the Book_of Fate before me lay,
Bt to tear cut the Fournal of thar Day,
Or if 1he Order of the World below,
Wil not the Gap of one whole Day allow,

Give we that Minste Wwhen fhe mwade ber Vow.
Conqueft of Gramada,

(z) 1 know fome of the Commentators have imagined,
that My, Dryden, in the Aliercative Scene between (leapatra
and Offavia, 2 Scene which Mr. Addijen inveighs againft with
great Bitternefs, is much beholden to our Author, How
ju{t this their Obfervation is; 1 will not prefumne to derei-
mineg, N
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Hzze, The Man, whofe chicf Ambition is to be
My Sweet-heart, hath deftroy’d thefe mighty Giants,

Glizzz. Your Sweec-heart? do’ft thou think the Man,

wiho once .

Hath worn my eafy Chains, will ¢’er wear thine 2

Hunc. Well, may your Chains be eafy, fince 1f

Fame

Says true, they have been try’d on twenty Husbands.
(zz) The Glove or Boot, fo many Times pull’d on,
Kav well it caly on the Hand or Foot.

Glzz2. I glory in the Number, and - when
Sit poorly down, like thee, content with one,
Heaven change this Face for one as bad as thine.

Hnnc. Let me {ce nearer what this Beauty s,
That caprivates the Heart of Men by Scores.

[ Hslds a Candle to her Face.

Oh! FHeaven, thou art as ugly as the Devil.

Glam. You’d give the beft of Shoes within your Shop,,
To Lebut half (- iandlome.

Hrne. ~—Since you come
(a) To that, Ull put my Beauty to the Tefts
Lo Thiinb, I’m yours, if you with me will go.
i Glums..

(zz) A cobling Poet indeed, fays My, D. and yet I believe
we may find as monfirous lmages in the Tragick-Authors::
1’1l put down one; C

Uuntte your folded Thoughts, and let them dangle loofe as a
Bride’s Hair. Injur’d Love.

Which Lines fecm to have as much ‘Title to a Milinet®s
Shop, as our Author’s to a-Shoemaker’s, -

(«) Mx, L----- takes occafion in this Place to commend
the great Care of our Author to preferve the Metre of Blani
Verfe, in which Sizkefpear, Fotinfon and Fletcher were {fo no-
tor;oufly ncgiigent ; and the Moderns, in Imitation of oux
Authos, {o laudabiy obfervant s

------------- Then c'oes

Tour Aaje/ty believe that he can be

A Trater? Fail of Eflex,

Every Page of Sophonisba gives us Inftances of this Excel-
R CC

- b
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Glum. Oh! ftay Tom Thzmb,and you alone {hall fill
That Bed where twenty Giants us’d to ly.
Thumb. Inthe Balcony thac o’cr-hangs the Stage,
I’ve fcen a Whore two *Prentices engage 3
One Half a Crown does in his Fingers hold,
The other thews a little Piece of Gold s
She the Half Guinca wifely docs purlom,
And leaves the larger and the bafer Cotn.
Glam.Left;{corn’d and loath’d for fuch aChitasthis ;
(&) 1 feel the Storm that’s rifing in my Mind,
Tempefts, and Whirlewinds rife, and rowl and roar.
Pm all within a Hurricane, as if
(¢) The World’s four Winds wcre pent within my
Carcalfs.

(4) Confufion, Horror, Murder, Guts and Dezath.

SCENZE VIIL
King, Glumdalca.

King. * Surcnever was {o fad a King as I,
(¢) My Life 1s worn as ragged as a Coat
A Beggar wears; a Priace {hould put it off,
(f) Tolove a Caprtive and a Giantels.
D 3 Ch

S L

(0) Love monnts and rowls about my floymy Miid.
; Aurcngre’e,
Tempefts and Whivlwinds thre’ my Bofern meve, Cleom,
() Wnk fich a furions Tempell on hHis Brow,
As tf the Warld’s forr Winds were pent within
His Uluffrine Carcafe, Auna Pullen,
(4) Verba Tragica.
#* ‘This Speech hath been terribly maw’ld by rhe Poets.
(¢} -=—----My Life is wori to Rals,
Not werth a Prince’s wearing. Love Tr'umph_ :
(f) Muff Ibeg the Pity of my Slave?
Meft a ICing beg! But Love’s a oreater Funr,
A Tyranty nav a D:vid that paffe fles we.
He tuines the Organ of 23y Voice und [peals, '
Unknawn to me, Vil s, Sebaftiau,
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Oh Love! Oh.Love! how grear a.King.artthou!®
My Tongue’s thy Trumpet, and thou Trumpete(l]
Unknown to me, within me (g)oh Glumdalca ¥ -
Heaven thee defign’d a Giantefs to make,,
But an angelick Soul was fhuffied in.

(~) 1 am a Mulitude of Walking Griefs,
And only on her Lips the Bali 1s found,

(#) To {pread a Plaifter that might cure them all.
Glusz:. Whar do 1 hear? ‘

King. What do.1 fee?
Gluiz. Oh!

King, Ah'l’

(k) Glrzz. Ah wrerched Queen

King., (1) Oh! Wretched King!
Gluzza.

e - Al - - —l,

.

£a) When thow wer’t form’d, Heaven did a Man begin 3
But a brute Seul by Chance was (baffled .

— ] Aurengzebe,

(/i) —--emmemmeea- I ans a Multitnde. i _

Cl wallyne Griefs, New Sophonisba,

(1) & will 1ake thy Svorpion Bloed,

And lay 1t to my Grief till 1 howe Eafe.  Anna Bullen,

(k) Our Author, who every where fhews.his great Pene-
erarion into humau Maruse, here ouvtdoes himf{elf : Where a
1efs judicious.Poer would have raifed a long Scene of whin-
ing Love. He who underftood the Pafflions bertter, and that
{o, violenr an A ffe&ion as this muft be too big for Utterance,
choofes rathex to {end his Chara&ers off in this. fulien and
doleful mauner: in which admirable Conduét he is imitared .
by the Author of the juftly ceiebruted Eurydice, Dx. Tonng
feeps to point at this Violence of Pafhon; .

[ T L Paffion choaks
Tireir Woods, and they’ve the Statues of Defpair,

And Scnwa tells us, Cure leves loguuntur, ingentes [Fupent:
The Storysof the Egyptian King in  Herodotus is . too well
kiuown to.need to beinferted ; I refer the more cunous Rea-
der to the excellent Montagne, who hath written an Eflay on
this Subjeél, -

{{) To part is Deatly==-—2=--

mremmmmocemccemems e >Tis Death to part,
b e bl adalebdatt Ab,
R e P EE ELL P LY ¢ 7 N Don Carlos.
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Glum. AhY
King. Ohl

SCENZE IX.

Tom Thumb, Huncamunca, Parfon.

Parfon. Happy’s the Weoing, that’s not long adoing 3.
Forif I-guelsaright. Tom Thumb this Night
Shall give a Being to a new Tvm Thumb.
Thaumb. 1t fhall be my Endeavour {o to do.
Hune. Oh! fic upon you, Sir, you make me blufh.
Thumb. Tt is the Virgin’s Sign, and {uits you well:
() 1 know not where, nor how, nor what [ am,
(z) I’m fo tranfported, [ have loft my felf.

- Fnne,.
() Ner know I whether.
* Whar ams. I, wWiho or wiiers,. Bufiris,
I was I know no: what, and am I 'kiraw. net how,
Gloriana,.

(») To underftand fuificie~tly the Beauty of this Pafiage,.
it-will be neceffary that we comprehend every Man to con-
tain two Selfs, 1 fhall not attemprt to prove this from Phi-
lofophy, which the Loets make {o plauly evideat.

Oune runs away from the other; -

Let me demand your Majellys
Why fly yeu from your [elf 7 Duke of Guife,
In a2 24, One Self is a Guardian to the other;
Leave me the Care of wie.
Conqucft of Granada,.
Again, My felf am to my [elf lefs near. 1bidy
in the {ame, the firft Self is proud of the {econd;
I my felf am proud of re.
| State of Innocence..
In a 34, Diftruftful of him3;
Famm | wonld 1elly bur whifper it in mine Ear,
That. none befides mighs. heary nay not my felf.
Eazrl of Effex. ..
in:
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Hune. Forbid it, all ye Stars, for you're fo 'fmall,
Thar were you loit. you’d find your {¢lf no more.
So the unhappy Semplirels once they fay,

Her Necdle in a Potile, loft of Hay 3
In vain fhelook™d, and look’d, and made her Moan,
For ah, the Needle was for ever gonc.

Parfon. Long may they Live,and love, and propagare,
Till the whole Land be pleapled with 1om Thumbs.
(p)"So when the Chefhire Cheefe a Mageot breeds
Another and another f1ill fucceeds :

By thoufands and ten thoufands they increafe,
11l one continued Maggot fills the rowen Cheele,

S CENZE X
Noodle, and i1bzn Grizzle.
Nood. (g) Surc Nawure mcans to break her folid

Chain, . ,
Or elfe unfix the World, and in a Rage,

To
Inh a 4t/;, Honours him '
I hona» BLOme, '
Bat bonounr 1eo my [elf. Sophonisba,
In a srh, At Variance with hims
~ Leave mie nor thus at Variance wurh my [elf. Bufiris,
Again, 1n & 615, I find my felf divided from my [elf,
Medea.
She feemed the fad Effigics of her feif, Banks,

AJift ine, Zulema, if thow woerld’t be

Tihe Fricud thos fecmef?, afliff me againft me,
Albton Quecns,

From all which 1t appears, that there are two Sclfs; and
therefore Tom Thumb's loling himfelf is no fuch Soleciim-as
it harh been reprefented by Men, rather ambitious of Criti-
cizing, than qualify’d r¢ Criricize,

(p) Mr, Facac-- imagines this Parfon to Lave been a We/2”
oane, from his Simile,

(r}} Our
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To hurle it from its Axle-trec and Hinges 3

All things are fo confus’d, the King’s in Love,

"“The Queen is drunk, the Princefs married is.

Griz. Oh! Noodle, haft thou Hurcamunca {een?
Nood. T’ve (een a thoufand Sights this Day, where
none

Are by the wonderfil Bitch herlelf ourdone,

The King, the Quen, and all the Court are Sights.
Griz. (r) D-=n your Declay, you Trifier, are you

drunk, ha?

I will not hear one Word but Huncamunca.|
Nood. By this Time {l-e is married to Town Thumbe
Griz. (s) My Huncamunca.

Nood. Your Huncamunca.

Tom Thumb's Hancamunca,every Nan’s Huncasmnuntd.
Griz. If this be true ali Womankind are damn’d.
Nood. If it be not. may I be fo my {elf.

Griz. See where fthe comes! I’ll not believe aWord”

Againft that Face,upon whoic (7)) ample Brow,

Sits Innocence with Majefty Enthron’d,

Grizzle,

Wﬂ#———#—m

(9) Our Author hath been plundex’d here according to
Cuftom ;
Great Natsre break thy Chain that links together
The Fabrick of the World, and make a Chaos
Like that w:thin my Soul. Love Triumphant,
---------- Startle Nature, unfix the Globe,
And burl it from its Axle-tree and Hinges.
_ Albion Queens.
The tott>ring Earth feems [liding off its Props.
(r) D-=-n your Delay, ye Torturcrs proceed,
1 will not hear one Word byt Almahide.
. Congq. of Granada,
(:) Mr., Dryden hath imitated this in _A4// for Love.
(1) This Miltonick Stile abounds in the New Sophonista,

~=s===-ve And on her ample Brow
Oar Majefiye ”
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Gnzzle, Huncamunca.

Griz. Where has my Huncamunca been ? See here
The Licence in my Hand! |

Hunc, Alas! Tom Thumb.

Griz. Why doft thou mention him?

Hune. Ah! me Tom Tumb.

Griz. What means my lovcly Huncamunca 2

Hune, Hum !

Griz. Oh! Speak.

Hyne., Hum !

Griz. Ha! your every Word is Hum.
(72) You force me fiill vo anfwer you Tom Thumb.
Towz Thumb, ’'m on the Rack, I’m in a Flame,
(%) Tom Thumb, Tom Thamb, Tom Thumb you love

the Name;

.So pleafing is that Sound, that were you dumb
You {hll wonld find a Voice vo cry Tom Thumb.

Hunc. Oh! Be not hafty to proclaim my' Doom,
My ample Heart for more than one has Room,
A Maid like me, Heaven form’d at leaft for two,
(v) I married him, and now. ’ll marry you.

Griz.
(#) Tour ev’ry Anfwer, fEill fo ends m that, .
' Yow forve me ftill 10 anfwer you Morat, '
Aurengzebe,
(x) Morat, Morat, Morat, yos love the Name.
: - - Aurengzebg

(») Here is a Sentiment for the virtuous Huncamunca (fays
Mz, D----s5) and yet with the Leave of this greac Man, the
virtuous Panthea in Cyrus, hath an Heart every whit as amples

For two I muft confefs are Gods to me, *
Which is my Abzadatus firf, and thee.
Cyrus the Great,
Nor is the Lady in Love Trinmphant, mozre referv’d, tho’ not
fo intelligible
------- I am fo divided,

That I grievemoft for bothy, and love botl maof?,
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Griz Ha! doft thouown thy Falthood ro myTFace 24 -
Think’ft thou that I wil fharc thy Husband’s Place,}
Since to that Office one cannot {uffice, )
Andfince you {corn to dine on fingle Dith on,

Go, get your Husband put into Commiflion;
Commiflioners to dilcharge, (ye Gods) it fine 1s,
The dury of a Husband to your Highnels;

Yect think not long, I will my Rival bear,

Or unreveng’d the {flighted Willow wear ;

The gloomy, brooding Tempeflt now confin’d,
Wirhin the hollow Caverns of my Mind.

In dreadful Whirl, fhall rowl along the Coafts,

Shall thin the Land of all the Men it boafls,

(z) And cram up cv’ry Chink of Heil with Ghofls.

¥ So have | feen, in {ome dark Winter’s Day,

A fudden Storm ruth down the Sky’s High-Way,
Sweep thro® the Streets with terrible ding deng,
Gufh thro® the Spouts and walh whole Crowds along,”
‘The crowded Shops, the thronging Vermin skreen,
Together cram the Dirty and the Ciean, }
Aud not one Shoe Boy in the Streer is {cen,

Hunce.

b e i —

S

(z) A ridicuious Suppofition to any one who confiders
the great and extenfive Largenefs of Hell, {fays a Commen-
tator: But not {o to thofe who confider the great E xpanfion -
of imimurerial Subftance. Mr, Banls mukes one Soui to be
fo expanded, that Heaven could not contain ic;

The Heavens are all 1e0 narrew for lier doul,
Virtue Betray’d,

‘The Perfian Princefs hath a Paflage not unlike the Author of
this; .
We will fend firch Skoals of muvther’d Slaves,
Shall glut Hell’s cmpty Regrons. *
This threatens to fill Hell even tho” it were empty; Loxd
*{?rf?m’e only to fill up the Chinks, {uppoiing the reft alrea-
dy full,

y(*) My. Addifen is generally thought to have had this §i-
mile in his Eye, when he wrote thar beautiful one ar the end
©f the third -A& of his Curo,
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Hune, Oh! fatal Rafhnefs fhould his Fury flay,

My haplefs Bridegroom on his Wedding-day ;

I, -who this Morn, of two choofe which to wed,

May go again this Night alone to Bed; -
(1) So'have 1 {een fome wild unfettled Fool,

Who had her Choice of this, and that joint Srool ¢

To give the Preference to either, leath

And fondly coveting to fit on both g

While the two Stools her firting pare confound,

Between ’em both fall Squat upon the Ground.

e

ACT

{t) This beautiful-Simile is founded on a Provesb, which

docs Honour to the Exglifh Language s _
Between 110 Stools the Breech falls to the Ground.

I am not fo pleafed -with any written Remains of the An-
cients, as with thofe little Aphorifins, which verbal Tradi-
tion hath delivered down to us, undey the Title of Proverie
It were to be wifhed that inficad of flling their Pages with
the fubulous Theology of the Pagans, our inodern Poers
would think it worth therr while to enrich their Works with
the Proverbial Sayings of their Anceftors, Mr, Dryden hath
chronicl’d one in FHeroick;

-~ Twa 1Ifs fiarce make one Poffibilaty. Conqg. of Granada.
My Lord Bacon 1S of Opinion, that whatever is known of
Afrs and Sciences might be proved to hrave lurked in the
Proverbs of Svlowmoen. I am of the fame Opinion in relation
_to thofe above mention’d: At leaft I am confident thar a
more perfed Syftem of Ethicks, as well as Oeconomy, mighte
be compiled our of them, than is ar prefent exrant, either in
the Works of the Antient Philofophers, or thofe more vi-
Juable, as nmiore volumineus ones of the modern Divines,

. §%e End of the fecond ACT.
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ACT.III. SCENE L

S C E N E, King Arthu_r’s Palzce.
| (2) Gholft folus.

T AIL! ye black Horrors of Midnignt’s Midnoon?
- Ye¢ Fairies, Goblins, Bars and Screech-Owls, Hail !
And Ch! ye mortal Watchmen, whofe hoarfe Throats

Th’ Immorgal Ghofts dread Croakings counterfeir,
* E " All

(a) Of all the Particulars in which the modern Stage fally
Thort of the ancient, there is none fo mucn to be Laumented,
as the grear Scarcity of Ghoits iu the latter. Whence this
proceeds, 1 will not prefunie to determine, Some arc of o-
pinion, that the Moderns are uncqual to that {ublime Lan-
guage which a Ghoft onght to fpcak. One fuys ludicrouily,
That Ghofis are out of Fafthion 3 another, That they are
properer for Comedy ; forgetting, 1 fuppofe, that Ariforle
hath told us, That a2 Ghoft is the Soul of Tragedy ; for fo
1 render the Juyn ¢ ol 7 Teavadics, which Mn
Dadier, amongft others, hath miftaken; I fuppofe mif-led,
by not underftanding the Fabula of the Lasins, which fignifics
a Gheft as well as a Fable,
 emmicmenas Tc premet noxy fabulzque Mapes, Hor.
Of all the Ghofts that have ever appeared on the Stage, a
very learmed and judicious foreign Critick, gives the Pre-
Ference to this of our Author, Thefe are his Words, {peak-
ing of this Tragedy s

renmep N
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All hail!lw= Ye dancing Fantoms, who by Day,

Are fome condemn’d to faft, fome feaft in Fire 3
Now play in Church-yards, skipping o’er the Graves
Tlcls thel(lb) loud Mufick of the (ﬁcnt Bell, -
All Hail & '

SCENUZE 1I.
‘ Kir;‘g, .;:nd Giwﬂ:.

King. What Noile is this 2w What Villain dares,
At this dread Hour, with Fect and Voice prophane,
Difturb our Royal Walls?

Ghoft. One who dcfies
Thy empty Power to hurt himj (¢) one who dares
Walk inthy Bed-chamber. |

King. Prefumpruous Slave !

Thou dicft =
Ghoft. Threaten others with that Word,,

(4) 1 am a Ghoft, and am #lready. dead.
King,

- -

------- Nec quidquam in illa admir&bilins guam Plafma quoddamn
borrendum, guod omnibns aliis Speftris, quibufcum, fcater Anglorum
Tracad:n, longé (pace D~-=-ifti V. Dolti[[. dixerim) pratulerim,
(1) We have already given Inftances of this Figure.
() Almanzor reafons in the {aine manner ;
7 emermeccacoan - A Gheft 1711 be,
And from & Ghoft, yoss know, no Place-is free-
ConcF of Granada,
() The Man who writ this wretched Pun (fays Mr. D.)
would have picked your Pocker: Which he proceeds to fhew,
not only bad in it felf, but doubly {o on fo folemn an Occa-
fion. And yet in that excellent Play of Liberty Afferred, we
find {omething very much refembling. a Pun in the Mouth
of a Mifirefs, who is parting with the Lover fhe'is foad of;
. Ul Ob, maortal Woel one Kifs, and thenfareviel,
liene. . The Gods have given to orhers te farcwel,
Q wiferably mufi 1xene farr,
aAga=
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Ring. YeStars! *tis well; were thy laft Hour to conies

This Moment had been ity (e) yct by thy Shrowd
I’ll pull thee backward, fqueeze thee to a Bladder,

*Till thou doft groanthy Nothingnels a EHZ_[’
Ghlofi retires.

Thou fly’ft! °Tis wcll.
() I thought what was the Courage of a Ghotft!
Yet dare not, on thy Lifc = \Why fay | that,
Since Life thou haft not?— Darc nor walk agatn,,
Within thefe Walls, on PPain of the Red Sea.
For, if henceforth | ever find thee here,
As {ure, fure as a Gun, I'll have thee laid
. Ghoft. Wecre the Red-Sea a Sca of Hulland’s Gin,
The Liquor, (when alive) whofe very Smell
I did deteft, did loath—— yet for the Sake
Of Thomas Thuamb, I would be laid thercin,

King., Ha!l faid you?
Ghoft. Yes, my Licge, I faid Tom Thumb,
W hofe Father’s Ghoft I anmi=— once not unknown.
To mighty Arthar. Bur, I fee, ’us true,
The deareft Friend, when dead, we all forger.
King. >Tis he, itis the honelt Gaffer Thumb.

Oh! let me prefs thee in my cager Arms,
E 2 Thou

Agamemnon, in the Vidim, is full as facetious on the moft

folemn Occafion, that of Sacrificing his Daughters;
Yes, Danghter, yess you Will ajfift the Prieft;
Tes, you muft offer up your----- Vows for Grecce,
(c) 1’U pull thee backwards by thy Shrowd to Light,
Or elfe, I'll (queeze thee, like a Bladd:r, there,
And make thee groan thy [elf away to Ay,
Conqueflt of Granada,

Snatch me, ye Gods, this Moment tuto Nothing,
Cyrus the Grear,

(f) So, art thou gome 2 Thoeu canft no Congueft Loaf?,

I thought what Wwas the Conrage of a Ghoff,
Conquelt of Granada,

King Artbur feems to be as brave a Fellow as Almanzory

who fays moft heroically, -
wewnc-aewe Iy (pight of Ghofts, I’ onte .
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Thou beflt of Ghofts! Thou fomcthing more tham
Ghoft!

Ghoft. Would'l were fomething more, that We again,
Might feel cach other in the warm Embrace.
But now [ have the Advanrage of my King,
(g) For [ feel thee, whilft thou doft not feel me.

King. But fay,(#) thou deareft Air, Oh! fay, what

-

Dread,
Important Bufinefs fends thee back to Earth? -
Ghofi. Oh! then prepare to hear —— which but to,
hear,

s full cnough to {end thy Spirit hence.

Thy Subje&ts up in Arms, by Grizzle led,
Will, ere rthe rofy finger’d Morn fhall ope-
The Shutters of the Sky, before the Gate

Ot this thy Royal Palace, {fwarming fpread:
(#) So have I feen the Bees in Clufters {warmy,. |
So have 1 feen the Stars in frolly Nights,

So have [ feen the Sand in windy. Days,

So have I {cen the Ghofls on Pluio’s Shore,.
So have I {een the Flowers in Spring artle, ¥
So have [ feen the Leaves in Awtumn fall,y,
So have I feen the Fruits in Summer {mile,
So have I {¢centhe Snow in Winter frown.

Kizg. Damn all thou’ft fecen === Doft thou, beneath,
the Shape

Cf Gafter Tumb, come hither to abufe me,
With Similics to keep me on the Rack 2.

I ence

(¢) The Ghoflt of Laufaria in Cyrus is a plain Copy af this,,
angd is rherefore worth reading.
A0, Cyrus! .
Thou may’} as well ¢rafp Watcr, ov fieet AIrs,
As think of tonching nsy immortal Shade.
Cyrzs the Greag,
(7)) Tiom better Part of heaveanly Air.
Conqueft of Grasada.

() A String of Simulies ({‘aysp one) proper 1o be hyng vp in 1he.
Camuct of a Priige, ' ’
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Hence or by all the Torments of thy Hell,

(k) DIl runthee thro’ the Body, tho® thow’ft noune.
Ghoft. Arthur, beware 3 1 muft chis Moment hence

Not' frighted by your Voicee but by the Cocks

Arthur beware, beware, beware, beware !

Strive to avert thy yet impending Fate;

For if thou’rt kill’d To day,

To-morrow all thy Cure will come too late,

S CENE III

King folus.

Xirng. Oh ftay, and leave'me not uncerta’n thus!
And whil{t thou telleft me what’s like my Fatc,
Oh, teach me how 1 may avert it too!

Curft bethe Man whe firft 2 Simile made!
Curft, ev’ry Bard who writes!—— So have I {een
Thofe whofe Comparifons are juft and rrue,
And thofe who liken Things nort like at all,

The Devil is happy, that the whole Creation

Can furnifb our no Simt:le te his Fortune.

SCENZE 1IV.

King, Qucen.

Queen. What is the Caufe,my Arthur, that you flcal

‘Thus filently from Dollalslla’s Breaft 2
| E 3 Why

(1) This Paffage hath been underftood feveral different
Ways by the Commentators. For my Part, } find it diffi~

calt to underftand iv at all. Mrx. Dryden fays,
I have heard fomerhing how two Bodies mcer,

Bt how two Souls jorg, I know anor,
So that ’till the Body of a Spirit be better underftood, it will

be difficult to underftand how it is poffibi¢ to run him
through it,
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Why doft thou icave me in the(l) Dark alone;,
When well thou knowefk [ am afraid of Spirits. 2
King. Oh Dollalella! do notblame my Loves
I hop’d the Fumes of laft Night’s Punch had laid!
Thy lovely Eyczlids faft. But, Oh! 1 find, -
There 1s no Power in Drams, to quiet Wives;
Each Morn, as the returning Sun, they wake.
And {hine upon their Husbhands..
Queen. T hink, Oh think!
What a Surprize 1t muft be_to the Sun,
Rifing, to find the -vanifh’d World away.
\What lefs can be the wretched Wife’s Surprize,
When, ftretching our her Arms to fold thee tfaft,
She folds her ufclefs Boliter in her Armis.

(m) Think, think on thate=——Oh! think, think weli -
on thar.

I do remembcr alfo to have read

{#) In Dryden’s Ovid’s Metamorphofis,

That Fove in Form inanimate did ly,

With beautcous Darae ;3 and truflt me, Love,

{0) 1 fear’d the, Dolfier might have been a Fove.
King., Come o my Arms, moit virtuous.of thy Sexs:

QOh Dollalella ! were all Wives hike thee,

So many Husbands never had worn Horns.

Shouid Huncamupca of thy Worth partake,

Tomr Thrmb indeed were bleft. Oh fatal Name!l-

For didt thou know oune Quarter what | know,

Tllﬁﬂ.‘;
{/} Crdaria is of the {ame feartul Temper with Dollalolla; ;
I never durft (2 Darlue(s be alone. lud, Emp. .

(=) Think_well of sbis, tinai that, think every way. _
Sophanisba,

1#) Thefe Cuyotations are mote ufual in the Comnicke tham |
i1 the Tr::g‘cﬁ,ﬁ‘/riters_

(,) This D:ltrefs (EL)'S Mr, D—----—) I manft allow to be ex=
tremel y bmm}f:r{, and tends to beitlien 1he wirtvens Charafler of
I)p}iﬁlgll,a, WHo.is fo exceeding deinate, thar fhe /s in the ugheft -
App henfion from the inanimate Embrae of a Bolfter. An Ex-
ample warthy of Imitatien from all onr Wiiiers of Tr.:gf‘}f]ﬁ _
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Then would’ft thou know—= Alas! what thou would’{:
know !

Queen. What can I gather bence 2 Why doft thou:
{peak
Like Men who carry Raree-Shows about,
Now vyou [ball fee, Gentlemen. what you f(hall fee?
Q tell me more, or thou haft told too much.

SCENZE V.

King, Queen, Noodle.

Nood. Long Lifc attend your. Majefty’s ferene, .
{Greac Arthar, King. and Dollalolla, Queen!
Lord Grizzle with a bold. rebeilicus Crowd,
Advances to the Palace, threatning loud,

Unlefs the Priucels be deliver’d frraighe, 3
And che viGtorious 1hx#mb, without his Pate,f }

They are.refolv’d o batter down the Gare. ;

S CENE VI
King, Queen, Huncamunca, Noodle,

King. Sece where the Princefs comes! "Where is Tomz
Thumb,

Hunc. Oh! Sir, about an Hour and half ago
He falited out to encounter with-the Foe,
Aund {wore, unlefs his Fate had him- mifled, L
From Grizzle’s Shouiders to cut off his Head,' %
And ferve’tup with your Chocolate in Bed. '

King. *Uis weil, | find one Devil told us both.
Come Dollalolla, Huncammwenca, cone,

Wichin we'll wate for-the viorious Thumbs .
In Peace and Safety we. fecure may flay,
Whilerohis Arm we eruft the bloody Frays

The®.
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Tho’ Men and Giants fhould confpire with Gods,
(¢) He is alone equal to all thefe Odds,

‘Queen. He is indced, 2 (g) Helmer to us all,
While he fupports, we need not fear to fall;
His Arm difpatches all things to our Wifh, -
And ferves up every Foe’s Head in a Difh.
Void is the Miftrefs of the Houfe of Care,
While the good Cook prefents the Bill of Fare 3
W hether the Cod, that Northern King of Fifh,
Or Duck, or Goofe, or Pig, adorn the Diths
No Fearsthe Number of her Guefts afford,
But at her Hour fhe {ees the Dinner on the Board.

S CENZE VII a2 Plain.

Lord Grizzle, Foodle, and Rebels.

Griz. Thus far our Arms with Vi&ory arccrown’d’;

For tho’ we have not foughr, yet we have found
- (r) No

{p) Credat Fudans Appelles
Non ego-===s~=~ (Says Mr. D.) ~----For, paffing over the
Abfurdiry of being egunal to Odds, can we poflibly fuppofe a little
cnfignificant Felloty~e=--~ I [ay again, a little infignificant Fellow
able to vie with a Strength which all the Sampfons and Hercu-
les?s of Antiguity wosld be unable to encounter.
1 fhall refer this incredulous Critick to Mr, Dryden’s De.
fence of his Almanzer; and jeft that thould nor™fatisfy him,
I thall quote a few Lines from the Speech of a much braver

Fellow than A!manzoer, M, Fobnfor’s . Ahilles;
THe® Human Race rife in embattel’d Hofts,
To force ber from my Arms=---==0b! Son of Atreus'?
By that immortal Pow’r, whefe dearhlefs Spirn
Informs this Earth, 1 will oppofe them all. ~ Victim,
(q) I have heard of “being fupported by a Staff ({ays Mr, D.)
bur never of being (upported &y an Helmer. 1 believe he never
heard of Sailing with Wings, which he may read in no leis.a

Poet than Mr, Dryden;
Unlefs we borrew Wings, and fail thra® Arr. |
. "7 Love Trumphanr,
What
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¢r) No Enemy to fight withall.
Foodle. Yet I,
Meihinks would willingly avoid this Day, .
(s) This Fii{t of Aprii, to cngage our Foes.
Griz. This Day, of all the Days of th’ Year, I’d
choofe,
For on this Day my Grandmotlier was born,
Gods! 1 will make Tom Thumb an 4dpril Fools
(#) Will teach his Wit an Errand it nc’er knew,
And fend it Peft to the Elyfiaz Shades.
Food. ’m glad to find our Army is fo ftoue,
Nor does it move my Wonder lefs than Joy.
Griz.(#) Whar Friends we have, and how we came-
{fo firong,
Pl foftly tell you as we march aleng.

SCENE

What will he {ay to a knceling Valley 2

Cems s - i ffand
Like & fafe Valley, that low bends the Knee,
To fome afpiring Mountain, Injur’d Love.

I.am atham®d of {o ignorant 2 Carper, who doth not know
that an Epithet in Tragedy is very often no other than an.
Expletive. Do not we read in the New Sophonisba of grind-
ing Chains, blwe Plagnesy, white Occafions, and: blue Sercnity 2
Nay, ’tis not the Adjeétive only, bur fometimes half a Sen~
tence is put by way of Expletive, as, Beauty pomtcd ligh with
Sprir, Iin the {ame- Play----and, In the Lap of Bleffing, to be
moft curff,  In the Reveage.
() A Vitosy like that of _Almanzer,
Almanzosx /s vidForiors wrhour Fizht., Conq. of Granada.
(:s) Well have we chafe an happy Day for Fight,
For cvery Man in conrfe of Time has found,
Some Days are luly y, fome unfortunate, X, Arthut..
(:} We read of {uch another in Lee;
Teah bus rede Wir a Flight fbe never made,
And fend her Poft to the Elylian Shade. Gloriana,
{«) Thele kines are copicd verbarim in the Indian Empetery
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SCENE VIIL
T hunder and Lightnuing.

Tom Thumb, Glumdalca cum Juis.

Thumb, Oh, Noodle! haftthou feen aDay like this ?
(x) The unborn Thunder rumbles o’cr our Heads,
(v As if the Gods meant to unhingethe World ;
And Heaven and Earth in wild Confufion hurl ,
Yer;will I boldly tread the tote’ring Ball.

Merl. Tom Thumb. |

Thumb, What Voice is this 1 hear]?

Merl. Toms Thumb !

Thumb. Again it calls.

Merl, Tom Thumb!

Glum. It calls again. .

Thumb. Appear, whoe’er'thou are, 1 fear theenot,

Merl. Thou haft no Caufc to fear, I am thy Friend,
Merlin by Name, a Conjurer by Trade,
And to my Arc thou doft thy Being owe.

Thumb. How !

Moerl. Hear then the myftick Getting' of Toms Thum

(x) His Fathér was a Ploughman plain,

His Mother milk’d the Cow ;

And yet the Wavy te get a Son,
This Couple knew not how.

Until fuch Time the good sld Man
To learxed Merlin goes,

And there to him in grear Difirefsy
In fecres Manner fhows,

How
B s e
{x) Unborn Thunder yolling in a Clond. Congq. of Granadas,
{y) Were Heaven and Earth in wold Confufion hurl’d,
Should the rafb Gods unhinge the rolling World,
Undaunted, would I tread she tott’ring Bally
Crufl’dy but snconguer’d, in the dreadful Fall. ]
Female Warrior,

€z) Sce the Hiftery of Tom Thumb, pag. 2.
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How in bis Heart he wifl’d to have
A Child in Lime to corne, *
To be bis Heiry, tho’ it micht be
No biger than his Thumnb :
Of whick old Merlin was foretold,
That be his Wifly fhonld bave ;
And [oa .on of Starure fmall,
The Charmer to him gave.

Thou’ft heard the paft, look up and fee the future.

Tbﬁ?ﬁé{:( a) Loft in Amazement’s Gulph, my Senfcs
ink;

Sec there Glumdalca, {ce another (&) Me?

Glum. O Sight of Horror! fee, you are devour’d
By the expanded Jaws of a red Cow.

Merl. Let not thefe Sights deter thy noble Mind,

(¢) For lo! a Sight more glorious courts thy Eyes 3
Sce from a far a Theatre arife;

There, Ages yet unborn, fhall Tribute pay ,

To the Heroick A&ions of this Day:

Then busk in Tragedy at length #thall choofe .

Thy Name the beft Supporicr of her Mufe.
Thumb. Enough, let every warlike Mufick found,

We fall contented, if we fall renoun’d.

SCENE

(a) ~~----- Amazement [wallows up my Senfe,
And in th® fpetuons Whirl of circling Fare,
: Dyrinks drwon my Reafon, Ferfian Princels,
() -~-v-un-- I have gurfaced my [elf,
Whart am I twwo 2 Is there ancthbrr Me ? K. Arthur,
(c) The Characéter of Merlin is wondertul throughout, bur
moit fo in this Prophetick Parr, We find feveral of thefe
Prophecies in the Tragick Aurhors, who frequently take this
Opportunity to pay 4 Compliment ro their Couatry, and
fomenmes to their Prince, None but our Author {(who
fecems to have detcefted the leaft Appearance of Flatery)
would have paft by {uch an Opportunity of being a Political
Frophet,



X0 ~The Life :and Death of
SCENE IX.

Zord Grizzle, Yoodle, Rebels on one Side, Torr
Thumb, Glumdalca, on zhe ozFer.
Fosd. Atlength the Enemy advances nigh,
{d) 1 hear them with my Ear, and fee them with my
Eye. _ . .
Griz. }'me all your Swords, for Liberty we fight,
(e} And Liberty the Muftard is of Life.
Thumb. Are you the Man whom Mecn fam’d Grizzle
mame? .
Griz.(f) Are youthe much more fam’d Tom Thumb 2
Tumb. The {ame. |
Griz. Come on, our Worth upon our felves well
. ‘prowc,
Fior Liberty 1 fighe,
Thumb. And 1 for Love.

A bloody Engagment betwezn the two Armics bere,
Dirums beating, Trumpets [ounding, Thunder
and Lightning.—— They 'fight off and on [everal
times. Some fall. Grizzle azd Glunmdalea re-

VTR
. Glui.

il

- Kd) T faw the Villain, Myron, awith thefe Eyes I faw ﬁ:mf‘

- Bufiris.
in both which Places it is intimated, that 1t 15 {fometimes
poflible to fee with other Eyes than your own,

(¢) This Muflard (fays Mr, D.) 7s enongh ro turn onc’s Ste-
mach 2 I wonld be glad to iview wvriat Idea ths Author bad in lis
Head <wben he wrore it.  This will be, 1 believe, beft eaplain-
<d by a Line of Mrx, Denniss

And gave hira Liberiy, the Salt of Life, Liberty aflerted’
The Underftanding thar can digeft the one, will nor zile ag
the other,
. {F) Han. Adre you the Chicf, whem Men fam’d SCipio call ?

SCip. o Are you the mucti mave famons Hannibal? _
1"13nnlb¢




T'om  Thumb-2Ze Great. 3¥-
Glum.Turn,.Coward, turn, nor from a \Voman fly.
Griz. Away= thou art-tge.ignoble.for my Arm,- |
Glum; Have atthy Heart. .

Griz. Nay then, I thruftat thine..
Glum. You pu[h too well, you’ve run.me thro’ the
- Guts, - . +
And I am dead.. . | ,
Griz..Then. there an: End of. Onc.
Thumb.-When thou.art dead,then there’s an End Of
Two - 1
(29 Villaim: . -
‘Griz, Tom Tumb!™
‘Thumb. Rebel!
- Griz.. Tom Thumb?:
Lhumb. Hell! '
Griz. Huncamuncal - : .
Thumb. Thou haft it there. - . ‘ 1
Griz.-Too {ure I fecl.it.
Thumb. To Hell theny like a2 Rebel as you ave,
And give my Scrvice'to the Rebels therc.
Griz. Triumph not; Thumb, nor’ think thou fhale:
cnjuy
Thy Buncamanca undifturb’d, °ll fend
(!9) My G oﬂs to fetch her ro the other World 5
Ce e O L et o (;) | O

{¢) Dr. Young-feems to-have wpxcd 'tlns Engagcmcm m his-
Bufiers :
Myr, Villaint =
Mem, Myron! -
J)’I bf! 4 ¥
Mcm.ﬂﬂdyron ' ,
Myr, Hell !
Mem. ;M andaneti

(‘3‘) This laft Speech of my Lord Crizale hﬂl’li L e of,
;e.s.r Sa..n-.c:., to-our Poets; -

..... vecem=i’ll hold it faff
._:L. N § LUQ-, and when [ fr; s Toney I’!ZEIJEI'd this fﬁlﬂa
 And :f thou tak’ At from me when P flar, .
w0 ’fc’ﬁ.na’ my Greit HE demb H ba;kd_gam.

Conq. of Graiada, -



gdv The Eite: and: Déath pf” -
() Tt !l bur baie 2t ‘Heavén; and theh Feétirnd: ™
(k) Buc ha !l 1 feel Dearhs rambling in my Brains, >
(/) Semekinder Spright knecks foftly At mySouk: . "
And:gently. whifpersitto hafte aways - 7 ¢
1 come; [ come, molt willingly I céfes.” ~: 7
() So; when {ome City. Wife, for: Country-Aip,
To Hampjlead, or to High-gate does repaify "' -
Hcer, to make hafte, her:Husband doé¢simplore, - =
And cries, My Vear. rhe!Coach is ¢ theé Doors. '
. With equal Wifh-defirous to be gone, - -
She gets into the Coach, and then fhe cries ~ Dyive o I
Lhumb. }Vith’ thofe laft Words (i) he vomited his.
. Soul. _—
Which; (0) like whipz:Cream, the Devil  will ‘fwallow-
down.. Lo
Bear. off the Body, and. cur off the-'Head, -
Which I will to the King 1n Tiomph lugsy = -
Rebellion™s dead; and. now- Il 'go to. Breakfaflts

S CEN.E:

Wm

(). My Soul fhonld with [uch Speed obey, L.
1t fhossld yiot bait at Heaven to flop ss way.~
Lige feems to have this laft‘in his Ey¢;
dTavas not my Purpofe, Siry 10 tarry there, _
I would byt ¢o to Heaven to takg the A, Glorians, .
(k) . A rifing Vapour sumbling. in my Brains, Cleomenes,.
. (1) Some kind Spright knocks foftiy.at sy Soul,..
To tell me Fared’ s at hand.: e
{(m) Mz, Dryden {ecms to have had this..Simitein.his Eyes.
'*-h':“- he ,{3):554'.! . " dj ﬂ i '
‘ol s packing up, and {8/t o wirng... . ,
M b 5P Cunqn%cﬁ of :Granada, .
(i) And in a purple Vomit pour®d his Soul., Cleomerncs..
[ ¢) Tie Devil fwallows vuigar Senls . _
U Like whipp'd Cream... Sgbaftian,.
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Tiom: ThHumb the Greass. 53
SCENE X -

King, Queen, Huncamunca, and Courtiers..

King. Open the Prifons, fet the Wretched free,-
And bid our Treafurer disburfe fix. Pounds:
To pay their Debtsem—Lcr no one weep To-day.
Come, Dollalollas ( p) Curfe that odious Name?
It is fo long, it asks an Hour to f{peak it.
By Heavens ! 1%l change it into Dol!, or Loll,
Or any other ¢ivit Monofyllable
That will not tire my Tongue.

down,
Here feated, let us view the Dancer’s Sportss
Bid ’em advance. This is the Wedding Day
QFf Princels Huncammnca and Tom Thumb ; ,
Toss Thumb! who wins two Victories (g) To-dayy
And this way marches, bearing Grizzle’s Head.
A Dance bere.

Nood. Oh! monftrous, dreadful, terrible, Oh! QOh
D.af be my Ears, for ever blind, my Eyes!
Dumb be my Tongue! Fecr lame! All Senfes loft!

(r) Howl Walves, grunt Bears, hifs .Snakes, fhrick all
ye. Ghoftsl

: b

-Come, fit thee-

F 2 | Krig,

Tkl

() How cold I crfe my Name of Ptolemy !
It (s (@ long, (1 atks an Flour to write i1,
By Near®nt Pl chanze it futo Jove, or Mirs,
Or any other efvil Mynofyliable,
That ol not tive any Hand. - ~ Cleomeney.
(1) Here is a vifible Conjunétion of two Days in one, by
which our Author may have cither intended an Emblem of'.
4 Wedding ; or to mfinuate, that Men in the Honcy-moon
are apt to imagine Time fhorter than itis, It brings into
my Mind a Paffage in the Comedy call’d the Coffes~ Honfe Po-
litecian, X
We will celebrate this Day ar my Houfe to Movrow,
(»} Thefe beautiful Phrafes are all to be found in enc
singgle Speecls of Kong Arthury X The Brivifh Warthy. .

[



28 Fhe Life and Deathcof

King. What does the Blockhead mean2:

Nood. | mean, my Liege. *| =
(s) Only to grace my Tale with decent Horrors-
Whilt from.my Garret, twice two Stories- hl&h,, X
I look’d abroad into the Strects below §
Y faw.Tom Thumb attended'by- the Meb -
Twice Twenty:Shoe- Boy's TWice two Dozen Linksy
Chairmen and Porters; ‘Hackney-Coachnieéri; thrcss',.
Aloft he bore thie grrzly* Head! of Grizizle; .
When of a fudden thro? - the Streéts thcrc camie-
A Cow, of larger than the ufual Size; - = -
And in a2 Moment—— gucls, Oh! guefs thereft!~
&nd in a Moment{wallow!d- up Towz:Thumb. :

King. Shut up again the Prifons, bid my Treafurer-
Nor give three Farthings out—-hang all the Culprizsy.
Giuilty or not—— no -matter——-Ravith Virgins, =
Go bid the Schoolmafters whip -all their Boys;..
LerLawyers; Parfons and Bhyf cians-loofe;
To rob,.-impofe omy and to kill-the: \led;

Nood. Her Ma_;eﬂy the Qteen: is-1n a Swoon.:

@ xeen: Notfomuch in-a Swoon, burl have fiill *
Strength.to reward the- Mcﬂenger of ill News.

! Ehrﬁs Noodie,-=
Nood. Ol T'am-fin. -

ﬂe. My Lover’s kill’d, I will rcvenge ‘hinrfo.
LK#ils the Queen.

Hmz;t My Mamma kil d' vile. Murtherefs, beware..
[Kills Cleora.

Dood. This for an old Grudge, to thy Hcart.
[ Kills- Huncamunca,:
Mift. And tlns

X drwc to; thine, Oh Doodle! for a new one.
: LKills Dood[c.

0

.ng.*.

e R T il it - r———

(s) 7 was bat “‘*“’-”H_g him 1o grace his Tale.
With dﬁ:m Horror, Clconicies,.



"Tom 'Thumb zbe Great. i3
 Xing. Bal Murtherefs vile, take that [ Kills Muft
{¢) And take thou this. [ Kills bumfelfs and falls
So when the Child whom Nurfe from Danger guards,
- Sends Fack for Muftard with a Pack of Cards;

Kings, Queens and Knaves, throw one another downg
#71ll the whole Pack lies fcatter’d and o’erthrowns;
So all our Pack upon the Floor is caft,

And,a#ll I boaft is~—that I fall the lafY¥. [ Dies.

. - . .

n - - -

- r - = - - . Ta *.
-

(:) We may fay with Dryden;

Death did at length fo many § lain forget; _

.. And lcft the Tale, and took them by the Great, o
] know of no Tragedy which comes nearer to this charming
a nd bloody Catattrophe, than Clcomenesy where the Curtaux
¢overs five principal Charaéteis déad on the Stage, 'Thefa
Lines too, Co
I ask no Queftions then, of Who kill’d Whe #

B The Bodres tell the Story as they lre, S ‘
feem to have belonged more properly to this Scene of dup
Author,«-.-- Noxr can I help imagjuing they were originally,
his, 'The Rival Ladies too {eem beholden to this Scenes

Welre now a Chain of Lovers linlld in Deathy

Julia goes fir/?; Gonfalvo hangs on ber,

And Angelina hangs wpon Gonfalvo,
.., ..As Ion Angelina. o e
o Scene, I believe, cver received greater Honodurs thtan this,
Yt was applauded by feveral Eucsres, a Word very unufual im
Tragedy-----~And it was very difficult for the A&ois to e=-
fcape withour a fecond Slaughter. This 1 take to be a live~
ly Affurance of that fierce Spirit of Liberty which remains
among us, and which My, Liryden in his Effay on Dramariek
Poetry hath obferved~=ereee-Wicther Cuflom ({fays he} hath) fa
snfinnated it felf into owr Countrymin, or Nature hath fo formed
them ta Fiercenefsy I know noty but they will fearcely [uffer Come
bars, and other Objels of Horrory to be talen from 1hem, =<eenacen
And indeed 1 anx for having them encouraged in this Mar-
tial Difpofitionn: Nor do I believe our Vi&orics over the
French have been owing to any thing more than to thofe
()loody Spc&aélcg daily c_xhibitlcd i1 our Tragedies, of whicls
ehe Frency Stage is {0 entirely cleax, ST

FINIS



