THE

EPILOGUE

Mr. LACYS New Plzzy, Sir HER CULES |
B U FF O ON,sr the Poetical Efquire.

Wrote and Spoke by ]. H. Com.

Ethinks ( 'R glyt Wortby Friends) you fcem to fit,
M As if you had all tane Phyfick in the Piz ;
When the Play’s done, your jaded Fancies pall
 Afcer Enjoyment, thus s with us all.

You are :

Meer Epicures in thinking, and, in ﬁne

Asdifficule to pleafe in Playes, as Wine:

You've no true tafte of either, judge at randome,

And Cry——De Guftibus non dzﬁ:utandum 3%

One’s for Vin &’ Hermitage, Loves Lofty inditing ;

Another 0ld Hoc, he a ftyle that’s biting ; g

Both hate Cbampazgn and Damn {oft natural ertmg

And [ome forfooth ‘

- Love Rbenifh Wine and Sugar ; (Playes 1n meeter, - :

Like Dead Wine, fwallowing Nonfence, Rbimes make Sweeter :

There’s one’s for a Cup of Nants, hd he, *tis odds

Like Old Buffoon, loves Plays that fiwinge the Gods.

True Englifh Topers Racy Sack ne’re fail,

With fuch Ben Jobnfons Humming Plays Prevall

‘Whil'ft fome at Tricks, and Grimace, only fleer;

To fuch, muft Noify, Frotby FEarce appear ;

Thefe new Wits Relifh, fmall, fmart, Bottle Beet. D

French Gouts, that mingle Water thh their Wine,

Cry——-— Ab de French Song Gofamz Dat is ver ﬁne : Wh
o




