Who never Drink without a Relifhing Bit ;
Scapin methinks fuch Sickly tafts might hit;
Where we entertain each Squeamifl, nicer Palat,.
With Sawce of Dances, and with Songs for Salat :
Since then 'tis {0 hard to pleafe, (with choiceft Dyer)
Our Guefts, wh’ in wit and lencedo daily Ryot ;
. Since Witis Damn’d by thofe, whom Wits we call,
As Love that ftands by Love, by Lave does fall
When Fools, both good and bad, like Whores,{wallow all.
“Iwifh, foryout {akes, the Sham Wits' o’ch’ Nation
“Would take to fome honeft, thriving Pocation.
¢ The Wit of our Feet you fee every Night,
¢Says more to our purpofe then all you can Write.
¢ Since things are thus carried, 2 Wit's fuch a Tool,
¢ He that makes the beft Plays, do’s but beft play the Fool.
358 7 A Dreaded Fool’s your Bully, -
A Wealthy Fool’s your Cit, T
A Contented Fool's your Cully,
~ Buc your Foel of Fool's your Wit:
“They all Fool Cit of s Wife,
- He Fools them of their Pelfe ;
But your Wit’s fodamn’daFool, ., .
: ~ He only Fools bimfelf.
- Oh ! Wits, then_face about to fence, Alas!
1 know icby my felf, aWit'san Afs;
: For(like you )in my time,
I've been Foolifh in R hyme,
But now, {o repent the Nonfenfical Crime ;
! {peak ic in tears, which from me may feem odly,
Henceforth I'le grow wifer, ( Dam’ Wit) Vle be Godly; -
That when by New Gracel have wip'd off old Jaines,
In time I may Pafs, not for Count, buc Six Haynes. '
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