The mock doctor : or, the dumb lady cur'd. A comedy. Done from Moliére
[by H. Fielding] ... With the musick prefix'd to each song. As it is acted at
the Theatre-Royal, Drury-Lane / By His Majesty's servants.

Contributors

Fielding, Henry, 1707-1754.
Moliere, 1622-1673. Médecin malgreé lui.

Publication/Creation
London : Printed for T. Caslon [etc.], 1771.

Persistent URL
https://wellcomecollection.org/works/bj972g3a

License and attribution

This work has been identified as being free of known restrictions under
copyright law, including all related and neighbouring rights and is being made
available under the Creative Commons, Public Domain Mark.

You can copy, modify, distribute and perform the work, even for commercial
purposes, without asking permission.

Wellcome Collection

183 Euston Road

London NW1 2BE UK

T +44 (0)20 7611 8722

E library@wellcomecollection.org
https://wellcomecollection.org



http://creativecommons.org/publicdomain/mark/1.0/







E8/ X8R 18w g/ SNSRI a1 o B SR TR E e Ty
oot et e o A
| T0
Dr. Joun MisAUBIN.

S IR,

@EXA ERE I not wellaffur'd of Your great Can-
:Q w ﬁ dour, the Opinion I have of Your nice
GO Judgment and refined Tafle might give me
terrible Apprehenfions; while I am prefent-
ing You a Piece, wherein, I fedr, niuch Injuftice is
done to an Author, whof¢ Beauties you can fo ex-
quifitely relifh in the Original.

It would be hard to make a more delicate Compli-
ment to a Lady, than by dedicating to her the Sixth
Satire of Fuwvenal. Such an Addrefs muft naturally
{fuppofe her free from all the Vices and Follies there
inveighed againft. Permit me therefore, Sir; to pre-
fix to a Farce, wherein Quacks ate {o feverely éxpos’d,
the Name of One who will be remember’d as an Ho-
nour to his Profefiion, while thereis a fingle Praétition-
er in Town, at whofe Door there is a Lamp in an
Evening,

1 fhall not here proceed in the comimon Road of De-
dications, to fum up the many great Talents with which
Nature has enrich’d You: T thall not here, as 1 might,
enlarge on Excellencies fo well known to the World; nor
fhall I mention here that Politenefs, which appears equal
with your Wit in your Converfation, 2nd has made You
the Defire of the Grear, and the Envy of the whole Pro-
fefTion; that gencrousElegance withwhichYou treat your
Friends and Patients, infomuch that che latter are often

A 2 Gainers



DEDICATION.

Uainers by their Diftempers, and drink you out more in
Wine, than they pay you for Phyfc. I fhall not, 1
fay, mention thefe: But I cannot, without the greateft
Violence to myfelf, pafs by that Little Piil.which has
render’d You fo great a Blefling to Mankind ; that P/
which is the Oppofite to Pandora’s Box, and has done
more real Good in the World than the Poets feign the
other to have done Evil. Forgive me, Sir, if I am not
able to contain myfelf while I am talking of this invalu-
able Remedy, towhich fo many owe their Health, their
Pleafure, nay the very Prefervation of their Being.

It is this, Sir, which has animated tise Brethren of your
Faculty againft You: that has made ’em reprefent one
of the greateft Men of this Age, as an illiterate Empirick,
for which weak Effort of their Malice You have con-
tinually had a very laudable and juft Contempt.

Were I not apprehenfive of offending your Ears that
are fo averfe to Flattery, Imight here mention your great
Skill in Divinity, Philofophy, &' almoft equal to your
Knowledge in Phyfic. But this the World will, I hope,
be foon acquainted with, by your being prevail’d on to.
publifh fome of thofe excellent Treatiles which your
leifure Hours have produc’d, and which may, perhaps,
be almoft as ferviceable to Mankind as the Labours of
our moft celebrated Divines have been.

And now, Sir, give me leave to conclude by wilh-
ing, that you may meet with the Reward you merit;
that the Gratitude of fome of your Patients may, in
return for the lengthening of their Lives, contribute
to immortalize your Reputation; that I may fee a
Sratue erected to your Memory, with that Serpent of
A [eulapius in your Hand, which you fo defervedly bear
in your Arms, is the fincere Witfh of,

S 1 R, Your moft obedient,
moft humble Servant,
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FJeC 8 E Medecin malgré Lui of Mdiliere hath heen always
NE 7, A efteemed in Lrance the belt of that Author’s Hu-

g mourous Pieces, Mifanthrope, to which it was firft
Yo %-oF o added, owed to it chicfly its Succefs, "T'hat excel-
lent Play was of too grave a Kind to bit the Genius of the
French Nation, on which account the Author, in a very few
Days, produced this Farce, which being added to the Adifan~
thrape, gave it one of the greateft Runs that any Play ever met
with on that Stage,

The Enclifh Theatre owes this Farce to an Accident not
unlike that which gave it to the French, And I wifh I had
been as able to preferve the Spirit of Aduliere, as I have, in
tranflating it, fallen fhort even of that very little Time he al-
lowed himfelf in writing it: However, the Candour of its
Audiences hath given me no Reafon to repent or be afhamed
of my Undertaking, as perhaps when I have returned what is
due to Mcliere, and to the Performers, Ifhall have very little
Caufe of Triumph from it.

The Applaufe our Mock-Daéisr received on the Theatre ad-
mits of no Addition from my Pen. I fhall only congratulate
the Town on the lively Hope they may entertain of havin
the Lofs, they are one Day to fuffer in the Father, fo wel
fupply’d in the Son. :

But I cannot, when I mention the rifing Glories of the
Theatre, omit one, who, tho’ fhe owes little Advantage to
the Part of Dorcas, hath already convinced the beft Judges of
her admirable Genius for the Stage: She hath fufficiently
fhewn in the Old Debauchees, that her Capacity is not confined
to 2 Song, and I dare fwear they will thortly own Her able to
do Juftice to Charatters of a much greater Confequence.

One Pleafure I enjoy from the Succefs of this Piece, is 2
Profpet of tranfplanting fuccefsfully fome others of Adsliere of
sreat Value, How I have done this, any Englifb Reader may
be fatisfy’d by examining an exact literal T'ranflation of the
Medecin malgré Lui, which is the Second in the Second Volume

of 8eleé] Comedies of Adoliere, publifhed by Folm IV atts.
DRAMATIS
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Dorcas, GREGORY,

GREGORY,

%E@ TELL you No, I won’t comply, and it is my
@ I ﬁ Bufinefs to talk, and to command.

Dorc. And I tell you, you fhall conform tom
@ﬁ%@} Will ; and that T was nat}:narry’d to you to fuffer
your Ill-humours.

Greg. O the intolerable Fatigue of Matrimony ! Ariffotle
never faid a better thing in his Life, than when he told us,
That a Wife is worfe than a Deuil.

Dorc. Hear the learned Gentleman with his Ariffotle.

Greg. And a learned Man I am too; find me out 2 Maket
of Fagot’s, that’s able, like myfelf, to reafon upon Things, or
that ean boaft fuch an Education as mine.

Dore. An Education!

Greg. Ay, Hufly, a regular Education ; firft at the Charity-
School, where I learnt to read ; then I waited on a Gentleman
at Oxford, where I learnt—very near as much as my Mafter ;
from whence I attended a travelling Phyfician fix Years, un-
der the facetious Denomination of a Merry Andrew, where 1
learnt Phyfick. |

I Derg.
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Dore. O that thou hadft follow'd bim £2ill ! Curs'd be the
Hour wherein I anfwer’d the Parfon, [ will,

Grez. And curs’d be the Parfon that afk’d me the Queltion!

Dure. You have reafon to complain of him, indeed, who
auuht to be on vour Knees every Moment returning T hanks
to Heaven for that great Blefling it fent you, when it fent you
Myfelf, —-I hope you have not the Affurance to think you
deferv'd fuch a Wife as me

Greg. No, realiy, I don’t think I do.

AIR 1. Befy Bell.
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Dorc. #hen a Ladyy like me, condefeends to agree,
T let fucir a “Fackinapes tafie ber,
IVith what Zeal and Care fhould Iﬁf "’-L"}]'?J.’-P the Fair,
I¥Vho gives bim—what's Meaf for bis Myler?  His
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GreGory, Dorcas, Squire RoBERT.

Rob. What's the matter here ? Fy upon you ! Fy upon you,
Neighbour, to beat your Wife in this fcandalous manner.

Dore. Well, Sir, and I have amind to be beat, and what then ?

Rob. O dear, Madam! I give my Confent with all my Heart
and Soul.

Dore. What's that to you, Saucebox ? Is it any Bufinefs of
yours !

Rsb. No certainly, Madam.

Dore. Here’s an impertinent Fellow for you, won't fuffer
a Hufband to beat his own Wife !

AIR II. Hinchefter Wedding.
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Go thrafh your cwn Rib, Sir, at home,
Nor thus interfere with our Strife ;

May Cuckoldom flill be his Doom,

Wha firives to part Hufbgnd and Wife,

Suppofe
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Suppofe I've a mind he fhould drub,
J¥hofe Bones are thy, Sir, he's to lick 2
At whofe Expence is ity you Scrub 2
You are not to find bim a Stick.
Rob. Neighbour; I afk your Pardon heartily ; here; take and
thrafh your Wife, beat her as you ought to do.
Greg. No, Sir, I won’t beat her:
Rob. O! Sir, that’s another thing.
Greg. T'll beat her when I pleafe, and will not beat her when
I do not pleafe. She is my Wife, and not yours.
Rob. Certainly.
Dore. Give me the Stick, dear Hufband.
Rob. Well, if ever I attempt to part Hufband and Wife
again, may I be beaten myfelf.

5688000 S8SEES5SSOSTH
ESCOENN K L

GrEecory, Doreas,

Greg. Come, my Dear, let us be Friends:
Dore, What after beating me fo!
Greg. *Twas but in Jeft. |
Dore. 1defire you will erack your Jefts on your own Bones;
not on mine.
Greg. Pfha! you know; you and I are one, and I beat one
Half of myfelf when I beat you:
Diie. Yes, but for the future I defiré you will beat the other
Half of yourfelf.
Grég. Come, my pretty Dear, I afk Pardon, I’m forry for’t.
Dare. Fot once, 1 pardon you — but you fhall pay for it
Grég. Ptha! Pfha! Child, thefe are only little Affairs,
neceffary in Friendfhip ; four or five good Blows witha Cud=
gel between your very fond Couples, only tend to heighten the
Afetions. 11l now to the Wood, and I promife thee to make
a hundred Fagots before¢ I come home agaii.
Doare. 1£T am not reveng’d on thofe Blows of yours |—Oh,
that I could but think of fome Method to be reveng’d on him!
Hang the Rogue, he’s quite infenfible of Cuckoldom.
B 2 AIR
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youll never make him own himfelf one, unlefs you both of
you take a good Cudgel, and thrafh him into it ; ’tis what
we are all forced to do when we have any need of him.,

Fames. What a ridiculous Whim is here !

Dorc, Very true ; and in fo great a Man.

“Fames. And is he fo very fkilful 2 Man?

Dore. Skilful? why he does Miracles. About half a Year ago,
a Woman was given over by all her Phyficians, nay, fhe had
been dead fome time ; when this great Man came to her, as
foon as he faw her, he pour’d a little Drop of fomething down
her Throat——nhe had no fooner done it, than fhe got out of
her Bed, and walk’d about the Room, as if there had been
nothing the matter with her.

Both. Oh prodigious !

Dyre. *Tis not above three Weeks ago, that a Child of
Twelve Years old fell from theTop of a Houfe to the Bottom,
and broke its Scull, its Arms, and Legs.— Our Phyfician was
no fooner drubb’d into making him a Vifit, than having
rubb’d the Child all over with a certain Ointment, it got
upon its Legs, and run away to play.

Both. Oh moft wonderful !

Harry. Hey ! Gad, Fames, we'll drub him out of a Pot of
this Ointment. |

Fames, But can he cure Dumbnefs ?

Dore. Dumbnefs ! Why the Curate of our Parifh’s Wife
was born dumb, and the Doétor, with a fort of Wafh,
wafthed her Tongue ’till he fet it a going fo that in lefs than a
Month’s time fhe out-talk’d her Hufband.

Harry. This muft be the very Man we were fent after.

Dorc. Yonder is the very Man I {peak of.

fames. What, that he yonder ?

Dore, The very fame.——He has {py’d us and takenup hig
Bill.

Fames. Come, Harry, don’t let us lofe one Moment,———
M iftrefs, your Servant; we give you ten thoufand Thanks
for this Favour. ;

Dore. Be fure and make good ufe of your Sticks.

Fames. He fhan’t want that,

SCENE
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§ C E N E V. Another Part of the Wood.

James, Harry, GREGORY.

Greg. Pox on’t ! ’tis moft confounded hot Weather, Hey !
~ who have we here?

Fames. Sir, your moft obedient humble Servant, ————

Greg. Sir, your Servant.

“Fames. We are mighty happy in finding you here, e

Greg. Ay, like enough.

ames. *Tis in your Power, Sir, to do us a very great Fa-
vour.— We come, Sir, to implore your Affiftance in a certain
Affair.

Greg. If it be in my Power to give you any Affiftance,
Mafters, I am very ready to do it.

Fames. Sir, you are etxremely obliging—But, dear Sir, let
me beg you’d be cover’d, the Sun will hurt your Complexion,

Hoarry. For Heaven’s fake, Sir, be cover'd.

Greg. Thefe thould be Footmen, by their Drefs, but fhould
be Courtiers by their Ceremony. [Afide.

Fames. You muft not think it ftrange, Sir, that we come
thus to feek after you ; Men of your Capacity will be fought
after by the whole Werld,

Greg. Truly, Gentlemen, tho’ I fay it, that fhould not fay
it, I have a pretty good Hand at a Fagot.

Fames, O dear Sir !

Greg. You may, perhaps, buy Fagots cheaper otherwhere ;
but if you find fuch in all this Country, you fhall have mine
for nothing. To make but one Word then with you, you
fhall have mine for ten Shillings a Hundred.

Fames. Don't talk in that manner, I defire you.

Greg. I could not fell *em a Penny cheaper, if 'twas to my
Father,

Fames. Dear Sir, we know you very well —don’t jeft with
us in this manner,

Greg,
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Greg. Faith, Mafter, I am fo much in earneft, thatI can’t
bate one Farthing.

Fames. O pray, Sir, leave this idle Difcourfe.—Can a Per-
fon, like you, amufe himfelf in this manner ? Can a learned
and famous Phyfician, like you, try to difguife himfelf to the
World, and bury fuch fine Talents in the Woods?

Greg. The Fellow's a Fool. '

Fames. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to diffemble with us.

Harry. Itis invain, Sir; we know what you are. .

Greg. Know what you are ! what do you know of me? |

Fames. Why, we know you, Sir, to be a very great Phy-
fician.

Greg. Phyfician in your Teeth! 1 a Phyfician !

Sames. The Fit is on him. — Sir, let me befeech you
to conceal yourfelf no longer, and oblige us to you know
what.

Greg. Devil take me, if 1 know what, Sir.—But I know

this, that I'm no Phyfician. .

“Fames. We muft proceed to the ufual Remedy, I find.—
And fo you are no Phyfician. |

Greg. No.

Fames. You are no Phyfician ?

Greg. No, 1 tell you.

Fames. Well, if we muft, we muft. [ Beat him.

Greg. Qh! Oh! Gentlemen'! Gentlemen ! what are you
doing ? I am I am whatever you pleafe to have
me.

Fames. Why will you oblige us, Sir, to this Violence ?

Harry. Why will you force us to this troublefome Remedy ?

ames. 1 aflure you, Sir, it gives me a great deal of Pain.

Greg. 1 affure you, Sir, and fo it does me. But pray, Gentle-
men, what is the Reafon that you have a mind to make a
Phyfician of me ?

Fames., What! do you deny your being a Phyfician again £

Greg. And the Devil take me, if I am.

Harry, You are no Phyfician ?

Greg. May I be pox’d, if Lam. [They beat bim.] Oh L
Oh!——Dear Gentlemen; Oh ! for Heaven’s fuke; I am a
| Phyfician




The DUMB LADY Cu’d. 11

Phyfician, and an Apothecary too, if you’ll have me ; I had
rather be any thing, than be knock’d o’ the Head.

Fames. Dear Sir, I am rejoic’d to fee you come to your
Senfes ; I afk Pardon ten thoufand times for what you have
forc’d us to.

Greg. Perhaps I am deceiv’d myfelf, and am a Phyfician
without knowing it. But, dear Gentlemen, are you certain
I’'m a Phyfician ?

Fames. Yes, the greateft Phyfician in the World.

Greg. Indeed!

Harry. A Phyfician that has cur’d all forts of Diftempers.

Greg. The Devil I have !

Fames. That has made a Woman walk about the Room af-
ter fhe was dead fix Hours.

Harry. That feta Child upon its Legs immediately after it
had broke ’em.

Fames. That made the Curate’s Wife, who was dumb, talk
fafter than her Hufband.

Harry. Look ye, Sir, you fhall have content ; my Mafter
will give you whatever you will demand.

Greg. Shall I have whatever I will demand ?

“Fames. You may depend upon it.

Greg. 1 am a Phyfician , without doubt — I had furgut it,
but I begin to recolle&t myfelf. —Well—and what is the
Diftemper I am to cure ?

Fames. My young Miftrefs, Sir, has loft her Tongue.

Greg. The Devil take me if I have found it. — But, come,
Gentlemen, if I muft go with you, I muft have a Phyfician’s
Habit, for a Phyfician can no more prefcribe without a full
Wig, than wuhuut a Fee. [ Exeunt.

W“Wﬁ:%ﬁﬁ:’mw AR R et
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Dorcas.

Dore. 1 don’t remember my Heart has gone fo pit-a-pat with
Joy a long while. Revenge is furely the moft delicious
Morfel the Devil ever dropt into the Mouth «of a Woman,

C And
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And this is a2 Revenge which cofts nothing ; for, alack-a-day!
to plant Horns upon a Hufband’s Head is more dangerous than
is imagin’d :—Odd ! I had a narrow Efcape when I met with
this Fool, the beft of my Market was over, and I began to
grow almoft as cheap as a crack’d China Cup, |

A TR 1V. Pinksand Lilies.
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A Woman's Ware, like China,
Now cheap, now dear is bought ;

Fhen whole, thy’ worth a Guinea,
When broke’s not worth a Groat,

A Weoman at 8t. James’s,
With Hundreds you obtain ;
But flay ‘till lof} ber Fame is,
She'll be cheap in Drury-Lane.,

SCENE VIL SirJafper's Houfe.

Sir JASPER, and JAMEs.

Sir fafp. Where is he? Where is he ?

Fames. Only recruiting himfelf after his Journey. You
need not be impatient, Sir, for were my young Lady dead,
he’d bring her to Life again.—He makes no more of bringing
a Patient to Life, than other Phyficians do of killing him.

Sir Fafp. *Tis ftrange fo great a Man fhould have thofe un-
2ccountable odd Humours you mention’d.

Fames. *Tis but a good Blow or two, and he cames imme-

diately to himfelf.—====Here he is,
SCENE
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8ir JaspEr, James, GrREGORY, HARRY.

Harry. Sir, this is the Dotor. g
Sir fafp. Dear Sir, you’re the welcom’{t Man in the World.
Greg. Hippocrates fays, we fhould both be cover’d.

Sir Fafp. Ha! does Hippacrates fay fo? In what Chapter pray ?

Greg. In his Chapter of Hats.

Sir Fafp. Since Hippacrates {ays fo, I fhall obey him.

Greg. Do&or, after having exceedingly travell’d in the
Highway of Letters

Sir Fafp. Dodtor | Pray whom do you fpeak to?

Greg. To you, Do&tor.

Sir fafp. Ha, ha! —— 1 am a Knight, thank the King’s
Grace for it; but no Doétor.

Greg. What, you're no Doétor ?

Sir Fafp. No, upon my Word,

" Greg. You're no Dotor ?

Sir Fafp. Dottor ! no.

Greg. There—"tis done. [ Beats him

Sir Fafp. Done, in the Devil’s Name ! What’s done ?

Greg. Why now you are made a Doctor of Phyfick—I am
fure it’s all the Degrees I ever took.

Sir Fafp. What Devil of a Fellow have you brought here ?

Fames. 1 told you, Sir, the Dotor had ftrange Whims with
him. _

Sir Fafp. Whims, quotha ! Egad, I fhall bind his Phy-
ficianfhip over to his good Behaviour, if he has any more of
thefe Whims.

Greg. Siry T afk Pardon for the Liberty 1 have taken.

Sir Fafp. Oh! it’s yery well, it’s very well for once.

Greg. T am forry for thofe Blows.

Sir “fafp. Nothing at all, nothing at all, Sir.

Greg. Which I was oblig’d to have the Honour of laying on
fo thick upon you.

C 2 Sir Tf_fj"-
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Sir Fafp. Let’s talk no more of "em, Sir———My Daughter,
Do&or, is fallen into a very ftrange Diftemper.

Greg. Sir, I am overjoy’d to hear it : and I with with all my
Heari, youand your whole Family had the fame Occafion for
me, as your Daughter, to fhew the great Defire L have to ferve

ou.
/ Sir Fafp. Sir, 1 am oblig’d to you.

Greg. 1 aflure you, Sir, I fpeak from the very bottom of
my Soul.

Sir Fafp. I do believe you, Sir, from the very bottom of
mine.

Greg, What is your Daughter’s Name ?

Sir fafp. My Daughter’s Name is Charlst.

Greg. Are you fure the was chriften’d Charlot ¢

Sir Fafp. No, Sir, fhe was chriften’d Charlstta.

Greg. Hum ! T had rather fhe fhould have been chriften’d
Charlstte.  Charlotte is a very good Name for a Patient; and
let me tell you, the Name is often of as much Service to the
Patient, as the Phyfician is. '

2HRHROHBOVBRHRHIORORORDK
S CLE "N Esx

Sir JasrEr, GREGORY, CHARLOTTE, MAID.

Sir Fafp.. Sir, my Daughter’s here.

Greg. Is that my Patient ? Upon my Word fhe carries no
Diftemper in her Countenance—and I fancy a healthy young
Fellow would fit very well upon her.

Sir Fafp. You make her fmile, Doétor.

Grez. So much the better ; ’tis a very good Sign when we
can bring a Patient to fmile; it is a Sign that the Diftemper
begins to clarify, as we fay.—Well, Child, what’s the matter
with you ! What’s your Diftemper ?

Charl. Han, hi, hon, han.

Greg. What do you fay ?

Charl. Han, hi, han, hon.

Greg. What, what, what ? e

Clarl.
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Charl, Han, hi, hon:

Greg. Han! Hon! Honin ha l——I don’t underftand a
Word fhe fays. Han! Hi! Hon! What the Devil of a Lan-
guage is this?

Sir Fafp. Why, that’s her Diftemper, Sir. She’s become
dumb, and no one can affign the Caufe—and this Diftemper,
Sir, has kept back her Marriage.

Greg. Kept back her Marriage ! Why fo?

Sir Fafp. Becaufe her Lover refufes to have her ’till fhe’s
cur'd.

Greg. O Lud ! was ever {fuch a Fool, that wou'd not have
his Wife dumb |——Would to Heaven my Wife was dumb,
T'dbe far from defiring to cure her.—Does this Diftemper, this
Han, hi, hon, opprefs her very much ?

Sir Fafp. Yes, Sir.

Greg. So much the better. Has the any great Pains?

Sir Fafp. Very great.

" Greg. That's jult as I would have it. Give me your Hand,
Child. Hum—Ha—a very dumb Pulfe indeed.

Sir Fafp. You have guels’d her Diftemper,

Greg. Ay, Sir, we great Phyficians know a Diftemper im-
mediately : I know fome of the College would call -this the
Boree, or the Coupee, or the Sinkee, or twenty other Diftempers;
but I give you my Word, Sir, your Daughter is nothing more
than dumb——=So I’d have you be very eafy, for there is no-
thing elfe the matter with her if fhe were not duinb, {fhe
would be as well as [ am.

8ir Fafp. But 1 fhould be glad to know, Do&tor, from
whence her Dumbnefs proceeds ?

Greg. Nothing fo eafily accounted for.
proceeds from her having loft her Speech.

Sir Fafp. But whence, if you pleafe, procceds her having
loft her Speech ? :

Greg. All our beft Authors will tell you, it is the impedi-
ment of the Aétion of the Tongue.

Sir Fafp. But if you pleafe, dear, Sir, your Sentiments up-
on that Impediment. |

Her Dumbnefs

Greg,
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Greg. Ariflatle has upon that Subject faid very fine Things;
very fine Things.

Sir Fafp. 1 believe it, Doctor.

Greg. Ah! he was a great Man, he was indeed a very great
Man. A Man, who upon that Subjeét was a Man that—
But to return to our Reafoning: I hold that this Impediment
of the Action of the Tongue is caufed by certain Humours
which our great Phyficians call———Humours——Humours
Ah ! you underftand Latin

Sir Fafp. Not in the leaft.

Greg. What, not underftand Latin ?

Sir fafp. No indeed, Do&or.

Greg. Cabricius arciThuram Cathalimus, Singulariter Nom,
Hec mufa hic, haec, hoc, Genitivo hujus, hune, hanc Mufe,
Bonus, bona, bonum. Eftne oratio Latinus ! Etiam. Quia
Subitantive & Adjeftivum concordat in Generi Numerum &
Cafus, fic dicunt, aiunt, predicant, clamitant, & fimilibus.

Sir Fafp. Ah! Why did I negleét my Studies.

Harry. What a prodigious Man is this !

Greg, Befides, Siry certain Spirits pafling from the left Side,
which is the Seat of the Liver, to the right, which is the Seat
of the Heart, we find the Lungs, which we call in Latin,
I hifkerus, having Communication with the Brain, which we
name in Greek, Fackbostss, by means of a hollow Vein, which
we call in Hebrew, Periwiggus, meet in the Road with the faid
Spirits, which fill the Ventricles of the Omotaplafmus, and
becaufe the faid Humours have—you comprehend me well,
Sir? And becaufe the faid Humours have a certain Malig-
nity-——TIliften ferioufly, I beg you.

Sir Fafp. 1 do.

Greg. Have a certain Malignity that is caufed—be attentive,
if you pleafe.

Sir Fafp. 1am.

Greg. That iscaus’d, I fay, by the Acrimony of the Ha-
mours engender’d in the Concavity of the Diaphragm; thence
it arrives, that thefe Vapours, Propria que maribus iribuuntur,
mafcula dicas, Ut funt Diverum, Mars, Bacchus, Apalls, wire-
rum.— I his, Sir, is the Caufe of your Daughter’s being dumb.

5 ddarrys
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Harry. O that T had but his Tongue !

Sir Fafp. It is impoffible to reafon better, no doubt. But,
dear Sir, there is one Thing. I always thought ’till now,
that the Heart was on the left Side, and the Liver on the
right.

Greg. Ay, Sir, fo they were formerly, but we have chang’d
a1l that.——The College at prefent, Sir, proceeds upon an
intire new Method.

Sir Fafp. 1 afk your Pardon, Sir.

Greg. Oh, Sir! there’s no Harm——you’re not oblig’d to
know fo much as we do.

Sir Fafp. Very true 3 but, Do&or, what would you have
done with my Daughter ?

Greg. What would I have done with her? Why, my Advice
is, that you immediately put her into a Bed warm’d with a
Brafs Warming-Pan: Caufe her to drink one Quart of Spring-
Water, mix’d with one Pint of Brandy, fix Seville Oranges,
and three Ounces of the beft Double-refin’d Sugar.

Sir Fafp. Why, this is Punch, Doétor.

Greg. Punch, Sir! Ay, Sir; —and what’s better than
Punch, tom ake People talk 7 —Never tell me of your Juleps,
your Gruels, your—your—This, and That, and T other,
which are only Arts to keep a Patient in hand a long time,—
I love to do a Bufineis all at once.

Sir Fafp. Doctor, I afk Pardon, you fhall be obey’d.

[ Gives Money.

Greg. T'll return in the Evening, and fee what Effect it has
had on her. But hold, there’s another young Lady here, that
I muft apply fome little Remedies to.

Maid. Who, me? I was never better in my Life, I thank
you, Sir. |

Greg. Somuch the worfe, Madam, fo much the worfe
*Tis very dangerous to be very well for when one is very
well, one has nothing elfe to do, but to take Phyfick, and
bleed away. @ .

Sir Fafp. Oh ftrange ! What, bleed, when one has no Dif-
temper ?

Grzg. It may be ftrange, perhaps, but ’tis very wholfome.

Befides,
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Befides, Madam, it is not your Cafe, at prefent, to be very
well ; at leaft, you cannot poffibly be well above three Days
longer ; and it is always beft to cure a Diftemper before you
have it——_,ﬁr, as we fay in Greek, Diflemprum beflum eff curare
ante habeftupk — What I fhall prefcribe you, at prefent, is to
take every ﬁ{f Hours one of thefe Bolus’s.

Maid. Ha, ha, ha! Why, Do&or, thefe look exactly like
Lumps of Loaf Sugar.

Greg. Take one of thefe Bolus’s, I fay, every fix Hours,
wathing it down with fix Spoonfuls of the beft Holland's
Geneva.

Sir Fafp. Sure, you are in jeft, Docor!—This Wench,
does not thew any Symptom of a Diftemper.

Greg. Sir Fafper, let me tell you, it were not amifs if you
yourfelf took a little lenitive Phyfic ; I fhall prepare fome-
thing for you.

Sir Fafp. Ha, ha, ha! No, no, Doétor, 1 have efcaped
both Do&ors and Diftempers hitherto, and I am refolv’d the
Diftemper fhall pay me the firft Vifit.

Greg. Say you fo, Sir? Why then if I can get no more Pa-
. tients here, I muft even feek ’em elfewhere, and fo humbly
beggo te Domine Domitii veniam gounds foras. ;

Sir Fafp. Well, this is a Phyfician of vaft Capacity, but of
exceeding odd Humours.

#ERNED*ERANTD* EBATNSD: 6TATNTD*EBANTD* GBANT *
S C E N.E. X. . The Street,

LEANDER folus.

Ah, Charlstte! thou haft no reafon to apprehend my Igno-
rance of what thou endureft, fince I can fo eafily guefs thy
Torment by my own.—Oh how much more juftifiable are my
Fears, when you have not only the Command of a Parent,
but the Temptation of Fortune to allure you ! '

AIR
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AIR V. Set by Mr. SEEDO:
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O curfed Power of Gold,

For which all Honour’s fold,
And Honefly's no more !

For thee we often find
The Gréat in Leagues combin’d
To trick and rob the Paor.

" By thee the Fogl and Knave,
Tranfeend the TVife and Brave,
So abfolute thy Reign :
Without fome Help of thine;
The greateft Beauties fbine,
And Lavers plead in vain,

EO68SSTTCOCBEEESSOSETH
o CTE N"H/ XL

Leanper, GREGORY.
Greg. Upon my Word, this is a good Beginning, and
fince i
Lean. 1 have waited for you, Doélor, 2 long time. I’'m come

to beg your Affiftance.
Gres. Ay, you have need of Affiftance indeed! What a Pulfe

is here ! What do you out o’ your Bed ? [ Feels bis Pulfe.

D Lean,
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Lean. Ha, ba, ha! Doétor, you’re miftaken; 3 Tam nat
fick, I aflure you.

Greg. Huw, Sir! not fick! Do you think I don’t know
when a Man is fick, better than he does himfelf?

Lean. Well, if I have any Diftemper, it is the Love of that
young Lady your Patient, from whom you juft now came,
and to whom if you can cunvey me, I fwear, dear Do&or,
I fhall be effetually cur’d

Greg. Do you take me for a Pimp, Sir, a Phyfician for a
Pimp?

Lean. Dear Sir! make no Noife.

Greg. Sir, I will make a Noife ; you’re an impertinent
Fellow.

Lean. Softly, good Sir !

Greg. Ihall fhew you, Sir, that I'm not fuch a fort of a
Perfon, and that you are an infolent, faucy————[Leander
gives a Purfe.] I’'m not fpeaking to you, Sir; but there are
certain impertinent Fellows in the World, that take People
for what they are not——which always puts me, Sir, into
fuch a Paflion, that—— :

Lean, 1 afk Pardon, Sir, for the Liberty I have taken.

Greg. O dear, Sir! no Offence in the leaft.——Pray, Sir,
how am I to ferve you?

Lean. This Diftemper, Sir, which you are fent for to cure,
is feign’d. The Phyficians have reafon’d upon it, according to
Cuftom, and have derived it from the Brain, from the Bowels,
from the Liver, Lungs, Lights, and every Part of the Body ; |
but the trueCaufe of it is Love 3 and is an Invention of C.’mr—
lot’s, ta deliver her from a Match fhe diflikcs.

. Greg. Hum !—Suppofe you were to difguife yourfelf as an
Apothecary ?

Lean. I'm not very well known to her Father, thercfore be-
lieve I may pafs upon him fecurely.

Greg. Go then, difguife yourfelf immediately 3 I'll wait for
you here—Ha! methinks [ fee a Patient. . | Exit Lean.

SCENE
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GREGORY, JAMES, and Davy.

Greg. Gad! Matters go fwimmingly. I'll even continue &
Phyfician as long as I live.

Fames. [Speaking to Davy.] Fear not, if he relapfe into his
Humours, I'll quickly thrath him into the Phyfician again.
Do&or, I have brought you a Patient.

Davy. My poor Wife, Doétor, has kept her Bed thefe fix
Months. [Greg. holds out bis Hand.] 1f your Worfhip would
find out fome means to cure her

Greg. What’s the matter with her ?

Dauvy. Why, fhe has had feveral Phyficians ; one fays ’tis the
Droply ; another ’tis the What-d'ye-call-it, the Tumpany; 2
third fays ’tis a flow Fever; afourth fays the Rumatiz ; a ifth—

Greg. What are the Symptoms ?

Davy. Symptoms, Sir! .

Greg. Ay, ay, what does fhe complain of ?

Davy. Why, fhe is always craving and craving for Drink,
eats nothing at all. Then her Legs are fwell'd up as bigasa
good handfome Poft, and as cold they be as a Stone.

Greg. Come, to the Purpofe ; fpeak to the Purpofe, my
Friend. [ Holding out his Hand.

Dawy. The Purpofe is, Sir, that I am come to afk what
your Worfhip pleafes to have done with her.

Greg. Pthaw, Pfhaw, Pfhaw! I don’t underftand one Word
what you mean.

Sames. His Wife is fick, Doctor, and he has brought you 2
Guinea for your Advice. Give it the Do&tor, Friend.

[Davy gives the Guinea.

Greg. Ay, now I underftand you ; here’s a Gentleman ex-
plains the Cafe. You fdy your Wife is fick of the Dropfy ?

Davy. Yes, an’t pleafe your Worthip.

Greg. Well, I have made a fhift to comprehend your Meaning
at laft; you have the ftrangeft way of deferibing a Dfftemper.

D2 3 You




22 The MOCK ' DOCTOR :"OF

You fay your Wife is always calling for Drink ; let her have a3
much as fhe defires, fhe can’t drink toa much ; and d’ye hear,
give her this piece of Cheefe.
Davy. Cheefe, Sir!
Greg. Ay, Cheefe, Sir. The Cheefe, of which this is a
part, has cur’d more People of a Dropfy, than ever had it.
Davy. 1 give your Worfhip a thoufand Thanks; I'll gq
make her take it immediately. [ Exit.
Greg. Go, and if fhe dies, be fure to bury her after the beft

manncr }rau can.
SRR A RN R R MR R
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GrEGORY, DoRcaAs,

Dyre. I'm like to pay feverely for my Frolick, if I haveloft
my Hufband by it.

Greg. Oh Phyfick and Matrimony ! my Wife !

Dore. For tho’ the Rogue ufed me a little roughly, he was
as good a Workman as any in five Miles of his Head.

A IR VI. Thomas [ cannst.
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A Fig far the dainty civil Spoufe,

Who's bred at the Court, or France,
He treats bis Wife with Smiles and Boys,
And minds not the good Main-Change.

Be Gregory
The Man for me,
Tha' given to many a Maggot

JITN

|

For
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For be would work

Like any Turk ;
None like him €er handled a Fagot, a Fagat,
None like bim &er handled a Fagot.

Greg, What eyil Stars, in the Devil’s Name, have fent her
hither ? IfI could but perfuade her to take a Pill or two that
I’d give her, Ifhould bc a Phyfician to fome Purpofe—Come
hider, Shild, leta me feela your Pulie. '

Dore. What have you to do with my Pulfe ?

Greg. Tam de French Phyficion, my Dear, and I am to feel
a de Pulfe of de Pation.

Dore. Yes, but I am no Pation, Sir, nor want no Phyficion,
good Dr. Ragou.

Greg. Begar, you muft be put-a to Bed, and taka de Peel ;
me [2l give you de litle Peel dat fal cure you, as you have
more Diftempre den evere were hered off.

Dsre. What's the matter with the Fool ? If you feel my
Pulfe any more, I fhall fecl your Ears for you,

Greg. Begar, you muft taka de Pecl.

Dore. Begar, I fhall not taka de Pecl.

Greg. Il take this Opportunity to try her. [Afide.]—Maye
Dear, if you will not letta me cura you, you fal cura me, you fal
be my Phyficion, and I will give you deFee. [ Holds out a Purfe.

Dore. Ay, my Stomach does not go againft thofe Pills; and
what muft I do for your Fee?

Greg. Oh begar! me vill fhow you, me vill teacha you
what you fal doe; you muft come kifia me now, you muft
eome kifla me. :

Dore. [Kiffes him.] As 1 live, my very Hang-Dog! T've
difcover’d him in good time, or he had difcover'd me. [Afide.]
—Well, Do&or, and are you cur’d now?

Greg. 1 fhall make myfelf a Cuckold prefently. [Afide.]—
Dis is not a propre Place, dis is too publick, for fud any one
pafs by while I taka dis Phyfick, it vill preventa de opperation,

Dorc. What Phyfick, Doétor ?

Greg. In your Ear, dat. [V bifpers.

Dore. And in your Ear, dat, Sirrah. [ Hitting him a Box.] Do
you dare affront my Virtue, you Villain ! D’ye think the

/i World
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World fhould bribe me to part with my Virtue, my dear
Virtue ? There, take your Purfe again.

Greg. But where’s the Gold?

Dore. The Gold I’ll keep, as an eternal Monument of my
Virtue,

Greg. Oh what a happy Dog am I, to find my Wife fo
virtuous 2 Woman, when I leaft expe&ed it! Oh my injur’d
Dear ! behold your Gregory, your own Hufband.

Dore. Ha ! Y. o8, .

Greg. Oh me! I'm Yo full of Joy, I cannot tell thee more,
¢than that I am as much the happieft of Men, as thou art the
moft virtuous of Women. :

Dore. And art thou really my Gregory? And haft thou any
more of thefe Purfes ?

Greg. No, my Dear, I have no more about me; but ’tis
probable in few Days I may have a hundred, for the ftrangeft
Accident has happened to me !

Dore. Yes, my Dear, but I can tell you whom you are
oblig’d to for that Accident; had you not beaten me this
Morning, I had never had you beaten into a Phyfician,

Greg, Oh, oh ! then ’tis to you I oweall that Drubbing.

Dorec. Yes, my Dear, tho’ I little dreamt of the Confequence.

Greg. How infinitely I'm oblig’d to thee !——But hufh !

*»HREEEERHRER HEORLROROAD
S GCUEL N Ea SRING

(GrEGORY, HELEBORE.

" Hel. Are not you the great Do&or juft come to this Town,
{o famous for curing Dumbnefs ?

Greg. Sir, Iam he,

Hel. Then, Sir, I fhould be glad of your Advice.

Greg. Let me feel your Pulfe.

H:l. Not for myfelf, good Dotor ; I am myfelf, Sir, a Bro-
ther of the Faculty, what the World calls a Mad-Boctor. 1
have at prefent under my Care, a Patient whom I can by no

means prevail with to fpeak,
Greg:
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Greg. 1 fhall make him fpeak, Sir.

Hel. Tt will add, Sir, to the great Reputation you have al-
ready acquir’d, and I am happy in finding you.

 Greg. Sir, I am as happy in findingyou. You fee that Wo-

man there ; fhe is pofle(s’d with a more ftrange fort of Madyp

nefs, and imagines every Man fhe fees, to be her Hufband.

Now, Sir, if you will but admit her into your Houfe———

Hel. Moft willingly, Sir.

Greg. The firft Thing, Sir, you are to do, is to let out
thirty Ounces of her Blood ; then, Sir; you are to fhave off
all her Hair, all her Hair, Sir; after which you are to make
a very fevere Ufe of your Rod twice a day ; and take a parti-
cular Care that fhe have not the leaft Allowance beyond Bread
and Water,

Hel. Sir, Ifhall readily agree to the diates of fo great a
Man ; nor can I help approving of your Method, which is
exceeding mild and wholfome.

Greg. [To bis Wife.] My Dear, that Gentleman will con-
du& you to my Lodging.———Sir, I beg you will take a par-
ticular Care of the Lady.

Hel. You maydepend on’t, Sir, nothing in my Power fhall
be wanting; you have only to enquire for Dr. Helebore.

Dure. *Twon’t be long before I fee you, Hufband.

Hel, Hufband ! this is as unaccountable a Madnefs as any I
have yet met with. [ Exit with Dorcas.

B ottt Ut R G S et
TV N R RV

GREGORY, LEANDER.

Greg. Ithink I fhall be reveng’d of you now, my Dear,—
So, Sir.

Lean. I think I makea pretty good Apothecary now.

Greg. Yes, Faith, you’re almoft as good an Apothecary as I'm
a Phyfician, and if you pleafe I'll convey you to the Patient,

Lean. If I did but know a few Phyfical hard Words

Grez. A few Phyfical hard Words! why, in a few hard
Words confifts the Science. Would you know as much as the

whole
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whole Faculty in an Inftant, Sir? Come along, come along—
Hold, let me go firft ; the Doctor muft always go before the
Apothecary. [ Exeunt.

e e G e S S e i e e e e e B B R
SCENE XVI &ir Jalper’s Houfe.

Sir Jasper, Cuarror, Maip, GREGORY, LEANDER.

Sir Jafp. Has fhe made no Attempt to fpeak yet?

Maid. Not in the leaft, Sir; {o far from it, that as fhe ufed
to make a fort of a Noife before, fhe is now quite filent.

8ir fafp. [Looking on bis Watch.] *Tis almoft the Time the
Doflor promis’d to return.

Sir Fafp. Oh! heis here. Dotor, your Servant:

Greg. Well, Sir, how does my Patient ?

Sir fafp. Rather worfe, Sir, fince your Prefcriptiort.

Greg. So much the better, “tis a Sign that it operates.

Sir Fafp. Who is that Gentleman, pray, with you ?

Greg. An Apothecary, Sir. Mr. Apothecary, I defire you
would immediatcly apply that Song [ preferib’d.

Sir Yafp. A Song, Doltor? prelcribe 2 Song !

Greg. Prefcribe a Song, Sir! Yes, Sir, prefcribe 2 Song,
Sir. Ts there any thing fo ftrange in that ! Did you never hear
of Pills to purge Melancholy. If you underftand thefe things
better than I, why did you fend forme? Sbud ! Sir, this Song
would make a Stone fpeak.—But, if you pleafe, Sir, you and
I will confer at fome diftance, during the Application ; for
this Song will do you as much harm as it will do your
Daughter good. Be fure, Mr. Apothecary, to pour it
down her Ears very clafely.

AIR
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Yéan. Thus, lovely Patient, Charlotte fees
Her dying Patient kneel ;
Soon cur’d will be your feign’d Difeafe,
But what Phyfician &'er can eafe

The Torments which I feel.

Think, frilful Nymph, while I complaing
Ab, think what I endure

Al other Remedies are vain ;

The lovely Caufe of all sy Pain
Can only caufe my Cure.

Greg. 1t is, Sir,a great and fubtle Queftion among the Dot~
tors; Whether Women are more ealy to be cur’d than Men,
I beg you would attend to this, Sir, if you pleafe. Some
fay, No; others fay, Yes; and for my part; I fay both Yes,
and No; forafmuch as the Incongruity of the opaque Hu-
mours that meet in the natural Temper of Women; are the
Caufe thac the Brutal Part will always prevail over the Senfi-
ble One fees that the Inequality of their Opinions
depends on the black Movement of the Circle of the

B Moon,
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Noon, and as the Sun thatdarts his Rays upon the Concavity
of the Earth, finds : '
Charl. No, I am notat all capable of changing my Opinion.
Sir Jafp. My Daughter fpeaks ! my Daughter fpeaks! Oh,
the great Power of Phyfick! Oh, the admirable Phyfician !

How can I reward thee for fuch a Service ?

Greg. This Diftemper has given me a moft infufferable deal
of Trouble,

[ Traverfing the Stage in a great Heat, the Apothecary following,

Charl. Yes, Sir, I have recover’d my Speech; but I have re-
cover’d it to tell you, that I never will have any Hufband but

Leander. :

[ Speaks with great Eagernefs, and drives Sir Jalper round the Stage.
Sir “fafp. But
Charl. Nothing is capable to fhake the Refolution I have

teken.

Sir Fafp. What!

Charl. Your Rhetorick is in vain, all your Difcourfes fignify
nothing. ; |

Sir Fafp. 1

Charl. I am determin’d, and all the Fathers in the World
fhall never oblige me to marry contrary to my Inclinations.

Sir Fafp. 1have ———

Charl. 1 never will fubmit to this T'yranny ; and if I muft
not have the Man I like, I’ll die a Maid.

Sir Fafp. You fhall have Mr. Dapper =

Charl. No, not in any manner, not in the leaft, notatall;
you throw away your Breath, you lofe your Time ; you may
confine me, beat me, bruife me, deftroy me, kill me, do what
you will, ufe me as you will, but I never will confent; nor all
your Threats, nor all your Blows, nor all your Ill-ufage, never

{hall force me to confent 3 fo far from giving him my Heart, I

never will give him my Hand ; for he is my Averfion, I hate

the very fight of him, I had rather fee the Devil, I had rather
touch a Toad; you may make me miferable any other way,

but with him you fhan’t, that I'm refolv’d. g
Greg. There, Sir, there, I think we have brought her

Tongue to a pretty tolerable Cenfiftency. '

Sir
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Greg. The Heat of Blood, Sir, caufes that in young Minds:

Sir Fafp. For my part, the Moment I difcover’d the Vio=
lence of her Paffion, I have always kept her lock’d up,

Greg. You have done yery wifely. '

Sir fafp. And I have prevented them from having the leaft
Communication together, for who knows what might have
been the Confequence? Who knows but fhe might have
taken it into her Head to have run away with him ?

Greg. Very true.

Sir Fafp. Ay, Sir, let me alone for governing Girls; I think
1 have fome Reafon to be vain on that Head ; I think I have
fhewn the World that I underftand a little ofWGmen, I think
I have ; and let me tell you, Sir, thereis not a little Art re-
quir'd ; if this Girl had had fome Fathers, they had not kept
her out of the Hands of fo vigilant a Lover as I haye done,

Greg. No certainly, Sir.

g MW DR S DRV THE

Sir Jasrer, Dorcas, GREGORY.

Dore. Where is this Villain, this Rogue, this pretended
Phyfician ?

Sir fafp. Heyday ! what, what, what’s the matter now ?

Dore. Oh, Sirrah ! Sirrah! would you have deftroy’d
your Wife, you Villain ? Would you have been guilty of
Murder, Dog?

Greg. Hoity, toity |——What mad Woman is this ?

Sir Fafp. Poor Wretch ! for Pity’s fake cure her, Doétor.

Greg. Sir, 1 fhall not cure her, unlcfs fomebody gives me a
Fee. If you will give me a Fee, Sir Fafper, you fhall fee
me cure her this Inftant.

Dare, I'll fee you, yeu Villain.~——~—Cure me !

AIR
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If you hope by your Skill
To give Dorcas a Pill,

You are not a decp Politician
Coy’d Wives but be brought
T fwallow the Draught,

Each Huﬁaﬂﬁ would be a Phyfician.
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Sir Jasper, GREGORY, Dorcas, JAMEs.

Fames, Oh, Sir! undone, undone! your Daughter is run
away with her Lover Leander, who was here difguis’d like an
Apothecary — and this is the Rogue of 2 Phyfician who has
contriv’d all the Affair.,

Sir fafp. How ! am I abus’d in this manner ! Here, who
js there? Bid my Clerk bring Pen, Ink, and Paper; I’ll fend
this Fellow to Jail immediately.

Fames. Indeed, my good Dodlor, you ftand a very fair
Chance to be hang’d for ftealing an Heirefs.

Greg. Yes, indeed, I believe [ fhall take my Degrees now.

Dore. And are they going to hang you, my dear Hufband?

Greg. You fee, my dear Wife,

- Dorc,



22 The MOCK DOCTOR: Or,
Dore. Had you finifh'd the Fagots, it had been fome Con=

folation.

Greg. Leave me, or you’ll break my Heart.

Dore. No, I'll ftay to encourage you at your Death—nor
will I budge an Inch, ’till I've feen you hang’d.
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To them LEANDER, gnd CHARLOTTE.

Lean. Behold, Sir, that Leander whom you had forbid your
Houfe, reftores your Daughter to your Power, even when
he had her in his, I will receive her, Sir, only at your
Hands. I have received Letters, by which I have learnt
the Death of an Uncle, whofe Eftate far exceeds that of your
intended Son-in-law.

Sir Fafp. Sir, your Virtue is beyond all Eftates, and I give
you my Daughter with all the Pleafure in the World.

Lean, Now my Fortune makes me happy indeed, my dear-
elt Charlotie.——And, Doétor, I’ll make thy Fortune too.

Greg. If you would be fo kind to make me a Phyfician in
earneft, I fhould defire no other Fortune.

Lean. Faithy Doétor, I wifh I could do that in return for
your having made me an Apothecary; but I'll do as well for
thee, I warrant.

Dore, So, fo, our Phyfician, I find, has brought about
fine Matters, And is it not owing to me, Sirrah, thatyou
have been a Phyfician at all?

Sir Fafp. May I beg to know whether you are a Phylician
or not—or what the Devil you are ¢

Greg. 1 think, Sir, after the miraculous Cure you have feen
me perform, you have no reafonto afk, whether I.am a Phy-
fician or no—And for you, Wife, I'll henceforth have you
behave with all Deference to my Greatnefs.

Dore. Why, thou pufi’d-up Fool, I could have made as
good a Phyfician myfelf; the Cure was owing to the Apothe-

cary, notthe Do&or.
- : AIR










