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(Spoken) ““MTYS Muz, you don’t seem well, what's the matter?"
(imitating a drunken woman) “0 sir, I'm troubled with
a consumption of the Spirits;._Yes I see you labour under
a consumption of the Spirits, “Yes sir it often comes upon
me]’l dare say it does,—Yes sir,and doyou know the world

is wicked enough to say that—Oh!Oh! (¢7ying)O,if that’s the case.
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There's Truck the Shopkeeper cries

How Bullock the Butcher swears;
And forgets what a parcel of lies

He tells to sell his own wares;
| Says Dowugh,“Salmon’s Fish in’t §weet:’

The coalman remarks with pleasure ,

Dough’s Breads very seldom weight
While Dough says,“His Coals are bad measure.

Thinks 1 to myself. @
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(Spoken) Was you ever at the Buz and Mum Club, atthe Wig and
Watch Box? that’s the place for neighbour’s fare .42 the
conversation indjfferent voices) “Chair; Chair the Presidents
Toast, 2—"Confusion to Buckbiting, Gentlemen,> —‘‘Bravo!
Where’s neighbour Snip this evening?that’s a good natured
fellow,but monstrously given to Cabbage—Yes,g7ve him aninch
_he’ll take an ell,and no man beats him tfinedrawinga billhere
MY Snip enters) “Ah! brother Snip, your worship was the
last man in our mouths,»=You done me a great deal of hon-
or.Gentlemen,»—«0 yes we always does our friends justice.—
“Brother Barnacle are you going?» “must, must,good night!”
“Good bye my hearty fellow,”—“is he gone,»—yes;—That
Barnacle’s a queer fellow—I say Snip, did you twig his wife
last Sunday with Razor the Cutler?>~*hush!Razor’s at the top
of the tublep—"0, if that’s the case Im mum,but11lbe shot
if the lastboy’s nose belongs to the Spectacle Maker for all
that,” “1 sees thro’that joke brother Bright—aye,youre a deep
one,he'he'he!'—the Toast stands,Gentlemen>—Confusion toBack-
biters )2—
Thinks I to myself, thinks I, .
It’s all neighbours fare,and rubs off when its dry.
3
Profession like puffs are wind,
Words butter no parsnips,0!
I'm glad you're come, means you' Il oft’ find,
I shall bevery glad when you go:
Miss Prim she calls on Miss Prue,.
Who’s transported with rapture to meet her;

But the moment her dackis in viewy
Cries,“there’s no gettingrid of that Creter.”

. (Spoken in djfferent voices)

Bless me, who's coming'. that eternal gossip, M"SWhifmejig;
and her nasty Pug'Dog;provoking'—-f "My dear M"5Whifmejig,
ILam so glad to see you,’l-»‘fMy dear M3 Nibbs you dome ir_:ﬁnﬁire
honor—Pompey get off the white sopha with your dirty feet,” ‘0,
the dear kreter let him amuse himself’ (aszcle) T wish he was
in the Duck Pond —1 hope you mean to stay Dinner?—nay you
shall,Linsist upon it — If you must know I came on purposey—
(aside),Ithought so,one can never have anice tit-bit,but she’s
sure to poke in her nose —Betty don’t dress the Ortolanstill
supper—Rat a-tat-tat-tat!!! Dang the Door, it is alive Ithink
“Is your Master «t Home? >“Measter do say he be notatHome,
Sir,>—Why Blockhead if he scys so he must be at Home, and

I hear him atthe top of the stairs)— Tunder and turf, can’t
you be after believing the man,Itell you I'm gone out thesetwo

hours? Thinks I to nl_\-self',thinks'-la
Ti diddle de dum, ti diddle de di.
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