To the Reader

unkindness came Into their imaginatoRs T ean by no means guess;
unless by those whose lovers by long absence, or those whom age
or ugliness have rendered a little distant from those things they
would fain imagine here.—But if such as these durst profane their
chaste ears with hearing it over again, or taking it into their seri-
ous consideration in their cabinets, they would find nothing that
the most innocent virgins can have cause to blush at, but confess
with me that no play either ancient or modern has less of that
bugbear bawdry in it. Others to show their breeding (as Bayes!
says) cried it was made out of at least four French plays, when I
had but a very bare hint from one, the Malade imaginaire,* which
Was given me translated by a gentleman infinitely to advantage;
but how much of the French is in this, I leave to those who do in-
i en it at the Court. T
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