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First extant draft typescript

The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. Living all the day among herbs and ointments. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to send you off.

After typescript D
The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. And old. Drugs age you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. Living all the day among herbs and ointments. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to put you to sleep. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores of the phlegm.
After proof 1

The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. And old. Drugs age you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. Living all the day among herbs, ointments, disinfectants. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chloroform you. Test: turns blue litmus paper red. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores of the phlegm.

After proof 4

The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. Shrunken skull. And old. Drugs age you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. Living all the day among herbs, ointments, disinfectants. All his alabaster lilypots. Aq. Dist. Fol. Laur. Te Virid. Doctor Whack. He ought to physick himself a bit. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chloroform you. Test: turns blue litmus paper red. Chloroform. Overdose of laudanum. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores of the phlegm. Poisons the only cures. Remedy where you least expect it. Clever of nature.
After proof 5

The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. Shrunken skull. And old. Drugs age you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. Living all the day among herbs, ointments, disinfectants. All his alabaster lilypots. Mortar and pestle. Aq. Dist. Fol. Laur. Te Virid. Doctor Whack. He ought to physic himself a bit. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Simples. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chloroform you. Test: turns blue litmus paper red. Chloroform. Overdose of laudanum. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores of the phlegm. Poisons the only cures. Remedy where you least expect it. Clever of nature.
After proof 6

The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. Shrunken skull. And old. Drugs age you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. Living all the day among herbs, ointments, disinfectants. All his alabaster lilypots. Mortar and pestle. Aq. Dist. Fol. Laur. Te Virid. Smell almost cure you like the dentist’s doorbell. Doctor Whack. He ought to physic himself a bit. Electuary. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Simples. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chloroform you. Test: turns blue litmus paper red. Chloroform. Overdose of laudanum. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores of the phlegm. Poisons the only cures. Remedy where you least expect it. Clever of nature.
After proof 7
The chemist turned back page after page. Sandy shrivelled smell he seems to have. Shrunken skull. And old. Quest for the philosopher’s stone. The alchemists. Drugs age you after mental excitement. Lethargy then. Why? Reaction. A lifetime in a night. Gradually changes your character. Living all the day among herbs, ointments, disinfectants. All his alabaster lilypots. Mortar and pestle. Aq. Dist. Fol. Laur. Te Virid. Smell almost cure you like the dentist’s doorbell. Doctor Whack. He ought to physic himself a bit. Electuary or emulsion. The first fellow that picked an her to cure himself had a bit of pluck. Simples. Want to be careful. Enough stuff here to chloroform you. Test: turns blue litmus paper red. Chloroform. Overdose of laudanum. Sleeping draughts. Lovephiltres. Paragoric poppysyrup bad for cough. Clogs the pores of the phlegm. Poisons the only cures. Remedy where you least expect it. Clever of nature.
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