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PRETFACE.

Celebrated Critic once took notice, -

that there is more art neceffary in
writing a Prologue or an Epilogue, than
in contriving the moft intricate Plat, for
cither a deep-laid Tragedy, or a Comedy
by which living Manners are held forth to
the Public, either as Objects of Contempt
or Approbation. '

The Prologue to a Play, whether a Tra-
gedy or a Comedy, ought to contain the
whole Quinteflence of the Plot, and at the
fame time be adapted to the reigning Tafte
of the Age, cither to lafh fathionable Fol-
lies, or reprefent Virtue in it’s moft amia-
ble colaurs. In fpeaking a Prologue with
a becoming Propriety, by layirg an Em-

, : phafis



[ i ] i
phafis upon the moft ftriking Similes, re-
quires the utmoft efforts of human genius.
Youth are led, as it were, infenfibly into
the love of Poetry, and the pleafing dslu-
fien fteals upon the mind.

The prefent Colleétion of Prologues and

- Epilogues have been feleted with the great-
eft care; and it is prefumed, that no ene
will be found in the whole Book that has
not reccived the higheft” approbation from
the Public. As‘iu(h they are offered to
the Lovers of Poetry in general, and de-
figned 'as an eafy introduction to polite -
karnmg The Editor, in publifhing this
Collcétion, doubts not but. he will give the
wmoft fausfattion to all thofe who are
}riends to the Stage ; and he fubmits it to
them, in hopes that they will find it en-
tirely confiftent with the Rules of the

Drama. ’

A COL-
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"AND
"EP.ILO GUE S

L T T TR

PR OL OGUE
’ TO
SHE'STOOPS TO CONQUER;
Or, THE MISTAKES OF A NIGHT.
WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK.

S)akm ty Mr. WooDWaRD, droffed in Black, and boldmg
a Handkerchief to bis Eyes.

“MXCUSE me, Sirs, I pray—I can’t yet fpeak,
_gi I'm crying nvow—and have been all the
§ week !
L k-# *Tis not aloue thismosrning [uit,good maters;
T'we thas within—for which there are no plaifters!
B Pray



2 PROLOGUES, &.

Pray would y6u know the reafon why Pmerying? -

The Comic'Mufe, long fick, isnow adying!
And if fhe goes, my tears will never flop ;
For as a play'r, Ican’t fqueeze out one drop ;
1 am_unglone, that’s all—fhall lofe my bread—
T’d rather, but that’s nothing—Ilofe my head.
Wher the fwWeetmaid is laid upon 'the bier,
-Shuter and 7 thall be chief mourners here,
To her amawkith drab of fpurious breed,
Who dedls in fintimentals will fucceed !

Poor Ned and I are dead to all intents,

We can as foon fpeak Greek as fentiments!
Both nervous grown, to keep our fpirits up,
We now and then take down a hearty cup. .
What fhall we do ?—If Comedy forfake us?!
They'll turn s outy and no one élfe wwill take us;
But why can’t T be moral ? Let me try—

DMy heart thus prefling—£x’d my face and eye—

“With a fententious look, that'nothing means,
(Faces are bloeks in fentimental fcenes)
Thus 1 begin— A/l is not gold that glitgers,
Pleafure feems [oocety but proves a glafi of bitters,
When ign'rance enters, folly is at hand;
Lea ning is better far than boufe and land.
Let not your virtue trip, aho trips may flumble,
And wvirtue is uvt virtue, if fhe tumble.

I giveitup morals won’t do for me ;
To make you laugh, I muft play tragedy.

One



FPROLOGUES, &
Gae hope remains — hearing the maid _wés i,
A doctor comes this night to fhew his fkill..

To chear her heart,. and give your mufcles motion,.

He in fve draughts prepar’d, prefents a potion ;
A kind of magiccharm ——for be affur’d,.
If you will fwvalloaw if; the maid is cur’d ;.
Bu: defp’rate the Doltor, and her cafe is,
If you reject the dufe,. and make wry faces1’
This truth he boafts, will boaft it while he lives,.
Wo pois’nous-drugs: are mix’d in what he gives;
Should he fucceed, you'll give him his degree,
If not, he will within receive no fec!.

~ 'The college yox,. muft his pretenfions back,
Pronounce him regular, or dub him grack.

ARSI Sy

E P I L O G U E.

:WRITTEN BY DR. GOLDSMITH.

ELE,' having Stoop’d to Conquer with fuccefs,..-
And gain’d a hufband without aid from drels,

Still as a Bar-maid, I would with it too,

As T have conquer’d him, to cotnquer yous.

And let me fay, for all your refolution,

"That pretty Bar-maids have done excution, .

Qur life is all a play, compos’d to pleafe, .

¢« Wehave our exits and our entrances.”
Ba
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The firft at fhews the fimple country maid,

Harmlefs and young, of ev’ry thing afraid ;

Bluthes when hir’d, and with unmeaning attion,

4 bopes as bow to give you fatisfaltion.

Her fecond aét difplays a livelier fcene,—

Th’ uablufting Bar-maid of a country inn.

Who whifksabout the houfe, at market caters,

Talks loud, coquets the guefts, and fcolds the waiters.
Next the fcene thifts to town, and there fhe foars,
‘The chop-houfe toaft of ogling connoiffeurs.

On ’Squires and Cits the there difplays her arts,.
And on the gridiron broils her lovers’ hearts
And as fhe fmiles, her triumphs to compleat,

E’en Common-Councilmen forget to eat.

‘The fourth att fhews her wedded to the ’Squire,

* And Madam now begins to hold it higher ;,
Pretends to tafte, at operas cries, caro,

And quits her Nancy Dawfon, for Che Faro.
Doats upon dancing, and in all her pride,

Swims round the room, the Heinel of Cheapfide
Ogles ard leers with artificial fkill, }

v

‘Till having loft in age the power to kill,

She fits all night at cards, and ogles at fpadille,
Such, thro’ our lives, the eventful hiftory—e
The fifth and laft a& ftill remains for me.

The Bar-maid now for your prote@tion prays,
Turns Female Barrifter, and pleads for Bayes,

EPI.

-



FROLEOGUES, & %
E PI1 L O G UE.
To-te S;ooken in the Charaller of Toxy LumpPkING-
WRITTEN  BY J. CRADDOCK, .ESQ. ™

X 7ELL, now all's ended, -and my comrades gone, :
‘¥ Pray what becomes of mother’s nenly for ?- -
A hopeful blade !—in town I'll fixmy ftation, -
And try to make a blufter in the nation.
As for my Coufin Neville, I renounce her,
Off —in a crack—T'll carry big Bet ‘Bouncérs-
Why fhould I not in the great world appear -
1 foon fhall have a thoufand-pounds a year; -
No matter what a man may here inherit,
In London—’gad they’ve-fome.regard to-fpirit. :
1 fee the horfes prancing up the ftreete, -
And big Bet Bouncer bobs to all fhe meets; -
Then-hoikes to jiggs and-paftimes ev’ry night—ier-
Not to theplays——they fay it a'n't polite, -
To Sadler’s-Wells perhaps, or operas go, . -
And once by chance, -to the roratorio. S
Thus here and there, .for ever up and down, -
We'll {et the fathio: s too, to half the town; -
And then at auGktons——money ne’er regard, -

- Buy piftures like the grear, ten pounds ayard; .+,
Zounds, we fhall make thefe London gentry fay,
We know what’s dumn’d genteel, as well as they, - ,

# This came too late to be fpoken,

B3 PR O



é "PROLOGUES, &

P R OL O G U E
' | TO '
AL ZUM A"

;P‘;)KEN.BY MR. BEN_sLxY.'

WHEN firft Columbus left the Spanifh fhore
In weftern climes new regions to explore;
Soon a new.world, beyond th® Atlantic main,
Difclos’d the wonders of its vaft domain ;

A race of men unletter’d, and untaught,
Strangers to {cience, yet with virtue fraught, e
'No fchool they had of philofophic pride,

And fimple reafon was their only guide.

‘That reafon in the paths of nature trod,

And wosthipping the Sun, they meant a God 3

" Frce from the ills in polifh’d life that fpring,
“And gold with them was a neglefted thing.

But Europe’s fons felt gold’s refitlefs fway 3
To the new hemifphere they bend their way;
Thro’ ev’ry region carry fword and fire,

And bigot, rage, and avarice confpire.
Zeul bore the crofs and poniard in its hand,
And maffacre unpeopled half the land,

Yet to unhappy men, to heroes flain,

The Britith Mule denies ber tragic firain.

Dryden

-9



"PROLOGUYES, &c b
Dryden alone let fall the generous tear;,
Antd-bade on Albion’s ftage the FEATHER'D Chrsre
appear.

His voice fupprefs’d, no bard their fate has fung;
Silent our fcene, .and mate each tuneful tongue ;
While Greice and RouE fwell’d.our theatric ftite,,
And. only claflic heroes could be great.

‘This-night our author, an.advent’rer grown,..
Dares trace the virtuesof the Torrid Zone..
-Xf in his fcenes well painted paffion glow ;
If there you view the draught of human woe ;5 .
Britons will mark, .from fiesce religious zecal, ,
‘What dread calamities weak mortals feek; .
Wiil hear the INp1AN~—though in error- blind, . )
Againft the pow’r that would opinien bind, i
Affert the freedom of the human mind.

Ye critics, to whom poets muft be civil,
As Indians worfhip, out of fear, the devil,
.Of mod’erate principles you'll own the merity
Nor hither bring a perfecuting fpirit.
Let inodes of wit fome TOLERATION fhare; -
Rome kiLis for error ;—be it yours to fpare.

‘ EPILOGVEK



» PROLOGUES, &
E P I L. O G U E
SPOKEN: BY MRS.. HEARTLEY..

UR play thus o’er, now fwells each throbbing breaﬁ'ﬁ
With expe&tation of the coming jeft,
. By fafbion’s law,. whene’er the Tragic Mufe'
With fympathetic tears each eye bedews ;.
When fome bright wirtue at her call appears,-
Wak’d from the dead repofe of rolling years, .
When JSacred worthiesthe bids breathe anew, -
That men may be—what the difplays to view ;.
By fafkiox’s law, with light fantaftic mien -
The comic fiffer trips iv o’er the fcene ;.
Arm’d at all points with wit and wanton wiles, -
Rlays off her airs, and calls forth all her fmiles ;:
Till each fine feeling of .the heart be @’er,
And the gay wondes how they wept before,
Say, do youswifh, ye bright, ye virtuous trainy.. -
‘That ev’ry tear that feil, fhould fall in vain ?
If chis night’s {cenes foft pity could impart,
’Fis yours to fix the fafhion of the heart, .
Adopt, ye fair, thelaft Alzuma’: caufe, .
His ruin’d empire, and expiriag laws,
For Orellana may I dare to plead ?
My faults will all your kind indulgence need.
On you my hopes are fix’d :—one fmile from you *
o me is-worth the treafures of PErv. )
PROLOGUE-



PROLOGUES, &4 ' B
P R OL OGUE
TGO
A L O N z o.

SPOKEN BY MR. PALMER.
HILST ardent zeal for India’s: reformation,
Hath fir'd the fpiric of a generous nation ;.
‘Whilft patriots of prefented Lacks complain,]
And courtiers bribery to excefs arraign’;
‘The maxims of Bengal ftill rule the ftage,
‘The poets are your flaves from age to age.
Like Eaftern Princes in this houfe you fit,
‘The Soubahs, and Mabobs of fuppliant wit
Each bard his prefent brings, when he draws near,
‘With Prologue firft, he fooths your gracious ear;
We hope your clemency will thine to day,
For tho’ defpotic, gentle in your fway.
Thefe conlcious walls, if they could fpeak, would tell,.
How feldom by your doom, a poet fell :
Your mercy oft fufpends the critics laws,
_Your hearts are partial to an author’s caufe.
Pleas’d with fuch lords, content with our condition,.
Againt your charter we will neler petition.

-

vlf,



@  PROLOGUES S
If.certain folks, fhould fend us 2 commitee,,
“(Like that which lately vifited the city)

Who without fpécial leave of our direQors,.

At the ftage door fhould enter as infpectors ;
Altho’ their hearts were arm’d ‘with triple brafs,.
Thro’ our refifting ftenes they could not pafs..
Lioss and dragons too keep watch and wardy
Witches and ghofts the. awful entrance guard;.
Heroes who mock the pointed fword are here, .
And defperate heroines who know no fear ;.
If as Rinaldo flout each man fhould prave,.

To brave the terrors of th’ inchanted grove,.,
Hen:e on this{pot, the center of our flate, °

Here on this,vcry: fpot tl_\ey’d meet their fate.
The prompter gives the fign, and down they go 3,
Alive defcending ta the fhades below..

‘T'o you whofe empire flill may. Heav’n msistaing,
Who here by antient right. and cuffom reign,
Our lions crouch, our dragons proftrate fall, -
‘Witches and ghofts obey your potent call,
. Qur heroines {mile on you with all their might,
Qur boldeft heroes tremble in your fight,
Even now wiih anxious hearts they watch your eyes,.
Should you but frown, even brave Aronzo dies..

EPILOGUE:



PROLOGUES, &  #
£ P1.L O G U E
SPOKEN BY MRS, -.BAR.RY-.

Y HO' lately dead, a pringefs, and of Spain, . .

4 I am no ghoft, but fleth and blood again !
‘No time to change this drefs, it is expedient,
9 pafs for Britifh, and your.moft obedieat,

How happy, ladies, for us all-—that we,
‘Born in this ifle, by Magna Charta free, }
Are not, like Spanith wives, kept under lock and key.
The Spaniard row, is not like him of yore, -
Who in his whifker’d face, his titles bore'! .
Nor joy nor vengeance made him finile or grin,
Fix’d were his features, though the dcvil within !
He, when once jealous, to wath out the flain,
Stalk’d home, ftabb'd Madem, and ftalk’d out again,
Thanks to the :times, this digger-drawing paflion,
Thro’ polith’d Europe, is quite out of fathion,
Signor th* Iralian, quick of fight and hearing, "
:‘Once ever lift’ning, and for ever leering,
To Cara Spofa, now politely kind,
“He, beft of hufbands, is both deaf and blind.
Mynbcer the Dutchman, with his fober pace,
Whene'er he finds his rib has wanted grace,
He feels no branches fprouting from ‘his brain;
But calculation makes of lofs and gain,

And



X' PROLOCURS, &

And when to part with her, occafion’s ripe, ,
‘Mynheer turns out mine Frow, and fmokes his pipsd
‘When a brifk Frenchman's wife is giv'n to prancing,
It never fpoils his finging or his dancing : .

Madame, you falfe—de tout mon cocur.-adicn';
Begar you Cocu me, I Cocti you.——=

He toujours gai, difpels each jealous vapour,

‘Takes fnuff, fings vive "amour, and cuts a caper,

As for Fobn Bull——not he'in upper life,

But the plain Englifhman, who loves his wife}
‘When honeft John, I fay, has got his doubts,

. He fullen grows, fcratches his head, and pouts,
What is the matter awith you, love? cries fhe;

Are you not awell, my deareft! humph! cries he.
You're fuch a brute !—But, Mr. Bull, T've dones
And if Tam a brute—who made me one?

You know my tendernefs my heart’s too full,

” And fo’s my head——1I thank you Mrs. Bull,

O you bafe man '—Zounds, Madam, there’s no bearing,
She falls 2 weeping, andhe falls a fwearing :

‘With tears, and oaths, the florm domeftick ends, }

The thunder dies away, the rain defcends,

She fobs, he melts, and then they kifs and friends,
Whatever eafe thefe modern modes may bring,

A little jealoufy is no bad thing ; )

To me, who fpeak from nature unrefin’d,

Jealouly is the bellows of the mind,
Touch



PROLOGUES, &c v3
Touch it but gently, and it warms defire,
If handled roughly, you are all on fire ; }
If it ftands ftill, affe@tion muft expire.
"This truth, no true philofopher can doubt,
Whate’er you do, let not the flame go out.

1-3-23-2-3 323333333888 881
P ROLO G U E

On the Opening of the new Theatre-Royal
at LiverrooL, on Friday the sth of
June, 1772.

WRITTEN BY MR, COLMAN.

SPOKEN BY MR. YOUNGER.

HERE VER commerce fpreads the fwelling
fail,

" Letters and arts attend the profperous gale ;
When Cefar firft thefe regions did e:xplote,
And northward his triumphant eagles bore,
Rude were Britannia’s fons—a hardy race———
Their faith idolatry, their life the chafe.

But foon as traffic fix’d her focial reign, g

Join’d pole to pole, and nations to the main,
Each art and fcience follow'd. in her train.
C - Augufta

.
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Augufta then hey pomp at large difplay’d,

The feat of majefty, the mart of trade;

‘The Britith Mufe unveil’d her awful mien,

And Shakefpear, Johnfon, Fletcher, grac'd the fcene.
Long too has Merfey roll’d her golden tide

And feen proud veflels in her harbours ride:
Oft on her banks the Mufe’s fons would roam,
And wifh’d to fettle there a certain home ;
Condemn’d, alas! to bawk unlicens’d bays,
Counterband mumeries and fmuggled plays !
Your foft’ring care at length reliev’d their woes,
Under your aufpices, this jfaple rofe.

Herce made free merchants of the letter’d world,
Boldly advancing forth with fails unfurl’d, '
To Greece and Rome——Spain, Italy, and France,
We trade for play and opera, fong and dance.
Peace to his fhade, who firft purfu’d the plan!
You lov’d the actor, and you lov’d the man 3
True to himfelf, to all mankind a friend,

By honeft means he gain’d éach  honeft end,

You, like kind patrons, who his withes knew,
Prompt to applaud, and to reward them too,
Crown’d his laft moments with his wifh obtain’d,
A RoyaL CuarTER, by your bounty gain’d.

PROLOGUE
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P R OO L O G U E
T O
Z 0OBEDTIE

N thofe bad times, when learning’s fons explore
¢ The diffant climate, and the favage fnore ;
When wife aftronomers to India fteer,
And quit for Venus many a brighter here ;
While botanifts are cold to fmiles and dimpiing,
Forfake tlhie fair, 'and patiently go fimpling,.
Our bard into the general fpirit enters,
And fits his lictle frigate for adventures
With Scythian flaves and trinkets deeply laden,
He: this way fteers his courfe in hopes of trading ;
Yet e’er he lands, he’as order’d me before
To make an obfervation on the fhore.
Where are we driv'n ? our reck’ning fure is lod !
This feems a rocky and a dang’rous coaft..
Lord ! what a fultry climate am I under !’
Yon ill—forquing cloud feems big with thunder.

[Upper Gallery )
Thofe mangroves fpread, and larger than I have feen ’em,
(Pir.]
Here trees of ftately izc—and billing turdes in ’em—
[Bulconies.]
¢z Here
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Here ill condition’d oranges abound——[Srage. |

And apples (takes up.one and tafles it) bitter apples fircw
the ground. :

Th’inhabitants are Canibals 1 fear,

I'heard a hifling, there are ferpen's here !

O! there the people are—but keep my diftance ;

Cur captain, gentle natives, craves afliftance ;

Our fhip’s well ftor’d, in yonder brook we’ve laid her.

His honour is no mercenary trader.

"This is his firt adventure, lend him aid,

And we may chance to drive a thriving trade.

His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from far,

Equally fit for gallantry and war,

What, no reply to promifes fo ample ?

P’d beft ftep back and order up a fample.

RIIGPA PR KPR K HHRKAHHRRR
EPI L O G U E
TO THE SAME,
WE LL fare the man, peace to his gentle fhade,
The bard who firft made Epilogues a trade !
Elfe what a life an a&refs muft purlue,
To weep and rave is all fhe’d have to do;
Upon the flage, with waving paffions, fore,
¢ To ftrut her hour, and then be heard no mo:e,”
Now after poifon, daggers, rage, and death,

We've come igain to take 3 little breath ;
Bantew
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Banter the pit, fet belles and beaus &t odds,.

And be a mere freethinker to the gods;.

That in familiar ftrains the boxes maul;:

An Epilogue like gaming levels all.

Not e’en.poor Bayes within muft hope to be

Free from the lath——his play he writes for me,

« *Tis true—and now my gratitude you'll fee.” "
Why ramble.with Voltaire to Eaftern climes,

To Scythian lands and antiquated times ?-

Change but the names; his tragedy at beft"

Slides into comedy, and turns tojefts

As thus——a flatefinan old and out of plicé;-
Sour, difeontented, malice in his face,

(In thefe bleft days we but fuppofé the cafe)’

Flies from St. James’s to his own eftate, .

To chew the wifdom of each paft debate ;: .
How-in theshoufe he madé a glorious ftir, '
With,—¢ Sir, I move,” and ¢ Mr. Speaker, Sir!*’
Zobeide’s his daughter Sophy: oh'! farewell !

For her each haunt that charms a modern belles- -
Adicu Almack’s! Cornelys! mafquerade !

Sweet Ranelagh ! Vauxhall’s enticing fRade!" -
’Squire Groom makes love! rich? yes a vaft domain -
Well bred ! the favage Scythian. of * the plain.

The match is fix’d, deeds fign’d, the knot is ty'd,
Down comes my lord in all his glittering pride ; .

C3. . Aund
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And will my angel chufe this ruftic -plan,

O Cuckhold him by all means, I’m the man,.
Now, mark our authors i ignorance of life : .
What not elope ! is that a modith wife ?

Poor fool ? the doubts, fays no, the hufband dies;
Now ftab yourfelf, fays Bayes,. but nature Cries,,
How ! facrifice myfelf for vaia renown ;

John put the horfes too, and drive to town,.
Yet, after all, excufe him, ladies’ Ppray,.

For fure there is fome nature in his play.

A firlt atempt, let no keen cenfure blight,.
Hereafter he may foar a nobles-flight;

Drop ore kind tear, give this that flender token,.
And hither cometill the Pantheons open,

BELOPEBVSVVTSLIPIDITEB
P R O L 0 G U E,
. TO THE
FASHIONABLE LOVER.

Spoken by Mr.WESsTON, in the Charadler of a. Printer’s
Dewil,

A M adevil, fo pleafe you—and muft hoof

Up ¢o the poct yonder with this proof. :
1’J read it to yeu, but, in faith, ’tis odds
For one poor Levil to fuce fo many Gads.
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A ready imp T am, who kindly greets;
Young authors with their firlt exploits in fheets ;:
While the Prefs- groans, in place of dry-nurfe ftands,,
And takes the bantling from the midwife’s hands.

If any author: of prolific brains,.
Th this-good company, feels labour-pains ;
If any.gentle poet,.big with rhime,. .
Has run his reck’ning out and ‘gone his time ;:
If any critic, pregnaat.with ill-nature, .
Cries out.to be deliver'd of his fatire ; '
Know fuch that at our Hofpital of Mufes .
He may lye-in, in-private, if he chafes; .
“We’ve fingle lodgings-there forfecret finners, .
With good-encouragement for young beginners..

Here’s- one now that is free enough in reafon ;.
This bard breeds regularly once a féafon ; }
Three of a fort,.of homely form and feature,
Tte plain coarfe progeny- of humble Nature ;
Home-bred and born.; no firangers he difplays, .
Nor tortures free-born limbs i ftiff French flays ;.
Two you have rear’d ; ‘but between you and me, .
This youngeftis the fav'rite, of the three.
Nine tedious months -he bore this babe about, ,
Let itin charity live nine nights oue; -
Stay but his month up; give fome.little law 5 .
*Tis cowardly to attack him in the ftraw.

Dear Gentlemen Correctors, be more civil ; . )
Kind.courteous Sirs, take counfei of the Devil ;

Stop:
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Stop your abufe, for while your readers fee

Such malice, they impute your work to me ;.
Thus, while you gather no one fprig of fame,.
Your poor. unhappy friend is put to fhame :.
Faith, Sirs, you fhou’d have fome confideration,.
When ev’n the Devil pleads againft Damnation. .

CEXEDUCTIOSELEDPRROVPRER
EPIL OGU E

SrokeN BY Mrs. B A R R Y.

I ADIES; your country’s ornament and pride,.
< Yewho the nuptial deity has tied. -
Tn filken fetters, will ye not impart:
For pity’s fake fome.portien of your art.
'To a mere novice, and prefcribe fome plan
How you would have me.live with my good man ?:
Tell me, if I thould give.each paffing hour.
To love of pleafure or to love of.power ;.
X with the fatal thirft of defperate play
1 thou’d turn day to night.and night to day-;
Had I the faculty to make a prize
@f each pert,animal that meets my eyes, .
. Say are thefe objeéts worth my ferious aim 3
Do they give happinefs, or health, or fame?- "
~ ) 10

A e
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Are hecatombs of lovers hearts of force
To deprecate the demons of devorce #
Speak my advifers, fhall I gain the plan
Of that bold club, which gives the law to. man,
At their own weapons that proud fex defies.
And fets up a new female Paradife ? .
Lights for the ladies ! Hark, the bar bells found !
Show to the club-room—See the glafs goes round—e=
Hail, happy, meeting of the good aad fair,
Soft relaxation from domeftic care,
Where virgin minds are early train’d to loo,
And al} Newmarket opens to the view. : ;
In thefe gay fcenes fhall Iaffet to move, 3
Or pafs my hours in dull domettic love v‘
Shall I to. rural folitudes defcend :
With Tyrrel my prote&or, guardian, friend,
Orto the rich Pantheon’s round repair,
And blaze the brighteft heathen-goddefs there 2
Where fhall I fix P Determine ye who know,
Shall I renource my hufband, or Soho ?
With eyes haki-open’d and an aking head.
And ev’q the artificial rofes dead,
When to my toilette’s morning tafk refign’d,)
What vifitations then may feize my mind |
Save me juft Heaven, from fuch a painful life,.
And make me an unfafliionable wife

R Q
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PR OL GG U E,
TG THE.
TRIP TO PORTSMOUTH.

EBell rings for the mufick to flop. A Jbort filence.enfuess.
then & man, with a book in bis hand, fuppofid to be the-
Prompter runs upon the flage, after Mr. Welton  Aas.
been. called upon tawo ar three timesbebind the feenes.

. M 4 N.
MR Wefton, Mr, Wefton ! !
[(Mr Weflan anfwers bebind the curtain,.
I’m coming I tell you. Don’t make fuch a rout..
M A N. (Running about the flage).
Mr. Wefton, Mr. Wefton !.
[Mw Wefion, pulling the curtain back, meets bings
I’m here.. Don’t you fce me ? What’s ali this- about 2
M A4 N :
‘The Prologue is wanted..
WESTON.
Itisfo,—I grant it;.
. So tiere, take tlie Prologue, and now you don’t want it..
[Gives the man a fheet of paper, and is going,
M 4 N.
Buty Sir,==Who's to fpeak it ?

wES
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WESTON.
To fpeak xt,-—-why-—-—who ?
Go atkk Mr, Foote, friend.
M 4 N
He fays, Sir, 'tis you,
, WESTON.
‘He’s miftiken, for once, I will venture to fay,
*Tis a ferious affair, and quite out of my way:
Sentimental, pathetical, tender, affecting
Juft like his laft piece, and his new way of aiing.
M 4 N
Your fpeaking, T’am fure, Sir, would give it fuch grace.—
WESTON.
Iwou’d ;—but who'll give me a tragedy face ?—
R tell you, I neither like whining nor ranting,
The groanings and toanings of treagedy canting ;
To figh, and to ftrut, and to fart, and to ftare,
My arms throw about, up and down, here and there,
Kick my train in a pet, and with paffionate rumble,
Make fun, moon, and ftars, a bombattical jumble ;
’Till quite out of breath with heroical fwagger,
The poifon bowl.enters, or polifh’d tin dagger H
Then.quivering I fall, or in fimile die,
So fo, or as if, or as when, oras why, }
Ti, i, tum, Ti, tiy tum, Tum, tum, tum, Ti, ti,
M -4 N.
But, Sir,-——-

) | WESs-
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WESYTON. N
1 don’t like it,~~that’s all I've to fay:
8o pray take yourfelfand the Prologue away,
[Exit M A N, leaving® WEST O NJ
So now I am Solus, thatis, I’m alone,
Suppofe I fhou’d try at a fpeech of my own=
An extempore Prologue—The fancy is new —
With your leaves, you thall judge what Tom Wzflon cam
do,— /
Once on a time, tho’ *twas in Shakefpear’s days,
Nature and Cemmon fenfe embellith’d plays ;
Before old Englith humour turn’d buffoon,
And long €’er Op’ras put Wit out of tunes
In that fame time, folks did not think by rules,
But as they felt, they fpoke—Our fathers where no foolss
Their fong was, Mirth admit me of yoxr creww :
But that’s all old—"tisn’t the thing, ’twont do} }
‘The tone is now,—we muft have fomething new. -
New fights we’w: had, new grand Illuminatiops, -
‘With Jubilees, and Trips, and Iaftallations.
‘Wehave atrip to night, to fhew fome thipping ;
Suppofe the Author is to-night caught tripping ?—~

Thefe fame Play-jobbers, theugh it is furprizing,
Will always fend me on, apologizing. .
Thus they come o’er me:  Feffon, you're a Soul!
Do fpeak my Prologac—you're fo dry and droll.

1 muft go on then—1I'm ferv’d fo this night,

A common bail for what bad Poets write,
If
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Af--but I hope not—If we’re brought to thame,
Jf you the Author,or the Actors blame,
May we in one requeft, good Sirs, be friended,
Pray don’t give fentence till the Piece is ended.

e S
PR OLOGUE
To C A T O,

iy

BY MR. POPE.

SPOKEN BY MR, WILKS,

y O wake the Soul by tender Strokes of §rt,
To raife the Genius, and to mend the Heart,

‘To make Mankind in confcious Virtue bold,

Live o’er each Scene, and be what they behold ;
For this the Tragic-Mulfe firft trod the Stage,
Commanding Tears to-ftream through every Age;
“T'yrants no more their Savage Nature kept,

And Foes to Virtue wonder’d how they wept.
Our Author fhuns by vulgar Springs to move

The Heroe’s Glory, or the Virgin's Love ;

In pitying Love we but our Weaknefs fhew,

And wild Ambition well deferves its Woe. .
Hzere tears fhall flow from a more gen’rous Caufe,
Such Tears as Patriots fhed for dying Laws ;

D : He
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He bids your Bresfts with Ancient Ardour rife,
And calls forth, Roman Drops from Briti/b Eyes.
Virtue confefs’d in hum o Shape he draws,
What Plato Thought, and God-like Cato was :
No common Objeé to your Sight difp]ayi,
_ But what with Pleafure Heav’n itfelf furveys;
A Lrave Man ftruggling in the Storms of Fate,
And greatly falling with a falling Stated
While Cato gives his little Senate Laws,
What Bofom beats-not in his Country’s Caufe ?
‘Who fees him a&l, but envies ev'ry Deed ?
Who hears him g'ioan, and does not wifh to bleed ?
Ev’n when proud Ce/ar *midft triumphal Cars,
The fpoils cf Nations, and the Pomp of Wars,
Ignobly vain, and impotently great,
Shew’d Rame her Cata’s Figure drawn in State,
As her dead Father’s rever'nd Image paft,
The Pomp was darken’d and the Day o’ercaft,
The Triumph ceas’d—Tears gufi’d from ev’ry Eye,
The World’s great Vi€lor pafs unheeded by;
_Her laft good Man dejeéted Rome ador’d,
And honour’d Cefar’s lefs than Cato’s Sword.
Britons attend ! Be Worth like this approv’d,
- And fhew you have a Virtue to be mov’d.
With hone{t Scorn the firft fam*d Caro view'd
Rome learning Aris from Greece, whom fhe fubdu’d :
Our Scene precarioufly fubfifts too long
Cn French Tranﬂusic;n and Jralian Song.
' Dare
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Dire to have Senfe yourfelves ; aflert the Stage,
Be juitly warm'd wich ynur own native Rage,
Such Plays alone fhall pleafe'a Brit//> Ear,
As Catd’s felf had not difdain’d to hear,

SO RO OO RO
EPIL O G U L
BY DR, GARTH.

SPOKEN. BY MRS. PORTER,

HAT odd fantafiick things we Womcn do'! ?

' ¥ Who wou’d not liften when young Lover’s woo? {~
But die a maid, yet have the choice of two !
Ladies are often cruel to their coft; )
“Fo give you pain, themfelves they punith moft.
Vows of virginity thould well be weigh'd ;
“Too oft they’re cancell’d, tho’ in. convents made.
Wou'd you revenge fuch rath refolves—you may .
Re fpiteful———and belicve the thing we fay,. } ’
We hate you when yeu’re eafily fuid nay.
How needlefs, if you knew us, were four fears
Let Love have eyes, and Beauty will have ears..
Ovr hearts are form’d as you yourfelves wou’d chufe,.
Too proud to afk, too humble to refufe :

D. ' We
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We give to merit, and to,wealth we fell;
He fighs with moft fuccefs. that fettles well,
The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix,.
”Tis beft repenting in a coach-and fix.

Blame nos our condu&, fince we but purfue-
Thofe lively leffons we bave learn’d from you :
Your breafts no more the fire of beauty warms,
But wicked wealth ufurps the pow’r of charms ;,
What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate,

To {fwcllin fhow, and be a wretch in ftate !

At plays you ogle, at the ring you, bow ;

Ev’n churches are no fanttuaries now 2.
There golden idols all your vows receive,.

* She is no goddefs that has nought to give.
Oh ! may once more the happy age appear,.
When words were artlefs, and the thoughts fincere 3
When gold and grandeur were unenvy’d things,
And coyrts Jefs coveted-than groves and fprings,.
Love then fhall only mourn when Truth complains,
And conftancy feel tranfport in its chains.
Sighs with fuccefs their own foft anguith tell,

- And eyes fhall utter what the lips conceal:
Virtue again to its bright ftation climb,
And‘Beauty fear no enemy but Time,.
The fair fhall liften t‘o defert alone,

" And every Lucia find a Cato’s fon..

PROLOGUE
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PROLOGUE
T O T'H E’ -
$ 1S TE R
) WR.I'T'I'EN BY MR. COLMAN.

SPOKEN BY MRS.. MATTOCKS.

HE law of-caftom isthe law of fools
And'yet.the wife are govern’d by her rules.
Why fhiould men only Prologue all our plays,
Gentlemen-ufhers to each modern Bayes -
Why ere the fair- to Epilogues confin’d,..
W hofe tongurs-are 16ud, and gen'ral as “the wind ?+
Mark how in real life each fex is clafs’d ! '
Woman has there the £/ word and the Jaf.
Boaft not your gallant deeds, romantic men !
To-night a female Quixote draws the pen..
Arm’'d by the comic mufe, thefe lifts fhe enters, -
And fallies forth—in queft of ftrange. adventures?’
‘War, open war, *gainft recreant knights declares,.
Nor giant-vice nor windmill-felly fpares :
Side-faddles Pegafus, and courts Apollo, .
While I, (you fee!) her.female Sancho, follow.
Ye that in this enchanted caftle fit,
Dames, almrcs, and dark mamums of the jit;,
b3 . Scnile
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Smile on our fair knight-errantry to-day,
And raife no fpells to blaft a female play..

Oft has our Author, upon other ground,.
Courted your fmiles, and oft indulgence found..
Read in the clofet, you approv'd her page ;.

Yet ftill fhe dreads the perils of the ftage. .
Reader with Writer due proportion keeps,
Apd if the Poet-nods,. the Critic fleeps !.
¥ lethargied by dullnefs bere you fit,.
Sonorous catcalls-roufe the flecping pit.

Plac’d at the threfhold of the weather-houfe,.
There flands a p:fteboard hufband and his fpoufe;.
Each doom’d to mark the changes of the weather,
But ftill—trye man and wife !—né’er fven together..
When low’sing clouds the face of heav'n deforin,
‘The muffled Hufband flands and braves the ftorm ;:
But when the fury of the tempe’s done,.

Break out at once the Lady and the Sun.

Thus oft has man, in cuftom’s beaten track,

C: me forth, as doleful Prologue,. all in black 1.
Glocmy prognoflick of the bard’s difgrace,
W..th omens of foul-weather in his face.

Irick’d outin filk and finiles Jet me appear,.
And fix, as fign of peabe, the rainbow here ;
Ba fe your compaffion and your mirih together,.’
Apd prove to-day an emblem of fair weather!.

EPILQGUE.
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E PI L O G U E.
WRITTEN BY DR, GOLDSMITH..
SPOKEN. BY' MRS, BULKLEY.

HAT! five long afs—and all. to make us
 wifer |
©ur Authorefs fure has wanted an advifer. -
Had fhe confulted me, fhe fhould have made
Her moral play a {peaking mafquerade.
Warm'd up each buftling fcene,.and in her rage.
Have emptied.all .the Green-room on the ftage.
My life_on’t,. this had kept her play from finking,.
Have pleas’d our-eyes, and fuv!d the pein of thinking.. -
Well, fince fhe thus has fhewn her want of fkill,.
What if I give a mafquerade ?—1I will.—
But how ! ay, there’d the rub! (paufing) I've got my'
cue.: ,
‘The world’s a mafquerade ;:the mafquers, you, you, yous
[To Boxes, Pit, Gali.-
Lud! what 2 groupe the motley fcene difclofes !
Ealfe wits, falfe wives,. falfe virgins,. and falfe fpoufes ;.
Statefmen with bridles on ; and, clofe befide ’em,
Patriots, in party colour’d fuits, -that ride 'em, . .
There Hebes, turn’d of fifty, try once more,
‘To raifs a flame in Cupids of threefcore.
' : ~ Thek
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Tlefe,. in their turn, with appetites as kecn, .~

Deferting fifty, faften on fifteen. . :

Mifs, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon,

Elings down her fampler, amd takescup the woman :

The little urchin fmiles, and fpreads her lure,

And tries to kill'ere fhe’s gotpower to cure.

Thus ’tis with.all—Their chief and conftant care:

18 to feem every tKing—but what they are..

Yon, brozd, buld, angry, fpark, I fix my eye on,

Who feems t” have robu’d- his vizor: from the lion,

Wto frownsy.and talks,.and fwears-with round parade.

Looking,. as who.thould fay, Damme! who's afraid!
I [ Mimicking. .

erip'b'nt bis vizor off, and fure I am,, ’

You'll find his fionfhip a very. lamb..

Yon Politician, famous in debate;.

Perhaps. to vuigar eyes beftrides the ftate;-

Yet, when- he ‘deigns. his real fhape t? affume, .

He turns old woman, and beftrides a broom.

Yon Patriot too, who prefles on ycur fight, -

And feemns to every gazer &Il in white ;-

If with a bribe his candour you arttack, .

He bows; turns round, and whip—the man’s a:blick..

Yon Critic toco—but whetier do I'run?=

If I proceed; our bard will be undone ¥

Well then, a truce, fince the requefts it too g

"o you fpare her, and I'll for-once fpare you..

PROLOGUE.
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P R OL OGUZE
| T O T;_H,E.
G AMESTER S.
WRITTEN AND _S,POKEN.

BY MR, GARRICK..

MENE’ER the wits of Franee take pen in hand,,

To give a fketch of you,. and this our land ;,
©ne fettled maxim through the whole you fee—
‘To wit——their great fuperiority !.
Urge what you willy they fill have this-to fay,.
‘That you who ape them are lefs wife than they.
*Tis thus thefe well bred Letter-writers ufe us,
They trip o’er here, with half an eye perufe us;- } '
Embrace ue, eat our meat, and then——abufe us.
When this fame Play was writ, that's now before ye,
The Engli/b ftage had reach’d its point of glory !
No paultry thefts difgrac’d this Aathor’s pen,. 2,
He painted Engli/s. manners, Engli/b men ; }
And form’d his tafte on Shake/pear and old Ben. :
Then were Prench farces, fafhions, quite unknown,
Our wits wrote well, and all they writ their own :-
Thefe were the times when no infatuation, :
No vicious modes, no zeal for imitation, }
Had chang'd, deform’d, andfunk the Brizi/b nation. ;

' Shouldi
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Should you be ever from yourfelves eftrang’d,
The cock will crow, to fee the lion changed !
Tq boatt our liberty is weak and vain,

While tyrant vices in our bofoms reign;
Not liberty alowe a nation faves,
Corrupted freemen are the worft of flaves..
Let Prufia’s fons each Engli/b breaft inflame ;
O, be our fpirit, as our caufe, the famel

And as our bearts with one religion glow, TN
Let us with all their ardors drive the foe, \
As heav’n had rais’d our arm, as heav’r had giv'n the

’ blow !
Would you re-kindle alt your ancient fires, -

Extinguith firf your modern, vain defires :

Still it is yours, your glories to retrieve,
-Lop but the branches, and the tree thall live &
With thefe ereé a pile for facrifice| -

Andin the midt——throw all your eards and dice ©
Then fire the heap, and as it finks to earth,

The Britifb genius thall have fecond birth !

Shall, Phanix-like, rife perfect from the flame,
Speing from the d*' and mount ag.in to fame &

EPILOGUE.
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" EPILOGUE

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND,
+

AND

SPOKEN BY MRS, CIBEBER.

, Y. condué now will every mind employ, =
M And all my friends, 'm fure, will wifh me joys
"T'is joy indeed, and fairly worth the coft,

To've gain’d the wand'ring heart I once had loft,
Hold, fays the prudith dame with feornful foeer,
I mutt, fweet madam, fop your high career ;
Where was your pride, your decency, your fenfe,
To keep your hufband in that ftrange fufpenfec ?
For my part I abominate thefe fcenes——— :
No ends compenfate for fuch odious means :

To me, I'm fure—bat ’tis not fit to utterem—
The very thought has put me in a flutter?

Odious, fays mifs, of qﬁick and forward parts
Had fhe done more, fhe'd given him his deferts ;
O, hadjthe wretch but been a fpark of mine !

By Yove Tthou’d have paid h'm in his coin,

Another critic venture; to declare,

She thinks that coulin Pex has gone too fars

- N‘}'n
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‘Nay, furely, /e bas p,lay’d a generous partss
A fair diffembler with an honeft heart.
Wou'd any courtly dame in fuch a cafe,
Sollicit, ges, and then RESIGN the place?
‘She knew, good girl, my hufband’s reformation,
“Was (what you'll fcarce believe) my ozly paﬂion s
-And when your {cheme is good, and fmart, lnd clever,
cugf;u have been convenient perfons ever,
With all your wifdom, madam, crics a wity
" fad Pex been falfe, you had been fairly bit;
»Twas dangerous, fure, to tempt her youth with fin ;
The knowing-oncs are often taken in :
“The truly good ne'er treat with indignation
A natural, unaffeéted, generous paffion ;
‘But with an open, liberal praife, commend
“Thofe means which gain'd the honourable end.

Ye beauteous, happy fair, who know to blefs,
Warm’d by a mutual flame, this truth confefs ;
“That fhould we every various pleafure prove,
“There’s nothing like the heart-of him we love,

¥

PROLOGUE
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PR OL OG,UE
To CY M O N-.
For New Y‘EARS DA'U’{.»»;.:

'
ot

LT A

SPOKEN BY ME. 'gcmc.; P
Come, ‘obedient at my brethren’s cally » + - : "
From top to bottom, to falute you all; - 1 . -

Warmly to_wifh, before our Piece you view,
A happy Year—to you—you—you--and you!

[ Boxes=Pite—1 Galery—2' Gcﬂeq

From you the Play’rs enjoy and feel it here, - - :
The merry Ghrifimas, and the bappy Year, > . .. -i
There is a good old faying-pray atvend ity -~ =/ < "

As you begin the year, you'l furelyiend it, '
Shouid any one this night incline to evil, -
He'll play for twelve long months the very dev:l P
Should any married dame exert her tohgue,
She’ll fing the Zodiac round, the fame fwiet fong :
And fhou the hufband join his mufic too,
Why then ’tis Ca¢ and Dog, the whole year thro”.
Ye fons of Law and Phyfic, for your eafe,
Be fure this day you never take your fees ; »
Cau’t you refufe ?—then the difeafe grows ftrong,
You’ll have too itching palms—=Lord knows how long!
Writers of News by this ftrange fate are bound,
They £b- to-day, and fib the whole year round,

, E You

-
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You aﬂ‘fmblecB here,)both reat ,md fmall, .-
Set fot this night afloat your critic gall ’

If you fhouMdfnatl} and hot incliné to laugﬁer,

What fweet companions for a twelvemonth after

You muf¥ bd fauaeied for This night dt leaft;

Our author has a raght thxs day tofeaft.

He has not ok oiic bit 4 yet.-Remembcr,

*Tis a long Fgf-from now to next December.,

Tis Halxdqy yw are our Patrons now; i

{To the apper Galb{y.

If you b\:tgrm, the critics won’t Bow, woi. . .
Asforthe plot, wit, -humour, labguage—I .

Beg you fuch-tzifiés kindly to pafs by ;

“The moft effential part, which fomethifig fivans,

As drefles, dances; finkings, flyings, fcenes,="".". .
They’ll make you flpre—nay, there is:fuch a'thing,
Will make you .ftare ftill moré !~ for' I muft fing: -
And fhould your tafte, ‘and ears, be over nice;”
‘Alas' you'll fpoil .my finging in 4, trice.. . RS

If you fhould growl; my notes will alter (oon, :

I can’t be in—if you are our of tune!

Permit my f feats your favour to befpeak, -

My Part’s a ﬂrong one, and poar I but weaks

. [Alludmg to bis late Accidemt.

If you hut fmde, I’m ﬁnn, if frown, I ftumble=
.Scace wgll of oar, fpare me a _/'mm{ tumble !

e VEP'IIEOGI'JE
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TO THE SAME.

3

WR!T’PBB BY GBORGB KRATE ESQ'

3 AR

sPOK;N BY MRS. ABINGTON. .
I:m'r, peeping m at tbeﬁa'gc Joor._ -

§ the (hge clear '—blefs me ’—I’ve fuch 2 dread r
It feems enchxnted ground where'er I tread !~

- [Coming ﬁu cward,
What noife'was }’lat I—hufh f— twas a fdlte almm—-
Pm fure there’s no ope h here wxll ao me harm :

" Among’ft you can’t be found a fingle kmghl‘, o
Who would not do an mjur’d damfel right.
Well—Heav’n be prais’d! I'm out of magic reach
And have once more rcgam’d the  pow’r of Speegh
Aye, and Ill ufe lt—-for it- muﬁ appear,. .y ., .
That my poor tongue i is ge@:ly Al arrear—— . -
There’s not a female, hr.re byt. {l‘w’d my wor, c
Tyd down to YES, or, ftnllm re hatcful, NOJe
No is exprcﬂive—but I mqﬂ confefs,.

If rightly qugjhgnj, I'd ufe only vy .
in MERLIN’ walk: thxs ‘brokem wand I fuund, -

[3bewmg a broken waid,
vah’ich to two Words my fpeaking organs bound. - '
- : - Ea Sappofe
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Suppofe upon the town I try his. fpelle——
Ladies, don’t fir!—You ufe your tongues too well !
How tranquil every place, when by my fill,
- Folly is mute, and even Slander ftill ;
Old Goffips fpecchlefs— Bloods would breed nd riot,
And all the tongues at Fomarhan’s lie quiet !
Each grave Profeffion muft new buth the wig; - -
Nothing to fay, ’twere ncedlefs they look big ¢
The reverend Doctor might'the change éndure,
He would fit ftill, and have bis Sine Cure-? - ...
Nor could Great Folks much harc fhip undergo 3
They do their bufinefs with an’AYE or no'!—
But, come, I only jok’d—di/mifs your fear ;
Tho’ I've the pow’r, I will not ufe it here.
T’ll only Keep my magic as a guard,
‘To awe each critick who attacks our bard.
I fee fome malcontents their fingers biting,
Snarling,' ¢¢ The ancients never knew fuch writing—
¢« The drama’s loft !—the Managers exhauft us '
¢ With Op’ras; Monkies, Mad, and Dr. Fauflus”
Dread Sirs, a word {-the Public tafte is fickle ;
All palates in their turtl we ftrive to tickle ;
Our cat’rers wary ; and you'll own, at lealt,
It is Pariety that makes the feaft,’

If this fair circle fmile—and sbe Gmk:hnndm o
T with this w:nd will keep the critics under.

.
Co4

B ' ;rRoL6cUﬁ
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PROLOGUE

To-: CLEMENIJNA

BY, GEORGE 'co,L;MA@W,-?;.MQ;: “

SPOKEN:BY MR: BENSLEY. |

_N thefe, .our moral and rehgwua da) Sy

Men dread the crying fin, of ‘writing Plays; :’ ‘

While fome, whofe wicked wit incurs the blame, +
Howe’er they love the- trel'pa{'s, fy the fhime. -
If, a new Holy ‘War wuh Vice to wage, .
Some preacher quits the pulpit for the ftage,
The Rev’rend Bard, with much remorfe and- fear,
Attempts ro give his Evening LeQure here. -
The work. engender’cf, %o the world muft rife ; - ’
Bt yet the fqther may elude om' eyes. ;
The parith -on this mck of )outh ‘might frown,
And thus, unown’d ’tls thrown upon ‘the Town.
At our Direftor’s door he lays the fiw, - -
‘Who fees the Babe relenu, and Yakes.it in';-
"To {wathe and drefs it firlt unfirings’ his purfev
Then kindly ‘puts it ourte You—tq nurfev -

'

41

8}

Should fome young Counfel, thre’ his lucklefs ftar, >

By writing Plays tury truant to the Bar.
€all’d up by you to this High Court of Wit, .
“With zen invensys we return the writ, -

’ E. 3
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No latjtat can force him to appear,

Whofe failure and fuccefs caufe equal fear,
Whatever fees his clients here beftaw,. '

He lofes double in the Courts below.

Grave folémn Délors, -whofe prefcribing peﬂ
Has in the trade of Death kill'd many men,
With vent’rous quill here ‘tremblingly engage
To flay Kings, Queens, and Heroes, on the ftage.

. The Gureat, if great men write, of thame afraid, ~
Come forth incog.—and Beaux, in malquerade.
Some Demnreps in wit, of doubtful fame,
Tho’ known to all the town, withold their name..
Thus each by Luma ungratcfully refufe
To own (hz f.tvours of their L. dy-Mufe ;
Woo'd by the Coart,, the College, Bar and Church,.
Court, Bar, Church, College, leave her in the hrch»

?Tis your’s to-mght the work alone to fcap 3L
Arraign the Ba{q, reg;ralefs of the'manl ~° -
If Dulnefs waves her peppies o’er ~lusx play, e
To Critic fury let it fall a prey;;
But if his art ;he tears of thy draws, )
2.4k not his namc-—but crown bim with applaufe. .

1ot

R " EPILOGUR.
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E P11 'L 0 G U E
TO THE SAME.

23 GEORGE cor.MA'n, ESQ, -

SPOKEN nv MRS, .n'rzs. '

-

<}
Ao

FR OM Orway’s and immortal Sbatkefpeare’s page

Feemice is grown familiar to our ftage,
Here the Rialv often has difplay’d
At once a bridge, a fireet, and’ mart of trade PR
Here, treafon threat’ning to lay Fenite flat, '
- Grave candle-fnoffers oft in Senate far, -
To-night'in Fenice we have plac’d our fcene,. -

Where I have been—liv’d—died—as you have feen:-

Yet, that my travels I'may not difgrace;

Let me—fince now reviv’d—defcribe-the plice!*:
Norwou’d the Tour of  Eirope prove oar ﬂmne,
Cou'd every Macaroni do the fame.:

The City’s felf—a wonder, all-agree—-
Appears to fpring, like Penus from the fea.-
Founded on piles, ‘it rifes from the firand;

Like Trife pla;’d upon a filver ftand :
‘While nrany a lefler ifle the profpe crowns,.
Looking like fugar-plums, ‘or floating towns.

Hoirfes and mules ne’er pace-the narrow ftreet,.
‘Where crouded walkers elbow all they meet ;- °
No carts'and goaches o'er the pavement clattery -
Ladies, Pricfls, Lawyers, Nobles,—go by water :L‘
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é";ht boats and -gondolas tranfport them all,;

Like one eternal party to-Hauxhalle .

Now hey. for merriment ! «-hence gnef and fcart
The jolly Carnival: leads in the year; -

Calls the young. Layes and Pleafurgs to. jts gids

A three-months jubilee and mafquerade !

With gaiety the throng'd-Piazza glows, .
Mountebanks, jugglers, .baxers, puppet-fhowss. - -
M.fk’d ind-d}fguis’dl the ladies meet their fparks, - °
While Penus hails the mummers of 1. Mark’s.
There holy Friars turg, Gallan;s, and there too
Nauns yield to zll the fra;lm;a—-“ Flefh'is hexr to.” T
There dear Rxdot‘os conﬁandy,dcl:gbt, : o,
And fwees, Hcrmqmc Meetings ev’ry night;

Once in each year the Doge afcends his: barge, N
Fine as a Lendon Mayor’s, and thrice as large ;.
Throws;a huge, ring of gold into ,(he fea,

And crigs—<* Thus We, thy §av ‘reign, mayry thee.:
¢ Oh ma)’ﬁ thou ne’er, like.many a mortal {poufe, .
o Prove full of florms, and.hmhlefu to by, vows!"

One word of Polmcs-—aqd then-I’ve done— .
The ftate of Fenice Naobles ryle alone..

*Fhrice-happy Britain, where with equal hand
Three well-pois'd, §tates upite to rule the land'
Thus in the Theatre,; as wellas State, -

*Three rapks muft join to make us blefs’d and great.:-
King, Lords, and Commons, o’er the Nation fit3 . -
Rit, Box, and Gallcry, mlexhnealms of Wit.

P R-0-
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PROLOGUE,
TO THE

.REGISTER,OFF10&1

spoux BY MR.. xma.,

THE Bard, whofe hopes on Cmeab depcnd
Maft ftrive Inftru®ion with Delight to blend :
While Hé, who bounds his lefs-afpiring views -
To Farce, the combrufb of the Comic Mufe, - Lo
With Pleafantry alone may fill the {cene——
His bufinefs chiefly this; to cure the fpleen. . . ..
T'o raife the penfive mind from grave togey,
And help tolaugh a thoughtful hour away.
If any quibbling Wit difpute my thefis,
1°d afk the ufe of half our pesty pieces?
Ny, Sirs, my queftion Rill (hall higher climb—
Pray what’s the ufe of, full )rxc’d Pantomime ?
How: does the, pleafur’d eye with rapture glance:;
‘When mingling Witches join in bobbling dance

‘When wriggling Harleguin.. the magic fage, - ,
T horn-pipe amtle traverfes the ftage! : .

When trembling Pierrot in his quiv’ring thies, -
An Oftrich caters, ‘or a Serpent.twidest . . . ..
' Whea
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When beadlef; Taylors raife the laughing fit,

©r ﬂour—dre(%’d Foqtme(n twir} vpon a fpjt!

But oh ! How loud the roar, how dear the rumble,

‘When feaffolds, mortar-boards, and bricklayers tumble !!

When Clodpate runs;. or limps, “or r quaintly rears

From laundrefs-tub his anaba baptift ears !

While aH the wit thefé exhibitions draw: |

Is comprehended in the cry— 0O Lga!

Our Authat,: in zhis awful.Cowr of Drusy,.

Submits his caufe to an impartial Jury.

No friengly y‘m;o*he to-night employs, - . : '
_ To gatch, by faw’ring haods, the public vaices

He founds qn. Britifp Candour all b;p(n;v&. ¢

Convinc'd a Rpicifh Mé&rnq@ wilt bc.ut&

P —

xxmeamasaﬁexmmwmmﬁwn&
PR OLOGUE

.

'TO THE' ‘ ) .
TRIP ro SC(DT‘LAND.
stm by Ci:rx n, in lhe Hablt of: aPolhhom

t

YE Beuqs, yeBeanx,. of whatfae’er degree,
Above, below, .aronnd ; beheld 1n me.~ -

A modesn:Cupid ;i not like ancient Love
@n nimble wings,, but. poltchotfes, JI moye..

I

Tée.:
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© Théir idol’s arms let heathen Bards recount,
This is my bow, 1 fmack it, and I mount.

My fpiks aré Jointéd arréws in Jifguik,
And this broad belt the bandage from my eyes.
Nay ¢’en thofe winys, whichi dhce out-Rript the wind,
Hang dangling down, like fhoulder-knots, behinds

‘For you transform'd I quit the Paphian grove; . -
LCold Scotland’s naw tlie ohly land for Love.

For Scotland ho !——=on no fool’s errand fent,
4 come myfelf, my bwn avertifément.

Ye blooming Maids, whom half\pay Captains prefs;
Or Rruck, perhag:, with Robin’s rainbow drefs,
Who in afftmbles- figh, or pine in fhades:

. Ye Youths, who langu‘lh for your Mothers® Maids,

Why will ye ' {dly wait for twenty-one?

Behold your vaffal! ‘mount, and let’s be goné,

Defpife what vulgar niortals Prudence call;

Love 13 the word, and Love can equal all.

In cight-atd:forty hours we reach the borders,
~I'll in the Green-room wait for farther orders.

EPILOGUER
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EPI1L OG U E
TO THE SAME,

Fillagree (a Charaller in the Picce) comes foravard, with
Cupid in ber.band. :
FILLAGREE .
ADIES, you'll-witnefs what this Boy has done,
What fools he makes us, and what nfques we run
When this vile gad-fly goa&s us,
This puppet thing, this miniature of man?
What fay you, fhall I brain him with my fan?
Or in the very zenith of his glory,
Here with my glove-ftring ftrangle him before you 7
—You’re tender-hearted : well then fo am I,
Methinks it were a pity Love thould die.

~

- CUPID

Love cannot die, whilft fo much beauty reigns
In yon fair circle. Say, ye nymphs, ye fwains,
‘Was it not right one knotty point te clear,
That Love himfelf fhould be in perfon here ?
That boys fhould match with girls, and girls with boys:
Mere Nature can produce fuch idle toys,
But



"PROLOGUES, & .
But fuje it afks fome fépernat'ral aid
When fuch a Lover fighs for fuch a Maid.
[ Pointing to Fillagree and Grifkin.
Befides, ye Fair, from me perhaps you'll hear
What fromn meré Mortals might offend your ear.
Between ourfelves, I cannot quite approve
This modera bare-faced hirrying inte lovés - - -
- My ancient Chiefs, fo fam’d for Love and War,_
Befieg’d whole ages the obdurate Fair.
Now, e’er the Lover wooes, the Lady’s won,
And half the fex run poft to be undone.
Be w:fe be cautious ; keep this truth'in vxew,
Few hafty Murriages are happy too.
- Approach with awe th’ indiffoluble bans, . ,
-Try well your hearts before you yield your hands,
Let each kind Purent’s voice complete the plan,
And bluth confent €’¢n then behind your fan,

[Co;mzry Dauces of the Characlers, led by Cupnd.

~

F - PROLOGUE
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P RO L 066G U E

TO

A L. M I D A

WRITTEN BY WILLIAM.WHITEHEAD, Eﬂ&

SPOKEN BY MR. REDDISH.

RITICKS be dumb—To night a lady fues,
From foft Italia’s fhores an Englith mufe ;
Tho’ fate there binds her in a pleafing chain, -
Sends to our flage the offspring ef her brain,
True to her birth the pants for Britifh bays,
And to her country trufts for genuise praile.
From infancy well read in tragic lore,
the treads the path her father trod before ;
* “To the fame candid judges trufts her caufe,
And hopes the fame indulgence and applaufe.
No Salick Law here bars the female’s claim,
Who pleads hereditary right to fame,

Of Love and Arms fhe fings, the mighty two,
Whofe powers uniting muft the world fubdue ;
Of Lovewsand Arms ! in that heroic age,

" Which knew no poep’s, no hiftorian’s page ;
Eut war to glory form’d th’ unletter’d mind, ~
And chivalry alone taught morals to mankind ;

N
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Nor taught $h valr,. the, youth whé daf’d afpire .
To the nice honours of a lover’s fire,

- Obferv’d with dutious care each rigid rule,.
Each ftern command of labour’s patient fchool ; .
Was early train'd to bear the fuliry beams '
©Of burning funs, and wintes’s fieree extremesg
Was brave, was temperate : to one idol fair o
His vows he Breath’d, ‘hid wifhes center’d there :
Honour alone coul gain lrer kind regard, .
Honour was Virtue, Beauty its Reward.
And fhall not Britith breatts; in'Beauty’s caufe,

Adopt to-night the manners which fhe draws ¢
Male writers we cdnfifs are lawful prize, .

.Giants and monfters that but rarely rife !
With their enormous fpoils your triemphs grace,
Attack, confound, exterminate the race ;
But wher a Lady tempts the critic war,
Bo-all knights-crrant, and protect the fair.

4

F2 EPILOGUE
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TO' THE SAME.

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRTICK.
SPOKEN BY MRS. BARR Y.

Female bard, far from her native land,
A female fhould prote@—lo! here I ftand,
To claim of Chivalry the ancient rites,
And throw my gauntlet at all erivic knights !
Nor only for our Auth’vefs am I come ; -
" I'rife a champion for the-fex at heme !
Will fhield you, ladies, from the fland’ring crew,
And prove Greeks, Romans, all muft yield to you »
T've read how women, many of condition, :
Did, ’ere fome conqu’ror ftorm’d a tawn, pétition, - .
That each might take a load upon her back,
- Out march’d the dames, bur carry’d no ftuft fack, }
They bore their loving Hufbands pick-a-pack !
The fame domeftic zeal has each fair fhe,
In full perfe@ion at the Coterie;
For don’t they bargain when they quit their houfes,
At Pleafure’s cull, to carry too their fpoufes !
* Whereas with you, ye fair ones, fhall we fee
That Roman virtue—>ho/pitality !
The foreign artifts can your fmiles fecare,
If hé be ﬁn:gér,'— fidler, or frifeur; - ,
Fio™



3 .
PROLOGUES, &. 53
" From our dull yawning fcenes fatiga’d you 2%
‘And croud to Fantoccini's puppet-fhow ;
/Each on the foreign thingd witk rapture fares !
Stweet dears !—itbey're mote lile Ao/t dnd Blood than ﬂg red
As what awe do, you modifsly condermn,
So now turn’d wood and wire, we'll a& like them;
Move hands and feet, nay even ogr toagues s-new,
Eb bien Mm_:ﬁcw 1 comment wons pomtex-woun ?
Once more I challengy all the critic knights,
From city jokers, to the wits at Whites ;
From daily fcribblers, - volanteersy or hacks,
Up to: thofe more than mortals at Alwack's!
Should dny friéble ciitics dare to dem,
Gads-cufi—1'll throw a chicken glove at them :
'And if they fhew their teeth, they ftill will grin—
Let ’em come en—k draw my corking pin ! *
But ﬂ)onid our foldiers, failors, raife our tears,
~They only can be conquer'd by 4 yeur tears. .
Your fmiles may foften, but your tears can melt ‘emy .
‘Fhe braveft, .boldeft, mightieft men have felt ‘em.
Aye, you may fneer, ye wits, your hearts are feel, .
¥ fpeak of mortals who can fighs, and feel !
In peace of war, ye fair, tralt only thofe,
Who love the fc:, and always beat thm foes, -

* Stands in.a pofimre of defences
*. 9o Abe ladis in. !b; Bowess -

o 73, Will -
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Wiil nomg accept my chaljenge-*—what pifgrage .
To all the nibhling, feribbling, fland’ring race, }
Who ddre:not meet.a woman face to face! . 1 | s
‘ Fhe'Awh’refs and. qur Sex haye gaxn’d their caufe ! :"/:
Complete :hcxr,wpmph, gwe ’em your applaufe.

{,,! 's;' che ‘ e -
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PROLOGUE

TO THE

LAME LOVER

T
-

Py

w;rtrm AND SPOKEN BY MR. GENTLEMAN.

ROLCGU’ES like Cards ofComphment, we find
‘Moft as unmcanmg as politely kmd ; '
To bega favour, or to plead excufe,
- Of bath appéart to be the gen’ral ufe. "
Sh all.my words, tipt with flattery, prepare
A kind exertion of your tend’reft-care ?
Shall 1 pre;‘ent'onr Author te your fight, S
All pale and trembling for his fate this night? . . -{
$hall I follicit che moft pow’rfubarms » .~ . (i
. To aid his canfe—the force of Beauty’s charmsc?
Or tell each Critic'his approvmg taftd
Mufl give the fterling ﬁamp, wherever ptac’d )

.

This
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This might b: done:—=But fo to:feek applaufe,
Argues a confcious weaknefs in the caufe
No—Tlet the Mufe in fimple Truth appear,
Reafon and Nuture are the judges here :
If by their ftrict and fdf—defervmg laws
The feviral Charalicks to-night he dtaws’y <
If from the whole a finifh’d Piece is made,
On the true princigles of Lxgh- and Shade:
Strack wjth the harmony of juft Defign,

55

- Your eyés—yout' efrs=—yotr hedrts will al co)mbfne’

To grant apPlaufe —But ifa Daubcr s hand
Grofs Difproportioh mirks ib motley band’
If the group’d Ei_ures falfe Conne&nons fhow,

: And glaring Coiours without Meaning gbw ;-

[

Your wounded feelings, turn’d a difi"rent way,
Will jutly damn—th’ Abortion'of a Play.

As Fargubar has obferv’d, our Englith Law,
Like a fair fpreading oak, the Mufe fhould draw,
By {miling Eqmty and Wifdom made
For Honefty to thrive beneath it’s thade ;

Yet: from it’s boughs fome feptiles thelter find,
Dead to each nobler feeling of the mind,
Who thrive, alas! tao well, and never ceafe
To prey on Jultice, Property, and Peace.

At fuch to-night, with other legal game,
Our vent’rous Autbor takes fatiric aim ;

And brings, he hopes, Ongmals to view,
Nor pilfers from lh’ Old Magpie, nor the New,

4

AN

To



] PROL'OGUES, &
To Candour then he’H chearfully fubmit;
. She reigns in Boxes, Galleries, and Pit.

A AR RN
PROLOGURBR
- T O ) A
"POLLY HONEYCOMBE.
SPOKEN BY MR. KING.

ITHER, in days of yore, froins"pa‘ia or France
Came a dread Sorcerefs; her name RoMaNcer |
O’er Britain's 10le her wayward fpells fhe caft,
And Ccmmon Senfe in magic chain bound faft,
In mad Sublime did each fond Lover wooe,
And in Heroicks ran each Billet- Doux &
High deeds of Chivalry theif fole delight,
Bach Fair a Maid diftrefs’d, each Swain a ngﬁt.
Then mipht Statira Oreadates fee,
At tilts and tourn' ments, arm d cap-a-pee.
She too, on milk-white palfrey, lance in Hand,
‘A Dwarf to guard hef, pranc’d about the land.
- This fiend to queH, his fword Cervantes drew, '
A trufty Spani/# blade, Toledo trué:
_Her Talifmans and Magic Wand he broke=
Imghts, Genii, Caflles=vanifh’d iito fmioke. -
\ But -
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But now, the dear delight of later years, - "
The younger fifter of Romance appears :
Lefs folemn is 'hc'l_" air, her drift the fame,
And NovEeL her enchanting, charming name.
RomancE inight ftrike our grave Forcfathers pomp,
But Novew for our Buck and lively Romp | ’
Caffandra’s Folios now no longer read, =~
Sece, two ncat Pocket Volumes in their ftead !
And then fo fentimental is the Siile,
So chafte, yet fo bewitching all the while !
Plot and elopement, paffion, rape, and rapture,
The total fum of ev’y dear—dear—chapter.

'T'is not alone the Small-talk and the Smart,
"Tis Nover moft beguiles the female heart,
Mifs reads = fhe melts — ‘he fighs— Lové fteals upon

her—"
And then — Alas, péor Girl ! — good night; poor Ho-
“mour! -

¢ # Thus of our Polly bav:ng1xghtly fpoke,

¢ Now for our Author !—but without a joke. .
¢ Tho' Wits and Journals, who ne’er fibb’d before, §-
« Have laid this Bantling at & certain door, ) }
% Where, lying flore of faults, they’d fain heap morg . J-
® Thefe, Lines were added by Mr. GArr1cx, onit’s being re- .
ported, that he was the Author of this Piece : and, however hu- .
morous and poetical,. contain as fri€t matter of faét as the dulleft
Profe. oLy

eresadbis Xaa o a R

o Inow

(-~

IR A

*
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« Fnow declate it, as a ferious truth,.
* *Tis the firft folly of a fimple Yourh, ‘
¢ Caught and defuded by our Harlot Plays i
¢¢ Then crufh not in the thell this infant Bayes !
¢ Exert your favour to ayoung beginner,
¢ Nor ufe the ftripling like a batter’d finner.

BRELEEEPEIPEEELILIPIP
EPILOGUE
N’Tﬁ& SAMB,;

WALT7EN. BY MR. GARRICE. |
. SPOKEN R¥ MI1$S POPE..
-
Entery as Porry, laughing — Ha! ba! bal
MY poar Papa’s in woeful- agmmon-
Whilé I, the Caufe; feel hiere. [ friking ber bo- -
: Lo] o palpitition.— '
We Gifls of Réading, aid fuperior Notions,
Who from the fountain-head diink Love’s fweet potionsy
Pity our Parents; 'when fuck pafiion blinds "ein,
Ore bearsthe good folks rave—one never minds ‘em.
Tilt thefe' dear Books infus'd their foftingredionts;
Atham’d and fearful, I was all Obedience. '
- Thea .
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Then my good Father did not ftorm in vain,
I bluth’d and cry’d—2"ll ne'er do fo again :
But now no bugbears can my fpirit tame,
TI've conquer'd Fear—and almoft conquered Shame ;
'So much thefe dear Inftructors change and win us,
Without their &pbs we ne’er fhould know what's in us
Here we at onge fupply our childith Wantse—
NeveLs are Hatbeds for your forward Plants,
Not only Sentiments refine the Soul, .
But hence we learn to be the Smart and Drole;
Each aukward circumftance for taughter ferves,
From Nurfe’s Nonfenfe to my Mother’s Nervas

Though Parents tell us, that.out geniuslics
In mending linen, and in making pies;
1 fet fuch formal precepts at defiance,
That preach up prudence, neatnefs, and comphance 3
Leap thefe old bounds, and boldly fet the pattern
To be a Wit, Philofopher, and Slattern
- 0! did all Maids and Wives my fpirit feel,
We'd make this topfy-turvy World to reel :
Let us.to arms !—Our Fathers, Hufbands, dare!
NovsLs will teach ns all the Art of War:
Our Tongues will ferve for Trumpet and for Deum;;*
I’ll be your Leader—General Honsvcomse !

Too long bas human nature gone aftray,
Daugh(en thould govern, Parcats thould obey 3

59
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Man fhould fubmit the moment that he weds,
And Heaitsof Oak thould yield to wifer Heads:
I fee you friile, bold Britons /—DBut ’tis true———-
Beat 2o the French ;—but let your Wives beu You—

SR ISR ﬁ\'ﬁﬁﬁ%"%
P R O L 0O G U E
To
- TIMANT HES

SPokEN BY MR. nzusx.ziv.

HEN firft our bard advent’rous left.the thore,
To tempt the Drama’s depths, untry’d before ;
With beating heart his trembling fail he redr’d,
While critick fands and envious rocks he fear’d :
But your indulgence fwell’d the profp’rous wind.
And fafe convey’d him tc the port defign’d.
The track, yourfelves approv’'d, he now purfues,
And for a fecond trip- his care renews.
- Oft, in the filent hoars of teeming thought,
As flat’ring profpedts in his bofom wrought,
Hope imag'd to his fight your Rarting tear,
And brought the welcome plaudit to his ear ! -
- But while he now revoles that mutual fame
Should join the Foet’s and the A&or’s name,
o!
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O! let hjim hege ong tender tribute pay,. .
To early worth untimely fnatch’d away ;
To Him who once, alas! his fcene infpir'd,
Whofe fofingfs melted, and whofe fpirit fird !,
While to the Fsiend this grateful debt he pays, -
"Each gen’rous breaft: wil]'fn;rq confirm the praife 3
With you his honeft zeal mué fand apprav'd, .,
Which. makes. this off 'ring to the man he lov'd}

E PI L OGUE

TO THE SAME.
tl P N
SPOKEN BY MRS, BULKLEY.

HAT horrors fill the Tragic Poet’s brain !
Plague, murder, - rape, and incelt, crown his
train ; '
He pants for miferies, dehghts inills;
The blood of fathers, mot‘ners, children, fpnlls'
Stabs, poifons, maffacres;’ and 'in his rage
With daggers, bowls, and carpets, firews the ftage,
Our gentler poet, in foft Opera bred,
Ttalian crotchets finging in his head,
Winds to a profp’rous end the fine-drawn tale,
And roars—but rqars like any nightingale—
G Woman
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"Woman, what’er thé be—maid, widow, wife«-
A quiet woman is the charm of life. '
And fure Cephlfa was a gentle creature, °
Full of the mitk and -honey of good-nature.
dmported for a fpoufe—by fpoufe refufed !
Was evér maid fo thamefully abus’d ?
And yet, alas! poorPriace! I could not blame hinree
One wife, Iknow, was full enough to tame him, =
I{mena and Timanthes, and Olynthus,
Might all be happy——for I chofe Carinthus.
But what a barb’rous law was this of Thrace #
How cruel zhere was each younglady’scafe!
A yirgin, placd upon the dreadful roll,
A haplefs virgin muft have ftood the poli ;
But by Timanthes made a lucky bnde,
ifmena prudently di/gual; fy’ A
Ladies, to you slope our Author fucs,
"Tis yours to cherifh, or condemn his Mufe.
The Theatre’s a Mirror, and each Play
Should be a very lookingaglafs, they fay;
His looking-glafs reflefts no. moles or pimples,
~ But fhews you full of graces, fmiles, and dimples,
If you approve yourfelves, refolve to fpare=s
And Criticks! then attack him, if ye dare, .

v

PROLOGUE
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i 1

PR O LOGUTE

T O
A PEEP BEHIND THE CURTAIN.
: .Vs?oxzﬁ'};"Y;Mx‘, xx,nb.' |

OLD is the man,- and compos mentis, fcarce—~
Who, in thefe nicer times, dares write a Faree ;
A vulgar, long-forgotten tafte renew ;-
. Allnow are Comedies, five alts or two.
Authors have ever in a canting ftrain. :
Begg'd meroy for the Bantling of their brain :
That you, kind Nurfe, wou’d fondle’t on your lap,-
And rear it with Applaufe, that beft of pap——
Thus Babes have in their cradles fcap’d a blow,
Though lame and ricketty from top to toe:
Our Bard with Prologue-outworks has not fene’d him,
For all that I fhall fay will make agaipft hinr.
Imprimis, this his Piece—a Farce we call it—-
Ergo, ’tis low—and ten to one you maul it !-
Wou’d you, - becaufe ’tis low, no quarter give >-
Black-guards, s well as Gentlemen, fhou’d live.-
"Tis downright Englifh too—Nothing from France, -
Except fome Beafts, which treat you with a dance.
G: With
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With a Burletta too we fhall prefent you—

And not Itatign—that will difcontent youe:

Nay, what is worfc-—you’ll fee it, and muft know jt—
1 Thomas King, of King- ~fireet, am the Poet.

The murder’s out, the murderer deteéted,

May in one night be try’d, condemn’d, diffefted,

*Tis faid, for Scandal’s tongue will never ceafe, -

That mifchief’s meant againft our little Piece: .
Let me look round, TIl tell you how the cafs ism -
There’s not one frown a fingle brow difgraces ; }
1 never faw a fwecter fet of faces! ‘
Suppofe: O/2 Nick, before you righteous folk,
Produce a Farce, brim-fall of mirth and joke;*'"
Though he, at othertitnes, wol’d fite your blood,
You’d clap his Piece; and fivear, ‘twas ded'ifp gbod !
Malice propenfe! *tis falfe—it cannot be—— - .
Light is my heart, from apprehenfions free—- }
If you wou'd fave 04 Nick, you'll never damn poor te.

PROLOGUE
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PROLOG U E
BRITA NNIA, & MasquUE.-
SP‘OKFV‘_‘N’\ BY MR GARRICK.:

In the Charalter of a SatLon, fuddled and talking to
bimfelfs  He enters; finging. '

How pleafant a Sailor’s life paffes e
ELL, if thou art, my boy, a liitle mellow ? -
A Sailor, haif feas o’en~’s a pretty fellow !’
‘What chear, ho? Do I carry too much fail 3
 [To the Pit.
No—tight and trim—1I feud before the gale
[He flaggers foravard, then flopse -
But foftly tho’—=the veflel feems to heel :. ‘ '
Steddy ! my boy~—fhe muft not fhew her keel. -
And now, thus ballafted—what courfeto fteer ? -
"Shall I again to fea, and bang Mounfeer &
Or fay on fhore, .and toy with Sa and Sypmmmm - -
Dot love 'em, boy *>—By this right hand I do!.
A well-rigg’d girl is furely moft inviting :
There’s nothing better, faith—fave flip ard fighting ;-
Imuft awaye—I mufteme
G3 ' Whatk
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What! fhall we Sons of Beef and Freedom ftoop,

Or low’r our Flag to Slavery and Soup ?

What ! fhall thefe pariy-vous make fuch a racket,

And Inot lend a hand to lage their jacket ?

Still thall Old England be your' Frenchman’s butt $
Wheqe_’es be fhufllés, we thould alwayscut.’; [ i °.

I’ll to ’em, faith———Avafte~before I gow
Have not I promis’d Sall 10 fee the thow ? ;
[Pulls out a Pl@ bilk

Froft this fame paper we fhll undertand
What work’s to-night—I read' your pnnted'hand‘.
Firit let’s refrefh a bit—for. faith I need it—
I'll tase one fugat-plumb—- nd thﬂn I’ll read it.
(T akes fome tobaceo:
- " Ee reads the Play-&; Iquana, rwbub was
" alted that efvnm;g.
gt Al the Theatre- Ro%al—Dru(y-Larze ———
e wzll be prefen-ta. ted a Tragedy callédm—— -
Cods o atria A

Her Namefghe's. Txaged) ; and as for me, .

Tl fleep as found as if I were at fea. o
» T “Ty wmch wdl be ud&lfd ‘ _,
« Aigucw MAS(LUE.”

I'm glad ’tis Sara/)-—-T hen our Saf may fee o } '

Zounds! why a M.quuc.? We Sailors-hgte g qmées,. . l

Above.board #ll, we fcorn to h;de our faccs. .

But what is here fo \cry__la_rge gnd‘.lam ? L

“ Bai-TA-N1A”—o0h Britania !=rgood again—
o Huzza,
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Huzaa, boys !-<by the Ropal Grorge 1 fwear,

9 om Coxen, and the Crew, fhall tirait be there.

ATl free-born fouls mutt take Bri-ta-nia’s part,

And give henhrcc round cheers with hand and heart!
[Going off be fops.

1 with you Landmen though, would leave your tricks,

Your faltions, parties, and damn’d politics

- And, like us honeft Tars, drink, figh*, and fing!
True to You:fem:s, your Country, and your Kxng

XK z(X)’»XXX,-’X"( "<}< PO e T

M&. FOOT 1:'
In the Chara&er of Dr. SQUINTUM,

Friendsy fathers, imathers, fifters, fons, and all,
Shut up yeur fhops, and:liften to.my call.
With latour, toil, all fecond means difpenfe,
And live a rent-charge upon Providence.
Prick up your ears; aftory now I'll tell, }

YTEAR the mad manfions of Moorfields V1l bawl; }
v

Which once a Widow and her Child befell,

I knew the Mother and her Daughter well;

Poor, it istrus, they were; but never wanted,

For whatfoc’er they afk’d was always granted.

Oné fatal day thé Matron’s truth was try’d,

_ She wanted meat and drink, and fairly cry’d.

(Child)
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- (Child) Mother, you cry! (Motb.) Oh, Child, Pve go,-
no bread.

(Child) What matters that ? Why Providence a'nt dead 2
‘With reafon good this truth the Child might fay,

For there came in at noon, that very day,

Bread, greens, potatoes, and aleg of mutton, ;

A better fure 3 table ne’er was put on:

Ay, that might be, ye cry, with thofe poor fouls;

But we ne’er had a rather for the coals.

And d’ye deferve it ? How d’ye fpend your days 2
In Paftimes, Prodigality, -and Plays! ' -
Let’s go fee Foote! Ah, Foote's a precious limb!

Old Nick will foon a foot-ball make of him!. .

For foremoft rows in fide-boxes you fhove, -

Think you to meet with fide-boxes above P- -
Where giggling Girlsand powder’d Fops may fit2 o
No, you wiil all be cramm’d into the Pit, - } -
And crowd the Houfe for Satax’s Benefit,.———
- Oh! what you fnivel ? Well, do{o no more.—=
"Drop, toatone, your raoney at the door,
Aud, ifI pleafe, I'll give it to the Poos. _ i

- PROLOGUE
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- »-l

PROLOGUE
- A T °
B 'A,_'R[’Bv AR 05§ A

WRITTEN‘ l? MR. "GARRICK.

And [poken éyém in the Cbarm‘!er of a Coan.Y Bo?.

Meafter! meafter! -
S not my sheafler heré among youy pray ?:
Nay, fpeak—iny meafter wrote.this fine new playe-’
The atter-folks are making fuch a clagger! . . . 1,

They want the pro-log—I know nought o’th’matten !, « - .

He muit be there among you—-100k aboutrmm—ee— .
A weezen, pale;fac’d man, do find him out
Pray, meafter, come~—aor all will fall to.ﬂuame; .
Call miter—hold-rk muft not spll hig,namd, - :

Law what a crowd is here,} what noife and pothcrl )
Fine lads and 13ffes ! -one 0’top.o’Cotlier !

[ Pointing vo the reaws of pit and gdlny. .

. T cou’d for ever here with wonder geasge !
I ne’er faw church fo full in all my days !
Your fervant, furs !==what do yop laugh for ? ehi!
You donna take me fyre for one o’thiplay 2 °

You
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You fhou’d not flout an honeft country-lad,—
You think me.fool, and I think you half mad:
You’re all as firange as I, and ftranger too, .
And, if you laugh-at me, I'll laugh’ at you. [J.augbmg
I donna like your London tricks, not I,
And fince you've rais’d my blood, Il tell you why !,
And if you wull, finee new I am before ye,
For want of pro-log, I’ll relate my ftory.-

I came from country here to try my fate;-
And get a place among the rich and great ; |
But: troth I'm fick o’th? journey I ba* ta’en,
Flike it not—wou’d I-were whoame again, ——=-
Firft in the city I took up my ftation,.
And got a place with one of th’ corporation,
A round big man—he eat a pleagy-deal, o
Zooks! held. have beat five ploomen-at a meal!’ - -
But'long with him I‘cou’d not' make abode, - ’
- For, cou’d you-think’t ?—he eit-a great fea-toad !
It cume from [ndies—'twas as- big-as me,-.
He call’d it delly-pateh, and capapee : g e
Law! how I ftafd—I thoughr,—-wlw knows, but 1 -
For.want of monfters, may be made a pye;-
Rather than tasry.here for. bribe-or gain;-
Il back to whoame,.and country-fare again,.

1 left Toad-eater; then- I ferv'd a lord, .
And there they -promis’d !—but ne’ér kept their word.
‘While ‘mong the great, this geaming work the trade is,

They mind no, more poor-fervants, -than their ladies.
A lady.
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A lady next; who lik’d a. fmart young-lad,*
Hird me (orthwith—}:ux, troth, I thought her mad.
:She turn’d the world top down, . as I may fay,
:She chang’d the day to neet, the ncet to day!
I was fo theam’d with. ail her freakifh ways,
‘She wore her gear fo fhort, fo low her ftays— }
Fine folks fhew all for nothing now-a-days !
:One day I ftond by coach, and did but ftoop
To put the foot-board up, and with her hoop .
:She cover’d me all o’er—avbere are you lout ?
Here, madam, for heav’n fake pray let me out!

‘Now I'm the poet’s mon—1 find with wits,
There’s n'othipg fartain—nay, we eat'by fits.
‘Our meals indeed are flender,—what of that?
‘There are bat three on’s—meafter, I, and cat.
Did you but fee us all, as P’m = finner,
You’d fcarcely fay, which of the three is thinner.

My wages all depend on this night’s piece,
But fhou’d you find that all our fwans are geefe!
E'feck I'll truft no mare to meafter’s brain,
But pack up all, and whiftle whoame again.

(45 be is going out returns;

O I have feen the fineft fights in all the nation!
T've feen my Losd May'r’s Show, and the Crownation !
Ay, and fince thofe two fine fights have ceme to pafs,
I've feen the King's State-Coach, and the Q—n’s Afi !

. EPILOGUE
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E‘P I'LIOG UE
. TO THE SAME.
WRITTEN BY MR. G'Aan;;'_(;xf‘

\ SPOKEN BY MR: wpbi’)y};Ax;’;: .

In the Charadler of @ fine GExTLEMAN, |

Enter {peaking without, o
SHAW.! damn your Ep;lqgue-—apd hold your
tongue ’

Shall we of Rank be told what s Fight and wrongfi
Had you ten Epilogues you (hpu d not fpeak 'em, .
Tho’ he had writ ’em all in lingum Grecum. -
I'll do’t by all the Gods !—(you muft excufe mg)
Tho’ author, aftors, audience, all abufe mé_,!

9o the AuDIENCE.
Behold a gentleman !—and that’s enodgh o
Laugh if yon pleafe~I’Il take 2 pinch of fnuff ¢
I come to tell you— (let it not furprife you)
That I'm a wit—and worthy to advife you——
N How could you fuffer that fame country beoby,
That pro-logue fpeaking favage,—that great looby,
Toalk his nonfenle ?=—give me leave to fay - .
*Twas low—damn’d low !—but fave the fellow’s play—
Let



FRO
Let the poor devil
And give a meal &
But why attack the
We have no joys b
The mode fhou’d a
Senfe, appetite, and all, give way to Fathion ;
I hate as ntuch a8 hey 8 Turdrnfedy, -
But 'till the prefent Turtle-rage has ceas'd, }
1'd ride a hundred miles to'make myfelf a beaft.
[ have no ears,—yet op’ras I adore !
Always prepar’d 1o diewsto flecp=rno wore !
The ladies too were carp’d at, and their drefs,
He wans *orn all rufi'd up like good queen Befi !
They are, forfooth, too much cxpos'd, and free;
Werd more expos’d, no ill effc@ts I fee; }
For more, or lefs, ‘tis all the fame to me.
Poor Gaming too, was maul’d among the reft,
That precious-cordial to a higly-life breaft !
When thoughts- arife, 1 always gathe, or drink,
An Engli/h gentleman fhou’d never think————
/The reafon’s plain, which ev’ry foul might hit on—
« What trims a Frmbm'}n; "lmrﬁ/: a Briton;
{1n us Reflection biceds & féber Tadnef,
Which always ends in politics or madnef(s :
1 therefore now propofe—by your command, -
That Tragedies no more fhall cloud this land ;
- 8end o'er your Shakefpeure's to the-fons of France,
*Let them grow grave—Let ws begin to dance !
H Banith
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WRITTEN AND SPQKEN BY MR. FQOTE,
EVERE their tafk, who in,this Csitic.age, -
With frefh materials furnith out the Stage! -
Not that our fathers drain’d the Comic ftore 3
Freth CharaQers fpring up as heretofore—
Nature with Novelty does.{till abound ;
On ev’ry fide frefh Follies may be found.
But then the tafte of ev’ry gueft 10 hit,
To pleafe at once the Gall’ry,. Bex, and Pit; }
Requires at leaft—no common fhare of wit.
. Thofe who adorn the o1b of higher life
Demand the livcdly Rake, or modith Wife ;
Whilft they, who in a lower ciicle move,
Yawn at their wit, and flumber at their love,

B

'
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I 'light low mirth employs the Comic Scene, '
Such mirth as drives frém vilgar minds the fpleen ;
‘T'he polith’d Critic’danins the wretched {tuff,
And cr'es,—"muill pleafi the Gallries well enough.
. Such jarring judgments ‘who can reconcile ?

Since Fops will frown where humble Traders finile.

'T'o dath'che Poet’s ineffetual claim, ,

And quench his thisftfor univesfal fame, -

The Grecian Fabuli, in moral lay,

Has thus addrefs’d the Writers of his day.

Once on atime, aSon and Sire, we’re told, -

{The Stripling tender, and the Father old) -

Purchas’d a Yack-4fi at a Country Fair, - ‘

To eafe their‘ﬁt,bl, and- hawk about their ware ;

But as the fluggifh animal was weak,

They fear’d, if both' fhould mount, -his back would

break :

Up gets the Boy. -the Father leads the Afs, -

And thro’ the gazing crowd attempts to pafs; -

Forth frem the throng the grey-beards hobble outs -
. And hail the Cavalcade- with' feeble fhout.

Tbis tke refpe® to rev’rend age yon foew ?

And this the duty you to Parents oave ?-

Hze beats the boof, and you are fet afiride;

Sirrah! g;t down, and let yoxr Father ri:le.

As Grecian Lads were feldom void of grace, -

The decent, ‘duteous youth, refign’d his place. -

Haz- Then”
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Then a frefh murmar through. the rabbleran, . -
Boys, Girls, W:ves, Widows, all attack the man,,
Sure never was brute beaff fo void of nature ! ’

Have you no pity for the pretty creature ?
To_your own &aéy can you be unkind ?

Here—Suke, B'll, Betty—put the child behind,
Old Dapple next the Clowns compaffion clalm d;
*Tis wonderment tl:g/é Boobies ben't afpam’d

Favo at a time upon a poor dumb beaff!

Tbey might as well have carry'd bim dt leafps

The pair, fill plmnt to the partial voice,

Difmount, and bear the Afs<~Then what a noxfe L

Huzzas, loud laughs, low grbe dnd !mtet ]bke, )
From the yet filent ‘Sire thefe words provoke. '
Proceed, 'my Boy, -nor beed their fartber call -
Vain ! bis amm}m who /irz'vn 10 pleafe them allﬁ
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JI1P! mufic ) muﬁ’t‘!él-’hv‘g you more"tc’ 'pTay 7
Somewhat I'd offer—Stop your eatgut, pray. -

Will you periilt, and not pronounce me rude, -
A-Béokfeller one mment to ititrude ? ~
My name is Fools cap :=-Siace you faw me lagt, "

. Fortane hath gw’h me a rate’ hel?mg calt,

To all my toi's & Wife'hath put & ﬂop——'—

A Devilahen but:now Ikeep a Shop. -

My Mafter died, poor man !—He’s out of print !
His Widow,~—fhe'had eyés and took my hint, -
A prey to grief fhe could not bear to be, -

And fo tdm’@ over a new leaf with me. -

I drive-a-wrisde 5 5 have Authors in my pay, )
Men of all wotk, ‘per week, per fhcet, per diy. )
Trav’ IIer:—who net one foreign country know =
And P‘dﬂ’ral Poets in the' found of Bow. ' -

I ravg/lcton-—from the Greek they never read 3 - .
Eantabs and Sophs=in Covent-Garden bred; - i
H 3¢ }I{/";’
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Hiflorians, who can’t write ;—who only take

Sc flars a¥d pyfie ;-SeutCyamyy; adpok ghey gake..
Pve treated for this Play ;. can buy it too,

If [ could learn what yoy igtendptardo.

H for nine nights you’ll bear this tragic ftuff;

1 baye & NEwipapenJandthire dp pul © ¥ /1 O
A'News-paper does wonders ! —None can be-

- ¥n debt, inlowey dapendenc, or'quité freey :°

Ugly or handfome, well, orill in bed,

Single or mareivdy or gli¥e or dead, v 4 -Fh

Bat e give lift,, degsh ';wummfbm

In fhorr, ] News -paper does-what e pleafe. . . [{

There Jeilous Authors at ench other bark i

Till Truth Teaves not one- g];mpfe, »9,Q n% qge fpark >

But Lies meet Lies, andjuﬂle in the dark, ;

©ur Bard within has often felt the, aar; " v

Jio i

Sent from our_g___er fc .gll dat hg‘hqa;t.a o1 ym L 0%
Pve prels°d him, ere hgplajs this defpy Tategame, i
To anfwer all,.and vmdu:a}e.hxs name, v o ie
But he, convmc"d that all but Truzb muﬁ die, ..
Leaves to it's own mormnty the Lne.
Would any know,-—u lnle Pames ﬁght peumqy’
How he emplO)a l'ns gen ’—hm Pl.iy1 will tell. I
To that he x;uﬁ éhe ful{}hns to.yoy, l... o (Lt
Aim’d at yom' ;e(:d re feci.mgc -mora!,-r-new B
The Scenes, he hope« will draw’ :he i\e art- feluear- ‘[:
Scenes that come home, to ev’ry bok om here. \ L
L :;::.l, R A A oY v’ix.‘.:xg
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PROEQEGHESD 4y K7
B'thls,mll doy.I'll.run and buy it ftraighty .- -y
Stay ook e foe i1 fhiak d begger wait— , | } :
Yes ;—Dll hc fnug, ul) you ; lgypﬁ;d; “'g,.{g.,
&, 7
#?Mﬁ%ﬂ&ﬁ%#%*

SR

EPI"i;OGUE

«

.

'T’O-‘ !FBwB S‘:KM E, . .
WRIT'I‘;RN- BY- - A FR!IE»D, s

AND

SPOKEN BY MISS YOUMNGE.

[ . . L
HE Grecian Daughicr’s compliments-to all ;. -
Begs that for Epilogue you will nog call ;
For leering, giggling, would be out of feafon,
~ And hopes by me you’ll hear a little reafon,, -
A Father rais’d from death, a Nution fav'd, = ;
A Tyram s crimes, by female {pirit brav’d, .
That Tyyags, ftabb’d, and by hesinervelels apm, .
‘While Virtue’s fpell furroundmg Guards could, ¢harm !
€Can fhe, -this fagred tumult in her breaft,- - . 2 - .
Turn Father, Freedom, Virtpe, all tojeft?
. 'Wake you, ye fair ongs, from your fweet repofe,.
As wanton Zephyrs wake the flecpingrofe;, - -

, Difpel

[

s



% - PROLOGUES, &
Difpel thofe clouds which o’er your eyelids crept,
Which our wife’Bard miftdok,; and fwore: you wept’ o
Shall the to Maccaronies life: ‘reftare, . - - -y
Who yawn’d, half dead, and curs’d the tragic &ore?
Difmifs ’em, fmirking, . to: their nightly haunt; > -
Where Dice and Cards -their moourﬂmck minds en.:-
chaunt 2~

Some muffled, like the Wnches in Jllccktb !
Brood o'er the magic citcle, pale as deswth'!
Orhers, 1he cauldron go about— about—
Aund Ruin gnters as the Pates rurout! ©° 7 -

Bubble, Bubble, -

‘Toil and trouble, .

Paflions burn,

And bets are double !
Duouble! double!
Toil and irouble, - -
¢" Paflions burn,
« And afl is bubble! '
But Jefts apart, for Scandal forms thefe tales,
Falthood, e'mute—1let Juttice hold her feales :
Britons were ne'er enflav’d by evil pow’rs; - :
To Peacc,» and wedded love, they gwe their “midnight
hours; -

From flumbers pure no rattling Dice can wake ’em! *
‘Who ma#ke the Laws were never known to 3reak >em. -
*Tis falfe, ye Fair, whatever fpleen may fay,.
That you down Folly’s tide-are‘borne away §
: : : : : You-:



PROLOGUE Sy &c. IR 7}

You never with at deep diftrefs to fneer,;
For eyes, tho’ bright, are brighter thro’ atear.
Should u eer be this Nation’s wretched fate -

“To laugh at’all that’s good, and wife, and great;
Arm’d at all points, let Genius take the field,
And on the Stage affli@ted Virtue fhicld, -
Drive from the Land each bafe, unworthy paﬁon, '
*Till Virtue triamph in defpite of Fafhion. .

xmxmxxwx&mw
FPILOGUGE
B ¥-Y amm-
MACGCSARDONIL
SPOKEN BY MR, | CRESSWICKE.

'r matters not, ‘good folks, fay what you wxll,.
Approve-or difapprove our Author’s fkill,”
#Tis fure there muft be’Macarobies Rill. - -
For Phantom-fathions lead us by thenpfe, = o R
* And make us die for ev’ry Whim the thews,
A coat,_ afword-knot,, fcather, will engage __' i
A genius of the fon tex for an age ; .
Like Newton’s fyftem, bear th’i mventor s ayme, o e
Agd raok him hxghe: in the hﬁs of fgme. :

7
B RIS XY
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& PROLOGUES, & °

In Englifh garb, we know, plain common fenfe*
‘Fo modifh underftanding gives offence ;

And modeft merit, ifperchance one meets,

How aukward creeps the ftranger thro’ the ftreets !
Whilft fan-rail’d folly with Parifiansir,
Gommands that homage fenfe alone fhould fhare. -
The WoNd’s fo macarony'd growa of late,

‘That common mortals now are out of date ;- e

No fingle clafs of men this merit claim, .
Or high, or low, in faith ’iis.all the fame:.. - -
- For fee the Do&or, who, with fapient mg, )

Gold.cane, grave phiz, erewhile ook more than bigs

With France’s foretop decorates his face,

Prefcribes and drefles with mac’rony™d grace ;.

Then fwears he hates all. formal ftuff, .

For gravity in pradfice isa puf. - - **

The Soldier, ‘once that hardy fon of arms, )

Wbofe foul was rouz’d, was fird with war's slarms, . -
Forgets the eminence.on which he food . ..
[hene’er his. country.call’d, how boxl’d bis h'qod' -

Rgﬁgna the glory hufotcfathers won, -

Bad lives Brmmna s ahenated fon. . .. B

Ssill lower let us fall for once,. and pop RS

, A
Qur heads into a'modern Barber’s thop. ‘n” .
What the refult ? or whax ‘behold we there ? .
A fet of Macaronies v.eavmg bair, . 1
Such general'folly your sttention clalms, . ; Do

-Agpd Satire here at Reformation sims ; i

I

1}
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PROLOG.UES, &. s

“®n me this night exerts its utmoft kill, -
+Correfs, reforms, and moulds me to:its. will. »

Ye gentle Fair, wou’d .but fuch triflers view

_Lefs in their pretty. felves, much more in you;

Wou'd they to Senfe and Virtue bend the knee,
_:Leave to it’s native foil all foppery,

Nature wou'd ceafe to weep—the godlike plan

Wou'd elevate, in time, unmonkey Man,

With hofpitable fmiles-old Britith Truth

Wou’d warm your Beauty, and adorn our Youth,

Heone e oo o] J e e oot e { 3¢
PROLOGTUE
' TO THE
MODISH WIFE

ULL thirteen years this tantling of the brain
Has3iv’d in manufcript, but liv'd in vain ;
Such funds of genius have fupplied the ftage ;
Such.comic humour, and fuch trangic rage ;
Such wit, fuch fentiment, fuch mafter-ftirokes ;
Such fcenes pathetic, and fuch pleafant jokes;.
Such inft’lations, jubilees, and mimes,
Thofe fplendid ornaments of claflic times :
*Twas found impoflible our Modifh Wife,
Uarecommended, fhou’d gain public Jife ;
L Nor
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Nor can we woénder at our zamele/; bard,

When e’en a Goldfmith found acceptance hards
Befides=——he’s fuch a Cynic in his heart,’

He fcorns, forfooth, to atk the shriving part!

What! does he think of ftanding any chance;

By thewing geniusand mere complaifance ?

Can’t he, .with bended back, and fcraping leg, -

Like Placc-hunting, Right-Honourables bég ! -

He fays, proud fool ! if managers require, ©

That Fi:fh'and Blood thould move like Wood and Wire,

Should kuneel, thould crawl, fhould jamp. at -their

comnyand,

»Tis pliancy. he eannot»underﬂand;} T ¢
Here to this Tribunal with pride he bends,

As candid Cenfors, or proteQive Friends ;

Experience tells him that from merit’s dawn,

Your fmiles indulgent never are withdrawn ; ’

No narrow prejudice your fentence rules,

As in the pride and pedantry of fchools.

Here Juftice reigns, and Nature’s picture ﬂlown, o

Is judged Jy nature upon Reafon’s throne.

- Our author means—if hope fhould not beguile,
His mingled fcenes fhould make you think and fmile ;
* If to a ‘point fo flatt’ring he attains,
Your plaudits he’ll efteem the nobleft gains.

~

" EPILOGUE
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"PROLOGUES,*sd = &
E PI L.OGUE

<.

TO THE sam‘z.

dutended to baw been _/}o&m by Mif Cn AVEY, fwlmx tba
Picce avas pr:parmg Jor regular rrpreﬁntatwn in tb:
. coxurfe of Mr. Foote's feafon. ’

LOVE in a puzzle‘ and the Modifh Wife !
Thefe Authors are ftrange creatures, an; my hfc :
They prey on ev’ry circumftance.and ftation ; —
Would they were fuirly bapifh’d from the nation ;-
Sent Nabob-hunting—or no matter where, '

*I'would rid this ifland of its heavieft care !

Their goofe-quill war they wage with all around : —
Oh that nor goofe nor quill was to be found.

If a Premier, poor foul, fhould a& amifs,

Inftant the literary ferpeats hifs.

If Ladies game, (and fure we have a right,
Whene'er we chufe, to turn the day to night ;

If Magied Dames, perchance, indulge gallants,
(And who can tell a married woman’s wants)

Satire comes forth, (I vow a cruel cafe)

And fcourges them about from place to place;
Purfues them with the moft malicious care,

E'en to the foug retreats of Soho-fquare. -

" If harmlefs Aldermen, on Lord-Mayor’s d¢y,

~ Wiih turtle ftuff, they too become a prey ; :
1 13
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If Parfons militant affert their right,
And peaceful Captains fliun the favage ﬁght,
Like fretful porcupines, with quills erect,

The feribbling tribe come forth—their race reje&,
Let Ladies, :Lords, and Aldermén conjoin,
‘To crufh théfe bold difciples of the Nine :—w
A lucky thougltt !—let none be-taught to read,

And that muft farve the miferable breed ;
:Shatter the.Prefs, and then (if I have fkill)
The &reat’ and Gay may do juft what they will.
But truth to fay, I believe except a few,
Pharaoh’s lean kine are emblem of the crew.
As to.our Bard, it feems a kind of duty
To pity him ;—he fays he'll praife my beauty,
If aught then I can offer recammends,
Let me entreat you to become his friends;
Crawn his attempt—affert his fecble caufe,”
A1.d give him honeft fame in your applaufe !

PROLOGUE
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P ROEOTGUE
T o

MISS IN HER TEENS. -

OO ‘long has'Farce; - negleting Natare’s laws,
- Debas’§ the Stage, and wron’d-the Comiec caufe;
To raife a Laugh has been het fole pretence,
Thou,h dearly purchas’d at the price of Senfe;
" "This Child of Rolly gain’d increafe with time ;-
Fi¢ for the place fuceeeded Pantomime 5-
Reviv'd her honours, join'd her'motley band, -
And Song and low-Conceit o'er-ran the Land.
More gen’rous wiews inform our Author’s brealt 3
FErom:real Life his Chara@ers are dreﬂ
He feeks to trace the paflions-of mankiad, -
And, while he fpares the Perfon, paints the Mind, -
Ia plenfing contraft he atiempts to thow
The vap’ring Bully, and the fribbling Beau,:
Cowards alike ; that fuill of martial-airs,
And this as tender as the filk he wears, - -
Proud to divert, not anxious for renown,
Oft has the Bard eflay’d tc pleafe the Town;3 *
Your full applaufe out-paid his little art,
He boafts no merit, but-a grateful heart § :
Iz & Pronounce
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Fronounce your doom, he’ll patiently fubmit, .

Ye fov’reign Judges of all Works of Wit !

"Fo you the ore is brought, a lifelefs mafs;

Yoy give the Stamp, and then thé Coin may pafs.
Now whether judgment prompt you to forgive,

Whether yz.u bid this trifling offspring live,

Ot with a frown fhould fend the fickly thing . -

To fleep whole ages under Dulnefs’ wing ;

To your known cazdour we will always traft ;

You never were, nor can you beunjult,

@ﬁﬂ&%&@#@éﬁ&&ﬁ%@#@ﬁ#ﬁﬁ&i
EPILOGUE
TO THE SAME.
‘ sroxﬁw BY MRS. PRITCHARD.

'(‘ OOD folks, I'm come at my young Lady’s bidding,
»J To fay, You all are welcome to her wedding.
Th’exchange fhe made what mortal here can blame ?
Shew me the Maid that would not do the fame.

For fure the greateft monfter ever feen,

Is doating fixty coupled with fixteen /

When winter age had almoft caught the Fair,

Youth, clad in funthine, foatch’d her from defpair:
Like a new Semele the Virgin lay,

And clafp’d her Lover in the blaze of day. ’ ‘
' Thus .
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Thus may each Maid, the toils almoft intrapt-in, -
Change old Sir Simon for the brifk;young Captain.

Ilove thefe Men of Arme, they know their mde i

Let Daftards fue ; the Sons of Fire invade!

They cannot bear around the bdit t¢ nibble, -

Like: pretty, powder'd, patient Mr. Fribdle: -

To dangers bred, and fkilful in’command, -

They ftorm the ftrongeft fortrefs, fword in hand! :
Nights without fleep, and floods of tears when waking, -
Shew’d poor Mifs Bidéy was in piteous taking :

She’s now quite,well ; for Maids, in that condition, -
Find the young Lover is the beft Phyfician ; -

And without help of art, or boaft of knowledge; - .
They cure more Women, faith, than all the College! -
But to the point—I come with low petition, -

For, faith, poor Bayes is in a fad condition ; -

® The buge tall bangman fands to give the blow, ~

And only waits your pleafures—ay, or no. *-

If you fhould—Pit, Box, and Gallery, egad !

Joy turns his fenfes, and the:man runs mad; -

But if your ears are thut, your hearts are rock, -

And you pronounce the fentence—block to block, -
Down kneels the Bard, and leaves you, when he’s dead,; .
The empty tribute of an Author’s Head.- - '

_"“an to Bayes’s Prologur to the Rehearfil. -

I PROLOGUE *
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PR OLOG U E
TO THE
C 1 TI1ZE N
WRITTEN BY A, MURPHY, ESQ.
| ‘A'N D -
SI;OK.EN BY MR. OBRIEN..

SOME ftrange caprice for ever rules the Stage,.
And this we call the Prologue-fpeaking age ;
.Without a Proiogue.nothing can be done,
So dearly you all Jove a little fun!
Tetime thiy rage, in vain we often try:
The niceft art— Pralogue ftill-you cry.!.

And yet our Bard—Bards will be ftill abfurd I”
Comes without one preliminary word }
He’s quite forgot his Prologue—Yet be quiet,
N y honeft friends above—you need not riot; -

You'll: have your penny-worth to appeafe the ftorm ;.
You fee I come in black—the ufual form }.
¥ bow, I finile around,=~-Obferve me, pray.

[To the Callmm *

¢ Bows { 1o the Boxes) An’t that 73 well as ought thefe

Poets fay ?
- The
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The Pit comes next—But how your tafte to hit}
= You are the fov’reign Arbiters of Wit——
You have the—Oh !—nature—paflion—arz,.
Wit,. judgment, humour, ev’ry critic past;.
Plot, fituation,. Shakefpeare, Johnfon, Rowe, -
Beaumont and Flct’cher,—-very high !~~damn’d low ! }
Take all amongft ye,—allis your’s, you know..
Andmow the Gallery,—there I fhould be witty ;.
What fhall I-fay ?—Nb hint;—Ol; ay; the-City—
Attoineys,—Milliners,—the tender fqueeze,
Soft hinting elbows,—and love-kindling knees,
And~—and—jyou take me right—{o word it as you
pleafe..
“ To you, ye Gods, (te the Upper Gallery) 1 make my
laft appeal,”
Or mark our merit,—or our crimes conceal..
~ And now, I think,. Pve made.a Prologue—no +
I ftill fhould bid you fome compaflion thew }
- To Bgm»wit}ﬁn,—ypnder he trembles—Oh ! \
If tender Pity e’er your heast jnclines,,
© (Wiping. bis.¢yes) — That will do full as well' as twenty .
lines..
You've had a Prologue now, you. needs muft fay ;
And fo I hope you’ll kindly hear the Play.
Going qf returnse
One thing Thad forgom wethis night appears.”
A fair Adventurer*, full of dogbts and fears..

® Mifs-Elliase
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If Genius prompts her, and not vain Defire,

*Tis your’s to fan each fpark of ftruggling fire..

I fee you fmile, —relax’d are critic laws, :
Her years and form conjoin'd will plead her caule, §
- And dawning mefit meet with fure applaufe.

BREEPEFFEELEPEEOSB P PR
EPILOGU E.
TO THE SAME. -

8poken by’ Mr. SHUTER and Mr. WooDWARD, in the:
Charaéiers of OLD Px-nz.por and YouNG PHiLroT, .

Fatber.
H | George, George, George, it xsfuch Rakesas yon, .
Who bring vile jokes and fdnl difhoneur tod -
Upon our City Youth,
, -Ges. *Tis very true,
Fath., St. 7¢mm s End.o’th’ Town, .
Geo. No place for me, -
Fa:b. No, truly—no—thelr Manners dxfagree
* Widh our’s intirely—yet you there muft rum ©
To ape their Follies,
Geo. And fo am undone-
Fath, There you all learn a Very in ¥ice, .
You turn uore‘Fops—&W game.
‘G0, O.damn the Dice !
Fath-
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i Fath; Bubbl'd at Play, :
Geo. Yes, Sir,
Farh. By ev’ry common Cheat.
Geo. Ay ! here’s two Witnefles [ Pulling out his pocketss
Fath., You get well beat.
Geo: A Witnefs tao of that [ /bews bis head,] and there’s
~ another. . To Young Wilding.
Fath. You dare to give affronts,
Geo. Zounds, fuch a pother!
Fath, AExonu to Gentlemen !
‘ Geo. *Twas a rafh altion.
Fatb. Damn me you lie! I'll give you fatisfaction.
[mimicking.
Drawn in by Strumpets—and dete&ted too!
Geo. That’s a fad thing, Sir ! I'll be )udg’d by you. .
Fath, The Dog he has me there,
Geow Think you it right!
Under a table. T
_ Fath. Miferable plight!
@co. For grave threcfcore to fkulk with trembling knees,
And envy ev’ry Lover whom he fees!
Think you it fitting thus abroad to roam ?
Fath. Would I had ftaid.to caft accounts at home!
Geo. Ay! there’s another vice. .
Fath. Sirrah, give o’er:
Geo. You brond fer ever o’er your moft lov’d ftore, }
And fraping cent. per cent. flill pine for more.
B



o4 _PROLGGU??, &e, .

At Fonathan's, wher- ~ .-, e undcne,
Now chear » Nation, ar.d 0. ¢hear joa. Som.-
Fath. Rafcal, enough )
Geo. T could 4dd, but am loth,.
Fath: Enough '—this Jury will condemn us both,
[To the Audience,-
&ro. Then to the Court we’d better make fubm:flion,-
Ladies and Gentlemen, with true contrition,,
I here repent my faults—ye courtly train,
Farewel, farewel,. ye giudy,. and ye vain !
-I now take up—forfake the Gay and Witty, .
To live hencefosth a Credit to:the City.
Fiib. You fae me here quite cover'd o’er with thame 3
F-hate long fpeeches—but I}l do the fame.
Come, Geerge~—to-mend is all the beft-can boaf, .
Geo. Then let us in,
. Farh. -And this thall be-our toaft,
" May Britain’s thunder on her foes bie hurid,
Geo. And London prove the Market of the World, .

PROLOGU¥:
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A

Mz. WOODWARD’s PROLOGUE
. . 'T (o] .
EVERY MAN 1w u1s HUMOUR.

APerformed March 15, 1763, Jor bis Bmg/z'z at Covu-r
. GARDEN.)

’T IS firange (excufe my gravity) *tis baffing firange,
How much this idle world is given to change!

The days, the feafons change, and men and women, .

All change their minds—and all that can their linen.

Let the grave Moraliit, with curious eye .

‘Obferve the bufy throng that vend and buy——— }f

«Change, Sir, 1 muﬁ have change—is all the cry.

The world, a meer Change-alley we may call,

Stars, ftocks, and tides, and aftors, rife and fallee

' Thus I, who late with worfe than tragic face,

‘With fhrug repentant, and with fad grimace, ’

Moft humbly fued you'd take the wand’rer in,

Am tempted now to more than comic grin ;

Am forc’d to give thefq deep refledtions birth,

And thew my wifdom to difguife my mirth, e

Truth is, the ftrange delight your fmiles impart,

Has often rais’d too high my confcious heart ; }

Infpir’d my airs, and fometimes—fpoil’d my part.

Henc,
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. Hence has a GiantiBard—you ll know who, |
In lines moft fage, and, #s ’tis fzid, moft true,
Remark’d on Woodward’s truﬁn bis flarts, and whims,
- His twifled features, and bis Yoriur'd limbs,

His wink impertinent, bis faucy flare,

His grin ridiculous, bis earelefs aits

His more than Ideot-vacancy of face,

His monkey arts, and mountebank grimace,

That furrow’d cheeks with wntaught laughter fll,

And make fad Criticks fmile againft their aiil.

Alas, poor wifdom ! doom'd to vile difgrace,

While antic Jaughter fits upon her face !

With grins derefted, and ufurping mirth,

That make her bate berfelf, and curfe ber birth—

P'm forry—but thefe pangs the muft endure, N

Unlefs ys« force me to apply the cure’;

If you indeed fhould threat to lay the fawitch on,

I firaight fhall own myfelt a grawe phyfician;

- To cure all lamentable mirth profefs,
All griefs phaniaftical, and droll diftrefs,—

This when we need—to-nignt I cannot fear

Th’ extorted fimper, or the ready fneer,

When all aronnd fuch partial fmiles I fee,

And each kind afpet feems to beam on me.— -

Oh! fhould your favour haply be mifplac’d,

Let it, like my imputed errors, laft ; }

And inclination kindly take for tafi? :
: Se



So thall I ftill indulge a grateful heart,

And feel uncheck’d. the pleafure you impart.
Yet under Bobadil’s grave mafque to-night,

I'll hide the antic bauble from your fight,

In calm compofure fmoke my Trinidado,

And take, for all my faults, the Saftinads.

mmm&#&%a#m
PROLOGUE
o T o -

T A S T E
WRITTEN BY MR, oaﬁnxck.‘

And [poken by bim in the.Charailer of an AucTionssn.

EFORE this Court I Pzrer Purr appear,
A Briton born, and bred an AxZioncer ; )
Who for myfelf, and cke a hundred others,
My ufeful, honeft, learned, bawling brothers,
* With much buaility and fear implore ye,
To lay our prefent, defp’rate ¢afe before ye
*Tis fuid this night a certain Wag intends
‘To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends:
If Lords and Ladies, and fuch dainty folks,
Are cur'd of Aution-hunting by his jokes ;

K Should
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Should this odd do&nne  fpread throughout the land
Before you bqy, “be fure to underfiand,

Oh ! think-on us what afious ills will flow,
When great Ongs only: purchafe—what they know.
Why laugh at TasTe! It is'a harmlefs fﬂhxon, '
And quite fubdues each detrimental *paffion ;**

The. fair Ones hearts. will ne’er incline to man,
‘While thus they rage for—China and Fapan.

The Zirtuofo too, .and Connoiffeur,

Are ever decent, delicate, and pure;

The finalleft hair their loofer thoughts might hold,
Juft warm when ﬁnglc,‘ and when married cold :
Their blood at fight of beauty gently flows,

Their Penus mutt be old, and want a nofe’!

No am’rous paflion with-deepiknowledge thrives ;)
>Tis the complaint indeed of all our wives! =
*Tis faid wirsZ to fuch a heighth is grown,

£ 1] artifts are enceurag’tl——bat our awn.

Be not deceiv'd, Ithete declareonoath, . = .
T never yet fold goods-of foreign growth:
Ne'er fent.commiffions. out to Greece or Romes
My beft antiquities are made at home.

I've Remans, Grecks, lialians near st hand,-
True Britors-all—and living in the.Srrand.

I ne’er for trinkets rack my pericranium, .
They furnifh out my voom Herculaneum.
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But huth -
Should it be known that Exglis are employ’d,-

Our. manufatture is at once deftroy’d ; oA
No matter what our countrymen deferve,.

They’ll thrive s guiients, but as moderns flarve—

If we fhould fall—to you it will be owing ;

Farewell to arts—they’ie going, going, going ;.

The fatal hammer’s in your band, oh Town!

Then fet Us up—and koock the PoeT down.

A MR X MM K M
PROLOGUE
TO T HE N
JEALOUS WLEE
WRITTEN ky. MR.,;.LOYl.i-r
SPOKEN BY MR, GARRICK.

THE Jearous Wirid a Comedy !"poor man !’
A charming fubje& !" but" a wretched plan.
His fkittih wit, o'erleaping‘the due bound,.
Commits flat trefpafs upon’ Tragic ground.
Quarrels, upbraidings, jealcufies, .and fp'een, -
Grow too familiar in the Comic fcene.

K2 Tinge
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Tinge but the language with heroic chime,
*Tis paffion, pathos, charaler, fublime !
. What round big words had fwell'd the pompous fccne,
A king the hufband, and the wife a queen !
“I'hen might Diftra&ion rend her graceful hair,” -
See fighuefs forms, and fcream, and gape, and flare.
Drawcanfir Death had sag’d without centroul,
Here the drawn dagger, there the poifon’d bowl. )
What eyes had fiream’d at all the whining woe !
What hands had thunder’d at each 425/ and #b 2
But peace ! The gentle Prologue Caflom fends
Like drum and ferjeant, to beat up for friends,
At Vice and Folly, each a lawful game,
Our Author flies, but with no partial aim.
He read the manners, open-as they lie
In Nature’s volume to the general eye.
Baoks-too he read, nor blufh'd to ufe their ﬁom,
He does but what his betters did before ; s
Shakefpearé has done it, and the Grecian ftage
Caught truth of character from Homer’s page.
_If in his fcenes an hoaneft fkill is thewn,
And borrowing little, much appears his own g
If what a mafler’s happy pencil drew,
He brings more forward ia dramatic view,
To your decifion he fubmits his caufe,
Secure of candour, anxious for applaufe.
But if, all rude, his artlefs fcenes deface

The Gimple beauties which he meant to. grace ; I,
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1f, an invader upon other’s land,

He fpoil and plunder with a robber’s Band,

Do juftice on_him !—As on fools befdw

And give to ‘Blockbeads paft, one BIocMczb? more.

2660000800060000750000
P R O L O G U'E

..
P

SPO K.B T 6: <
MUCH ADO'ABOUT NQTI:r';fNé,
(Aeled by Commard of bis MAIEsT Y,)

BY MR, GARRICK,.

.....

.Bang bis firt Appearance am the - Stage q?er bis Réturm
JSrom Italy.

ITH doubt—joy—apprehenfion almo& dumb, -
One mobre to face this awful Court, I come!
Leﬁ Benedick fhould fuffer by my fear, -
Before He enters, 1 my felf am here,
I'm told (what flatt’ry to heart !). that youg® - .
Have with’d to fe me, nay have prefs'd it too, }
Alas; ’twill prove another Much ado. - ¢

® Thy Aazlh‘nce.
K3 1, kike
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1, like aboy wirg long has truant play’d,,
No leflons- ga.-nb exercifes made, '
On bloody Mbr.day take my fearful ftand,.
And often ¢ dw the birchin-feepter’d hand. v
’Tis twice awplve years fince firt-the Stage I trod,.
Enjoy'd yo;(r. fmiles,. and felt the Critic’s rod ;
A vcryﬂn}rgpm I, my Stage:iifs through,
Knock’d down by Wits,, fet up again by You..
In four-aind-twenty years the {pirits cool ;
Is it nm'}ong enough to play the Fool ?
“To pme it is, ‘permit me to repeat
Whet'{ite I heard in'paffing through the ftreet:
A-Youh of parts, with Ladies.by his fide,
'Iiiu ‘cock’d his glafs, and through it fhot my pride..
’I}J Le, by Jove! grown quite a clumfy fellow 3
He's it for nothing—but & Punchinello.
4 Q yes, for Comic'Scenes,. Sir John—no further;
« He’s much too fut—for Batiles, Rapes, aod Murther.”>’
Worn infthe fervide, .you my faults will fpare,
And make allowance for the wear and tear.
T.he Chelfea Penfioner, who, rich in fcars, . -
Fights o'er in prattle all his former wars ;.
The’ pafl '\he’fervica, mey. the young ones teach, .
To march—prefent—to. fire—and mount the breach,.,
“Should the drem bgat to arns, at firft he'll grieve.
For wooden leg, loft eye, and armlefs fleeve;
Then cocks his Lat, loaks. fierce; and fwells his che!},
*Tis for my King, and, zowads, 1'll.do niy beff: )

ER Q- .



PROLOG UES, &: 103
P ROLOGUE
) TO TXE .
B A N XK R U P T
WRITTEN. AND SPOKEN BY MR. FOOTE.

OR Wit’s keen Satire, and this lughing Stage, .
What theme fo fraitful as a Bankrupt age?
For not confin’d to Commerce is the curfe,. -
‘The Head is near as empty as the Purfe,.
Equally funk,. our Credit asd our Wit,
Nor is the Sage more folvent than the Cit:
All thefe ;—but foft, -ere thusabroad we roam,.
‘Were it not prudént firft to look at home ?
‘You, gentle Sirs,. have giv’n me credit long,
‘And took my word for many an idle Song ;.
But:if exhaufted,. I give notes to-day.
For Wit and Humour which I.cannot pay, }
I muft turn Bankrupt too, and hop away ;.
Unlefs, indeed,. I modeflly apply.
For.leave-to fell my. Works—by Lottery ;
Tho'-few will favour where’s no Cath to fee *em ;-
" Poor hopes, that way, to part with my Muszum !
VMy old friend Swmirk, indeed, may lend his aid,
And fclLby Auion all my Stock in Trade: -

His
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His placid features, and imploring eye,

May tempt, perhaps, the tardy Town,to buys

" His winhing manner, and his fo't addrefs,

To other Sales of mine have giv'n fuccefs ;

But after all, my ever-honour'd friends,

On you alone my fate this night depends.

T’ve fought fome battles, gain’d fome vi&'’ries here,

And little thought a Culprit to appear

Before this Houfe; but if refolv’d you go

To find me guilty, ‘or to make me fo, .

To grant me neither Wit, nor Tafte, nor Senfe, .

Vain were my Plea, and ufelefs my Defence:.

But fiill I need not fteal,. I will not beg,

Tho’ I've a paflport-in this wooden leg ;.

Bat to my cot eontentedly rexire,

And ftew my cabbage by my only five..

Mean time, great Sirs, my fentence yet unknown, -

‘en as your Juftice be your Candour fhewn,

And when “you touch my honour, don’s forget your {-

own, :

PROLOGUE



P R OL O G U E
WRITTEN BY MR, T. SHERRAT.
AND

SPOKEN BY MR. JAMES CORNETT,
In the Chavaller of a Coor,
A the Opening of aCLvUB.

Y Mafters all, I give ye hearty greeting,
You'se kindly welcome to this friendly Meeting 3

This honour’d psefence makes my with compleatem -
How ftand ye, Sirs, for a Dramatic Treat:?
A Tragi-comic Fealt of Odds and Ends
Is all we promife now, my gentle Friends 3
The Bill of Fare, which here we lay before ye,
Confifts of Speech—or Song—or hum’rous Story—e
All cook’d up nicely to your Englith Palates ;
No Freach Ragouts, or meagre Soups, or Sallads =
More folid food we give ye here inftead,
Good Beef and Pudding from the Shakgfpear’s Head.
The diff>rent modcs.of Writing now let me

Compare to thefe (pointing to the Cract-frape) by vu’
of fimile :

Sharp
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Sharp, poignant Satire, Folks Dramatic rueit;-
Here’s The/pian Vinegar within this Cruet ;. e
And ghb fmooth, eafy Oil will glide along
‘The Courtier,. Lover, or the Flat’rer’s tongye ;:
Sugar in am’rous Comedy can prove

1’5 near alliance—to the Honey Love 3:

Salt is the Cream and Spirit of all Wit,

Found where the Sober. or the Jocund fit; 3
Hot-acrimonious Pepper has'a'claim

Alike to either. fex’s lawlefs flame;,

And flimulating Muftard too can fhew’

How much’ cold Spitits to Incentives owe,:

Good Meat requires good Drink, therefore we bring-
A various fortment, from-each various fpring ;

*Here’s honeft Porter,. Punch, or.genlrous Wine, - * -
To make your Wit——at leatt your Nofeg fhine;. -
From aromatic Pipes let clouds arife,

And bear our fmoaky fumes unto the fkics.
Genius, ftand forth, afferteach latent pow’r,,
That we may relith high the focial hour ;- '
No Pzmon Critic can our Scene explore— -
The magic Horfe-fhoe flops him at the door,.
Let Diffidencé take courage at the found, ' »

* Sinceno nice Sir within our Court is found: - -

Fallto then, Sirs, partake our various feafty,

Andieach man tap-a.-bottle of his beft, .

*

EN : PROLOGUE
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P R O 'L 0 G U E
5, ao - To “THE

~’*APPRENTICE.

spomm BY MR. WOODWARD,
ROLO GUES precede the p;m,—m mournful
verfe,
As undertakers—wi4lk Before the hearfe, -
Whofe doleful nbaschs may. firike the hirden’d mind,
And wake its feelings— for the dead—behind.
No fmuggled, pilfer’d fcences from France we thew,
"Tis Englyfpb— Englifb, firs! from top to toe.
Our hero is 2 youth—by fate defign’d
For culling fimples,=but whofe ftage-truck mind
Nor fate could rule, nor his indentures bind. }
A Place there is where fuch young Quixotes meet,
"Tis call’d the SpouTinG-CLUB;—a glorious treat! }
Where preniic’d-kings—alarm the gaping fireet!
There Brutas ftarts and ftares by midnight taper,
Who all the day ena&s—a woollen dra;u'r;
There Hamlet's Ghoft ftalks forch with doubl’d fifty .
. Lries out -with hollow voice— Lift, Iif, O lif, }
And frightens Deamar#’s prince—a jourg Tobacconifi.

Not
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The Spirit too, clear'd from his deadly white,
Rifes—a Haberdgfber to the fight! :

Not young Artornies=have this rage withftood,

But change their Pews for TruNcaroNns, Jak for

Broop,

Aud (ftrange reverfe!).die for théir Contry’s gobd.
“Thro’ all the Town this folly you may trace ;

Myfelf am witmefs—tis a . common-cafe

D’ve farther proofs, could ye but think I wrong ye,
——Look round———iyoi’il find ‘fone ]’poutmg youths

among ye,

Ye ftage-ftruck- heroes—Fack, _Du.i, Lom, WEI ;
Who hold the balance, or who.gild thepill; . ..’
And you, who to the Ladies make your court, - '
Aund while you fimper clip an inch too fhort,

Quit not the fubftance for an empty thade,

Stick to the Rue of Three, and mind your trade
But hark ! I'm call’d %,—be warn’d by what you fee,
Oh! fpout now more :— Farcwvall, remember me.

® The warning-bell rings,

o EPILOGUE
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EPILOGTU.E
TO THE SAME,
SPOKEN BY MRS, CLIVE.
Euters reading the Play-Bill. R
AVery pretty billewas I’m alive !
“The part of~Nobody--by Mrs. Clive,
A paltry, feribbling fool—to leave me out 3
He'll fay, perhaps—he theught f could not jpans, .
Malice and Envy to the laft degree !
And-why P—I wrote a Farce as well as he,
And fuirly ventur’d it,—without the aid -
Of Prologue drefs’d in black, or face in mafquerade ; }
O Pit—have pity~—fee how I'm difmay!d!
Poor foul ? this canting ftuff will never do,
Unlefs, like Bays, he brings his hangman too.
But granting, that from thefe fame obfequies,
Some pickings to our bard in black arife ;
Should your applaufe to joy convert his fear,
As Pallas turns to feaft— Landella’s bier, )
Yet ’twould have been a better {cheme by half
T'have thrown his weeds afide, and leagnt with me to
laugh. i

I could have fhewn him, had he been inclin’d,
A fpouting junto of the female kind.
‘There dwells a milliner in yor.der row,

Well-drefled, full-voic’d, and nobly built for fhew,
. L Who
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Who, when in rage, fhe fcolds at Sze and-Sarab,
Damn'd, damn'd Diffembler! thinks the’s more than Zane,
She has a daughter too, that deals in lace, ' ‘
And fings—0 }ondcr awell—and Chewy-Chace, }
And fain would fill the fair Ophelia’splace ;
And in her cock’d-up hat, and gown of camblet,
Prefumes on famething—iouching the lord Hamlet.
A coufin too fhe has, with fquinting eyes,
With waddling gait, and voice like London Cries.
Who, for the Stage too fhort by half a ftory,
A&s lady Townly—thus—in all her glory.
And, while fhe’s traverfing -her fcanty room,
Cries—< Lord, .my lord, what can I do at home !”
In thort, theres girls enough for all the fellows,
The ranting, whining, ftarting, and the jealous; }
The Hot{purs, Romeos, Hamlets, and Otkellos.
" Oh! little do thefe filly people know
What dreadful (rials—actors undergo:
Myfelf—who moft in harmony delight,
Am fcolding here from morning until night,
Then take advice from me, ye giddy things,
Ye royal Milliners, ye apron’d Kings ;
Young men beware, and fhun our flippery ways,
‘Study arithmetic, and burn your plays.
And you, ye girls, let not our tinfel train
Enchant your eyes, and turn your mad’ning brain
Be timely wife ; for oh! be fure of this;
A fhop, with Virtue, is the height of blifs.

PROLOGUE.
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PR OL OGUE

T O

.

AT HETUL S T A N~
SPOKEN BY MR.  HOLLAND,
In the Chara&er of the GEN1US of BRITAIN.

Pl"O warn the Sons of Freedom to be wile,

Lo, Britain's guardian Genius quits the flies,
With pity Heav’n haih feen, thro’ many an age,-
The bold Invader lur’d by Fa&tion’s rage ;

Seea the dark workings of Rebellion’s train,
While Patriots plan’d, and Heroes bled in vain,
Behold,. your Country’s faithle’s Foe, once wiore
With threat’ning fquadrons crowd yon hoftile fhore.
Behold Oppreflion’s bloody flag unfurl’d ;
See bolts prepar’d, to chain thc Weilern World,
Rife, Britons, rife! to Ileav'n and Virtue truc:
Expiring Liberty looks up to yox !/
Pour on the common Foe your rage combin’d,
And be the Friends of Freedom and Maukind !
No-more let difcord Britain’s peace dethioy 5
Nor fpurn thofe bleflings Reafon bids erjoy :
Oh, weigh thofe bletirgs in her equal feale !
Say,—when did Juflice wear a whiter veil 2
Lz " Whea



112 PROLOGUES, &c

When did Religion gentler looks difclofe,
To blefs her Friends, and pity ev'n her Foes ?
A richer harveft when did Commerce reap ?
When rode your Fleets more dreadful o’er the Deep ?
Or when more bright (hear, Envy ! hear, and own!)
Did Truth, did Honour beam from Brizain’s Throne 2
Scize then the happnefs deny’d your foes,
Nor blindly fcorn the gifts which Heav’n beftows ;
Gifts, the World’s Envy ! happy Britain’s Pride !
For which your gen’rous Fathers toil’d and dy’d!
Let Union lift the fword, dire& the blow,
And hurl a Nation’s vengeance on it’s foe !
As your bold cliffs, when tides and tempefts roar,
Flng back the mad’ning billows from the fhore ;
©une Head, one Heart, one Arm, one People, rife!
Nor fall, divided Valour's facrifice! —
But if, by hope of proud Invafion led,
Unaw’d Rebellion lift her gory head ;—
‘I'reafon, attend !—here view the Rebel’s fate,
Nor hope thy arm can fhake a free-born State 3
Sce Blood and Horror end what Guilt began,
And tremble at by woes in Athelfian.

PROLOGUE .



PR‘.O'LOGUES,&C-‘ 3

PR O'L o GuU E
T o_-‘
FALSE DELICACY.
‘."WRnITT-EN B-Y MR. G»A'RI;ICK,:
AND" ‘
- SPOKEN BY MR..K‘IN'Gy

I’M vex’d—quite vex’d—and you'll be vex’d—that’s< .
worfe, - BRI
To deal with ffubborn Scribblers ! theré’s the curfe!” o
Write moral Plays—the Blockhead! w}\) good people, "
Youw'll foon expet this Houfe to wear a-Steeple ! B
For our fine Piece, to let you into falts, SRR
Is quite a Sermon,—only preachd in A - -
You'll fcarce believe.me; ’till the proof appears; ™
Bat even 1, Tom Fool, muft fhed fome tear :
Do, Ladies, look upon me—niy, no fimpring—-
Thidk you this face was ever made for whimp’ring ?”
Can I a cambrick handkerchief difplay,=—- y
Thump my unfeeling breaft, and roar away 2~ }
Why +bis is comical, perhaps he'll-{ay—-
Refolvmg this firange aukward Bard to pump, -
I afk’d him what he meant ?—Ke, (omewhat plump,
L. ~3 - New
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New purs’d his belly, and his lips thus biting,.

Imuft keep up the dignity of writing

Youmay; but, if youdo, Sir, I muft tell - yes

You’ll not keep up-that dignity of belly.

Suill he preach’d on—*¢ Bards of a former age

“ Held up alandow’d Pistures. o the Stage

¢ Spread out their Wit with faftinating art,
& And carch'd the Fancy, 1o corrupi the Heart 3

““ But, happy change ! —in thefe more moral days,

* Yeu cannot fport with Firtue, év'n in Plays;

“ Ou Virtue's fide bis pen tbe Poet draws,

“ And boldly afks @ Hearing for bis Caufe.” .

Thus did he prance and fwell.—The man may prate,,
-And feed thefe whimfies in his addle pate,

That yow'll prote@ his Mufe, becaufe fhe’s good,.
"A Virgin, andfo chafle!—O lud! O lud!
" Mo Mufe the Critic Beadle's lafh efcapes,

Tho’ virluous, if a Dowdy and a Trapes:

If bis come forth a decent, likely Lafs, -
" Yeu'llfpeak her fair, and grant the proper pafs ;
Or ﬂ)ould his brain be turn’d with wild pretences,
In three houss time you’ll bring him to his fenfes =
And well you may, when in your pow’r you get him ;
In that fhort fpace, you blifter, bleed, and fweat him,
Atong the Turks, indeed, he’d run no danger;.
They facred hold a Madman,, and a Stranger.

EPILOGUE

-
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EPIL.QG‘UE

TO THE SAME,

.

WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK,
AND

SPOKEN BY MRS. BARRY.

HEN with the Comic Mufe a Bard hath dealing,
The traffic thrives when there’s a mutual feeling ;
Our Author boafts that well he chofe his plan,
Falfe Modefly !'—Himfelf an Ir{/bman.
As I'm a Woman, fomewhat prone to Satire,
Pl prove it all a Bu/l, what he culls Nature ;
And you, I’m fure, willjoin before you go,
To maul falje Modefiy,~from Dublinho! .
Where are thefc Lady Lambtons to be found ?
Not in thefe riper times, on Ewgli/b ground. - .
. Among the various flow’rs which fwcetly blow,
T'o charm the tyes at Abzack’s and Sebo, }
Pray does that weed, Falfe Delicacy, grow P
0, No. .
Among the Fair of Fathion, common breeding,
Is there one bofom where- Lowe /its a bleeding ?

In
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Ih olden times your Grannams unrefin’d,

Ty'd up the tongue, put padlockson the mind;

C, . Ladies, thank your ftars, there”s nothing now con-
fin’d, .

In Love you Englifbnien,—there’s no concéaling,

Are moft, like Winworth, fimple in your deahng ;

But Britons, -in their Natures as their Names;

Are diff’rent as the Sbannon, Tweed, -and Thamess

As the Twreed flows, the bonny Sior proceeds,

Wunds flaw aad fure, and nae obftru®ion heeds ;

Though oft repuls’d, his purpofe ftill hauds falt,

Stecks like a bur, and wuns the Lafs at laft.

The Shannon, rough' and vig'rous, pours along, - -

Like the bold accents of brave Paddy’s tongue 3

Arrah, dear creature—can you fcorn me fo ?

Caft your fweet eyes upon me, top and toe!”

Not fancy me ? Pooh—that’s all game and laughter,

Firft marry me, my Jewel!l—ho !—you’ll love me aftér. -

Like his own Thames, honeft Fobn Trot, their brother,

More quick than oze, and much lefs-bold than t’other,

Gentley, not dull, his loving arms will fpread ;-

But ftopt—in willows hides his bathful head ;

Fobn leaves his home, refolv’d to tell his pain; -

Hefitates—I—love,—Fye, Sir,—'tis in vain,—

John bluthes, turns him yound, and whiftles home
again, i

Well! is my painting like ?~—Or do you doubt it #=—

What fay you-to a trial? Let’s about it, - A
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Let Cupid lead three Britons to the field,

And try which firft can make a Damfel yield ?
What fay you to a #idow ?—Smile confent,
And fhe’ll be ready for experiment.

P ROLOGUE

TO THE
T A YL ORS.

SPOKEN BY MR. FOOTE,

HIS night we add fome Heroes to our ftore,
o Who never were as Heroes feen before;
No blutt’ring Romans, Trojans, Greeks, fhall rage 3
No Knights, arm’d cap-a-pee, fhall croud our Stage 3
Nor fhall our Henries, Edwards, take the field,
Oppofing fword to fword, and fhield to fhield:
With other inftruments our Troop appears;
Needles to thimbles fhall, and fhears to fhears ;
With parchment gorgets, and in buckram arm’d,
Cold-blooded Taylors are to Heroes warm’d,
And, {lip-fhod, flide to war.—No Lions glare,
No cyé-balls, flathing fire, fhall make you ftare;
Each outfide fhall belye the tuff within :
- & Romaen. {pizit in each Taylor’s fkin ~—
< T Ataylere
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A taylor legg’d Pompey, Caffius, thall you fee,
And the ninth part of Brutus ftrut in me !

What though no fwords we draw, no daggers fhake,.
Yet can our Warriors a quietus make .
With a bare bodkin.—Now be dumb, ye railers;,

- And never but in honour call out Taylors /

But thefe are Heroes tragic; you wiltery,
Oh, very tragic! and I'll tell you why ——
Should Female Artifts with the Male combine,
And hlantua-makers with the Taylors join ;
She uld all, too proud to-work, their trades give o'er,.
Nor to be footh’d again by fix-pence more,
‘What horrors would enfae! Firft you, ye Beaux,
At once lofe all exiftence with your cloaths!
And you, ye Fair, where would be your defence ?
This is no Golden Age of Innocence !
Such drunkc:i: Bacchanals the Graces meet,
And no Police to guard the naked fireet,
Beauty is weak, and Paffion bold and ftrong ;.
Oh then—but Modelty reftrains my tongue..

May this night’s Bard a fKilful Taylor be, .
And like a well-made coat his Tragedy.
Though clofe, yet eafy ; decent, but not dull}:
Short, but not.fcanty ; without buckram, full.

PROLOGUE"
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Al

PROLOGUE
TO THE _
OXONIAN IN TOW'N4
SPOKEN BY MR, WOODWARD,

Y RESH from-the Schoals, .behold.an Qxford Smart,
No Dupe to Science, no.dull Slave of Art;
As to our Drefs, faith, Ladies, to fay truth,
Itis aliule aukward'_ and uncouth;
‘No'fword, cockade, to luré you to our arms——
But then, this filky taffel has it’s.charms.
“What mortal Oxford Laundrefs can withftand
This, and the graces of a well-ftarch’d band ?
In this array, our Spark, with'whining air,
Boldly accofts the froth-compelling Fair ;
Faft by the tub, with fclded arms he ftands,
And fees his furplice whiten in her hards ;
And as fhe dives into the foapy floods,
" ‘Withes almoft— himfelf were in the fuds.
Sometimes the car he drives impetuous on,
Cut, lath, and flath, avery Phaeton;
Swift as the fiery Courfers of the Sun,
Up hill and down, his raw-bon’d Hackneys run,
Leaving, with heat half dead, and duft half blind,
‘Turnpikes and bawling Hofts unpaid behind. v
ou
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You think, perhaps, we read—perhaps we may,

The News, aPamphlet, or the laft new Play; -

But for the Scribblers of th’Auguftan age,

Horace, and fuch queer mortals—not a page ;

His brilliant fterling Wit we jufkly hold,

More brilliant far, transform’d to fterling Gold :

Though Euclid we digeft without-much pain,

And folve his Problems—into britk Champaigne.

Fird with this juice—why, let the Pro&or come 3

¢« Young men, ’tis late—it’s time you were at home.”-

% Zounds! are you here, we cry, with your dull rales,

¢¢ Like Banque’s Ghott, 10 pufh x5 from our flools #”
Suclt are the ftudies Smarts purfuc at College ;

Oh! we are great Proficients in fuch knowledge.

But now, no more from claffic fields to glean,

‘The Mufe to Covent Garden fhifts the Scene ;

There thall'T enter next, Jans Cap and Gown,

And play my part on this great Stage, the Town.

[Bo'wz'ﬂg, and going, rctarng.

Soft ye, a word or two before I go ;

Our Piece is call’d a Comedy, you know 3

A two-att Comedy! though Rome enaéls,

That ev’ry Comedy be juft five A&s.

Hence Parent Dullnefs, the vain title begs;

For fqualling, dancing monfters on five legs, :

The Bantling of to-night, if rear’d by you,

8hall run, like men and women, upon swo.

PROLOGUE"
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PROLOGUE
TD
ZENOBIA

SPOKEN BY -MR, . HOLLAND.

F bld, when Greece in a declmmg age,
Of lawlefs pow'r had Felt the barb’rous rage, =~
"This was the tyrant’s art—he gave 2 prize '
+ To him who a new pleafure thould devife,
Ye'tyrants of the Pit, whofe cold dxfdam N
Rejeéts and naufeates the repeated firain ; P
Who call for rarities to quicken fenfe,
Say, do you always the reward difpenfe ?
Ye Bards, to whom French wit gives kind relief,
Are ye not oft the firft—to cry, ftop thief!
Say, to a brother do you €’er allow
One little fprig, one leafto deck his brow ?
No.—Fierce invective ftuns the Play-wright's ears,
Wits, poet’s corner, Ledgers, Gazetteers !
3Tis faid the Tartar, ’ere he pierce the heart,
Infcribes his name upon his poifon’d dart ;
That fcheme’s rejeGted by each feribbling fpark,
«—Our Chriftian fyflem———=f@abs you in the dark._
" And yet, the defp’rate Author of to-night -
. Dares on the mufe’s wing another flight;
' Once
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Once more a dupe to Fame forfakes his eafe,

Angt feelg th’ ambition herg again go pleafe, :

He brings a tale from a far diftant age, '
Eunnobled by the grave hilloric page* !

_Zenobia’s woes have touch’d each pohlh’d ftate ;
The brighteft.eyesof France have mdurn’dher fate.
Harmonious Jzaly her tribute paid,

And fung'a. dirgé to ber limented ‘thade, *
Yet think not that we mean to mock the eye

With pnlfcr’d colours of a foreign dye,

No to tranﬂdte, our Bard his pen doth dip;

He takes a’ play, as Britons vtakes a fhip;

T hey heave her down, witl)' many a fturdy ftroke, i

Repair hef-well,. and build with heart of oak ;

To every breeze fet Britain’s freamers free, .

New man her, and away again. to fea. _

This is our Author’s aim; and if his arg Lo~
Waken to fentiment the feeling heart ; 4

If in his fcenes alternate peflions. burn,

And Friendfhip,. Love, Guilt,. Vmue, take thtlr tugp 3
If irnocence, opprefs’d, lie bleeding' here, -
Ybu'll give—"tis all he afks— one virtuous. tear,

* Tecitus Ann, lib, xii. e, 44, .to end of g1,

-

PROLOGUE
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PROLOGUE

-

T O
TANCRED axo SIGISMUNDA:

OLD is the man who, in this nicér age,

Prefumes to tread the chafte'corretted Stage.
Now, with gay tinfel arts we can ‘no more ’
Conceal the want of Nature’s {terling ore; -
Our+fp:lls are vanith*d,  broke our magic wand,
That us'd to waft you over fea and lmd. _
Before yourhgbt‘the fa‘iry prople’ fade, -t
The Dzmons fly.—~The ghoft itfelf is laid.-
Ia vain of martiabRedies ‘the Joudalafmd,
The mlghty Prompter thund’ring out to &erms,
The Playhoufe, pofle clatt’ring frod afar, -
The clofe wedg’d battle, and the din of war.
Ndw ev’n the fenate feldom'we convene ; °
The yawning fathers nod behind the fcene,
Your tafte rejecis‘the glitc’ring falfe fubl'.me;
TosTigh in metaphor, ard die in rhime,
High Rant is tumbled from his gall’sy throne ; -
Deftription, drea:ns,—ﬁay; fimiles are gone.

What fhall we then ? “to pléife you, how devifc §
Wkofe judgment fits u6t in your ears and eyes.~
Ma Thrice.
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Thrice happy ! could we catch great 'Sbakq}mn"; art,
To trace the deep recefles of the heart;
His fimple, plain fablime 3 to_ which is givn
To ftrike the foul with darted flame from heaven :
Could we awake foft Qmuay's tender woe,
The pomp of verfe and golden lines of Rowe.

We to your hearts apply : let them attend ;
Before their filent, candid bar we bend,
If warm'd they liften ; ’tis our nobleft praife ;3
If cold, they whither all the Mufe’s bays.

 e0908320862040005006800
EPI1LOGTUE
Ta THE saMEm.
‘SPOKBN BY MRS, YAT#S- |

HROUGH five long a&ts I've wore my fighing
face,

Confin’d by critic laws to time and place 3 .
Yet that once done, I ramble as I pleafe, "
Cry London boy ! and whifk o’er land and feasem }
—Ladies, excufe my drefs—"tis true Chingfe. ~
Thus, quit of hufband, death, and tragic ftraio,
Let us enjoy our dear fmall-talk again.
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How cou'd this Bard fuccefsful hope to piove?
S$6 many heroes'—and not one in love ! -
No fuitor Lere-to:talk of flames that thrill .
To fay the civil thing,—* Your eyes fo kilF!™ } ’
No ravifher to force us——to our wilk!-
You've feerr‘their Eaftern virtires; patriot paffions, - = *
And now far fomething of their tafte and fathions.
O Lord ! that's charming—cries my lady Figes; ~ - 9 -
1 long to know-it.———Do the creatures vifit? : }»’
Dear Mis, Yates, do, tell-vs——Welt! how is it 2 . M
Firlt, as to beauty——Sct your hearts at seft—

They’re all broad foreheads, and pigs eyes at beft.
Amd then they losd fuck ftrange, “fuch fofmal Tives f—-
—A little more at home than Exgli/b-wives : )
Left thc¥ébor"ai\ings‘ﬂ\ou@mam; andi prove unweke,
“They all are crippl’d in the tiney fhoe. ’
A hopeful fcheme to keep ¥ wfe frofn madding!t *
—We pinch our feet, ani yet are ever gadding,
Then they’ve no cards, n¥’routs; ne’erkake tleir filng, -
And pin-money is an unheard of thing !
“Thex how &ye think theyWriAté =You'll ricer Givine, -
From top to bottom, down in-one firait line. [M_fmic&:q;
We ladies, when dur flames we cannot fmother,
Write letters— from’ one -cofner” to’ another. [M{m:“c'{;.“'

1 fcarce can téll.-’—’l\'lqng&.ﬁjiend»; then let it bem=-
~The creatures love to cheat as well'as we:- v

M3 . .Buv

One mode théré_ 18, in whicfi-bo{h-éiim_és igrc‘:&; B } ;
Agrees Y.

- .
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But blefs my wits! I've quite forgot the Bazdmoes -
A civil foul —By me he fends this card——
¢ Prefents refpeéfs——to ev'ry lady heree
8. Hopes for the bonour———of a fingle tear.”
The Critics then will throw their dirt in vain 3
One drop from you will wafh.out ev’ry ftain.
Acquaists you——(now the man is paft his fright}
He holds bis rout,——and hese he keeps his night,
Affures you all a welcomé¢ kind and hearty,
The ladies fhall play crowns——and: there’s the fhilling
. party, ., . [Roints to the upper gqllcr,.

M#@*W&#%&&é*“&#ﬁ&&
E P I L G G U E

To
¢C L E O N E
. WRITTEN BY, MR. SHENSTONE.

ELL, Ladies !—fo much for the Tragic ftyle:
And now, the cuﬂom is—to make you fxmle.
s To make us fmile$ T hear Flzppama By,
¢ Yes—we have fmifd indecd—through half the play 3
¢. We ajways laugh ; when Bards, demure and ﬂy;
+¢ Beltow-fuch oiighty pains—to make us cry.
R , . « And .
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o And truly, ‘to bring forrow to a crifis, -

¢« Mad-folks and murder'd babes are—/breavd devices.
&¢ The Captain gone three years—and then to blame

¢« The veftal condu& of his virtuous Dame !——

s¢ What Fresch, what Exnglifb Bside would think it

¢¢. treafon,

" & When thus accus’d—to give the Brute fome reafon ?
% Qut of my houfe—this night, forfooth—depart !
¢ A moders Wife had faid—With all my heart :
¢ But think not, haughty Sir, I’ll go alone/
¢ Order your coach—conduct me fafe to Town—
“ Give me my Jewels—Wardrobe—and my Maid—
*¢ And pray take care, my Pin-money be paid:

« Elfeknow, I wield a pen—and, for his glory,

¢« My Dear’s domeftic feats—may fhine in ftory k
¢ Then for the Child—:he tale was truly fad—

¢ But who for fuch a Bantling would run mad ?

¢ What:Wife, at midnight hourinclin’d to roam,

.4« Wauld fondly drag her little Chit fiom Jome ?
% What has a Mothier with her Child to do —
*¢. Dear Brats—the Nar/ery’s the place for you I

Such aréthe ftrains of many a modeit Fair!
Yet Memoires—not of odern growth—declare
The time bas besn, when Modefty and Truth
Were deem’d additions to the Charms of Youth ;
Ere in the Dice-box Ladies found delight,
Or fwoon’d for lack of Cards on Sunday night ;

o _. Whea
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‘When Women hid their necks, and veil’d their faces, « ¢
Nor romp'd, norrak’d, nor ftar’d, at public places; }..
Nor took the-airs of Amazons—for gnaces !
When plaio domeftic-virtues were the mode, -
And Wives-ne'er dreamt of happinefs abroad, -
But cbear’d their offspring, fhun’d fantaic airs, .
And, with the joys of wedlock, mixt the cares.--

Such modes are paft—yet-fure they merit praife 5
For Marriage rriumpl’d in thofe waflel days.:
No Virgin figh’d in vain, no.fears-arofe, .
Le Holy Wars fhould caufe a dearth of Beaux = -
By chafte decorum each affetion gain’d :
By faith and fondnefs, what fhe won, msintain’d, -

*Tis your’s, ye Fair! to mead a thoughtlefs age, .
That fcorns the Prefs, the Palpit, and the Stage! -
To yield frail Hufbands 5o presence to firay : -
(Men will be rakes, if Women lead the way) .
To footh.—But truce with thefe preceptive lays;::
The Mufe, who, dazzl'd with your ancient praife, -
On prefent Worth and medern Beauty tramples, )
Muft own, fhe ne’er could boatt more bright e.mwpla LA

- Addreffi ng the Boxess

g T | PROLOGUE "
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PROLOGUE
.‘ T O '
Ds. LAST IN HIS CHARIOT,
Written by Mr. GARR1CK, and fpoken by Mr. FooTE,

OUR fervants, kind mafters, frour bottom to top,
Be affur'd, while I breathe, or can ftand——-I
mean hop,
Be you pleafed to fmile, or be pleafed to grumble ;
Be whatever you pleafe, T am Rill your moft humble.
. As to laugh is a right only given to man,
To keep up that right is my Pride and my Plan,
Fair ladies don’t frown, I meant women too~=
What’s common to man, muft be common to you.=s
Yau all have a right your fweet mufcles to curl,
From the old fmirking prude, to the titt’ring young glrl-
And ever with pleafure my brains I could fpin,
To make you all giggle, and you, ye gods, grin.
In this prefent fummer, as well as the laft,
To your favour again we prefent Dr. Laf,
Who, by wonderful feats, in the papers recounted,
From trudging on Foot, to his Chariot is mounted,
Amongt the Old Britons when war was begun,
Charioteers would {lay ten, while the Foot could ilay ones
v . . So,
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So, when do&ors on wheels with difpatches are fent;

Mortality bills sife a-thoufand per Cens, ,

But think not to Payfic that Quack’ry’s confin’d, -

All the world is a Rage, and the Quacks are mankind——

There’s Trade, Law, and State-quacks ; nay; would~
. we but fearch,-. L

We fhould find, —Heaven blefs us' fome quacks in thc

‘Church !~

The {iff band, and fiff- bob of ‘the Methodift race, .

Glve the balfan of life; and the tinéture of grace,

And their poor wretched | pauents, think* much good # i

' . done’em,. . .
Tho’ blifters and cauftics are ever vpon them.

As for Law and the State, if Quack'ry’s a curfe,

Which will make the good. bad,..and the bad will make~
worfc.-

We fhould point out the Qback from the regular Krotber,,

They are wifer than I who can tell one from ¥other!

" Can the ftage with its bills, puffs, and patients ftand trialy.
Sbull we find out no Qyacks in the Theatre Royal ? ’
Some drammaticsl drugs that.are puff’d on the town, 7
Caufe many wry faces,  and fcarce will ga dowr.

Nay, an Audience fometimes will'in quack’ry delight,

And (weat down an’Author fame pounds'in one night. .

To scturn to our Quack—fhould” he, help’d by the
weather, . ’

Raife laughter, and kind perfpiration together,

Should his noftfums of hip, and*of vapours but care ye;* -

K815 Chariot he well can deferve, I affure ye; 21
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'l"s eafy to fet yp a chariot in' town, -
Aad edfier ftill is that chariot laid down.
.He petitions by me, both as DoQor.and Lover,
That y'oull not.ftgp his wheels .or his chariot tip over,
:Fix him well 1 befeechyou, the.worft.on’t wou'd be,
..Should you overturn bim, )ou may owerfet me.

PROLOGUE

.-(‘3‘

TO THE
B R 0 T H E R &S
SPOKEN BY MR. SMITH.

'VAnous the fhifis of Authors now-a-days,

For.Op’ras, Farces, Pantomimes, and Plays;
.Some fcour each Alley of the Town for Wit,

: Bcggmg, from door to door, the offal bit ;

Plungssin éach Cellar, tumble ev’ry Stall,

Awd fcud, like Taylors, ‘to each Houfe of Call ;

Gut ev'ry Novel, ftrip each monthly Mufe,

And pillage Poet’s-Corner of it’s News :

That done, thev melt the ftale farrago down,

And fet their Dith of Scraps before the Town ;

Boldly invite you to their pilfer'd ftore,

Cram you, then wonder you can eat no more, .

A ’ Some
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Some, in our Enplih Claffics deeply read,
Ranfack the tombs'of the illuftrious desd ;
Hackney the Mufe of Shake/peare 0’er and o’er,

-From fhoulder to the flank all drénch’d in gore.
« Qthers to foreign climes and kingdorns roamy -
To feareh for:what is bettar‘found at hoes - -
_‘The reereant Bard, ob ! {candal tothe agel .
- Gleans the vile refufe of ¥ Gallic Stage. '
Not fo our Bard—Te-night hebids me fay,
You thall reccive and judge an Englif® Play. .
From no man’s jeft he draws felonious praife,
Nor from his ncighbour’s garden crops his bays ;
From his own ‘hreaftthe filigporgfowsy: 1
And the free {cene no foreign mafter knows :
Nor only tenders he bis.work as new;
He hopes “tis good, or wou’d not give it you: ,
True homely ware, and made of homely fuff,
Right Briti/s drugget, haneft, warm, and rough.
No ftation’d friend he fogks, or hir’d applaufe;
- But conftitutes you Jurors in his Caufe.
For Fame he writes—fhou’d Folly be his doom,
Weigh well your Verdi&, and then give it home ;
' Shou”d'you applaud, be thatapplaufe his due;
For, undeferv’d, it fhames both him and you.

EPILOGUER
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E P I L OGUE
'ro'rnni SAME, |

_ SPOKEN BY MRS. YATES.

HO but has feen the celebrated frife,
Where Reynolds calls the Canvas into life ;
And twixt the Tragic and the Comic Mufe,
Courted of both, and dubious where to chufe,
Th’ immortal A&or ftands ? —Here we {py
An awtul figure, pointing to the fky ;
A grave, fublime, commanding form fhe bears,
And in her zone an unfheath'd dagger wears,
On t'other fide, with fweet, attraive mien,
The playful Mufe of Comedy is fren:
She, with a thoufand foft bzwitching fmiles,
Miftrefs of Love, his yielding heart beguiles ;
(For wherc's the heart fo harden’d to withftsnd
The ford compulficn of fo fair a hand ?)”
Oh'! would fhe here beftow thofe winning arts ! /.
This night we’d fix her empire in your hearts ;
No Tragic paflions fhou’d deface the age,
But all thould catch Good- humour {rom the St ge ;
The ftorming Hufband, and imperious Wife,
Should learn the do&rire of a quiet life;
N The
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The plodding Drudge fhould here at times refort,
And leave his ftupid club, and ftummy port ;

The .penfivg Politician, wha forefees ) L
Cloude, ftorms, and tempefts, in the calms of peace.,
The feribbling Tribe, whe vent their angry fpleens
In Songs, Prints, Pamphlets, Papers, Magazines:;
Lucius and Anti-Lucius, Pro’s and Con’s,

‘T'he lift of Placets, and of Placet-nons ;

"I'he mobbing Vulgar, and the ruling Great,

And all who florm, and all who fteer the State;
Here fhould forget the labours of the day,

And laugh their Cares, and their ComplaiutS awaysy
The dabbling Braker, who, with forfeit name,
Crawls lamely out from Jzdia's defperate game,
Safely might fpeculate within thefe walls ;

For here, while you approve, ‘Stock never falls.
1';eas’d then, indulge the efforts of to-night,

INor grudge to give, if you receiv’d, delight.

PROLOGUE
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P R O L © G U E
TO T HE . |
B U T I A D.

SPOKEN. BY' ANY' BODY.
\HE World's a Stage (great Shake/pearc fays)
Whereon are a&ted many Plays,. g
By many Altors,. many ways. - ‘
Some play the Rogue;. and fome the Whore,.
Some play the Wealthy, fome the Poor;
Some play the Spendthrift, . fome the Mifer,
Some play the Fool, and fome the Wifz, Sir ;:
But of all'A&ors now in fafhion,
On this fmall Stage, the Exgli/b Nation,
That ftands unrival’d in hisarr,
And tops, like Garrich, ev’ry part :-
Who, Proteus-like, can thift about,,
Turn whom he pleafes in or out ;
Whofe pow’rs no man alive can tell ;-
Is the fam’d Northern Macbiavel.
Throughout this work-he will amaze, .
Throughout with all his fkill he plays, .
Whether as Tutor firft he fland, .
Or court a P ** fword in hand, .
" N2 Or:
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Or at the Courcil-beard advife, y
To blefs the Nation,—the Excife,
Or greater ftill, though fome may blame,
On Peace, on Peace, he builds his fame.
In Art he’s ready and difcerning,
Still to ercourage Men of Learning ;
Mallett and Home corfefs his fkill,
Or the great, candid Do&or Hill.
But v.inis praife, fuy all I can,
No words can €’er defcribe the man,
His fubtle arts, his dirty tricks,
His beggar’s pride and politics ;
Whate’er with truth the Mufe can bring,
His boafted favour with the King,
Will ftill fall fhort of his deferts,
Thefe Scenes alone difplay his parts,
Then 'thus/(he_ Author made me fay,
While you perufe this Farce—or Play,
With due attention you regard,
Conviction will be your reward ;
And if you think that, jn his art,
He beft pe:forms a Maflwell’s part,
In<ime you'll fce the mafk pull'd off,
And Sawney ftand the public feoff.
Thus much the Prologue has to fay,
Now enter, Sawney, and begin the Play.

EPILOGUE
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EPILOGUE
T~Q THE SAME,

SPOKEN BY. A SCOTSMAN: -

-
He cnters finging.

OW fweet are the Banks upon Taweed !
Troth very fweet it is agreed ;
But England has fuch {weets in flose, -
As never blefs’d our Scorti/b fhore,
Till bonny -Sawney came in pow’r.
Our Patriarch, Patriot, muckle Sawney, -
Makes Scotland flow with milk and honey, -
By dint of pow’rful Engli/b Money.
The Southern Lads, -fo trim and gay, .
To Caledonian Lads give way, .
I'ken they dinna like-the Play. -
Bat that is neither here or there, .
For Sawney has the Royal Ear,
So let ’em rail, we need nae care.’
This Book which [ juft now have bought -
' [ Pulls one the Brirify Antidote.~
Gonvinces me in-what I thought : -
This Bock difplays their paultry malice, -

Which to us all would give the—gallows ;
N 3. Biis:
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But that, thank God! we need not dread,

While my gued Laird ftill fhines the head ;

For, tho® a Stuart, well ’tis known,

He loves the King upon the Throne, }
Till he firds time to pull him down. [Afide.

So let the Engli/b Loons rage on.

And thou ftand firm, bra’ muckle Jobz ;

For fill when Fortune turns the fcale,

The Lofers mult have leave to rail ; [With a fucer.
But that we need nae heed a pin,
Since thefe may likewife laugh who win. [ A jnecr.

Exit Sawney—/finging the Highland Laddie.
SRIR STRLS RIS SR SRS
P R OL OG U E
TO THE
K NI GHT s
WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. FOOTE.

TAPL'Y my Mufe, kad fhe firfl tarn’d her arr, )

, From Humour’s daug’rous path, to touch the
Heart, ‘
Ti ey, whoin all ihe blufter of blank verfe,

"V he mourntul tales of Leve end War rehearfe,
\ Are
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Are fure the Critics cenfure to efcape,

You hifs not Heroes now, you only—gape.

Nor (ftrangers quite to Heroes, Kings, ‘and Queens)
Dare you intrude your judgment on their Scenes,
A different lot the Comic Mufe attends,

She is oblig’d to treat you with your Friends ;
Mutft fearch the Court, the Forum, and the City ;
Mark out the Dull, the Gallant, and the Wity ;
Youth's wild Profufion, th’ Avarice of Age ;
Nay, bring the Pit itfelf upon the Stage.

Firft to the Bar fhe turns her various face ;

Hem, my Lord, I am Council in this Cafe,

And if {o be your Lordithip fhould think fit,

Why to be fure my Client muft fubmic ;

For why, becaufe—then off fhe trips again,

And to the Sons of Commerce fhifts her Scene :
There, whillt the giiping Sire, with mopeing esre,
Defrauds the World himfelf, ¢’ enrich his Heir,
The pious Boy, his Father’s toil rewarding,

For Thoufands throws a Main at Covent-Gardex:
Thefe are the Portraits we’re oblig'd to fhow ;
You all are Judges if they’re like or no:

Here fhould we fail, fome other fhape we’ll try,
And grace our future Scenes with Novelty.

1 have a plan to treat you with Burktta,

That cannot mifs your tafte, Mia Spillctia.

But fhould the following Piece your mirth exciee,

From Nature’s Volume we'll perfift to write.
Your
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Your partial favour bad us firlt proceed ;
Then fpare th’ Offender, fince you urg’d the Deed.

sanan St 2l s s e e
PROLOGUE
TO THE
D U P E.

— HE paths of ‘Truth with Fancy’s flow'rs to ftrow; .
To teach Improvement from Delight to flow, .
"Fhe Bards of old firft bade the Comic: ftrain
With Mirth inftru&, . wirh Moral entertaine
No Vice cr Folly.thaz difgrac’d the age
Efcap’d the daring Poet’s hoaeft rege ;-
But Satire, uncontroll’d, puifu’d herplan,
Nor ftopp’d at general lings, butmark’d the Mz ;
Ev’n Features, Voice, Drefs, Gait, the Scené difplay'd, .-
And living Chara&ters to Scorn betray’d. .
Such rude attacks be banifh’d in our times, .
Be Perfons facred, but,expcs’d their crimes :
For wifey and goad, andpali%’d as-we.are, .
- We ftill may find fome gicgs—here and there, .
And if 2 Modern, in this prademt age,.
Dares to obtryde 3 Moral on, the Stage,
Critics, be mild: tho’ uaadora’d our Play, -
Nor wifely grave,.nor ¢legantly gay,
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How rude foe’er it fhocks not Virtue’s eye,
Nor injures the chafte ear of Modefly;

Nor with foft blandifhment bids Vice allure,
Nor draws the Good in odious portraiture.
Our Son of Folly is of Vice’s brood,

And willingly bids evil be his good.

Is there a wretch that views, without rcmorfc,
The better path, and yet purfues the worfe ;
Proud of imputed guilt, yet vainly blind,

Calls Folly Senfc ; Vice, Knowledge of Mankind ;
Dup’d by the Kaave he fcorns and ridicules,
Rul’d by the Wanton whom he thinks he rules
This, this is Folly : a determin’d Fool

Provokes and juflifies our ridicule.

2PTLI2PP5BP9959300098
EPILOGUE
TO THE SAME,
wnrrrin“sv A FRIEND,
SPOKEN BY MRS, CLIVE.

ADIES—methinks I hear you all complain,
_ Lord ! here’s the talking creature come again
The men feem frighted—for ’tis on record

A prating female avi/l have the lait word.
A But
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But you’re all out ; for fure as you’re alive,

Not Mrs. Friendly now, I'm Mrs. Clive ;

No Chara&er from Fi&ion will I borrow,

But, it'you pleafe, I'll talk again to-morrow.

Then you conclude, from cuftom long in vogue,.

That I come here to fpeak an Epilogue,

With S:tire, Humour, Spirit, quite refin’d,.

Double-entendre too, with Wit combin’d,

Not for the Ladies—but to pleafe the Men—

All this you guefs~-and ncw you’re oct.againg

For to-be brief, our Author bid me fay

She tried, but cou’d n't get one to her Play.

No Epilogue ! why, Ma’am, you’ll fpoil your treat;,

An Epilogue’s the cordial after meat ;

For when the feaft is done, without all que@iian,.

They’ll wanc liquors to help them to digeftion ;-

And Critics,. when they find the banques light,

Will come next time with better appetite ;.

So beg your friends to write—for faith ’tis-hard,

If ’mongft them all you cannot find one Bard.

She took the hintwWill yox, goad Sir ? or.yeu, Sir2:

A Sifter Scribbler! fure you cas't.refufe her!

Some Lawyers try’d—-not one cou’d make an end on't,,

They’d now fuch work with Plaintiff and Defendant..

A Poet tried, but he alledged for reafon,

The Mufes were fo bufy at this feafon,

In penning Libels, Politics, and Satires,

They had not leifure. for fuch trifling matters,
) : What’s.
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What’s to be dane, fhe cry’d? can’t yar endeavour
“To fay fcme pretty thing 2—1I know you’re clever.
1 promis’d——but unsble to fucceed,
Beg you’ll accept the .purpofe for the deed ;
Tho’ after three long hours in Play-houfe coop'd,

i fear you'll fay you've all been finely dupd.

143
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P ROL O G U E
' TO THE "

INTRIGUING CHAMBER - MAID,

SPOKEN BY MRS. CLIVE. _, .

A S when fome ancient hofpitable feat,
A. Where Plenty oft has giv’n the jovial treat,
Where in full bowls each welcome Guef has drown'd
All forrowing thought, while mirth and joy went round :
4s by fome wanton worthlefs Heir deltroy’d,
1t’s once full rooms grown a deferted void ;
With fighs each neighbour views the mournful place,
With fighs each recolleéts what once it was.

So does our wreétched Theatre appear;
For mirth and joy once kept their revels here,
Hcre the Beau-monde in crouds repair’d each day,
And went well pleas’d and entertain’d away,

While
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" ‘While Oldfield here hath charm’d the 1iR’ning Age,
And Wilks adorn’d, and Booth hath fill'd the Stage;
Soft Eunuchs warbled in fuccefslefs ftrain,
And Tumblers fhew’d theit little tricks in vain.
Thofe Boxes ftill the brighter circlee were,
Tiiumphant Toalts receiv’d their homage there,

But now, alas! how alter’d is our cafe !
I view with tears this poor deferted place,
None to our Boxes now in pity fray,
- But Poets free o’th’ Houfe, and Beaux who never pay.
No longer now we fce our crouded door
Send the late Comer back aga'n at four.
At feven now into our empty DPit
Drops from his counter fome old prudent Cit, }
Contented with twelve-pennywerth of Wit.
—Our Author, of agen’rous foul poflefs’d,
Hath kindly aim’d to fuccour the difirefs’d ;
To-night what ke fhall offer in our caufe
Already bath been blelt with your applaufc.
Yet this his Mufe maturer hath revis'd,
And added more to thatwhich once fo much you priz’d.
We fue, not mean tomzke a partial Friend, '
But without Prejudice at leaft attend.
1f we are dully ¢’cn cenfure, but wetruft,
Satire can ne'cr difpleafe you when *us juft :
Nor can we fear abrave, a gen’rous, Town
Will join to crufh us when we’re almoft down.

PROLOGUE
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PROLOGUE veox PROLOGUES.
WRITTEN BY MR. GARRICK,
SPOKEN BY MR. KING.

And, "egad, it will do for any other Play as well as this,
‘ Baves.
N old trite Pioverb let me quote !
—Asis your cloth, fo cut your coaty—
To fuit our Author, and his Farce,
Short let me be! for wit is fcarce.
Neor would I hew it, had I any ;
" 'The reafons why are ftrong and many : »
Should I have Wit, the Riece have none,.
A flath in pan with empty gun,. }J
The Piece is fure to be undone.
A tavern with a gaudy fign,.
Whofe buth is better than the wine,
May cheat you once—Will that device,'
Neat as imported, cheat you' twice 2
*Tis wrong to raife your expeltations ;.

Poets be dull in dedications ! 4
Daulnefs in thefc to wit prefer— -
But there indeed you feldom err,
In Prologues, Prefaces, be flat!’
A filver button fpoils your hat

o « Acthreads
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A thread-bare coat might jokes efcape,
Did not the blockheads lace .the cape. ~
A cafe in point to this before ye,
Allow me, pray, to tll a ftory!

To turn the penny, once a Wit,
Upon a curious fancy hit :
Huang out a board, on which he boafted,
Dinner for threc-pence! boild and roafled !
The hungry read, and in they trip
With eager eye, and fmacking lip :

“ Here! bring this boil’d-and roafted, pray ”

~Entcr petatges—drekt each way.
All ftar’d and rofe, the houfe forfook,
And damn’d the dinner—kick’d the cook.
My landlord found, poor Patrick Kelly,
Theré was no joking with the belly.

Thefe faéts laid down, then thus I reafon,

Wit in a Prologue’s out of fesfin.

Yet fill will you for jokes fit wétchin'g",

Like Cock-Lane folks for Fanny’s fcutéhmg.

Ard here my fitnile’s fo fic !

For Piclegues are but ghofls of wit 3

Which mean to fhew their art and fill,

And_fcratch you to their Auzhor’s will,
In fhort, for reafons great and {mall,

"Tis better to have none at all.

Prolo ues and Ghofis—a paltry trade !

$u let ’em both at once be /aid !

Say



_PROLOGUES, & tig

Say but the word—give your commainds,

We'll tie our Prologue-monger’s hands :

Confine thefe culprits! (bolding up bis bands) bind "em
tight, :

Nor girls can fcratch, ner fools can write.

ORI MR
'E P I L OG U E
TO TH.E SAME..

WRITTEN BY MR. COLMAN.

HAT horrors £ill the Tragic Poet’s brain,
Plague, murder, rape, and incett, croud his train ;
He pants for miferies, delights in ills,
The blood of fathers, mothers, children fpills ;
Stabs, poifons, maflucres; and, in bis rage,
With daggers, bowls, and carpets, firews the fage.
Our gentler Poet, in foft Opera bred,
Italian crotchets finging in his head,
Winds to a profp’rous and the fine-drawn tale,
And roars—but roars like any nightingale—
Woman, whate’er the be—maid, widow, wife—
A quiet woman is the charm of life.
And fure Cephifa was a gentle creature,
Full of the milk and honey of good-nature.
. Imported



o

i

150 .. PROLOGUES, §c
Imported for 3 fpoule—by fpoufe refus’d! -

Was ever maid. fo hamefully abus’d ?

Aad yet, alas! poor Prince ! 1 could not blame him~=
O.re wife, I knew, was full enough to tame him.
Ifmena and Timanthes,. and Olynthus,.

Mighe all be happy—for I chofe Cherinthus.
But what a basb’rous law was this of Thrace !
How cruel there was cach young Lady’s cafe!”
A Virgin, plac’d upon the dreadful roll,, .

A haplefs Virgin muft Rave ftood the poll ;

But by Timanthes made a lucky bribe,

Limena prudently difgualify’d.

Ladies, to you alone our Author fues,,

"Tis yours to cherifh, or condemn his mufe..

The Theatre’s a mirror, and each Play
-Should be a very looking-glafs, they fay;

His doking-glafs reflets no moles or pimplesy.
But thews you full of graees, fmiles, and dimples.
If you approve yourfelves, refolve to fpare—
And Crigics ! then at:ack him, if ye dare.. -
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