PROLOGLUE.

WEII ! you expelt 2 Prologue 2othe Play,
And you expect it too Petition-way 3

with Chapeau bas, befécching yon £excufe,

Adumn'd Intrigue of an unpraltic'd Mufés

Tell you it's fortune waits upon your finiles,

Andwhen you frown, Lord how you kill the whiles !

Orelfe torally upthe fins of th' Age,

And bring each Fop in Town upon the Stage s

And in oue Prologue run morevices o're,

Then either Conrtor City knew before

Andthat's a wonder which will pleafé you too,

But my Commnziffion’s not to pleafe you now.
Firft then for yougrave Dons who love noPlay

But what is regular, Great Johnfon’smways

who hate the Monfieut with the Farce and Droll,

But arc for things well faidwith [pirit and foul s

*Tis yop Tnscan whofé judgments will admit,

No Interludes of fooling with your Wit s

Tow're here defeated, and anon will cry

£’ Death! wou'd *twere treafon to write Comedy.
So! there's a partyloft 5 nowfor the refd,

who fivear they'drather hear a finntty jef?

spoken by Nokesor Angel, thern aScene

Of the admir’d and well-penn’d Cataline;

who love the Comick Hat, the Jig and Dance,

Things that are fitted totheir Ignorance :

Tow too are quite undone, for here's no Farce,

Damn mel you'lery, this Play will be mine A—

Not feriouns, nor yetComick , whatis't then ¢

Th imsperfelifiue of @ Lukewarnz brain :

*Taas born before it'stime, and fuch awhelp,

As all the after-lickings could not help.

Baititther as yepleafé, we'le not defend it,

But he that dif-approves it, let hins mend it.
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