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Prologue and Epilogue,
.  TOT RE I;zZST NEW PLAY; b

Conftantine the Great.

——
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PROLOGUE, Spokei by Mr. Goodman:
Hat think ye freant” Wife Prbvidenée, when fitft
POE TS were made? I’de tell you if I dusft,
That *was in Contradittion to I—?’eavenk Word,
That when its Spirit o’te the Watets ftir’d,
When it faw All, and faid that All was good,
The Creature P O ET was.not_undetftood. :
For were it worth the pains of Six lon Days, % : :
lg

To Mould Retailers’ of dull Third-Day-Plays,

That ftarve out Three-fcore Years in Hopes of Bays,
Tis plain they ne’re were of the Firft Creation,
But came’ by meer Equivical Generation. :

Like Rats in Ships, without Coition bred;

As hated too, as they are, and unfed, riis
Nature their Species fure muft needs difown,
Scarce knowing POET S, lefs'by PO ET S knows.
Yet this Poor Thing fo {corn’d,” and fet at nought,
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought.
Difabl’dp wafting Whore-Mafters, are not
Prouder to own the Brats they never got;
Then Fumbling Itching Rhimers of the Town, .

T> Adopt fome bafe Born Song that’s not their owr.

Spite of his State, my Lord fometimes Defcends, |

To pleafe the Importunity of Friends. sSodtaler ; g
The dulleft He thought moft for bufinefs fit, ol
?Twill Venture his bought Place, to Aim at Wit, 3
And though He finks with His Imploys of State,
Till Common Senfe forfake Him, He’l Tranflate,
The POET and the W HORE, alike Complains
Of Trading Quality, that fpoils their Gains; -

The Lords will Write, and Ladies will have Swaing.
Therefore all you, who have Male Iffue botn, - °
Under the Starving Sign of C APRICO R N;
Prevent the Malice of their.Stars in Time,

. And warn them Early from the¢ Sin of Rhime,

Tell >em how Spencer ftarv’d, how Cowley mourn’d,

- How Bumler’s Faith and Service was re,wm‘d';
-And if fach Warning they refufe to take,

This laft Experiment, O Parents make! 3
With Hands behind them fee .the Offender ty’d,
The Parifh Whip, and Beadle by his Side,
Then lead him to fome Stall that does :
The Authors he loves moft, there rub his Nofe,
Till like a Spannel lafht, te know Command,

He by the due Correction underftand, .
To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land,
Till he againft his Nature learn to ftrive, e
And get the Knack of Dulnefs how to AThngé G e
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