PROLOGUE
To the Squire of Alfatia. Spoken by M. Mountfors,

HOw have we in the fpace of one poor Age;
Bebeld the Rife and Downfal of the Stage

When, with our King reftor'd, it firft arofe,
They did each day fome good old Play expofe
And then it flourifb’d - Till, with Mamna tir'd,
For wholefome Food ye naufeous Trafb defird.
Then rofe the whiffling Scribblers of thefe days,
Who fince bave liv'd to bary all their Plays ;
And had their iffue full as numrous been
As Priams, they the Fate of all had feen,
With what prodigious fcarcity of Wit
Did the new Authors flarve the hungry Pit ?
Infelled by the ¥rench, you muft have Rhime,
Which long, to pleafe the Ladies ears, did chime.’
Soon after this came Ranting Fuftian in,
And none but Plays upon the fret were feen :
Such Roaring Bombaft ftuff, which Fops would praife,
Tore our belt Allors Langs, cut fbort their days.
Some in fmall time did this diftemper kill,
And bad the favage Authors gone on fHill, }
Fuftian had been. a new- Difeafe 7tk Bill.
When Time, which all things trys; had laid Rbime dead,
The wile Ufurper Farce reign'd in its flead.
Then came Machines, brought from a Neighbour Nation,
Oh how we [ufferd under Decoration ! ,
If all this [tuff has wot quite [poyl'd your taffe,
Pray let a Comedy once more be gracd :
Which does nor Nionflers reprefent, but Men,
Corforming to the Rules of Mafter Ben.
Our Author, ever baving him in view,
At humble diftance would his [leps purfue.
He to corvelt, and to inform did write ;
If Foets aim at nought but ro delight, %
Fidlers have to the Bays an equal right. =i
Our Poet found your gentle Fathers kind,
And now fome of his works your favour find.
He'll treat you f}il] with fomewhat that is new,
But whether good or bad, be leaves to you.
Baudy the wniceft Ladies weed not fear,
The quicket fancy [ball extralt none here.
We will not make ’em blufb, by which is fbown
How much their bought Red differs from their own.
No Fop no Beau [ball jult exceptions make,
*Nore but abandow'd Knaves- offence fball tafe :
o Such Knaves as he induftrionfly offends,
And fbould be wery loth to have his Friends.
For you who bring good bumour to tbe \Play,
Well do our beft to make you langh to day.




