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PROL OGUE,

SPOKEN BY THE AUTHOR, ON OPENING:
THE NEW THEATRE AT BLENHEIM,
OCTOBER 1787.

TO THEIR GRACES THE DUKE AND DUCHESS OF*
MARLBOROUGH.

THOUGH each theatric wight, in profe or rhyme,.
Condemns of courfe the_drama of his time;-

"Tis better {ure than when, in tilted cart

Each tragic hero mouth’d his thund'ring part.

The Mufes then—their brains a little crack’d, .

Were fairly fubject to the Vagrant 4cz.

But, mark! how greatly chang’d their pre/ent ftate!
Victims no more of law, caprice, or fate;-

Thrice-welcome now to Shak{peare’s native ifle,

Where Genius hails them with a foft'ring {fmile:
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Here Wilmot too, the witty and the gay,
Repentant—faw the clofe of mortal day.
Oft o’er his urn fhall Britith Genius weep,
And there in watchet weeds her vigils keep.

Nor Love's ﬁjft wreath alone fhall Woodftock claim;.
Nor reft on Gentus all her hopes of fame.

HerEe, ere on Cfeffy’s plain: the victor fought,.
Great Edward’s foul the flame of glory caught.

And rERE, when peace return’d to Rritain’s ﬂn:;re,_w
When Marlb’rougﬁ bade his thunders ceafe *to roar,;;
And Albion triumph’d 6’&1‘ unnumber’d foes,

"I'was HERE her guardian hero fought repofé,;

To crown with wealth her Marlb’rough’s glorious toil:
A grateful country gave TH1s: claffic foil.. |

She bade yon dome arife, and by Iits name-

Prolong’d her mighty warrior’s lafting fame;-:-

Then rounci hier godlike Marlb'rﬂﬁgh’é glory’d fhring.:
Bade all her brighteft, greeneft, laurels twine..
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They ne’er o’er Homer’s thund'ring verfes pore ;
And Tully’s {elf they deem an arrant bore.
When fuch the charming youths our ifle can boaft,
What chance has Learning with a reigning toaft ?
For both our fakes, ye Fair, I hope our Bard
Has on the fofter fex been fomewhat hard 3
For, if the picture the prefents be juft,
Then—Dbooks farewell !—confign'd to mould’ring duft ;
For, who the toils of Learning will purfue, |
If unproteted and ungrac’d by you ?
Spoken before the Lyar.

This night our laughing Mufe will paint a youth
At conftant war with Heaven-defcended Truth.
Yet ftill the hopes, by Candour’s rules you 'l try her,

Nor kill with frown fevere one harmlefs Lyar.



