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Our children’s children fhall our fteps purfue, E:
And the {ame errors be for ever new, .
Mean while, in hope a guiltlefs country {wain,
My reed with warblings chears th’ imagin'd-plain.
Hail humbie fhades, where truth and filence dwell !
Thou noify town, and faithlefs court farewel! }
Farewel ambition, once my darling flame | .
The thirft of lucre, and the charm of fame! pes .
In life’s by-road, that winds thro’ paths unknown, i
My days, tho’ number’d, fhall be all my own. ' |
Here fhall they end, (O might they twice begin), !
And all be white the fates intend to {pin.
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N old trite proverb let me quote! =~

As is your cloth; fo cut your coati—" ~ %
To fuit our author and his farce, " b
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May cheat you once.—Will ﬂ}:; fCVICC;
Neat as importeds cheat you twice ! g
*Tis wrong to raife your expectations :
Poets be dull in dedications!
Dulnefs in thefe to wit prefer
But there indeed you feldom err.
In prologues, prefaces, be flat!
A filver button fpoils your hat.
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 tell a ftory !
To turn the penny, once, a wit
Upon a carious fancy hit ;
Hung out a board on which he boafted,
Dinner for Tureerence! Boil'd and roafled !
The hungry read, and in they trip,
With eager eye and fmacking lip :
““ Here, bring this boil’d and roafted, pray [
~———Enter PoraTops—drefs’d sach wa '
All ftar’d and rofe, the houfe forfook,
And damn'd the dinner—kick’d the cook,
My landlord found, (poor Patrick Kelly),
There was no jbkihg with d"_é bel Yy. 4 | |
Thefe fats laid down, then thys T reafon:
Yo i 8 Prologuc's out of feafon—
o 1 will you for jokes fi watching,
ke Cock-lame folks for Famy's fcraschiog 7
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which mean to fhew their art and fkill,

And feratch you to their Author’s will.
In fhort, for reafous great and fmall,

s better to have none at all :

Prologues and Ghofls—-a paltry trade,

go let them both at once be /aid !

Say but the word—give your commands

we'll tie our prologue-monger’s hands ¢

Confine thefe culprits (bo/ding up bis hands) bind’em tight,

Nor Girls can feratch nor Fools can write.
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Mr. FOOT E’s Apbpress To TuE PusLic,
After a Profecution againft him for a L IBEL.

USH! let me fearch before I {peak alond—
Is no informer fkulking in the croud !
With art laconic notii'lgt all that’s faid,
Malice at heart, inditments in his head,
Prepard to levy all the legal war,
And roufe the clamorous legions of the bar! ‘
Is there none fuch P—not one i—then entre nous,
I'will a tale unfold, tho’ ftrange, Lj‘é;;_)tfhe"; }
The application muft be made by you. . il
At dthens once, fair queen of arms and arts,
There dwelt a citizen of mo&e;gte_ parts |
Precife his manner, and demure his loqics','_' ;
His mind unletter’d, tho' he dealt in books ;
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