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\ But what her refolves when her Colin appear’d ?
y The ftream it ftood ftill, and no tempeft was hear’d ;

| The flowers recover’d their beautiful hue :

She found he was kind, and believ’d he was true.
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EPILOGUE to SuakisPEAR’s firft Part
of King Henry 1V.

ALG TR Dy By X

Young GENTLEMEN at Mr. NewcoMmE’s School
at HACKNEY, 1743;

Spoken by Mr. J. Y. 1n the Charalter of FALsSTAFF,

Pufh’d in upon the Stage by Prince HENR Y.
By the Same.

Plague upon all cowar ds ftill T {2y
Old Jack muft bear the heat of all the day,

And be the mafter-fool beyond the play
Amidft hot-bleoded Hotfpur’s rebel firife,

By miracle of wit I {av’d my life,

And now ftand foolifhly expos ’d ag: ain
To th’ hifing bullets of the critic’s brain.
Go to, old lad, ’tis time that thou wert wifer ————
Thou art not fram’d for an epiloguizer.
There’s
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here’s Halnow, or his nimble fhadow Poins,
Strait in the back, and lifflome in the loins,

Who wears his boot {fmrooth as his miftrefs’ fkin,

And fhining as the glafs the drefles in ;

Can bow and cringe, fawn, flatter, cog and 1ye e
Which honeft Fact cou’d never do—not I.

Hal’s heir-apparent face might fland it buff,

And make (ha! ha! ha!) a faucy epilogue enough ;
But I am eld, and ftiff—nay, bafhful grown,

For Shakefpear’s humour is not now my own,

I feel myfelf a counterfeiting afs ;

And if for flerling wit 1 give you brafs,
It 1s his royal image makes it pafs.

Fancy now works ; and here I ftand and ftew
In mine own greafy fears, which fet to view
Eleven buckram critics in each man of you.

Wights, who with no out-faceings will be fhamm’d,

Wor 1mnto rifibility be bamm’d;

Will, tho’ fhe fhake their fides, think zature treafon,

-

And fee one damn’d, ere ——. laugh without a reafon.
Then how thall one zoz of the wirtuous peed,

Who merely has a wicked wws# to plead
Wit without meafure, humour without rule,
Unfetter’d laugh, and lawlefs ridicule ?

’Faith ! try him by his peers, a jury chofen ——

The kingdom will, I think, fcarce raife the dozen.

So--be but kind, and countenance.the cheat,
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1’I1in, and {wear to He/~1’ve done the feat.
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