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PROLOGUE axp EPILOGUES.

PROLOGUE 7to tue 'MYSTERIOUS MOTHER.

TROM no French model breathes the mufe to-night ;

The {cene {he draws is horrid, not polite.
She dips her pen in terror. Will ye fhritk?
Shall foreign critics teach you how to think?
Had Shakefpeare’s magic' dignifiéd the fage,
If timid laws had fchool’d th’ infipid age ?
Had Hamlet’s {pe@re trod the midnight round?
Or Banquo's iflue been in vifion crown’d ?
Free as your country, Britons, be your cene!
Be Nature now, and now Invention, queen !
Be Vice alone corre@ed and reftrain’d.
Can crimes be punifh’d by a bard enchain’d?
Shall the bold cenfor back be fent to {chool,
And told, This is not nice; That is not rule?
The French no crimes of magnitude admit;
They feldom ftartle, juft alarm the pit.
At moft, when dire neceflity ordains
That death fhould fluice fome king’s or lover’s veins,
A tedious confident appears, to tell
‘What difmal woes behind the feenes befcll.

9

Chill'd
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Chill'd with the drowfy tale, his audience fret,
While the ftarv'd picce concludes like a gazette,

The tragic Greeks with nobler licence wrote;
Nor veil’d the eye, but pluck’d away the mote.
Whatever paffion prompted, was their game ;
Not delicate, while chaftifement their aim.
Ele@ra now a parent’s blood demands ;

Now parricide diftains the Theban’s hands,
And love inceftuous knots his nuptial bands.
Such is our feene; from real life it rofe;
Tremendous pitture of domeftic woes.

If terror fhake you, or foft pity move,

If dreadful pangs o’ertake unbridled love;
Excufe the bard, who from your feelings draws
All the reward he aims at, your applaufe.

(O e ]

EPILOGUE, to ‘be fpoken by Mrs. Crive.

UR. bard, ‘whofe head is fill'd with Gothic fancies,
And teems with ghofls and giants and romances,
Intended to ‘have ‘kept your paffions up,
And fent you crying out your eyes, to {up.
Would you belicve it—though mise all the vogue,
He meant his nun fhould fpeak the epilogue.
His nun! fo pious, pliant and demure—
Lord! you have had enough of her, I'm fure!
I fiorm’d—for, when my honour is at flake,
1 make the pillars of the green-room {hake.
Heroes half-dreft, and goddefles half-lac’d,
Avoid my wrath, and from my thunders hafte,
1 vow'd by all the gods of Rome and Greece,
*Twas 1 would finith his too doleful piece.
I, fluk’d
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