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PROLOGUE to COMUS.

By the Same.

Performed for the Benefit of the General Hofpital
at BatH, 1756

And fpoken by Mifs Morrison, in the Charalter of a
Lady of Fafhion,

She enters with a Number of Tickets in her Hand.

E L L, I’ve been béating up for velunteers,
But find that=——charity has got no ears.

Ifirlt attack’d a colonel of tlie guards
§ir, charity —— confider its rewards.
With healing hand the faddeft fores it {kins,

And covers—oh I—a multitude of fins.

He fwore, the world was welcome to his thoughts :
'Twas damn’d Aypocrify to hide one’s faults;

And with that fin his coiftienee ne’er was #awitfed—s=
The only esz he never had committed.

Next to my knight I plead. He—fhook his head ;
and trade was dead.
In thefe Bath-charities a tax he’d found
More heayy than—four fhillings in the pound.

Complain’d the ftocks weré low

‘What
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What with the play-houfe, hofpital, and abbey,

A man was frip'd——unlefs he’d look quite fhabby.
Then fuch a train,.and {uch expenfe to fit!

My lady, all the brats, and coufin Kit

He'd fteal, himfelf—perhaps—into the pit.
Old lady Slipilop, at her morning cards,
Vows that all works of genus fhe regards;
Raflles for Chinefe Gods, card-houfes, fhells,
Nor grudges to the maufic, or the bells,
But has a firange antiquity to nafty ofpitels.
I hope your lordfhip — then my lord replies ——
No doubt, the gOVErnors are —=-very wife ;
But, for the play, he

wonder’d at their choice.
In Milton’s days fuch ftuff might be the tafle,
But faith ! he thought it was damn’d dull, and chafte,
Then fwears, het o the charity is hearty,
But can’t; in honour; break his evening party.

When to the gouty alderman I fued,

he nafty fellow, (’gad !) was downright rude.
Is begging grown the. fafhion, with a pox!

The mayor fhou’d fet fuch houfewives in the flocks.

Give you a guinea !z ds! replied the beafl,
"Twon'd buy a ticket for a turtle-feaft:

Think what a guinea-a-head might fet before ye ——
Sir, mullet—— turbot -—— and a grand John Dorey.
I'll never give 4 groat, as ['m, a finner,

9

Unlels they gather ’c in a difh, ‘at dinuer.

I traft,
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