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I am oblig'd to trouble my Reader with a Preface, that
he may not be carried away with false Notions, to the
Prejudice of this Play, which had the ill Fate to introduce
a new Custom, viz. in being acted the first Day without
an Epilogue: It seems the Epilogue design'd wou'd not
pass; therefore the Managers of the Theatre did not think it
safe to speak it, without I cou'd get it licens'd, which I cou'd
not do that Night, with all the Interest I cou'd make: So
that at last the Play was forc'd to conclude without an Epilogue.
Mr. Norris, who is an excellent Comedian in his
Way, was desired to speak six Lines-Extempore, to intreat
the Audience to excuse the Defect, and promised them an Epilogue
the next Night; but they apprehending that it was the
Epilogue design'd for the Play, were pleas'd to show their Resentment.
It is plain the want of the Epilogue caus'd the
Hiss, because there had not been any thing like it during the
whole Action; but on the contrary a general Clap attended
the Conclusion of the Play. The next Day I had the Honour
to have th' Epilogue licens'd by the Vice-Chamberlain, but
by this Time there was a Rumour spread about Town, that
it was a notorious Whiggish Epilogue; and the Person who
design'd me the Favour of speaking it, had Letters sent her
to forbear, for that there were Parties forming against it,
and they advis'd her not to stand the Shock; here was a second
Blow greater than the first: The sinking of my Play
cut me not half so deep as the Notion I had, that there cou'd
be People of this Nation so ungrateful as not to allow a single
Compliment to a Man that has done such Wonders for it. I
am not prompted by any private sinister End, having never
been oblig'd to the Duke of Marlborough, otherwise than as
I shou'd in common with my Country; as I am an English
Woman, I think myself oblig'd to acknowledge my Obligation
to his Grace for the many glorious Conquests he has attained,
and the many Hazards he has run, to establish us a Nation
free from the Insults of a Foreign Power. I know not what
they call Whigs, or how they distinguish between them and
Tories: But if the Desire to see my Country secur'd from the
Romish Yoke, and flourish by a firm, lasting, honourable
Peace, to the Glory of the best of Queens, who deservedly holds
the Ballance of all Europe, be a Whig, then I am one, else
not. I have printed the Epilogue, that the World may judge
whether 'tis such as has been represented. So much for that.
Now I must acquaint my Reader, that I shall not pretend to
vindicate the following Scenes, about which I took very little
Pains, most of the Plot being from a Spanish Play, and assuring
myself Success from Mr. Cibber's Approbation, whose
Opinion was, that the Business wou'd support the Play; tho'
Mr. Wilks seem'd to doubt it, and said, there was a great
deal of Business, but not laughing Business; tho' indeed I
cou'd not have dress'd this Plot with much more Humour,
there being four Acts in the Dark, which tho' a Spanish Audience
may readily conceive, the Night being their proper
Time of intriguing; yet here, where Liberty makes Noon-day
as easy, it perplexes the Thought of an Audience too much;
therefore I shall take Care to avoid such Absurdities for the
future; and if I live I will endeavour to make my Friends
amends in the next.




To his Illustrious Highness



Prince EUGENE of Savoy
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One Night with various Thoughts I musing lay,

Reflecting on the Business of the Day;

At length these Words got Passage from my Breast,

And thus the Sadness of my Soul express'd:

Oh! when will Faction leave my Native-Shore,

And Britons labour to be Slaves no more?

When shall true Merit meet with due Regard,

And Friends to France, be England's Foes declar'd?

That once perform'd, my Nation wou'd have Peace,

And all our Troubles and Distractions cease.

While thus I argu'd, Sleep did gently steal,

And in soft Slumbers all my Senses seal.

Straight I on Albion's chalky Cliffs was laid,

From whence I Neptune's spacious Realms survey'd;

When lo! a Dolphin hasted to the Shore,

His Back a Triton of Distinction bore,

Who chose for his Support a Mountain Wave,

And from a Coral Trump, he three loud Signals gave.

Alarm'd Britannia came the Cause to learn,

From whence the Courier, and of what Concern:

To whom the Triton bow'd his Head, to show

How much all Nations to Britannia owe.

Then straight prepar'd his Embassy to tell,

While joyous Waves with Expectation swell.

From Neptune, Lord of all the wealthy Main,

I come, great Eugene's Entry to proclaim:

His out-stretch'd Sails the Winds with Pleasure fill,

And ev'ry saucy Storm's commanded to be still.

The Nereids all around his Vessel play,

While Shoals of Tritons guard his liquid Way.

Advance, Britannia, to receive this Chief;

The Tyrant's Scourge, and the Opprest's Relief:

A nobler Weight thy Seas cou'd never boast,

Since they the great, the Glorious William lost:

Such dauntless Courage, such a Free-born Mind

Alone are fit to succour Human-kind.

Thus spoke the Triton from his tow'ring Wave,

And this Command the pleas'd Britannia gave:

To great Augusta quick let Fame repair,

And speak the Loud Eugene's Arrival there.

On Thames' fair Banks I quick as Thought was thrown,

Where Fam'd Augusta's stately Piles are shown:

Here I beheld a lovely Silvan Scene,

Nature renew'd, and ev'ry Bough was green:

Here tuneful Birds their choicest Notes prepare,

And Aromatick Scents fill'd all the ambient Air;

When a bright Form expanded on the Wing,

Did to my Sense Surprize and Wonder bring.

Her Golden Tresses by the Wind were borne,

And num'rous Eyes did every Part adorn:

A Scarlet Robe she had, all spangled o'er, 

A 'broider'd Cestus round her Waist she wore,

And in her Hand a Golden Trumpet bore:

She litt, methought, yet seem'd to grow so high,

Her Head aspir'd to reach the distant Sky.

Straight with her Breath she blew a gladsome Sound,

And Echo joyfully the Notes rebound.

Augusta heard, and rais'd her awful Head,

While Thamesis forsook his owzy Bed:

To welcome Fame they both appear'd in View,

And from her Looks propitious Omens drew.

Smiling she stood, and with a chearful Voice

Cry'd, Hail old Thame, Augusta now rejoice,

Great Eugene comes, your Banners straight display,

From every Turret solemnize this Day.

To Minds like his—you all your Safeties owe,

From Souls enlarg'd your choicest Blessings flow.

Eugene and Marlbro', Names to Europe dear,

True Heroes born, and Brothers of the War,

Their innate Worth immortal Life shall give,

And make their Fame in spight of Envy, live,

And even the sharp, and Iron Teeth of Time

(That must destroy these Lofty Piles of thine)

Shall make their Actions much the brighter show,

For those Immortal as their Souls shall grow.

Haste, Britons, haste, your choicest Youth prepare

To meet and entertain this God of War;

From him, and Marlbro', let your Soldiers take

Such bright Examples as true Heroes make:

Be brave like them, like them discharge their Trust,

To ANNE be loyal, to their Country just;

So shall their Acts strike Envy's Censure dumb,

And thus Britannia rival ancient Rome.

So spoke the Goddess, and withdrew from Sight,

Hiding her fluid Form in Folds of Light.

Augusta hasted to display her Pride,

And Thame his Joys express'd with double Tide.

Now was each Street with Expectation fill'd,

When I a Train of Britons Pride beheld;

For Fancy here again had chang'd the Scene,

And ANNA's Court appear'd, to welcome great Eugene.

Foremost in Worth did graceful Marlbro' stand,

Whose wondrous Conduct sav'd the British Land,

And Europe's Ballance fix'd in ANNA's Hand.

Spight of his Foes, he's still to Eugene dear,

Who knows his Soul, knows every Virtue there,

Knows Loyalty and Courage fill his Breast,

And sees his Mind, with Truth, and Prudence drest.

Again his Fame shall glitter like a Star,

When England's foes like Meteors disappear;

But now behold the lovely Eugene here.

And with him comes the Genius of our Isle,

Methinks I see her on the Heroes smile,

And hear her say, Go on Brave Pair, subdue

The Tyrant only can be crush'd by you.

Then Savoy's Hero singly thus addrest,

Hail valiant Prince, far more than Monarch blest;

He wants no Crown, who reigns in every Breast.

Thy Presence here my drooping Nation warms,

While Belgia owes her Being to thy Arms.

The barbarous Turk thy conqu'ring Name reveres,

And more thy Sword, than Mahomet's Curse, he fears.

By thee, his chosen Troops were put to Flight,

Or cut to Pieces in their Sultan's Sight.

By thee was Savoy's Duke retriev'd from Fate,

His Foes by thee were beat, by thee he holds his State.

Hail, matchless Youth of the Soissonian Line,

Whose Actions bright, as Roman Consuls shine:

Not more, the Macedonian Chief renown'd,

Nor he, who through the Alps a Passage found.

The Gallick Tyrant dreads thy vengeful Hand,

And sees his ill-got Trophies tott'ring stand;

Tho' freed from Marlbro', still his Fears remain,

Still Anjou trembles on the Throne of Spain;

And if I ought foresee, the Bourbon Race

Shall (forc'd by thee) to Austria's House give place.

Thus Britain's Genius—while the list'ning Crowd

Exprest their Joys in Acclamations loud:

Shook with the Sound, Sleep loosen'd all his Ties,

And left me waking in a pleas'd Surprize.







PROLOGUE.

Spoken by Mr. BOOTH.
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To entertain this bustling busy Age,

Our Author now brings Business on the Stage;

She plots, contrives, embroils, foments Confusion,

And yet to Politicks makes not the least Allusion.

Business is now the A-la-mode Pretence,

All wou'd be Men of Business, and of Sense.

The faithless Rover, when with Cælia cloy'd,

Still swears, that Business has his Time employ'd:

But when she sees him for another leave her,

Too late she finds her Business done for ever.

The Cit for Business early leaves his Bed,

And Spouse, with other Business in her Head!

She rises early too by his Example,

Pretends some Law Case with spruce Colonel Dimple,

And gets her Deary's Business done—i'th' Temple.

The Side-box Spark,—his only Business lies

To read his Fair-one's Passion in her Eyes.

The Ladies act their own, not mind our Parts,

Their Business is, in looking out for Hearts.

The sweet-condition'd Females of the Pit

Come not to us in quest of Mirth or Wit;

Nor care they what becomes of a poor Play:

You know their Business lies another Way.

To cut my Business short then—I'm to pray,

While here, you'd have no Business but the Play.

If in Attention your Applause is shewn,

You'll, do our Author's Business, and your own.







EPILOGUE.

Spoken by Mr. Norris in Mourning.
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Oh Woe is me, oh, oh, oh, what shall I say?

They charge me here, with sinking of the Play.

To you I appeal, and pray do me right,

Cou'd I, Sirs, help your hissing t'other Night?

I; but said the Poet, I thought your Face

Might from the upper Gallery find more Grace;

Since all below cou'd not think it my Fault,

For all know here, an Epilogue was wrote;

Nay and sent to be Licenc'd too, what then

It wou'd not pass, so was return'd again.

Cou'd you no Credit to poor Scrub afford,

Or cou'd you doubt your Brother Dickie's Word?

I said you shou'd have an Epilogue to-day,

And don't you mind what Men of Honour say?

Nay, laugh not, Brethren, for our Author's Friends

On all the Murderers Revenge intends.

Since she poor Soul is dead, you caus'd her Fall,

Like Julius Cæsar in the Capitol.

By two-and-thirty Hisses from that Side,

Stung to the Heart, the pretty Creature dy'd.

Good-natur'd Soul! yet midst these dreadful Scars

She made her Will, and left you all her Heirs.

First to the Ladies, she bequeaths her Spouse;

To th' Beaux, some Copies of soft Billet-doux:

She knew that few of them, alas! love thinking,

Their chiefest Talent lies in Dress and Winking.

To th' pliant Girls, and Gamesters of the Pit,

If they cou'd find it out—she leaves her Wit.

To all the Soldiers, when the Wars shall cease,

She leaves her Pen, to purchase Bread in Peace.

Her Plots, Contrivances, and Stratagems,

She leaves t' intriguing Wives of Citizens.

Dramatick Rules, and Scraps of Poetry,

She leaves those—ay, ay, those she leaves to me.

Look to't young Men, for I intend to write,

Egad I'll swinge you off out of pure Spight;

Therefore be civil you had best to-night.

And now, Sirs, to conclude our Author's Will,

She humbly prays, here in the Codicil,

You wou'd the Undertakers Charge defray,

By filling up the House upon her Day.
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