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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

THOMAS Earl f DANBY,

Vifcount LATIMER, and Baron OSBORNE of KIVETON
in YORKSHIRE;

Lord High Treafurer of England, one of his Majefty’s moft honoue
rable Privy-Council, and Knight of the moft noble order
of the Garter, &c,
My LORD,

HE gratitude of poets is fo troublefome a virtue to great men,

that you are often in danger of your own benefits : for youare

threatened with fome epiftle, and not fuffered to do good in quiet,

or, to compound for their filknce whom you have obliged. Yet, I

confefs, I neither am, nor ought to be furprized at this indulgence;

for your Lordhip has the fame right to favour poetry, which the
great and noble have ever had.

. Carmen amat, quifguis carmine digna gerit.

There is fomewhat of a tic in nature betwixt thofe who are born
for worthy alions, and thofe who can tran{mit them to pofterity =
And though ours be much the'inferior part, it comes at leaft within:
the verge of alliance ; nor are we unprofitable members of the com-
mon-wealth, when we animate others to thofe virtues which we
copy and defcribe from you.

*Tis indeed their intereft, who endeavour the fubverfion of goe
vernments, to difcourage poets and hiftorians ; for the beft which
can happen to them is to be forgotten : But fuch, who, under kings,.
are the fathers of their country, and by a juft and prudent ordering
of aftairs preferve it, have the fame reafon to cherith the chroni-
clers of their altions, as they have to lay up in fafety the deeds and
evidences of their eftates: for fuch records are their undoubted titles to
the love and reverence of after ages. Your Lordhip’s adminiftration
has already taken up a confiderable part of the Englith annals ; and
many of its moft happy years are owing to it, His Majefty, the moft
knowing judge of men, and the beft mafter, has acknowledged the
eafe and benefit he receives in the incomes of his treafury, which you
found not only difordered but exhaufted. All things were in the
confufion of a chaos, without form or method, if not reduced beyond
it, even toannihilation : fo that you had not only to feparate the jar-
ring elements, but (if that boldness of expreflion might be allowed me)
tocreate them. Your enemics had fo embroiled the g of
your office, that they looked on your advancement as the inftrument
of your ruin.  And asif the clogging of the revenue, and the confu-
fion of accounts, which you found in your entrance, were not fuffi- -
cient, they added their own weight of malice to the public calamity,
by foreftalling the credit which fhould cure it: your friends, on the
other fide, were only capable of pitying, but not of aiding you : no
farther belp or counfel was remaining to you, but what was founded -
on yourfelf 5 and that, indeed, was your fecurity : for your diligence,
your conftancy, and your prudence, wrought more furely within,
when they were not difturbed by any outward motion. The higheft
virtue is beft to be trufted with itfelf, for afliftance only can be given
by a geaius fuperior to that which it affits. And ’tis the nobleft
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kind of debt when we are only obliged to God and nature. This themp
my Lord, is your juft commendation, that you have wranght qut
yourfelf a way to glory, by thofe very means that were defigned for
yaur deftruétion : yuu have not only reftored but advanced the reve=
nues of your mafter, without grievanceto the fubject : and as if that
were little yet, the debts of the Exchequer, which lay heavieft both
on the Crown and en private perfons, have, by your ccndu@, besa:
eftablifhed in a certainty of fatisfalion. An a&ianm fo much the
. mere great and honourable, becaufe the cafe was without the ordinary
selief of Jaws; above the hopes of the aflied, and beyond the
narrownefs of the treafury to redrefs, had it been managed by a lefs’
able hand, ’Tis certainly the happieft, and moft unenvied part of
all your fortune, to do good to many, while you do injury to nones
toreceive at once the prayers of the fubje&t, and the praifes of the prince s
and by thecare of yourcondu&, to give bim means of exerting the
chiefet, (if any be the chiefeft) of his royal virtues: His diftribu-
tive juflice to the deferving, and his bounty and compaffion to the .
wanting. The difpofition of princes towards their people, cannot
better be difcovered than in the choice of their minifters ; who, like
the animal fpirits betwixt the foul and body, participate fomewhat of
both natures, and make the communication which is betwixt them,
A king, who isjuft and mcderate in his nature, who rules according
to the laws, whom God made bappy by forming the temper of his
foul to the conftitution of his government, and who makes us happy,
by affuming over us no other fovereignty than that wherein our wel-
fare and liberty confifts : A prince, I fay, of fo excellent a chara&er,
and fo fuitable to the wifhes of all good men, could not better have
conveyed himfelf into his people’s apprehenfions, than in your Lord-
thip’s perfon ; who fo lively exprefs the fame virtues, that you feem
not fo much a copy, as an emanation of him, Moderation is doubt--
lefs an effablifhment of greatnefs; but there is a fteadinefs of temper,
which is likewife requifite in a minifter of ftate: So equala mix-
ture of both virtues, that he may ftand like an ifthmus betwixt the
two encroaching feas of arbitrary power and lawlefs anarchy. The
undertaking would be difficult to any but an extraordinary genius,
to ftand at the line, and to divide the limits ; to pay what is due to"
the great reprefentative of the natien, and neither to inhance, nor
to yicld up, the undoubted prerogatives of the crown. Thefe, my
Lord, are the proper virtues of a noble Englifhman, as indeed they
are properly Englith virtues: no people in the world being capable
of ufing them, but we who have the happinefs to be born under fo
equal, and fo well-pois’d a goverment: a government which has
all the advantages of liberty beyond a common-wealth, and all the
marks of kingly fovereignty, without the danger of atyranny. Both
sy nature, as I am an Englithman, and my reafon, as I am a man,
have bred in me a loathing to that fpecious name of a republic ;
that mock appearance of a liberty, where all who have not part in
the government, are flaves; and flaves they are of a viler note than
fuch asare fubje@s to an abfolute dominion. For no chriftian mo-
narchy is fo abfolute, but ’tis circumfcribed with laws : but when
the executive power is in thé law- makers, there is no farther check
upon them ; and the people muft fuffer without a remed{‘, becaufe
they are opprefled by -thein reprefentativess If I muft ferve, t;:
aum
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sumber of my mafters, who were born my equals, would but add te
the ignominy of mybondage. The nature of our goverment, above
all other, is exa&ly fuited beth to the fituation of our country, and
the temperof the natives: an ifland being more proper for com-
merce and for defence, than for extending its dominions on the
continent: for what the valour of its inhabitants might gain, by
reafon of its remotenefs, and the cafualties of the feas, it could not
fo eafily preferve: And therefore, neither the arbitrary power of
one in a monarchy, nor of many in a common-wealth, could make
us greater than we are. °Tis true, that vafter and more frequent
taxes might be gathered, when the confent of the people was aot
afked cr needed ; but this were only by conquering abroad to be poor
at home : - and the examples of our neighbours teach us, that they
are not always the happieft fubje@s whofe kings extend their domi-
nilons fartheft. Since therefore we cannot win by an offenfive war,
at leaft a land-war, the model of our governmens feems naturally
contrived for the defenfive part : and the confent of a people is eafily
obtained to contribute to txat power which muft prote@® it. Felices
nimium bona fi fua nirint, Angligene! And yet there are not wanting
male-contents among us, who furfeiting themfelves on too much
happinefs, would perfuade the people that they might be happier by
a change. - “Twas indeed the policy of their old fore-father, when
himfelf was fallen from the ftation of glory, to feduce mankind into
the fame rebellion with him, by telling him, he might yet' be freeer
than hie wass that is, more free than his nature would allow, or (if
T may fo fay?l than God could make him.,. We have already all the:
fiberty which free; born fubje&@s can enjoy;. and all beyond it is bue
licenfe. But if it-be liberty of confcience which they pretend, the
maderation of our church is fuch, that its pra&ice extends not toa
the feverity of perfecution, and its difcipline is withal fo eafy, thatit
sllows more freedom to diffenters than any of the fe&ts would allow
toit. Inthe mean time, what right can be pretended by thefe men
‘to attempt: innovations in church or ftate ? Who made them the
truftees, or (to fpeak a little nearer their own language) the keepers
of the libesty of England ? If their call be extraordinary, let them
convince us by working miracles ; for ordinary vocation they can
have none to difturb the government under. which they were born,
and which proteéts them. He who hasoften changed his party, and
_always has made his intereft the rule of it, gives little evidence of
his fincerity for the-public good : ’tis manifef e changes but for
himfelf, andtakes the people for tools to work his fortune. Yet
the expetience of all ages might let him know, that they who trou-
ble the waters firft, have feldom “the benefit of the fithing : as they
who began the late rebellion, enjoyed not the fruit of their under-
‘taking,. but were crufhed themfelves by the ulurpation of their own
Snftrument: neither is it enough for them to anfwer, that they on-
ly intend a reformation of the government, but not the faubverfion.
of it: on fuch pretences all infurreftions: have been founded ; ’tis
firiking at theroot of power; which is. obedience. Every: remon-
ftrance of private men, hasthe feed of treafon in it;.and difcour-.
fes which are couched in ambiguous- terms, .are therefore: the more
~dangerous, becaufs they do all the mifchief of open fedition, . yet are -
fafe from the punifbment of the laws, Thefe, my Lord, are con-

- Ag3; fiderationex
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fiderations which I fhould not pafs fo lightly over, had ¥ room tg
manage them as they deferve : For no man can be fo inconfideras
ble in a nation, as not to have a fhare in the welfare of it; and if
e be a true Englithman, he muft at the fame time be fired with ine
dignation, and revenge himfelf as he can on the difturbers of his
country. And to whom could I more fitly apply myfelf, than to
your Lordthip, who have not only an inborn, but an hereditary loy»
alty ? The memorable conftancy and fufterings of your father, almofk
to the ruin of bis eftate for the royal caufe, were an earneft of that,
which fuch a parent and fuch an inftitution would produce in thg
perfon of a fon. But fo unhappy an occafion of manifefting youy
own zeal in futfering for his prefent majeity, the providence of God,
and the prudence of your adminiftration, will, I hope, prevent,
‘That as your father’s fortune w3ited on the unhappinefs of his fovee
reign, fo your own may participate of the better fate which attends
his fon. ~ The relation which you have by alliance to the noble fae
mily of your lady, ferves to confirm to you both this bappy augury,.
For what can deferve a greater place in the Englith chronicle, thag
the loyalty and courage, the ations and death of the general of ag
army fighting for his prince and country ? The honour and gallantry
of ch carl of Lindfey, is fo illuftrious a fubje&, that ’tis fit to adorn
an heroic poem; for he was the proto-martyr of the caufe, and thg:
type of his unfortunate royal mater,

Yet, after all, my Lord, if I may fpeak my thoughts, you are
rather happy to us than to yourfelf : for the multiphicity, the cares,.
and the vexations of your employment, have betrayed you from
yourfelf, and given you up into the pofleflion of the public.. Yop
are robbed of your privacy and friends, and fcarce any hour of your
life you can call your own. Thofe whq eavy your fortune, if they
‘wanted not good-nature, might more jultly pity it; and when they
fee you watched by a crowd of fuitors, whofe i.u:{ortunity tis ime
pofible to avoid, would conclude with reafon, that you ll“e- lof
much more in true content,. than you have gained by dignity; and
that a private gentleman is better attended by a fingle fervant, thap

our Lordfhip with fo clamorous a train. Pardon me, my Lord, if |
{peak like a philofopher on this fubje&t ; the fortune'which makes a
man uneafy, cannot make him happy :. and a wife man muft thigk.
himfelf uneafy, when few of his a&ions are in his choice.

This laft confideration has brought me to another, and a very fea«
fonable one for your relief.; which is, that while I pity your want of.
Jeifure, I have impertinently.detained you fo long a time. I have °
put off my own bufinefs, which was my dedication, till 'tis folate,
that I am now athamed to beginyit : and therefore I will fay no-
thing of the poem, which I prefent to you, becaufe I know not if-
you are like to have an houwr, which, with a good confcience, you-
may throw away in perufing it: and for. the author, L have only to
beg the continuance of your proteétion to him, who i,

. My Lord,
your Lordfhip’s, moft obliged,.
moft humble, and moft
qhedient fervant,
JOHN DRYDEN,

PRE¢
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PREFACE

death of Antony and Cleopatra, 182 fybje® which has

been treated by the greateft wits of our nation, after Shake.
fpeare: and by all fo varioufly, that their example has given me the
confidence to try myfelf in this. bow of Ulyfles amongft the crowd.
of fuitors ; and withal, to take my own meafures, in aiming at the
mark. I doubt not but the fame motive has prevailed with all of us
in this attempt ; I mean the excellency of the moral : for the chicf
erfons reprefented, were f: patterns of unlawful love; and
eir end accerdingly was unfortunate, All reafonable men have
Tong fince concluged, that the hero of the poem; ought not to be-
a charaéler of perfet virtue; for, then, he could not, without in=
Juftice, be made unhappy; nor y«t altogether wicked, hecaufe hg
¢ould not then be pitied : I have therefore fteered the middle courfe §
and have drawn the charaer of Antony as favourably as Plutarch,
"Appian and Dion Calius would give me leave: The like I have:
ebferved in Cleopatra. That which is wanting to work up the
Rity to a greater height, was not afforded mé by the ftory: for the:
srimes of lqve which they both committed, were not occafioned by
any neceflity or fatsl ignorance, but were wholly voluntary; fince
eur paflions are, or ought to be, within our pawer. The fabrick:
of the play is regular enough, as to the inferior parts of it; and the:
ngities of time, place and altian, more exally obferved, than per-
haps the Englifi theatre requires. Particularly, the aétion is fo.
much one, thatitisthe only of thekind without epifode, or under-
plot ; every fcene in the tragedy conducing to the main- defign, and
every a&t concluding with a turn of it. The greateft error in the
contrivance feems to be in the perfon of O&avia: for, though I
might ufe the privilege of a poet, to introduce her into Alexan-
dria, yet I had not enough confidered, that the compaffien fhe me-
ved to herfelf and children, was deftrutive to that which I refer~
ved foar Antony and Cleopatra ; whofe mutual love being founded
upon vice, muft leffen the favour of the audience to them, when
wirtue and innecence were opprefled by it.. And,.though I juftified
Antony in fome meafure, by making Oaviv’s departure to pro-
ceed wholly from herfelf, yet the force of the firft machine ftill re-
mained ; and thé: dividing of pity, like the cutting of a river inta
many channels, abated the ﬂrengt{ of the natural ftream. But this
is.an objetion which none of my critics have urged againft meg
agd therefare Imight have let it pafs, if Lcould have xefolvcd.tol;ave
) . ccn
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been partial to myfelf. ‘The faults my enemies have found, are ras
ther cavils concerning little and not effential decencies, which a
matter of the ceremonies may decide betwixt us, The French po-
cts, I confefs, are ftri& obfervers of thefe pun&ilio’s : They would
not, for example, have fuffered Cleopatra and O&avia to have met, or
if they had met, there muft only have paffed betwixt them fome cold
civilities, but no eagernefs of repartee for fear of offending againtt
the greatnefs of their charafters, and the modefty of their fex. “This
obje&ion I forefaw, and at the fame time contemned ; for Ijudged
it both natural and probable, that O&avia, proud of her new-gained
conqueft, would fearch out Cleopatra to triumph over her; and
that Cleopatra thus attacked, was not of a fpirit to fhun th
encounter : and ’tis not unlikely, that two exafperated rivals fhoul
ufe fuch fatire as I have put into their mouths; for after all, thoagh,
the one werea Roman, and the other a queen, they were both wo-
men. ’Tis true, fome aions, though natural, are not fit to be re--
prefented ; and broad obfcenities'in words, ought in good manneré
to be avoided: expreflions therefore are a modeft cloathing of our
thoughts, as breeches and petticoats are of our bodies. If I have
kept myfelf within the bounds of modefty, all beyond it is but nice-
ty and affe@ation ; whichis no more but modefty depraved intoa
vice : they betray themfelves who are too quick of apprehenfion in
fuch cafes, and leave all reafonable ‘men to imagine worfe of them,
than of the poet. ) R
Honeft Montaigne goes yet farther : Noas ne fommes que ceremonié 5
la cerewonic nous emportey & laiffons In fubfiance des chofese  Nous mous
tesons aux branches & abandonnons le trome & le corpse Nous avens
appris aux dames de rougir, oyans feulement nommer ce qu'elles ne "‘g
nent aucunement 3 faire: nous n'ofons appeller 3 droifl nos membres,

" ;e craignons pas de les employer 3 toute forte de debauche. La ceremonie
nous defend 4" exprimer par paroles les chafes licites & naturelles, & nous
T en crogons; la raifon nous defend de n'en faire point & illicites & mau-
waifes, & perfonne ne Pen.crod. My comfort is,, that by this opi-
nion my enemies are but fucking criticks, who would fain be mib~
bling ¢’er their teeth are come. . :

Yet in this nicety of manners does the excellency of Ftenchi pos .
etryconfift : their heroes are the moft civil people breathing ; but
their good-breeding feldom extends to a word of fenfe: all theif
wit is in their ceremony ; they want the genius which animates our
flage; and therefore ’tis but neceffary when they cannot pleafe,
that they fhould take care not to offend. But as the civilleft man
in the company is commonly the dulleft, fo thefe authors, while
they are afraid to make you laugh or cry, out of pure good man-
ners, make you fleep.. They are fo careful not to exafperate a
critic, that they never leave him any work; fo bufy with the broom,
and make fo clean a riddance, that there is little left either for cen=
fure or for praife : for nopart of a poemis worth our difcommend-
ing, where the whole isinfipid ; as when we have once tafted of
palled wine, we ftay not to examine it glafs by glafs. But while
they affet to fhine in trifles, they are often carelefs in effentials.
Thus their Hippolytus is fo fcrupuleus in point of decency, that he

) willy
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comes, that fo many fatires on poets, and cenfures of their writingsy
fly abroad. Men of pleafant converfation, (at leaft efteemed fo) and
indued with a trifling kind of fancy, perhaps helped out with fome
fmattering of Latin, are ambitious to diftinguith themfelves from the
Rerd of gentlemen, by their poetry ;

Rarus enim fermé [enfus communis in illd

Fortund,

And is not this a wretched affe&ation, not to be contented with
what fortane has done for them, and fit down quietly with their
eftates, but they muft call their wits in queftion, and needlefsly exa’
pofe their makednefs to public view ? Not confidering that they are’
siot to expe& the fame approbation from fober men, which they’
have found from their flatterers after the third bottle? If a little
glittering in difcourfe has paffed them on us for witty men,
where was the neceflity of undeceiving the world ? Would a man "
who has an ill title to an eftate, but yet is in poffeffion of it, would
he bring it of his own accerd to be tried at Weftminfter ? We who
write, if wewant the talent, yet have the excufe that we do it
for a poor fubfiftence ; but what can be urged in their defence, who
not having the vocation of poverty to fcribble, oat of mere wanton- -
nefs, take pains to make themfelves ridiculous? Horace was cer-
tainly in the right, where he faid, That no man is fatisfied with
his own condition. A poetis not pleafed becaufe he is not rich;
and the rich are difcontented, becaufe the poets will not admit them
of their number. Thus the cafe is hard with writers : if they fuc-’
ceed not, they muft ftarve ; and if they do, fome malicious fatireis
prepared to level them for daring to pleafe without their leave.
But while they are fo eager to deftroy the fame of others, their am-
bition is manifeft in their concernment : fome poem of their own:
is to be produced, and the flavesare to be laid flat with their faces
on the ground, that the monarch may appear in the greater majefty, °

Dionyfius and Nero had the fame longings, but with all their
power they could never bring their bufinefs well about. *Tis true,
they proclaimed themfelves poets by found of trumpet; and poets
they were, upon pain of death to any man who durft call them
otherwife. The audience huad a fine time on’t, you may imagine ;
they fatein a bodily fear, and looked as demurely as they could : for
*twas a hanging matter to laugh unfeafonably ; and the tyrants were:
fufpicious, as they had reafon, that their fubjects had them in the
wind; fo every man in his own defence fet as good a face upon the
bufinefs as he could : ’twas known before-hand that the monarchs
were to be crowned laureats ; but when the fhow was over, and an
honeft man was fuffered to depart quictly, he took out his laughter
which he had ftifled, with a firm refolution never ‘more to fee an
emperor’s play, though he had been ten years a making it. In the
mean time, the true poets were they who made the beft markets,
for they had wit enough to yield the prize with a good grace, and not
contend with him who had thirty legions: they were fure to be
fewarded if they confefled themfelves bad writers, and that was
fomewhat better ¢han to be martyrs for their reputation. Lucan’s
example was cnowgh to teach them manners; and after he was pue

ty
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te death, for overcoming Nero, the emperor carried it, without dif.
ute, for the beit poet in his dominions: no man was ambitious of
that grinning honour; for if he heard the malicious trumpeter
proclaiming his rame before his betters, he knew there was but
one way with him. Mecanas took another courfe, and we know
he was more than a great man, for he was witty too: but finding
himfelf far gone in poetry, which Seneca affures us was not his ta-
leat, he thought it his beft way to be well with Virgil and with
Horace ; that at leaft he might be a poet at the fecond hand ; and
we fee how happily it has fucceeded with him ; for his own bad po-
etry is forgotten, and their panegyricks of him flill remain. But
they who fhould be our patrons, are for no fuch expenfive ways to
fame : they have much of the poetry of Mecznas, but little of his
liberality. They are for preciring themfelves reputation in the
perfons of their ficceffors, (for fuch is every man, who has any part
of their foul and fire, though in a lefs degree,) Some of their little
Zanies yet go further; for they are perfectuors even of Morace
himfelf, as far as they are able, by their ignorant and vile imitations
of him; by making an uajuft ufe of his authority, and turning
his artillery againft his friends. But how would he difdain to be
copied by fuch hands | I dare anfwer for him, he would be more un~
eafy in their company, than he was with Crifpinus their forefather
in the Holy Way; and would ne more have allowed them a place
ameng the critics, than he would Demetrius the mimick, and Ti-
gellius the buffoon ;
-Demetriy uzn Figelliy -
Difcipulerum inter jubeo plorare cathedras. .
‘With what fcorn would he look down on fuch miferable tranflators,
who make doggrel of his Latin, miftake his meaning, mifapply his
cenfures, and often contradi@ their own ? He is fixed as a lang»
mark to fet out the bounds of poetry, : )
S , antig ingens
Limes agro pofitus litem ut difcernerst arvis ¢
But other arms than theirs, and other finews sre required, to raife
the ‘weight of foch an author; and when they would tofs him
againft their enemies,
Genua labans, gelidus concrevit frigore fanguis,
Tum lapis ipfe, wiri vacuum per inane wolutus

: Nec fpatium evafit totum, nec pertulit iGum. .

- Formy part, I would with no other revenge, either for myfelf or
the reft of the poets, from this rhiming judge of the twelve-penny
gallery, this legitimate fon of Sternbold, than that he would fub-
fcribe his name to his cenfure, or (not to tax him beyond his learn~
ing) fet his mark: for fhould he own himfelf publicly, and come
from behind the lion’s fkin, they whom he condemns would be

- thankful to him, they whom he praifes would chufe to be condem-
ned ; and the magifirates whom he has ele&ed, would modeitly with-
draw from their employment, toavoid the fcandal of his nomina~
tion, The fharpnefs of his fatire, next to himfelf, falls moft hea-
vwily on his friends, and they ought never to forgive him for com-
mending them perpetually the wrong way, and fometimes by contra-

2 ries,
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#ies. Ifhe haveafriend whofe haftinefs in writing is his greateft fault,

Horace would have taughit him to have minced the matter, aAd to
have called it reakinefs of thought, and a flowing fancy; for friénd=~
thip will allow a man to chriften an imperfeQtién by thé¢ name of -
fome neighbour virtue ¢ : .

Vellem in amicitid fic erraremus’; & iffi

Errori, nomen wirtus pofuiffet bonefum.
But he would never have allowed him to have called aflew man hae
#ty, or & hafty writer a flow drudge, as Juvenal explains it s
——Canibus pigris fcabieque wetuftd

Levibus, & ficca lamentibus ora lucerne

Nomen erit, pardus, tygris, leoy fi quid adbuc ef.

Ruod fremit in terris violentius. -

. Yet Lucretius laughs at a foolifh lovér, even for excufing the ime
perfections of his miftrefs : v o )

Nigra peMypog off, immunda & fetida gnea o
. Balba logui non quit, Tpavmles 3 muta pudens cf, &c.

_ But to drive it, ad /Etbiopem cyenum, is not to be indured. I léave
him to interpret this, by the benefit of his Fiench verfion on thé
ether fide, and without farther confidering him; than I have the ‘reft
of my illiterate cenfors, whom I have difddined to anfwer, becaufe
they are not qualified fer judges. It remains that I acqusint thd
scadet, that I have endeavoursd in this play to fellew the praitice
of the antients, who, as Mr, Rymer has judicioufly obfetved, irg
and ought to be our mafters. Forace likewife gives it fora rule in
his art of poety, :

it VVos exemplaria Greeca

Nolturxd werfare manu, verfate diurnde ) .

. Yét, though. their models are regular; they are too little for Ena
glith tragedy ; which requires to be built in a latger compafs, ¥
could give an inftance in the-Oedipus Tyrannus; which was the ma-
fter-piece of Sophocles 5 but I referve it for a mere fit dccafion,
which I Hope to have hereafter. In my ftile, I have profeffed, to ifhi-
tate the divine Shakefpeare; which that I might perform niore freew
ly, I have difincumbered myfelf from rhyme. Not that ¥ condemin m:
former way, but that this rs mare proper to my prefent purpofe.
hope I need not to explain myfelf, that I have not copied my author
fervilely. Words and phrafes muft of neceflity receive a change in .
focceeding ages: but ’tis almoft a miracle that much of his Janguige
reémains fo pure ; and that he who began dramatic poetry amongft
us, untaught by any, and 4s Ben. Johsfon tells us, without bearning;
fhould, by the force of his own genius perform fo much, that; in a
mannet, he has left no praifé for any who come after him: The
oceafion is fair, and the fubjet would be pleafant to handlé the dif-
ference of ftiles betwixt him and Fletcher, and whesein, ind how fap
they are both to be imitated. But fince I muft not be over-confident
of my own performance after him, it will be prudence in me to bs:
filent. Yet I hope I may affirm, and without vanity, that by imir
tating him I have excelled myfelf throughout the play; and particas
larly, that I prefer the fcene betwixt Antony and Ventidius in the
firft a&, o any thing which I have written in this kind, PRO

’
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PROLOGU E.
W)IAT Socks of criticks bower here to-day, , }

As wxltures wait on armies for their provy
All gaping for the carcafe of aplay !
With croaking notes they bode fome dire cvent,
And follow dying poets by the fcent.
Ours gives bhimfelf for gone ; you've avatch’d yqur time ;
He fights this day unarm'd, withont bis rhyme. :
And brings a tale which often bas been told ;
As fad as Dido’s, and almoft as old.
His bero, awhom you wits his bully call,
Bates of bis mettle, and-farce ranssat all: -
He's fomewbat lewd, but a well-meaning mind 5
Weeps much, fights listle, but is awondrens kind.
In ,/Z;rt, a pattern, aad companion fits -
For all the kecping tonies of the pit. )
Icould name more ;' a wife and miftrefs too,
Both (1o be plain) teo good, [ for meff of you ;
Thhe wife well-natur’d, and the mifirefs true.
Nocw, poets, %your ame bas been bis care,
HAlloww bim allthe candont yox can fpare.
A brawve man feorns to quarrel once & day 3
Like Heflors, in at every petty fray.
Let thofe find fauit, whofe wits fo wery fmall,
They've need to fbow that they can think ai all 5
Errors like firaws upon the furface fow,
He who would fearch for pearls, muft dive below.
Fops may have leave to level all they can,
As pigmies wonld be glad to lop & man.
Half-wits are fleas, fo little and fo ligﬁt,
We fearce could know they live, but that they Bites
But, as the rich, when tir’d with daily feafts,
For change, become their next poor tenant’s guefts;
Drink bearty draughts of ale, from plain brown bowls,
And fatch the homely rafber from the coals :
So_you, retiring from much better chear,
For once, may venture to do penance bere.
And fince that plenteous autumn now is paft,
Wheofe grapes and peaches have indrig’d your taffe
 Fake in good part, from our poor poet’s board,
Such rivell'd fruits as winter can affords
B - Dramatis
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ALL FOR LOVE;
. OR, THE '

WORLD WELL LOST.

A.CT L

SCENE, the Temple of Ifis.
Serapion, Myris, Prieffs of Ifis, difcovereds

s SgrAPION, -

rtents and prodigies are grown fo frequent,

That they have loft their names Our fruisful Nile
Flow'd ere the wonted feafon, with a tdgrent
So unexpected, and fo wond’rous fie
That the wild deluge overtook the hafte
Ev'n of the hinds that watch’d it.  Men and beafts
Were borne above the tops of trees, that grew
On th’ utimoft margin of the water-mirk.
‘Then, with fo fwig an ebb, the flood drove backward, *
e flipt from underneath the fcaly herd : :
Here monftrous' Phocz panted on the thore ;
Forfaken dolphins there, with their broad tails,
Lay lathing the departing waves : hard by ’em,

Sea horfes flound’ring in the flimy mud, e
Tofs'd up their heads, and dafh’d the ooze about ’em, '
- Jowter Alexas, behind them.

Myr. Avert fhefe omens, Heaven.

Ser. Laft night, between the hours of twelve and one,
In alone ifle o’'the temple while I walk’d, :
A whirlwind rofe, that, with a violent blatt,

Shook all the dome s the doors around me clapt ;
‘The iron wicket, that defends the vault,
Where the long race of Ptolemies is lid,
Burft open, and difclos’d the mighty dead.
: B2 From
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From out each monument, in order plac’d,
An armed ghott ftarts up ; the boy-king laft
Rear'd his inglorious head. A peal of groans
_Fhen follow’g, and a lamentable voice .
Cry’d, Agyptisnomore. My blood ran back,
My thaking knees againft each other knock’d ; |,
On the cold pavement down I fell intranc’d,
And fo unfinith’d left the horrid fcene ?-
Alex. And dream’d you this ? or, did invent the flory,
[ Sbewing bimfelf.

. - ‘Fo frighten our AEgyptian boys withal,.-

And train.’em up beumes in fear of priefthood ?
Ser. Mylord, I faw you not, -
Nor meant my words fhould reach your ears ; but what
1 utter’d was moft true. .
Alex. A foolifh dream,
Bred from the fumes of indigefted feafts, -
And holy luxury. . :
Ser. 1 know my duty :
-‘This goes no farther.
Alex, *Tis not fit it thould :
Nor would the times now bear it, were it true.
All fouthern from yon hills, the Roman camp
Hangs o’er us black and threat’ning, like.a florm
Juft breaking on our heads.
¢ Ser. Qur faint Egyptians pray for Antony ;
¢ But in their fervile hearts they own O&avius.
¢ Myr. Why then does Antony dream out his hours,
¢ And tempts not fortune for a noble day, B
¢ Which might redeem what Actium loit 2
¢ dlex. He thinks’ts paft recovery.
¢ Ser. Yet the foe
¢ Seems not to prefs the fiege.
¢ Alex. Oh, there’s the wonder.
¢ Mecznas and Agrippa, who can moft
¢ With Ceefar, are his foes. His wife O&avia,
¢ Driv’n from his houfe, folicits her revenge ;
¢ And Dolabella, who was once his friend,
¢ Upon fome private grudge; now feeks his ruin ;
¢ Yet ftill war feems cn either fide to fleep.’
Ser. *Iis ftrange that Antony, for fome days paft,

Has not beheld the face of Cleopatra,
RBug
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But here, in Ifis’ temple lives retir’d,
And makes his heart a prey to black defpair.
Alex, *Tis true; and we much fear he hopes by ab-
‘To cure his mind of love. [fence
¢ Ser. If he be.vanquith’d, .
¢ Or make his peace,. Agypt is doom’d to be

¢ A Romanp province; and our plenteaus harvefts
€ A8 sl wad sbha f ala Af oL

ure,

n qﬁ
Anctony’s. )

Ser. Thefe Romans will o’er-hear us.
But, who’s that ftranger? By his warlike port,,
His fierce demeanour, and ereted loak,
He's of no vulgar nore.

Alex, Oh, *t1is Ventidius,
Our emperor’s great lieutenant in the eaft,. .
‘Who firft (}gg;w’t% Rome that Parthia could be conquer’d..
When Antony return’d froin Syrig laft, ,
He left this man to. gyard Bthe Roman frontiers. ’
A r . -3 T Sere.
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Ser. You feem to know him well. :
. Alex. Toowell. I faw him in Cilicia firft,
Whien Cleopatra there met Antony ;

“A mortal foe he was to us, and- Egypt.
But, let me witnefs to the worth I-hate,
A braver Roman never drew a fword':
Firm to his prince ; but, as a friend, not flave.
He ne’erwas of his pleafures ; but prefides
O’er all his cooler hours, and morning counfels s
In fhort, the plainnefs, fiercenefs, rugged virtue,
Of an old true-ftam pt Roman lives in him.
His coming bodes I know not what of ill
‘To.ouraftairs, Withdraw, to mark him better;
And.I’l acquaint you why I fought yeu here,
And what’s our prefent work.
[They withdraw to a cormer of the flage: and Ventia .
dius, with the other, comesforward to ibe front, *
Pent. Not fec him, fay you ? .
1 fay, Imuft, and will,

Gent. He'has commanded,

On pain of death, none fhould approach his prefence.

Fent.. I bring him news will raife his drooping fpirits,
Give him new life; ' o

Gent, He {ees not Cleopatra,

.Pent.. Would he had never feen her. :

Gent. He eats net, drinks not, fleeps not, has no ufe.
Of any thing, but thought; or, if he talks, '
>Tis to himfelf; and then ’tis perfe& raving s
Then he defies the world, an(ﬁ’ids it pafs,

- Sometimes he gnaws his lip, and curfes loud®
The boy O&avius ; then he draws his mouth. .
Into a {cornfulfmile, and cries, Fake all,
The world’s not worth my care.

Vent. Juft, juft his nature:

Virtue’s his path ; but fometimes ’tis too narrow
For his vaft {foul ; and then he-farts out wide;
And bounds into avice that bears-him far

From his firft courfe, and plunges himinills:

s But, when his danger makes him find his fault,
+ Quick to obferve, and full of fharp remorfe,

¢ He cenfures eagerly his own mifdeeds,

¢ Judging himfel% with malice to himfelf,

H
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¢ And not forgiving what as man hedid,
¢ Becaufe his other parts are more than man.” -
He muft'not thus be loft. o
[Alexas and the pricfis come forward.
Alex, You have your full inftru@tions ; now advance ;
Prociaim your orders leudly.
Ser. Romams, Zgyptians, hear the queen’s come
Thus Cleopatra bids: Let labour ceafe ; [mand.
~ To pomp and triumphe give this happy day, /
‘That gave the world a lord ; ’tis Antony’s. ~
Live, Antony ; and Cleopatra live.
Be this the general voice fent'up to heav’n,
And ev’ry public place repeat this echo.
* Vent. rging pageantry { - [ Afde.
Ser. Set out before your doors /
_ The images of all your fleeping fathers,
‘With laurels crown’d ; ,witll?tlaurels wreath your pofts,
And ftrow with flow’rs the pavement; let the prict
Do prefent facrifice, pour out the wine, :
And call the gods tojoin with you in gladnefs.

Vent. Curfeon the tongue that bids this general joys
Can they be friends of Antony, who revel
* When Antony’s in danger ? Hide, for thame,

You Romans, your great grandfires images, .
For fear their fouls fhould animate their marbles;,
To bluth at their degenerate progeny.

Alex. A love which knows nobounds to Antony,.
Would mark the day with honours ; when all Heav’'n: -
Labour’d for him, when each propitious ftar
Stood wakeful in his orb, to watch that hour,

And fhed his better influence. Her own birth-day
Our.queen regle@ted, like a vulgar fate,, :
‘That pafs’d obfcurely by, ~

- Pent. Wouldrit had flept,

Divided far from. his, till fome remote:

And future age had cali’d it out, to ruin

Some otler prince, not him. '

- Alex. Your emperor,

‘Tho” grown unkind, would be more gentle, than-
T’upbraid my queen, for loving him too well, _

Vent, ¢ Does the mute-facrifice upbraid the prieft? .
¢ He knows him not his executioner; - « Ob
X ¢ Oh,

P ]

-
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¢ Oh, fhe has deck’d his ruin with her love,

¢ Led him in golden bands to gaudy flaughter,

¢ And made perdition pleafing ; -fhe has left him.

¢ The blagk of ' what he 'was :’

I tell thee, eunuch, the has quite unmann’d him &

Can any Roman fee, and knew him now,

‘Thus alter’d from the lord of half mankind,

Tnbent, unfinew’d, made a woman’s toy, -

Shrunk from the vait extent of all his honours,

And crampt within a corner of the world ?

Oh, Antony! =~ :

‘Thou braveft foldier, and thou beft of friends ! ~

Bounteous as nature ; next to nature’s ged ! ' .

Couldit thou but make new worlds, fo wouldft thou give

As bounty were thy being. - Rough in battle, [’em,

As the firft Romans, when they went to war; :

Yet, aftervittory, more pitiful,

*Fhan all their praying virgins left at home !

Alex. Would you-could add to thofe more fhining vir-

His truth to her who loves him. [tuesy
Fent. Would I eould not.

But, wherefore wafle I precious hours with thee ?

Thou art her darling mifchief, her chief engine,

Antony’s other fate. Go,. tell thy queen,

':[V:ti ius is arriv’d, to encll her charms.

our Egyptian timbrels play alone;

Norymix eﬁfemu%ate f{ounds w!:lh)iloman trumpetss

You dare not fight for Antony ; go pray, -

And keep your coward’s holy-day in temples.

: [Exeunt Alex. Sera
. -enter the Gentleman of M. Antony.
2 Gent. ‘The emperor approaches, and commands,

On pain of death, that none prefume to ftay. '
1 Genz. I dare not difobey him. [Going oxz with the othere
Vent. Well, 1dare. . ‘ :

But I'll obferve Lim firft unfeen, and find

Which way his humour drives : the reft I'll venture.

’ [#ithdraws..
Enter Antony, walking with a diftyr’d motion before

_ be fpeaks.
. Ant. They tell me, ’tis my birth-day, and 1%l keep it

With double pomp of fadnefs.. - :

R ’ Tis.

\
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*Tis what the day deferves, which gave me breath.
Why was I rais’d the meteor of the world,
Hung in the fkies, and blazing as 1 travell’d,
*Till all my fires were fpent, and then caft downward
‘To be trod ont by Ceefar ?

Vent, [ Afide.] On my foul.
2Tis mournful, wond’rous mournful !

Ant. Count thy gaing,
Now, Antony, wouldft thou be born for this ?
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth
Has ftarv’d thy wanting age.

Fent. [ Afide.] How forrow fhakes him !
So now the tempeft tears him up by th’ roots,
And on the ground extends the noble ruin.

Ant. [Having thrown bimfelf down.] Lié there, thow

fhadow of an emperor ;

The place thou prefleft on thy mother earth
Is all thy empire now : now it contains thee ;
Some few days hence, and then *twill be too large,
When thou’rt.contracted in thy narrow urn,
Shrunk to a few cold afhes ; then O&avia,
(For Cleopatra will not live to fee it)
Odtavia then will have thee all her own, :
And bear thee in her widow’d hand to Cafar.
¢ Cafar will weep, the crocodile will weep,
¢ To fee his rival of the univerfe
¢ Lie ftill and peaceful there,” I’ll think no more on’t.
Give me fome mufick; look that it be fad.
I’ll footh my melancholy, ’till I fwell,
And burft myfelf with fighing
*Tis fomewhat to my humour, Stay, I fancy
¥m now turn’d wild, a commonerof nature;
Of all forfuken, and forfaking all;
Live in a fhady foreft’s fylvan fcene,
Stretch’d at my length beneath fome blafted oak,
Ilean mK head upon the mofly bark, ‘
And look juft of a piece, as I grew from it :
My uncomb’d locks, matted like mifletoe,
Hang o’er my hoary face; a murm’ring brook

{’.m msfice

Runs at my foot .
¢ Pent. Methinks, I fancy

¢ Myfelf there tao, .
Lo ‘ Jﬂ’c
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‘¢ Ant. Theherd come jumping by me,
¢ And fearlefs, quench their thirft, while I look on,
¢ And take me for their fellow citizen.
¢ More of this image, more; it lulls my thoughts. -
¢ [Soft mufic again.”
Vent, 1 muft difturb him." I can hold no longer.
v [ Stands before himi.
Ant. [Starting K.] Art thou Ventidius 2 ,
Vent., Are you Antony ?
Pm liker what I was, than you to him.
1 left you laft.
¢ dnt. I'mangry,
¢ Vent. Soam 1.”
Ant. T'would be private. Leave me.
Fent, Sir, I love you,
And therefore will not leave you,
Ant. Will not leave me !
Where have you learnt that anfwer ? Who am I #
Vent. My emperor ; the man I love next Heav'ne.
If I faid more, ?ethink ’twere fcarce a fin :
You’re all that’s good, and god-like.
Ant. All that’s wretched,
You will not leave me then ?
Vent. *Twas too prefuming:
To fay I would not: but I dare not leave you 5
And ’tis unkind in you to chide me hence
So foon, when I fo far have come to fee you.
Ant. Now thou haft feen me, art thou fatisfy’d ?
For, if a friend, thou haft beheld enough,
And, if a foe, too much. :
Vent. Look, emperor, this is no common dew,

[Weeping.

v

I have not wept this forty years ; but now -
My mother comes afrefh into my eyes ;
I cannot.help her foftnefs. :
Ant. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old man, he
¢ The big reund drops courfe one another down [weeps |
¢ The furrows of his cheeks. Stop ’em, Ventidius,
¢ Or I fhall blufh to death; they fet my fhame,
¢ That caus’d ’em, full before me.
¢ Vent. T'll do my beft.” .
Az, Sure there’s contagion in the tears of friends S’ee ;
{ 2



A

ALL FOR LOVE 23

“Gee, I have caughtittoo. Believe me, ’tis not
For my own griefs, but thine—— Nay, father ——

Vent. Emperor !

Ant, Emperor ! Why that’s the ftile of viGory,
The conqu’ring foldier, red with unfeltwounds,
Salutes his general fo : but never more
Shall that found reach my ears.

Pent. 1 warrant you.

Ant, A&tium, A&ium ! Oh e

Pent, It fits too near you. -

Ant, Here, hereit lies; alump of lead by day ;

. And in my fhort, diftratted, nighdy flumbers,
The hag that rides my-dreamse——'
Pent. Qutwithit; give it vent.
Ant. Urge not my fhame—
1 loft abattle.

Fent. So has Julius done.

Ant, ‘Theu favour'ft me, and fpeak’ft not haif thou
For Julius fought it out, and loftit fairly:  [think’ft;
But Antony— o

Vent. Nay, ftopnot,

- Ant. Antony,

{Well, thou wilt have it) -like a coward, fled,

Fled while his foldiers foughit ? fled firft, Ventidius,
Thou long’ft to curfe me, and I give thee leave,

* I know thou cam’ft prepar’d to rail. ,

¢ VPent. 1did.”> -

Ant.I'll help thee—1I have beena man, Ventidius,

Vent.-Yes, and a brave one 3 but ——

Aat. 1know thy meaning.

But I have loft my reafon, have difgrac’d

The mame of foldier, with inglorious eafe.

¢ In the full vintage of my flowing honours,

¢ Sate ftill, -and faw it preft by other hands.

¢ Fortune came {iiling to my youth, and woo'd it,

¢. And purple grestnefs met my ripen’d years.

¢ When firft I came to-empire, I was borne

¢ On tides of people, .crouding to' my triumphs ;

¢ The with of nations, and the willing world,

¢ Receiv’d me as its pledge of future peace.

¢ I was fo great, fo happy, fo belov’d,

¢ Fate couFd not ruin me ; till I took pains, And
2 [}
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¢ And work’d againft my fortune, chid her from me,
¢ And turn’d her loofe : yet flill {he came again.
¢ My carelefs days, and my luxurious nights,
¢ Atlength have weary’d her, and now fhe’s gone, .
¢ Gone, gone,. diverc’d forever.” Help me, foldier,
‘To curfe this mad-man, this induftrious- tool,
‘Who labour’d to be wratched. Pr’ythee curfe mes
Fent. No. . ’ -
Ant. Why ?
N Pent. You are toofenfiblealready
‘Of what you’ve done ; too confcious of your failings ;
«And like a fcorpion, whipt by others firft
“Fo fury, fting yourfelf in mad revenge. S
1 would bring balm, and pour it in your wounds, ‘
‘Cure your diftemper’d mind, and heal your fortunes. T
Ant. 1know thou wouldft, - ‘
Pent. 1 will, : .
¢ Ant. Ha,.ha, ha, ha.
¢ Vent. You laugh. :
¢ Ant. 1do, to fee officious love .
€ Give cordials to the dead.
¢ Vent. ?’ ou would be loft then ?
¢ Ant, I'am,
¢ Pent. 1 fay you are not.” Try your fortune.
¢ Ant. 1 have to th’utmoft. Doft thou think me def-
¢ Without juft caufe ? No, when I found allloft [perate’
¢ Beyond repair, I hid me from the world, : 1
¢ And learnt to fcorn it here ; which now I de
¢ So heartily, I think it is not worth ,
¢ The coft of keeping,
¢ Vent, Cafar thinks not fo :
¢ He’ll thank you for the gift he could not take,
¢ You would Ke kilP’d, like Tully, would you ? Do
¢ Hold out your throat to Cefar, and die tamely.
¢ Ant. No, I can kill myfelf; and fo refolve.
¢ Pent. 1 can die with you too, when time fhall ferve ;-
¢ But fortune calls upon us now to live, ‘
¢ To fight, to conquer.’
Ant. Sure thou dream’ft, Ventidius.
Vent, Noj; ’tis you dream ; you fleep away your hours
In defperate floth, mifcall’d philofophy.
Up, up, for honour’s fake ; twelve legions wait you,

Ly
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And long to call you chief. By painful journeys,
I led ’em, patient both of heatand hunger,
Down from the Parthian marches, to the Nile.
*Twill do you good to fee their fun-burnt faces, ) )
Their fcarr'd cheeks, and chopt hands ; there’s virtue in
They’il fell thofe mangled limbs at dearer rates [‘en :
Than yen trim bands can buy.

Ant, Where left you them ? i-

Fent, 1{aid, in lower Syria.

Ant. Bring *em hither;

There may be life in thefe.

Fent. They will not come, - .

Ant. Why didit thou mock my hopes with promis’d
To double my defpair ? They’re mutinous. [aids,

Fent. Mot firm and loyal,

¢ Ant. Yet they will not march
¢ To fuccour me, Oh, triflér!

¢ Vent, They petition
¢ You would make hafte to head ’em.

¢ Ant. I'm befieg’d,

¢ Pent. There’s but one way fhut up—How came I

¢ Ant. I will not fHir, [hither 2

¢ Pent. They would perhaps defire
¢ A better reafon, :

Ant. ¢ I have never us'd
¢ My foldiers to demand a reafon of
¢ My attions.”  Why did they refufe to march ?

Pent. They faid they would not fight for Cleopatra,

Ant. What was’t they faid ? :

Vent. They faid, they would not fight for Cleopatra.
Why fhould they fight, indeed, to make her conquer,
And make you more a flave ? To gain you kingdoms,
Which, fora kifs, at your next midnight feaft,
You’ll fell to her 2—¢ Then fhe new names her jewels,
¢ And callsthis diamond fuch or fuch a tax;
¢ Each pendant in her ear fhall be a province.’

4Ant. Ventidius, I allow your tongue free licence |~
On all my other faults ; but, on your life,
No word of Cleopatra ; fhe deferves
More worlds than I can lofe.

Vent. Behold, you pow’rs,

To whom you have intrufted human kind ;

‘ C
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8ee Europe, Africk, Afia put in balance ;
And all weigh’d down by one light worthlefs woman!-
¢ I think the gods are Antonies, and give,
¢ Like prodigals, this nether world away
¢ To none but wafteful hands.’ ‘
. Ant. You grow prefumptuous.

Fent. 1take the privilege of plain lave to fpeak.

Ant. Plain love! Plain arrogance, plain infolence !
‘Thy men are cowards ; thqu, an envious traitor ;
Who, under feeming honefty, hath vented
‘The burden of thy rank o’erflowing gall,
Oh, that thou wert my equal ; greatin arms
As the firft Celar was, that I might kill thee
Without ftain to my honour !

Vent. You may kill me.
You have done more already ; call’d me traitor.

Ant. Artthou notone?.

Pent. For thowing you yourfelf,
Which none elfe durit rave done. But had I been
That name, which I difdain to fpeak again, . .
1 needed not have fought your abjeét fortunes,
Come to partake your fate, to die with you.
‘What hinder’d me to’ve led my conqu’ring eagles
To fill Oétavia’s bands ? I could have been
A traitor then, a glorious happy traitor,
And not have been fo call'd.

Ant. Forgive me, foldier ;
I've been too paffionate.

Vent. You thought me falfe ;
Thought my eld age betray’d you. Kill me, Sir;
Pray killme ; 1_yet, you need not, your unkindnefs
Hasleft your fword nowork,

- Ant. 1 did not think fo;

1 faid itin my rage : pr'ythee forgive me.
Why didft thou tempt my anger, by difcovery.
Of what I would not hear ?

Vent. No prince but you
Could merit that fincerity [ us’d,
Nor durft another man have ventur’d it :
¢ But you, ere love mifled your wand’ring eyes,
¢ Were fure the chief and beft of human race,
¢ Fram'd in the very pride and boaft of pature ;

3
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¢ So perfe, that the gods who form’d you wonder’d
¢ At theirown fkill, and cry’d, A lucky hit*
¢ Has mended our defign. Their envy hindered,
¢ Elfe you had been immortal, and a pattern
¢ When Heav’n would work for oftentation fake,
¢ To copy out again.’ v
Ant. But Cleopatra—
Goon; for I canbear it now. -
VPent. No more.
Ant. Thou dar’ft not truft my paffion ; but thou may’ft;
Thou only lov’ft, the reft have flatter’d me. -

Vent. Heaven’s blefling on your: heart, for that kind
May I believe you love me ? Speak again. [word.
Ant, Indeed Ido. Speak this, and this, and'this:

[ Hugging binks
Thy praifes were unjuft; but, I'll deferve ’em,
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt;
Lead me to vitory, thou know’ft the way.
Pent. And, will you leave this
Ant. Prythee do not curfe her, S
%:d I ‘;vilfl_ eave her fl though, Heizl\v’g knlc:ws, I love
ond life, conqueft, empire, all, but honours .
Bu}t, 1 will leave ‘t?er. P e
Vent. That’s my royal mafter. .-
And, fhall we fight ¢ Y
Ant. 1warrant thee, old foldier;
Thou fhalt behold me once again in iron, -
And, at the head of our old troops, that beat
T'he Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me.
Vent. Oh, now I hear my emperor ! In that ward
O&avius fell. Gods, let me fee that day,
And, if I have ten years behind, takeall;
T’ll thank you for th’ exchange.
¢ Ant. Oh, Cleopatra!
¢ Vent. Again!
¢ Ant. I've done. Inthatlaft figh, fhe went.
¢ Cefar fhall know what ’tis to force a lover
¢ From all he holds moft dear.
¢ Vent. Methinks you breathe
¢ Another foul; your looks are more divine ;
¢ You fpeak a hero, and youmove agod.” .
_ e, Oh, thou haft fird me ! my foul’s up in arms,
Cz ’ Aad

[
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And mans each part about me. Once again
That noble eagernefs of fight has feiz’d me ;
That eagernefs, with which I darted upward
To Caffius’ camp. In vain the fteepy hill
Oppos’d my way ; in vain a war of};’penrs
Sung round my head, and planted all my fhield;
I wen the trenches, while my foremoft men
Lagg’d on the plain below.

Vent. Ye gods, ye gods,
For fach another honour !

Ant. Come on, my foldier ;
Our hearts and arms are ftill the fame. 1 long
Ouce more to meet our foes ; that thou and I,
Like Time and Death, marching before our ¢roops,
May tafte fate to "em ; mow ’em out a paffage,
And, ent’ring where the foremoft {quadrons yield,
Begin the noble harveft of the field. [Exeuns.

Enp of the First Acr,

ACT 1.
SCENE, a grand Saloon.
Enter Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas.

. . CLEOPATRA.
HAT fhall 1do; or whither fhall T tura ?
. Ventidius has o’ercome, and he will go.
~~dlex. He goes to fight for you. o
Cleo, 'Then he would fee me, ere he went to fight.
Flatter me not : ifonce he j;oes, he’s loft, -
And all my hopes deftroy’d.
_ Alex. Does this weak paffion
Eecome a mighty queen ?
Clo, Tam no queen.
Is this to be a queen, tobe befieg’d
By yon infultingRoman, and to wait
Each hour the vi@or’s chain ? Thefe ills are finall;
For Antony is loft, and I can mourn
For nothing elfe but him. Now come, O&avius,
1 have no more to lofe ; prepare thy bands ; r
. ' m .

-
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Pm fitto be a captive : Antony . .
Has taught my mind the fortung of a flave.

Iras. Call reafon toaflift you. .

Cleo. 1 havenone,
And none would have ; my love’s a noble madnefs,
Which fhows the caufedeferv’dit. Moderate forrow
Fits vulgarlove, and fora vulgar man: e
But 1 have lov’d with fuch tranfcendent paffion, '
I{oar’d, at firf}, quite out of reafon’s view,
And now am loft above it.—*¢ No, I'm proud
¢ *Tis thus : would Antony could fee me now ;
¢ Think you he would not figh? Theugh he muft leave

¢ Sure he would figh ; for he is noble-natur'd, [me
¢ And bears a tender heart: Ikpow him well. -
¢ Ah, no! I know him not; I knew himonce, ¢ ., -

¢ But now ’tis paft.
¢ Iras. Let it be paft withyou:
¢ Forget him, Madam. '
¢ Cleo. Never, never, Iras. B
¢ He once was mine; and once, though now ’tis gone,
¢ Leaves a faint image of pofleflion ftill,
¢ Alex. Thipk him unconftant, cruel, and ungrateful.
¢ Cleo. 1 canpot ; if I could, thofe thoughts were vain 3
¢ Faithlefs, ungrateful, cruel, though he be, ’
¢ I ftill muft love him.’ '
Enter Charmion..
Now, what news, my Charmion ?
Will he bekind ? And will he not forfake me ?
Am Itolive or die? ¢ Nay, do I live?
¢ Oram I dead? For when he gave his anfwer,.
¢ Fate took the word, and then I liv’d or dy’d.’
Char. 1 found him, Madam
Cleo. A long fpeech preparing ?
If thou bring’ft comfort, hafle, and give it me;.
For never was more need.
Iras. 1 know he loves you.
Cleo. Had he been kind, her eyes had told me fo,,
Before her tengue could fpeak it : now fhe ftudies,.
- To foften what he faid ; but give me death,
Juft as he fentit, Charmion, undifguis'd,
And in the words he fpoke.
Char. 1 found him then
Cs3 Incoms

e
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Incompas’d round, I think, with iron ftatues,
So mute, fo motionlefs his foldiers ftood,
While awfully he cat his eyes about,
And ev’ry leader’s hopes and fears furvey’d ;
Methought he Jook’d refolv’d, and yet not pleas’d..
When he beheld me ftruggling in the crowd,.
He blufl’d, and bade, make way..
Alex. There’s comfort yet.
Char. Ventidius fix’d his eyes upon my paffage
Severely, as he meant to frown me back,
And fullenly gave place. I'told my meflage
Juft as you gave it, broken and'diforder’d ;.
I number'd in it all your fighs and tears ;
And while I mov’d your pitiful requett,
That you but only begg’da laft farewel,
He fetch’d aninward groan, and ev'ty time
1 nam’d you, figh’d, asif his Heart were breaking,
But fhun’d my eyes, and guiltily look’d down.
He feem’d not now that awful Antony
Who fhook anarm’d aflembly with his nod ;-
But making fhow as he would rub his eyes,
Difguis’d and blotted out a falling tear:
Cleo. Did hethen weep ? And'was I wortha tear : |
Ifwhat thou haft to fay be'not as pleafing,
Tell me nomore, butlet me die contented. :
Char. Hebid me fay, He knew himfelf fo well,
He could deny you nothing, if he faw you ;
And therefore
Cleo. Thou would'ft fay, he wouldnot fee me.
- Char. And thereforebegg’d you not to ufe a power
““Which he couldill refift ; yet he fhould ever.
- Refpe& you as he ought.
Cleo. 1s that a word
For Antony to ufe to Cleopatra ?
Oh, that faint word, refpe&t ! how I'difdainit!"
Difdain myfelf, for loving after it! :
¢« He fhould have kept that word for cold O&avia ;.
¢ Refpect is forawife. Am I that thing,
¢ That dull infipid lump, without defires,
¢ And without pow'r to give ’em-?’
Alex. Youmisjudge;
You fec through love, and that deludes your fight ;
o7 ¢
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¢ As what is ftreight, feems crooked through the water ;’
Bur I, who bear my reafon undifturb’d,

Can fee this Antony, this dreaded man,

A fearful flave, who fain would run away,

And fhuns his mafter’s eyes; if you purfue him,
My life on’t, he ftill drags a chain along,

That needs muft clog his flight.

Cleo. Could I believe thee——

Alex. By every circumftance I know he loves.
‘True, he’s hard preft, by int’reft and by honour;
Yet he but doubts, and parlies, and cafts out
Many a long look for fuccour.

Cleo. He %cnds word,

He tears to fee my face.

Ales:; And would you more ?

He fhows his weaknefs who declines the combaty / - °
And you muft urge your fortune. Could he fpeak’
More plainly ? To my ears, the meflage founds,

Come to my refcue, Cleopatra, come ;

Come, free me from Ventidius; from my tyrant;

See me, and give me a pretence to leave him [ £march..
I hear his trumpets.. This way he muft pafs.

Pleafe you, retire a while ; Pl work him firft,

That he may bend more eafy.

€leo. You fhall rule me; : :
Butall, I fear, in vain. [Exitawith Char. and Iras,.

Alex. 1 fear fo too; i '
Though I conceal’d my thoughts, to-make her bold:

But *us our utmoft means, and fate befriend it.
[Withdraws. A march till all-are on.
Enter Liflors with Fafces ; one bearing the eagle : then enter
Anthony and Ventidius, followed by other commanders..
Ant. O&avius is the minion of blind chance ;-
But holds from virtue nothing.

FPent. Has he courage ?

Ant; But juft enough to feafon him from coward..
©Oh, ’tis the coldeft youth upon a charge ;

The moft deliberate fighter ! If he ventures,.

(As in Ilyria once they-fay he did, -

‘To ftorm a town) ’tis when he cannot chufe;
When all the world have fixt their-eyes upon-him ; And
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And then he lives on that for feven years afters. .
But at a clofe revenge he never fails. ;=
Pent. 1heard you challeng’d him.
Ant. 1 did, Ventidius.
What think’ft thou was his anfwer? *Twas fo tame,— ~
He faid he had more ways than one to die ;
I had not.
Vent, Poor!
Ant. He has more ways than one::
But he would chufe ’em all before that ene,
Vent. He firft would chufe an ague or a fevera
Ant. No; it muft be an ague, not a fever :
He has ot warmth enough to die by that.
Vent. Or cld age and a bed.
Ant. Ay, there’s his choice,
He would live, likea lamp, to the laft wink,
And craw] upon the utimoit verge of life.
Oh, Hercules ! Why fhould a manlike this,
Who dares not truft his fate for one great attion,
Be all the care of Heav’'n ? Why fhould he lord it-
Q’er fourfcore thoufand men, of whom each one
Is braver than himfelf? .
¢ Pent. You conquer'd forhim ¢
¢ Philippi knows it ; there you fhar’d with him
¢ That empire, which your fword made all your own,
¢ Ant, Fool that I was, upon my eagle’s wings
¢ T bore this wren, *till I was tir'd with foaring,
¢ And now he mounts above me. .
¢ Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the man who braves me
¢ Who bids my age make way ? Drives me before him,
¢ Te the world’s ridge, and{weeps me off like rubbifh #”
Vent. Sir, we lofe time; the troops are mounted all..
Ant. Then givé the word to march..
1 long to leave this prifon of a town, .
"T'o join thy legions ;. and, in open field,
Once more to fhow my face. Lead, my deliverer.
Enter Alexas. :
Alex. Great emperor,
In mighty arms renown’d above mankind,
But, in foft pity to th’ opprefs’d, a god;
This meffage fends the mournful Cleopatra.
‘To herdeparting lord. o
Venzs
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Pent. Smooth fycophant ! L
Alex. A thoufand wifhes, and ten thoufand pray’rs,
Millions of bleflings wait you to the wars;
Millions of fighs and tears the fends you toe,
And would have fent_
¢ As may dearembraces to your arms,’
. As many parting kiffes to your lips
But thofe, fhe fears, have weary'd you already.
Pent. [ Afide.] Falle crocodile ! .
Aiex. And yet fhe begs not now, you would not leave

That were a with too mighty for her hopes, [her,
And too prefuming (for her low fortune, and your eb-
bing love,) .

That were a wifh for her moft profp’rous days,
Her blooming beauty, and your growing kindnefs.

Ant. [Afide.] Well, I muft man it out—What would

the queen?

Alex. Firftto thefe noble warriors, who attend
Your daring courage in the chace of fame,

(Too daring and too dang’rous for her quiet)
She humbly recommends all fhe holds dear,
All her own cares and fears, the care of you.

FPent. Yes, witnefs A&ium.

Ant. Let him {peak, Ventidius.

Alex. You, when his matchlefs valour. bears him for-
With ardour too heroick, on his foes, [ward,
Fall down, asfhe would do, before his feet;

Lie in hisway, and flop the paths of death ;

Tell him, this god is notinvulnerable,

‘That abfent Cleopatra bleeds in him ;

And, that you may remember her petition,

She begs you wear thefe trifles, as a pawn,

Which, at your wifh’d return, fhe will redeem N
[Giwves jewels to the commanders.

With all the wealth of Egypt.

‘This, to the great Ventidius fhe prefents,

Whom fhe can rever count her enemy,

Becaufe he loves her lord. Ve

Pent. Tell her, I'll none on’t ; v ’
I’m riot atham’d of honeft poverty ;-

Not all the diamonds of the eaft can bribe
Ventidius from his faith. I hope to feg
‘ ’ Thefe
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Théfe, and the reft of all her {parkling ftore,
Where they fhall more defervingly be plac'd.
Ant. And whe muft wear ’em then ?
Pent., The wrong’d O&tavia.
Ant. You might have fpar’d that word.
Vent. And fhe that bribe.
Ant, Buthave I no remembrance 2
Alex. Yes, a dear one ;
Your flave, the queen ==
. Ant. My miftrefs.
Alex. Then your miftrefs.
Your miftrefs would, fhe fays, have fent her foul,
But that you had long fince ; fhe humbly begs
This ruby bracelet, fet with bleeding hearts,
" (The emblems of her own) may bind your arm. .
. [ Prefenting a braceleta
Vent. Now, my beft lord, in honour’s name 1 afk you,
For manhood’s fake, and for your own dear fafety, .
Touch not thefe poifon’d gifts,
Infe&ed by the fender ; touch ’em nots
Myriads of blueft plagues lie underneath ’em,
And more than aconite has dipt the filk. .
Ant. Nay, now you grow too cynical, Ventidius 3
A lady’s favours may be wornwith honour.
‘What, to refufe her bracelet ! On my foul, .
When lie penfive in my tent alene, -
*Twill pafs the wakeful hours of winter nights,
‘To tell thefe pretty beads upon my arm,
To count for every one a foft embrace,
. A melting kifs at fuch and fuch atime;
And now and then the fury of her love,
‘When- And what harm’s in this ?
Alex. None, none, my lord, v
But what’s to her, that now ’tis paft for ever.
Ant. [Going to tie it.] We foldiers are fo aukward~=
Help me tieit. :
Alex. In faith, my lord, we courtiers too areaukward
In thefe affairs ; fo are all men indeed ;
¢ Ev'n I, whoam not one.’” Butthall I fpeak ?
Ant. Yes, freely. ,
Alex. Then, my lord, fair hands alane
Are fit to deit; fhe who fent it can,

Vent,
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Pent. Hell ! death! this eunuch pandar ruins you.
You will not fee her ?
- [Alexas ewbifpers an attendant, avho goes out,
Ant. But to take my leave. ’
Pent. Then I have wall’d an /Ethiop. Y’are undone!} .
Y’are inthe toils! y'ate taken ! y’are deftroy’d ! !
Her eyes do Cefat’swork.
Ant. You fear too foon.
I’m conftant to myfelf: I know m ftrength ;
And yet fhe thall not think me barbarous neither,
Born in the depths of Africk ; I’'m a Roman, -
Bred to the rules of foft humanity.
A gueft, and:kindly us'd, theuld bid farewel.
Vent. You do not know
How weak youare to her; how much an infantg
You are not proof againft a fmile or glance ;
A figh will quite difarm you. N
Ant. See, fhe comes.!
Now you fhall.find yourerror. Gods, I thank you ;
1 form’d the danger greater than it was. .
And now ’tis near, *us leflen’d.
Fent., Mark the end yet. -
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Irasy”
Ant. Well, Madam, we are met.
Cleo. 1s this a meeting !
Then, we muft part !
Ant. We muft. : :
Cleo. Who fays we muft ? . -
Ant. Our own hard fates.
.Cleo. 'We make thofe fates ourfelves.
Ant. Yes, we have made ’em ; we have lov’d each other
Into our mutual ruin. : o )
Cleo. The gods have feen my joys with envious eyes ;
¢ I have no friends in heav’n ;” and all the world,
(As *twere the bus’nefs of mankind to part us)
Is arm’d againft my love ; ev’n you yourfelf
Join with the reft: you, you are arm’d again{t me.
Ant. 1 will be juftified in all Ido
To late pofterity, and therefore, hear me ;
I€ I mix alie . .
With any truth, reproach me freely with it
Elfe, favour me with filence, ‘ a
€0e
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Cleo. You command me,
And I am dumb. :
Vent. 1 like this well : he fhows authority.
N\ dnt, Thatl derive my ruin
‘From you alone
. Cleo, Oh, Heav’ns ! I ruin you !
Ant. You promifed me your filence, and you break it
Ere I have fcarce begun.
Cleo. Well, I obey you.
. “4nt. When I beheld you ficft, it wasin Egypt,
" . Ere Cafar faw your eyes; you gave me love,

And were too young to know it ; that I fettled

Your father in his throne, was for your fake ;

1 left th’ acknowledgment for time to ripen.

Caefar ftep’d in, and with a greedy. hand

Pluck’d the green fruit, ere the firft bluth of red,

V et cleaving to the bough. He was my lord,
'\ And was, befide, too great for me to rival.
. But I defervd you firft, tho’ he enjoy’d you.
. When, after, I'beheld you in Cilicia,
An enemy to Rome, I pardon’d you.
Cleo. 1 clear’d myfclfP .
Ant, Again you break your promife.

{ lov’d you ftill, and took yeur weak excufes,

Took you into my bofom, ftain’d by Cefar,

. Andnot half mine : Iwent to Egypt with you,

And hid me from the bus’nefs of the world,

Shut out enquiring nations from my fighe,

‘To give whole yearsto you. . .
Pent. Yes, to your thame be’t fpoken. [Afide.
Ant, How 1 lov’d S

Witnefs ye days and nights, and all ye hours,

That danc’d away with down upon your feet,

As all your bus’nefs were to count my paffion.

One day paft by, and nothing faw but love ;

Another came, and ftill *twas only love ;

*The funs were weary’d out with looking on, -

And I untir'd with loving.

I faw you ev’ry day, and all the day,

And ev’ry day was {till butas the firt;

So eager was I ftill tofee you more.

Pent. *Tis all too true. -

A;}t. ,
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Ant, Fulvia, my wife, grew jealous,
As fhe indeed had reafon, rai$’d a war ,
In Italy, to call me back,
Vent. But yet
You went not.
Ant. While within your arms I lay,
The world fell mouldring from my hands each hour,
And left me fcarce a grafp, I thank your love for't.
Vent. Well pufh’d ; that laft was home. .
Cles. Yet may I fpeak ?
Ant. If Ihave urg'd a falthood, yes; elfe, not.
Your filence fays I havenot. Fulviadyd;
(Pardon, you gods, with my unkindnefs dy’d.)
To fet the world at peace, I took OQavia, -
This Ceefar’s fifter ; in her pride of youth,
And flow’r of beauty did Iwed that lady,
Whom bluthing I muft praife, altho’ Ileft her.
You call’d ; my love obey’d the fatal fummons :
‘This rais’d the Roman arms ; the caufe was yours,
I would have fought by land, where I was ftronger ;
You hinder’dit: yet, when I fought at fea,
Forfook me ﬁghtinF ; and, Oh, ftain to honour !
Oh, lafting fhame ! I knew not that I fled,
But fled to follow you.
Vent, What hal{c fhe made to hoift her purple faile;
And, to appear magnificent in flight,
Drew half our ftrength away. '
Ant. Allthis you caus’d.
And, would you multiply more ruins on me ?
This heneft man, my beft, my only‘friend,
Has gather’d up the fhipwreck of my fortunes ;
Twelve legions I have left, my laft recruits,
And you have watch’d the news, and bring your eyes
Tofeize them too, If you have ought to anfwer,
Now fpeak, you have free leave.
Alex. She ftands confounded :
Defpair is in her eyes. [ 4fde.
Fent. Now lay a figh i’th’way, to ftop his paflage :
Prepare a tear, and bid it for his legions ;
*Tis like they fhall be fold.
Clco. How fhall I plead my caufe, when you my judge
Already have condemn’d me ]; Shall I bring
The
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T'he Iove you bore me for my advocate ?
‘That now is turn’d againft me, that deftroys me §
For love once paft, is, at the beft, forgotten,
But oftner fours to hate s *twill pleafe my lord
To ruin me, and therefore I’ll be guilty. S
But, could I once have thought it would have pleas’d you,
‘That you would pry, with narrow fearching eyes .
Int6 my faults, fevere to my deftruction,
And watching all advantages with care, .
That ferve to make me wretched ? Speak, my lord,
For I end here. Though I deferve thjs ufage,
Was it like you to giveit ?

Ant. Oh, you wrong me,
To think I fought this parting, or defir’d
"T” accufe you more than what will clear myfelf,
And juftify this breach.

Cleo. Thus low I thank you;
And fince my innocence will not offend,
1 fhall not blufh to own it.

Pent. After this
1 think fhe’ll blufh at nothing.

Cleo. You feem griev'd,
(And therein you are kind) that Cafar firft,
Enjoy’d my love, though you deferv’d it better,
For, had I firft been yours, it would have fav’d
My fecond choice ; Inever had been his,
And ne’er had been but yours. But Cafar firft,
You fay, poffefs’d my love. Not fo, my lard ;
He firft poffefs’d my perfon, you my love ;
Czfar lov’d me ; butI lov'd Anthony.
¢ If I endur’d him after, *twas becaufe
¢ I judg'd it due to the firlt name of men ;
¢ And, half conftrain’d, I gave, as to a tyrant,
¢ What he would take by force.’

Vent. Oh fyren ! fyren!
Yet grant that all the love fhe boafts were true,
Has the not ruin’d you? I'ftill urge that,
The fatal confequence.

Cleo. The confequence indeed,
For I dare challenge him, my greateft foe,
To fay it was defign’d : ’tis true, I lov’d you,
And kept you far %rom an uneafy wife,

.

Such
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Such Fulvia was. '
Yes, but he’ll fay, you left O&Qavia for me =
And can you blame me to receive that love,
Which quitted fuch defert for worthlefs me #
How often have I wifh’d fome other Czfar,, : .
Great as the firft, and as thefecond young,
Would court my love, to be refus’d for you ¥

Fent, Words, words! But - AQium, Sir, rem ember

A&ium,

€leo. Ev’n there, 1 dare his malice. True, I counfell’'d
To fight at fea ; but, I betray’d you not.
I fled, but not to the enemy. >Twas fear ;
‘Would I had been a man, not to have fear'd,
For none would then have envy’d me your friendthip,
‘Who envy me: your love, i

Axt. We're {oth unhappy ;-
If nothing elfe, yetourill fortune parts us.
Speak ! Would you have me perith-by my ftay # -

Cles, If asa friend you afk my judgment, go;
. Ifas a lover, flay.. I¥yon mul{pmih-—
*Tis a hard word ; but ftay. -

Pent. See now the effelts of her fo boafted love !
She firives to drag you down to ruin with her ;
Bat, could fhe fcape withoutyou, Oh, how foonr
‘Would fhe let go her hold, and hafte to thore,
And neverlook behind !

Cleo. "Fhen judge iny love by this..

[Giwing Anthony & writing,
Could’'] have borne $ v s

A life or death, a happinefs or woe
From yours divided, this had giv’n me means.

Ant. By Hercules, the writing of Oftavius !
¢ J know it well : ’tis that profcribing hand, * _ -~
¢ Young ag it was, that led the way to mine, ~
¢ And left me but the fecond place in murder’——-
Sce, fee, Ventidius ! here he offers Egypt,
And joins all Syria to it, as a prefent,
So, in requital, the forfakes my fortunes,
And joins her arms with his.

Cleo. And yet you leave me!
You leave me, Anthony; and yet I love you.
Indeed I do: I have refus'd a kingdem,

: Da Thas

'
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‘That’s a trifle ; '
For I could part with life, with any thing,
But only yeu. Obh, let me dic but with you !
Is thata hard requeft ?
Ant. Next living with you,
*Tis all thatdleav’n can give.
¢ Alex. He melts ; we conquer.’ . [Afide
Clea. No; you fhallgo : your int'reft calls you hence 3
Yes ; your dear int’reft pulls too ftrong for thefe
Weak arms to-hold you here<e— [Takes bis bande
Go; leave me, foldier; :
For you’re no more a lover:) leave me dying ;
uth meall pale and panting from your bofom,
Andwhen your march begins, let one run after,
Breathlefsalmott for joy, and cry, fhe’s dead |
The foldiers fhout ; you thén perhaps may figh,
And mufter all your Roman gravity ;
Ventidius chides, and firaight your brow clears up,
As I had never been. }
Ant. Gods, ’tis too much ! too much for mas-tobear -
Cles. What is’t for me then, .
A weak forfaken wonman, and a lover ?
Here let me breathe my laft ; envy me not.
This minute in your azms ! I'll die ¢ apace,
¢ As faft as e’er I can,’ and end your trouble.
Axz. Die !—Rather let me perifh ! Loofen’d nagune
Leap from its hinges, fink the props of Heav’n,
fall the fkies to cruth the nether werld.
My ll::_ycs ! ::ayfoul ! myalll—— - [Ewbraces hers
¢ Vent. And what’s this tay, -
¢ In balance with your fortune, honour, fame ?
¢ Ant. Whatis’t, Ventidius ! it out-weighs ’em gil ;
. ¢ Why, we have more than conquer’d Ceefar now ;
‘¢ My queen’s not only innocent, but loves me,
¢ This, this is fhe who drags me dowa to ruin !”
But, could fhe fcape without me, with what hafte
Would fhe let flip her hold, and make to fhore,
And never look behind ! ‘
Down on thy knees, blafpliemer as thou art,
And afk forgivenefs of wrong’d innocence,
Fent. I'll rather die, than takeit. Will you go ?
- Ant, Go! Whither 2 Go from 3ll that’s excelient !
¢ Faith,
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¢Faith, honour, virtue, all good things forbid, ' .
¢ That I fhould go from her, who fets my love
¢ Above the price of kingdoms. Give, you gods,’.
Give to your boy, your Czfar, :
‘This sattle.of a globe to play withal,
‘This gu-gau world, and put him cheaply off s :
T’ll not be pleas’d with lefs than Cleopatra.
Cleo. She’s wholly yours. My heart’s fo full of joy, °
‘That I fhall do fome wild extravagance v
Q¥ love in public ; and the foolith world,
‘Which knows not tendernefs, will think me mad. :
Fent. Oh, women ! women! women! All the gods -
Have not fuch pow’r of doing good to. man, :
As you of doing harm. o -
Ans. Our men are anm’d.
Unbar the gate: that looks to- Csefar’s camp 3
1.would revenge the treachery he meant me;; .
And long fecurity makes conquett eafy. .
T’m eager to return before I go.; e
For all the pleafures I have known, beat thick
On my remembrance. How I long for night !
‘That both the fweets of mutual love may try,
And triumph once v’er Cafar erc.we die. . [Exeunts

Exp of the Seconp Acr. .

[E#l'h'

ACT Il

Enter Cle, Charmion, Iras, Alex“u, and a train of
ZBgyptians ; Anthony «2d Romans. . Cleopatra crowns-
_ Anthony, :

- ANTHONY: . L
5_'1« nght how thofe white arms would fold me in,
¢ ‘And ftrain me clofe and melt me.intolove; .
% So pleas’d with that fweet image, I fprung forwards;
¢ -And added .all my firength to every blow.
¢ Cleo. Come to me, come, my foldier, to my arms, .,
¢ «You’ve been toa long away from my embraces ; '
¢-But, when I have you faft, and all my own,
¢ -With broken murmurs, and with amorous fighs, .
¢ Plifay, youare unkind, and pynith you, .
¢ And mark you red with many an eager kifs.’ .’
D3 Ant,
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Ant. My brighter Venus ! . C o
Cles. Oh, my greater Mars !

Ant.” Thou join!ft uswell, my love,

¢ Suppofe me come from the Phl n plains,

¢ Where gafping giants lay, cleft by my fword:

¢ And mountain tops.par'd off: each other blow,

- ¢ To bury thofe I flew ;> receive me, goddefs ;
¢ LEet Calar{pread his fubtile nets, like Vulcan,

¢ In thy embraces 1 would be-beheld

¢ By heav’nand carth at once, .

¢' And mbke their envy what they. meant: theix fport,
¢ Let thofe who took us blufh : I wouldlave on

¢ With awful flate, tﬁardlgfg of their frowrs,

¢ As t}teir fuperior god.” | .

There 3’ no fatie&y og love in thee';

. Enjoy’d, thou fhilart new ; perpetual fpring’
Isin {hy arms; the ripen’d fruit but falls, &
And blofloms rife to fill its empty place,
And I grow rich by giving. :

Enter Ventidius, and fands apars.

Alex. Oh, now the dangers paft ; your general comes,
He joins not in your joys, nor minds your triumphs ;
But, with contrafted brows, looks frowning on,

As envying your fuccefs.

Ant. Now, on my foul, he loves me, truly loves me ;
He neVer flatter’d me in any vice,

But awes mewith his virtue ; even this minute .

Methinks he has aright of chiding me. J

Lead to the temple; I’ll avoid hus prefence, :

It checks too firong upon me. Exeunt the reff.
[4s Anthony is going, Ventidius pulls bim by the robe.

Vent. Emperor! | . N )

Ant, *Tis the old arguiitent § I prythee fpare me.

- [Looking baeke

Fent. But this one hearing, emperor. '

Ant, Letga , '
My robe ! or, by my father Hercules————

ent, By Hercules’s father—that’s yet greater,
I bring you fomewhat you would wifhto know.

Ant. Thou feeft we are obferv’d-; attend me here,

And Pllreturn. * [Exit, -

Fent, I’ waning in-his favour, yet Ilove him ; ;
1love’
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T loxe this man, whe-runs to-meet his ruin ! C
And fure the gods, like me, are fond of him ¢
His virtues lie fo mingled with his- crimes,
As would confound their choice to punith one,
And not reward the-other.
" Enter Anthony.

AAit. We can conquer,
You fee, without your aid,
We have diflodg’d their troops,
¢ They look on us at-diftance, and, like curs
¢ ‘f’d from the lion’s paws, they bay far off,
¢ And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten war,®
Five thoufand Romans, with their f:ces upward, .
Lie breathlefs on the”plain.

Vent. *Tiy well : and he
‘Who loft ’em, could have fpar'd ten thoufand more,
Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain
An eafier peace, while Czfar doubts the chance
Of armse— . o :

Ant. Oh, aink not on’t, Ventidius !
‘The boy putfiits my ruin ; he’ll no peace ! -
¢ His n{alice is-cdnl{itriteiﬁ ad 3
¢ Oh, he’s the cooleft murdérer! fe ftaunch,
¢ He kills and keeps his temper.’

Vent, Have yoy no friend
In all hisarmy, whe has power to move him 3
Mecenasg or Ag:ippa, might do mach.. "

¢ Ant. Gy re both too deep in Cafar’s intereft
¢ We’ll work it.out by-dint of fword, or perifhi

¢ Vent. Fainl would find foae other. ‘

¢ Aat; Thark thy love. ‘

¢ Some four or-five fuch viCtories as this
¢ Will fave thy farther pains.

¢ Vent, Expe@ no more ; Czfarison l:)i;dyard.
I know, Sir, you have conquer’d againft odds §
But flill yeu draw: fupplies-from one poor town,.
And of Agyptians ; he has all the world,
And, at his beck, nations come pouring in,
To fill the gaps you make.” Pray, think again.
Ant. Why doft thou drive me from myfelf, to fearch -
For foreign aids ; to hunt my memory,

And range all ‘o’er-a wide and barren place:

.~ & A o o

To
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*Fo find a friend # The wretched have no friendgesems.
Yet 1 had one, the braveft youth of Rome, .
Whom Cefar loves beyond the love of women,
¢ He could refolve his mind; as fire does wax,
¢ From that hard rugged image-melt him down
¢ And mould him in what:fofter form he pleas’d.’
Pent. Him would I fee ; that man of all the world ¢
Juft fuch a one wewant,. - g
" Ant. He lov’d me too; .-
T: was his foul'; he liv’d not but in me ;-
We were {0 clos’d within each other’s breafts;
The rivets were not found that join’d us firft,
¢ That-dges not reach.us yet : We were fo mixt
¢ As meeting ftreams, both to eurfelves were loft ;
¢ We were one mafs ; we could not give or-take
¢. But.fram the fame : - forhe was I, I hes _
¢ Vent. He moves as 1. would with him, . [Afde.
¢ Ant” ‘After this, -
¥:need not tell his name : ’twas Dolabella.
Vent. He's now in Czfar’s camps
Anrt. No matter where,
Simce he’s no longer mine. - - He-took unkindly:
That I forbade him Cleopatra’s fight ; '
Becaufel fear’d he lov’d her. ¢ He confeft
¢.He had a warmth, which, for my fake, heftifled : -
¢. For *twere impoffible:that two fo one -
¢- Should not havelov’d the fame.. When-hedeparted’.
- He tosk no leave ; and that confirm’d my thoughts. .
* ¢ Pent. It argues that he lov’d you more than her,
¢ Elfe he had ftaid ; ‘but he perceiv’d-you jealous,
¢ And would not grieve his friend : -I know he loves you... °
¢ Ant. 1 fhould havefeen him then ere-now. C
¢. Vent, Perhaps
¢ He his:thus long been labring foryour peace. . -
¢ An,’ Would he were -here.
Vent,,Would you believe he lov’d'you? -
I read your anfwer in your eyes you would...
Not to conceal it longer, he has fent.
A meflenger from Czfar’s camp, with letters.
Ant. Let him appear. ’
N Pent. P’ll bring hom inftantly. :
X [Exit Ventidius, and re-enters immediately with Dolab;llh.
. 7nte
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Ant, *Tis he himfelf, himfelf! by holy friendfhip !-
. : » (Runs to embrace bim
Art thou return’d at [aft, my better half ! :
Come, give me all myfelf!
- Lfet me not li;e,d _ . for hin migh
¢ If the young bridegroom, longing for his ni
§ Was cvyer haglf fo fgnd.’ g8 i
Dol. I muft be filent, for my-foul is bufy
About a nobler work. She’s new come home 3
Like a long abfent man, and wanders o’er
Each room, a firanger to her own, to look
If all be fafe.
* Ant. “Thou haft what’s left of me ;
¢ For I amaow fo funk from what I was,
¢ Thou find’ft me at my loweft water-mask. - _
¢ The rivers that ran in, and'rais’d my fortuness
¢ Arealldry’d up, ortake another courfe:
¢ What [ have left is from my native fpring ¢
¢ I’ve fhill a Reart that fwells, in {corn of fate,
* Andlifts me to my banks. :
¢ Dol. Still you are lord of all the world to me,
¢ Ant. Why, then I.yetam fo, for thou astalll
¢ If I had any joy when thou wert abfent,
¢ I grudg'dit to myfelf; methought I zabbd
¢ Theeof thy part.’” But, Qh, my Dolabella !
‘Thou haft beheld me other than 1 arg~—
Haft thou mot feen. my morning chambesn fill'd
With fcepter’d flaves, who waited to falute me 2
With eafterp mopacchs,. who f the fun -
To worfhip my upriﬁns ? Menial kings

¢ Ran courfing up and my palace-yard,”
Stood filent in tmy prefepce, watch'd my: eyes,
And, at my leaft command, all flarted owty
Like racers to the goal. o

Dol. 8laves to your fertune, .

Awt. Fortune is Cefar’snow 3 and what am I

Pent. What you have made yourfelt;. Iwill not flaster,.

Ant. Is this friendly done ? : -t

Dol. Yes, when his endis fo, I muft joia withhim ; -
Indeed I muft, andyer you muft not-chide: - :
Why am [ elfe your friend

x};ts Take beed, young man,, L

\ - . - ‘How
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How thou upbraid’t my love ! The queen has eyes,
And theu too haft a foul ! Canft thou remember
When, fwell’d with hatred, thou beheld'it her firft,
As acceflary to thy brother’s death ?
Dol. Spare my remembrance ! ’twas a guilty day,
And ftill the blufh hangs here. '
Ant. To clear herfelf,
For fending him no aid, the came from Egypt,
Her galley down the filver Sydnos row™,
The tackling filk, the ftreamers wav’d with gold ;
The gentle winds were lodg’d in ‘{)urple fails :
Her nymphs, like Nereids, round her couch were plac’d 3
Where fhe, another fea-born Venus, lay,
Dol. No more! I would not hear it |
Ant. Oh, you muft !
She lay, and leant her cheek upon her hand,
And caft 2 look fo languithingly fweet,
As if, fecure of all beholders hearts,
NegleQting fhe could take ’em ! Boys, like Cupids,
Stood fanning with their painted wings, the winds
That play’d about her face : but if the fmil’d,
A darting glery feem’d to blaze abroad :
That men’s defiring eyes were never weary’d, N
But hung upon the obje@ ! To foftflutes -
‘The filver oars kept time ; and while they play’d,
The hearing gave new ;)leafure to the fight,
And both to thought. *Twas heav’n, or fomewhat more !
For fhe fo-charm’d all hearts, that gazing crowds
Stood panting on the fhore, and wanted breath
‘To give their welcome voice :
Then, Dolabella, where was then thy foul ?
Was not thy fury quite difarm’'d with wonder ?
Didft thou not fhrink behind me from thofe eyes,
And whifper in myear, O, tell her not )
‘That I accus’d her of my brother™s death ¥
Del. And fhould my weaknefs bea plea for yaurs
Mine was an age-when love might-be excus’d, '
¢ When kindly warmth, and when my fpringing youth.
¢ ‘Made it a debt tonature.”  ¥ours— "
Pent. Speak boldly,
Yours, he would fay, in yourdeclining age,
& When no more heat was left but what you fdrc'd;,‘v .
. R ¢ en

N
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¢ When all the fap was needful for the trank,
¢ When it went down, then they conftrain’d the courfe,
¢ And robb’d from nature to fupply defire;* ..
In you (I would not ufe fo harth a word)
*Tis but plain dotage, . .
Ant. l&a L
Dol. "Twas urg’d too home,
But yet the lofs was private that' I mades
>Twas but myfelf I loft: I loft no legions
1 had no world to lofe, no people’s love.
Ant. Thigfrom a friendgeo :
Dol. Yes, Antony, a truecone ;
A friend fo tender, that each word I fpeak -
Stabs my own heart, before it reach your ear.
Oh, judge me not lefs kind becaufe I chid¢: -
"To Csefar I excufe you. L
Ant. Oh, ye gods! '
Have 1 then gv'& tobe excus’d to Caefar
Dol. Asto your equal.
Ant. Well, he’s but my equal :
‘While I wear this, he never fhall be more.
Del. 1bring conditions from him.
Ant. Are they noble ? )
Methinks thou fhould’ft not bring "em elfe; yet he
Is full of deep diffembling ; knows no honour

Divided from his int’reft. ¢ Fate miftook him ; !
¢ For nature meant him for an ufurer ;’ ; :
He’s fit, indeed, to buy, not conquer kingdoms. ’

Vent, Then, granting this, -
What pow’r was theirs who wrought fo hard a tempef
‘To honourable terms ? :

Anxt. It was my Dolabella, or fome god.

Dol. Not I; nor yet Mecnas, nor Agrippa:

They were your enemias ; and I a friend
Too weak alone ; yet "twas 2 Roman deed.

Ant. *Twas like a Roman done : Show me that man
Who has preferv’d my life, my love, my honour ;

Let me but fee his face.

Fent. That tafk is mine, . -
And, Heav’n, thou know’ft how pleafing. [Ex/Vent,
Dol. You'll remember
‘To whom you ftand oblig’d ?

a Jnl.
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Ant. When T forget it,
Be thou unkind, and that’s my greateft curfe.
My queen fhali thank him too. :

Dol. 1 fear fhe will not. )

Ant. But fhe fhalldo’t. The queen, my.Dolabella 1
Haft thou not ftill fome grudgings of thy fever ?

Dol. 1would not fee her loft, ,

Ant. When I forfake her,

Leave me, my better ftars ; for fhe has truth

Beyond herbeauty. Cafar tempted her,

At no lefs price than kingdoms, t0.betray mes

But the refifted all : and yet thou-chid'ft me
“>For loving her oo well.. Could Idofo?

Dol. Yes; there’s my reafon. .

Re-enter Ventidius, with QQavia, leading Antony’s:twe
little Dasughters -
. Axt., Where ? ——0Q&avia there!! {Searting Back,
™ Pent. What is fbe poifori.tayou ? a difeafe? - -
Look on her; view her well, and thofe fhe brings ¢
Are they all ftrangers to your eyes ? Has nature
No fecret call, no whifper:they are yours ? :
Dol. For fhame, my lord, if not for love, redeive em
" With kinder eyes. If you confefs aman, )
Meet’em, embrace ’em, bid ’em welcome toyou.
¢ Your arms fhould open, ev’n without your‘mwlédgc,‘
¥ To clafp ’em in ; your feet fhould turn ro wings, -
¢ To bear you to”em ; and your eyes dart out,
¢ And aim a kifs, ere you could reach their lips.’

Ant, I ftood amaz’d to think how they came hither.

Vent. 1feat for’em ; I brought shem in, unknown.
To Cleopatra’s guards.

Dol. Yetareyoucold? - . - _
*O&. Thys long I have attended for my welcome ;
Which, asa ftranger, fure I might expet.

sWhoam I? .

Ant. Cefar’s fifter.

O¢&. That’s unkind !
Had I been nothing more than Cafar’s fifter,
Know, I had ftill remain’d in Cefar’s camp ;
But your Octavia, your much injur’d wife,
Tho’ banifh’d from your bed, driv’n from your houfe,
In fpite of Caefar’s fifter, flillis yours. , i

. 1 : 18
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¥Tis true, Ihave a heart difdains your coldnefs,
And prompts me not to feek what you fhould offer s .
But a wife’s virtue ftill furmounts that pride :
I come to claim you asmy own ; to fhow
My duty firft, to afk, nay beg, your kindnefs;
Your hand, my lord; ’tis mine, and I will have it
{Taking bis bands
Vent. Do, take it, thou deferv’ft it.
Dol. On my foul,
And fo fhe does : ¢ She’s neither too fubmiffive,
¢ Nor yet too haughty ; but fo juft a mean
¢ Shows, as it ought, a wife, and Roman too.’
Ant, 1 fear, Octavia, you havebegg’d my life.
O&. Begg’dit, my lord ?
Axt. Yes, begg’dit, my ambafladrefs ;
Poorly and bafely begg'd it of your brother.
O&. Poorly and bafely, I could neverbeg ;
Not could my'brother grant. '
Ant. Shall I, who, tomy kneeling flave, coutc/i fay,
"Rife up, and be aking; fhall I fall down
And cry, Forgive me, Czfar? ¢ Shall I fet
¢ A man, my equal, in the place of Jove,
¢ As he could give me being ?* No ; that word,
Forgive, would choak ime up,
. And die upon my tongue.
Dol. You fhall not need it. ,
Ant. 1 will not need it. Come, you've all betray’d
me— _
¢ My friend too! To receive fome vile conditions.’
My wife has bought me, with her prayersand tears;
And now I muft become herbranded flave.
In ev’ry peevith mood fhe will upbraid
The life fhe gave. If1but look awry,
She cries, I'll tell my brother. '
O&, My hard fortune
Subjects me ftill to your unkind miftakes. e
But the conditions I have brought are fuch /
You need not blufh to take : I love your honour,
Becaufe ’tis mine. It mever fhall be faid
OQ&avia’s hufband was her brother’s flave,
Sir, youare free; free ev'n from her you loath ;
For, tho’ my brother bargains for your love, = -
E Makes
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Makes me the price and cement of your peace,
I have a foul like yours ; I cannot take
Your love as alms, nor beg what I deferve.
I'll tell my brother we are reconcil’d ;
He fhall draw back his troops, and you fhall march
To rule the eaft : I may bedropt.at Athens ;
No matter where, I never will complain,
But only keep the barren name of wife,
And rid you of the trouble.
Vent. Was ever fuch a ftrife of fullen honour !
Both fcorn to be oblig’d.
Dol. Oh, fhe has touch’d him.in the tender’ft part.
See how he_reddens with defpight and fhame
To be out-done in generofity !
¢ Vint. Seehow he winks! how he dries up a tear
¢ That fain would fall !’
Ant, O&avia, I'have heard you, and muft praife
The greatnefs of your foul; .
But cannot yield to what you have propos’d :
*, For I can ne’er be conquer’d but by love ;
+~ And you do all for duty. You would free me,
And would be dropt at Athens ; was’t not fo ?
Od. It was, my lord.
Ant. Then I muft beobligld
To one who loves me not ; who, to herfelf,
May call me thanklefs and ungrateful man.
T’ll not endure it ; no.
Fent. I’m glad it pinches there. ,
O&. Would you triumph o’er poor O&tavia’s virtue
X'I‘hat pride was all I had to bear me t}p;
That you might think you ow’d me for your life,
And ow’d it to my duty, not my love.
¢ T have been injur’d, and my haughty foul
¢ Could brook but ill the man who flights my bed.”
Ant, Therefore you love me not.
©dt. Therefore, my lord,
1 fhould not love you.
«. Ant. Therefore you would leave me.
O&. And therefore I fhould leave you-—if I could.
Dol. Her foul’s too great, after fuch injuries,
To fay fhe loves ; and yet fhe lets youfee jt.
Her modetty and filence plead her caufe. o
- e
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Ant. Ohy Dolabellz ! which way thall I turn ?
I find a fecret yielding in my foul : .
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, .
Mauft fhe be left ? Pity pleads for O&avia ;
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra ?
Pent. Juftice and pity both plead. for Oftavia 5
For Cleopatra, neither.
One would be ruin’d with you ; but fhe firft
Had ruin’d you : the other, you have ruin'd,
And yet the would preferve you.
In ev’ry thing their merits are unequak,
Ant.” Oh, my diftra&ted foul !
OZ. Sweet Heat’n, compefe it.
€ome, come, my lord, if I can pardon you,
Methinks you fhould acceptit. Look on thefe ;
Are they not yours ? Or ftand they thus neglected
As they are mine # Go to him, children, go,
Kneel to him, take him by the hand, fpeak to him ;
¢ For you may fpeak, and he may own you too,
¢ Without a blufh ; and fo he cannot all '
¢ His children. Go, I fay, and pull him to me,
¢ And pull him to yourfelves, from that bad woman ;*
You, Agrippina, hang upon hisarms ;
And you, Antonia, clafp about his waift ;
1f he will thake you off, if he will dath you .
Againft the pavement, you muft bear it, children;
For you are mine,. and I was born to fuffer.
, [Here the Children go to bim, e,
Pent. Was ever fight fo moving ! Emperor !
Dol. Friend!
Oé. Hufband !
Both Child. Father!
Ant. T am vanquifh’d : Takemsey = -
OQ&avia ; take me, children ; fhare me all,
[Embracing thime
I've been a thriftlefs debtor to your loves,
And run out much in riot, from your ftock ;.
But all fhall be amended.
O4. Oh, bleft hour !
Dol, Oh, happy change! ‘
Kent.. My joy ftops at my tongued:
E 2 : -+ But
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¢ But it has found two channels here for one,
¢ And bubbles out above.’
Ant. [ToO&.] This is thy triumph ; lead me where
thou wilt, ’
Even to thy brother’s camp.
O&. All there are yours.
Enter Alexas, haflily. .
. Alex. The queen, my miftrefs, Sir, and yours — .
«<Ant. *Tis paft. O&avia, you fhall ftay this night ;
)To-morrow,' Cefar and we are one.
[ Ex. leading O&. Dol. and the Children follow..
Fent. There’s news for you! Run, my officious eu-
Be fure to be the firft ; hafte forward : [nuch,
Hafte, my dear eunuch, hatfte, [Exir.
¢ Alex. This downright fighting fool, this thick-fcull'd
¢ This blunt unthinking inftrument of death,  (hero,
¢ With plain dull virtue, has out-gone my wit. '
¢ Pleafure forfook my early’ft infancy ;
¢ The luxury of others robb’d my cradle,
¢ And ravifh’d thence the promife of a man,
¢ Caft out from nature, difinherited
¢ Of what her meaneft children claim by kind ;
¢ Yet, greatnefs kept me from contempt : that’s gone, -
¢ Had Cleopatra foliow’d my advice,
¢ Then he had been betray’d, who now forfakes.
¢ She dies for love ; butfhe hasknown its joys :
¢ Gods, is this juft, that I, who know no joys,
¢ Muft die, becaufe fhe loves ?
¢ Enier Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and train.
¢ Oh, Madam, I have feen what blafts my eyes !
¢ O&avia’s here ! S
¢ Cleo. Peace with that raven’s note !
¢ ] know it too ; and now am in.
¢ The pangs of'death.
¢ Alex. You are no more a queen ;
¢ Egypt is loft.
¢ Cleo. What tell’ft thou me of Egypt ?
¢ My life, my foulis loft ! O&avia has him!
¢ Oh, fatal name to Cleopatra’s love !
¢ My kifles, my embraces now are hers;
¢ While I——But thou haft feen my rival; fpeak,
¢ Does fhe deferve this blefling ? Is fhe fair ?
¢ Bright
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¢ Bright as a goddefs ? And is all perfetion
Confin’d to her ? Itis. Poor I was made
Of that coarfe matter, which, when fhe was finith’d,
The gods threw by, for rubbith,
¢ Alex. Sheis, indeed, a very miracle.
¢ Cleo. Death to my hopes, a miracle !
¢ Alex. A miracle— [Bowinge.
I mean of goodaefs ; forin beauty, Madam,
You make all wonder ceafe.
¢ Cles. 1 was too-rafh: -
Take this in part of recompence.. But, Oh,
¢ I fear thou flattereft me. [Giving a ring,.

¢ Char. She comes! She’s here !

¢ Iras. Fly, Madam, Cefar’s fifter "

¢ Cleo. Were fhe the fiftcr of the thund’rer Jove,
¢ And bore her brother’s light’ning in her eyes,
€ Thus would I face my rival..

Enter Oftavia awith Ventidius, O&. bears xp to Cleoe

Oé&. Imeed not afk if you are Cleopatra,, -
Your haughty carriage—
¢ Cleo. Shows I am a queen..
¢ Nor need I atk who you are,.
¢ Oct, A Roman :
¢ A name that makes and can unmake a queen.
¢ Cleo. Yourlord, the man who ferves me, isa Romam-
¢ Of. Hewasa Roman, tillhe loft that name
¢ To be a flave in AEgypt ; byt I.come.
¢ To free him hence.
¢ Cleo. Peace, peace, my lover’s Juno.
¢ When he grew weary of that houfhold-clog,.
¢ He chofe my eafier bonds,. _
¢ O&. I wonder not
¢ Your bonds are eafy ; you-havelong been prattis’d
¢ In that lafcivious art. He’s not the firft
¢ For whom you fpread your foares :* let Czfar witnefs..
¢ Cleo. 1 lov’d not Ceefar; “twas but gratitude
¢ I paid his love ;. the worft your malice can,
. ¢ Is but to fay the greateft of mankind
¢- Has been my flave.. The next, but far above him
¢ In my efteem, is he whom law call’s yours,
¢ But whom his love made mine,
. E 3~v ' 0&".
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¢ 0&. 1 would view nearer  [Coming up clofe to hery
That face, which has fo long ufurp’d my right,

‘To find th’ inevitable charms, that catch

Mankind fo fure, that ruin’d my dear lord.

¢ Cleo. Oh, youdo well to fearch ; for had you known
But half thefe charms, you had not loft his heart. ,

¢ Oct. Far be their knowledge from a Roman lady,,

¢ Far from a modeft wife. - Shame of our fex ! -
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Doft thou not blufh; to own thofe black endearments
That make fin pleafing ? .

¢ Cleo. You may blul%x,, you want ’em,

If bounteous nature, if indulgent heav’n,

Have given me charms to pleafe the braveft man,.
Should I not thank ’em ? Should I be atham’d,

And not be proud ? I am, that he has lov’d me ;
And, when I love not him, heav’a change this face
For one like that.

¢ 0. Thou lov’ft him not fo well.

& Cleo. 1 love him better, and deferve him more.

¢ Of. You do not; cannot: you have been his ruin.
Who made him cireap at Rome, but Cleopatra ?
Who made him fcorn’d abroad, but Cleopatra 2

At A&ium, who betray’d him? Cleopatra.,

Who made his children orphans, and poor me

A wretched widow ?. Only Cleopatra.
. ¢ Cleo. Yet fhe who loves him beft is Cleopatra.

If you have fuffer’d, I have fuffer’d.more. -

You bear the fpecious title of a wife,

To gild your caufe, and draw the pitying world"

To ivour it : the world contemns poor me ;,
For I have loft my honour, loft my fame,
And ftain’d the glory of my royal houfe,
And all to bear the branded name of miftrefs..
There wants but life, and that too I would lofe
For him I love.

¢ O&. Be't fo then; take thy withe [ Ewxit cum fuis,
¢ Cleo. And ’tis my with.
Now he is loft for whom alone I liv’d.
My fight grows dim, and every object dances,
And {wims before me, in the maze of death.
My {pirits, while they were oppos’d, kept up ;
They could not fink beneath a rival’s fcorn ;

But now fhe’s gone they faint, :
. & ¢ Alex,
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¢ Alex. Mine have had leifure-
¢ To recolle®t their ftrength, and furnith counfel,
¢ To ruin her; who elfe muft ruin you.
¢ Cleo. Vain promifer!
¢ Lead me, my Charmien; nay, your hand too, Iras..
¢ My grief has weight enough to fink you both.
¢ Conduét me to fome folitary cha\'nber,,
¢ And draw the curtains round ;
¢ Then leave me to myfelf, to take alone-
¢ My fill of grief:
¢ There 1 till death will his unkindnefs. weep :-
¢ As Barmlefs infants moan themfelves afleep.”
[Exeunta.

ACT IV..
SCENE, A Salon..
Enter Antony and Dalabella..

DoLAEELLA.
HY would you fhift it from yourfelf on me ?:

W Can you not tell Mer you muft part 2.

Ant. T cannot. ’
T could pull out-an eyey and'bid it go,
And t’other fhould not weep. Oh, Dolabella,
How many deaths are in this word depart !
I dare not truft my tongue to tell her fo:
One lopk of hers would thaw me into tears,
And I-fhould melt till I were loft again..

Dcl. Then let Ventidius;
He’s rough by nature. :

Ant. Oh, he’ll fpeak too harfhily ;
He’ll kill her with the news : thou, only thou..

Dol. Nature has caft'me in fo foft a mould,
‘That ¢ but to hear a ftory feign’d for pleafure
¢ Of fome fad lover’s death, moiftens my eyes,
¢ And robs me of my manhood‘.’-—-—{ fhould fpeak":
So faintly ; with fuch fear to grieve her heart,
She’d not believe it earneft, .

Ant. Therefore ; therefore
Thou only, thou art fit ;. Think thyfelf me, .
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And when thou fpeak’ft (but let it firft 'be long}
‘Take off the edge from every fharper found,
And let our parting be as gently made
As other loves begin.  Wilt thou do this ?
Dol. What you have faid fo finks into my foul,.
That, if I muft {fpeak, I fhall fpeak juft fo,
Ant. 1 leave you then to your fad tatk : Farewels
I fent her word to meet you. ‘
[Goces to the door, and comes backe
1 forgot ; _
Let her be told, I'll.make her peace with mine:
Her crown and dignity fhall be preferv’d,
If I'have pow’r with Cafar—— Oh, be fure
"Fo think on that..
Dol, Fear not, I will remember.
Antony goes-agarn to-the door, and comes back..
Ant. And tell her, toe, how -much I was conftrain’d 3
I did not this, but with extremeft force..
Defire her not-to hate my memory,
For I ftill cherith hers ;——infift on that..
- Del.. Truft me,. I’IL not forget it..
Ant. Then that’s all..  [Goes outy and returns agais..
Wilt thou forgive my fondnefs this once more?.
Tell her, tho’ we fhall -never meet .again,.
If I thould hear fhe took another love,,
‘The news would break my heart---Now I muft go ;-
For every time I have return’d, I feel
My foul more tender ; and my next command.
‘Would be to bid her ftay, and ruin both, [Exite
Dol. Men are but children of a larger growth,
Our appetites as apt to change as theirs,
And full as craving too, and full as vain;
And yet the foul,, fhut up in her dark room,
Viewing fo clear abroad, at home fees nothing ;-
But, like-a mole in earth, bufy and blind,
Works all her folly up, and cafts it outward
To the world’s open view: Thus I difcover’d,
And blam’d the love of ruin’d Antony ;
Yet with that I. were he, to be fo ruin’d,.
: Enter Ventidius above.
Vent. Alone, and talking to himfelf ! Concermn’d too ¥
Rerhaps my guefs is right; he lov’d her once,
And may purfue it ftills

Dal; .
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Dol. Oh, friendlhip! friendfhip !
TNl canft thou anfwer this ; and reafon, worfe ¢
Unfaithful in th* attempt ; hopelefs to win :
And, if I win, undone. Mere madnefs all.
And yet th’ occafion fair. What injury
To him, to wear the robe which he throws by ? V
Pent. None, none atall. This happens as I wifh,
‘To ruin her yet more with Antony. [Afede.
Enter Cleopatra, talking avith Alexas ; Chaymion, Iras,
on the ather fide.
Dol Sh;: co'mes! What charms have forrow on that
ace ! '
Sorraw feems pleas’d to dwell with fo much fweetnefs ;
Yet, now and then, a melancholy fmile
Breaks loofe, like lightning in a winter’s night,
And (hows a moment’s day. )
Pent, If fhe fhould love him too! her eunuch there !
‘That porc’pifce bodes ill weather. Draw, draw nearery
Sweet devil, that I may hear.
Alex. Believe me; try
[Dolabella goes over 2o Charmion and Iras ; feems
to talk avith them,
"To make him jealous ; jealoufy is like
A polifh’d glafs held to the lips when life’s in doubt :
If there be breath, ’twill catch the damp and fhow ita
Cleo, T grant you jealoufy’s a praof of love,
But ’tis a weak and unavailing medicine;
¢ It puts out the difeafe, and makes it thow,
¢ But has no pow’r to cure.’ ;
Alex. *Tis your laft remedy, and ftrongeft too's
And then this Delabella, who fo fit
. To pradtife on ? He’s handfome, valiant, young,
And looks as he were laid for nature’s bait,
To catch weak women’s eyes.
He ftands already more than half fufpe&ted
Of loving you : The leaft kind word or glance,
You give this youth, will kindle him with love ¢
‘Then, like a burning veflel fet adrift,
You'll fend him down amain before the wind,
"To fire the heart of jealous Antony. :
Cleo. Can I do this? Ah, no; my love’s fo true,
That I cap neither hide it where it is, N
’ : ' or
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Nor fhow it where it is nat, ¢ Nature meant me
¢ A wife, a filly, harmlefs, houfhold dove,
¢ Fond without art, and kind without deceit ;
¢ But fortune, that has made a miftrefs of me,
¢ Has thruft me out to the wide world, unfurnifh’d:
\\‘ Of falfhood to be happy.’
“»  Alex. Force yourfelf. ~
Th’ event will be, your lover will return
Doubly defirsus ta poffefs the good
Which once he fear’d to lof~.
Cleo. 1 muft attempt it ;
But, Oh, with what regret! ,
[Exit Alex. (She comes up to Dolabella.}
Fent. So now thefcene draws near ; they’re in my reach.
Cleo. [To Dol.] Difcourﬁng with my women ! Might
Share in your entertainment # [not &
Char. You have been
The fubje&t of it, Madam.
Cleo. How ! and how ?
Iras. Such praifes of your-beauty ¥
Cleo. Mere poetry.
Your Roman wits, your Gallus and Tibullus,
Have taught you this from Cytheris and Delia.
Dol. Thofe Roman wits have never been in Egypty,
Cytheris and Delia elfe had been unfung:
1, who have feen——had I been born a poet,
Should chufe a nobler name.
Cleo. You flatter me.
But, ’tis your nation’s vice : all of your country
Are flatterers, and all falfe. Your friend”s like yowh
I'm fure he fent you not to fpeak thefe words. ¢ ¢
Dol, No, Madam ; yet he fent me —mmem— * -
Cleo. Well, he fent you—-—
Dol. Of a lefs pleafing errand.
Clco. How lefs pleafing ?
Lefs to yourfelf, or me?
Do/. Madam, “to both 3
For )you muft mourn, and I muft grieve to caufe it.
Cleo. You Charmion and your fellow, ftand at diftance..
Hold up, my fpirits. [A4fide.]——~——Well, now your:
mournful matter ;. .
For I’m prepar'd, perhaps can guefs it, too. Do
ol
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Dél. I with you would ; for *tis-a thanklefs -office
“To tell ill news: and I, of all your fex,
Moft fear difpleafing you.
Cleo. Of all your fex, ‘
1 fooneft could forgive you, if you fhould.
Vent. Moft delicate advances.! Woman! woman !
Dear, damn’d, inconftant fex ! 1
Cleo. In the firft place,
I am to be forfaken; is’t not fo?
Dol. I wifh I could not anfwer to that queftion.
Cleo. Then pafs it o’er,. becaufe it troubles you :
¢ I fhould have been more griev'd another time.’
Next, I’'m to lofe my kingdom—=—=Farewel, Egypt.
Yet, is there any more?
Dol. Madam, 1 fear
Your too deep fenfe of grief has turn’d your reafon.
Cleo. No, no, I’'m not run mad ; Ican bear fortanes
And love may be expell’d by other love,
As poifons are by poifons.,
-Dol. You o’erjoy me, Madam,
‘To find your griefs fo moderately borne.
You've heard the worft; all are not falfe, like him.
Lleo. No ; heav’n forbid they fhould.
Dol. Some men are conftant.
Cleo. And conftancy deferves reward, that’s certain,
- Dol. Defervesit not; but give it leave to hope.
Vent. Pl fivear thou haft my leave. I have enough:
* But how to manage this ! Well, I'll confider.” [Exits
Dol, 1 came prepar’d,
To tell you heavy news ; news, which I thoughe
Wauld fright the blood from your pale cheeks to hears
But you have miet it with a chearfulnefs
‘That makes my-tatk mere eafy ; and my tongue,
Which on another’s meflage was employ’d,
Would gladly fpeak.its own,
Cleo. Hold, Dolabella.
Firft tell me, were you chofen by my lerd ?
Or fought you this employment ?
Dol. He pick’d me out ; and, as his bofom-ftiend,
He charg’d me with his wotds,
Cleo. The meflage then
I know was tender, and each accent fmooth,
Te.mollify that rugged word Depart.

DO’-
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Dol. Oh! you miftake : He chofe the harfheft words 3
¢ With fiery ?'cs, and with contracted brows,’
He coin’d his face in the fevereft ftamp ;
And fury fhook his fabrick like an earthquake :
He heav’d for vent, and burft like bellowing AEtna,
In founds fcarce human, ¢¢ Hence, away for ever :
Let her begone, the blot of my renown,
And bane of all my hopes : -
[V the time of this [peech, Cleopatra feems more and
more concerned, till fbe finks quite down.
Let her be driv’n as far as men can think
From man’s commerce ¢ She’ll poifon to the center.”

Qleo. Oh, 1 can bear no more ! [Faintss
Dol. Help, help! Oh, wretch! Oh, “curfed, curfed
‘What have I done'! [wretch !

¢ Char. Help, chafe her temples, Iras.
¢ Iras, Bend, bend her forward quickly.’
Char. Heav’n be prais’d,

She comes again. _

Noaers Cleo. Oh, let him not approach me.’

"MWhy have you brought me back to this loath’d being,
‘Th’ abode of falfhoog, violated vows, : o
And injur’d love ?- For pity, let me go;

For, if there be a place of long repofe, .

I'm fure I wantit. ¢ My difdainful lord

¢ Can never break that quiet, nor awake

¢ The fleeping foul, with hollowing in my tomb

¢ Such.words as fright her hence.” Unkind, unkind.
Dol. Believe me, *tis againft myfelf I fpeak, [Knceling.

\ That fure deferves belief; I injur’d him:

My friend ne’er fpoke thofe words. Oh, had you feea
How often he came back, and every time
With fomething more obliging and more kind,
‘To add to what he faid ; what dear farewels,
How almoft vanquifh’d by his leve he parted,.
. And lean’d to what unwillingly he left: '
I, traitor as I was, for love of you, . ~
(But what can you not do, who made me falfe!).
I forg’d that lie: for whofe forgivenefs kneels
‘This felf-accus’d, felf-punifh’d criminal. '
Cleo. With how much eafe believe we what we with !
Rife, Dolabella; if you have been guilty,. - ih
- .. Thave
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T have contributed, and too much love
Has made me guilty too.
- ‘Th’ advance of kindnefs which I made, was feign'd,
To call back fleeting love by jealoufy ;
But ’twould not laft, Oh, rather let me lofe,
Than fo ignobly trifle with his heart.
" Dol. 1 find your breaft fenc’d round {rom human reach,
‘Tranfparent as a rock of folid chryftal ;
Seen through, but never pierc’d. ¢ My friead, my friend !
¢ What endlefs treafure haft thou thrown away ;
¢ And fcatter’d, like an infant, in the ocean,
¢ Vain fums of wealth which none can gather thence.”
Cleo. Could you not beg -
An hour’s admittance to his private ear? :
¢ Like one who wanders through long barren wilds,
* And yet foreknows no hofpitable inn
¢ Is near to fuccour hunger, '
- ¢ Eats his fill, before his painful march :
¢ So would I feed a-while my famifh’d eyes’ ¢
Before we part ; for I have far to go, -
If death be far, and mever muft return.
. Ventidius, awith OQavia, behind.
Pent. From whence you may difcover—Oh, fweet, fweet!
Would you indeed ? the pretty hand in earneft?

Dol. 1 will, for this reward. . [Takes ber band,
Draw it not back, oo
*Tis all 1 e’er will beg. : e

Fent. The%rvturn upon us.

¢ Oftav. What quick eyes has guile !’

Pent. Seem not to have obferv’d ’em, and go on.
They enter.

Dol. Saw you the emperor, Ventidius ?

Vent. No. -

T fcught him ; but I heard that he was private,

None with him, but Hipparchus his freedman,
Dol. Know you his bus’nefs ?

Fent. Giving him inftructions,
. And letters, to his brother Cefar.
Dol. Well, ‘

He muft be found.  [Exeunt Dolabella and Cleopatra,
O¢t. Mot glorious impudence ! . .
Fent, She look'd, methought, .

F As
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As fhe would fay, Take your old man, Qftaviag .
Thank you, I’'m better here. ' :
Well, but what ufe
Make we of this difcovery ?
0&. Let it die.
Vent. 1 pity Dolabella ; but fhe’s dangerous ¢
¢ Her eyes have pow’r beyond Theflalian charms,
¢ To draw the moon from heav'n; for eloquence,
¢ The fea-green fyrens taught her voice their flatt'ry 3
¢ And, while fhe {peaks, night fieals upon the day,
¢ Unmark'd of thofe that hear : then fhe’s fo charming,
‘.Age buds at fight of her, and fwells to youth =
¢ The holy priefts gaze on her when fhe fmiles ;
¢ And with heav’d hands, forgetting gravity,
¢ They. blefs her wanton eyes: even I, who hate her,
¢ With a malignant joy behold fuch beauty ;’
And, ¢ while I curfe, defire it.” Antony
Muft needs have fome remains of paffion till,
Which may fermept into a worfe relapfe,
If now not fully cur’d.———Bxt fee he comes——mm
¢ I know, this minute, .
¢ With Czfar he’s endeavouring her peace. ‘
" ¢ Of. You have prevail'd:————DBat for a farther
, : purpofe (Waiks off
‘¢ Tll prove how he will relith this difcovery.
¢ What, make a ftrumpet’s peace! it fwells my heatt ;
¢ It muft net, fha’ not be.
¢ Pent. His guards appear.
¢ Let me begin, and you fhall fecond me.’
Enter Antony.
Ant. Ofavia, T was looking you, my love ;
'What, are yaur letters ready ? Ihave givin
My laft inftructions.
O4. Mine, my lord, are writien.
Ant, Ventidius! [Drawing him afide,
Vent, My lord ?
Ant. A word in private.
When faw you Dolabella ?
Vent, Now, my lord, )
He parted hence ; and Cleopatra with him.
Ant. Speak foftly. ’Twas by my command he went,
To bear my laft farewel. :
. - Vent,
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Vent. It Jook'd, indeed, [ Aond.
Like your farewel. .
Ant. More foftly——My farewel!
What fecret meaning have you in thofe words
Of my farewel ? He did it by my order.
Vent. Then he obey’d your order, I fuppofe. [Alxd.
You bid him do it with all gentlenefs,
All kindnefs, and all love.
Ant. How fhe mourn’d !
‘The poor forfaken creaturé !
Pent. She took it as fhe ought ; fhe bore your parting '
As fhe did C=far’s, as fhe would another’s, )
Were a pew love to come. ’

Ant. Thou doft belie her; [ Llond.
Mott bafely, and malicioufly belie her. .
Pent. 1 thought not to difpleafe you; I have done.

04&. You feem difturb’d, my lord. [Coming. up. .
Ant, A very trifle, .

Retire, my love.
Vent. It was indeed a trifleq.

He fent
Ant. No more. Look how thou difobey’t me; -
‘Thy life fhall anfwer it. {Angrily.

O&. ‘Fhen ’tis no trifle. .
Vent. [To O] 'Tis lefs; & very nothing: You too
Mg well as I, and therefore "tie no fecret. [faw ity
Ant. She faw it ! )
Vent. Yes: She faw young Dolabe}la —
Ant. Young Dolabella !
Vent. Young, 1 think him young,
And handfome too ; and {o do others think him.
But what of that ? He went by your command,,
Indeed ’tis probable, with fome kind meffage; -
For fhe receiv’d it gracioufly ; fhe fmil’d :
And then he grew familiar with her hand,
ueez’d it, and worry’d it with ravenous kiffes ;
She blufh’d, and figh’d, and fmil’d, and blufh’d again 5
At laft fhe took occafion to talk foftly.
¢ And brought her cheek up clofe, and lean’d on his :
¢ At which he whifper’d kiffes back on hers ;’
And then fhe cry’d aloud, That conftancy

Should be rewarded.——This I faw and heard.
( F 2 - Aﬂt .
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Ant. What woman was it, whom you heard and faw
So playful with my friend !
Not Cleopatra ?
Pent, Ev’n fhe, my lord !
«nt. My Cleopatra ?
Fent, Your Cleopatra ;
Dolabella’s Cleopatra :
Every man’s Cleopatra.
Ant. Tis falfe.
¢ Vent. 1do not lie, my lord.
¢ Is this fo firange ? Should miftrefles be left,
¢ And not provide againft a time of change?
¢ You know fhe’s not much us’d to lonely nights.
¢ Ant. Tll think no more on’t.’
1 know ’tis falfe, and fee the plot betwixt you,
¢ You needed not have gone this way, O¢tavia:
¢ What harms it you that Cleopatra’s juft ?
¢ She’s mine no more. I fee; and I forgive:
¢ Urge it no farther, love.
¢ Od. Are you concern’d
¢ That fhe’s found falfe ?
¢ Ant. 1 thould be, were it fo;
¢ For tho’ ’tis paft, I would not that the world
¢ Should tax my former choice : that I lov’d one
¢ Of fo light note; but I forgive you both.’
- Vent. What has my age deferv’d, that you fhould think .
T would abufe your ears with perjury ?
1f heav’n be true, fhe’s falfe.
Ant. Tho’ heav’n and earth
Should witnefs it, I’ll not believe her tainted.
'\ Vent. I'll bring you then a witnefs
~From hell to prove her fo. Nay, go not back;
(Seeing Alexas juff entering, and flarting back,
For ftay you muft and fhall,
Alex. What means my lord ?
Vent. To make you do what moft you hate; fpeak -

¢ You are of Cleopatra’s private counfel, [truth,..
¢ Of her bed-counfel, her lafcivious hours ;
¢ Are confcious of each nightly.change the makes, .

¢ And watch her, as Chaldeans do the moon,

¢ Can tell what figns fhe paffes through, what day.’
lex, My noble lord, 7 -
ents
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Vent. My moft illuftrious pandar,
No fine fet fpeech, no cadence, ne turn’d periods,
But a plain home-fpun truth, iswhat I afk : :
I did, myfelf, o’erhear your queen make love
‘To Dolabella. Speak ; for I will know,
By your confeflion, what more paft betwixt ‘em ;
How near the bus’nefs draws to your employment ;
And when the happy hour.
Ant. Speak truth, Alexas, whether it offend
Or pleafe Ventidius, care not. Juftify
Thy injur’d queen from malice, Dare his worft.
¢ Ocf. [A4pde.] See how he gives him courage, how he
¢ 'To find her falfe! and thuts his eyes to truth, [fears
¢ Willing to be mifled !’
Alex.. As far as love may plead for woman’s frailty,
Ur%d by defert and greatnefs of the lover ;
Se far (divine Oftavia} may my queen
Stand ev’n excus’d to you for loving him,
‘Who is your lord : So far from brave Ventidius,
May her paft.actions hope a fair report.
Ant. *Tis well and truly {fpoken : Mark, Ventidius.
Alex. To you, moft noble emperor, her ftrong paffion
Stands not excus’d, but wholly juftified.
Her beauty’s charms alone, without her crown,
From Ind and Meroe drew the diftant. vows
Of fighing kings; and at her feet were laid
The fcepters of the earth, expos’d on heaps,
To chufe where fhe would reign;
She thought 2 Roman only could deferve her ;
And, of a%l Romans, only Antony. .
And, to be lefs than wife to you, difdain’d
‘Their lawful paffion.
Ant. *Tis but truth.
Alex. And yet tho’ love, and your urmatch’d defert,
Have drawn her from the due regard of honour,
At laft, heav’n open’d her unwilling eyes
To fee the wrongs fhe offer’d fair O&tavia,
Whofe holy bed fhe lawlefsly ufurp'd.
The fad effects of this improfperous war,
Confirm’d thofe pious thoughts.
Pent. [ Afide.] Oh, wheel you there ? .
Obferve him now ; the man begins to mend,
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And talk fubftantial reafon, Fear not, eunuch,
-The emperor has giv’n thee leave to fpeak.
Alex. Elfe had I never dar’d ¢ offend his ears
With what the laft neceflity has urg’d -
On my forfaken miftrefs ; yet I muft not
Prefume to fay her heart is wholly alter’d,
Ant. Noy dare not for thy life, {charge thee, dare not
Pronounce that fatal word.
O&. Mutt 1 bear this ? Good heav’n, afford me pa-
tience ! [ 4ficte.
Fent. On, fweet eunuch ; my dear half man, proceed
 Alea. Yet Dolabella
“Has lov’d her long ; he, next my god-like lord,
Deferves her beft; and fhould fhe meet his paffion,
Rejetted, as the is, by him fhe lov’d
Ant. Hence, -from my fight, for I can bear no more !
Let furies drag thee quick to hell ! each torturing hand
Do thou employ, till %lcopatra comes,
"Then join thou too, and help to torture her.
[ Exit Alexas thruft out by Antony.’
O&. ’Tis not well !
" Indeed, my lord, ’tis much unkind to me,
"To fhew this paffion, this extreme concernment,
For an abandon’d faithlefs proftitute.
Ant. O&avia, leave me ! I am much diforder’d !
Leave me, I fay ! :
Os. My lord !
Ant, 1bid you leave me.
¢ Vent, Obey him, Madam ; beft withdraw a while,
¢ And fee how this will work.
¢ O&. Wherein have I offended you, my lord,
That I am bid to leave you? AmI falfe,
Or infamous ? Am I a Cleopatra ?
¢ Werel fhe, ' i .
¢ Bafe as fhe 15, you would not bid me leave you 3
¢ But hang upon my neck, take flight excufes,
¢ And fawn upon my falthood. e
¢ Ant. *Tis t00 much ;

¢
¢

¢ Too much, O&avia! I am preft with forrows.

¢ Too heavy to be borne, and you add more !

¢ I would retire, and recolle&t what’s left

¢ Ot man within, to aid me. - P
E 4 . £ 0. .
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¢ 0&. You would mourn
¢ In private for your love, who has betray'd you.
¢ You did but half retura to me, your kindnefs
¢ Linger’d behind with her. I hear, my lord,
¢ You make conditions for her, - %
¢ And would include her treaty, Wond’rous proafs
¢ Of love to me !
¢ Ant. Are you my friend, Ventidius?
¢ Or are you turn’d a Dolabella too,
¢ And let this fury loofe ?
¢ Pent. Oh, be advis’d,
¢ Sweet Madam, and retire.’
O&. Yes, I willgo; but never to return.
¢ You fhall ne more be haunted with this fury.’
My lord, my lord, love will not always lat,
‘When urg’d with long unkindnefs and difdain.
Take her again whom you prefer to me ;
She ftays but to be call’d. Poor cozen’d man !
Let a teign'd parting give her back your heart,
Which a feign’d love firft got ; for injur’d me,
‘Tho’ my juit fenfe of wrongs forbid my ftay,
My duty fhall be yours.
To the dear pledges of our former love,
My tendernefs and care fhall be transfer'd,
And they fhall chear by tumns my widow’d nights !
So take my laft farewel ! for I defpair
To have you whole, and fcorn to take you half, [Ewxir.
Pent. 1 combat heav’n, which blafts my beft defigns !
My laft attempt muft be to win her back ;
But, Oh, I fear, in vain. [Exita
Ant. Why was I fram’d with this plain honeft heart,
Which knows not to difguife its. grieg and weaknefs,
But bears its workings outward to the world ?
I fhould have kept the mighty anguifh in, ©
And forc’d a fmile at Cleopatra’s falfhood :
O&avia had believ’d it, and had faid.
But I am made a fhallow-forded ftream,
Seen to the bottom : all my clearnefs fcorn’d,
And all my faults expos’d—See where he comes:
Enter Dolabella.
Who has prophan’d the facred name of friend,
And worn it into vilenefs ! . Witk
. - it
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With how fecure a brow, and fpecious form
He gilds the fecret villain ! Sure that fice
‘Was meant for honefty ; but heav’n mifmatel’d it,
And furnifh’d treafon out with nature’s pomp,
To make its work more eafy.
¢ Dol. O my friend ! '
Ant. Well, Dolabella, you perform’d my meffage 2
Dol. 1 did, unwillingly.
Ant. Unwillingly ?
Was it fo hard for you to bear our parting ?
You fhould have with’d it.
Dol. Why ?
Ant. Becaufe you love me.
And fhe receiv’d my meflage, with as true,
With as unfeign’d a forrow, as you brought it #
" Dol. She loves you ev’n to madnefs,
Ant. Oh, I know it,
You, Dolabella, do not better know
How much fhe loves me. And fhould I
Forfake this beauty, this all perfe&t creature #
Dol. 1 could not, were fhe mine.
Ant. And yet you firft
Perfuaded me. How comé you alter’d fince ?
Dol. 1 faid at firft I was not fit to go:
1 could not hear her fighs, and fee her tears,
But pity muft prevail: amd fo, perhaps,
It may again with you ; for I have promis’d
That the fhould take her laft farewel: and, fee,
She comes to claim my word.
. Enter Cleopatta,
~ Ant. Falfe Dolabella !
k Dsl, What’s falfe, my lord
: Ant. Why Dolabella’s falfe,
And Cleopatra’s falfe; both falfe and faithlefs, )
Draw near,” you well-join’d wickednefs, you ferpents,
Whom I have in my kindly bofom warm’d; ’
‘Till I am ftung to death.
Dol. My lord, have I
-Deferv’d to be thus us’d ?
Cleo. Can heav’n prepare _
A newer torment ? Can'it find a curfe
Beyonrd our feparation 2 ‘



ALL FOR LOVE" 69

Ant. Yes, if fate
Be juft, much greater: ¢ Heav’n fhould be ingenious
¢ In punithing fuch crimes. The rolling ftone,
¢ And gnawing vulture, were flight pains, invented
¢ When Jove was young, and no examples known
¢ Of mighty ills ; but you have ripen’d fin
¢ To fuch a monftrous growth, *twill pofe the gods
¢ To find an equal torture.” Two, two fuch !
Oh, there’s no farther name, two fuch—to me,
To me, who lock’d my foul within your breafts,
Had no defires, no joys, no life but you;
¢ When half the globe was mine, I gave it you
¢ In dowry with my heart: I had no ufe,
¢ No fruitof all, but you:’ a friend and miftrefs
Was what the world could give. Oh, Cleopatra !
Oh, Dolabella! how coyld you betray
This tender heart, which with an infant fondnefs
Lay luil’d betwixt your bofoms, and there flept
Secure of injur’d faith ?
.:Dol. If fhe has wrong’d you,
Heav’n, hell, and you revenge it.
Ant. If fhe has wrong’d me ! .
¢ Thou would'ft evade thy part of guilt ; but fwear
¢ Thou lov’ft not her. v
¢ Dol. Not fo as | love you.
¢ Ant. Notfo! Swear, fwear, I fay, thou doft not love
¢ Dol. No more than friendfhip will allow,  [her. -
¢ Ant. No more ? .
¢ Friendfhip allows thee nothing : thou art perjur’d———
‘“ And yet thou didft not fwear thou lov’t her not ;
¢ But not fo much, no more. Oh, trifling hypocrite !
¢ Who durft not own to her thou doft not love,
¢ Nor own to me thou doft !> Ventidius heard it ;
Odtavia faw it.
Cleo. They are enemies.
Ant. Alexas is not fo: He, he confeft it 3
He, who, next hell, beft knew it, he avow’d it.
Why do I feek a proof beyond yourfelf ? [7o Dol.
You whom I fent to bear my laft farewel,
Return’d to plead her flay.
Dol. What fhall I anfwer? v
If to have lov’d be guilt, then I have finn'd ; B
h ‘ ut
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But if to have repented of that love
Can wath away my crime, 1 havé repented. -
Yet, if 1 have oftended paf forgivenefs,
Let her not fuffer : fhe is innocent.
¢ Cleo. Ah, what will nota woman do-who loves !
¢ What means will fhe refufe, to keep that heart
¢ Where all her joys are plac’d! *Twas I encourag’dy,
. \X *Twas I blew up the fire that fcorch’d his foul,
¢ To make you jealous ; and by that regain you.
¢ But all in vain; I could not counterfeit :
¢ In fpite of all the dams, my love broke o’er,
¢ And drown’d my heart agmin; fate took th’ occafion 3
¢ And thus one minute’s feigning has deftroy’d
¢ My whole life’s truth.’
Ant. Thin cobweb arts of falthood ;
Seen, and broke through at firét,
Dol. Forgive your miftrefs,
Cleo. Forgive your friend,
i ¢ Ant. You have convinc’d yourfelves.
¢ You plead each other’s caufe : what witnefs have you,
* That you but meant to raife my jealoufy 2
¢ Cleo. Ourfelves and heav’n. o
¢ Ant, Guiltwitnefles forguilt, Henee, love and friend-
¢ You have no longer place in humati breafts,  {thipl "’
¢ Thefe two have driv’n you out: avoid my fight;
¢ 1 wou’d not kill the man whom I have lov’d ;
¢ And cannot hurt the woman ; but avoid me,
¢ I do not know how long I can be tame ;
¢ ‘For, if I ftay one minute more to think
" ¢ How I am wrong’d, my juftice and revenge
¢ Will ery fo loud within me, that my pity
¢ Will not be heard for either.
¢ Dok Heaven has but
¢ Our forrow for our fins ; and then delights
¢ To pardon erring man: {weet mercy feems
¢ Its darling attribute, wHich limits juftice ;
¢ As if there were degrees in infinite ; :
¢ And infinite would rather want perfection,
¢ Than punifh to extent.’ '
_>. Ant. I can forgive :
A foe; but not a miftrefs, and a friend:
‘Treafon is there in its moft horrid fhape,
Where
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Where trufl is greateft : ¢ and the foul refign’d
¢ Is ftabb’d by its own guards.” I’ll hear no more ;
Hence from my fight, for ever.

Cleo. How ¢ for ever!

I cannot go one moment from your fight,

And muft I go for ever?

My joys, my anly joys are center’d here :

What place have I to go to? My own kingdem ?
That 1 have loft for you : or to the Romans ?
They hate me for your fake.. Or muft I wander
The wide world o’er, a helplefs, banith’d woman ?
Banifh’d for love of you ; -banifh’d from you;

Ay, there’s the banifhment ! Ob,hear me; bear me,
With ftri€teft juftice: for I beg no favour:

And if I have offended you, then kill me,

But do not banith me.

#ut. 1 muft not hear you.

I have a fool within me takes your part 3
“But honour flops my ears. -

¢ Cleo. For pity hear me! _
¢ Would yeu caft off a flave who follow’d you,
¢ Who crouch’d beneath your fpurn ?—He has no pity !
¢ See, if he gives one tear to my departure ;
¢ One look, one kind farewel : Oh, iron heart!
¢ Let all the gods look down, and judge betwixt us,
¢ If he did ever love !

¢ Ant. No more: Alexas!

¢ Del. A perjur'd villain!

¢ Ant. [To Cleo.] Your Alexas! yours !

¢ Cleo. Oh, ’twas his plot : his ruinous defign
¢ T’engage you in my love by jealoufy.
¢ Hear him; confrent him with me ; let him fpeak.,

¢ Aut, 1 have; I have. : :

¢ Cleo.. And if he clear me not.

¢ Ant. Your creature! one who hangs uwpon your
¢ Watches your eye, to fay or to unfay [fmales !
¢ Whate’er you pleafe.” 1 am not to be mov’d.

Cleo. Then muft we part ? Farewel, my cruel lord, -
Th’ appearance is againft me; and I go,
Unjuftify’d, for ever from your fight.

_How 1 have lov’d, you know; how yet I love,
My only comfort is, I knew myfelf ;

1 love
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1 love you more, ev’n now you are unkind,
Than when you lov’d me moft ; fo well, fo truly,
T’ll never firive againft it; but die pleas’d
To think you once were mine.
Ant, Geod heav’n, they weep at parting.
Mutft I weep too? That calls ’em innocent,
I muft not weep ; and yet I.muft, to think
. ‘That I muft not fergive .
+ Live; but live wretched, ’tis but juft yéu fhould,
‘Who made me fo: live from each other’s fight : ¥
Let me not hear you meet. Set all the earch,
_And all the feas, betwixt your funder’d loves:
View nothing common but the fun and fkies :
Now, all take feveral ways ;
And each your own fad fate with mine deplore;
That you were falfe, and I could truft no more.
. : [Exeunt feverally.

-
1

A CT V.

SCENE, the Temple.
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, a#d Iras.

CHARMION. ;
¢ BE jufter, heav’n! fuch virtue punifh’d thus.  °
¢ Will make us think that chance rules all above,
¢ And fhuffles, with a random hand, the lots :
¢ Which man is for¢’d to draw.’ A

Cleo. 1 could tear out thefe eyes that gain'd his heart,
And had not pow’r to keep it. Oh, the curfe
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it dotage !
Bear witnefs, Gods, you heard him bid me go;
You, whom he mock’d with imprecating vows
- Of promis’d faith——T"11 die, I will not bear it.
¢ You may hold me——

[She pulls out ber dagger, and they bold her.
¢ But I can keep my breath: I can die inward, '
¢ And choak this love.’

- Enter Alexas.
¢ Iras. Help, Oh, Alexas, help! -
¢ The queen grows defperate, her foul ftruggles in her,
. © With
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¢ With all the agonies of love and rage,
¢ And ftrives to force its paffage.
¢ Cleo. Let me go.’
Art thou there, traitor ! —=Oh,
Oh, for a little breath, to vent my I‘F! .
¢ Give, give me way, and let me loofe upon him.*
Alex, Yes, I deferve it, for my ill-tim'd truth.
¢ Was it for me to prop \
¢ The ruins of a falling majefty ? .
¢ To face myfelf beneath the mighty flaw,
¢ Thus to be crufh’d, and poundered into atoms,
¢ By it: o’erwhelming weight? *Tis too prefuming
¢ For fwhjedts, to preferve that wilful pow'r
¢ WhicE courts its own deftru@ion.” .
Cleo. 1 would reafon
More calmly with you. Did you not o’er-rule, . -
And force my plain, dire@, and open love, -
Into thefe crooked paths of jealoufy ?
Now, what’s th’ event ? Octavia is remov’d ;
But Cleopatra banifh'd. ¢ Thou, thou, villain,
¢ Hatft pufh’d my boat to open fea ; to prove,
¢ Atmy fad coft, if thou cantt fteer it back.
¢ It eahnot be; I'm loft too far; I’'m ruin’d:
¢ Hence, thou impoftor, traitor, monfter, devil e
¢ Ican no more: thou, and my griefs, have funk
¢ Me down folow, that I want voice to curfe thee.
* zﬂeﬁ: Suppofe fome fhipwreck’d feaman near the
ore, .
¢ Dropping and faint, with climbing up the cliff,
¢ If, from above, fome charitable hand
¢ Pull him to fafety, hazarding himfelf .
¢ To draw the other’s weight ; would he look back
¢ And curfe him for his pains? The cafe is yours;
¢ But one ftep more, and you have gain'd the height,
¢ Cleo. Sunk, never more to rife.’
_ Alex. ¢ Oftavia’s gone, and Dolabella banifh'd.’
Believe me, Madam, Antony is yours.
His heart was never loft ; but flarted off
To jealoufy, love’s laft retreat and covert ;
Where it lies hid in fhades, watchful in filence,
And lif’ning for the found that calls it back,
Some other, any man, ’tis foadvanc’d,
- M ) G
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May perfe& this unfinifh’d work, ‘which I
(Unhappy only to myfelf) have left
So eafy to his hand. . . .
Cleo. Look ‘well thou do’t 5 elfe——— .
Alex. Elfe, what your filence threatens—Antony
Is mounted up the Pharos ; from whofe turret,
He ftands furveying our Agyptian gallies,
Engag’d with Cfar’s fleet : now death, or conqueft ;
If the firft happen, fate acquits my promife,
If we o’ercome, -the conqueror is yours, -

. (4 difiant fhout within.
Char. Have comfort, Madam: Did you mark that
fhout ? [Second fiout nearer.

Iras, Hark’; they redouble it.

Alex. *Tis from the port. .
The loudnefs thows it near. Good news, kind Heav’ns.

¢ Cleo. Ofiris make it fo.” "

' Enter Serapion.

Ser. Where, where’s the queen 2.

¢ Alex. How frightfully the holy coward ftares !
¢ As if not yet recover’d of th’ affault,’
¢ Whenall his gods, and what’s more dear to him,
¢ His off’rings, were at ftake.’

Ser. Oh, horror, horror!

Agypt has been ; the lateft hour is come.
‘The queen of nations from her ancient feat
Is funk for everin the dark abyfs :

Time has unroll’d hér glories to the laft,

And now clos’d up the volume.

Cleo. Be more plain s , :
Say, whence thou cam’ft, (though fate is in thy face 5
\rV’l;ich from thy haggard eyes looks wildly out,

And threatens ere thou fpeak’ft.)
Ser. I came from Pharos ; .
From viewing ({pare me, and imagine it)
Our land’s laft hope, your navy
Cleo. Vanquifl'd ?

Ser. No. T

* “They fought not.

eo. Then they fled.
Ser. Northat. I faw,

With Antony, your well-appointed fleet

Row
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Row out; and thrice he wav’d his hand on high, 3
And thrice with chearful cries they fhouted back :

¢ *Twas then, falfe fortune, like a fawning ftrumpet, !

¢ About toleave the bankrupt prodigal, \
¢ With a diffembled fmile would kifs at parting,

¢ And flatter to the laft ;’ “the well-tim’d oars .
Now dipt from every bark, now finoothly run i
To meet the foe ; and foon, indeed, they met,

But notas foes. In few we faw their caps

On either fide thrown up : the Egyptian gallies,
Receiv’d like friends, paft through, and fell behind
The Roman rear; and now, they all come forward,
And ride within the port.

Cleo. Enough, Serapion :

I’ve hieard my doom. This needed not, you gods :
When 1loft Antony, your work was done.

¢ *Tié but fuperfluous malice.” Where’s my lord ?
How bears he this laft blow ?

Ser. His fury cannot be exprefs’d by words :
‘Thrice he attempted headlong to have fall’n
Fullon his foes, and aim’d at Cafar’s galley :
Witheld, he raves onyou, cries, he's betray'd.
Should he now find you :

- Alex. Shunhim, feek your fafety,
Till you can clear your innocence.
Cleo. T’ll ftay. :
" Alex. You muft not ; hafte you to the monument,
While I make fpeed to Czfar.: :
Cleo. Czfar ! No,
I have no'bufinefs with him..
Alex. Ican work him, -
T {pare your life, and let this madman perith,

Cleo. Bafe, fawning wretch ! wouldft thou betray him
Hence from my fight, Iwill not hearatraitor;  [toe 2
*Twas thy defign brought all this ruin on us. '
Serapion, thou art honeft; counfel me:

But hatte, each moment’s precious.
Ser. Retire; you muft not yet fee Antony.
He who'began this mifchief,
*Tis juft he tempt the danger : let him clear you ;
And, fince he offer’d you his fervile tongue,
To gain a poor ptecarious life from Ciefar,
’ G 2 Let
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Let him expofe that fawning eloquence,

And fpeak to Antony.
Alex. Oh, Heav’ns! I dare not:

X meet my certain death.
Cleo. Slave, thou deferv’ft ity

Not that I fear my lord will Iavoid him ;

I know him noble: Whea he banifh’d me,

And thought me falfe, hefcorn’d to take my life :

But I'll be juftify’d, and then die with him.
Alex. Oh, pity me, and let me fellow you.
Cleo. Tc,z' death, if thou ftir hence. Speak, if thou

can’ft,
Now for thy life, which bafely thou wouldft fave,
While mine I prize at this. me, good Serapion.
[Exexnt Cleo. Ser. Char. and Iras.
Alex. Oh, that I lefs cou’d fear to lofe this being,
Which, like a fnow ball, ip my coward hand,
‘The more ’tis grafp’d, the fafter melts away.
- Poor reafon! Whata wretched aid art thou !
For fhill, infpite of thee, .
Thefe two long lovers, foul and body, dread
‘Their final {feparation.. Let me think :
What can Ifay, to fave myfelf from death?
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra.

sAnt. Which way ? Where ? [Within,
Fent. This leads to th’ monument. [Within,

Alex. Ahme! I hearhim : yet I'm unprepar'd ;
My gift of lying’s gone ; ’
And this court-devil, which I fo oft have rais’d,
Forfakes me at my need. Idare not flay ; -
Yet cannot go far hence. [Exit.
Enter Antony and Ventidius.
‘.. Ant. Oh, happy Czfar! Thou haft men to lead.
Think not ’tis thou haft conquer’d Antony : '
But Rome has conquer’d Egypt. I’'m betray’d.
¢ Pent. Curfe on this treach’rous train !
Their foil and Heaven infe ’em all with bafenefs
¢ And their young fouls come tained to the world
With the firft breath they draw.
¢ Aut, Th’ original villain fure no god created ;
¢ He was a baftard of the fun, by Nile;
¢ Apd
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¢ Ap’dintoman, with all his mother’s mud
¢ Crufted about his foul.””
Pent, The hation is
_One univerfal traitor ; andtheir queen,
‘The very fpirit and extract of ’em all..
Ant.?s there yet left .
A poffibility of aid ard valour ?
Is there one god unfworn to my deftruction ?
¢ The leaft unmortgag’d hope ?* For, if there be,
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the fate -
Of fuch a boy as Czfar. - e
¢ The world’s one half is yet in Antony ;
¢ And from each limb of it that’s hew’!away,
¢ The foul comes back to me.’
Vent. There yet remain
. Three legions in the town. The laft affault
Loptoff thereft. If death be your defign,
As I muft withit now, thefe are fufficient
To make a heap about us of dead foes ;
An heneft pile &r‘ burial,
Ant. They're enough.
We’ll not divide our ftars ; but fide by fide
Fight emulous, and with malicious eyes
Survey each other’salts : ¢ Socvery death:
¢ Thou giv'ft, I’ll take on me, as a juft debt,
¢ And pay thee back a foul.’
Pent. Now you fhall fee I loveyeu. ¢ Notaword
¢ Of chiding more.” By my few hours of life,
Iam fo pleas’d with this brave Roman fate,.
‘That I would not be Cfar, to outlive you.
‘When we putoff this flefh, and mount together,
T fhall be fhown to all th’ etherial crowd ;
Lo, this is he who dy’d with Antony.
Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through ull theis
troops,
And reach my veterans yet? *Tis worth the tempting,
¢ T’ o’erleap this gulf of fate,
¢ And leave your wand’ring deftinies behind.’
Enter Alexas, trembling..
Vent. See, fee, that villain! '
See ¢ Cleopatra ftampt upon that face, )
¢ With all her cunning, all her arts of falfhood !
G 2 < Hows
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¢ How fhe looks out through thofe diffembling eyes !*
How he has fethis count’nance for deceit ;
And promifes alie, before he fpeaks ! : .
Let me difpatch him firft, [Drawing.
¢ Alx. Oh, fpare me, fpare me.’
Ant. Hold ; he’s not worth your killing. On thy life,
« (Which thou may’ft keep, becaufe I fcorn to take it)
“\No fyllable to juftify thy queen ;
ave thy bafe tongue its office.
Alex. Sir, fhe’s gone,
‘Where fhe fhall never be molefted more
By love or you.
Ant. Fled to-her Dolabella !
\ Die, traitor, I revoke my promife, die. [Going to kill hir.
“\  Alex. Oh,hold, fhe is not fled.
Ant. She is. My eyes
Are open to her falfhood. My whole life
Has been a golden dream of love and friendthip :
But, now I wake, I’m likea merchant, rous’d
From foft repofe, to fee his veflel finking,
And all his wealth caft o’er. Ingrateful woman ¥
‘Who follow’d me, but as the fwallow fummer; -
¢ Hatching her young ones in my kindly beams,
¢ Singing her flatt’ries to my morning wake ;’
But, now my winter comes, fhe fpreads her wings,
- And feeks the {pring of Czfar. o
Hicx, Think not %o :
Her fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours.
* Had fhe betray’d her naval force to Rome,
. How eafily might fhe have gone to Cefar,
i Secure by fuch a bribe !
VPent. She fent it firft,
_ 'To be more welcome after.
. Ant. >Tis too plain ;
Elfe wou’d fhe have appear’d, to clear herfelf,
' Alex. ¢ Too fatally the has ;* fhe could not bear
To be accus’d by you ; but fhut herfelf
Within her monument : look’d downand figh’d ;
While, from her unchang’d face, the filent tears
Dropt, as they had not leave, but flole their parting..
Some undiftinguith’d words fhe inly murmur'd ; A
a2 t
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At laft, fhe rais’d her eyes, and with fuch looka
As dym Lucrece caft—— :

Ant. My heart forebodes—

Pent. ¢ All for the beft.” Goon,

Alex. She fnatch’d her poniard,

And, ere we could prevent the fatal blow, L /
Plun{c;t within her breaft : then turn’d to me;

Go, bear my lord, faid fhe, my laft farewel,

And afk him, if he yet fufpeét my faith. -
More fhe was faymg, but death rufh’d betwixt.

She half pronounc’d your name with her laft breath,
And bury’d half within her.

Vent. Heav’n be prais’d.

Znt, Thenart thou innocent, my poor dear love ? /
And art thou dead ? -
Oh, thofe twowords ! their found fhould be divided : L
Hadft thou been falfe, and | dy’d; or hadit thou liv’d,
And hadft been true—But innocence and death !

‘This fhows not well above. Then whatam I?

‘The murderer of this truth, this innocence !
Thoughts cannot form themfelves in words fo horrid
As can exprefs my guile !

Vent. 1s’t come to this * The gods have been too gra-
And thus you thank ’em for’t. : [cxous H

Ant. [To Alex.] Why ftay’ft thou here ?
¢ Is it for thee tofpy upon my foul,
¢ And fee itsinward mourning ? Get thee hence
‘Thou art not worthy to behold what now
Becomes 2 Roman emperor to. performe

¢ Alex. He loves her flill = [4,4&

gncf betrays it. Good! thejoy to ﬁnd .
¢ She s yet alive, compleats the reconcilement ; .
¢ I’'ve fav’d myfelf, and her. But, Oh, the Romans'
¢ Fate comes too faft upon my wit,
¢ Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double.’
[Ex:tt
Pent. Wou'd fhe had dy’d a little fooner tho’,
Before O&tavia went ;. you might have treated ;
Now *twill look tame, and wou’d not be receiv'd.
Come, roufe yourfelf, and let’s die warm together.
¢ Ant. 1 will not fight : there’s no more work for war.
¢ The bufinefs of my angry hours is done. _ « Poura
ente
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¢ Pent. Cxbar isat your gate.”
* Ant. Why, let him enters:
* He’s welcome now. .
. ¢ Pent. What lethargy has. crept into your. fou} ?
¢ Ant. *Tis but a fcorn of life, and juit defire,
/¢ To free myfelf fram bondage.
¢ Pept. Doitbravely.
¢ Ant. 1will; but not by fighting.” Oh, Ventidius &
What fhould I f?ht for now ? My queen is dead.
¥ was but great for her ;. my pow’r, .my empire,
Were but my merchandife to buy her love ;
And conquer’d kings, my fa&tars. New fhe’s dead,
Let Cefar take the world—— C o
¢ An empty circle, fince the jewel’s gone - :
¢ Which made itworth my ftrife : my being’s naufeous ;:
$ Forall the bribes of life are gone away.’ ‘ '
Vent, Wou'd-you be taken go :
Ant. Yes, I wou’d betakens .
But, asa Roman ought, dead, my Ventidius 5
¢ For I’ll convey my foul from Cafar’s reach,’
¢ And lay down life myfelf. ’Tis time the world.
¢ Shou’d have a lord, and know whom to obey..
¢ We too have kept its homage in fufpence,
¢ Andbent the globe on whofe each. fide we trod,
¢ Till it was dinted inwards. Lethimwalk -
¢ Alone upon’t; I’'m weary of my part.
¢ My torch.is out ; and.the world ftands before me
¢ Like ablack defart at th’ approach of night : .
¢ I’lllay me down, and ftray no farther on.
Vent. ¢ 1 could be griev’d ; .
¢ But that I’ll not out-live you.” .Chufe your death ;
For, I have feen him in fuch various fhapes,
1 care not which I take: I’m only troubled,
‘Thelife I bear is worn to fuch a rag,
*Tis fcarce worth giving. I could with, indeed,
--We threw it from us with a better grace ;.
‘That, like two lions taken in the-toils,
We might, at leaft, thruft out our paws and wound
The hunters that inclofe us.
¢ Ant. 1 have thought on’t;
- ¢ Ventidius, you muttlive.

* ¢ Pent, Lmuft not, Sir.. < A
'.»
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¢ Ant. Wilt thou not live, tofpesk fome good of me ?
¢ To ftand by my fair fame, and guard th’ approaches
¢ From the ill tongues of men ?
¢ Pent, Who fhall guard mine
¢ For living after you ?
¢ Ant. Say, I command it.
¢ Vent, I%ve die well, our deaths will fpeak themfelves,
¢ And need no living witnefs.’
Ant. Thou hatt lov’d me,
And fain I would reward thee. I muft die;
Kill me, and take the merit of my death
'To make thee friends with C=far.
Vent, Thank your kindnefs,
You faid I lov’d you : and, in recompence,
You bid me turn a traitor ! Did I think
You would have us’d me thus? that I fhould die
With a hard thought of you !
Ant. Forgive me, Roman, :
Since I have heard of Cleopatra’s death
My reafon bears no rule upon-my tonfue,
But lets my thoughts break all at random out.
I’ve thought better; do not deny me twice.
Vent. By heav’n I will not,
Let it not be t’out live you.
Ant. Kill me firft,
And then die thou ; for ’tis but juft thou ferve
Thy friend, before thyfelf.
Vent Give me your hand—
We foon fhall meet again. Now, farewel, emperor.
. [Emb"affo
Methinks that word’s too cold to be my laft :
Since death fweeps all diftinctions, farewel, friend.
That’s all——
I will not make a bufinefs of a trifle—
And yet I cannot look on you and kill you.
Pray turn your face.
Ant, 1do : Strike home be fure. o
Vent. Home, as my fword will reach. [ Kills bimfelf.
Ant. Oh, thou miftak’ft! :
That wound was none of thine: give it me back,
Thou robb’t me of my death.
Fent, 1 doindeed ;

: Bat
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But, think, ’tis the firft time I &’er deceiv’d you 3
If that may plead my pardon, And you, gods,
Forgive me, if you will; for I die perjur’d, .
Rather than kill- my friend. [Diss.
Ant. Farewel! Ever my leader, ev’n in death !
- My ciueen and thou have got the flartof me ;
And I’'m the lag of honour.—— Gone fo foon !
-Ts death nomore ! ¢ He us’d him carelefsly,
¢ With a familiar kindnefs: ere he knock’d,
« Ran o the door, and took him in his arms,
¢ As who fhould fay, you’rewelcome atall hours,
¢ A friend need give no warning—Books had {poil’d him,
¢ For all the learn’d are cowards by profeffion,’ '
*, *Tis not worth ’ ,
\ My further thought ; for death, forought I know,
s but to think no more, Here’s to be fatisfy’d.
) [Falks on bis fivord.
I’ve mifs’d my heart—Oh, unperforming hand !
" Thou never couldft have err’d in a worfe time.
¢ My fortune jades me to the laft ; and death,
¢ Like a great man, takes ftate and makes me wait
¢ For my admittance’ [Trampling <vithin.
Some perhaps from Cefar !
¢ If he fbould find me living, and fufpe&t
¢ ThatI play’d booty with my life !’ I’ll mend
" My work, erethey canreach me.  [Rifes upon bis knegs,
y Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras.
Clro. Whereis my lord? Whereis be ?
- ¢ Char. There he lies, )
¢ And dead Ventidius by him.’
Cleo. My fears were prophets ! Iam come too late!
“@h, thataccurs’d Alexas ! ) [Raus to Liim.
Ant, Art thouliving? -
Or am I dead before I knew, and thou
The firft kind ghoft that meets me ?
¢ Cleo. Help me feat him !
¢ Send quickly, fend for help! [They place bim in achaire
¢ Ant. Iam anfwer'd.
¢ We ljve both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra ;
¢ I’ll make the moft I can of life, to ftay
¢ A moment mpre with thee.’
Cleo, How is it with you ?

Ane
* L]



ALL FOR LOVE 83
R Ant, *Tisas witha maul '
emoving in a hurry ; all pack’d up,
Butone dgear jewelt;rl{at his Il)xaﬁf: fofzot 3
And he, for that returns upon the fpur : -
So I come back for thee.
Cleo. Toq long, ye heav’ns, you have been cruél tome !
Oh, now be kin%, and give me back
His fleeting life.
Ant. It will not be, my love !
1 keep my foul by force.
‘Say but thou art not falfe.,
Cleo. *Tis now too late v,
To fay ’'mtrue: I’ll prove it, and die with you,
Unknown tome, Alexas feign'd my death ;
Which, when I knew, I hafted to prevent
This fatal confequence. My fleet betray’d
Both you and me.
4t. And Dolabella—
=~ Cleo, Scarce efteem’d before helov’d : but hated now,
Ant. Enough ! my life’s not long enough for more,
Thou fayft thou wilt come after; f believe thee ;
For I can now believe whate’er thou fay’ft,
That we may part more kindly.
Cleo. I will come :
Doubt not, my life, I’ll come, and quickly too !
‘Cazfar fhall triumph o’er no part of thee.
Ant. But grieve not, while thou ftay’ft,
My laft difaftrous times !
Think we have had a clear and glorious day ;
And heav’n did kindly to delay the ftorm .
Jutt till our clofe of ev’ning. ~ Ten years love,
And not a moment loft, but all improv’d
To th’ utmoft joys ! What ages have we liv’d !
And now to dic each others ! ‘and, fo dying,
While hand in hand we walk in groves below, .
_Whole troops of lover’s ghofts fhall flock about us, .
And all the tain be ours. .
Cleo. Your words are like the notes of dying fivans, |
Too fweet to laft. . Were there fo'many hours ,
For your unkindnefs, and not one for love ! .
Ant. No, not a minute—This one kifs—more worth

Than all Ileave to Cafar,~— <" [Dies.
° : Cleo,

»
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Cleo. Oh, tell me fo again !
¢ And take ten thoufand kifles for that word’——
. My lord ! my lord ! Speak, if you yet have being!
Sigh to me if you cannot fpeak ! or caft
One look ; do any thing that thows you live.
Iras. He’s gone too far to hear you,
¢ And this you fee, a lump of fenfelefs clay,
¢ The leavings of a foul.
" . Char. Remember, Madam,
He charg’d Iou not to grieve.
Cleo. And I’ll obey him.
I have not lov’d 2 Roman, not to know
What fhould become his wife—his wife, my Charmion, !
For ’tis to that high title I afpire ;
Andnow I’ll notdielefs. ¢ Let dull Oftavia,
¢ Survive to mourn him dead : my noble fate
¢ Shall knit our fpoufals witha tie too ftrong
¢ For Roman laws to break.’ '
Iras. Will you then die ?
Cleo. Why fhouldft thou make that queftion ?
Fly both andy bring the cure of all our ills,
¢ Iras. Cefar is merciful.——
¢ Cleo. Let him be fo
¢ To thofe that want his mercy : my poor lord
¢ Made no fuch cov’nant with him, to fpare me
¢ When he wasdead, Yield me to Cefar’s pride!
¢ What, to be led in triumph thro’ the ftreets,
¢ A fpefacle to bafe plebean eyes ; :
¢ While fome deje&ted friend of Antony’s,
¢ Clofe ina corner, fhakes his head, and mutters
¢ Afecret curfe on her who ruin’d him—
¢ 1’ll none of that
-¢ Char. Whatever you refolve
¢ I'll follow ev’n to death,
¢ Iras. 1 only fear’d
* For you ; but more fhould fear to live without you.
- $Cléo, Why now ’tis as it fhould be. Quick, my triends,
¢ Difpatch ; ere this, the town’s in Cfar’s hands: -
¢ My lord looks down concern’d and fears my ftay,
¢ LeftI fhould be furpriz’d ;
*. "¢ Keep him not waiting for his love too long,
~ % You, Charmion, bring my crown and richeft jewels,
: ¢ Vgith
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¢ With’em the wreath of vitory I.made -
¢ {Vain augury !) for him who now lies dead ;
* You, Iras, bring the cure of all ourills.’
Zras. The afpicks, Madam ?
Cleo. Muft I bid you twice? . [Ex/ Cher. and Iras.
*Tis fweet to die, when they would force life on me,
‘To rufh into the dark abode of death, :
And meet my love, ’
¢ And feize him firft! if he be like my leve, :
¢ He is not frightful fure |
¢ We’re now alene, in fecrecy and filence 3
¢ And is not this like lovers ? I may kifs
¢ ‘Thefe pnle, cold lips—O&avia does not fee me';
#And, Oh, ’tis better far to have him thus,
¢ Than fee bim in her arms !*——Oh welcome, welcome:)
Enter Charmien and Iras, with t/zc q}}uﬁ:, B’r. o
& Char. What muft be done ? RN
- % Cleo. Short ceremony, friendss. . AN
S But yet it muft be decent, Firfh, this laune} - / o
* Shall crown my hero’s head : he feh not bafely,
¢ Nor left his ﬂueld behind him. Only tho '
& Couldft triumph o’¢r thyfelf ; and theu abn
¢ Wert worthy fo to triumph, . -
; ¢ c;l;ur. To whfat end. )
Thefe ns of your and royalty ?- .
¢ Clra.enlggﬂ, thaﬁhovgo a::? why, ’gs t?meet mylove"
¢ Aswhen T:-faw him firft on Cydno’s bank, Lo
¢- All fparkling like a goddefs ; fo adorn’d, o
¢ Filfind him once again : my fecond I})oufak» R
¢ Shall match my firft, in gloty. Hafte, hatle; badi,
¢ And drefs the bride of Antony ! .
¢ Cbar. ’Tis done. o
¢ Cleo. Now fet me by my lord, 1 chidl thii: plade; :
¢ For I muft conquer Cefar too, Jike himy
¢ And'win my {hare o'th’ world, Hail, you. dcar reheh
¢ Of my immortal love ! ' j
¢ Oh, let no impious hand remove you hence-;
« But reft for ever here:: let Egypt give -
¢ His death that peace, which it deny’d his life. -
¢ Reach me the cafket. o
4. Iras. Underneath the fm;c{ the afpxck lies.”
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Cleo, Welcome, thou kind deceiver ! o
. ; [Putting afpde the leaves. :
Thou beft of thieves ; who, with an eafy key, . :
Doft openlife, and, unperceiv’d by us, .
Evn us from ourfelves : ¢ difcharging fo
¢ Death’s dreadful office; better than himfelf,
¢ Touching our limbs fo. gently into flumber,
¢ That death ftands by, deceiv’d by his own image,
¢ And thinks himfelf but fleep.’ :
Secr. The queen, where is fhe ? - - [#ithin. .
¢ town is yielded, Ciefar’s at the gates. ., . :
Cleo. He comes too late t’invade the rights of death.
Hafte, hafte, my friend, and roufe the ferpent’s fury.
[ Holds out her ariny and drazws it back...
Coward fleth .
Would’t thou confpire with Cafar, to betray me,,
As thou wert none of mine ? I'll force thee to't, '
And not be fent by him, : : .
But bring myfelf, m¥ foul to Antony. . T
[Twrns afide,.and then foows her arm bloody. »
Take hence : the work isdone.. . , , .
Ser. Break ope the door, - [Withine
And guard the traitor well. : , .
¢ Char. The next is ours.

¢ Iras. Now Charmion, tobeworth’ly : . . o e
%, Of our great queen and miftrefs.” [7hey aptly the afpics..

Cleo. Already, death, I feel thee in my veins ; R
I go with fuch a will to find my lord, e
That we fhall qui¢kly meet. I
A heavy, aumbaefs creeps thro’ every limb, .
And now ’tis at my head : my eye-lds fall,, .

And my dear love is vanithed in a mift ! :

¢ Where fhdll k find him; where ? Oh, turn me-tohim ¥

¢ And lay me on his breaft’ —~Cafar, thy worft ; - .

Néw part ms, if thou canft. [Dies. .

[Iras finks doavn at ber feet and dies; Charmion fards be- .

hind her chair, as dreffing ber head.

Enter Serapion, twe Prieffs, Alexas bound, and Egyptians..
2 Priefi. Behold, Serapion, what havock death has .
Ser, > Twas what I fear’d. [made !

¢ Charmion, is this well done ?

Char.
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¢ Char. Yes, ’tis well done, and like'a queen, the laft
¢ Of her great race : Ifollow her. - [Sinksdown ; diess
¢ Alex. *Tis true,
¢ She has done well : much better thus to die,
¢ Than live to make a holy-day in Rome.’
Ser. See how the lovers lye in flate together, .
As they were giving laws to half mankind. /
Th’ impreflion of a {mile left in her face,
Shows fhe dy’d pleas’d with him for whom fhe liv’d,
And went to charm himin another world.
Cefar’s juft entring ; grief has now no leifure.
Secure that villain, as our pledge of fafety,
To grace th® imperial triumph. ~ Sleep, blett pair,
Secure from human chance, long ages out,
While all the ftorms of fate fly o’er your tomb ;
And fame to late pofterity fhall tell, '
No lovers liv'd fo great, or dy’d fo well, [Excunt. -

END of the Firtu AcT.

EPI-
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EPILOGUE

POETS, like difputants, awhen reafons fail,
Hawe one fure refuge lef? 5 and that's to rail..

Fop, coxcomb, fool, are thunder’d thro® the pit ;-
And this is all their egw;ﬁa e of witi ,

We avonder how the de:l this diff 'rence growws,
Betwixt our fools in fut;/é, and yours inprofe :
For, 'faith, the quarrel rightly underffood,

*Tis civil war with théér own fefb and blood;
The thread-bare author bates the gawdy coat ;.
And fwears at the gilt coach, but fwearsa foot:-
For’tis obfer’d of every feribbling man,

He grows a fop as faft as eer be can ;

Prunes up, and afks the oracle bis glaf,

I{ pink or purple beff becomes bis face.

Yor our poor avreich, be neither rails.nor prays 3.
Nor likes your wit, juf} as you like bis Plays,

He bas not yet fo much of Mr. Bays.

He does bis beft, and if be cannot pleafe,.
Wonidquietly fue out bis writ of eafe.

Xet, ifhe might bis own grand jury call

By the fair fex be begs to fland or fall.

Let Cafar’s pow'r the men's ambition movey

But grace you bim who b the world for love..
Xet if fome antiquated lady fay,

Fhe lafl age is not copy’d in hisplay ; -

Heav’n belp the man who for that face muff drudge,,
Which only bas the avrinkles of a judge. '
Let not the young and beauteous join with thofe 5.
For fhould you raife fuch numerous hofts of foes,
Yosing wits and Jparks be to bis aid muft call,
’?{:mre than one man'’s work to pleafeyou alle.

{223
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TO HER.
ROYAL HIGHNESS

DUCHTES S

Mapaw,

FTER having a great while wifh’d to write fome-
thing that might be worthy to lay at your high-
nefs’s feet, and finding it impoffible : fince the world has
been fo kind tome to judge of this poem to my advan-
tage, as the moft pardonable fault, which I had made in
its kind, I had finned againft myfelf if I had not chofen
this opportunity to implore (what my ambition is moft
fond ofg your favour and protection.,

For though fortune would not fo far blefs my endea-
vours, as to encourage them with your Royal Highnefs’s
prefence, when this came into the world ; yet I cannot
but declare, it was my defign and hopes, it might have
been your divertifement in that happy feafon, when you
return’d again, to chear all thofe eyes that had betore
wept for fyour departure, and enliven all hearts that had
drooped for your ablence. When wit ought to have paid
its choiceft tributes in, and joy have known ne limits,
then I hoped my little.mite would not have been rejeéted,
though my iil fortune'was too hard for me, and I loft a
grea'er honour, by your Royal Highnefs’s abfence, than
all the applaufes of the world befides can make me repas
zation for. v .

Neverthelefs, I thought myfelf not quite unhappy, fo
long as I had hopes this way yet to recompente my difap-

. Az pointment
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pointment paft: when I confider'd alfo, that poe:ry
might claim right to a little fhare in your favour ; for Taf-
fo, and Ariofto, fome of the beft, have made their names
eternal, by tranfmitting to after ages the glory of your
anceftors : and under the fpreading of that fhade, where
two of the beft have planted their laurels, how honoured
thould I be, who am the worft, if but a branch might
grow for me ?

I dare not think of offering any thing in this addrefs,
that might look like a panegyrick, for fear, left when I
have done my beft, the world fhould condemn "'me for
faying too little, and you yourfelf check me for meddling
with a tafk unfit for my talent.

For the defeription of virtues and perfetions fo rare as
yours are, ought to be done by as deliberate, as fkilful a
hand ; the features muft be drawn very fine, to be like ;
hatty daubing will but {poil the picture, and make it fo
unnatural, as muft want falfe lights to fet it off. And
your virtue can receive no more luftre from practices,
than your beauty can be improv’d by art; which, as it
charms the braveft prince that ever amaz'd the world
with his virtue: fo, let but all other hearts enquire into

" themfelves, and then judge how itought to be praifed.

Your love, too, as none but that great hero who has
it, could deferve it, and therefore, by a particular lot
from Heaven, was deftin’d to fo extraordinary a blefling,
{o matchlefs for itfelf, and fo wondrous for its conftancy,
fhall be remembered to your immortal honour, when all
other tranfactions of the age youlive in fhall be forgotten.

But I forget that I am to atk pardon for the fault I
have been all this while committing. Wherefore 1 beg
your Highnefs to forgive me this prefumption, and that
you will be pleafed to think well of one who cannot help
refolving with all the ations of life, to endeavour to de-
ferve it: nay more, I would beg, and hope it may be:
granted, that I may, through yours, never want an advo- -
cate in his favour, whofe heart 2nd mind you have fo en-
tire a fhare in; it ismy only portion and my fortune. I
cannot but be happy, fo long as I have but hopes I may
enjoy it; and I muft be miferable, fhould it ever be my
ill fate to lofe it. .

‘This,
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This, with eternal wifhes for your Royal Highnefs’s

coatent, happinefs, and profperity, in all humxluy is pre~
fented by
Your moft gbedient, and

devoted fervane,

THo. OTWAY.

o
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PROLOGUE

O you, great judges in this writing age,
T The ﬁn{fzf fu{it;lgand patrons of t/)ge age, .
With alf thofe humble thoughts, which ffi.l have fway'd
His pride, much doubting, trembling and afraid-
Of awhat is to bis want of merit due,
And aw’d by ev’ry exceilence in  you,
The author fends-to bog you awill be kind,
And fpare thofe many faults you needs mufl find.
You, 10 whom wit a common foe is rotwn,
The thing ye feorn and publicly dyium.
Though now, perbaps, ye’re bere for other ends,
He favears to meye ought to be bis friends :
For he ne’er call dye yet infipid to0ls ;
Nor wrote one line 1o tell ye you wvere Sfoolss
But fays of wit ye bave fo large a Sore,
So wery much younever wwill have more.
He ue’er aith libel treated yet the town,
The names of honeft men bedaud’d and fbewvn.
Nay, never once lampeon’d the barmlefs kfe,
Of fuburb wirgin, or of city wife.
Satyr’s 1’ cffedt of poetry’s difeafe, ’
Which, fick of a lewvd age, Jhe wenis Jor eafe, }
But notw ber only frife fhould be to please;
Since of ill fate the baneful cloud’s withdrawn,
Ana bappinefs again begias to dawn ; S
Since back with jey and triumph be is come,,
That alavays dreav Jears hence, ne'er brought *em home.
Oft bas be plough’d the bo;f'rous ocean oer,
et ne’er more welcome to the longing fhore, }
Not avhen be brought home vislories before. .
For then freft lanrels flourifb’doon hisbrows
And be comes crown’d avith olive-branches now s
Receive bim—Ob, receive him, as bis friends;
Embrace the bleffings avhich he recommends :
Such guiet as your faes fball neer defiroy ;
Then foake off fears, and clap your hands for joye

Dramatis
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DRAMATIS PERSONLE
M E N.

Drury-Lane.  Covent-Garden.

Acaffo,a nobleman re-

tired from the court,

and living privately

in the country,  Mr. Packer. Mr. Hull.
Caflalio, his fons Mr. Reddith.  Mr. Smith.
Polydore, > Mr. Brereton. Mr. Wroughton.
Chamont, a young fol-

dier of -fortune,

brotherof Monimia, Mr. Smith. Mr. Bendley.
Erneflo, } fervants in Mr. Wrighten. Mr. Redman.

Paulino, | thefamily,
Cordelio,  Polydore’s

page, Mafter Pulley.  Mifs Cockayne.
Chaplain. Mr. Uther. -

W OME N.

Monimia,the Orphan,
left underthe guar-
dianfhipofold Aca/- - .
t0, Mifs Younge. Mifs Miller.

Serina,Acaflo’sdaugh-

‘ter, Mifs Platt. Mrs. Pouffin.

Florella, Monimia's
woman, : Mrs. Johnfton. Mus. Pitt.

SCENE, BOHEMIA

THE
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THE

O R P H A N

ACT 1
4 Enter Paulino ard Ernefto.

: ¢Pavrivo.

. ’TIS ftrange, Ernefto, this feverity
¢ Should ftill reign powerful in Acafto’s mind,
¢ To hate the court where he was bred, and liv'd,
¢ All honours heap’d on him that pow’r could give.

¢ Ern. Tis true, he thither came a private gentlemany
¢ But young and brave, and of a family «
¢ Ancient and noble, as the empire holds. ,
¢ The honours he has gain’d are juftly his ;
¢ He purchas’d them in war: thrice has he led
¢ Anarmy ’gainft the rebels, and as often
¢ Return’d with vi¢tory. The world hasnot
¢ A truer foldier, or a better fubject.

¢ Paul. 1t was his virtue at firlt made me ferve him
¢ He s the beft of mafters and of friends :
¢ I know he has lately beer: invited thither ;
¢ Yet ftill he keeps his ftubborn purpofe ; cries
¢ He’s old, and willingly would be at reft.
¢ Idoubt there’s deep refentment in his mind,
¢ For the late {light his honour fuffer’d there.

¢ Ern. Has he not reafon? When for what he had

¢ borne, '

¢ Long, hard, and painful toil, he might have claim’d
¢ Places in honour, and employment high ;
¢ A hufling, fhining, flat’ring, cr'mging coward,
¢ A canker-worm of peace, was rais’d above him.

¢ Puul, Yet ftill he holds juft value for the king,
¢ Nor ever names him but with highett reverence.
¢ "Tis noble that———

s Ers.
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¢ Ern. Oh! I have heard him wanton in his praife,
¢ Speak things of him might charm the ears of envy. -
¢ Paul. Oh, may he live till nature’s felf grows old,
¢ And from her womb no more can blefs the earth !
¢ For when he dies, farewel all honour, bounty,
¢ All generous encouragement of arts ;
¢ For charity herfelf becomes a widow,
¢ Ern. No, he has two fons, that were ordain’d to be
¢ As well his virtues as his fortune’s heirs.
¢ Paul. They’re both of nature mild, and full of
¢ {fweetnefs ;
¢ They came twins from the womb, and ftill they live
¢ Asif they would go twins too to the grave:
¢ Neicher has any thing he calls his own,
¢ But of each other’s joys, as griefs, partaking ;
¢ So very honeftly, fo well they love,
¢ As they were only for each other born.
¢ Ern. Never was parent in an offspring happier ;
¢ He has a daughter too, whofe blooming age
¢ Promifes.goodnefs equal to her beauty. )
¢ Payl. And as thereis a friendthip "twixt the brethren,,
¢ So has her infant nature chofen too
¢ A faithful partner of her thoughts and wifhes,
¢ And kind companion of her harmlefs pleafures.
¢ Ern. You mean the beauteous orphan, fair Monimia,
¢ Paul. The fame, the daughterof the brave Chamont.
¢ He was our lord’s companion in the wars 3 .
¢ Where fuch awond’rous friendfhip grew between ’em, ,
¢ As only death could end. Chamont’s eftate
¢ Was ruin’d in our late and civil difcords;
¢ Therefore, unable to advance her fortune,
¢ He left his daughter to our mafter’s care;
¢ To fuch acare, as fhe fcarce loft her father.
¢ Ern. Her brother to the emperor’s wars went early,
¢ To feek a fortune, or anoble fate ; :
¢ Whence he with honour is expc&ed back,
¢ And mighty marks of that great prince’s fivour.
¢ Paul., Our mafler never would permit his fous
¢ To launch for fortune in th’ uncertain world ;
¢ But warns 'em to avoid both courts and camps,
¢ Where d'latory fortune plays the jilt
¢ With the brave, noble, honeft, gallant man,
¢ To throw herfelf away on fools and knaves,
i ’ . ¢ Erg,
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¢ Era. They both have forward, gen’rous, a&tive fpirits.
% *Tis daily their petition to their tather,
To fend them forth where glory’s to be gotten 3
They cry, they’re weary of their lazy home,
Reftlefs to dofomething that fame may talk of.
To-day they chas’d the boar, and near this time
Should be return’d. .
¢ Paul. Oh, that’s a royal fport !
¢ We yet may fee the old man in a morning,
¢ Lutty as health, come ruddy to the field,
¢ And there purfue the chace, as if he meant
¢ Too’ertake time, and bring back youth again, [ E«.

SCENE, a gardex.

Enter Caftalio, Polydore, and Page.

Caft. Polydore, our fport
Has been to-day much better for the danger ;
When on thebrink the foaming boar I met,
And in his fide thought to have lodg’d my fpear,
The defperate favage rufh’d within my force,
And bore me headlong with him down the rock.

Pol. But then :

Caft. Ay then, my brother, my friend Polydore,
Like Perfeus mounted on his winged fteed,

Came on, and down the dangerous precipice leap’d
To fave Caftalio. ’Twasa godlikeact !

Pol. But when I came, I found you conqueror,
Oh, my heart danc’d to fee your danger paft !

‘The heat and fury of the chace was cold,
And I had nothing in my mind but joy.

Caft. So, Polydore, methinks we might in war
Ruth on together ; thou fthouldit be my guard,
And I be thine ; what is’tcould hurt us then ?
Now halfthe youth of Europe are inarms,

How fulfome mutt it beto ftay behind,
And dieof rank difeafes here at home ?

Pol. No, let me purchafe inmy youth renown,

To make me lov’d and valu’d when [ amold ;
1 would be bufy in the world, and learn,
Not like a coarfe and ufelefs dunghill weed,
Fix’d to one fpot, and rot juftas I grow.

Caft. Our father ———e '

o A A

~

Has
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Has ta’en himfelf a furfeit of the world,
And cries, it is not fafe that we fhould tafte it:
1 own I have duty very pow’rful in me;
And though 1’d hazard all to raife my name,
Yet he’s {o tender, and fo good a father,
I could notdo a thing to crofs his will.
Pol. Caftalio, | have doubts within my heart, -
Which you, and only you can fatisfy.
Will you be free and candid to your friend?
Caf?. Have 1 a thought my Polydore fhould not know 2
What can this mean ? '
Pol. Nay, I'll conjure you too,
By all the ftriGteft bonds of faithful friendthip,
To fhew your heart as naked in this point,
As you wou’d purge you of your fins to Heav’n,
Caff. 1will, _
Pol. And fhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it
With all the fuff’rance of a tender friend.
Caff. As calimly as the wounded patient bears
The artifts hand that minifters his cure. .
Pol. That’s kindly faid. You know our father’s ward,
The fair Monimia. = Is your heart at peace ?
Is it fo guarded, that you could not love her 2
Caf}, Suppofe I fhould ?
" Pol. Suppofe you fhould not, brother ?
Caft, You'd fay I muft not.
Pol. Thatwould found too roughly
*Twixt friends and brothers, as we two are.
Cafl. Is love afault ?
Pol. In one of us it may be.
What if I love her?
Caff. Then I muft inform you
1 lov'd her firft, and cannot quit the claim,
Byt will preferve the birth-right of my paffion,
Pol. You will,
Caft. Twill,
Pol. No more, I've done.
Caft, Why not ?
Pol, 1told you I had done¢
But you, Caftalio, weuld difpute it
Ceff. No;
Not with niy Polydore ; though I muft own
3 .My
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My nature obftinate, and void of fuff’rance:
Love reigns a very tyrantin my heart,
Attended on his throne by all his guards
Of furious wifhes, fears, and nice fufpicions.
I could not bear a rival in my friendfhip, .
I am fo much in love, and fond of thee.
Pol. Yetyou will break this friendfhip.
Caf?. Not for crowns,
" Pol. But for a toy you would, a woman’s tay ; .
Unjuft Caftalio!
Caft. Pr'ythee, where’s my fault 2
Pol. You love Monimia.
Caf?. Yes.
Psl. And you would kill me,
If 'm your rival. o
Caft. No, fure we’re fuch friends,
So much one man, that our affe¢tions toe
Mu#ft be united, and the fame as we are.
Pol. T doat upon Monimia. .
Caf?. Love her ftill;
Win and enjoy her.
Pol. Both of us cannot,
Caff, No matter .
Whofe chance it prove ; but let’s not quarrel for't.
Pol. Youwould not wed Monimia, would you ?
Cafi. Wed her !
No ; were fhe all defire could wifh, as fair
As would the vaineft of her fex be thought,
With wealth beyond what woman’s pride could walfte,
She fhould not cheat me of m freecgm. Marry !
When I am old, and weary of the world, -
1 may grow defperate,
And take a wife to mortify withal,
Pol. 1t is an elder brother’s duty fo
‘To propagate his family and name:
'Y ou would not have yours die and buried with you 2
Caff. Mere vanity, and filly dotage all.
No, let me live at large, and when I die——
Pol. Who fhall poffefs th’ eftate you leave ?
Caff. My friend,
If he furvives me ; if not, my king,
Who may beftow’t again on fome brave man,
W hofe honefty and fervices deferve one.
. B Pol,
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Pol. "Tis kindly offer’d.
Cafi. By yon Heaven, I fove
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys 3
And would net fhock his quiet, to be bleft
With greater happinefs than man e’er tafted.
Pol, And by that Heaven eternally I {wear, -
To keep the kind Caftalio in my heart,
Whofe thall Monimia be ?
Caff, No matter whofe.
Pol, Were you not with her privately laft night? - ¢
Caff. I was,and fhould have met her here again 3
But th’ opportunity fhall now be thine ;
Myfelf will bring thee to the {cene of love :
But have a care, by friendthip I conjure thee,
That no falfe play be offer'd to thy brother.
Urge all thy pow’rs to make thy paffion profper :
But wrong not mine. :
" Pol. Heaven blaft me if I do. .
Caf?. 1f’t prove thy fortune, Polydore, to conquer,
(For thou haft all the arts of foft perfuafion)-
‘Truft me, and let me know thy love’s fuccefs,
That I may ever after ftifle mine.
Pol. Though fhe be dearer to my foul than reft
‘To weary pilgrims, or to mifers gold,
‘To great men pow’r, or wealthy cities pride,
Rather than wrong Caftalio, I'd forget her.
For if ye pow’rs have happinefsin ftore, :
When ye would fhow’r down joys on Polydore,
In one great blefling all your bounty fend,
‘That 1 may never lofe fo dear a friend.
: [Exeunt Caft. and Pols
Enter Monimia,
Mon. So foon return’d from hunting ? This fair day
Seems as if fent to invite the world abroad.
Pafs’d not Caftalio and Polydore this way ?
Page. Madam, juft now.
Mon. Sure fome ill fate’s upon me.
Diftruft and heavinefs fit round my heart,
And apprehenfion fhocks my timorous foul.
Why was not I laid in my peaceful grave
With my poor parents, and at reft as they are ?
-Inftead of that, I’m wandring into cares.
Caftalio ! Oh, Caftalio! thou hatt caughe M
4
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My foolifh heart; and like a tender child,
That erufts his play-thing to another hand,
1 fear its harm, and fain would have it back.
Come near, Cordelio. I muft chide you, Sir.
Page. Why, Madam, have I done you any wrong ?
Mon. 1 neverfeeyou now; you have been kinder ;
Sat by my bed, and fung me pretty fongs;
Perhaps i’ve been ungrateful. Here’s money for you:
Will you oblige me ? Shall I fee you oft’ner ?
Page. Madam, Pd ferve you with my foul =
¢ Butin the morning when you call me to you,
¢ As by your bed I fland, and tell you ftories,
¢ I amafham’d to fee your fwelling breafts,.
¢ It makes me blufh, they are fo very white.
Mon. ¢ Oh, men, forflatt’ry and deceit renown’d !
¢ Thus, when y’are young, ye learn it all Jike him,
¢ *Till as your years increafe, that firengthens too,
¢ T” undo poor maids, and make-our ruin eafy.
‘Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haft heard .
Their friendly converfe, and their bofom fecrets ;
Sometimes, at leaft, have they not talk’d of me ? -
Page. Oh, Madam, very wickedly they have tali’d !
But I am afraid te name it; for, they fay,
Boys muft be whipp’d that tell their mafter’s fecrets,
Moxr. Fear not, Cordelio; it fhall ne’er be known ;
For Il preferve the fecret as *twere mine.
Polydore cannot be fo kind as 1.
P’ll furnifh thee with all thy harmlefs fports,
With pretty toys, and thou fhalt be my page.
Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be fo,
Methinks you love me better than my lord ;
¥or he'was never half fokind as you are.
What muft I do?- ~
Mok, Inform me how thow’it heard
Caftalio, and his brother, ufe my name.
Page. With all thetendernefs of love 3
You were the fubjet of their laft difcourfe:
At firft I thought it would bave fatal prov'd ;
But as the one grew hot, the other cool’d,
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ;
At latt, after much ftruggling, twas refolv’d———
Bbow, What, good Cordelio ?
- B2 Page.
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Page. Not to quarrel for you.
Mon. 1wou’d not have ’em; by my deareft hope,
1 wou’d not be the argument of ftrife. ,
But furely my Caftalio won’t forfake me,
And make a mock’ry of my eafy love,
‘Went they together ?
Page. Yes, to feek you, Madam.
Caftalio promis’d Polydore to bring him
Where he alone might meet you,
And fairly try the fortune of his wifhes.
Mon. Am I then grown fo cheap, juft to be made
A common ftake, a prize for love in jeft
‘Was not Caftalio very loth to yield it ;
Or was it Polydore’s unruly paffion,
That heighten’d the debate ?
Page. The fault was Polydore’s,
Caftalio play’d with love, and fmiling thew’d
The pleafure, not the pangs of his defire.
He faid, no woman’s {miles fhould buy his freedom ;
And marriage is a mortifying thing.
Mox. Then I am ruin’d, if Caftalio’s falfe.
Where is there faith and honour to be found ?
Ye gods that guard the innocent, and guide
‘The weak, proteét, and take me to your care.
Oh, but I love him ! There’s the rock will wreck me !
Why was I made with all my fex’s foftnefs,
Yet want the cunning to conceal its follies ?
I’ll fee Caftalio, tax him with his falthoods,
Be a true woman, rail, proteft my wrongs ;
Refolve to hate him, and yet love him fhll,
"Enter Caftalio and Polydore.
He comes, the conqueror comes ! lie fill, my heart,
And learn to bear thy injuries with fcorn. :
Caft. Madam, my brother begs he may haveleave
To tell you fomething that concerns you nearly.
1 leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw,
Mon, My lord, Caftalio ! '
Caff. Madam ?
Mon. Have you purpos’d
To abufe me palpably 7 What means this ufage?
‘Why am 1 left with Polydore alone ? cat
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€C4ff. He beft cantell yous Bufinefs of. impertance
€alls me away ;- I muft attend' my. fathers.
Mon. Will you then leave me thus
Cqff. But for a moment.. .
Mbn. It has been otherwife ; thé time has been,.
When bufinefs might have ftaid, and I been heard,
Caft. 1could for ever hear thee ; but this time
Matters of {uch odd circumftances prefs me,
‘That I muft go — [ Bt
Mbon. Then go, and, if’t be poffible,. forever,
Well, my lord Polydore, I guets your-bufinefs,
And read the ill-natur’d purpofe in your eyes..
Pol. If to defire you more than mifers wealth,
Or dying men an hour of added life ;
If fofteft withes, and a heart more true,
‘Than ever fufter’d yet forlove difdain’d,.
Speak an ill nature, yeu accuie me juftly.
Mon, Talk notof love, my lord, I muft not hearit;
Pol.- Who can behold fuch beauty, and be.filent ?
Defire firft taught us words. Man, whea created,
At firft alone long wander’d up and down,
Forlorn, and filent as his vaffal-beafis ;
But when a heav’n-born-maid; like you, appear'd,
Strange pleafures fiil’d his eyes, and fir'd his heat,
Uhnloos’d his tongue, and his firft-talk was love.
Mon. The firft creared pairindeed were blefs'd 3
Ttey were the only objeéts of each-other, .
‘Therefore he courted her, and her alone ::
But in this peopled world of beauty, where
‘There’s roving room, where you may court, aad ruin
A thoufand more, why nced you talk to me ?
Pol, Oh! Icould ralk to thee for ever. Thus
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze
On thofe dear eyesy for every glance they fend
Darts through my foul, and almoft gives enjoyment,
M.n.. How can you labour thus for my undoing ?
I muft contels, indeed, I owe you more
That ever I.can hope or think to pay.
There always was.a friendfhip *twixt our families ;
And therefore when my tender parents dy’d,
‘Whofe ruin’d fortunes too expir’d with them,.
Your father’s pity and his bounty took me,,
A poor -aud helplefs orphan, to his care.
B 3 Pol,
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Pol. *Twas Heav’n ordain’d it o, to make me happy.:
Hence with this peevifh virtue, ’tis a cheat,
¢ And thofe who taught it firft were hypocrites.’
Come, thefe foft tender limbs were made for yielding.
‘Mon. Here on my knees, by Heaven’s bleft pow’r 1
{wear, [Kneeks

If you perfift, I ne'er henceforth will fee you,

But rather wander through the world a beggar,
And Hve on fordid fcraps at proud men’s:doors ;
For though to fortune loft, I'll ftill inherit
My mother’s virtues, and my father’s honour.
Pol. Intolerable vanity ! your fex
Was never in the right ! y”are always falfe
Or filly ; ev'n your drefles are not more
Fantaftic than your appetites ; you think
Of nothing twice. Opinion you have none..
To-day y’ are nice, to-morrow not {o free; .
Now fmile, then frown; now-forrowful, then glad;
Now pleas’d, now not; and all you know not why !
Virtue you affe@; inconftancy’s your prattice ;
And when your loofe defires once get dominion,.
No hungry churl feeds coarfer at a feaft ;.
Ev’ry rank fool goes down :
Mon. Indeed, my lord,
1 own my fex’s follies ; I have ’em all,.
And, to avoid its fault, muftfly from you..
Therefore, believe me, could you raife me high.
As moft fantaftic woman’s with could reach,
And lay all nature’s riches at my feet ;
I'd sather run a favage in the woods
Amongft brute beafts, grow. wrinkled and deform’d,.
© As w.ldnefs and moft rude negletcould make me,’
So 1 migbt ftill enjoy my honour fafe .
From the deftroying wiles of faithlefs men,— [ Exit..
Pol. Who'd be that fordid foolifh thing call’d man,,
To cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a_pleafure,,
Whieh beafts enjoy fo very much-above him 2
The lufty bu!l ranges through all the field,
And from the herd fingling his female out,,
Enjoys her, and ahandons her at will.
It fhall be fo; D’llyet poflefs my loves
Wait on, and watch her loofe unguarded hours ;
Then, when her roving thoughts have been abroad,
1 -~

nd
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And brought in wanton wifhes to her heart,
I’th’ very minute when ner virtue nods,
T’ll ruth upon her in a ftorm of love,
Beat down her guard of honour all before me,
Surfeit on joys, till «v’n defire grows fick ;
Then, by long abfence, liberty regain,.
And quite forget the pleafure and the pain.. ,
[Exeuat Pol. and Page,

Exp- of the FirsTt Acr.

A C T I
SCENE, a4 faloon.
Enter Acafto, Caftalio, and Polydore.

: Acasra.. :
TO-déy has been aday of glorious fport.
When you, Caftalio, and your brother left me,.

Forth from the thickets rufh’d another boar, . ‘
Solarge, he feem’d the tyrant of the woods,
With all his dreadful briftles rais’d up high,
They feem’d a grove of {pears upon his back ;.
Foaming he came at me, where I was pofted, |
Beft to obierve which way he’d lead the chace,
Whetting bis huge large tufks, and gaping wide,
As if he already had me for his prey ;
Till brandifhing my well-pois’d jav’lin high,
With this bold executing arm, I firuck
The ugly, brindled monfter to the heart,

Caff. ‘The a&tions of your life were always wond’rous. -

Acaft. No flatiery, boy! an honeft man can’t live

by’t;.

Itisa Iit'tlcyfneaking art,. which knaves
Ufe to cajole.and fotten fools withal,
If thou haft flattery in thy nature, out with'it,
Or fend it to a court, for there >will thrive,

¢ Po/, Why there ? '

¢ Acaft. "Tis, next to.money, current there ;
¢ To be feen daily in as many forms *
¢ As there are forts of vanities, and men ;

¢ The fupercilious ftatefman has his fueer, -
. ' °



T .

2 T HE ORVPHAN
# ‘To footh a poor man off with, that can’t bribe him:
¢ The grave dull fellow of {mall bufinefs fooths
¢ The humourift, and will needs admire his wit,
¢ Who, without fpleen, could fee a hot-brain’d atheift,.
¢ Thanking a furly doétor for his fermon ;
¢ Or a grave counfellor meeta fmooth young lord,
. Squeeze‘ hi;n by t?he hand, and praife hie good com-
exion ?-
¢ Pol. Coxfm arethe places wherebeftmanners flourith;.
& Where the deferving ought to rife, and fools
‘¢ Make fhew..  Why fhould I vex and chafe my. fpleen,. '
¢ To fee a gaudy coxcomb fhine, whenI
¢ Have feen enough to foothe him in his follies,
¢- And rid him to advantage as I pleafe ? ——
¢ Acaft. Who merit, ooght indeed to rife i’th’ world ;;
¢ But no wife man that’s honeft fhou’d expet it.
¢ What man of fenfe would rack his generous mind,.
¢ To praftife all the bafe formalities
¢ And forms of bufinefs, force a grave flarchd face,.
¢ When he’s a very libertine in’ heart ?
¢ Seem not to know this or that man in. public,.
¢ When privately perhaps they mreet together,
¢. And lay the fcene of fome brave fellow's ruin..
¢ Such things are done."”’
Caff. Yourlordfhip’s wrongs have been
8o great, that you with juftice ma£compla¥n ;.
But fuffer us, whofe younger minds ne’er felt.
Fortune’s deceits, . to court her as fhe’s fair.
‘Were fhe a.common miftrefs, kind to all,.
Her worth wou’d ceafe, and half the world grow idle:
A:aff. Go to, y’arc fools,. and know me not; 1've-
learn’d : :
Long fince, tobear,. revenge, orfoorn my wrongs,.
According to the value of the doer.
You both wou’d fain be greas, and to that end:
Defire to do things worthy your ambition.
Gb to the camp, preferment’s.noble(t mart,
Where honour ought to have the faireft play, you'll find:
Corruption, envy, difcontent, and fa&ion,
Almoit in ev’ry band. How many men )
Have fpent their blood in their dear country’s fervice,
Yet now pine under want, while feifith flaves,
That

~
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That e’en wou’d cut their throats whom now they fawn on,
Like deadly locufls, eat the honey up, .
Which thofe induftrious bees fo hardly toil’d for.

Caff. Thefe precepts fuit not with my active mind ;
Methinks I would be bufy.

Pol. So would I,

Not loiter qut my life at home, and know
No farther than one profpe gives me leave,

Acaff. Bufy your minds then, ftudy arts and men;
Learn how to value merit, though in rags,

And fcorn a proud ill-manner’d knave in office.
Enter Serina.
Ser. My lord, my father!
Acaft. Bleflings on my child,
-- My little cherub, what hatt thou to afk me?

Ser. I bring you, Sir, moft glad and welcome news.
The young Chamont, whom yeu’ve fo often with’d for.
Is juft arriv’d, and entering, - ’

* Acafi. By my foul,
And all my honours, he’s moft dearly welcome §
Let me receive him like his father’s friend.

: -Enter Chamont.
Welcome, thou reli¢t of the beft lov’d man.
Welcome from all the turmoils and the hazards
Of certain danger and uncertain fortune ;
Welcome as happy tidings after fears.

Cham. Words wou’d but wrong the gratitude 1 owe
ou 3
Shou'd I g’egin to fpeak, my foul’s fo full,
That I thould talk of nothing elfe all day.
Enter Monimia.

Mon. My brother!

Cha. Oh, my fifter ! let me hold thee
Longin my arms. -I’ve not beheld thy face
‘Thete many days; by night I’ve often feen thee
In gentle dreams, and facsfy’d my foul
With fancy’d joys, ’till morning cares awak’d me.
Another fifter ! fure it muft be fo;

Though I remember well 1 had but one :
But I feel fomething in my heart that prompts,
And tells me fhe has claim and intereft there,

Acaft. Young foldiery you’ve not only ftudy’d war,

' Courtthip
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Courtfhip, Ifec: has been your pradtice too,
And may not prove unwelcome to my daughter.
Cha. Ts the your daughter ! then my heart told true,
And I’'m at leaft her brother by adoptien.
For you have made yourfelf to me a father,
And by that patent I have leave to love her.
Ser. Monimia, thou haft told me men are falfe,
Will flatter, . feign, and make an art of love.
Is Chamont fo? No, fure, he’s more than man,
Something that’s near divine, and truth dwells in him.
Acaft, gI‘hus happy, who wou'd envy pompous pow’s,
The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities ?
Let there be joy through all the houfe this day !
In ev’ry room let plenty flow at large,
It is the birth-day of my royal mafter.
You have not vifited the court, Chamont,
Since your return. ‘
Cha. 1 have no bus’nefs there ;
1 have not flavith temperance enough :
T attend afav’rite’s heels, and watch his finiles,

Bear an ill office done me to.my face, :
And thank the lord that wrongd me for his favour.
Acaff. This you could do. - §Te bis fonn

Cafl. I'd:ferve my prince..
Acaff. Who'd ferve him. ¢
Caff. 1 would, my lord.

‘Pal, And I; both would.
Acafi. Away ¥ '

He needs not any fervants fach as you.

Serve him! he merits more than man cando !

He is fo good, praife cannot fpeak his worth::

So merciful, fure he ne’er flept in wrath;

So juft, that were he but a private man,

He cou’d not do a wrong.. How wou’d you ferve him#
ortune here at home,
in his wars,
leed for him,

ought.
rth. Now, by the fouls
ly happy ;
e-day,
’ Bleft
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Blet be your mother’s memory that bore you,
And dou’l;ly bleft be that aufpicious hour ye
That gave ye birth. ¢ ¥es, my afpiring boys, .
¢ Ye fhall have bufinefs, when your mafter wants you. .
¢ You cannot {erve a nobler: I have ferv’d him ;
¢ In this old body yet the marks remain
¢ Of many wounds. I’ve with this tongue proclaim'd .
¢ His right, ¢’enin the face of rank rebellion ; )
¢ And when a foul-mouth’d traitor once prophan’d
¢ His facred name, with my good fabre ggwn,
¢ E'en at the head of all his giddy rout,
¢ I rufh’d, and clove the rebel to the chine.”
Enter fervant. .
Serv. My lord, th’ expetted guefts are juft arrivd,
Acaff. Go you, and give 'em welcome and reception,
[Exeunt Caf. Polydore, Serina, &5'c,
Cha. My lord, I ftand in need of your affiftance
In fomething that concerns my peace and honour. .
Acaff. Spoke like the fon of that brave man I lov'd s
So freely, friendly, we convers’d together..
‘Whate’er it be, with confidence impart it,
Thou fhalt command my fortune and my fword.
Cbha. 1 dare not doubt your friendthip, nor your juftice,
Your bounty fhewn to what I hold moft dear,
My orphan fifter, muft not be forgotten;
Aeafi. Pr'ytheeno more of that, it grates my nature. .
Cha. When our dear parents dy’d, they dy’ together,
One fate furpris’d ’em, and one grave receiv’d ’em.;
My father, with his dying breath, bequeath’d
Her to my love. My mother, as fthe lay
Languithing by him, call’d me to her fidey
Took me in her faintng arms, wept, and embrac’d me}
Then prefs’d me clofe, and as fhe obferv'd my teass,
Kifs’d them away. Said fhe, Chamont, my fon,.
By this and all the love I ever fhew’d thee,
Be careful of Monimia; watch her youth ;
Let not her wants betray her to difhonour:
Perhaps kind heav’n may raife fome friend. Then figh'd,
Kifs’d me again ; foblefs’d us, and expird. .
Pardon mi' grief, -
Acafl. It {peaks an honeft nature. -

-Cb‘o-
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Cha. The friend heaven rais’d was you; you took

. her up ‘
An infant, to the defert world expos’d,
-And prov’d another parent.
Acaft. 1’ve not wronged her.
Cha. Far be it from my fears,
‘Acaff, Then why this argument ? .
Cha. My lord, my nature’s jealous, and you'll bearits
Acaff. Go on. : s
Cha. ‘Great {pirits bear misfortunes hardly.
Good offices claym gratitude ; and pride,
‘Where pow’r is wanting, will ufurp a lictle,
And make us, rather than be thought behind-hand,.
Pay over-price.
Acaft. 1 cannot guefs your drift ;
Diftruft you me?
Cha. No, but I fear her weaknefs
May make her pay her debt at any rate 5 -
And, to deal freely with your lordfhip’s goodnefs,
1I've heard a ftory lately much difturbs me.
Acaff, Then firft charge her; and if th’ offence be
’ found .
Within my reach, though it fhould touch my nature,
Inmy own offspring, by the dear remembrance
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoic’d in,
I’d profecute it with fevereft vengeance. . [Exit.
. Cham. 1 thank you from my foul. :
Moan. Alas, my brother!
What have Idone ? and why do you abufe me?
My heart quakes in me ; in.your fettled face,
And clouded brow, methinks, I fee my fate.
You will not kill me !
Cha. Pr’ythee, why doft thou talk o ?
Mon, Look kindly on me then: I cannot bear
Severity ; it daunts, and does amaze me.
My heart’s fo tender, fheuld you charge me rough,
1 thould but weep, and anf{wer you with febbing;
But ufe ihe gently like a loving brother,
And fearch through all the fecrets of my foul:
Cha. Fear nothing, I will fhewmyfelfa brother,
A tender, honeft, and a loving brother, .
You’ve not forgot our father?
' Mo
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Mon. 1 fhall never.
Cham. Then you'llremember too, he was 2 man
That liv’d up to the ftandatd of his honour,
And priz’d thatjewel mote than mines of wealth,
He’d not have done a fhameful thing but once,
‘Tho’ kept in darknefs from the world, and hidden,
He could not have forgiven it to himfelf,
‘This was the only portion that he left us;
And I more glory in’t, thanif pofleft
Of all that-ever fortune threw on fools.
>Twas a large trut, and muft be manag'd nicely 3
Now, if, by any chance, Monimia,
You have foil’'d this gem, and taken from its value,
How will you-account with me ¢
Mon. 1 challenge envy,
Malice, and all the praitices of hell,
‘To cenfure all the aétions of my paft
Unhappy life, and taint me if they can !
Cha. I'll-tell thee then ; three nights ago, asI
Lay mufing in my bed, all darknefs round me,
A fudden damp ftruck to my- heart, cold fweat
Dew’d all my face, and trembling feiz’d my limbs,
My bed fhook under me, the curtains ftarted,
And te my tortur’d fancy there appear’d
‘The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art §
‘Thy garments flowing loofe, and in each hand
A wanton lover, who by turns carefs’d thee
With all the freedom of unbounded pleafure.
I fnatch'd my fword, and in the very moment
Darted it at the phantom ; ftraight it left me.
"Then rofe and call’d for lights, when, Oh, dire omen?
I found my weapon had the arras pierc'd,
Juft where that famous tale was interwoven,
How the unhappy Theban flew his father.
Mpon. And for this caufe my virtue is fufpected !
Becaufe in dreams your fancy has been ridden,
I muft be tortur’d waking ! :
Cha. Have a care !
Labour not to-be juftify’d too faft.
Hear all, and then let juftice huld the feale,
What foliow’d was: the riddle that coniounds me.
“Through a clofe lane, as I purfu’d my jouracy,
C And



26 THE ORPHAN

And meditating on the laft night’s vifion, \ -

I fpy’da wrinkled hag, with age grown double,

Picking dry fticks, and mumbling to herfelf;

Her eyes with fcalding rheum were gall’d and red ;

Cold palfy fhook her head, her hands feem'd wither'd,

- And o’er her crooked fhoulders had the wrapp’d '

The tatter’d remnant of an old ftripp’d hanging,

Which ferv’d to keep her carcafs from the col§ 3

So there was nothing of a ?iece about her.

Her lower weeds were all o’er coarfely patch’d

With diff’rent colour’d rags, black, red, white, yellow,

And feem’d to fpeak variety of wretchednefs.

Y afk’d her of my way, which fhe inform’d me ;

Then crav’d my charity, and bade me haften

To fave a fifter: at thatword I ftarted ! .

Mon. The common cheat of beggars, every day
‘They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes.

Cha."Oh'! but fhe told me fuch a tale, Monimia,
Asin it bore great circumftance of truth ;

Caftalio and Polydore, my fifter.

Mon. Hah! '

Cha. What, alter’d! does your courage fail you !
Now, by my father’s foul, the witch was honeft,
Aunfwer me, if thou haft notloft to them
‘Thy honour at a fordid game ?

Mon. Twill, .

I muft, fo hardly my misfortune loads me,

‘I'hat both have offer’d me their loves moft true, :
Cbha. And’tis as true too, they have both undone thee.
Mon. Though they both with earneft vows

Have preft my heart, if e’erin thought I yielded

To any but Catalio ——

Cha. But Califto !

Mon. Still, will you crofs the line of my difcourfe,
Yes, Iconfefs that he has won my foul
By gen’rous love, and honourable vows,

Which he this day appointed to complete,

And make himfelf by holy marriage mine, . :
Cha. Art thou then fpotlefs ?# Haft thou flill preferv’d

Thy virtue white, without a blot, untainted ?

/ Mon,
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Mo, When I'm unchafte may Heav’n reje® my

’rs!
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it !
Cba. Oh, then, Monimia, artthou dearer to me
‘Than all the comforts ever yet bleft man,
But let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin.
Truft not 2. man; weare by nature falfe,
Diflembling, fubtil, cruel, and unconftant.
‘When a man tatks of love, with caution truft him;
. But if he fwears, he’ll certainly deceive thee.
I charge thee let no more Caftalio foothe thee ;
Avoid 1t, asthou would’ft preferve the peace
Of a poor brother, to whofe foul thou’rt preciouse
Mon. 1 will, - :
Cbha. Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great
ones
When merit begs ; then fhalt thou fee how foon
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow eafy. [Exi.
. Mon. Yes, Iwill try him; torture him feverely;
For, Oh, Caftalio! thou too much haft wrong’d me,
Tnlcaving me to Polydore’s ill ufage.
He comes; and for once, Oh, love, ftand neuter,
Whilft a hard part’s perform’d! for I muft’empt
Wound his foft nature, though my heart akes for't.

. [Exit.
Enter Cattalio.
Caff. Monimia, Monimia !———She’s gone ;
And feem’d to part with anger in her eyes;
I am afool, and fhe has found my weaknefs ;
She ufes me already like a flave
Faft bound in chains, to be chaftis’d at will.
>Twas notwell done to trifle with my brother ;
I might have trufted him with all the fecret,
Open’d my filly heart, and fhewn it bare,——=
But then he loves her too ; but not like me :
I am a doating honeft flave, defign’d *
Far bondage, marriage bonds, which I have fworn
To wear. Itis the only thing I e’er
Hid from his knowledge ; and he’ll fure forgive
‘The firft tranfgreffion of a wretched friend, .
Betray'd to love, andall its little follies, [Exit.
: - C: . -+ Bnper
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Enter Polydorc and Page at the Door.
Pol, Here place” yourfelf, and watch my. brother
throughly. Co
If he fhould chance to meet Monimia, make
Juit obfervation on each word and aétion ;
Pafs not one circumftance without remark :
Sir, ’tis your office ; do’t, and bring we word. [ E#it Pol. -
Eunter Monimia and Catftalio.
Caff. Monimia, my angel! ’twas not kind
Fo leave me like a turtle here alone,
‘To droop a nd mourn the abfence of my mate.
When theu art from me, every place is defert,
And I, methinks, am favage and forlorn ;
Fhy prefence only ’tis can make me bleft,
Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my foul, _
Mon. Oh, the bewitching tongues of faithlefs men !
*Tis thus the falfe hyzna makes her moan
‘To draw the pitying traveller to her den.
Your fexare fo, fuch falfe diffemblers all,
With fighs and plaints y’entice poor women’s hearts,
And all that pity you are made your prey.
Cafi. What means my love? ‘Oh, how have I deferv'd
This language from the fov’reign of my joys ?
Stop, ftop thofe tears, Monimia, for they fall,.
Like baneful dew from a diftemper’d tky ;
I feel ’em chill me to my very heart.
Mon. Oh, you are falfe, Caftalio, moft forfworn?
Attempt no farther to delude my faith ;
My heart is fixt, and you fhall fhake’t no more.
Caff. Who told youfo? What hell-bred villain durft:
Prophane the facred bufinefs of my love ? :
Mon. Your brother, knowing on what terms 1'm here,
‘The unhappy objet of your father’s charity,
Licentiouily difcours’d to me of love,
And durft affront me with his brutal paffion.
Caft, *Tis I have been to blame, and only. I;
Falfe to my brother, and unjuft to thee.
For, Oh! heloves thee too, and this day own'd it,
Tax'd me with mine, and claim’d a right above me..
Mon. Andwas your love fo very tame, to fhrink 3
Or rather than lofe him, abandon me ?
Cafi. 1, knowing him precipitate and rafh, .
49
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To-calm his heat, and to conceal my happinefs,
Seem’d to cemply with his unruly will; .
Talk’d as he talk’d, and.granted all he afk’d ;
Left he in rage might have our loves betray’d,
And I for ever had Monimia loft.
Mox. Could youthen ? did you? can you own it too ?
*Twas poorly done, unworthy of yourfelf!
And I can never think you meant me fair.
Caff. 1s this Monimia ? furely no; till now
I ever thought her dove-like, foft, and kind.
Who trufts his heart with woman’s{urely loft.
You were made fair on purpofe to undo us,
‘While grcedily we fnatch th’ alluring bait,
And ne’er diftruft the poifon that iﬁlides. .
Mon. When love ill-plac’d would find a means to:
break——
Cafl. It never wants pretences or excufe,
Mon. Man therefore was a lord-like creature made,
Rough as the winds and as inconftant too;
A lofty afpe& given him for command,,
Eafily foften’d when he would betray.
Like conqu’ring tyrants, you our breafts invade,.
Where you are pleas’d to forage for a while ;
-But foon you find new conquefts- out, and leave
The ravag’d province ruinate and wafte.
If fo, Caftalio, you have ferv’d my heart,,
1 find that defolation’s fettled:there,.
And I fhall ne’er recover peace again.
Caff. Who can hear this and bear an eiual mind ¥
Since you will drive me from you, I muit go;
But, Oh, Monimia! When thou haft banifh’d me,.
No creeping flave, though trattable and dull
As artful woman for her ends would- chufe,
Shall ever dote as I have done: for, Oh!
No tongue my pleafure nor my pain can tell,
°Tis heaven to have thee, and without thee hell..
Mon. Caftalio, ftay !. we muft notpart. I find:
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace..
Thefelittle quarrels love muft needs forgive,.
¢ They roufe up drowfy thoughts, and wake my foul.’
Qb! charm me with the mufic of thy tongue, :
. 'm.
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T'in ne’er fo bleft as when I hear thy vows,
And liften to the language of thy heart.

Caff. Where am 1! {urely Paradite is round me,. .
Sweets planted by the-hand of Heav’n grow here,
And every fenfe is full of thy perfection.
To hear thee fpeak might calmy a.mad man’s frenzy,
Till by attention he forgot his forrows ;
But to behold thy eyes, th’amazing beauties,
Might make him rage again with love, as Ido.
¢ To touch thee’s Heaven, but to enjoy thee. Oh!’
Thou nature’s whole pertection in one piece ;
Sure framing thee Heaven took unufual care, !
_As its own beauty itdefign’d thee fair; }
And form’d thee by the beft lov’d angel there. [Ex. )}

- EnD of the: SEconDp -AcTs

ACT Il
SCENE, a garden.
Entér Polydore, and Page.

: . Porypore.
" N 7 ERE they fo kind ? Exprefs it to me all .
In words, ’twill make me think I faw it too.

Page. Atfirft 1 thought they had been mortal foes 3
Monimia rag’d, Caftalio grew difturb’d ; )
Each thought the other wrong'd 3 yet bothfe haughtyy,
They feorn’d fubmiffion : though love all the while
‘The rebel play’d, - and fcarce could be contain’d.

Pol. But what fucceeded ?

Page, Oh, ’twas wond’rous pretty !
For ofa fuddenall the ftorm was paft,
A gentle calm of love fucceeded it ;
Monimia figh’d and blufh’d, Caftalio fwore ;.
As you, my lord, I well remember, did
‘To my young fifter in the orange grove,
When I was firft preferr’d ta be your page. -

Pol. Happy Caftalio! Now by my great foul,
My ambitious foul, that languifhes to glory,
I’ll have her yer, by my beft hopes I will.
She fhall be mine, in fpite of all her arts.
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But for Caftalio why was I refus’d ?-
Has he {upplanted me by fome foul play ?
‘Traduc’d my honout 2 Death! he durg not do’t,
It muft be fo : we parted, and he met her,
Half to colnpliance brought by me; furpriz’d
Her finking virtue, till fhe yielded quite.
So poachers bafelycpick up tired game,
]\;Vhite the fair hunter’s cheated of his prey.
oy ! .

.}l;dge. My lord !

Pol. Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute z.
Find out fome fong to.pleafe me, that defcribes
Womens hypocrifies, their fubtil wiles,

Betraying {miles, feign'd tears, inconftanciess

Their painted outfides, -and corrupted minds ;

The fum of all their follies; and their falthoods,
Enter Servant,

Serv. Qh, the unhappy’ft tidings tongue e’er told ¥

Pol. The matter!

Serw. Oh! your father; my good mafter,

As with his guefls he fatin mirth rais’d high,
And chas'd the goblet round the joyful board,
A fudden ‘;rfctmbg?g feiz'd on all his limbs ;.
His eyes diftorted ; his vifa e;
His fpy:esch fOl'fOOkgl:ie::; life itfelgfefel::l’d fled,
And all his-friends are:waiting now about him.
Enter Acafto leaning on tavo. :

Acaft. Support'me ; give me air; I'll yet recovers
*Twasbut a flip decaying nature made ; :
For fhe grows weary near her journey’s end.

Where are my fons ? - Come near, my Polydore 3
Your brother ; where’s Caftalio ?

Serv. My lord, ’ :
P’ve fearch’d, as you commanded, all the houfe ; :
He and Monimia are not to be found. '

Acgflo. Not to be found! then where are all my

friends ?. >Tis well ; d
Y hope they’ll pardon an unbappy fault
My uamanmerly infirmity has made !
Death could not come in a mere welcome hour 3
For I’m prepar’d to meet him, and, methinks,
Would live angd dic with all my friends about me, z
nter
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Enter Caftilio and Wfonimia.
Cafl. Angels preferve my deareft fathex’s life,
Blefs it with long unintcrrupted days !

"~ Oh! may he live till time 1tfelf decay,

*Till good men with him dead, orI offend him!
Acaft. Thank you, Caftalio ; give me both your hands,

~ And bear me up, I'd walk.——So, new methinks,

1 appear as great as Hercules himfelf,
Supported by the pillars he had rais’d,
Cafl. My lord, your chaplain.
Araft. Let the good man enter.
Enter Chaplain.
Chap. Hea‘lr’n guard your lordthip, and reftore your
health.
Acaft. 1 have provided for thee, if Idie.
No fawning ! ’tis a fcandal to thy office.
My fons, as thus united, ever live;
And for th’ eftate, you’ll find when I am dead,
I havedivided it betwixt you both,
Equally parted, as you fhar’d my love;
Only to {fweet Monimia I've bequeath’d
"Ten thoufand crowns ; a little portion for her,
‘To wed her honourably as fhe’s born,
Be not lefs friends becaufe you’re brothers; ¢ fhun
¢ The man that’s fingular, his mind’s unfound,
¢ His{pleen o’erweighs his brains ; but above all,
¢ Avoid the politic, the fa&tious fool,
¢ The bufy, buzzing, talking, harden’d knave,
¢ The quaint fmooth rogue, that fins againft his reafon,,
¢ Calls faucy loud fufpicion, public zeaf,.
¢ And mutiny, the diates of his fpirit:
¢ Be very careful how you make new friends.
¢ Men read not morals now : ’twas a cuftom :
¢ But all are to their father’s vices born
¢ And in their mother’s ignorance are bred.
~ Let marriage be the laft mad thing you do,
* For all the fins and follies of the pa((.
¢ If you have childrén, never give them knowledge,
¢ *Twill fpoil their fortune ; fools are all the fafhion ;.
¢ If you've religion, keep it to yourfelves ;
¢ Atheifts will elfe make ufe of taleration,
¢ And laugh you out on’t. Never thew religion,
2 ¢ Execpt
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¢ Except you mean ‘% pafs for knaves of confcience,
*And cheat believing fools that think ye honeft.’

Lnter Serina,
Ser. My father!
Acaft. My heart’s darling !
Ser. Let my knees
Fix ro theearth. Ne'er let my eyes have reft,
But wake an.d weep, till heaven reftore my father.
Acaft. Rife to my arms, and thy kind pray’rs are
anfwer’d.
For thou’rt a wond’rous extract of ail goodnefs,
Born for my joy, and no pains felt when near thee.
Chamont ! '
Enter Chamont,
Cha. My lord, may’t prove not an unlucky omena
Many I fee are waiting round about you,
And I am come to afk a bleffing too !
Acafi. May'ft thou be happy !
Cha. Where ? .
Acaft. In all thy wifhes.
Cha. Confirm me {o, and make this fair one mine
T am unpractis’d in the trade of courtfhip,
And know not how to deal love out with art:
Onfets in love feem beft like thofe in war,
Fierce, refolute, and dorie with all the force § ,
So I would open my whole heart at once, .
And pour out the abundance of my foul,
Acaffi, What fays Serina? Canft thou love a foldier 2
One born to honour, and to honour bred ?
One that has learn’d to treat e’en foes with kindriefs ;
‘To wrong no good man’s fame, nor praife himfelf 2
Ser. Oh ! name not love, forthat’s ally’d to joy,
And joy muft be a ftranget to my heart,
When you’re in danger. May Chamont’s good fortuné
Render him lovely to fome happier maid !
Whilft I at friendly diftance ige him bleft,
Praife thekind gods, and wonder at his virtues,
Acaff. Chamont, purfue her, conquer and poffefs herg
. And, as my fon, a third of all my tortune:
Shall be thy lot.
But keep thy eyes from wand’ring, man of frailty.
Beware the dangeroys beauty of the wanton ;. -
)
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Shun theirenticements ; ruin like a vulture :
‘Waits on their conquefts: falthood too’s their bufinefs,
They put falfe beauty off to all the world, '

Ufe faffe endearments to the fools that love ’em,

And when they marry, to their filly hufbands,

They bring falfe virtue, broken fame and fortune.

Mox. Hear ye that, my lord? '

Pol. Yes, my fair monitor, old men always talk thus.

Acafi. Chamont, you . told me of fome doubts that
prefs’d you,

Are you yet fatisfy’d that I’m your friend ?

Cha. My lord, Iwould not lofe that fatisfaltion

For any bleffing I could wifh for.

As to my fears, already I have loft ’em;

‘They ne’er fhall vex me more, nror trouble you.

Acaff. 1thank you. Daughter you muft do fo too.

My friends, ’tis.late ;

Now my diforder feems all paft and over,

And I; methinks, begin to feel new health, .
Caft.- Would you but reft, it might reftore you quitey
Aaft. Yes, I'll to bed; old men muft humour

weaknefs:

Let me have mufic thén, to lull and chafe

This melancholy thought of death away.

Good-night, my friends; heav’n guard yeall! Good-

: night! ' ’

To-morrowgearly we’ll falute the day,

Find out new pleafures, and redeem loft time.

[Excunt all but Chamont and Chaplain,.
Cka. Hift, hift, Sir Gravity, a wordwith you.
Chap. With me, Sir!
Cha. If you’re at leifure, Sir, we’ll wafte an hour.

’Tis yet too foon to fleep, and ’twill be charity

To lend your converfation to a ftranger.

Chap. Sir, you’re a foldier ?
Cha. Yes. ‘
Chap. 1 love afoldier:

And had been one myfelf, but that my parents

Would make me what you fee- me : yetI’'m honeft,

For all I wear black,

Cha. And that’s a wonder.
Have you had long dependence on this family ?

. Chapy
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Chap. 1 have not thought it fo, becaufe my time’s
Spent pleafantly, My lord’s not haughty nor imperious,'
Nor I gravely whimfical ; he has good-nature, .
And I have manners, '
His fons too are civil to me, becaufe
I do not pretend to be wifer than they are,
I meddle with no man’s bufinefs but my own ;
I rife in a morning early,. ftudy moderately,
Eat and drink chearfully, live foberly,
Take my innocent pleafures freely ; .
o meet with refpect, and am not the jeft of the family,
Cha. I'm glad you are fo happy. .
A pleafant fellow this, and may be ufeful, [ Afdes
Knew you my father, the old Chamont ? ‘
Chap, 1did, and was moft forry when we loft him,
Cha. Why, didft thou love him ? ’
Chap.. Ev'ry body lov’d him ; befides he was my maf.
ter’s friend. : .
Cha. 1 could embrace thee for that very notion,
If thou didft love my father, I could thipk
Thou wouldft not be an enemy to me.
Chap, 1 can be no man’s foe,
Cbha. Then pr'ythee tell me, .
Think’ft-thou the lord Caftalio loves my fifter ?
¢ Nay, never ftart. Come, come, I%now thy office
¢ Opens thee all the fecrets of the family, :
¢ Then if thou’rt honeft, ufe this freedom kindly.
Chap. Love your fifter !
Cha. Ay, love her.
¢ Chap, Sir, 1 never afk’d him, -
* And wonder you fhould afk it me. .
¢ Cha. Nay, but thou’rt an hypocrite ; is there'not one
. ¢ Of all thy tribe that’s honet? In your fchoels
¢ The pride of your fuperiors makes ye flaves ;
¢ Yeall live loathfome, fneaking, fervile lives ;
¢ Not free enough to practife gen’rous ‘truth,
¢ Tho’ ye pretend to teach it to the world.
¢ Chap. I would deferve a better thought from you.
¢ Cba. If thou wouldft have me not contemnn thy office
¢ And charafter, think all thy brethren knaves,
* Thy trade acheat, and thou its worft profeffor,
¢ Intorm me ; for I'tell thee, prictt, Ill know.’
Chap.
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Chap. Either hie loves her, or he much has wrong’d her.
Cha, How ! wrong’d her ? Have a care, for thismay lay
A fcene of mifchief to undo us all.
But tell me, wrong’d her, faidft thou?
Chap. Ay, Sir, wreng’d her.
Cha. Thisis a fecret worth a monarch’s fortune s
What fhall. I give thee for’t? Thou dear phyfician
Of fickly fauls, unfold this riddle to me,
And comfort mine
Chap. 1 would hide pothing from you willingly.
< Cha. Nay, then again thou’rt honeft. Would'ft thou
tellme? - .
€ Chap. Yes, if I durft.
¢ Cha. Why, what affrights thee ? -
¢.Chap. Youdo. ~
& Who are not to be trufted with the fecret,
¢ Cha. Why, I am no foek
¢ Chap. So indeed you fay.
¢ Cha. Prlythee be ferious then.
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Cha. Wilt thou? )
Chap. 1 will; butif it ever "fcape youm———
Chuim, It never fhall,
¢ Chap. Swear then.
¢ Cha. I do, by all
¢ That’s dearto me, by th” honour of my name,
¢ And by that Pow’r I {erve, it never fhall.’
Chap. Then this good day, when all the houfe was bufy,
When mirth and kind rejoicing fill'd each room,
As I was walking in the grove I met them, '
Cba. What! met them in the grove together? Tell me
How, walking, ftanding, fitting, lying, hah!
Chap. 1, by their own appointment,” met them there,
Receiv'd their marriage-vows, and join’d their hands.
Cha. How ! marry’d?! :
Chap. Yes, Sir.
Cha. Then my foul’s at peace.
But why would you fo long delay to give it ?
Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find
With old Acafto ; may be I was too cautious
To truft the fecret frcm me,
Cha. What’s the caufe
I cannot guefs, though it is my fier’s honour
I do not like this marriage,
Huddled i’ th’ dark, and done at too much venture ;
The bufinefs looks with an unlucky face.
Keep flill the fecret; for it ne’er fhall *fcape me,

Not ev’n to them, the néw matched pair. Farewel.
Believe my truth, and knsw me for thy friend, [Ex/r.
Enter Caftalio and Monimia.

Caff. Young Chamont and the chaplain ! fure ’tis they !
No matter what’s contriv'd, or who confulted,
Since my Monimia’s mine ; though thisfad look
Seems no good boding omen to her blifs ;

Elfe priythee tellme why thatlook caft down ?
Why that fad figh as if thy heart was breaking ?

Mon. Caftalio, I am thinking what we’ve done.
The heavenly powers were fure difpleas’d to-day ;
For at the ceremony as we ftood,

And as your hand was kindly join’d with mine;
As the good prieft pronounc’d the facred words,

Paffion grew big, and I could not forbear,
' D Tears
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Tears drown’d my eyes, and trembling feiz’d my foul.
What fhou’d that mean ?
Caff. Oh, thouart tenderall!
Gentle and kind as {ympathifing nature !
¢ When a fad ftory has been told, I've feen
¢ Thy little breafts, with foft compaffion fwell’d,
¢ Shove up and down, and heave like dying birds ;
¢ But now let fear be banifh’d, think no more
¢ Of danger; for there’s fafety in my arms ;
¢ Let themn receive thee. Heav’n grows jealous now ;
¢ Sure fhe’s too good for any mortal creature !
¢ I could grow wild, and praife thee ev’n to madnefs.’
But wherefore do I dally with my blifs ?
The night's far {pent, and day draws on apace ;
To bed, my love, and wake till I come thither.
Pol. So hot, my brother ! [Polydore at the door.
Mon. *Twill be impoffible 3 .
You know yourfather’s chamber’s next to mine,
And the leaft noife will certainly alarm him.
Caff. Tmpoifible ! impoffible ! alas!
1.t poflible to live one hour without thee?
¢ Let me behold thofe eyes; they’ll tell me truth.
¢ Haft thou no lon;;'mg? art, thou {till the fame
¢ Cold, icy virgin# No; thou’rt alter’d quite :
¢ Hatfte, hafle to bed, and let loofe all thy wifhes.’
Mon. *Tis but one night, my lord ; 1 pray be rul’d,
Caf?. Try if thow’ft power to flop a flowing tide,
Or in a tempeft make the feas be calm;
And when that’s done, I’ll conquer my defires.
No more, my biclling. What fhall be the fign #-
When fhall I come? for to my joys I’ll fteal,
Asif I ne’er had paid my freedom for them.

Mon. Juft three foft itrokes upon the chamber door ;
And at that fignal you fhall gain admittance s
But fpeak not the leaft word ; for if you fhou’d,
*Tis furely heard, and all will be betray’d.

Caff. Oh! doubt itnot,-Monimia ; our joys
Shall be as filent as the extatic blifs
Of fouls, thatby intelligence converfe.
Immortal pleafures fhall our fenfes drown,
Thought fhall be loft, and every power diffolv’d.
Away, my love; ¢ firft take this kifs, Now hatte.’

: 1 long
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T long for that to come, yet grudge each minute patt.
(Exit Mon.
My brother wand’ring too fo late this way !
Pol. Caftalio !
Czff. My Polydore, how doft thou ?
How does our father ? Is he well recover’d 2
Pol. 1left him ha pily repos’d to reft ;
He’s ftill as gay as if his life were young.
But how does fair Monimia ?
Caf?, Doubtlefs, well:
A cruel beauty, with her conqueft pleas’d,
Isalways joyful, and her mind in health,
Pol. Is (e the fame Monimia flill fhe was ¥
May we not hope fhe’s made of mortal mold ?
Caf?. She’s not woman elfe -
Tho’ I’'m grown weary of this tedious hoping ;
We've in a barren defart ftray*d too long.
Pol. Yet may relief be unexpeéted found,
And love’s fweet manna cover all the field.
Met ye to-day ?
Caff. Noj; fhe has ftill avoided me :
Her brother too is jealous of her grown..
And has been hinting fomething to my father.
I with I’d never meddled with the matter :
And would enjoin thee, Polydore——=—
Pol. To what?
Caff. To leave this peevifh beauty to herfelf.
Pol, What, quit my love ? Asfoon I'd quit my poft
In fight, and, like a coward, run away.
No, by my ftars I'll chafe her till fhe yields
To me, or meets her refcue in another, :
Caff. Nay, fhe has beauty that might fhake the leagues
Of mighty kings, and fet the world at odds :
But I have wond’rous reafons on my fide,
That wou’d perfuade thee, were they known.
Pol. Then fpeak ’em :
What are they ? Came ye to her window here,
'To learn ‘em now ? Caftalio, have a care ;
Ufe honeft dealing with a friend and brother.
Believe me, I'm not with my love fo blinded,
But can difcern your purpofe to abufe me.
Quit your pretences to.her.
€Caff. Grant 1do;
D2 You
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You love capitulations, Polydore,

And but upon conditions would oblige me.
Pol. You fay you've reafons ; why are they conceal’d?
Caf?, To-morrow I may tell you.

Pol. Why notnow? - - :
Caft. Itis a matterof fuch confequence,

As I muft well confult ere I reveal.

But pr’ythee ceafe to think I would abufe thee,

*Till more be knéwn.

Pol. When you, Caftalio, ceafe

‘To meet Monimia unknown to me,

And then deny it flavithly, I’ll ceafe

To think Caftalio faithlefs to his friend.

Did not I fee you part this very moment ?

Caf?, Itfeems you’ve watch’d me, then ?

Pol. 1 fcorn the office.

Cafl. Pr'ythee avoid a thing thou may’it repent.
Pol, That is henceforward making leagues with you.
Caft. Nay, if ye're angry, Polydore, good night. [ Exit.
Pol. Good night, Catftalio, if ye’re in fuch hafte. .

He little thinks I’ve overheard th’ appointment ;

But to his chamber’s gone to wait awhile,

Then come and take pofleflion of my love.

‘This is the utmoft point of all my hopes ;

Or now fl.e muft, or never can be mine.

Oh, for a means now, how to counterplot,

Axd difappoint this happy elderbrother :

In ev’ry thing we do or undertake

He foars above me, mount what height I can,

And keeps the ftart he got of me in birth.

Cordelio !

Enter Page,
Page. My Lord !
Pol. Come hither, boy.

‘Thou haft a pretty, forward, lying face,

And may'ft in time expe& preferment, Canft thou

Pretend to fecrefy, cajole and flatter .

Thy mafteér’s follies, and affift his pleafures ?

Page. My lord, I could do any thing for you,

And ever be a very faithful boy.

Command, whate’er’s your pleafure I’ll obferve ;

Be it to run, or watch, or to convey

Aletter
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A letter to a beauteous lady’s bofom ;
At leaft, I am not dull, and foon thould learn.

Pol. "Tis pity, then, thou fhould’ft not be employ’d..
Go to my brother, he’s in his chamber now,
Undrefling, and preparing for his reft :
Find out fome means to keep him up a while;
Tell him a pretty ftory, that may pleafe
His ear; invent a tale, no matter what :
If he fhould afk of me, tell him I’m gone
To bed, and fent you there to knaw his pleafure,
Whether he’ll hunt to-morrow. Well faid, Polydore,
Diffemble with thy brother! that’sone point. [ 4fide,.
But do not leave him till he’s in his bed,
Or if he chance to walk again this way,
Follow, and do not quit him, but feem fond
‘To do hin little offices of fervice.
Perhaps at laft it may oftend him ;. then
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away ::
Succeed in this, and be employ’d again.

Page. Doubt not, my lord. He has been always kind
‘To me ; would often fet me on his knee,
‘Then give me {weet-meats, call me pretty boy,
And atk me what the maids talk’d o? at nights.

Pol. Run quickly, then, and profp’rous be thy wifhes..

o [ LExit Page..
Here I’m alone, and fit for mifchief; now
‘To cheat this brother, wil’t be honeft that 2 -
1 heard the fign fhe order’d him to give,
Oh, for the art of Proteus, butto change
‘Th* unhappy Polydore to bleft Caftalio !
She’s not fo well acquainted with him yet,,
But I may fit her arms as well as he.
Then when 1’m happily poffefs’d of more
Than fenfe can think, all loofen’d into joy,
To hear my difappointed brother come,
And give the unregarded fignal ; Oh,
What a malicious pleafure will that be I
Juft three foft firokes againft the chamber door ;.
But fpeak not the leaft word, for if you fhould,
I’s furely heéard, and we are both betray’d.
How I adore a miftrefs that contrives
With care to lay the bufinefs of her joys ;.
’ D3 © One
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One that has wit to charm the very foul,
And give a double relifh to delight !
Bleft Heav’ns, affift me but in this dear hour,
And my kind ftars be but propitious now,
Difpofe of me hereafter as you pleafe. {
Monimia ! Monimia ! [Giwves the figne.
[Maid at the window.] Who's there ? .
Pol. ’Tis 1.
Maid. My lord Caftalio ?
Pol. The fame.
How does my love, my dear Monimia ?
Maid. Oh! :
She wonders much at your unkind delay ;
You’ve ftaid fo long that at each little noife
The wind but makes, the afks if you are coming.
Pol, Tell her I’m here, and let the door be open’d.
[M!d dgfctmlr.
Now boaft, Caftalio, triumph now, and tell
Thyfelf ftrange ftories of a promis’d blifs. )
- . [The door unbolts.
Itopens! Hah! what means my trembling fleth ? .
Limbs, do your office, and fupport me well,
Bear me to her, then fail me if you can. [Exit.
Enter Caftalio and Page. )
Page. Indeed, my lord, *twill be a lovely morning ;
Pray let us hunt. : R :
Caft. Go, you’re anidle prattler.
T’1l ftay at home to-morrow ; if your lord
*Chinks fit,he may command my hounds. Go, leave me,
1 muft to bed.
Page. 1’1l wait upon yourlerdfhip,
If you think fit, and fing you to repofe.
Caff. No, my kind boy, the night is too far wafted ;
My fenfesare quite difrob’d of thought,
And ready all with me to go to reft.
Good night. Commend me.tomy brother.
Page. Oh!
You never heard the laft néw fong I learn’d ;
It is the fineft, prettieft fong indeed, . ;
Of my lord and my lady, you know who, that were caught
"Together, you know where. My lord, indeed it is. Cat
Afl e

2
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Caff. You muft be whipp’d, youngfter, if you getfuch
fongs as.thofe are.
What means this boy’s impertinence to-night ?

.Page. Why, what muft I fing, pray, my dear lord ?

Cafl. Pfalms, child, pfalms.

Page. Oh, dear me! boys that go to fchool learn

plalms:
But pages, that are better bred, fing lampoons.

Caff. Well, leave me. I'm weary,

Page. Oh! but you promifed me, the laft time I teld
you what colour my lady Monimia’s ftockings were
of, and that fhe garter’d them above knee, that you
would give me a little horfe to go a hunting upon, fo you
did. I’ll tell you no more ftories, except you keep your
word with me.

Caft. Well, go, you trifler, and to-morrow atk me.

Page. Indeed, my lord, I can’t abide to leave you.

) Caﬁ. Why, wert thou inftruted to attend me !

Page. No, no, indeed, my lord, I was not;
But I know what I know.

Caff, What doft thou know ? Death ! what can all this

mean ? , ‘

Page. Oh! I know who loves fomebody.

Cafi. What’s that to me, boy ?

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too.

Caff. That’s a wonder! pr’ythee tell it me.

Page. *Tis-——"tis—I know who—but will
You give me the horfe, then?

Caff. I will, my child. )

Page. 1t is my lady Monimia, look you ; but don’t you
tell her I told you: fhe’ll give me no more play-things
then. I heard her fay {o, as fhe lay a-ped, man.

Caf?. Talk’d fhe ot me when in her bed, Cordelio?

Page. Yes, and I fung her the fong you made, too ;
and fhe did fo figh, and fo look with her eyes; and her -
breafls did fo lift up and down, I could have found in
my heart to have beat ’em, for they made me atham’d.

Caff. Hark ! what’s that noife ?

Take this, begone, and leave me.

" You knave, you little flatterer, get you gone, [ Ex. Page.
Surely it was a noife ! hift——only fancy ; .
Forall is hufh'd, as nature were retir’d, ¢ And
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¢ And the perpetual motion flanding fifl.
So much fhe from her work appears to ceafe,
And ev’ry warring elemment’s at peace; -
All the wild herds are m the coverts couch’d 3
‘The fifhes to their banks or euze repair'd,
And to the murmurs of the waters fleep ;
‘The feeling air’s at reft, and feels no noife,
Except of fome foft breeze among the trees,
Rocking the harmlefs birds that reft upon ’em.
*Tis now, that, guided by my love, I go
‘To take poffeflion of Monimia’s arms.
Sure Polydere’s by this time gone to bed.
At midnight thus the us'rer ftéals untrack’d,
To make a vifit to his hoarded gold, ’
And feafts his eyes upon the fhining mammon. [ K#nocks.:
She hears me not ; fure fhe already fleeps, :
Her wifhes could not brook fo leng delay,
And her poot hedtt has beat itfelf to reft. [Knocks agan.
¢ Monimia! my angel—hah—not yet——
¢ How long’s the fhorteft moment of delay,
¢ Toa heart impatient of its pangs liké mine,
¢ In fight of eafe, and panting to the goal, [Knocks again.
‘Once more——
Maid. (At the window.) Who's there ?
That comes thus rudely to difturb our reft ?
Caff. "Tis 1.
Maid. Who are you ? What’s yeur name ?
Caft. Suppofe the lord Caftalio,
Maid. 1 know you not, '
The lord Caftslio has no bufinefs here.
Caff. Ha! have a care; what can this mean ?
‘Whoe’er thou art, I charge thee, to Monimia fly ;
‘Tell her I’m here, and wait upon my doom.
Maid. Whoe’er you are, ye may repent this outrage,
My lady muft net be difturb’d. Good night.
€aff. Shé muft; tell her fhe fhall. Go, I'm in hafle,.
And bring her tidings from the ftate of love ;
‘They’re all in confultation met together,
How to reward my truth, and crown her vows.
Maid. Sure the man’s mad ?
Caff. Or this will make me fo.
Obey me, cr by all the wrongs 1 fuffer, Pt
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I’ll fcale the window, and come in by force,
Let the fad confequence be what it will;
‘This creatute’s trifling folly makes me mad !

Maid. My lady’s anfwer is, you may depart,
She fays fhe knows you; you are Polydore,
Sent by Cattalio, as you were to-day,

T’ affront and do her violence again.
Cafl. T'll not believ’t.
- Maid. You may, Sir.

Caff. Curfes blaft thee !

Maid. Well, 'tis a fine cool ev’ning ; and I hope
May cure the raging fever in your blood. .

Good night.
Caff. And farewel all that’s juft in women !
This is centriv’d ;_ a ftudied trick, to abufe
My eafy nature, and torment my mind.
¢ Sure now fhe'as bound me fatt, and meansto lord it,
¢ To rein me hard, and ride me at her will,
¢ *Till by degrees fhe thape me into fool,
¢ For all her future ufes. Death and torment!’
*Tis impudence to think my foul will bear it.
¢ Oh, I could grow ev’n wild, and tear my hair !’
*Tis well, Monimia, that thy empire’s fhort ;
Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come,
And try if all thy arts appeafe my wrong ;
’Tillwhen, be this detefted place my bed. [ Lies downa
Where I will ruminate on woman’s ills ;
Laugh at myfelf, and curfe th’ inconftant fex :
Faithlefs Monimia! Oh, Monimia!
Enter Ernefto.
Ern. Either .
My fenfe has been deluded, or this way
. I heard the found of forrow ; ’tis late night,
And none, whofe mind’s at peace, woul§ wander now,

Caff. Who's there ?

¢ Ern. A friend.

¢ Caft. If thou art fo, retire,

And leave this Place ; for I would be alone.”

Ern. Caftalio! My lord, why in this pofture,
Stretch’d on the ground ? Your honeft, true old fervant,
Your poor Ernefto, cannot fee you thus.
Rife, I befeech yous

. Caft,
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Caf. If thou art Ernefto,
As by thy honefty thou feem’ft to be,
Once leave me to my folly,
Ern. 1can’t leave you,
And not the reafon know of your diforders.
Remember how, when young, I in my arms
Have often borne you, pleas’d youin your pleafures,,
And fought an early fhare in your affe¢tion ;
Do not difcard me now, but let me ferve you.
Caff. Thou canft not ferve me.
Ern. Why ?
Caf?. Becaufe my thoughts
Are full of woman ; thou, poor wretch, art-paft ’em,
Ern. 1 hate the fex. .
Caft. Then I’m thy friend, Ernefto. [Rifese
1’d leave the world for him that hates a woman. -
Woman, the fountain of all human frailey ! '
What mighty ills have not been done by woman ?
Who was’t betray’d the capitol ? A woman.
Who loft Mark Anthony the world ? A woman,
Who was the caufe of a long ten years war,
And laid aclaft old Troy in athes? Woman !
Deftructive, damnable, deceitful-woman !
" Woman, to man firft as a blefling giv'n;
When innocence and love were in their prime,,
Happy a while in Paradife they lay,
But quickly woman long'd to go aftray ;
Some foolith, new adventure needs muft prove,
And the firft devil the faw, fhe chang’d her love ;.
To his temptations lewdly fhe inclin’d
Her foul, and for an apple damn’d mankind.

3

[Execunt..
Exp of the Tuizp Acr.

ACT
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ACT 1V,
SCENE, a faloon,

AcasTo.
BLEST be the morning that has brought me health
A happy reft has foften'd pain away,
And Il forget it, though my mind’s not well ;
A heavy melancholy clogs my heart ;
I droop and figh, I know not why. Dark dreams,
Sick fancy’s cgildrcn. have been over-bufy,
And all the night play’d farces in my brain.
Methought I heard the midnight raven cry ;
‘Wak’d with th’ imagin’d noife, my currain feem’d
To ftart, and at my feet my fons appear’d,
Like ghofls, all pale and hff; I ftrove to fpeak,
But could not : fuddenly the forms were loft,
And feem’d to vanifh in a bloody cloud.
>Twas odd, andfor the prefent, fhook my thoughts ;
But ’twas th’ effect of my diftemper’d blood ;
And when the health’s difturb’d, the mind’s unruly,
. Enter Polydore.
“Good morning, Polydore.
Pol. Heav’n keep your lordfhip.
Acaff. Have you yet feen Caftalio to-day ?
Pol. My Lord, ’tis early day ; he’s hardly rifen.
Aeafl. Go, callhim up, and meet me in the chapel.
[ Ewit Polydore,
I cannot think all has gone well to-night ;
For as I waking lay (and fure my fenfe
- Was then my own) methought I heard my fon
Caftalio’s voice ; but it feem’d low, and mournful ;
Under my window, too, I thought I heard it.
M’ untoward fancy could not be deceiv’d
In every thing; and I will fearch the truth out.
Exter Monimia.
Already up, Monimia! you refe
‘T'hus early, fure, to outfhine the day:
Or was there any thing that crofs’d your reft ?
‘They werﬁ: naughty thoughts that would not let you
eep.
Mon, W hatever are my thoughts, my lord, I've leaxﬁxt
Y
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By your example to corre& their ills,
And morn and evening give up the account.
Acaft. Your pardon, fweet one, I upbraid you notj
Orif I would, you are fo good, I could not.
¢ Though I’m deceiv’d, or you’re more fuir to-day ;
¢ For beauty’s heightened in your cheeks, and all -
¢ Your charms feem up, and ready in your eyes.
¢ Mon. The little fhare I have’s {o very mean,
¢ That it may eafily admit addition ; k
" ¢.Though you, my lord, fhould moft of all beware
¢ To giveit too much praife, and make me proud.
¢ Acaft. Proud of an eld man’s praifes ; no, Monimia!
¢ But if my prayers can work thee any good, -
¢ Thou fhalt not want the largeft fhare of ’em.’
. Heard you no noife to-night ¢
Mon. Noife! my good lord !
Acaft. About midnight.
Bfon. Indeed, my- lord, I don’t remember any.
Acaff. Youmuftfure! went you early to your reft ?
Mon. About the wonted hour. Why this enquiry ?
[Afide.
Acaff. And went your maid to bed too !
Mon. My lord, 1 guefsfo; ’ ’
I've feldom known her difobey my orders.
Acaft. Sure, goblins then, or fairies haunt the dwelling ;
T'll have enquiry made through all the houfe,
But I'll find out the caufe of thefe diforders.
Good day to thee, Monimia—1’ll to chapel.
[(Exit Acaft,
Mon. Tl but difpatch fome orders to my woman,
' Enter Florella.
And wait upon your lordfhip there.
1 fear the prieft has play’d us falfe ; if fo,
My poor Catftalio lofes all for me;
I wonder though he made fuch hafte to leave me ;.
Was’t not unkind, Florella? Surely ’twas !
He fcarce afforded one kind parting word,
But weant away fo cold ; the kifs ke gave me,
Seem’d the forc’d compliment of fated love.
Would I had never marry’d !
Maid. Why ?
. Aon. Methinks
The
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‘The fcene’s quite alter’d; I am not the fame ;

Pve bound up for myfelf a weight of cares,

And how the burden will be borne, none knows,

A hufband may be jealous, rigid, falfe!

And fhould Caftalio e’er prove fo to me,

So tender is my heart, fo nice my love,

*Twould ruin and diftra¢t my reft for ever.
Maid. Madam, he’s coming.

. Mon. Where, Florella? where?

Is he returning? To my chamber lead ;

I’Il meet him there, the myfteries of ourlove

Should be kept private as religious rites,

From the unhallow’d view of common eyes.

[Ewxit Mon, and maid,

SCENE, a chamber,

Enter Caftalio. .
Cafl. Wilh’d morning’s come! And now upon the
lains
And diﬁanrt, mountains, where thejy feed their flocks,
The happy fhepherds leave their homely huts,
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born day.
¢ The lufty fwain comes with his well-fill’d fcrip
¢ Of healthful viands, which, when hunger calls, -
With much content and appetite he eats,
To follow in the fields his daily toil,
And drefs the grateful glebe, that yields him fruits.
The beafts that under the warm hedges flept,
And weather’d out the cold bleak night, are up,
And looking tow’rds the neighb’ring paftures, raife
¢ Their voice, and bid their fellow brutes good shorrow ;!
The chearful birds too, on the tops of trees,
Affemble all in choirs, and with their notes
Salute and welcome up the riﬁng fun.
‘There’s no condition fure fo curs’d as mine,
I’m marry’d! Sdeath ! ‘I'm fped. How like a dog
Look’d Hercules, thus to a diftaff chain'd !
Monimia ! Oh, Monimia ! .
N Eunter Monimia and maid, © AN

Mon, 1 come. . :
I fly to my ador’d Caftalio’s arms, "
My wifhes’ lord. May -e\i;ry morn begin

.~ 6 a6 a

<

Like
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Like this; and with our days our loves renew.
Now I may hope y’are fatisg"d N
[ Looking languifbing on bime
Cafl, Tam

Well fatisty’d, that thou art Oh ——

Mon. What? {peak: .
Art thou not well, Caftalio? Come, lean
Upon my breaft, and tell me where’s thy pain,

Cafl. *Tis here; ’tisin my head; ’tis in ny heart ;
*Tis every where : it rages like a inadnefs ;

And I moft wonder how my reafon holds.

¢ Nay, wondernot, Monimia: the flave

¢ You thought you had fecur’d within my breaft,
¢ Is grown a rebel, and has broke his chain,

¢ And now he walks there like a lord at'large.

¢ Mon. Am I not then your wife, your lov'd Monimia ?
¢ I once was fo, or I’ve moft ftrangely dream’d.
¢ What ails my love ?

¢ Caff. Whate'er thy dreams have been,
¢ Thy waking thoughts ne’er meant Caftalio well.’

No more, Monimia, of your fex’s arts,
*They’re ufelefs all. 1’m not that pliant tool,
That neceffary utenfil you’d make me;

I know my charter better——I am man,
Obftinate man; and will not be enflav’d.

Mpn. You fhall not fear’t: indeed my nature’s eafy ;
I'll ever live your moft obedient wife ! .
Nor ever any privilege pretend
Beyend your will: &er that fhall be my law :
Indeed 1 will not.

Caft. Nay, you fhall not, Madam ;
By yon bright heav’n, you fhall not. All the day
I'll play the tyrant, .and at night forfake thee ;
Till by afflictions, and continu’d cares,
1 have worn thee to a homely houfhold drudge.
Nay, if I’ve any too, thou fhalt be made
Subfervient to my loofer pleafures,
For thou haft wrong'd Caftalio.

Mon. No more; - . .
Oh, kill me here, or tell me my offence,
P'll never quit you elfe ; but on thefe knees,
Thus follow you all day, ’till they’re worn bare,

And
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And hang upon you like a drowning creature.,
" Caftalio.
Caff. Away | laft night, laft nightee—
Mon, It was our wedding night.
Caft. No more ; forget it.
Mon. Why, do you then repent ?
Caft. I do,
Mon. Oh, heaven'
And will you leave me thus? Help, help, Florella.
[ He.drags her to the door, breaks from ber, and exit.
Help me to hold this yet lov’d cruel man. ‘
Oh, my heart breaks—I'm dying. Oh—¢ ftand off;
¢ I'll not indulge this woman’s weaknefs; ftill
¢ Chaf’d and fomented let my heart fwell on,
¢ *Till with its injuries it burit, and fhake
¢ With the dire blow this prifon to the earth.
¢ Maid. What fad miftake has been the caufe of this ?*
Mon. Caftalio! Oh! how often has he fwore,
Nature fhould change, the fun and ftars grow dark,
Ere he would falfify his vows to me!
Make hafte, confufion, then; fun, lofe thy light,
And ftars drop dead with forrow to the earth ;
For my Caftalio’s falfe.
¢ Maid.. Unhappy day ! :
Mon. Falfe as the wind, the waters, or the weather ;
Cruel as tygers o’er their trembling prey :
I feel him in my breaft, he tears my heart,
And at each figh he drinks the gufhing blood § °
Muft I be long in pain ? [Sits down.] = [Exit Florella,
Enter Chamont, -
Cha. In tears, Monimia!
3on. Whoe’er thou art,
Leave me alone to my belov’d defpair.
Cha. Lift up thy eyes, and fee who comes to cheer
thee. '
Tell me the ftory of -thy wrongs, and then
See if my foul has reft, ’till thou haft juftice.
Mon. My brother ! '
Cha. Yes, Monimia, if thou think’ft
That I deferve the name, Iam thy brother.
Mon, Oh, Caftalio! ‘
Cha. Hah'!

E 2 Name
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Name me that name again ! my foul’s on fire
>Till I know all. There’s meaning in that name,’
1 know he is thy hufband : therefore truft me
With all the following truth
Mon. Indeed, Chamont,
There’s nothing in it but the fault of nature ;
I'm often thus feiz’d fuddenly with grief, -
Iknow not why. S
Cha. You ufe me ill, Moninia; :
And I might think, with juftice, moft feverely
Of this unfaithful dealing with your brother. .
Mon. Truly, I’m not to blame. Suppofe I'm fond,
And grieve for what as much may pleafe another ?
Shou%d I upbraid the deareft friend on earth
For the firft fault ? You would not dofo; would you?
Cha. Not, if I'd caufe to think it was a friend. )
Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing!
I ne’er conceal’d my foul from you before :
Bear with me now, .and fearch my wounds no farther ;
For every-probing pains me to the heart.
Cha. *T1s fign there’s danger int, and muft be-probed.
Where’s your new hufband ¢ Still that thought difturbs
ou }
What! only anfiver me with tears ? Caftalio !
Nay, now they ftream ;
Cruel, unkind Caftalio! Is’t notfo? |
Mon. 1 cannot fpeak ; ¢ grief flows fo faft upon me,
;)ilxt' choaks, and will not let me tell the caufe.’
Cka. My Monimia, to my foul thouw’rt dear
As honour to my name. Dear as the light
¢ To eyes but juft reftor’d, and heal’d of blindnéfs.”
Why wilt thou not repofe within my breaft
‘The anguith that torments thee ? -
Mon. Oh! I darenot. .
Cha. I have no friend'but thee. We muft confide
In one another, Two unhappy orphans,
_ Alas, we are, and when I fee thee grieve,
Methinks, it is a part of me that fuffers.
¢ Mon. Oh, fhouldft thou know the caufe of my la-
menting,

¢ Thou wouldft defpife the abje&, loft Monimia,
' [

Iam
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¢ Tam fatisfy’d, Chamont, that .thou wouldft fcorn me ;
¢ No more wouldft praife this hated beauty : but’
¢ When in fome cell diftralted, "as I fhall be,

Thou feeft me lie ; thefe unregarded locks
Matted like furies trefles ; my poor limbs ‘
Chain'd to the ground, and, ’ftead of the delights
Which happy lovers tafte, my keeper’s firipes,
A bed of ftraw, and a coarfe wooden difh
Of wretched fuftenance ; when thus thou feeft me,
Pr’ythee have charity and pity for me;
Let me enjoy this thought.. '
¢ €ba, Why wilt thou rack )
My foul fo long,” Monimia ? Eafe me quickly ;
Or thou wilt run me into madnefs firft.’ '
Mon. - Could you be fecret ?
Cha. Secret as the grave. :
Mon. But when I’ve told you, will you keep your fury
Within its bonds ? Will you not do fome rafh
And horrid mifchief? For indeed, Chamont,
You would not think how hardly I’ve been us’d
From a near friend ; from one that has my foul
A flave, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. -
Cha. 1 will be calm ; but has Caftalio wrong’d thee ?
Has he alreadg wafted all his love ? ‘
‘What has he done ? Quickly, for I’'m all trembling
With expecation of a horrid tale. '
Mon. Oh! could'you think it !!
Cha, What-?
Mon. 1 fear he’ll kill me.
_ Cha. Hah! '
Mon. Indeed I do; he's ftrangely cruel'to me ;
Which if .it laft, I'm fure muft break my heart..
Cha. What has he done ? .
Mon. Moft barbaroufly us'd me.
Nothing fo kind as he when in my arms!"
¢ In thoufand kiffes, tender fighs and joys,
< Not to be thought again, the night was wafted ;’
At dawn of day he rofe, and left s conqueft..
But when we met, and L with open armns,
Ran to embrace the 1ord of allmy withes,
Oh, then!
Cha, Goon'!

* ® et e A
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Mon. He threw me from ‘his breaft,
Like a detefted fin,

Cha. How !

Mon. AsIhungtoo
Upon his knees, and begg’d to know the caufe,
He dragg’d me like a flave upon the earth,
And had no pity on my cries,

Cha. How ! .did he
Dafh thee difdainfully away ; with fcern ?

Mon, Hedid! and more, I fear, will ne’er be friends,
Though I ftill love him with unbated paffion, )

Cha, What, throw thee from him! :

Mon. Yes, indeed he did.

Cha. So may this arm .
Throw him to th’ earth, like a dead dog defpis’d,
Lamenefs and leprofy, blindnefs and lunacy,

Poverty, fhame, pride, and the name of villain,
Light on me, if, Caftalio, I forgive thee.

Mon. Nay, now, Chamont, art thou unkind as he is *

Didft thou not promife me thou wouldft be calm ?
Keep my difg;'ace conceal’d? Why fhouldft thou kilk
© - him .
By all my love, this arm fhould do him vengeance.
Alas ! I love him ftill ; and theugh I ne’er
Clafp him again within thefe longing arms,
Yet blefs him, blefs him, gods ! where’er he goes.
Enter Acafto.

Acaft. Sure fomeill fate is tow’rds me ; in my houfs
I only meet with oddnefs and diforder ;
¢ Each vaffal has a wild diftra&ed face,
¢ And looks as full of bufinefs as a blockhead
¢ In times of danger.” Juft this very moment
I met Catftalio too

Cha. Then you met a villain.

Acaft. Hah'!

Cha. Yes, avillain.

Acaff. Have a care, young foldier,

How thou’rt too bufy with Acafto’s fame.
1 havea fword, my arm’s good old acquaintance,
Villain to theg.
Cha. Curfe on thy fcandalous age,
1

)

)

Which
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 Which hinders me to rufh upon thy throat,
And tear the root up of .that curfed bramble !
Acaft. Ungrateful ruffian! fure my good old friend
Wag ne’er thy father ; nothing of him’s in thee;
‘What have I done in my unhappy age, ,
To be thus us’d? 1 fcorn t’ upbraid thee, boy.
-But I could put thee in remembrance——
Cha. Do.
Acaf. 1 {corn it— _
Cha. No, I'll calmly hear the flory, .
For I would fain-know all, tofee which fcale
Weighs moft——Hah! is not that'geod old Acafto ?
What have I done ? Can you forgive this folly ?
Acaff, Why doft thou afk it ?.
Cha. *Twas the rude o’erflowing :
Of too much paflion. Pray, my lord, forgive me.
[Kﬂf(kn
Acaft. Mock me not, youth:.I canrevenge a wrong.
Cha. Tknowitwell; but for this thought of mine
Rity a mad man’s frenzy, and forget it. ’
Acaff. Twill; but henceforth prythee be more kind,
[Ragfes bim,
Whence came the caufle ? . ]
Cha. Indeed I've been to blame ; L
¢ But I’ll learn better ;* for you've been my father,
You’ve been her father too—  {7akes Mon, by the band.
Acaf?. Forbear the prologue .
And let me know the fubftance of thy tale.
Cham. You took her up, a little tender flower,
uft {prouted on a bank, which the next froft
ad nipp’d ; and with a careful loving hand,
Tranfplanted her into your own fair garden, .
Where the fun always fhines. There long fhe flourith’d,’
Grew fweet to fenfe, and lovely to the eye,
Till at the lafta cruel {poiler came,
Cropt this fair rofe, and rifled all its fiveetnefs,
Then caft it like a loathfome weed away.
Acaff. Youtalk to me in parables, Chamont,
You may have known that I’m no wordy man ; .
Fine fpeeches are the inftruments of knaves,
Or fools, that ufe ’em when they want good fenfe ;

But
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But honefty
Needs no difguife nor ornament. Be plain.
Cham. Your fon :
Acaf. I’ve two; and both, I hope, have honour,
Cha. I hope fo too——but
Acaft. Speak.
Cha. 1 muft inform you,
Once more, Caftalio !
Acaft. Still Caftalio !
Cha. Yes. '
Your fon Caftalio. has wrong’d Monimia.
Acaff. Hah ! wrong'd her ?
Cha. Marry’d her.
Acaff. I'm forry for't.
Cha. Why forry ?
By yon bleft heav’n, there’s nota lord
-But might be proud to take her to his heart..
- Aeaft. Il not deny't.-
Cha. You.dare not, by-thegods
You dare not ; all your family combin’d.
In one damn’d falfhood to outdo Catftalio,
Dare not deny’t. -
Acaft. How has Caftalio wrong’d her ?
Cha. Afk that of him. I.fay,.my fifter’s wrong’ds:
Monimia, my fifter, born as high
Aand:noble as- Caftaiio——Do her juftice,
Or, by the gods, Pl lay a fcene of blood -
Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature.
I’ll do’t, Hark you, my lord, your fon Caftalio,.
Take him to your clofet, and there teach him manners..
Acaff. You fhall have juftice.
Cham. Nay, I will have juitice, .-
Whe'll fleep 1n fafety that has done me wrong ?-
My lord, I’ll not difturb you to repeat
The caufe of this; Ibeg you (to preferve.
Y our houfe’s honour) afk it of. Caftalio.
Acaft. 1 will. '
Cha, *Till then, farewelo—— [Ewits
Acafl. Farewel, proud boy.
onimia !
Mon. My lord,
Aegft. You are my daughter,

Mon,
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Mon. 1am, my lord, if you'll vouchfafe to own me.
Acaft. When you'll complain’to me, I’ll prove a father,
Exit.
Mon. Now I'm undone for ever. Who on earth[
Is there fo wretched as Monimia ?
Firft by Caftalio cruell{ forfaken ;
I've loft Acaftonow : his parting frowns
May well inftruét me, rage is in his heart :
¢ I fhall be next abandon’d to my fortune,
¢ Thru{t out a naked wand’rer to the world,
¢ And branded for the mifchievous Monimia !
¢ What will become of me?* My eruel brother
Is framing mifchiefs too, for ought I know,
That may produce bloodfhed and horrid murder.,
1 would not be the caufe of one man’s death
To reign the emprefs of the earth ; nay, more,
I'd rather lofe for ever my Caftalio,
My dear unkind Caftalio !
Enter Polydore,
Pol. Monimia weeping !
¢ So morning dews on new-blown rofes lodge,
¢ By the fun’s am’rous heat to be exhal’d.’
I come, my love, to kifs all forrow from thee, .
What mean thefe fighs ? And why thus beats thy hesrt ?
Mon. Let me alone to forrow. 'Tis a caufe
None €’er fhall know : but it fhall with me die.
Pol. Happy, Monimia, he to whom thefe fighs,
Thefe tears, and all thefe languifhings, -are-paid !
- am no ftranger to your deareft fecret :
1 know ‘your heart was never meant for me,
That jewel’s for an elder brother’s price.
Mon, My lord!
Pol. Nay, wondernot; laft night I'heard
His oaths, your vows, and to my torment faw
Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made,
1 did, Monimia, and I curs’d the found.
Wilt thou be fworn, my love ? wilt thou be ne’er
Unkind again ?
Mon. Banifh fuch fruitlefs hopes !
Have you fwore conftancy to my undoing ?
Will you be ne’er my friend again ?
Polv What means my love ?
Mon.
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Bfon. Away; what meant, my lord,
Laft night? .

Pol. Ts that a queftion now to be demanded ?
1 hope Monimia was not much difpleas’d. -

Mon. Wasit well done totreat me like a proftitute ?
T’ affault my lodging at the dead of night,

And threaten meif Ideny’d admittance———
You faid you were Caftalio——————

Pol. By thofe eyes .

It was the fame : I fpent my time much better;
I tell thee, ill natured fair-one, [ was pofted
To more advantage, ona pleafant hill

Of fpringing joy, and everlafting fweetnefs.

Mon. Hah—have a care

Pol. Where is the danger near me ?

Mon. 1 fear you’re on a rock will wreck your quiet,
And drown your foul jn wretchednefs for ever ; -

A thoufand horrid thoughts crowd on my memory.
Will you bekind, and anfwer me one queftion ?

Pol. 1’d truft thee with my life; on thofe foft breafts
Breathe out the choiceft fecrets of my heart, >
Till I had nothing ia it left but love.

Mon. Nay, Pll conjure you by the gods and angels,
By th’ honour of your name, that’s moft concern’d,,
Totell me, Polydore, and tell me truly,

Where did you reft laft night 2 '

Pol. Within thy arms .
Itriumph’d: reft had been my foe.

Mon. *Tis done ESbe faints.

Pol. She faints! No help! Who waits # A curfe
Upon my vanity, that could not keep
The fecret of my happinefs in filence.

Confufion ! we fhall be furpriz’d anon,
And confequently all muit be betray’d.
Monimia! She breathes—Monimia—-—

Mon. Well
Let mifchiefs multiply ! Let ev’ry hour
Of my loath’d life yield me increafe of horror !
Oh, let the fun to thefe unhappy €yes
Ne’er fhine again, but be eclips’d for ever ;
May every thing I look on feem a prodigy,

Te fill my foul with terrors, till I quite

Forget



THE ORPHAN g

Forget I ever had humanity,
And grow a curfer of the works of nature!
Pol, What means all this ?
Mon. Oh, Polydore, if all o
The friendthip e’er you vow’d to good Caftalio
Be not a falthood ; if you ever lov’d
Your brother, you’ve undone yourfelf and me.
Pol. Which way can ruin reach the man that’s rich,
As I am, in pofleffion of thy fweetnels ? e
Mon, Oh! I'm hiswife. :
Pol. What fays Monimia ! hah!
¢ Speak that again.”
Mon. I am Caftalio’s wife.
Pol. His marry’d, wedded wife ?
Mon. Yefterday’s fun
Saw it perform’d.
Pol. And then, have I enjoy’d
My brother’s wife ? -
Mon, As furely as we both -
DMuft tafte of mifery, that guiltis thine. ’
¢ Pol. Muft we be miferable then ?
¢ Mon. Oh !
Pol. Oh! thou may’ft yet be happy.
Mon. Couldft thou be :
Happy, with fuch a weight upon thy foul ?
Pol. It may be yet a fecret ; I'll go try
‘To reconcile and bring Caftalio to thee ;
Whilft from the world I take myfelf away,
And wafte my life in penance for my fin. _
Mon. Then thou wouldft more undo me; heap a load
Of added fins upon my wretched head.
Wouldft thou again have me betray thy brother,
And bring pollution to hisarms? Curft thought !
Oh, when fhall I be mad indeed ! [Ex. Mon.
¢ Pol. Nay, then v
¢ Let us embrace, and from this very moment
¢ Vow an eternal mifery together.
¢ Mon. And wilt thou be a very faithful wretch ?
¢ Never grow fond of chearful peace again ?
¢ Wilt thou with me ftudy to be unhappy,
¢ And find out ways how to increafe affliction ?
¢ Pol. We'll inftitute new arts unknown before,

¢ To vany plagues, and make ’em look like new on‘esl.‘_irﬁ
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¢ Firft, if the fruit of our detefted joy
¢ A child be born, it fhall be murder’d—————
¢ Mon. No;
¢ Sure that may live.
¢ Pol, Why ?
- ¢ Mon. To become a thing.
* More wretched than its parents to be branded
¢ Wirh all our infamy, and curfe its birch.’
Pol. ¢ That's well contriv’d.’
‘Then thus I'll go,
Full of my guilt, diftra&ted where to roam,
¢ Like the firft wretched pair expell’d their Paradife.”
I'll find fome place where adders neft in winter,
Loathfome and venomous : where poifons hang
Like gums againft the walls : where witches meet
By night, and feed upon fome pamper’d imp,
Fat with the blood of babes: Theré I’ll inhabit,
And live up to the height of defperation;
Defire fhall languifh like a withering flow’r,
¢ And no diftinttion of the fex be thought of.? i
Horrors fhall fright me from thofe pleafing harms,
And I’ll no more be caught with beauty’s charms, }
¢ But when I'm dying take me in thy arms.” [Exit,

Exp of the FourTH Acr,
ACT V,
SCENE, a garden.
Caftalio Jing on the ground.  Soft mufic.

¢85 ONG.
o ¢ L ’
¢ OME, all.yeyouths, whofe hearts e’er bled
¢ By cruel beauty’s pride ;
¢

Bring each a garland on his head,
¢ Let none his forrows hide :
But hand in rand around me move,
Singing the faddeft tales of love ;
¢ And fee, whenyour complaints ye join,
¢ If all your wrongs can equal minc,
¢ The
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¢ 1L
¢ The happieft mortal once was I ;
¢ My henrt no forrows knew,
¢ Pity the pain with which I die;
¢ Butafk not whence it grew.
¢ Yet if a tempting fair you find,
¢ That's very lovely, very kind,
¢ Though bright as Heav’n, whofe ftamp fhe bears,
¢ Think of my fate, and {hun her fnares.’

See where the deer trot after one another,
Male, female, father, daughter, mother, fon,
+ Brother and fifter, mingled all together.

No difcontent they know ; but in delightful

Wildnefsand freedom, pleafant {prings, frefh herbage,

Calm harbours, lufty health and innocence,

Enjoy their portion ; if they feca man,

How will they turn together all, and gaze

Upon the monfter————

Once in a feafon too they tafte of love:

Only the beaft of reafon isits flave,

An((v in that folly drudges all the year.

' Enter Acafto.
Acaff. Caftalio! Catftalio !
Caft. Who's there .

So :;r-e/;ched but to nan;:ra Caftalio ; cead !

caft. 1 hope my meffage may fuc !
Cafi. My father! gemy '

*Tis joy to fee you, tho’ where forrow’s neurifh’d. [reft.
¢ Acaff. I'm come in beauty’s caufe ; you’ll guefs the
¢ Caff. Awoman! If you love my peace of mind,

¢ Name not a woman to me ; but to think

¢ Of woman, were enough to taint my brains,

¢ *Till they ferment to madnefs. Oh, my father !
¢ Af/aiﬂ. What ails my boy ? \
¢ Cafi. A woman is the thing

¢ 1would forget, and blot from my remembrance,
¢ Acafi. Forget Monimia ! .
¢ Cafi. She, to choofe: Monimia!
¢ The very found’s ungrateful to my fenfe. -
¢ Acafft. This might feem ftrange, but you, I've found,
.will hide

“¢ Your heart from me ; you dare not truft your father.
F ¢ Caft,



61 THE ©RPHAN,

¢ Caff. No more Monimia.
¢ Acafl. Is fhe not yoar wife ?
¢ Cafl. So much the worfe ; who loves to hear of wife ?
¢ When you would give all worldly plagues a name,
¢ Worfe than they have already, call’em wife:
¢ Buta new-marry’d wife’s a teeming mifchief,
¢ Full of herfelf! Why, what a deal of horror
¢ Has that poor wretch to come, that wedded yefterday !
Acafl. Caftalio, you muft go along with me,
And fee Monimia. '
Caft. Sure my lord but mocks me.
Go fee Monimia'! ¢ Pray, my lord, excufe me,
¢ And leave the conductof this part of life
¢ To my own choice.’ ' '
' Aeafl. I fuy, no more difpute.
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong’d her.
Cafl. Who has complain’d ?
Acafi. Her brother, to my face, proclaim’d her wrong’d,
Andin fuch terms they’ve warm’d me.
Caff. What terms ? Her brother! Heav’n!
‘Where learn’d fhe that ?
What ! does fhe fend her here with defiance ?
He durft not fure affront you !
Acaff. No, not much.
But. :
Cafl. Speak, what fuid he
Acaff. That thou wert a villain ;
Methinks I'would not have thee thought a villain,
Cafl, Shame on th’ill-manner’d brute!
. “Your age fecur’d him ; he durft not elfe have faid fo.
Ataj‘ By my fword,
I would not fee thee wreng’d, and bear it vilely:
Though I have pafs’d my word fhe fhall have juitice.
Cafl. Juftice! to give herjuftice would undo her.
Think you this folitude I now have chofen,
Left joys, juftop’ning to my fenfe, fought here
A place to curfe my fatein, meafur’d out
My grave at length, wifl'd to have grown one piece *
ith this cold clay, and all without a caufe ?
Enter Chamont.
Cha. Where is the hero, famous and renown’d
For wronging innocence and breaking vows,

Whofe
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“Whofe mighty fpirit,” and whofe ftubborn heart, -
No woman can appeafe, nor man provoke ?
. Acaf, T guefs, Chamont, you come to feek Cattalio,
Cha, 1 come to feek the hutband of Monimia.
Cafl, The flave is here.
Cha. 1 thought €’er now to’ve found you -
Attoning for the ills you’ve done Chamont ;
For you have wrong’d the deareft part of him..
Monimia, young lord, weeps in this heart ;
And all the tears thy injuries have drawn
From her poor eyes, are drops of blood from hences
Caff. Then you are Chamont ?
Cba. Yes, and I hope no ftranger
To great Caftalio. -
Cafl. I’ve heard of fuch aman '
‘That has been very bufy with my henour.
I own, I'm much indebted to you, Sir,
And here return the villain back again.
You fent me by my father;
Cha. Thus I’ll thank you. [ Draaws,
Acaf?. By this goodfiverd, who firff prefumes to violence,
Makes me his foe—— - [ Draws and interpofes.
¢ Young man, it once was thought [7o Caft.
% 1 was fit guardian of my houfe’s honour;
¢ And you might truft your fhare with me——For you,
[% ham,
¢ Young foldier, I muft tell you, you have wrong’d me.
¢ I promis’d you to do Monimia right,
¢ And thought my word a pledge I would not forfeit :
¢ Butyou, I find, would fright us to performance.”
Caf. Sir, in my younger years, with care you taught me
‘That brave revenge was due to injur’d honour;
Opﬁofe not then the juftice of my fword, ’
Left you fhould make me jealous of your love.
Cha, Into thy father’s arms thou fly’(t for fafety,
Becaufe thou know’ft that place is fanctify’d
With the remembrance of an ancient friendfhip.
Caff. 1amavillain, if I will not feek thee, -
Till I may be reveng’d for all the wrongs
Done me by that ungrateful fair thou plead’ft for.
Cha. She wrong'd thee ! %y the fury in my heart,
2

Thy
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Thy father’s honour’s not above Monimia’s ;
Nor was thy mother’s truth and virtue fairer.

Acafl. Boy, don’t difturb the athes of the dead
With th capricious follies. The remembrance
Of the lov’d creature that once fill'd thefe arms ——se

Cha. Has not heen wrong’d,

Cafl. It fhallnot.

Cham. No, nor fhall
Monimia, though a helplefs orphan, deftitute
Of friends and fortune, though th’ unhappy fifter
Of poor Chamont, whofe fword is all his portion,

B’ oppreft by thee, thou proud imperious traitor,,

Cafl. Hah! fet me free.

Cha. Come both. '

Enser Serina,

Ser. Alas! glas! : :

The caufe of thefe diforders ; my Chamoaat,
Who is’t has wrong'd thee ?

Caff. Now, where art thou fled
For fhelter? .

Cha. Come from thine, and fee what {afeguard
‘Shall then betray my fears, L :

Ser, Cruel Caftalio, . . .
Sheath up thy angry fword, and don’t affright me,
Chamont, let once Serina calm thy breaft :

. .If any of my friends have done thee injuries,
Il be reveng’d, - and love thee better for’t,

Caf. Sir, if you’d have me think you did not take
This opportunity to fkew your vapity, .

Let’s meet fome other time, when by ourfelves
. We fairly may difpute our wrongs together.

Cha. Till then, Iam Caflalio’s friend.

Cafl. Serina,

Farewel, Iwith much happinefs attend you.

Ser. Chamont’s the deareft thing I have on eansh
Give me Chamont, and let the world forfake me.

Cha. Witnefs the gods, how happy I'm in thee }
¢ No beauteous blofloin of the fragrant {pring,
¢ Though the fair child of nature newly boyn,
¢ Can be fo lovely,’ Angry, unkind Caitalio,
Suppofe I'thould a-while fay by wy paffions, And
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And be a beggar in Monimia’s caufe,
Might I be heard ? i .
Caff. Sir, ’twas my laft requeft, .
You would, though I find you will not, be fatisfy’d ;
So, in a word, Monimia is my fcorn;
She bafely fent g:u here to try my fears;
“That was your bufinefs ;
¢ Noartful proftitute, in falthoods pratis’d,
¢ To make advantage of her coxcomb’s follies,
¢ Could have done more.——Difquiet vex her for’t.
Cha. Farewel. [Exit Cham. and Ses,
Cafl. Farewel—My father, you feem troubled.
Acaff. Would I’d been abfent when this boifterous
brave . .
Came to difturb thee thus. I'm griev’d I hinder’d
Thy juft refentment But Monimia —e—s
Cafl. Damn her.
. Acaft. Don’tcurfe her..
Caff. Did 12
Acafl, Yes.
Caff. I’m forry for’t. : :
Acaff. Methinks, as if I guefs, the faule’s but fmall,
I might be pardon’d.
Caff. No.
Acaff. What has the done ?
Caft. That the’s my wife, may heaven and you fore

- ive me.
Acafl. ﬁe reconcil’d then.
Cafl. No. )
Acaff. Go fee her
€aft. No. -
= Acaft. Il fend and bring her hither..
Caff, No.

Acaff. For my fake,. -
Caflalio; and-the quiet of my age.
Caft. Why will you urge a thing my nature. {tarts at -
Acaf}. Priythee forgive her,
Caft. Lightnings firft fhall blaft me.
Etell you, were fhe proitrate at my feet,
Full of. her fex's beit diflembled iorrows;.
And all that wond’rous beauty of her own,.
My heart might break, but it fhould never foften..
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: - . Eater Florella. L
Flor. My lord, whereare you? ¢ Ok, Caftalio?
¢ Acaff. Hark. . .
¢ Caft. What's that ’
Flor, Oh, fhew me quickly. where’s Cafalio 2 -
Acaff. Why, what’s the bufinefs ? -
Flor. Oh, the poor Monimia } e
Caft, Hah!
Acaff. What’s the matter ?
Flor, Hurry'd by defpair,
:gl‘*l‘f flies with fury over f?“ the houfe. .
rough every room of each apartment, crying, .
‘Where’s my gaﬁalio? Give 1;23 my Cafta;g !ng
Except fhe fees you, fuse the’ll grow diftralted.
Cleft. Hah'! willfhe? Does fhe name Caitalio 2
And with fuch tendernefs ? Conduct me quickly
To the poerlovely mourner. ¢ Oh, my father!”:
Acaft. Then wiltthou go? Bleflings attend thy purpofe.
Caft. 1 cannot hear Monimia’s foul’s in fafinefs,
And be aman ; my heart will not forget her ;
¢ But donot tell the world you faw this of me.” .
. Acaff, Delay'not then, but hafte and cheer thy love,
Cafi,-Oh ! I will throw m’impatient arms about hery
In her foft bofom figh my, foul to peace, .
Till through the panting breaft fhe finds the way.
‘To mould my heart, and makeit what fhe will. .
Monimia! Oh! . [Exeunt Acaito ard C

SCENE, a chamber. N

Enter Monimia.

Mon. Stand off, and give me room,
1 will not reft till I have:found Caftalio,
My wifh’s lord, comely as the rifing day,
Amidft ten thoufand eminently known. .
Flowers fpring up wheree’er he treads, his eyes,
Fountains of brightnefs, cheering all about him !
When will they thine on me ?—Oh, ftay my foul? .
I cannot die in peace till 1 have feen him.

' Caftalio within.

Caft. Who talks of dying with a voice fo fiveet,
That life’s in love with it ?

Mon. Hark ! ’tis he that anfivers,
. - ) . -
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¢ 8o, ina camp, tho’ at the dead of night,

¢ 1f but the trumpet’s chearful noife is heard,
¢ All at the figmal leap from downy reft,

¢ Andevery heart awakes, as mine does now.”
Where art thou ? c

Caft. [Entering.] Here, my love.

Mon, No, nearer, left I vanith,

Caft, Have I been in a dream, then, all this while2
And art thou but the thadow of Monimia ? .
Why doft thou fly me thus ? .

Mon. Oh, were it poflible that we could drown
In dark oblivion but a few paft hours,

We might be happy. :

Caft. 1s’t then fo hard, Monimia, to forgive
A fault, where humble love, like mine, implores thee #
For I muf} love thee, though it prove my ruin.

Which way fhall I court thee ? '
What fhall I do to be enough thy flave,
And fatisty the lovely pride that’s in thee?

.I’ll kneel to thee, and weep a flood petore thee. g
Yet priythee, tyrant, break not quite my heart;
But when my tafk of penitence is done, ,

Heal it again, and comfort me with love.

Mon. If I am dumb, Caitalio, and want worde

-'To pay thee back this mighty tendernefs ;

It is becaufe I look on thee with horrox, :
And cannet fee the man I have fo wrong'd. T

Caff, Thou haft not wrong’d me. ~

Mon. Ah'! alas, thou talk’ft : s
Juft as thy poor heart thinks ! Have not I wrong’d tiree ? .

Caff. No.

Mfl- Still thou wander’ft in the dark, Caftalio ;

But wilt, ere long, ftumble on horrid danger.

¢ Caff. What means my love ?

. Mon, Could’t thou but forgive memm———

¢ Caff. What? 3 o :

¢ Mon. For my fault laft night : alas, thou can’ft not }

¢ Cafl, I can, and do. : :
¢ Mon. Thus crawling on the earth,
¢ Would I that pardon meet ; the only thing
¢ Can make me view the face of Heav’n with hope,
¢ Cafl, Then, let’s draw ne¢ar. ‘¢ in
-, ‘ 10Ne
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¢ Mon. Ah, me!
¢ Caft. So, in the fields,
¢ When the defiroyer has been out for prey,
¢ The {catter’d lovers of the feather’d kind,
¢ Seeking, when danger’s paft, to mect again,
¢ Make moan, and cuil, by fuch degrees approach 3
¢ *Till joining thus, they bill, and fpread their wings,
¢ Murmuring love, and joy their fears are over. ,
¢ Mon. Yet, have a care; be not too fond of peace,
¢ Left, in purfuance of the goodly quarry, :
¢ Thou meet a difappeintment that diftrats thee.’ .
Caff. My better angel, thendo thovinformme,
What danger threatens me, and where it lies : .
Why didft thou (pr’ythee finie, and tell me why):
When I ftood waiting underneath the window,
Quaking with fierce and violent defires ;
The dropping dews fell cold upon my head,
Dhrknefs inclos’d, and the winds whiftled round me;
Which, with my mournful fighs, made fuch fad mufic,
As might-have mov’d the hurdeft heart; why wert thow
Deaf to my eries, and fenfelefs of ary pains ?
Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear enquiry *
Read'ft thou not fomething in my face, that {peaks
Wonderful change, and horror from: within me-?
Caft. Then there is fomething yet which I've not
known :
What doft thou mean by horror-and forbearance
Of more enquiry ? Fell me, I beg thee, tell me ;.
And don’t betray me to a fecond madnefs.
Mon. Muft 1
Caff. If, lab’ring in the pangs of death,
‘Thou wouldft do any thing to give meeafe 5
Unfold this riddle ere:my thoughts grow wild;
And let in fears of ugly form upon me.
Mon. My heart- won’t let me fpeak it; but remember,
Monimia, poor Monimia, tells you this,.
We ne’er muft meet again.
Caff. ¢ What means my deftiny ¥ :
¢ For all my good. or evil fate dwells in thee
Ne’er meet again !
Moen. No, never. -
Caff. Where's the power

On
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On earth, that dare not look like thee, and fay fo ?

Thou art my heart’s inheritence ; Iferv’d

A long and painful, faithful flav’ry for thee :

And who fhall rob me of the dear-bought bleffing ?
Mon. Time will clear all ; but now let thiscontent yous

Heav’n has decreed, and therefore 1’m refolv'd "

(With torment I muft tell it thee, Caftalio)

Ever to be a ftranger to thy love ;

In fome far diftant country wafte my life,

And from this day, to fee thy face no more.

Caff. Wheream I ? Sure [ wander *midft enchantment,

And never mare fhall find the way to reft ;

¢ But Oh, Monimia | art thou indeed refolv’d

¢ To punith me with.everlaﬂh}g abfence

Why turn’ft thou from me; I’m alone already ;

Methinks I fland upon a naked beach, -

Sighing to winds, and to the feas complaining,

Whilft afar off the veflel fails away, .

Where all the treafure of my foul’s embark’d,

Wilt thou not turn ?—Oh ! could thofe eyes but fpeak,

I fhould know all, for love is pregnant in ’em ;.

They fwell, they prefs their beams upon me flill :

Wil theu not fl’;eak? If we mu;?. r¢ for ever,

Give me but one kind word to think upon,

And pleafe myfelf withal, whilft my heart’s breaking.
Mon. Ah, poor Caftalie ! [Exit Moniming
Cafl. ¢ Pity, by the gods,

¢ She pities me ! then thou wilt go eternaity.’

What means all this ? Why all this flir to plagne -

A finglewretch ? If but your werd can ﬂ:ain )

"This world to atoms, why fo much ado

With me ? Think me but dead, and lay me fo.

Enter Polydore.
Pol, Tolive, and live a torment to myfelf,

What dog would bear’t, that knew but his condition &

We’ve little knowledge, and that makes us cowards,.

Becaufe it cannot tell us what’s to come.

Caft. Who’sthere? )
Pol. Why, what art thou ?

Caff. My brother Polydore ?

Pol, My name is Polydore.

Cafty Canft thou inform me——————swe—

Pﬂlc
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Pol. Of what!
Cafl. Of my Monimia ?
Pol. No. Good day.
Caf?. In hafte,
+Methinks my Polydore appears in fadnefs.
Pol. Indeed, and fo to me does my Caftalio. -
Caf. Dol?
Pol. Thou doft.
Caff. Alas, I've wond’rous reafon !
I’m ftrangely alter’d, brother, fince I faw thee.
.. Pol. Why?
Caff. Ob! to tell thee, would but put thy heart
To pain. Let me embrace thee but a little,
And weep upon thy neck ; I would repofe
Within thy friendly bofom all my follies ;
For thou wily pardon ’em, becaufe they’re mine.
Pol. Be nottoo credulous ; confider firft ;
Friends may be falfe. 1Is there no friendthip falfe ?
Caff. Why doft thou afk me that ? Does this ap,
Likea falfe friendfhip, when with open arms :
And ftreaming eyes, I run upon thy breatt ?
Oh, ’tis in thee alone I muft have comfort !
Pol, 1 fear, Caftalio, I have none to give thee,
Caff. Doft thou not love me, then ?
Pol. Oh, more than life: '

«J never had a thought of my Caftalio, :
Might wreng the friendfhip we had vow’d together,
Hatt thou dealt fo by me ? C :

Caft.' 1 hope I have. .
Pol. Then tell me why this mourning, this diforder?
Caff. Oh, Polydore, I know not how to'tell thee ;
Shame rifes in my. face, and interrupts =~ * ~ -
The ftory of my tongue.
Pol. 1grieve, my triend
Knows any thing which he’s afham'd to tell me
Or didft thou ¢’er conceal thy thoughts from Polydore ¢
Caff. Oh, much toooft ! :
But let me here conjure thee, '
By all the kind affeion of a brother,
(For I'm afham’d to call myfelf thy friend)
Forgive me. :
Pol. Well, go on.

| C'aj’ ]
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Caff. Our defliny.contriv’d -~ -~ | . : .
‘To plague us hoth with one unhappy love.. ‘ ,
‘Thou, like afriend, a conftant, gen’rous friend, . . ; »
In its firft Pangs didft erufy me wrth thy paffion, R
Whilft I fall fmooth’d my pain with f{iniles befors thee,
And made a contra&t I ne’er meant tokeep. ..
LPol. Hotw! -+ o a0 o
Cafl. Still new ways I ftudy’d to abufe thee,
And kept thee as a ftraniger to my paffion, ‘
*Till yefterday I wedded with Monimia,
Pol. Ah, Caftalio, was that well done ? T
Cafi. N6 ; to conceal’t from thee was much a faulg, .
Pol, A fault! when thou haft heard o
The tale I tell, what wilt thou call it then ? . y
Caff. How my heart throbs ! :
Pol. Firft, for thy friendfhip, traitor,
I cancel’t thus; after thisday, I'll ne’er
Hold truft or converfe with the falfe Caitalio ;
This; witnefs Heav’n, - L,
Caff. What willmy fate do with me?
I’ve loft all happinefs, and know not why. .-
‘What means this, brother? : ;
Pol. Perjur’d, treach’rous wretch,
Farewel,
Caft. I’ll be thy flave, and thou fhalt ufe me
Juft as thou wilt; de but forgive me.
Pol. Never. . :
Caft. Oh'! think alittle what thy heart is doing ; )
How, from ourinfancy, we hand in hand '
Have trod the path of life in love together §
One bed has held us, and the fame dgeﬁres,
The fame averfions ftill employ'd our thoughts
When €’er had I a friend, that was not Polydore’s ? .
Or Polydore a foe that was not mine ! .
Ev’n in the womb w’embrac’d, and wilt thou now
For the firft fault, abandon and forfake me,
Leave me; amidft afflictions, to myfelf,
Plung’din the gulph of grief, and none to help me?
Pol. Go to Monimia, in her arms thou’lt find
Repofe ; fhe has the art of healing forrows.
Caff, What arts ?
Pol, Blindwrctch! thou hufband ! there’s a queﬁioGn!
¢ Go

[

>
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¢ Go to her fulfome bed, and wallow there ;
¢ Till fome hot ruffian, full of luft and wine,
¢ Come ftorm thee out, and fhew thee what’s thy bargsun. '
¢ Caff. Beld there, I charge thee.’
Rol, Is thenota
Caff, Whore? .
Pol. Ay, whore ; I think that ward needs RO €X-~
- plaining.
Cafl. Alas, I can forgiveev'n this, tothee !
But let me tell thee, Polydore, I’'m griev'd
To find thee guilty of fuch low revenge,
‘To wrong-that virtue which thou couldﬂ: not ruin.
Pol, Itfeems I lie, then.
. Caﬂ Should the braveﬁ man
‘That e’er wore conquermg fword, but dare to whlfper
What thou proclaim’ft, he were the wordt of liars :
My friend may be ‘miffaken.
Pol. Damn th’ evafion ;
‘Thou mean’ft the worft ; and he’s a bafe-born villain
‘That faid I ied.
Caft. . Dlt:, draw. thy fword, and thruft it through my
eart ; :
There is no joy in life, if thou art loft.
A bafe-born villain !
Pol. Yes'; thou never cam’ft
From old Acafto’s loins ; ; the midwife put
A cheatupon my mother, and inftead
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me,
Plac’d fome coarfe peafant’s cub, 4nd thou art he.
Caft. Thou irt my brother fhill, -
Pol. Thou lieft,
Caff. Nay then — +  [He draws.
Yet I am calm.
Pol. A coward’s always fo.
Caff. Ah! - ah—that ftings home——Coward !
Pol. Ay, bafe-born coward ! villain!
Caft. This to thy heart, then, tho' my mother bore thee.
[Fight ; Polydore drfa{: bis fuword, and runs on Caftalio’s.
Pol. Now my Caftaliois again my friend.
Caft. What have 1 done? %\ly fword is in thy breaft.
Pol. SoT would have it be, thou beft of men,
‘Thou kindeft brother, and thou trueft friend.
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Caf. Ye ﬁi)ds, we’te taught that all your works are

uftice ,
Ye’re painted merciful, and friends to innocence :
If fo, then why thefe es wpon my head ?
Pol. Blame not the Heav'ns; here lies thy faee,
Caftalio;
‘Th’are not the gods, tis Polydore has wrong'd thee;
I’ve ftain’d thy bed ; thy {potlefs marriage joys
Have been polluted by thy brether’s luft.

Cafl. By thee!

Pol. By me, laft night, the horrid deed
Was done, when all things flept, but rage and ?ce&

Caff. Now where’s Monimia ? Gh!

: Exter Morimia, :

Mon, I’m here, who calls me?

Methought I heard a voice,
Sweet as the fhepherd’s pipe upon the mountains,
When all his little flock’s at feed before him,
By what means this ? Here’s blood.
Caff. Ay, brother's blood.
Art thou prepar’d for everlafting pains 5

Pol. Oh, let me charge theg, by th’ eternal juftice,

Hurt not hertenderlife! - .
.Caft. Not kill her ? ¢ Rack me,

¢ Ye pow’rs above, withall your choiceft torments,

¢ Horror of mind, and pains yet uninvented,

¢ If I not prattife cruelty upon her,

¢ And wreak revenge foine way yet never known,’

Mon. That tafk my{elf have finife’d, I fhall die
Before we part; I've drank a healing draught
For all my cares, and never more fhall wrong thee.

Pol. Oh, the’sinnocent ! .

Caft. Tellme that ttory,

And chou wilt make a wretch of me ipdeed.”

Pol. Hadit thou, Caftalio, us’d me like 2 friend,
‘This ne’er had happen’d ; hadft thou let me know
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy ;

But ignorant of that,

Hearing th’ appointment mads, ¢nrag’d to think

Thou hadft outdone me in fuccefsful loye,

1, in the dark, weatand fupply’d thy place ;

Whilft, all the night, 'midit &ur tiwgphaat joys, -
e
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‘The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv’d Monimsa,
Embrac’d, carefs’d, and call’d me her Caftalio.

Caf?. Andall this is the work of my own fortune;
None but myfelf could e’er have been fo curs’d.
"My fatal love, alas! hasruin’d thee, -
‘Thou faireft, goodlieft frame the gods e’er made,
Or ever human eyes and hearts ador’d,.
I’ve murdér’d too my brather.
Why would’ft thou {tudy ways to damn me farther ?
And force the fin of parricide upon me ? )

Pol. *Twas my own fault, and thou art innocent 3

. Forgive the barbarous trefpafs of my tongue ;
*Twas a hard violente: I could have die:

With love of thee, e’en when I us’d thee wortft ;

Nay, at each word that my diftraétion utter’d,’

My heart recoil’d, and *twas half death to fpeak ’em,
Mos. Now, my Caftalio, the moft dear of men,

Wilt thou receive pollution to thy bofom,

And clofe the eyes of one that has betray’d thee ?
Caff. Oh, I'mth’ unhappy wretch, whofe curfed fatq

Has weigh’d thee down into deftru@ion with him.

Why then, thus kind to me ? A
Mon, When I'm laid low i'th’ grave, and quite fdr<
gotten,

May'ft thou be happy in a fairer bride ;
But none can ever love thee like Monimia,
‘When I am dead, as prefently I fhall be,
§For the grim tyrant gra{ps my heart already)
peak well of me ; and if thou find ill tongues
‘Too bufy with my fame,don’t hear me wrong’d 5
*Twill be a noble juftice to the memory
Of a poor wretch, once honour’d with thy love.
How my head fwims! ’tis very dark. Good night.
Dies,
Caft. If I furvive thee—what a thought was that[ ?
Thank Heav'n, I go prepar’d againft that curfe.
Enter Chamont, difarmed and feized by Acafto and
Jervants.
Cham. Gape earth, and fwallow me to quick de-
ftruction,
If 1 forgive your houfe ; if I not live
1 plague to thee, Acafto,
3 : And
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And all thy race. Ye’ve o’erpower’d me'now ;

But hear me, Heav’n !—Ah, here’s a fcene of death !

My fifter, my Monimia breathlefs ! ~——Now,

Ye pow’rs above, if ye have juftice, firike,

Strike bolts thro’ me, and through the curs'd Caftalio.
¢ Acaff., My Polydore !
¢ Pol, Who calls?
¢ Acaff. How cam’ft thou wounded ?*

Cafl. Stand off, thou hot-brain’d, boift’rous, noify
ruffian,

And leave me to my forrows,

Cham. By the love

T bore her hiving, I will ne’er forfake her ;

But here remain, ’till my heart burft with fobbing.
Caff. Vanifh, Ichargethee, or— [Draws a daggers:
Cham. Thou canft not kill me ;

That would be kindnefs, and againft thy nature.

Acaff. What means Caftalio ? Sure thou wilt not puld

More forrows op:thy aged father’s head.

Tell me, I beg you, tell me the fad. caufe,

Of all this ruin. '

Pol, Thay mufk be my tafls: .

Rug ’tis too long for one in pains to tell 3

You'll'in my dlofét find- the flory written.

Qf all our woes.  Caftalio’s innocent,

And fo’s Monimia; only. 1'm to blame,

Enquire no farther. S

. Caff, Thou, unkind Chamont,
njuftly haft purfu’d me with thy hate,

And fought the life of him that never wrong’d thee 3

Now, ifg thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance,

Come, join with me, andicurfes——. -

Cham. What ?
Caft. Firft, thyfelf,

As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth ;

Capfufion and diforder feize the world,

To fpoil all truft and converfe amongft men,

>Twixt families engender endlefs feuds,

In countries needlefs fears, in cities fations,

In ftates rebellion, and in churches fchifm :

*Till all things move againft the courfe of nature :

G 2 'Till
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"Till form’s diffolv’d, the chain of caufes broken,
And the original of being loft. ‘
Acaff. Have patience.
Caf?. Patience! preach it to the winds,
'To roaring feas, or raging fires ! The knaves
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe 'em.
Strip me of all the common needs of life,
Scald me with leprofy, let friends forfake me,
I’ll bear it all ; but curs’d to the degree
That I am now, ’tis this muft give me patience
Thus I find reft, and fhall complain no more.

[Stabs himfelfs
¢ Pol. Caftalio! Oh!

Caft. ¢ I come.’

Chamont, to thee my birth-right I bequeath ;

Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs,
[Acafto faints into the arms of a fervamte’

For I perceive they fall with weight upon him.

And, g)er Monimia’s fake, whom thou wilt find

1 never wrong’d, be kind to poor Serina.

Now, all I beg, is, lay mein one grave - BRI

Thus with my love, Farewel. I now am=nothing.

Dies,
Cham. Take care of good Acafto, whilft I go (-
"To fearch the means by hich the fates have plagu’d us,
*Tis thus that Heav’n its empire does maintain ;
It may afflict, but man muft not complain,

[Exeunt omnesy

Enp of the FirTu AcT,

EPLIL



EPILOGYUE

Spoken by SerINA.

TO U’V E feen one orphan ruin’d here; and 1

Moy be the next, if old Acafto die:

Should it prove fo, T *d fain amongR you findy

Who 'tis wonld to the fatherlefs be kind.

Fo whafe protection might 1 fafely go?

Is there among you no good-nature? No.

What fball I do? Should I the godly feek,

And go a conv. _ticling twicea week ?

Quit the lewd ) 3ge, and its prophane pollutiong
o8 each form, and faint-like inflitution 3

So draw the brethren all to contribution ?

Or fball I, (as I guefs the poet may

Within thefe three days) jfir_ly run away ?

No; to fome city-lodgings Ill retire ;

Seem wery grave, and privacy defire 3

Till T am thought fome beirefs, rich in lands,

Fled to efcape a cruel grardian’s hands :

Which may produce a flory aorth the telling,

OFf the next Jparks that go a fortune:fiealinge

jo=d
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TO HIS

ROYAL HIGHNESS

FREDERTICK,

Prince of WaALEs.

SIR,

THE honour your Royal Highnefs has done me ja -
the protection you was pleafed to give to this
tragedy, emboldens me to lay it now at your feet, and
beg your permiffion to publifh it under Royal patronage.
The favouring and protedting of letters has been, in alk
ages and countries, one diftinguifhing mark of a great
prince ; and that with good reafon, not only as it thews
a juftnefs of tafte, and elevation of mind, but as the in-
fluence of fuch a proteion, by exciting good writers to
labour with more emulation in the improvement of their
feveral talents, not a little contributes to the embellith-
ment and inftru&ion of fociety. But of all the different
fpecies of writing, none has fuch an effect upon the lives
and manners of men, as the dramatic; and therefore,
that of all others moft deferves the attention of princes ;
who, by a judicious approbation ef fuch pieces as tend
to promote all public and private virtue, may more than
. by any coercive methods, fecure the purity of the ftage,
and in confequence thereof greatly advance the morals
and politenefs of their people. How eminently your

Royal Highnefs has always extended your favour and
A2 patro-
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patronage to every art and fcience, and in a particular
manner to dramatic performances, is too well known to
the world for me to mention it here. Allow me only to
wifh, that what I have now the honour to offer to your
Royal Highnefs, may be judged not unworthy of your
protection, at leaft in the fentiments which it inculcates.
A warm and grateful fenfe of your goodnefs to me, makes
me defirous to feize every occafion of declaring in public,
with what profound refpe& and dutiful attachment, I

am,
SIR,
Your Royal Highnefs’s
Moft obliged,
Moft obedient, and

Moft devoted fervant,

JAMES THOMSON,
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BOLD is the man! who, in this nicer age,

Prefumes to tread the chafle corrected flage,

Now, with gay tinfel arts, we can no more

Conceal the want of nature’s ferling ore.

Our fpells are wvani/b’d, broke our magic wand,.

That us'd to waftyou over fea and land. N
Beforeyour light the fairy people fade,

The demons fly—The ghoft itfelf is laid.

Ir vain of martial fcenes the laud alarms, .

The mighty prompter thundering out to arms,

Fhe playboufe poffe clatiering from afar, "
The clofe-wedg’d battle, andthe di# of war. ’
Now, euen the fenate feldom we convene:s,

The yawning fathers nodbebind the feene..

Your tafle rejelts the glittering falfe fublime,

To figh in metaphor, and dic in rhime.

High rant is tumbled from bis gallery throne :

Defeription, dreams—nay, Similies are gone.

What fball we then ? to pleafe you how devife,
Whofe judgment fits not in your ears and eyes ?
Thrice ba%y 1 coidd we catch great Shake[peare’s arty,
To trace the deep-recelfes of the bears :
His fimple, plain fublime, to avbich is given
To firike the foul with darted Slame from beavex :
Could ave amake foft Otavay’s tender awoe,.
The pomp of werfe and golden lines of Rove.

We to your hearts typbr ¢ let them attend ;
Before their filent candid bar awe bend.

If warm'd, they liften, ’tis our nobleft praife :-
If coldy they wither all the mufe’s bays..

A3 DR A-
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DRAMATIS PERSON &,

M E N,
‘ : Drury-Lane,
Fancred, count of Leece, Mr. Reddith.

Matteo Siffredi, lord hxgh chaneellor
of Sicily, - - - Mr. Jeflerfon,

Earl Ofmond, lord hxgh conﬁable of
. Sicily, - - = Mr, Palmer.

.RaJoWJo, friend to Tancred, and
captain of the guards, - = Mr. Whitfield,

WOMEN.

Sigifmunda, daughter of Siffredi, Mifs Younge,

Laura, fifter of Rodolpho, and friend
to Sigs j;mmda = - = Mifs Sherry.

Barons, Officers, Guards, &,

SCENE, tbecity of Palermo in Sicily.

Tancred
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-Tanéred and Sigifmunda.

ACT I
SCENE, the palace.
Sigifmunda a7d Laura.

SiGIsMUNDA.
H, fatal day to Sicily! The king )
Touches his laft moments?

Lax. So’tis fear’d,

Sig. ¢ The death of thofe diftinguifh’d by their ftation,
¢ But by their virtue more, awakes the mind
¢ Tofolemn dread, and firikes a faddening awe :
¢ Not that we grieve for them, but for ourfelves,
¢ Leftto the toil of life — And yet the beft
¢ Are, by the playful children of this world,
¢ At once forgot, as they had never been.’
Laura, ’tis faid, the heart is fometimes charged
‘With a prophetic fadnefs: fuch, methinks,
Now hangs on mine. The king’s approaching deatk
Suggefts a thoufand fears. What troubles thence
May throw the ftate once more into confufion,
'What fudden changes in my father’s houfe
May rife, and part me from my deareft Tancred,

~ Alarms my thoughts.

Lau. The fears of love-fick fancy !
Perverfely bufy to torment itfelf,
But be 2ffur’d, your father’s fteady friendfhip,
Join’d to a certain genius, thatcommands,

Not kneels to fortune, will fupport and cherifh,

Here in the public eye of Sicily,
This, Imay call him, his adopted fon,
The noble Tancred, form’d to all his virtues. -
Sig. Ah, form’d to charm his daughter!—This fair.
morn Has
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Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet
Return’d?
Lax. No.=—When your father to the king,
Who now expiring lies, was call’d in hafte,
He fent each way his meflengers to find him ;
With fuch a look of ardour and impatience,
As if this near event was to count Tancred
Of more importance than I comprehend. :

Sig. There lies, my Laura, o’er my Tancred’s birth,
A cloud I cannot pierce. With princely accoft,
Nay, with refpe&, which oft I have obferv’d
Stealing at times fubmiffive o’er his features,

In Belmont’s woods my father rear’d this. youth—
Ah, woods ! where firt my artlefs bofom learn’d.
The fighs of love.—He gives him out the fon.

Of an old friend, ‘a baron of Apulia,

Who in the late crufado bravely fell.

Bat then ’tis ftrange ; is all his family

As well as father dead ? and all their friends,
Except my fire, the ‘%enerous good Siffredi ?

Had he a mother, fifter, brother left,

‘The laft remain of kindred ; with what pride,
What rapture, might they fly o’er-earth and fea,
‘To claim this rifing honour of *their blood !

‘This bright unknown ! this all-accomplifh’d youth !
‘Who charms,. too much, the heart of Sigifmunda !
¢ Laura, perhaps your brother knows him better,,

¢ The friend and partner of his freeft hours.’

What fays Rodolpho? Does he truly credit.

‘This ftory of his birth ?

Lau. He has fometimes,

Like you, hisdoubts; yet, when maturely weigh’d,
Believesit true.  As for lord Tancred’s felf,

He never entertain’d the flighteft thought

‘That verg’d to doubt; but oft laments his ftate,

By cruel fortune fo ill-pair’d to yours.

Sig. Merit like his, the fortune of the mind,
Beggars all wealth—Then, to your brother, Laura;,
He talks of me?

Lax. Of nothing elfe. Howe’er
The talk begin, itends with Sigifmunda,

‘Their morning, noontide, and their evening walks,
2

4
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Are full of you; and all the woods of Belmont
Enamour’d with your name—

Sig. Away, my friend; :

You flatter———yet the dear delufion charms,

Lax. No, Sigifmunda, ’ts the ftricteft truth,
Nor half the truth, I tell you. Even with fondnefs
My brother talks for ever of the paffion,

‘That fires young Tancred’s breaft. So much it ftrikes
him, .

He praifes love as if he were a lover.

¢ He blames the falfe purfuits of vagrant youth,

¢ Calls them gay folly, a miftaken ftruggle

¢ Againft beft judging nature.” Heaven, he fays,

In lavith bounty form’d the heart for love ;

In love included all the finer. feeds

Of honour, virtue, friendfhip, pureft blifs

Sig. Virtuous Rodolpho! .

Las. Then his pleafing theme
He varies to the praifes of your lover——

Sig. And what, my Laura, fays he on the fubje&t ?

Lau. He fays that, tho’ he were not nobly born,
Nature has form’d him noble, generous, brave,
¢« Truly magnanimous, and warmly fcorning
¢ Whatever bears the fmalleft taint of bafenefs :
¢ That every eafy virtue is his own;
¢ Not learnt by painful labour, but infpir’d,
¢ Implanted in his foul.’—Chiefly one charm
He in his graceful charalter obferves ;

‘That tho’ his paffions burn with high impatience,

And fometimes, from a noble heat of nature,

Are ready to fly off; yet the leaft check

Of ruling reafon brings them back to temper,

And gentle foftnefs.

. Sig. True! Oh, true, Rodolpho!

Bleft be thy kindred worth for loving his !

He is all warmth, all amiable fire,

All quick heroic ardor ! temper’d foft

With gentlenefs of heart, and manly reafon !

If virtue were to wear a human form,

To light it with her dignity and flame,

‘Then foft’ning mix her {fmiles and tender graces ;

Oh, fhe would chufe the perfon of my Tancred ! G
o
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Go on, my friend, goon, and ever praife him;
The fubjet knows no bounds, norcan I tire,
While my breaft trembles to that fweeteft mufic !
The heart of woman taftes no truer joy, .
Is never flatter’d with fuch dear enchantmente———
¢ *Tis more than felfifh vanity’—as when
She hears the praifes of the man fhe loves———
Lau, Madam, your father comes.
Enter Siffyedi. '
Sif. [0 an attendant as be enters,] Lord Tancred
Is found ? -
A:. My lord, he quickly will be here.
¢ I {carce could keep before him, though he bid me -
¢ Speed on, tofay he would attend your orders.”
Sif. 'Tis well—retire=—You, too, my daughter,
leave me. . ' :
Sig. I go, my father—But how fares the king ?
Sif. Heisno more. Gone to that awful flate,
Where kings the crown wear only of their virtues.
Sig. How bright muft then be his!—This ftroke is
fudden; .
He was this morning well, when to the chace
Lord Tancred went.
Sif. *Tistrue. But at his years
Death gives fhort notice—Drooping nature then,
Without a guft of pain to fhake it, falls.
His death, my daughter, was that happy period
Which few attain. The duties of his fay
Were all difcharg’d, ¢and gratefully enjoy’d
¢ It’s nobleft bleflings ;* calm as evening fkies,
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes
That open beaven; when, for his laft long fleep
Timely prepar’d, a laffitude of life,
A pleafing wearinefs of mortal joy,
Fell on his foul, and down he {fuak to reft.
Oh, may my death be fuch ! ——He-but one with
Left unf};lﬁll’d, which was to fee count Tancred
Sig. To fee count Tancred ! —Pardon me, my lord—
Sif. For what, my daughter ? —Bat, with fuch emotton,
Why did you ftart at mention of count Tancred ?
Sig, Nothing=I only hop’d the dying king

Mighe
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Might mean to make fome generous juft provifion
For this your worthy charge, this noble orphan.
Sif. And he has done it largely—Leave me now—
1 want fome private conference with lord Tancred.
[Exeunt Sigifmunda and Laura.
Sif. My doubts are but too true—If thefe old eyes
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual paffion
Has feiz’d, 1 fear, my daughter and this prince,
My fovereign now—Shoulf itbe fo? Ah, there,
There lurks a brooding tempeft, that may fhake
My long concerted fcheme, to fettle firm
The public peace and welfare, which the king
Has made the prudent bafis of his will ——
Away, unworthy views ! you fhall not tempt me!
Nor intereft, nor ambition fhall feduce '
My fix'd refolve——=Perifh the felfith thought,
Which ourown good prefers to that of millions !
He comes, my king, unconfcious of hié fortune.
) — Enter Tancred. :
Tan. My lord Siffredi, in your looks I read,
Confirm’d, the mournful news that fly abroad
From tongue to tongue—We then, at laft, have loft
The good old king ?
Sif. Yes, we have loft a father !
‘The greateft blefling heaven beftows on mortals,
¢ And feldom found amidit thefe wilds of time.”
A good, a sorthy king ! — Hear me, my Tancred,
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words,
How he deferv’d that beft, that glorious title.
¢ *Tis nought complex, ’tis clear as truth and virtue.’
He lov’d his people, deem’d them all his children ;
The good exalted, and deprefs’d the bad.
¢ He fpurn’d the flattering crew, with fcorn reje&ted
¢ Their fmooth advice that only means themfelves,
“ Their fchemes to aggrandize him into bafenefs;
¢ Nor did he lefs difdain the fecret breath,
¢ The whifper’d tale, that blightsa virtuous name.’
He fought alone the good of thofe for whom,
He was entrufted with the fovereign power :
Well knowing that a people in their nghts
And induftry protected ; living fate
Beneath the facred fhelter of the laws, E
\ ¢ FEn-
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¢ Encourag’d in their genius, arts, and labours,
¢ And happy each as he himfelf deferves,’d
Are ne’er ungrateful.  With unfparing hand
They will for him provide : their filial love
And confidence are his unfailing treafure,
And every honeft man his faithful' guard.
Tan. A general face of grief o’erfpreads the city.
I mark’d the people, as I hither came,
In crowds aflembled, ftruck with filent forrow,
And pouring forth the nobleft praife of tears.
< Thofe, whom remembrance of their former woes,
¢ And long experience of the vain illufions
Of youthful hope, had into wife confent
And fear of change corre¢ted, wrung their hands,
And often cafting up their eyes to heav’n,
Gave fign of - fad conje&ture. Others thew'd,
Athwart their grief, or real or affected,
A gleam of expeftation, from what chance
And change might bring.’ A mingled murmur ran
Along the ftreets ; and, ?rom the lonely court
‘©Of him who can no more affift their fortunes,
1 faw the courtier-fry, with eager hafte,
All hurrying to Conftantia.
Sif. Noble youth !
T joy to hear from thee thefe juft refleGions,
‘Worthy of riper years—But if they feek
Conftantia, truft me, they miftake their courfe.
Tan. How ! Isfhe not, my lord, the late king’s fifter,
Heir to the crown of Sicily ? thelaft
Of our fam’d Norman line, and now our queen ?
Sif. Tancred, ’tis true ; fhe is the late king’s fifter,
‘The fole furviving offspring of that tyrant
‘William the Bad—¢ {o for his vices ftil'd ;
¢ Who fpilt much noble blood, and fore opprefs’d
¢ Th’ exhaufted land : whence grievous wars arofe,
¢ And many a dire convulfion fhook the ftate.
¢ When he, whofe death Sicilia mourns to-day,
¢ William, who has and well deferv’d the name
¢ Of Good, fuccesding to his father’s throne,
¢ Reliev'd his country’s woes—But to return :
¢ She is the late king’s fifter,” born fome months
After the tyrant’s death, but not next heir.

O a A AAA
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Jan. You much furprife me—May I then prefume
To afk who s ?

Sif. Come nearer, noble Tancred,

Son of my care. Imuft, on this occafion,

Confult thy generous heart; which, when condu@ted
By recitude of mind and honetft virtaes,

Gives better counfel than the hoary head—

Then know, there lives a prince, here in Palermo,
The lineal offspring of our fameus hero,

Roger the Firit,

Zan. Great heaven '—How far remov’d )
From that our mighty founder ?

Sif. His great grandfon : _

Sprung from his eldeft fon, who died untimely,
Before his father,

an. Ha! theprince you mean,

Is he not Manfred’s fon # The generous, brave,
Unhappy Manfred ! whom the tyrant William,
You juft new mention’d, not content to fpoil
Of his paternal crown, threw into fetters,

And infamoufly murder’d ?

Sif. Yes, the fame,

Zan. ¢ By heavens, I joy to find our Norman reign,
¢ The world’s fole light amidft thefe barbarous ages,
¢ Yetrearsits head ; and fhall not, from the lance,
¢ Pafs to the feeble diftaff.’—But this prince,
Where has he lain conceal’d ? ' .

Sif. Thelate good king,

By noble pity mov'd, conttiv’d to fave him
From his dire father’s unrelenting rage,

~And had him rear'd in private, as became

His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture,
Till now, teo young to rule a troubled flate, -
By civil broils moft miferably torn,

Hein his fafe retreat has lain conceal’d,

His birth and fortune to himfelf unknown ;

But when the dying king to me entrufted,

As to the chancellor of the realm, his willy

His fucceflor he nam’d him.

Zan. Happy youth !
He then will triumph o’er his father’s foes,
O’er haughty Ofmond, and t%e‘tymt’s,daughter.
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Jif. Ay, that iswhat I dread—that heat of youth §
“There lurks, I fear, perdition to the ftate,
1 dread the horrors of rekindled war :
Tho’ dead, the tyrant ftill is to be fear’d ;
His daughter’s party ftill is ftrong and numerous ¢
Her friend, earl Olmond, conftableof Sicily,
Experiencd, brave, high-born, of mighty interefts
Better the prince and princefs thould by marriage
Unite their friends, theirintereft, and their claims;
‘Then will the peace and welfare of the land
On a firm bafis rife. .

Tan. My lord Siffredi,
If by myfelf I of this prince may judge, :
‘That fcheme will fcarce fucceed—Your prudent age
In vain will counfel, if the heart forbid it—
But wherefore fear 2  The right is clearly his ;
¢ And, under your dire&tion, with each man
¢ Of worth, and ftedfaft loyalty, toback
¢ At once the king’s appointment and his birthright,-
¢ There is no ground for fear. They have great odds,
¢ Againft th’ aftanifh’d fons of violence,
¢ “ﬁho fight with awful juftice on their fide.’
All Sicily will roufe, all faithful hearts
Will range themfglves around prince Manfred’s fon.
¥or me, I here devote me to the fervice
Of this young prince ; I every drop of blood
Will lofe with joy, with tranfport in his caufe—
¢ Pardon my warmth—but that, my lord, will never
¢ To this decifion come’—Then, find the prince ; ’
Lofe not a moment to awaken in him
The royal foul. Perhaps, he now defponding,
Pines ina corner, and laments his fortune ;
‘That in the narrower baunds of private life
He muft confine his aims, thofe fwelling virtues
Which from his noble father he inherits.

Sif. Perhaps, regardlefs, in the common bane
Of youth he melts, in vanity and love.
But if the feeds of virtue glow within him,
I will awake a higher fenfe, a love
‘That grafps the loves and happinefs of millions.

Tan. Why that furmife? Or fhould he love, Siffredi,
1 doubt por, it is nobly, which will raife And
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And animate his virtues—Oh, permit me

To plead the caufe of youth—=Their virtue oft,
In pleafure’s foft enchantment lull’d a while,
Forgetsitfelf; it fleeps and gayly dreams,

Till great occafion roufe it; then, all flame,

It walks abroad, with heighten’d foul and vigour,
And by the change aftonithes the world.

<
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Even with akind of fympathy, 1 feel

The joy that waits this prince ; when all the powers,
Th’ expanding heart can with, of doing good ;
Whatever fiells ambition, or exalts

The human foul into divine emotions,

All crowd at once upon him.

¢ Sif. Ah, my Tancred, .

Nothing fo eafy as in fpeculation,

And ata diftance feen, the courfe of honour,

A fair delightful champain ftrew’d with flowers.

But when the practice comes ; when our fond paffions,
Pleafure, and pride, and felf-indulgence, throw
Their magic duft around, the profpe¢t roughens:
Then dreadful Paﬂ'es, craggy mountains rife,

Cliffs to be fcal’d, and torrents to be ftemm’d :

Then toil enfues, and perfeverance ftern ;

And endlefs combats with our groffer fenfe,

Oft loft, and oft renew’d ; and generous pain

For others felt ; and, harder leflon ftill !

Our honeft blifs for others facrific’d ;

And all the rugged tafk of virtue quells

The ftouteft heart of common refolution.

Few get above this turbid fcene of ftrife.

Few gain the fummit, breathe that pureft air,

‘That heavenly ether, which untroubled fees

The ftorm ofy vice and paffion rage below.

¢ Tan. Mofttrue, my lord. But why thusaugureill ?
You feem to doubt this prince. I know him not.
Yet, Oh, methinks, my heart could anfwer for him !
The junture is fo high, fo ftrong the gale

That blows from Heaven, as through the deadeft foul
Might breathe the godlike energy of virtue.’

Sif. Hear him, immortal fhades of his great fathers !—

Forgive me, Sir, this triul of your heart,

‘Thou! thou, art he!

B 2 ‘ Tm.
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Fan. Siffredi !
Sif. Tangred, thou !
- ‘Thou art the man, of all the many*thoufands

‘That toil upon the bofom of this ifle

"By heaven eleted to command the reft,

‘To rule, prote&t them, and to make them happy !
Tan. Manfred my father ! I the laft fupport

Of the fam’d Norman line, that awes the world !

I, who this morning wander’d forth an orphan,

Outcaft of all but thee, my fecond father !

‘Thus call’d to glory ! to the firft great lot

Of human kind !—Oh, wonder-working hand,

That, in majeftic filence, fways at will

‘The mighty movements of unbounded nature ;

Oh, grantme, heaven, the virtues tofuftain

‘This awful burden of fo many heroes !

Let me not be exalted into thame,

Set up the worthlefs pageant of vain grandeur:

Mean time I thank the juftice of the king,

‘Who has my right bequeath’d me. ‘Thee, Siffredi,

I thank thee—Oh, I ne’er enough can thank thee !

Yes, thou haft been—thou art—{halt be iny father !

"Thou fhalt direct my unexperienc’d years,

Shalt be the ruling head, and I the hand.
Sif. Itis enough for me—to fee my fovereiga

Affert his virtues, and maintain his honour.

Fan. 1think, my lord, you faid the king committed

‘To you his will. I hope it is not clogg’d

With any bafe conditions, any claufe,

‘To tyrannize my heart, and to Conftantia

Enflave my hand devoted to another.

‘The hint you juft now gave of that alliance,

You muft imagine, wakes my fear. But know,

In thisalone I will not bear difpute, .

Not even from thee, Siffredi !—Let the council

Be ftrait affembled, and the will there open’d :

‘Thence iffue fpeedy orders to convene, .

‘This day ere noon, the fenate: where thofe barons,

Who now are in Palermo, will attend,

To pay their ready homage to the king,

¢ Their rightful king, who claims his native crown,
- And will not be'a king by deeds and parchments.”.

/e
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Sif. I go, my liege. But once again permit me
To tell ygu—)i*lowg, now, isthe tg;ing crifis,
That muft determine of your future reign.

Oh, with heroic rigour watch your heart !
And to the fovereign duties of the king,
~ Th’ unequal’d pleafures of a God on earth,
Submit the common joys, the common paflions,
Nay, even the virtues of the private man.

Tan. Of that nomore. They not oppofe, but aid,
Invigorate, cherifh, and reward each other.
¢ The kind all-ruling wifdom is no tyrant.’ [Exis Siffe

Zan. Now, generous Sigifmunda, comes my turn
‘Te fhew my love was not of thine unworthy,
When fortune bade me blufh to look to thee.
But what i3 fortune to the with of love 2.
A miferable bankrupt! ¢ Oh, ’tis poor,
¢ Tis fcanty all, whate’er we can beftow !
¢ The wealth of kings is wretchednefs and want!”
Quick, let me find her! tafte that higheft joy,
‘Th’ exalted heart can know, the mix’d effufion-
©Of gratitude and love !—Behold, fhe comes!

. Enter Sigifmunda.

Zan. My fluttering foul was all on wing to find thee,,
My love, my Sigifmunda !

Sig. Oh, my Tancred!
Tell me, what means this myftery and gloom
That lowers around ? Juft now, 1nvolv’d in thought,
My father fhot athwart. me—You, my lord,
Seem ftrangely mov’d—I fear fome dark event, .
Frem the king’s death, to.trouble our repofe,.
That tender calm we in the woods of Belmont
So happily enjoy’d
What means it ¢ Say..

Zan. It means that we are happy !
Beyond eur.moft romantic withes happy !

Sig,. You but perplex me more.

Zan. It means, my faireft,
That thou art queen of Sicily ; and I
‘The happieft of mankind! ¢ than monarch more !*
Becaufe with thee I can adorn my throne,
Manfred, whofell by tyrant William’s rage,.

B ;3 Fam’d!

Explain this hurry,
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‘Fam’d Roger’s lineal iffue, was my father. [ Paxfing.
You droop, my love; dejected on a fudden ;
You feem to mourn my fortune—The foft tear
Springs in thy eye—Oh, let mekifs it off—
‘Why this, my Sigifmunda ?

Sig. Royal Tancred, .
None at your glorious fortune can like me
Rejoice ;---yet me alone, of all Sicilians,
It makes unhappy.

Zan. 1 fhould hate it then !
Should throw, with feorn, the fplendid ruin from me '
No, Sigifmunda, ’tismy hope with thee
To fhare it, whence it draws its richeft value,

Sig. You are my fovereign—1I at humble diftance——
' 9an. Thouartmy queen! the fovereign of my foul !
¢ You never reign’d with fuch triiinphant luftre,
¢ "Such winning charms as now ; yet, thou art fill’
Thedear, the tender, - generous Sigifmunda !
¢ Who, with a heart exalted far above
¢ Thofe felfith views that charm the common breaft,
¢ Stoop’d from the height of life and courted beauty,
¢ Then, then, to love me, when I feem’d of fortune
¢ The hopelefs outcaft, when I had no friend,
¢ None to prote&t and 6wn me, but thy father.
¢ And wouldft thou claim all goodnefs to thyfelf ?
¢ Canft thou thy Tancred deem fo dully form’d,
¢ Of fuch grofs clay, juft as I reach the point—
¢ A point my wildeft hopes could never image--«
¢ In that great moment, full of every virtue,
¢ That ] fhould then fo mean a traitor prove
¢ To the beft blifs and honour of mankind,
¢ So much difgracethe human heart, as then,
¢ For the dead form of flattery and pomp,
¢ The faithlefs joys of courts, toquit kind truth,
¢ The cordial fweets of friendfhip and of love,
¢ The life of life! my all, my Sigifmunda!
¢ I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind,
¢ Cruel, unjuft, an outrage to my heart,
¢ Did they not {pring from love.

¢ Sig. Think not, my lord,
* That to fuch vulgar doubts I can defcend.’

Your
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Your heart, I know, difdains the little thought |
Of changing with the vain, external change
Of circumftance and fortune. ¢ Rather thence
¢ It would, with rifing ardour, greatly feel
¢ A noble pride, to fhew itfelf the fame.’
But, ah ! the hearts of kingsare not their own.
¢ Thereisa haughty duty that fubjets them
¢ To chains of ftate, to wed the public welfare,
¢ Andnot indulge the tender, private virtues.’
Some high-defcended princefs, who will bring
New power and intereft to your throne, demands
Your royal hand-—perhaps Conftantia ¢—

Zan. She!
Oh, name her not ! Were I this moment free,
And difengag’d as he who ¢ never felr,
¢ The powerful eye of beauty,” never figh’d
For matchlefs worth like thine, I fhould abhor
All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father
Moft bafely murder’d mine ; ¢ and fhe, his'daughter,
¢ Supported by his barbarous party ftill,
¢ His pride inherits, his imperious fpirit,
¢ And infolent pretenfions to my throne.’
And canft thou deem me, then, fo poorly tame,
So cool 3 traitor to my father’s blood,
As from the prudent cowardice of ftate
E’er to fubmit to fuch a bafe propofal ?
¢ Detefted thought! Oh, doubly, doubly hateful !
¢ From the two ftrongeft paffions ; from averfion
¢ To this Conftantia—and from love to thee.
¢ Cuftom, ’tis true, a venerable tyrant,
¢ O’er fervile man extends a blind dominion :
¢ The pride of kings enflaves them ; their ambition,,
¢ Or intereft, lords it o’er the better paffions.
¢ But vain their talk, mafk’d under fpecious words
¢ Of ftation, duty, and of public good.’
They whom juft Heaven has to a threne exalted,
"To guard the rights and liberties of others,
What duty binds them to betray their own ?
¢ For me, my free-born heart fhall bear no diftates,.
¢ But thofe of truth and honour; wear no chains,
¢ But the dear chains of love, and Sigifmunda !>

19

Or



ae . TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA.

Or if, indeed, my choice muft be directed
By views of public good, whom fhall I chufe
So fit to grace, to dignify a.crown,
And beam fweet mercy on a happy people,
As thee, my love ? Whom place upon my throne
But thee, defcended from the good Siffredi ?
> ¢ "Tis fit that heart be thine, which drew from him
¢ Whate’er can make it worthy thy acceptance.’

Sig. Ceafe, ceafe to raife my hopes above my duty.
Charm me no more, my Tancred !—Oh, that we
In thofe blett woods, where firft you won my foul,
Had pafs’d our gentle days ; far from the toil
And pomp of courts ! Such is the wifh of love ;.
¢ Of love, that with delightful weaknefs, knows
¢ No blifs, and no ambition but itfelf.
¢ Butin the world’s full light, thofe charming dream®;
¢ Thofe fond illufions vanifh. Awful duties !
¢ The tyranny of men, even your own heart,,
¢ Where lurks afenfe your paffion ftifles now,
¢ And proud imperious honour call you from me.”
*Tis all in vain—You cannot huth a voice
That murmurs here——1I muft not be perfuaded !

Tan. [Kneeling.] Hear me, thou foul of all my hopes.

and wifhes !
And witnefs Heaven, prime fource of love and joy !
Not a whole warring world combin’d again{t me ;
¢ Its pride; its fplendor, its impofing forms,.
¢ Nor intereft, nor amhition, nor the face
¢ Of folemn ftate, not even.thy father’s wifdom,’
Shall ever fhake my faith to Sigifinunda !
[Zrumpets and acclamations heard.

But, hark ! the public voice to duties calls me,
‘Which with unwearied zeal I will difcharge;
And thou, yes, thou, fhalt be my bright reward——
Yet—ere ' go—to huth thy lovely fears, [blank,.
Thy delicate objections [Writes bisname.] Take this.
Sign’d with my name, and. give it to thy father: °
Tell him, ’tis my command, it be fill'd up
With a moft ftriét and folemn marriage-contrat..
How dear each tie! how charming to my foul .
"That more unites me to my Sigifmunda..

For:
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For thee, and for my people’s good to live,

1s all the blifs which fovereign power tan give.
- [Exeunt.

Enp of the First Acr.

ACT 1I.
SCENE, a grand faloons
Enter Siffredis

SIFFREDI.
SO far ’tis well——T he late king’s will proceeds
Upon the plan I counfel’d ; that prince Tancred

Shall make Conftantia partner of his throne.
Oh, great, Oh, with’d event ! ¢ whence the dire feeds
Of dark inteftine broils, of civil war,
And all its dreadful miferies and crimes,
Shall be for ever rooted from the land.

¢ May thefe dim eyes, long blafted by the rage

¢ Of cruel fa&tion and my country’s woes,

¢ Tir'd with the toils and vanities of life,

¢ Behold this period, then be clos’d in peace !’

But how this mighty obftacle furmount,

Which love has thrown betwixt? ¢ Love, that difturbs

¢ The {chemes of wifdom ftill; that, wing’d with paifion,
¢ Blind and impetuous in its fond purfuits,

¢ Leaves the grey-headed reafon far behind.

¢ Alas, how ftail the ftate of human blifs !

¢ When even .our honeft paffions oft deftroy it.

¢ I was to blame, in folitude and fhades,

¢ Infetious fcenes! to truft their youthful hearts,

¢ ‘Would I had mark’d the rifing flame, that now

¢ Burns dut with dangerous force !*—My. daughter owns
Her paffion for the king ; fhe trembling own’d it,

With prayers, and tears, and tender fupplications,
"‘That almoft fhook my firmnefs—And this blank,

Which his rafh fondnefs gave her, thews how much,

‘To what a wild extravagance he loves
I fee no means—it foils my deepeft thought—
How to controul this madnefs of the king,
“That wears the face of virtue, and will thence

.~ A

Difdain
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Difdain reftraint, ¢ will, from his generous heart,
¢ Borrow new rage, even fpecioufly oppofe
To reafon reafon’ But it muft be done.
My own advice, of which I more and more
Approve, the ftri¢t conditions of the will,
Highly demand his marriage with Conftantia 3
Or elfe her party has a fair pretence
¢ And all, at once, is horror and confufion
¢ How iffue from this maze ?’~——The crowding barons
Here fummon’d to the palace, meet already,
To pay their homage, and confirm the will,
On a few moments hangs the public fate,
On a few hafty moments Ha! there thone
A gleam of hope—Yes, with this very paper
I yet will fave him——¢ Neceflary means,
¢ For good and noble ends, can ne’er be wrong,
¢ In that refiftlefs that peculiar cafe,
¢ Deceit is truth and virtue——But how hold
¢ This lion in the toil ?——Oh, I will form it
¢ Of fuch a fatal thread, twiftit fo ftrong
¢ With all the ties of honour and of duty,
¢ That his moft defperate fury fhall not break
¢ The honeft fnare.’——Here is the royal handee
I will beneath it write a perfe&, full,
And abfolute agreement to the will ;
Which read befure the nobles of the realm
Aflembled, in the facred face of Sicily,
Conftantia prefent, every heart and eye
Fix’d on their monarch, every tongue applauding,
He muft fubmit, his dream of love muft vanifh—
It fhall be done To me, I know, ’tis ruin;
But fafety to the public, to the king.
I will not reafon more, ¢ I will not liften
¢ Even to the voice of honour.’—No—"tis fix’d !
I here devote me for my prince and country ;
Let them be fafe, and let me nobly perifh !
Behold, earl Ofmond comes, without whofe aid
My fchemes are all in vain.
Enter Ofmond.
Ofm. My lord Siffredi,
I from the council haften’d to Conftantia,
And have accomplifh’d what we there propos’ds

N & & &

The
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The princefs to the will fubmits her claims.
She with her prefence means to grace the fenate,
Andof your royalcharge, young Tancred’s hand,
Accept. * Atfirft, indeeci it fhock’d her hopes
¢ Of reigning fole, this new, furprizing fcene
¢ Of Manfred’s fon, appointed by the king,
¢ With her joint heir——But I fo fully fhew’d
* The juftice of the cafe, the public guod,
¢ And fure eftablifh’d peace which thence would rife,
¢ Join’d tothe ftrong neceflity that urg’d her,
¢ If on Sicilia’s thirone the meant to fit,
¢ As to the wife difpofal of the will
¢ Her high ambition tam’d.” Methought, befides,
I could difcern, that not from prudence merely
She to this choice fubmitted.

Siff. Noble Ofmond,
You have in this done to the public great
And fignal fervice. Yes, I muft avow it ;
This f§ank and ready inftance of your zeal,
In fuch a trying crifis of the ftate,
¢ When intereft and ambition might have warp’d
¢ Your views, Iown, this truly generous virtue’
Upbraids the rathnefs of my former judgment.

Ofn. Siffredi, no. To you belongs the praife ;
¢ The glorious work is yours. Had I not feiz’d,
¢ Improv’d the wifh’d occafion to root out
¢ Divifion from the land, and fave my country,
¢ T had been bafe, been infamous for ever.’
>Tis you, my lord, to whom the many thoufands,
‘That by the barbarous fword of civil war )
Had fallen inglorious, owe theirlives; ¢ to you
¢ The fons og this fair ifle, from her firft peers
¢ Down to the fwain who tills her golden plains,
¢ Owe their fife homes, their foft domeftic hours,
¢ And thro’ late time pofterity fhall blefs you,
¢ You who advis’d this will."—1I blufh to think
I have fo long oppos’d the beft good man
In Sicily ¢ With what impartial care
¢ Ought we to watch o’r prejudice and paffion, -
¢ Nor truft too much the jaundic’d eye of party !
¢ Henceforth its vain delufions I renounce,
¢ Its hot determinations, that confine

¢ All
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¢ All merit and all virtue to itfelf.’
To yours I join my hand ; with you will own
No intereft and no party but my country,
Nor is your friendfhip only my ambition :
There 1s a dearer name, the name of father,
By which I fhould rejoice to call Siffredi.
Your daughter’s hand would to the public weal
Unite my private happinefs.
Siff. My lord,
You have my glad confent.  To be allied
To your diftinguifh’d family and meri,
I fhall efteem an honour. From my foul
I here embrace earl Ofimond as my friend
And fon.
Ofin. You make him happy. ¢ This affent,
¢ So frank and warm, to what I long have wifh’d,
¢ Engages all my. gratitude ; at once,
¢ In the firft bleffom, it matures our friendfhip.’
I from this moment vow myfelf the friend
And zealous fervant of Siffredi’s houfe.
Enter an gfficer belonging to the court.
Off. (7o Siffredi.] The king, my lord, demands your
. fpeedy prefence. :
Siff. I will attend him ftrait—Farewel, my lord :
The fenate meets : there, a few moments hence,
I will rejoin you.
Ofn. There, my noble lord,
We will complete this falutary work ;
Will there begin a new aufpicious zra. .
[Exeunt Siffredi and Qfficers
Siffredi gives his daughter to my wifhes— :
But does the give herfelf ? Gay, young, and flatter’d,
Perhaps engag’d, will fhe her youthful heart
Yield to my harfher, uncomplying years ?
1 am not form’d, by flattery and praife,
By fighs and tears, and all the whining trade
Of love, to feed a fair-one’s vanity ;
Tocharm at once and {poil her. Thefe foftarts .
Nor fuit my years nor temper; thefe be left
To boys, and doatingage. A prudent father,
By nature charg’d to guide and rule her choice,
Refigns his daughter to a hufband’s power, ,
3 ' Who
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Who with fuperior dignity, with reafon,
And manly tendernefs, will ever love her;
Not firft a kneeling flave, and then a tyrant.
. ¢ Enter Barons.
¢ My lords, I greet youwell. Thiswondrous day
¢ Unites us all 1n amity and friendfhip,
¢ We meet to-day with open hearts and looks,
¢ Not gloom’d by party, fcouling on each other,
¢ Butall the children of one happy ifle,
¢ The focial fons of liberty. No pride,
¢ No paflion now, no thwarting views divide us :
¢ Prince Manfred’s line, at laft, to Will'am’s join'd,
¢ Combines us in one family of brothers.
¢ This to the late good king’s well-order'd will,
¢ And wife Siffredi’s generous care we owe.
¢ I truly give you joy. Firftof youall,
¢ I here renounce thole errors and divifiens
¢ That have fo long difturb’d our peace, and feem’d,
¢ Fermenting ftill, to threaten new commotions ——
¢ By timeinftructed, let us not difdain
¢ To quit miftakes. We all, my lords, have ert’d.
¢ Men may, I find, be honeft, tho’ they differ.
¢ 1 Bar. Who follows not, my lord, the fair cxample
¢ You fet us all, whate’er be his pretence,
¢ Loves not with fingle and unbias’d heart,
¢ His country as he ought.
¢ 2 Bar. Oh, beauteous peace !
¢ Sweet union of a ftate ! what elfe, but thou,
¢ Gives fafety, ftrength, and glory to a people ?
¢ I bow, lord conftable, beneath the fhow
¢ Of many years ; yet in my breait revives
A youthful flame. Methinks, I fee again
¢ Thofe gentle days renew’d, that blefs’d our ifle,
¢ Ere by this wafteful fury of divifion,
¢ Worfe than our Atna’s moft deftrudtive fires,
¢ It defolated funk. I fee our plains
¢ Unbounded waving with the gifts of harveft ;
¢ Our feas with commerce throng’d ; our bufy ports
¢ With chearful toil. Our Enna blooms afrell ;
¢ Afrefh the fweets of thymy Hybla flow.
¢ Our nymphs and fhepherds, fportin% in each vale,
{

¢ Infpire new fong, and wake the paftoral reed—
P Sy e P © ¢ Ths
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¢ The tongue of age is fond —Come, come, my fons 3
¢ I long to fee this prince, of whom the world -
¢ Speaks largely well—His father was my friend,
¢ The brave, unhappy Manfred—Come, my lords ;
¢ We tarry here too long.
¢ Enter two Qfficers, keeping off the crowd.

¢ One of the crowd. Shew us our king,
¢ The valiant Manfred’s fon, who lov’d the people—
¢ We muft, we will behold him—Give us way.

¢ 1 Off. Pray, gentlemen, give back—it muft not be—
¢ Give back, I pray—on fuch a glad occafion,
¢ I would not ill entreat the loweft of you.

¢ 2 Man of the Crewvd. Nay, give us but a glimpfe of

our young king.

¢ We, more than any baron of them all,
¢ Will pay him true allegiance.

¢ 2 Oﬁ? Friends—indeed
¢ You cannot pafs this way-——We have ftri&t orders,
¢ To keep for him himfelf, and forthe barons, :
¢ All thefe apartments clear—— Go to the gate
¢ That fronts the fea, you there will find admiffion.

¢ All. Long live king Tancred! Manfred’s fon--huzza?
¢ [Crowd goes off.’

Enter 1ft Officer.
1 Off. My lord, the king is rob’d, the fenate fits,
Ard swaits your prefence. [Exeunt Ofmondand Barons.
[Shouts within.
Enter 2d Officer. :
2 Off. 1 hawe not fren
8o wild a tumult 5 the toswn is mad with tranfport ;
Sheav us our king, they cry, our Norman king,
The waliant Manfred’s fon, who lov’d the peoples
In wain Itold’em, that we bad firiét orders
To keep for bim binfelf, and for the barons,
Al thefe afar!men.‘: clear. Nought could
Appeafe their florm of zeal ; ’till at
The northern gate, that fronts the fea,
1 promis'd them admittance.
1 Of. 1do not marvel at their rage of joy :
He is a brave and amiable prince.
When in my lord Siffredi’s houfe I liv’d,
Lre by his favour 1 abtain’d this office, o
I there
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I there remember well the young count Tancred.
‘To fee him and to love him were the fame ;
He was fo noble in his ways, yet ftill
So affable and mild Well, well, old Sicily,
Yet happy days await thee !
2 Off. Grant it, Heaven! '
¢ We have feen fad and troublefome times enough.”
He is, they fay, to wed the late king’s fifter,
Conftantia. -
1 Off. Friend, of that I greatly doubt.
Or I miftake, or lord Siffredi’s daughter,
The gentle Sigifmunda, has his heart.
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks,
And,fond afliduous care to pleafe each other,
Moff certainly they love Oh, be they bleft,
As they deferve ! It were great pity aught
Should parta matchlefs pair ; the glory he,
And fhe the blooming grace of Sicily !
2 Off. My lord Rodolpho comes.
Lnter Rodolpho from the fenate.
Rod. My honeft friends,
You may retire. [Qffcers go out.] A ftorm isin the wind.
This will perplexesall. No, Tancred never
Can ftoop to thefe conditions, which at once
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. :
¢ Thofe wife old men, thofe plodding, grave, ftate pedants,
¢ Forget the courfe of youth ; their crooked prudence, -
To bafenefs verging ftill, forgets to take
Into their fine-fpun fchemes the generous heart,
That thro’ the cobweb fyftem burfting, lays
Their labours wafte—So will this bufinefs prove,
Or I miflake the king—back from the pomp
He feem’ at firft to fhrink, and round his brow
I mark’d a gathering cloud, when, by his fide,
¢ As if defign’d to fhare the public homage,
¢ He faw the tyrant’s daughter. But confefs’d,
¢ At leaft to me, the doubling tempeft frown’d,
¢ And fhook his fwelling bofom,’ when he heard
Th’ unjuft, the bafe conditions of the will,
Uncertain, toft in cruel agitation,
He oft, methought, addre(s’d himfelf to fpeak,
And interrupt Siffredi ; wgo appear’d,
2
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With confcious hafte, to dread that interruption,
And hurry'd on But hark! I hear a noife,
As if th’ affembly rofe—* Ha! Sigifmunda,
¢ Opprefs’d with grief, and wrapp’d in penfive forrow,
¢ Pafies along. _ : )
¢ [Sigifmunda and attendants pafs thro® the Back fiene”
Enter Laura.
Lau. Your high-prais’d friend, the king,
Is falfe, moft vilely falfe. The meaneft flave
Had thewn a nobler heart ; ¢ nor grofsly thus,
§ By the firft bait ambition {pread, been gull’d.’
He Manfred’s fon ! away ! it cannot be !
The fon of that brave prince could ne’er ¢ betray
¢ Thofe rights fo long ufurp’d from his great fathery
¢ Which he, this day, by fuch amazing fortune,
¢ Had juft regain’d: he ne’er could’ facrifice
All faith, all honour, gratitude and love,
¢ Even juft refentment of his father’s fate,
¢ And pride itfelf; whate’er exalts a man
¢ Above the groveling fons of peafant mud,’
All in 2 moment—And for what ? why, truly,
For kind permiffion, gracious leave, to fit
On his ewn throne, with tyrant William’s daughter !
Rod. 1 fland amaz’d—You furely wrong him, Lausa,
There muft be fome miftake. '
Laur. There can be none !
Siffredi read his full and free confent
Before th’ applauding fenate. True indeed,
A {mall remain of fhame, atimorous weaknefs, - '
Even daftardly in falfhood, made him bluth ’
‘To aét this fcene in Sigifmunda’s eye,
Who funk beneath his perfidy and bafenefs,
Hence, till to-morrow he adjourn’d the fenate!
"To-morrow, fix’d with infamy to crown him !
‘Then, leading off his gay, triumphant princefs,
He left the poor, unhappy Sigifmunda,
To bend her trembling fteps to that fad home
His faithlefs vows will render hateful to her ——w
He comes—Farewel—I cannot bear his prefence !
[ Exit Laura,
Enter Tancred and Siffredi, meeting.
Fan. Avoid me, hoary traitor !—Go, Rodolpho,

Give
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Give orders that all paffages this way

Be fhut—Defend me from a hateful world,

‘The bane of peace and honour— then return—[ Ex. Rod.
What! doft thou haunt me ftill # Oh, monftrous infult!
Unparallel’d indignity ! Juft Heaven ! :
Was ever king, was ever man fo treated ;

So trampled into bafenefs ?

Siff. Here, my liege,

Here firike! I nor deferve, nor afk for mercy. [hold
¢ Tan. Diftra&tien !—Oh, my foul !—Hold, reafon,

¢ Thy giddy feat—Oh, this inhuman outrage

¢ Unhinges thought !

¢ Siff. Exterminate thy fervant.” :

Zan. All, all but this I could have borne—but this *

‘This daring infolence beyond example !
‘This murderous ftroke, that ftabs my peace for ever !
‘That wounds me there—there ! where the human heart:
Mot exquifitely feels—

Siff. Oh, bear it not,

My royal lord ; appeafe on me your vengeance !
Zan. Did ever tyrant image aught fo cruel !
‘The loweft flave that crawls upon the earth,
Robb’d of gach comfort Heaven beftows on mortals,
On the bare ground has ftill his virtue left, ‘
The facred treafure of an honeft heart, :
‘Which thou hait dar’d, with rafh, audacious hand,
And impious fraud, in me to violate

Siff. Behold, my lord, that rah, audacious hand,
Which not repents its crime ——OQh, glorious, happy !
If by my ruin I can fave your honour,

TKn. Such honour I renounce ;. with fovereign f{corn:
Greatly deteft it, and its mean advifer! :
Hatft thou not dar’d beneath my name to fhelter
¢ My name, for other purpofes defign’d,
¢ Given from the fondnefs of a faithful heart,
¢ With the beft love d’erflowing !—Haft thou not,’
Beneath thy fovereign’s name, bafely prefum’d
'To fhield a lie—a lie, in public utter’d,

‘To all deluded Sicily ? But know,
‘This poor contrivance is as weak as bafe.
¢ In fuch a wretched toil none can be held
¢ But fools and cowards —— Soon thy flimfy arts,
C 3 ¢ Touchld:

-
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¢ Touch’d by my juft, my burning indignation,
¢ Shall burft like threads in flame--Thy doating prudence
¢ But more fecures the purpofe it would fhake.

¢ Had my refolves been wavering and doubtful,

¢ ‘Thiswould confirm them, make them fix’d as fate ;
¢ This adds the only motive that was wanting

¢ To urge them on thro’ war and defolation.’ .
What ! marry her! Conftantia! her! thedaughter:
Of the fell tyrant who deftroy’d my father !

‘The very thought is madnefs ! Ere thou feeft

‘The torch of Hymen light thefe hated nuptials,
‘Thou fhalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames,

Her cities raz’d, her vallies drexch’d with flaughter—m-

A

3

Love fet afide, my pride affumes the quarrel ;.
My honour new 1s up; in fpite of thee,
A world combin’d againft me, I will give
“T'his fcatter’d will in fragments to the winds,
Affert my rights, the freedom of my heart,
Cruth all who dare oppofe me to theduft,
And heap perdition on thee !'
. Siff. Sir, ’tis juft..
Exhauft on me your rage ;. I claim itall.
But for thefe public threats thy paffion utters;.
*Tis what thou canft not do.
Zan.. I cannot! ha!
¢ Driven-to the dreadful brink of fuch difhonours,.
¢ Enough to make the tameft coward brave,
¢ And into fiercenefs roufe the mildeft nature,’
What fhall arreft my vengeanee? Who ?
Siff. Thyfelf.. '
Zan. Away ! Dare not to juftify thy crime !
That, that alone can aggravate its horror,
Add infolence to infolence— perhaps
May make my rage forget
Siff. Oh, let itburft
On this grey head, devoted to thy fervice | .
But when the ftorm has vented allits fury,
Thou then muft hear—nay more, I.know thou wiltee
Wilt hear the calm, yet ftronger voice of reafon.
¢ Thou mutt refleét that a whole people’s fafety,
¢ The weal of trufted millions, fhould bear down,
¢ Thyfelf the judge, the fondeft partial pleafure.’

‘Thou
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Thou muft refle&t that thiere are other duties, .
¢ A nobler pride, a more exalted honour,
¢ Superior pleafures far, that will oblige,.
¢ Compel thee, to abide by this my deed, .
¢ Unwarranted perhaps in.common juftice, .
¢ But which neceflity, ev’n virtue’s tyrant,
¢ With awful voice commanded’~Yes, thou muft,.
In calmer hours, diveit theeof thy love,
‘Thefe common paflions of the vulgar breaft, .
This boiling heat of youth, and bea king,
‘The lover of thy people!

Tan. ¢ Traths, ill employ’d, .
¢ Abus’d to colour guiltl—A king! a king !*'
Yes, I will be a king, but not a flave ;
In this will be a king ; in this my people
Shall learn to judge how I 'will guard their rights,,
When they behold me vindicate my own. .
But have I, fay, been treated like a king ? ==
Heavens ! could I ftoop to fuch outrageous ufagey’,
L were a mean, a fhamelefs wretch, unworthy.
To wield a fceptre in a land of flaves, ‘
A {oil abhorr’d of virtue; fhould belie -
My father’s blood, belie thofe very maxims, |
At other times, you taught my youth—==Siffredi !~ -
[n a foften’d tone of weicq}.
Siff. Behold, my prince, thy poor old fervant,
Whofe darling care, thefe twenty years, -has been .
To nurfe thee up to virtue; ¢ who, for thee,
¢- Thy glory, and thy weal, renounces all,
¢ Allintereft or ambition can pour forth; .
¢ What many a felfith father would purfue
¢-Thro’ treachery and crimes :> behold him here, .
Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee,
With tears to beg thee to controul thy paffion,
And fave thyfelf, thy honour, and thy people ! -
Kneeling with me, behold the many thoufands
To thy protection trufted ; fathers, mothers,
‘The facred front of venerableage,
The tender virgin, and the helplefs infant;
¢ The minifters of Heaven, thofe who maintain,
¢ Around thy throne, the majefty of rule; _
¢ And thofe, whofe labour, fcorch’d by wirds and‘ f?;&u
2 h
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¢ Feeds the rejoicing public;® fee themall,
Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to fave them
From mifery and war, from crimes and rapine !
¢ Can there be aught, kind Heaven, in felt-indulgence ’
¢ Toweigh down thefe, this aggregate of love, ’
¢ With which- compar’d, the deareft private paffion
¢ Is but the wafted duft upon the balance ?’
‘Turn not away——Oh, is there not fome part
In thy great beart, fo fenfible to kindnefs
And generous warmth, fome nobler part, to feel
The prayers and tears of thefe, the mingled voice
Of Heaven and earth #

Tan. Thereis, and thou haft touch’d it.
Rife, rife, Siffredi——Oh, thou haft undone me !
Unkind old man ! ——Oh, ill-entreated Tancred !
Which way foe’er I turn, difhonour rears
Her hideous front—and mifery and ruin.
¢ Was it for this you took fuch care to form me #
¢ Forthis imbu’d me with the quickeft fenfe
¢ Of fhame; thefe finer feelings, that ne’er vex
¢ The common mafs of mortals, dully happy
¢ Inblefs’d infenﬁbility ? Oh, rather
¢ You fhould have fear'd my heart, taught me that power
¢ Andfplendid intereft lord it ftill o’er virtue ; -
¢ That, gilded by profperity and pride,
¢ There 1s no thame, no meannefs ; temper’d thus,
¢ I had been fit to rule a venal world.
¢ Alas! what meant thy wantonnefs of prudence ?*
Why have you rais’d this miferable confli&
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ?
Set virtue againft virtue ? ¢ Ah, Siffredi!
¢ *Tis thy fuperfluous, thy unfeeling wifdom,
¢ ‘That has involv’d me in a maze o%error
¢ Almoft beyond retréat’—But hold, my foul,
Thy fteady purpofe —Toft by various paffions,
To this eternal anchor keep——There is,
Can be no public without private virtue
‘Then, mark me well, obferve what I command ;
¢ It is the fole expedient now remaining—-".
To-morrow, when the fenate meets again,
Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit ;
¢ Nor that alone ; try to repair its mifchief;

. ¢ There
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¢ There all thy power, thy eloquence and intereft -
¢ Exert to reinftate me in my rights,
¢ And from thy own dark fnares to difembroil me."—
Start not, my lord—This muft and fhall be done !
Or here our friendfhip ends— Howe’er difguis’d,
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor,

Siff. T fhould indeed deferve the name of traitor,
And even a traitor’s fate, had I fo flightly,
From principles fo weak, done what dix,
As e’er to difavow it

Tan. Ha!

Siff. My liege, -
Exp{& no)t, this—'l‘ho"pra&is’d long in courts,,
1 have not fo far learn’d their fubtle trade,
To veer obedient with each guft of paffione
I honour thee, I venerate thy orders,
But honour more my duty. Nought on earth
Shall ever thake me from that folid rock,
Nor fmiles, nor frowns.
. Tan. You will not then ?

Siff 1 canno't.b . oh Rodoluh

an. Away! begone ! ——Oh, my 0, €O

And fave mc);'rom %his traitor !—Hence, I fal;'. o
¢ Avoid my prefence ftrait ! and know, old man,
¢ Thou, my worft foe beneath the mafk of friendfhip,

¢ Who, not content to trample in the duft

¢ My deareft rights, doft with cool infolence '
¢ Perfift, and callit duty ; hadft thou not !
¢ A.daughter that protels thee, thou fhouldft fecl

¢ The vengeance thou deferveft,’——No reply ! ‘
Away! [Ex. Siffa.

Enter Rodolpho.

Rod. What can incenfe my prince fo highly
Againft his friend Siffredi !

7an. Friend! Rodolpho ?
When I have told thee what this friend has done, _
How play’d me like a boy, a bafe-born wretch,
Who had nor heart nor {pirit, thou wilt ftand
Amaz’d, and wonder at my ftupid patience. _

¢ Rod. 1 heard, with mix’d aftonithment-and grief,
& The king’s unjuft, dithonourable will,

¢ Void in 1tfelf — I faw you ftung with rage, < And
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¢ And writhing in the fnare ; juftas I went,

¢ At your comrmand, to wait you here—but that

¢ Was the king’s deed, not his.

¢ Zan. Oh, he advis’d it !

Thefe many years he has in fecret hatch’d

This black contrivance, glories in the fcheme,

And proudly plumes him with his traiterous virtue.

But that was pought, Rodolpho, nothing, nothtng !

Oh, that was gentle, blamelefs to what follow’d !

I had, my friend, to Sigifmunda given,

To huth her fears, in the full guth of fondnefs, .

A blank, fign’d with my hand—and he, Oh, Heavens ¥

¢ Was eyer fuch a wild attémpt !—~he wrote

¢ Beneath my name an abfolute compliance

¢ To thisdetefted will ; nay, dar’d to read it

¢ Before myfelf, on my infulted throne

¢ His idle pageant plac’d——Oh, words are weak

¢ To paint the pangs, the rage, theindignation,

¢ That whirl’d from thought to thought my foul in tem-

¢ Now on the point to burft, and now by fhame [pefty

¢ Reprefs’d But in the face of Sicily, .

¢ All mad with acclamation, what, Rodolpho,

¢ 'What could I do? The fole relief that rofe

¢ To my diftrated mind, was to adjourn

¢ Th’ affembly till to-morrow—But to-morrow

¢ What can be done ?---Oh, it avails not what !

¢ I care not what is done---My only care

¢ Is how to clear my faith to Sigifmunda, .

¢ She thinks me falfe ! She caft alook that kill'd me 2

¢-Oh! I am bafe in Sigifmunda’s eye !

The loweft of mankind, the moft perfidious !

¢ Rod. Thiswas a ftrain of infolence indeed,,

¢ A daring outrage of fo ftrange a nature

¢ As fluns me quite
¢ Zan. Curs’d be my timid prudence,

¢ That dafh’d not back, thiat moment in his face,

¢ The bold prefumptuous lie !---and curs’d this hand,

¢ That from aftart of poor diffimulation,

¢ Led off my Sigifmunda’s hated rival,

¢ Ah, then! what, poifon’d by the falfe appesrance,, -

€ What, Sigifmunda, were thy thoughts of me 2

§ How, in the filent bitternefs of foul,

" AN AN
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How didft thou fcorn me ! hate mankind, thyfelf,
For trufling to the vows of faithlefs Tancred ?
For fuch I feem’d---I was---the thought diftralts me ?
I fhould have caft a flattering world afide,
Rufh’d from my throne, before them all avow’d her,
The choice, the glory of my free-born heart
And fpurn’d the fhameful fetters thrown upen it---
Inftead of that---confufion !---what I did
Has clinch’d the chain, confirm’d Siffredi’s crime,
And fix’d me down to infamy !
¢ Rod. My lord,
Blame not the condu& which your fituation
Tore from your tortur’d heart---What could you do ?
Had you, fo circumftanc’d, in open fenate,
Before th’ aftonifl’d public, with no friends
Prepar’d, no party forin’d, affronted thus,
The haughty princefs and her powerful faction,
Supported by this will, the fudden ftroke,
Abrupt and premature, might have recoil’d
Upon yourfelf, even your own friends revolted,
And turn’d at once the public fcale againt you.
Befides, confider, had you then deteéted
Inits freth guilt this allion of Siffredi,
You muft with fignal vengeance have chaftis’d
The treafonable deed---Nothing fo mean
As weak infulted power that dares not punifh.
And how would that have fuited with your love
His daughter prefent too ? Truft me, your condudt,
Howe’er abhorrent to a heart like yours,
Was fortunate and wife---Not that I mean
E’er to advife fubmiflion
¢ Zan. Heavens! fubmiffion !
Could I defcend to bear ir, even in thought, .
Defpife me, you, the world, and Sigifmunda !
Submiffion !---No !---To-morrow’s glorious light

- Shall flath difcovery on the fcene of bafenefs.

Whatever be the rifque, by Heavens, to-morrow,

I will o’erturn the dirty lie-built fchemes

Of thefeold men, and fhew my faithful fenate,

That Manfred’s fon knows to aflert and wear,

With undiminifh’d dignity, that crown

This unexpeéted day has plac’d upon him.’ B
' - ut
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But this, my friend, ¢ thefe flormy gufts of pride
¢ Are foreign to my love Till Sigifmunda
¢ Be difabus’d, my breaft is tumult all,
And can obey no fettled courfe of reafon.
I fee her ftill, I feel her powerful image, .
That look, where with reproach complaint was mix’d,
Big with foft woe, and gentle indignation,
Which feem’d at once to pity and to fcorn me——
Oh, let me find her! I too long have lefe :
My Sigifmunda to converfe with tears,
A prey to thoughts that piture me a villain.
But'ah! how, clogg’d with this accurfed ftate,
A tedious world, thall I now find acce’s ¢
¢ Her father too---Ten thoufand horrors crowd
¢ Into the wild, fantaftic eye of love
¢ Who knows what he may do? Come then, my friend,
¢ And by thy fifter’s hand, Oh, let me fteal
€ A letter to her bofom---I no longer
¢ Can bear her abfence, by the juft contempt
¢ She now muft brand me with, inflam’d to madnefs.
¢ Fly, my Rodolpho, fly ! engage thy fifter _
¢ Toaid my letter.” This black, unheard-of outrage,
I cannot now impart *Till Sigifmunda
Be difabus’d, my breafl is tumult all,
Came, then, my friendy and by the hand of Launra,
Ob, let me fleal a letter to ber bofom,
And this ¢ very’ evening
Secyre an interview---I would not bear
‘This rack another day, not for my kingdom.
¢ Till then, deep plung’d in folitude and fhades,
¢ I will not fee the hated face of man.’
Thought drives on thought, on paffions paffions roll;
Her fmiles alone can calm my raging foul.

O O A & A A AN~

[Exennt. ..
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ACT Il
SCENE, a chamber.
Sigifmunda alone, fitting in a difconfolate pofiure.

A H, tyrant prince ! ah, more than faithlefs Tancred !
Ungenerous and inhuman in thy falfhood ! '
Hadft thou, this morning, whenmy {opelefs heart,
Submiffive to my fortune and my duty,
“Had fo much fpirit left, as to be willing

‘To give thee back thy vows, ah! hadftthou then
Confefs’d the fad neceflity thy ftate

Impos’d upon thee, and with gentle friendthip,

Since we mutft part at laft, our parting foften’d ;

I fhould indeed---I fhould have been unhappy,

But not to this extreme---¢ Amidft my grief,
¢ I had, with penfive pleafure, cherifh’§ full
The fiveet remembrance of thy former love,

Thy image ftill had dwelt upcu my foul,

And made our guiltlefs woes not undelightful.

But coolly thus---How couldft thou be fo cruel o=
Thus to revive my hopes, to footh my love

And call forth all its tendernefs, then fink me

In black defpair---What unrelenting pride

Poffefs’d thy breaft, that thou couldft bear unmov’d
To fee me bent beneath a weight of fhame?

Pangs thou canft never feel ! How couldft thou drag me,
In barbarous triumph at a rival’s car ?

How ! make me witnefs to a fight of horror ?

That hand, which, but a few fhort hours ago, -
So wantonly abus’d my fimple faith,

Before th’ atteﬁin? world given to another,

Irrevocably given !---There was a time,

When the leaft cloud that hung upon my brow,
Perhaps imagin’d only, touch’d thy pity.
Then, brighten’d often by the ready tear,
Thy looks were foftnefs all ; then the quick heart,

In every nerveslive, forgot itfelf,
And for each other then we felt alone.
¢ But now, alas! thofe tender days are fled ;
¢ Now thou canft fee me wretched, pierc’d with anguith,
¢ With ftudied anguifh of thy own creating, N
- D ¢ Nor
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¢ Nor wet thy harden’d eye---Hold, let me think--«
¢ I wrong thee fure; thou canft not be fo bafe,

¢ As meanly in my mifery to triumph
¢ Whatisitthen ?---’T's ficklenefs of nature,

¢ *Tis fickly love extinguifh’d by ambition ?
Is there, kind heaven, no conftancy in man ?
No fledfaft truth, no generous fix’d affection,
That can bear up againft a felfith world ?

No, there is none---Even Tancred is inconftant !

[R{fﬂ:.:

Hence ! let nie fly this {fcene [---Whate’er I fee,
Thele roofs, thefe walls, each obje that furrounds me,
Are tainted with his vows---But whither fly ?
The groves are worfe, the foft retreat of Belmont,
Its deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy fummits,
.Will wound my bufv memory to torture,
And al! its fhades will whifper---faithlefs Tancred !—
My father comes---How, funk in this diforder,
Shall I fuftain his prefence ?

Enter Siffredi.

Sif. Sigifmunda, )

My deareft child ! I grieve to find thee thus .

A prey totears. ¢ I know the powerful caufe T

¢ From which they flow, and therefore can excufe them,

¢ But not their wilful obftinate continuance. .

¢ Come, roufethee then, call up thy drooping fpirit,’ .
_ Awake to reafon from this dream of love,

And fhew the world thou art Siffredi’s daughter.

Sig. Alas! I am unworthy of that name.

Sif. Thou artindeed to blame; thou haft too rafhly .
Engag’d thy heart, withouta father’s fan&ion. .
But this I can forgive. ¢ Theking has virtues,
¢ That plead thy full excufe ; norwasI void
¢ Of blame, totruft thee to thofe dangerous virtues,
¢ Then dread not my reproaches. ‘['ho’he blames,
¢ Thy tender father pities more than blames thee.
¢ Thou art my daughter ftill ;* and, if thy heart
Will now refume its pride, affert itfelf,

And greatly rife fuperior to this trial,
1 to my warmeft confidence again
Will take thee, and efteem thee more my daughter,
Sig. Oh, you are gentler far than I deferve !
It is; it ever was, my darling pride,
To
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To bend my foul to your fupreme commands,.”
«Your wifeft will ; and tho’ by love betray’d—
Alas! and punifh’d too---I have tranfgrefs’d

‘The niceit bounds of duty, yet I feel

A fentiment of tendernefs, a fource

Of filial nature {pringing in my breaft,

‘That fhould it kill me, fhall controul this paffion,
And make me all fubmiifion and obedience

To you my honoured lord, the beft of fathers,

Sif. Come to my arms, thou comfort of my age!
‘Thou only joy and hope of thefe grey hairs !
Come, let me taks thee toa parent’s heart 3
‘There, with the kindly aid of my advice,

Even with the dew of thefe paternal tears,

Reévive and nouriih this becoming fpirit
‘Then thou doft promife me, my Sigifmunda—

Thy father ftoops to make it his requeft—

Thou wilt refign thy fond prefumptuous hopes,

And henceforth never more indulge one thought

That in the light of love regards the king?

Sig. Hopes I have none !—Thofe by this fatal day
Are blafted all—But from my foul to banith
‘While weeping memory thereretains her feat,
"Thoughts which the pureft befom might have cherifh’d,
Once my delight, now even in anguifh charming,

Is more, alas! my lord, than I can promife.

Sif. Abfenceand time, the foftener of our paffions,
Will conquer this, Mean time, I hope from thee -
A generous great effort ; that thou wilt now
Exert thy utmoft force, nor languifh thus
Beneath the vain extravagance of love.

-Let not thy father blufh to hear it faid,

His daughter was fo weak, €’er to admit

A thought fo void of reafon, that a king

Should to his rank, his honour and his glory,
‘The high important duties of a throne,

Even to his throne itfelf, madly prefer

A wild romantic paffion, the fond child

Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant hours
‘That he fhould quit his heaven-appointed ftation,
Defert his awful charge, the care of all

¢ The toiling millions which this ifle contains ;

' Da ¢ Nay
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¢ Nay more, fhould plunge them into war and rain
¢ And all tofoothe a fick imagination,
¢ A miferable weaknefs’—/# hat mutt for thee,
‘To make thee bleft, Sicilia be unhappy ?
¢ The king himfelf, loft to the nobler fenfe.
¢ Of manly praife, become the pitcous hero
¢ Of fome foft tale, and rufh on fure defiruion ?
¢ Canft thou, my daughter, let the monftrous thoughe
¢ Poflefs one moment thy perverted fancy ?’ :
Roufe thee, for fhame ! and if a fpark of virtue
Lies flumbering in thy foul, bid it blaze forth ;
Nor fink unequal to the glorious leffon,
This day thy lover gave thee from his throne.
Sig. Ah, that was not from virtue ! —Had, my father,
‘That becn hig aim. I yield to what you fay 3
¢ *Tis powerful truth, unanfwerable reafon.
¢ Then, then, with fad but duteous refignation,
4 1 had fubmitied as became your daughter ;
¢ But in thar moment, when my humbled hopes-
¢ Were to my duty reconcil’d, to raife them
¢ To yeta fonder height than €’er they knew,
¢ Then rudely dath them down---There is the fting .
¢ The blafting view is ever prefent to me—-’
Why did you drag me to a fight fo cruel ?
§if. It was a fcene to fire thy emulation.
Sig. It was a fcene of perfidy!---But know,
I will do more than imitate the king—
For he is falfe !---I, -thoeugh fincerely pierc’d
With the beft, trueft paffion, evertoueh’d,
A virgin’s breaft, here vow to heaven and you,
Though from my heart I cannot, from my hopes
To caft this prince---What would you more, my father ?
Sif. Yes, one thing more---thy father then is happy--«
¢ Though by the voice of innocence and virtue
¢ Abfolv’d, welive not to ourfelves alone:
¢ A rigorous world, with peremptory fway, -
¢ Subjets us all, and even the nobleft moft.’
This world from thee, my honour and thy own,
Demands one ftep ; a ftep, by which, convinc’d, -
The king may fee thy heart difdainsto wear
A chain which his has greatly thrown afide,
¢ 'Tis fitting too, thy fex’s pride commands thee, - '
o
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¢ To thew th’ approving world thou can’tt refign,
¢ As well as he, nor with inferior fpirit,
¢ A paffion fatal to the public weal.’
But above all, thou muft root out for ever
From theking’s breaft the leaft remain of hope,
And henceforth make his mentioned love difhonour.
Thefe things, my daughter, that muft needs be done,
Can but this way be done-.-by the fafe refuge,
The facred fhelter of a hufband’s arms.
And there is one---
Sig. Good heavens ! what means my lord ?
Sif. One of illuftrious family, high rank,
Yet {till of higher dignity and merit,
Who can and will protect thee ; one to awe
‘The king bimfelf---Nay, hear me, Sigifmunda-.-
‘The noble Ofmond courts thee for his bride,
And has my plighted word --This day---
Sig. [Kuneeling.] My father!
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees !
Oh, if you ever with to fee me happy ;
If e’er in infant years I gave you joy,
When, as I prattling twin’d around your neck,
You fnatch’d me to your bofom, kifs’d my eyes,
And melting faid you faw my mother there ;
Oh; fave me from that worft feverity
Of fate ! Oh, outrage not my breaking heart
‘To that degree !---I cannot !---’tis impoffible !-e
So foon withdraw it, give it to another---
- ¢ Hear me, my deareft father; hear the voice
¢ Of nature and humanity, that plead
¢ As well as juftice for me !---Not to chufe
Without your wife direGtion may be duty ;
But ftill my choice is free---That is a right,
Which even the lowett flave can never lofe.
And would you thus degrade me ? make me bafe?
For fuch it were to give my worthlefs perfon
¢ Without my heart, an injury to Ofmond,
¢ The higheft can be done’---Let me, my lord---
Or [ fhall die, fhall, by thefudden change, |
Be to diftraction fhock’d---Let me wear out
My haplefs days in folitude and filence,

Far from the malice of a prying world;
D3 At

LI N Y R N
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At leaft—you cannot fure refufe me this——
Give me alittle time---I will do all,
All I can do, to pleafe you !---¢ Oh, youreye.
¢ Sheds a kind beam——"
Sif. My daughter! you abufe
The foftnefs of my nature—
Sig. Here, my father,
Till you relent, here will I grow for ever!" -
Sif. Rife, Sigifmunda.---Though you touch my heart,,
Nothing can fhake th’ inexorable dictates
Of honour, dury, and determin’d reafon.
‘Then by the holy ties of filial love,
Refolve, I charge thee, to receive earl Ofmond,
As fuits the man who is thy father’s choice,
And worthy of thy hand---I go to bring him---.
Sig. Spare me, my deareft father !
Sif. [Afide.] 1 muft ruth
From ker foft grafp, or nature will betray me !
¢ Oh, grantus, heaven! that fortitude of mind,
¢ Which liftens to our duty, not our paffions--~
Quit me, my child!
Sig. You cannot, Oh, my father!
You cannot leave me thus !
Sif. Come hither, Laura,

_Come to thy friend. Now fhew thyfelf a friend.
Combat her weaknefs ; diflipate her tears; :
Cherifh, and reconcile her to her duty. [Exit Sifts

’ Enter Laura.

Sig. Oh, woe onwoe! diftrefs’d by love and duty !
Oh, every way unhappy Sigifmunda!
- Lax. Forgive me, Madam, if I blame your grief..
How can you wafte your tears on oné fo falfe #
Unworthy of " your tendernefs ? to whom

- Nought but conter pt is due and indignation ¥

Sig. You know not half the horrors of my fate !
1 might perhaps have learn’d to fcorn his falfhood ;.
Nay, when the firft fad burft of tears was paft,
I might have ays’d my pride and fcotn’d himfelf—
But ’tis too much, "“this greateft laft misfortune---
Oh, whither thall I fly # Where hide me, Laura,
From thedire fcene my father now prepares ?

Lgx. What thus alarms you, Madam$

i Sig.
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Sig. Caniitbe? : -
Can [ —ah, ne!——at once give to another
My violated heart ? in one wild mement ?
He brings earl Ofmond to receive my vows.

Oh, dreadful change ! for Tancred, haughty Ofmond.
Lau. Now, onmy foul, ’tis what an outrag’d heart
Like yours; fhould with!---I fhould, by heavens,

: efteem it ‘
Moft exquifite revenge !

Sig. Revenge! on whom ?
On my own heart, already but too wretched !

Lax. On him! this Tancred! who has bafely fold, -
For the dull form of defpicable grandeur,
His faith, his love !---At once a flave and tyrant !

Sig. Oh, rail atme, atmy believing folly,
My vain ill-founded hopes, but fpare him, Laura.

Lax. Who rais’d thefe hopes? who triumphs o’er that

weaknefs ? -

Pardon the word---You greatly merit him ;
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp ;
You rais’d him by your fmiles when he was nothing.
Where is your woman’s pride, that guardian f{pirit
Given us to dafh the perfidy-of man? -
Ye powers! I cannot bear the thought with patience--s,
¢ Yet recent from the moft unf?aring vows
¢ The tongue of leve e’er lavifh’d ; from your hopes
¢ So vainly, idly, cruelly deluded ;’
Before the public thus, before your father,
By an irrevocable folemn deed,
Vgith fuch inhuman fcorn, tothrow you from him
‘To give his faithlefs hand yet warm from thine,
With complicated meannefs, to Conftantia.
And, to complete hiscrime, when thy wesk limbs
Could fcarce fupport thee, then, of thee regardlefs,
To lead her off.

Sig. That was indeed a fight
To poifon love ; to turn it into rage
And keen contempt.---What means this ftupid weaknefy
That hangs upon me ? Hence, unworthy tears !
Difgrace my cheek nomore! No more, my heart,
For one fo coolly falfe or meanly fickle-~—
4 Oh, it imports not which’---dare to fuggeft

4 The
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The leaft excufe !---Yes, traitor, I will wring
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confufion !
¢ I will not pine away my days for thee,
¢ Sighing to brooks and groves ; while, with vain pity,
¢ You in a rival’s arms lament my fate——
¢ No, let me perith! erel tamely be
¢ That foft, that patient, gentle Sigifmunda,
¢ Who can confole her with the wretched boatt,
¢ She was for thee unhappy ! If 1 am,
¢ I will be nobly fo !——Sicilia’s daughters
Shall wondering fee in me a great example
Of one who punifh’d an ill-judging hearr,
Who made it bow to what it moft abhorr’d !
Crufh’d it to mifery ! for baving thus
So lightly liften’d to a worthlefs lover !
Lax. Atlaft it mounts, the kindling pride of virtue ;
Truft me, thy marriage will embitter his — )
Sig. Oh, may the turies light his nuptial torch !
Be it accurs’d as mine! for tlre fair peace,
‘The tender joys of hymeneal love,
May jealoufy awak’d, and fell remorfe,
Pour all their fierceft venom through his breaft !---
Where the fates lead, aund blind revenge, I follow,—
Let me not think—By injur’d love! I vow,
Thou fhalt, bafe prince ! perfidious and inhuman !
‘That fhalt behold me in another’s arms ;
In his thou hateft ! Ofmond’s !
Lax. ¢ Thatwill grind
¢ His heart with fecret rage ;* Ay, that will fting
His foul to madnefs; ¢ fet him up a terror,
¢ A fpeftacle of woe to faithlefs lovers !”
Your cooler thought, befides, will of the change
Approve, and think it happy. Noble Ofmond
¢ %rom the fame ftock with him derives his birth,
¢ Firft of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave,
¢ Of firiQeft honour, and by all rever’d —’ .
Sig. Talk not of Ofimond, but perfidious Tancred !
Rail at.him, rail! invent new names of fcorn!
Affift me, Laura; lend my rage frefh fuel ;
Support my ftaggering purpofe, which already
Begins to fail me---Ah. my vaunts how vain !

How have I ly’d to my own heart !—Alas,
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My tears return, the mighty flood o’erwhelmsme!
¢ Ten thoufand crowding images diftract
¢ My tortur'd: thought And is it come to this?
¢ Our hopes, our vows, our oft repeated withes,
¢ Breath’d fromi the fervent foul, and full of heaven,
¢ To make each other happy——come to this !’
Lax. If thy own peace and'honour cannot keepr
Thy refolution fix’d, yet, Sigi{fmunda,
Oh, think, how deeply, how beyond retreat,
Thy father is engag’d.
Sig. Ah, wrerched weaknefs !
That thus enthrals my foul, ¢ that chafes thence
¢ Each nobler thought, tlie fenfe of every duty ;*
And have [ then no tears for thee, my father?
Can [ forget thy cares, from helplefs years,
Thy tendernefs for me # ¢ an.eye ftill beamn’d
¢ With love; a brow that never knew a frown;
¢ Nor aharfh word thy tongue?’ ShallI for thefe.
Repay thy ftooping venerable age,
With: fhame, difquiet, anguifh, and dithonour?
It muit not be !---Thou firft of angels! ceme,
Sweet filial piety, and firm my breaft !
Yes, let one daughterto her fate fubmit,
Be nobly wretched---but her father happy ! —— -
Laura !---they come !---Oh, heavens, I cannot ftand
The horrid trial !---Open, open earth !
And hide me from their view,
Lax. Madam.
Enter Siffredi and Ofmond.
Sif. My daughter,
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand,
And whom to call my fon I fhall be proud ;
¢ Nor fhall Ilefs be pleas’d in his alliance,
¢ To fee thee happy.’
Of. Think not, 1 prefume,
Madam, on this your father’s kind confent,
Tomake mebleft. Ilove you from a heart,
That feeks your good fuperior to my own ;
And will by every art of tender friendfhip,
Confult your deareft welfare. May I hope,
Yours does not difavow your father’s choice 2

S
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Sig. I am a daughter, Sir---and have no power
O’er my own heart---1 die---Support me, Laura. [ Faints.
g{fi }glp---Bwhcr off---She breathes---my daughter!
_ 8ig. Oh, ]
Forg've my weaknefs---foft---my Laura, lead me---
‘Te my apartment. [ Exeunt Sig. and Laura,
_Sif. Pardon me, my lord,
If by this fudden accident alarm’d, ‘
I leave you for a moment. [ Exit Siff.
Ofm. Let me think-—
‘What can this mean ?~—1Is it to me averfion ?
Or is it, as I fear'd, fhe loves another ?
Ha !---yes---perhaps the king, the young count Tancred ;
‘They were bred up together——Surely that,
That cannot be---Has he not given his hand,
In the moft folemn manner, to Contftantia ?
Does not his crown depend upon the deed ?
¢ No---if they lov’d, and this old ftatefman knew it,
¢ He could not to aking prefer a fubje&t.
¢ His virtues [ efteem---nay more, I truft them e
¢ So far as virtue goes-- but could he place
¢ His daughter on the throne of Sicil
¢ Oh, tis a glorious bribe, too much fgr man !’
‘What is it then ?—1I care not what it be.
¢ My honour now, my dignity demands,
¢ That my propos’d alliance, by her father,
And even herfelf accepted, be not fcorn’d.
‘I'love her too—I never knew till now .
To what a pitch I love her. Oh, fhe fhot
¢ Ten thoufand charms into my inmoft foul !
¢ She look’d {fo mild, fo amiably gentle,
¢ She bow’d her head, fhe glow’d with fuch confufion,
¢ Such lovelinefs of medefty! She is,
¢ In gracious mind, in manners, and in perfon,
¢ The perfect model of all female beauty !’
She muft be mine---Sheis ! —If yet her heart
Confents not to my happinefs, herduty, .
{;ﬁn’d to my tender cares, will gain fo much
pon her generous nature—That will follow.

‘The man of of fenfe, who as a prudent part,
Not flattering fteals, but forms himfelf the heart. [Exit.

END of the THirD AcT.
: ACT
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A C T 1V
SCENE, the Garden belonging to Siffredi’s Houfe,
Enter Sigifmunda and Laura.

SIGISMUNDA, with a letter in ber hand,
9 IS done ! —I am a flave !— The fatal vow
Has pafs’d my lips '=~Methought in thofe fad
moments,

‘The tombs around, the faints, the darken’d altar,

And all the trembling fhrines with horror fhook,

But here is ftill new matter of diftrefs.

Oh, Tancred, ceafe to perfecute me more !

Oh, grudge me not fome calmer ftateof woe ;

Some quiet gloom to fhade my hopelefs days,

Where I may never hear of love and thee | ——

Has Laura too, confpir’d againft my peace ?

Why did you take this letter ?—Bear it backem——

I wiil not court new pain. [Giwving ber the lester,
Lax. Madam, Rodolpho

Urg’d me fo much, nay, even with tears conjur’d me,

Bur this once more to ferve th’ unhappy king:

For fuch he faid he was that tho’ enrag’d,

Equal with thee, at hisinhuman falthood,

1 could not to my brother’s fervent prayers

Refufe this ofice——Read it——His excufes

Will enly more expofe his falthood.

Sig. No:

It fuits not Ofmond’s wife to read one line

From that contagious hand—fhe knows too well !

Lau. He paints him out diftrefs’d beyond expreffion,

Even on the point of madnefs. ¢ Wild as winds,

¢ And fighting feas, heraves. His paffions mix,

¢ With ceafelefs rage, allin each giddy moment.’

He dies to fee you, and to clear his faith. '
Sig. Save me from that !—~That would be worfe than
Lau, 1 but report my brother’s words ; who then [all]

Began to talk ot fome dark impofition, '

That had deceiv’d us all ; when, interrupted,

We heard your father and earl Ofmond near,

Asfummon’d to Conftantia’s court they went.

. Sl'go
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Sig. Ha! impofition ?—Well, if I'am doom’d
To be, o’erall my fex, the wretch of love,
In-vain I would refft— Give me the letter
To know the worft is fome relief——Alas,
- It was not thus, with fu¢h dire palpitations,
‘That, Tancred, oncel us’d toread thy letters.
Artempting to read the letter, but gives it to Laura.,
}1Ah, fond remembrance blinds me ! —Readit, Laura.
Lau. [Reads.] *¢ Deliver me, Sigifmunda, from that
moft exquifite mifery which a faithful heart can-fuffer—
To be thought bafe by her, from whofe eftecem even
virtue borrows new charms. When I fubmitted to m
cruel fituation, it was not_falfhoed you beheld, but an
excefs of love. Rather than endanger that, I for a
while gave upmy honour. Every moment ill I fee you
ftabs.me .with feverer pangs than real guilt itfelf can feel.
Let me then conjure you to meet me in the garden,
towards the clofe of the day, when I will explain this
Juyftery. We have been moft inhumanly abufed; and
that by the means of the ve?' paper which I gave you,
from the warmeit fincerity of Igve, to aflure to you the
heart and hand of TaANczED.”
Sig. There, Laura, there, the dreadful fecret fprung !
That paper! ah, thatpaper! it fuggefts
A thoufand herrid thoughts—1I to my father
Gave it ; and he perhaps---1 dare not caft
A look that way—If yet indeed you love me,
Oh, blaft me not, kind Tancred, with the truth!
Oh, pitying keep me ignorant for ever.
What firange peculiar mifery is mine ?
Reduc’d to wifh the man I love were falfe 2
¢ Why was I hurry’d to a ftep fo rath ?
¢ Repairlefs woe!---I might have waited, fure,
¢ A few fhort hours---No duty that forbade---
¢ 1 ow'd thy love thatjuftice ; tillthis day
¢ Thy love an image of all.perfe&t goodnefs !
¢ A beam from heav’n that glow’d with every virtue !
¢ And have I thrown this prize of life away ?
¢ The piteous wreck of one diftracted moment ?
¢ Ah, the cold prudence of remorfelefs age ;

¢ Ah, pareats, -traitors to your children’s blifs ; .
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¢ Ah, curs’d, ah, blind revenge!---On every hand
¢ I was betray’d---You, Laura, too, betray’d me!
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¢ Lax. Who, who, but he, whate’er he writes, be-
tray’d you? . ,

Or falfe or pufillanimous. For once,

I will with you fuppofe, that his agreement

To the king’s will was forg’d---Tho’ forg’d by whom ?

Your father fcorns the crime---Yet what availsit ?

~This, if it clears his truth, condemns his fpirit.

A youthful king, by love and honour fir’d,

Patient to fit on his infulted throne,

And let an outrage, of fo high nature,
Unpunith’d pafs, uncheck’d, uncontradi&ed----
Oh, ’tis a meannefs equal ev’n to falthood. -

¢ Sig. Laura, no more---We have already judg'd -
Too largely without knowledge. Oft, what feems
A trifle, ameer nothing, by itfelf,

Inf fome nice fituations turns the fcale

Of fate, and rules the moft important actions.
Yes, Ibegin tofeel a fad prefage;

I am undene, from that etemal fource

Of human woes the judgment of the gﬂﬂions.
But what have I to de with thefe excufes ?

Oh, ceafe, my treacherous heart, to give them room !
It fuits not thee to plead a lover’s caufe :

Even to lament my fate is now difhorour.

Nought now remains, but with relentlefs purpofe,
To thun all interviews, all clearing up -

Of this dark fcene ; to wrap myfelf in gloom,

In folitude and fhades ; thereto devour

The filent forrows ever fwelling her¢; ’
And fince I muft be wretched-- for I muft-— -
To claim thé mighty mifery myfelf,

Engrofsitall, and {pare a haplefs father.

Hence, let me fly !---The hour approaches e
Laxz. Madam,

Behold he comes---the king--+

Sig. Heavens! how efcape?

‘No:=-I will ftay---This one laft meeting---Leave me,

[Exit Laura,
E Enter
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Enter Tancred.

Tan. And are thefe long, long hours of torture paft ?

My life! my Sigifinunda ! _— ‘
[Throwing himfelf at ber feet,

Sig. Rife, my lord.
‘Tofee my {overeign thus no more becomes me.

Zan. Oh, let me kifs the ground on which you tread !
Let me exhale my foul in fofteft tranfpore !
Since I again behold my Sigifmunda! [Rifings
Unkind! how couldft thou ever deem me falfe ?
How thus difhonour love ?—--¢ Oh, I could much
¢ Embitter my complaint !---How low were then
¢ Thy thoughts of me? How didft thou then affront
¢ The human heart itfelf ?’ After the vows,
‘The fervent truth, the tender proteftations,
‘Which mine has often pour’d, to let thy breaft,
Whate’er th’ appearance was, admit fufpicion ?

Sig. How ! when I heard myfelf your full confent
To the late king’s fojuft and prudent will ?
Heard it before you read, in folemn fenaté ?
When I beheld you give your royal hand,
'To ber, whofe birth and dignity of right
Demands that high alliance ? Yes, my lord, -
You have-done well. The man whom Heaver appoints

“To gove i1d himfelf firft learn

"To benc the fway of reafon.

In all, j vell; butwhen you bid
My hur ’k up to you again,

And foo m cruelty my weaknefs---
That to y vanity deferv’d

‘The fharp rebug®, * whofe fond extravagance
¢ Could ever dream to balance your repofe,
¢ Your glory, and the welfare of a people.’

9an. Chide on, chide on. Thy foft regitvaches no
Inftead of wounding, only footh my fondnefs. :
No, no, thou charming confort of my foul!
I never lov’d thee with fuch faithful ardour,
As in that cruel miferable moment .
You thought me falfe ; ¢ when even m(y honeur ftoop’d
¢ To wear for thee a baffled face of bafenefs.’
Tt was thy barbarous father, Sigifmunda,
‘Who caught me in the toil. He turn’d that pmpeli’.,I

: cant
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Meant for th’ afluring bond of nuptial love,
To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote
That forg’d confent, yau heard, beneath my name,
¢ Nay, dar’d before my outrag’d throne to read it !’
Had he not been thy father —Ha ! my love!
You tremble, you grow pale ! :
Sig. Oh, leave me, Tancred ! ‘
Tan. No!—Leave thee2—Never ! never ! till yaxfet
My heart at peace, till thefe dear lips again
Pronounce thee mine ! Without thee, I renounce
Myfelf, my friends, the world—Here on this hand ——
Sig. My lord, forget that hand, which never now -
Can be to thine united :
Tan. Sigifmunda !
What doft thou mean ?—Thy werds, thy look, thy man-
ner,
Seem to conceal fome horrid fecret—Heavens | ——
No—That was wild—DiftraQtion fires the thought fe——
Sig. Enquire no more —1I never can be thine.
9an. What, who flnall interpofe ? Who dares attempt
To brave the fury of an injur'd king,
Who, ere he fees thee ravifh’d from his hopes,
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in flames ? ——
Sig. In vain your power, my lord ’Tis fatal error,
Join’d to my father’s unrelenting will, '
Has plac’d an everlatting bar betwixt us—m—
Iam earl Ofmond’s——uwife.
Tan. Earl Ofmond’s wife ! —— o
[After a long paufe, during awhich they look at ene anstirer
with the bighefl agitation, and moff tender difirefs. _
Heavens! did I hear thee right? What! mmarry’d?
Loft to thy faithful Tancred ? loft forever! [marry’d!
Couldft thou then doom me to fuch matchlefs woe,
Withéut (o much as hearing me ?---Diftration ! — -
Alas! what hatt thou done # Ah, Sigifmunda! ' - -
Thy rafh credulity has done a deed, o
Which, of two happieft lovers that e'er felt
Theblifsful power, has made two finifh’d wretches !
But---Madnefs !---Sure, thou know’ft it cannot be !
This hand is mine ! a thoufand thoufand vows—
; Enter Ofmond. : '
Ofm  [Snatching- her hand from the king.] -Madam,
this hand, by the moft folemn rites,
E 2 A lictle
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"A little hour ago, was given to me, .
_ And did notfovereign honour now command me,

Never but with my life to quit my claim,
I would renounce it——thus ! :
Tan. Ha! who art thou? _
Prefumptuous man ! _ . e E
Sig. | Afide.] Where is my father? Heavens ! [Goes ouz.
Ofm. One thou fhouldt better know---Yes---view me,
Who can and will maintain his rights and honour, [ene
Againft a faithlefs prince, an upffart king, . .
Whofe firft bafe deed is what a harden’d tyrant
Wouldblufh te a&.
9ax. Infolent Ofmond! know,
This upftart king will hurl confufion on thee,
And all who fhall invade his facred rights,
Prior to thine---"Thine, founded on compulfion,
On infamous deceit, ¢ while his proceed
¢ From mutual love, and free long-plighted faith, .
¢ She is, and fhall be ming !’---I will anaul,

: ?{ the high power with which the laws invelt me,

ofe guilty forms in which you have entrap’d,

-* Bafely entrap’d, to thy detefted nuptials,’

My queen betroth’d, who has my heart, my hand,
And thall pareake my throne---1f, haughty lord,
1t this thou didf not know, then know it now 3
And know, befides, as I have told thee this, o
Shouldft thou but think to urge thy treafon fyrther——e .
¢ Than treafon more !. treafon aganft my love I'=-s
Thy life thall anf{wer forit,: o
gm. Ha! my life!
It moves my fcorn to hear thy empty threats,
‘When was 1t that 2 Ncrman baron’s life
Became fo vile, as on the frown of kings :
To hang ?---Of that, my lord, the law muft judge :
Or if the law be weak, my guardian fword ———
Tax. Dare notto touch it, traitor, left my rage
Break 1oofe, and do a2 deed that mifbecomes me.
) Enter Siffredi.
Sif. My gracious lord, what is it I behold !
My fovereign in contention with his fubjets ?
Surely this houfe deferves frem royal Tancred
A Jittle more xegard, than to be made

A fcene
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A fcene of trouble, and unféemly jars.
¢ It grieves my foul, it baffles every hope,
. ¢ It makes me fick of life, to fee thy glory - ,
¢ Thus blafted in thebud.’---Heavens ! can your highnefs
From your exalted charaéter defcend, ‘
¢ The dignity of virtue ; and, inftead
¢ Of being the proteftor of our rights,
¢ The holy guardian of domeftic ﬁﬁfs,’
Unkindly thus difturb the fweet repofe,
The fecret peace of families,. for which
Alone the free-born race of man to laws
And government fubmitted ?

Tan. My lord Siffredi, : '
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my ftation
Are not to me unkncwn. But thou, old man,
Doft thou not blufh to talk of rights mvaded; -
And of our bett, our deareft blifs difturb’d ?
Thou, who with more than barbarous perfidy
Hatft trampled all allegiance, juftice, truth,
Humanity itfelf beneath thy feet ?
Thou know’ft thou haft---I could, to thy confufion,
- Return thy bird reproaches ; but I fpare thee

" Before this lord, for whofe ill-forted friendfhip
‘Thou hatt moft bafely facrific’d thy daughter.
Farewel, my lord.---For thee, lord conitable,
-Who doft prefume to lift thy furly eye
To my fott love, my gentle Sigifmunda,
1 once again command thee, on thy life-
Yes---c%ew thy rage---but mark me---on thy life,
No further urge thy arrogant pretenfions! [ Ex/# Tan,

Ofin. Ha! Arrogant pretenfions! Heaven andearth!

What! arrogant pretenfions to my wife ?
My wedded wife! Where arewe ? Inaland
Ot civil rule; of liberty and laws ? ——
Not, on my life, purfue them ? —Giddy prince I*
My life difdains thy nod. Itisthe gife
Ot parent Heaven, who gave me tooan arm,
A {pirit todefend it againft tyrants,
¢ The Norman race, the fons of mighty Rollo,
¢ Who rufhing in a tempeft from the north,
¢ Great nurfe of generous freemen, bravely won
¢ With their own {words their feats, and fhill poffefs them -

E; ¢ By
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‘ Ty the fame noble tenyre, are not us’d -
¢ To

hear fuch lm.;'gnagc—A If 1 now defift,
¢ ‘Then brand me for acoward ! deem me villain *
¢ A traitor to the ~ublic ! By this condu& N
¢ Deceiv’d, betray’d, infulted, tyranniz'd.’ »
Mine is acommon caufe. My arm fhall ’
Mix’d with my own, the rights of each Sicilian,
¢ Of focial life, and of indiin general.’
Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, .
1 fhall find means to thake thy tottering throne, .
¢ Which this illegal, this perfidious ufage '
-« Forfeits at once,’ and crufh thee in the ruins '—== ~
Conftantia is my queen ! ' -
Siff. Lerd ¢ ble, -
Letus be fledfaftin the right ;- but letus
A& with cool prudence, and with maply temper;.
As well as manly firmnefs. ¢ True, 1 own,
¢ TV’ indignities you fuffar are fo high,
¢ As might even juftify what now you threaten..
¢ But if, my lord, we can prevent the woes,
¢ The cruel horvors of inteftine war,
¢ Yet hold untouch’d our liberties and laws ;
¢ O, let ys, rais’d above the turbid fPhere'
¢ Of little felfith paffions, nobly do it!
¢ Nor to our hot, intemperate pride, peur-out:
¢ A dire libation of Sicilian blood.
¢ *Tis godlike magnanimity to keep,
¢ When moft provok’d, our reafon calm and clear,.
¢ Andexecute herwill, from a irong fenfe
¢ Of what is right, without the vulgaraid
¢ Of heat and paffion, which, tho’ honeft, bear us
¢ Often too far.’. Remember that my houfe
Protes my daughter ftill ; and ere I faw her
Thus ravifh’d from us, by the arm of power,
This hand fhould aét the Roman father’s part.
Fear not ; be temperate ; all will yet be'well.
1 know the king. ¢ At firft his paffions burk
¢ Quick as the lightning’s flath ; but in his breaft
¢ Honour and julice dwell'——Truft me, to reafon .
He will return,
Ofin. He will !—By Heavens, he fhall! —
You know the king—1I with, my lord Siffredi, h
1 : . at
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That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew——-
And would you have me waity with dyteous patience,,
Till he return to redfon ? Ye juft Powers |
When he has planted on our necks his foet,
And trod us into flaves ; whem his vain pride-
Is cloy’d with our fubmiffion ; *© if, at laft, :
¢ He'finds his arm teo weak to fhake the frame:
¢ Of wide-eftabli(h’d arder out of joint,
¢ And overturn all juffice ; then, perchance;.
* He, in a fit'of fickly kind repentance,
¢ May make 4 merit tg return to reafon.”
No, no, my lord! there is a nobler way,
To teach the blind appreflive Fury seafon :
Oft has the luffre otr avenging fteel i
Uafeal’d ber ftupid eyes—The fword is reafon
: Enter pho with Guards.. .
Rod. My lard high copiflable of Sicily, ,
In the king’s namg, and by hia fpecial arder,. 4
I here arreft you prifoner of ftate, .
Ofm. What king ? Iknow na king of Sicily,
Unlefs he be the hufband of Conftantza. .
Rod. Then know him now——DBehald his rayal ondeérs-
To.bear you to the caftle of Ralerme. :
Siff. Let the big tarrent foam its madnefs-off. .
Submit, my lord—Nao caftle long can hold )
Our wrongs—This, more: than friendfhip ar alliance,.
Confirms me thine ; this binds me to thy fortunes,,
By the ftrong tie of commen injyry, :
Which nothing ean diffolve——1I grieve, . Rodalpha,,
To fee the reign in-fuch unhappy fort ‘
Begin. '
(g)/m. The reign! the ufurpation call it!"
‘This meteor king may blaze a while, but foon
Muft {pend his idle terrors—Sir, lead on——w-. -
Farewe!, my lord——More than my life and fortune,
Remember well, is in your hands——my honour!
Siff. Our honour is the fame, My fon, farewelemee
We fhall not long be parted. On thefe eyes
Sleep fhall not fhed his balm, till I behold thee
Reftor’d to freedom, or partake thy bonds.
Even noble courage is not void Qg blame,
Till nobler patience fan&ifies its flame. [Exeunt.
Enp of the FourTn AcT,. ACT
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"ACT V.
SCENE, & chamber.

Siffredi, alone.
HE profpe&t lowrs around. I found the king,
Tho' calm’d a little, with fubfiding tempetft,
As fuits his generous nature, yet in love
Abated nought, moft ardent in his purpofe ;
Inexorably fix’d, whate'er the rifque, = -
To claim my daughter, and diffolve this marriage —
I have embark’d, upon a perilous fea,
A mighty treafure. ¢ Here the rapid youth,
¢ Th’ impetuous paffions of a lover-king,
¢ Check my bold purpofe ; and there, the jealous pride,
¢ Th’ impatient honour of a haughty lord, .
¢ Of the firft rank, inintereft and dependants
¢ Near equal to the king, forbid retreat.
¢ My honour too, the fame unchang’d conviction,
¢ That thefe my meafures were, and ftill remain,
.¢ Of abfolute neceffity to fave
‘¢ The land from eivil fury, urge me on..
¢ Bat how proceed ? I only fatterrufh-
¢ Upon the defperate evils 1 would thun.
. WPl:)ate’er the motive be, deceit, [ fear,
¢ And harfh unnatural force, are not the means:
¢ Of public welfare, or of private blifs’
Bear witnefs, Heaven! Thou mind-infpeéting eye !
My breaft is pure. I have prefer’d my duty,
The good and fafety of my fellow-fubjeéts,
'To all thofe views that fire the felfifh race
Of mortal men, and mix them in eternal broils.
Enter an Qfficer belonging to Siffredi..
Off. My lord, a man of noble port, his face
Wrap'd in difguifc, is earneft for admiffion.
Sﬁ;’f. Go, bid him ente ' [Offcér goes ont..
Ha' wrap'd in difguife!
And at this laze unfeafonable hour !
¢ When o’er the world tremendous midnight reigns,
¢ By the dire glcom. of raging tempett doubled ——-
Who can it be ?

Enter
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Enter Ofinond difcovering bimfelf. : )
Siff. ¢ What! ha!’ earl Ofmond, you ?—Wcelcome,
once more, o
To this glad roof !——But why in this difguife
Would I could hope the king exceeds his promife !
1 have his faith, foon as to-morrow’s fan
Shall gild Sicilia’s cliffs, you fhall be free.—
Has fome good angel turn’d his heart ta juftice ?
Ofm. Itis not by the favour of count Tancred
That I am here. Asmuch I fcorn his favour,
As I defy his tyranny and threata
Our friend Goffredo, who commands the caftle,
On my parole, ere dawn, to render back
My perfon, has permitted me this freedom.
Know then ; the faithlefs outrage of to-day,
By bim committed whom you?sl the king, .
}és rous’d Conftantia’s court. Our friends, the friends
OfF virtue, juftice, and of public faith, .
Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all
¢ This, this, they fay, exceeds whate’er deform’d .
¢ The miferable days we faw beneath :
¢ William the Bad., This faps the folid bafe,
¢ At once, of government and private life ;
¢ This fhamelefs impofition on the faith,
¢ The majefty of fenates, this lewd infult,
¢ This violation of the rights of men,
¢ Added to thefe, his ignominiqus treatment P
¢ Of her, th* tlluftrious offspring of our kings, . :
¢ Sicilia’s hope, and now quz royal miftrefs. '
¢ You know, my losd, how grofsly thefe infrings .
¢ The late king’s will, whic% orders, if connt Tancred .
¢+ Make not Conftantia Tartnor of his throne,
* That he be quite excluded the {ucceffion,
¢ And fhe to Henry given, king of the Romans,
¢ The potent emperor Barbarofla’s fon, .
¢ Who feeks with eameft inftance-her alliances’
I thence of you, as guardian of the laws, -
As guardian of this will, to you entryfted,
Defire, nay more, demand your inflant aid,
To fee it put in vigorous execution.
Siff. You cannot doubt, my lerd, of my concurreace..

Who, more thag I, have labous’d thie great point? -
18
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’Tis my own plan; and if Idrop it now,

1 thould be juftly branded with the thame

Of rafh advice, or defpicable weaknefs.

But let us not precipitate the matter.
Conftantia’s friends are numerous and ftrong ;
Yet Tancred’s, truft me, are of equal force. -
E’er fince the fecret of his birth was known,

‘The people all are in a tamult hurl’d,

Of boundlefs joy, * to hear there livesa prince

¢ Of mighty Guifcard’s line, Numbers, befides,
¢ Of powerful barons, who at heart had pin’d, .
¢ To fee the reign of their renown’d foretathers,

¢ Won by immortal deeds of matchlefs valour,

¢ Pafs from the gallant Normans to the Suevi,

¢ Will with akind of rage efpoufe his caufe—
¢ *Tis fo, my lord—-be not by paffion blinded——
¢ *Tis furely fo’—— Oh, if our prating virtue
Dwells not in words alone—Oh, let us join,

My generous Ofmond, to avert thefe woes,

And yet fuftain our tottering Norman kingdom !

Ofm. But how, Siffredi, how ? If by foft means
We can maintain our rights, and fave our country,
May his unnatural blood firft ftain the fword,

Who with unpitying fury firft fhall draw it !

Siff. 1 have a thought—The glorious werk be thine.
¢ But it requires an awful flight of virtue,
¢ Above the paffions of the vulgar breatt,
¢ And thence from thee I hope it, noble Ofmond—*
Suppofe my daughter, - to her God devoted,

Were plac’d within fome convent’s facred verge,
Beneath the dread prote&ion of the altar——

Ofn. Erethen, by Heavens! I would ¢ devoutly fhave
¢ My holy fcalp,” tura whining monk myfelf, '
And pray inceflant for the tyrant’s fafety,———
What! How ! becaufe an infolent invader,

A fucrilegious tyrant, ¢ in contempt

¢ Of all thofe nobleft rights, which to maintain

¢ Is man’s peculiar pride,” demands my wife;

¢ That I fhall thus betray the common caufe

¢ Of human kind.” .

What! Jball I tamely yield her up,

Even in the manner you propofe ¢——Oh, then

T were
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I were fupremely vile! degraded! fham’d !
‘The fcorn of manhood ! and abhorr’d of honour !
Siff. There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child
Of reafon, of humanity and mercy,
Superior far to this punétilious demon,
“That fingly minds itfelf, and oft embroils
Vith proud barbarian niceties the world. ‘
Ofin. My lord, my lord, I cannot bropk your prudence }
It holds a pulfe unequal to my blood — : !
Unblemith'd honour is the flower of virtue!
The vivifying foul! and he who flights it,
Will leave the other dull and lifelefs drofs,
Siff. No more——=You are too warm,
Ofm. You are too cool. .
Siff.. Too cool, my lord ? I were indeed too ¢ool,
Not to refent this language, and to tell thee—
1 wifh earl Ofmend were as cool as I
To his own felfith blifs—ay, and as warm
To that of others——But of this no more=—
My daughter is thy wife ——1I gave her to thee,
And will, againft all force, maintain her thine.
But think not I will catch thy headlong paffions,
Whirl’d in a blaze of madnefs o’er the land ;
Or, till the laft exttemity compel me,
Rifque the dire means of war——The king, to-morrow,
Will fet you free ; and, if by gentle means
He does not yield my danghter to your arms,
And wed Conftantia, as the will requires,
Why then expeét me on the fide of juftice e
Let that fuffice. :
Ofm. 1t does—Forgive my heat.
- My rankled mind, by injuries inflam’d,
May be too prompt to take, and give offence. [ pott
8iff. *Tis paft—Your wrongs, I own, may well tranf-
‘The wifeft mind —But henceforth, noble Ofmond,
Do me more juftice, honour more my truth,
Nor mark me with an eye of {quint fufpicion———
¢ Thefe jars apart—You may repofe your foul
¢ On my firm faith, and unremitting friendfhip.
¢ Of that I fure have given exalted proof,
¢ And the next fun we fee fhall prove it further,)—
Return, my fon, and from your friend Goffredo -
Releafe
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Releafe your word. There try, by foft repofe,
To calm your breaft.
Ofin. Bid the vext ocean flee

Swept by the pinions of the raging Rorthe——

But your frail age, by care and toil exhaufted,

Demands the balm of all-repairing reft.
8iff. Soon as to-morrow’s dawn fhall fireak the fkies,

1, with my friends in folemn flate affembled,

Will to thé palace, and demand your freedom,

Then by calm reafon, or by higher means,

The king fhall quit his claim, and in the face

Of Sicily, my daughter fhall be yours.

Farewel. . - .
Ofm. My lord, good night. . {E£xitSiffredi.
Ofin. {After along pewfe.] I like him not

Yes—1I have mighty matter of fufpicion.

¢ *Tis plain. I fee it lurking in his breaft,

¢ He has a foolifh fondnefs for this king’———

My honour -not fafe, while here my wife

Remain —=—Who knows but he this very night

May bear herto fome contvent, as he mention’d——

‘The king too—tho’ I finother’d up my rage,

1 mark’d it well—will fet me free to-morrow.

Why not to-night ? He has fome dark defign——

Heavens, he has !~——I am abus’d moft grofsly ; -
ade the-vile tool of this old ftatefian’s fchemes ;

¢ Marry’d to one—ay, and he knew it---one

* Who loves young Tantred ! Hence her fwooning, tears,.

¢ And all her foft diftrefs, when fhe difgrac’d me, --

¢ By bafely giving her perfidious hand

¢ Without her heart---Heil and perdition ! this,

¢ This is the perfidy !---This is the fell,

¢ The keen, envenom’d, exquifite difgrace, .

¢ Which, toa man of honour, even exceeds

¢ The falfhood of the perfon---But I new

¢ Will roufe me from the poor tame letharygy,

¢ By my believing fondnefs caft upon me.’

. I will not wait his crawling timid motiens,

¢ Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morrow ’

¢ Has promis’d to purfue. No! ere his eyes :

¢ Shall open on to-morrow’s orient beam,’”

I will convince him that earl Ofmond never W
L as

-,
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Was form’d to be his dupe---¢ I know full well

¢ Th’ important weight and danger of the deed :

¢ But to a man, whom greater dangers prefs,

¢ Driven to the brink of infamy and horror,

¢ Rafhnefs itfelf, and utter defperation,

¢ Arethe beft prudence.’---I will bear her off

‘This night, and lodge her in a place of fafety

I have a trufty band that waits not far. :
Hence! let me lofe no time---One rapid moment
Should ardent form, atonce, and execute

A bold defign---"Tis fix’d---¢ "Tis done !---Yes, then,
¢ When I havefeiz'd the Prize of love and hanour,

¢ And with a friend fecur’d her; to the caftle

¢ I will repair, and claim Goffredo’s promife

¢ To rife with all his garrifon---My friends

¢ With braveimpatience wait.’ - The mine is laid,
And only wants my kindling touch to fpring. [Ex. Ofm.

SCENE, Sigifmunda’s aparement. _
[Tounder,
Enter Sigifmunda and Laura.
Lax. Heavens! ’tis a fearful night !
*  8ig. Ah! the black rage
Of midnight tempeft, or th’ afluring finiles
Of radiant morn, are equal all to me.
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaft,
The feat of ftupid woe !---Leave me, my Laura.
Kind reft, perhaps, may hufh my woes a little---
Oh, for that quiet fleep that knows no morning !
Las. Madam, indeed I know not how to go.
Indulge my fondnefs---Let me watch a while
By your fad bed, till thefe dread hours fhall pafs.
Sig. Alas! what is the toil of elements, [Thender.
This idle perturbation: of the fky,
To what I feel within ?---Oh, that the fires
Of pitying Heaven would point their fury here !
Good night, my deareft Laura. -
Lau. Oh, I know not
What this oppreffion means---But tis with pain, .
With tears; I can perfuade myfelf to leave you e - .
Well then---Good night, my deareft Sigifmunda. [Exiz,
Sig. -And am 1 then alone ?---The moft undone, -
F . Moft .

J
.
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Moft wretched being now beneath the cope -
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world——
I faid I did not fear—Ah, me! I feel
A fhivering horror run thro” all my powers !
Oh, I am nought but tumukt; fears and weaknefs !
And yet how idle fear when hope is.gone, _
Gone, gone for ever{—Oh, thou gentle fcene

[ Looking towards ber bede:
Of {weet repofe, where by th’ oblivious draught
Of each fad toilfome day, to peace reftdr’d, '
Unhappy mortals lofe their woes awhile,
Thou haft no peace for me !—What fhall I do?
How pafs this dreadful night, fo big with terror ?~—
Here, with the midnight fhades, here will I fi, - ,

: [Sitting down.

A prey to dire defpair, and ceafelefs weep
The hours away—Blefs me—1 heard a noife
. [Starting up.
No—I .miftook—Nothing but filence reigns
Aud awful midnight roung—eAggin !—Oh, Heavens !
My lord the king !

Enter Tancred,
Tan. Be not alarm’d, my love! ' :
Sig. My royal lord, why at this midnight hour,
How came you hithet ? -
Tax. By that fecret way
My love ¢ontriv’d, ‘when we, in happier days,
Us'd to dévote thefe hours, fo much in vain,
To vows of love and everlafting friendfhip.
Sig. Why will you thus perl%ﬁ to add new flings’
To her diftrefs, whonever can be thine ?
Oh, flyme! fly! you know—
*qan 1 know too much.
Oh, how 1 could reproach thee, Sigifmunda!
Pour out my injur’d foul in juft complaints :
But now the time-permits not, thefe fwift moments—
told thee how thy father’s artifice
orc’d me to feem perfidious in thy eyes. ,
¢ Ah, fatal blindnefs! not to have obferv’d
* The mingled pangs of rage and love that fhook mie :
¢ When b}r my cruel pubhc fituation :
¢ Compell’d, T only feign’d confent, to gain
¢ ‘A fittle time, and more fecure thee mine.’

Eer
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Fer fince---a dreadful interval of care,

My thoughts have been employ’d, not without hope,

How to defeat Siffredi’s barbarous purpofe.

But thy credulity has ruin’dall, .

‘Thy rafh, thy wild---Fknow not what to name it———

Oh, it has prov’d the giddy hopes of man

To be delufion all, and fickening folly ! , :
Sig. Ah, generous Tancred ! ah, thy truth deftroys me !

Yes, yes, 'tis I, ’tis I alone am falfe !

My hafty rage, join’d to mj' tame fubmiffion,

More than the moft exalted filial duty

€ould e’er demand, has dafh’d eur cup of fate

‘With bitternefs unequal’d---But, alas! :

‘What are thy woes to mine ?---to-mine ! juft Heaven!

Now is thy turn of vengéance---hate, renounce me! .

Oh, leave mie fo the fate I'well deferve,

To fink in hopelefs mifery !—-at leaft,

‘Try to forget the worthlels Sigifmunda !
Fan. Forget'thee!' No! Theu art:my foul idlelf !

T have no thought, no hope,- nowith but thee ! .

¢ Even this ropented injury, the fears, .

¢ That rouze me all to mﬁncfs, at the thought

¢ Of lofing-thee, the whole colletted pains _

¢ Of my.full heart, ferve'but to make thee dearer.”

Ah, how, forget thee !—Much muft be forgot,

Ere Tancred can forget his Sigifmunda'! .- .
Sig. Butyou, mylord, muft make that great effort. -

an. Can Sigifmunda make it ? .

Sig. Ah, I know not

With what'fuccefs—But.all that feeble woman

And love-entangled reafon can_perform, L

I, to the utmoft, will exert to doit. S _
¢ Zan. Fear not—"Tis done !—If thau canft form the

thought, ,

¢ Succefs is fure—I am forgot already. - o R
¢ Sig. Ah, Tancred ! —But, my lord, yefpe& me more.:

¢ Think who I am—What.can you now mgofci o
¢ Jan. To %him the plighted vows which heaven has:

heard, . .

¢ To vindicate the rights of holy love L

¢ By faith and honour bound, 'to which compar’d -~

¢ Thefe empty-forms, wl%ch have enfnar’d thy-hand, - .

L2 o

Are
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¢ Are impious guile, abufe, and profanation —
¢ Nay, asa king, whofe high prerogative
¢ By this unlicens’d marriage is affronted, -
¢ Tobid the laws themfelves pronounce it void.
¢ Sig. Honour, my lord, is much too proud to cateh
¢ At every flender twig of nice diftinétions. ' .
¢ Thefe for th’ unfeeling vulgar may do well :
¢ But thofe, whofe fouls are by the nicer rule
¢ Of virtuous delicacy nobly fway’d,
¢ Stand at another bar than that of laws.
¢ Then ceafe to urge me---Since I am not born
¢ To that exalted fate to be your queen——
¢ Or, yet a dearer name——to be your wife ! aeme—
¢ Iam the wife of an illuftrious lor
¢ Of your own princely blood ; and what I am,
¢ I wll with proper dignity remain.
¢ Retire, my royal lord---There is no means
¢ 'To cure the wounds this fatal day has given.
¢ We meet no more .
9an. Oh, barbarous Sigifmunda ! :
And canft thou talk thus adily # tlius treat m
With fuch unpitying, unrelenting rigour ?
Poor is the love, that rather than give up
A little pride, a little formal pride, -
The breath of vanity, can bear to fee
‘The man, whofe heart was once fo dear to thine,
By many a tender vow fo mix’d together, '
A prey to anguifh, fury ahd diftrattion !
Thou cantt not furely make me fuch a wretch,
Thou canft not, Sigifmunda !-.-Yet relent,
Oh, fave us yet !---Rodolpho, with my guards,
Waits in the garden---Let us feize the moments
We ne’er may have again—W ith more than power
I will affert thee mine, with faireft honour.
The world fhall even approve ; each honeft bofom
SwellPd with a kindred joy to fee us happy. .
Sig. The world approve ! What is the world to me ?
The confcious mind 1s its own awful world,——
And mine is fix'd---Difirefi me then no more ;
Not all the beart can plead, (axd it, alas,
Pleads but too much)
¢ And yet, perhaps, if thou wert not a king,
¢ Iknow
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¢ ['know not, Tancred, what I might have done,
¢ Then, then, my condudt, fanQiiy'd by love,
¢ Could not be deem’d, by the fevereft judge,
¢ The mean effect of intereft or ambition.
¢ But now not all my partial heart can plead,’
Shall ever fhake th’ unalterable ditates _
That tyrannize my breail.
~ ax. *Tis well --No more-.--
I yield me tomy fate---Yes, yes inhuman!
Since thy barbarian heart is fteel’d by pride,
Shut up to love and pity, here-behold me
Gaft on the ground, avileand abject wretch !
Lot to all cares, all dignities, all duties !
Herewill I grow, breathe out my faithful fowd, .
Here at thy feet---Death; death alone fhall part ug !

Sig. Have you then vowld to drive me to perdition 2
What can I more ?---Yes, . Tancred! once again - . .
T will forget the dignity my ftatien- N
Commands me to fuftain---for the laft ‘tine .
Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, noduty, -
Can ever root thee from my haplefsbofom.
Oh, leaveme! fly me! were it but in pity !.-v
To fee what once we tenderly have lov’d,
Cut off from every hope---cut off for ever !
Is pain thy generofity fhould {pare me.
Then rife, my lord; andif you truly love mes -
If you refpect my honour; nay, my peace;.
Retire! for though th’ emotions of my heart
Can ne’er alarm my virtue; yet, alas!
They tear it fo, they pierce. it with fuch anguifh.-. -
Qh, ’tis too much !---I cannot bear the confliét !

Enter Ofmond. :

Of. Turn, tyrant, turn! and anfwer to my honour, .
For this thy bafe infufferable outrage !

Tan. Infolent traitor ! think not to efcape. :
Thyfelf my vengeance ! [They fight. Ofmiond falls.

Sig. Help, here! Help !---Oh, heavens!.

[Threwing benfelf dowon by him.

Alis, my lord, what meant your headlong rage ?
‘That faith, ,which I this day, upon the altar,
T you devoted, is unblemifh’d, pure

As
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As veftal truth ; was refolutely yours,
Beyond the power of aught on earth to fhake it. -

Of. Perfidiovs woman! die! [Shortening' bis’
Savord, be plunges it into ber breafl.] and to the grave !
Attend a hufband, yet but half aveng’d ! '

Zan. Oh, horror ! horror! execrable villain'!

Of. And, tyrant ! thou !---Thou fhalt not o’er my tomb-
Exult---"Tis well---'Tis great !---I die content !---[ Dies, _

_ Enter Rodolpho, andLaura. :

Tan. [Throwing bimfelf doon by Sigifmunda.] Quick !

here ! bringaid !---¢ All in Palermobring = °
¢ Whofe fkill can fave her !’---Ah, that gentle bofom
Pours faft the ftreams of life. : :

Sig. Allaid is vain, ) :
I feel the powerful hand of death upon me--- .
But, Oh! it fheds a fweetnefs through my fate, -

That I am thine again; and without blame
May in m{ Tancred’s arms refign my foul !

9an. Oh, death is in that voice ! fo gently mild,
So fadly fweet, - as mixes even with mine S
The tears of hovering angels {---Mine agaii ! ——
And is it thus the cruel fates have join’d us?

Are thefe the horrid nuptials they prepare

For love like ours ?---¢ Is virtue thus rewarded ?

¢ Let not my impious rage accufe juft heav'n !

¢ Thou, Tancred, thow, haft murdered Sigifmunda!
¢ That furious man was but the tool of fate,

¢ I, I, the caufe!---But I will do thee juftice

¢ On this deaf heart! that to thy tender wifdom

¢ Refus’d an ear’---Yes, death fhall foen unite us.

Sig. Live, live, my Tancred !---Let my death fuffice-
To expiate all that may have been amifs, )
May it appeafe the fates, avert their fury -

From thy propitious reign! ¢ Meantime, of me

¢ Andof thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee,

¢ Toguard our friends, and make thy people happy---*

Enter Siffvedi fix’d in afionifbment and griecf. .

My father }——Oh, how fhall I lift my eyes

To thee, my finking father! '
Sif. Awful heaven! :

I am chaftis’d——My deareft child }——s

. Sig.
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Sig. Wheream I?
A fearful darknefs clofes all around—
My friends ! We needs muft part---I.muft obey
“Th’ impetuous call—Farewel, my Laura! ¢ cherifh
¢ My poor affliGted father’s age---Redolpho, -
¢ Now is the time to warch th’ unhappy king, .
¢ With all the care and tendernefs of fr};endﬂxip.’—— R
Oh, my dear father, bow’d beneath the weight =~ . ,
Of age and grief---the victim even of virtue, o
Receive my laft adieu !---Where art thou, Tancred ? -
Give me thy hand---But, ah,---it cannot fave me .
From the dire king of terrors, whofe cold power
Creeps o’er my heart——Oh !

Zan. How thefe pangs diftract me ! -
Oh, lift thy gracious eyes ;——Thou leav’ft me then.!
Thou leav’ft me, Sigifmunda! :

Sig. ¢ Yet a moment— o
¢ Ihad, my Tancred, fomething more to fay
¢ Yes——but thy love and tendernefs for me,
¢ Sure makes it needlefs---Harbour no refentment
¢ Againft my father; venerate-his zeal, :
¢ That a&ed from a principle of goodnefs,
¢ From faithful love ta thee---Live, and maintain’ "
¢ My innocence imbalin’d, with holieft care °
¢ Preferve my fpotlefs memory !* Oh I die——
Eternal Mercy take my trembling foul ! '

Oh, ’tis the only fting of death to part -
* From thofe we love---from thee--~farewel, my Tancred ¥

[Dies.
Tan. Thusthen! : a
. . [Flying to his faword, is beld by Rodolpho..
Rod. Hold, hold, my lord!---Have you forgot. .
Your Sigifmunda’s laft requeft already ?
_ Tan. Off! fet me free! Think not to bind me down,
With barbarous friendthip, to the rack of life!
What hand can fhut the thoufand thoufand gates,
Which death ftill opens to the woes of mortals ?---
¢ I fhall find means---No power in earth or heaven
¢ Can force me to endure the hateful light,
¢ Thus robb’d of all that lent it joy and fweetnefs !*
Off, traitors, off! or my diftratted foul : W'll
‘ 1
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‘Will burft indignant from this jail of mature,
‘To whiere fhe beckons yonder---No, mill feraph';
Point not to life——T cannot linger here, _
Cut off from thee, the miferable pity, T
‘The fecorn of human kind !——A trampled king I .
¢ Who let his mean poor-hearted love, one moment,.
¢ To coward prudence ftoop ; who made it not, - )
¢ The firft undoubting attion of hisreign,. . .
¢ To fnatch thee to his throne, and there to fhield thee,,
¢ Thy helple(s bofom, from a ruffian’s fury !’
©h, fhame !" Oh, agony! Oh, the fell ftings
Of late, of vain reéxntance !——Ha, my brain
Is allon fire! a wild abyfs of thought !"
Th’ infernal world difclofes ! See! behold him !’
Lo! with fierce fniiles be fhakes the bloody fteel,
And mocks my feeble tears.---Hence, quickly, hence!'
Spurn his vile carcafs ! give it to the dogs !
fe it to the winds:and fcreaming ravens !’
¢ &) hurl it down that fiery fleep to heH, .
¢ There with his foul to tofs in flames for-ever:’.
Ah, impotence of rage !
Rod. Preferve bim, beaven !
Fan. What am 1I? Where ?:
Sad,. filent, all ?---The forms of dumb defpair, .
Around fome mournful tomb.---What do I fee ?
This foft abode of innocencc and love
‘Turn’d to the houfe of death ! a place of horror!— .
Ah, that poorcorfe! pale! pale! deform’d with murder?!
Ii that my Sigifmunda? ~ [Throws bimfelf down by ber..
Sif. [After a{zbetic pafe, looking on. the frene befare.
bim.] HaveIlivd -
To thefe: enfeebled years, by heavénreferv’dy
‘To be 4 dreadful ' monument of ‘juftice P ——
Rodolpho, raife the king, and bear him hence -
From this diftralting fcene of ‘blood and death..
¢ Alas, I dare not give him my affiftance’;
¢ My care would only more enflame his rage.
¢ Behold the fatal work of my dark hand,
¢ That by rude force the paffions would command, .
¢ That ruthlefs fought to root them from the breat ;
¢ They may be rul’d, but will not be oppreft.’
i ' ©~ " Taught
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Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature firay,
And the great ties of focial life betray';

Ne’er with your children a& a tyrant’s part :

*Tis yoursto guide, not violate the heart.

Ye vainly wife, who o’er mankind prefide, )
Behold my rightedus woes, and drop your pride ;
Keep virtue’s fimple path before your eyes,

Nor think from evil good can everrife.”

Exp of the Firrn Acr,

?

6y
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RAMM’D to the thraat moith avbolefome moral A
Alasy poor auvdience ! gau bave bad enough, ,
Was ever baplefs bexgine.of @ play :
In fuch a pitcous plight .as.eurs to-day ¥
Was ever woman fo.by lave.betrayd?
. Match’d avith two bifbavds, .and yes—rdié -a maid..
But blz.‘s me !—boldm—avhat fonnds.are thefe Ihear I
1 fee the Tragic Mufe. herfelf .appear. ;
‘Fheback-fcene opens, and difcevers a romantic Sylvarr.
landfcape ; - from which the Tragic Mufe advances
flowly to mufic, and fpeaksthe following lines

Hence avith your flippant epilogue, that tries
To wipe the virtuous tfffﬁoft Bgritilb eyes ;
That dares my moral, tragic feene frqfaxx
With firains—at beft, unfuiting, light and wvain.
Hence from the pure unfully’d beams that-play
In yon fair eyes avbere wirtue fbines---Away !
Britons, to you from.chafle Caffadian groves,
Where duvell the tender,. oft unbagpy loves;.
Where fbades of beroes raam, each mighty-name,.
MAnd court my aid to rife again tofame ; .
o you I come, tofreedost’s nobleft feat,
And in Britannia fix my laft retreat.
In Greace and Rome, I watch’d the public aveal'’s:
The purple tyrant trembled at mgy fleel =
Nor did Llefs O'er private forrows reign,
And rmend the melting heart with fofter pain.
On France and You then rofe my brightning flar,,
With ficial ray---The arts are ne’er at aar.
©b, as your fire and genius fironger blaze,
As yours are generous freedom’s bolder lays, .
Let not the Gallic tafle leave yours bebind ;.
In decent manners and inlife refin’d ;
Banifb the motly mode, to tag loav verfe,
The langhing ballad to the mournfid berft.
When thro” frve ails your bearts have learn'd to glow;,
Fouch'd with the facred force of boneft woe; \
Ob, keep the dear impreffion on your breaft,
Nor idiy lofe it for a wretched jeft..

€PN
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T O
.Sk JOHN EYLES, BarT.

. Member of Parliament for,.and Alderman of the
City of LonNpow, and Sub-Governor of the
‘SouTH-SEA Company.- '

Sig,

_IF tragiixoctry be, as Mr. Dryden has fomewhiere faidy
the moit excellent and moft ufeful kind of writing;
the more extenfively ufeful the moral of any tragedy 1s,.
the more excellent that piece muft be of its kind. :

I hope I fhall not be thought to infinuate, that this,.
to which I have prefumed to prefix your name, is-fuch ::
that depends on its fitne(s to anfwer the end of tragedy,
the exciting of the paffions, in order to the corretting: -
fuch of them as are criminal, either in their nature, or-
.through their excefs. Whether the following fcenes do
this in any tolerable degree, is,. with the deference that
becomes one who would not be. thought vain, fubmitted
to your candour and impartial judgment,

_What I would infer is this, I think, evident truth;
that tragedy is fo far from lofing its dignity by being ae-
commodated to the circumftances. of the generality of
mankind, that it is more truly auguit, in proportion to the
extent of its influence, and the numbers that are proper-
ly affeCted by it: . as it is more truly great to be the in-
ftrument ofy good to many who ftand in need of our af-
fiftance, than to a very fmall part of that number.

If princes, &c. were alone liable to misforgunes arifing
from vice or weaknefs in themnfclves or others, there
Az would
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would be good reafon for confining the charadters intra-
" gedy to thofe of fuperior rank ; but fince the contrary is
evident, nothing can be more reafonable than to propor-
tion the remedy to the difeafe. :

I am far from denying, that tragedies founded on any.
inftru@tive and extraordinary events in hiftory, or well-
invented fables, where the perfons introduced are of the
higheft rank, are without their ufe, even to the bulk of the
awdience. The ftrong contraft between a Tamerlane and
a Bajazet may have its weight with an unfteady people,
and contribute to the fixing of them in the intereft of 2
prince of the charaler of the former; when thro’ theix
own levity, or the arts of defigning men, they are ren-
dered fattious and uneafy, though they have the higheft
reafon to be fatisfied. The fentiments and example of 2
Cato may infpire his fpetators with a juft fenfe of the
value of liberty, when they fee that honeft patrior pre-
fer death to an cbligation from a tyrant, who would fa-
crifice the conftitution of his country, and the libérties of
mankind, to hisambition or revenge. I have attempted,
indeed, to enlarge the province of the graver kind of

-poetry, and fhould be glad to fee it carricf on-by fome
abler hand. Plays founded on moral tales in private life
may be of-admirable u'e, by carrying cenvittion to the
mind with fuch irrefiftible force as to engage slt the fi-
culties and powers of the foul in the caufe of virtue, by
ftifling vice in its firt principles. They who imagine
this to be too much to be atttibuted to tragedy, muft be
ftrangers to the energy of that noble fpecies of poetry.
Shakefpeare, who has given fuch amazing proofs of his
genius, in that as well as in comedy, in his Hamlet has
the following lines :

Had ke the motive and the caufe for paffion -

That I have, he ewould drown the flage avith tears,
And cleave the gen’ral ear with horrid fpeech :
Make mad the guilty, and appall the free,

Confound the ign’rant, and amaze indeed

The wery faculty of eves and ears.

And fartker, in the fame Speech 3
Doe
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* D bbard that guilty creatures at @ play
Hawe, by the ve:y cunning of the fcene,
Been _fo firuck to tie foul, that prefently
They bave proclaim’d their malefaltions.

- Predigious ! yet ftrictly juft. But I fhall not take up -
.your valuable time with my remarks : only give me leave
Juit to obferve, that he feems fo firmly perfuaded of the
-power of,a well-written. piece to produce the-effet here.
afcribed to it, as to make Hamlet venture his foul on the
event, and rather truft that, than a meflenger from the
gther world, tho’ it affumed, as. he exprefles it, his ndble.
Father’s form, and aflured him, that it was his Spirizy. I°l].°
Jbave, fays Hamlet, groxnds more relative; .

the plqy’.v"tbe thing,
Wherein I’ll catch the confcience of the Kings

Such plays are the beft-anfivgfs to them who deny the -
lawfulnefs of the ftage.

Confidering the novelty of this attempt, I thought ir.
would be expected from me to fay fomething in its ex~
cufe; and I was unwilling to lofe the opportunity of fay- .
ing fomething of the ufefulnefs of tragedy in gencral, and .
what.may be resfonably expelted trom the farther im--

.-provement of. this excellent kind of poetry. .

S1R; ‘

1 hope you will'not think I :have faid too much of an .
art, a mean {pecimen of which I am ambitious enough to
recommend to your.favour and prote&ion.. A mind,
confcious of fuperior worth, as much defpifes flattery, as
it.is above it.-. Had I found in myfelf an 1nclination to fo .
‘contemptible a vice, 1 fhould not have chofen Sir Joun .
Exvues for my patren.  And indeed the beft wr.tten pa..
negyrick, tho’ ftri¢tly true, mutft place you in.a light,
much inferior to that in which you have long been fixed .

« by the love and efteem of your feliow citizens, whofe
choice of you for cne of their reprefentatives in parlia- .
ment, has fufficiently declared their fenfe of your merit, .
Nor hath the knowledge of your worth been confined to .
the city : the propiietors in the South-Sea company, in .

C A which ,
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which are included numbers of perfons as confiderable for
their rank, fortune, and underftanding, as any in the king-~
dom, gave the greateft proof of their confidence in your
capacity and probity, by choofing you fub-governor of.
their company, at a time whea their affairs were in the
utmoft confufion, and their properties in the greateft dan-
er. Neither is the court infenfible of your importance.
fhall not, therefore, attempt a character fo well known,
xor pretend to add any thing to a reputation fo well efta-

blifhed. C
Whatever others may think of a dedication, wherein
there is fo much faid of other things, and fo little of the
perfon to whom it is addrefled, I have reafon to believe
that you will the more eafily pardon it upon that very
gccount. s

~Tam,
SIR,
Your moft obedient,

Humble fervant,

Gzorct LiLro,

PR O.
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PROLOGU E.

HE itragic mufe, Sublime, delights to [oave
Princes dijirefi’d, and feenes qu royal woe ;
In awful pomp, majefiic, to relate =
The fall of mations, or fome bero’s fate ;
That feepter'd chiefs may, By example, know
Tbe firange wviciffitudes of things below ;
What dangers on fecurity attend ;
How pride and cruelty in-ruinend:
Hence Providence fupreme, to know, and own
Humanity adds glory te a throne, -
In ev’ry former age, and foreign tongue,
With native grandeur thus the goddefs fung.
Upon our flage, indeed, with wilb’d fuccefs,
You’ve fometimes feen her in an bumbler drefs 3
Great only in difirefs, when fbe complains
In Southern’s, Rowe’s, or Otway’s moving frains,
The brilliant drops that fall from each bright eye,
The abfent pomsp, avith brighter gems Wj;. ’
Forgive us, then, if we attempt to fbow,
In artlefs firains, a tale of private woe.
A Lendon *Prentice ruin’d is our theme, -
Drawn from the fam’d old fong that bears bis name,
We bope your tafle is not fo bigh to fiorn '
A moral tale cficem’d ere you were born ;
Which for a century of roliing years,
Has filPd a thoufand thoufand eves with tears.
If thoughtlefs youth to warn, and fbame the age
From wice deftructive, well becomes the flage ;
If this example innocence infure,
Prevent our guilt, or by reflection cure, ;
If Miliwood’s dreadful crimes, and fad defpair,
Commend the wirtue of the good and fair ;
Tho' art be wanting, and our numbers fail,

Indulgeth’ attempt, in juflice to the tale.

DR A«
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GEORGE BARNWELL.

#,* Tbe lines diflinguifhed by inverted comas are cmitted in the Repre-
Jentationy and thefe printed in ltalics are the additions ofp the
Theatre.

ACT 1,
SCENE, aroom in Thorowgood’s boufe.
Enter Thorowgood and Trueman.

. TRUEMAN.
IR, the packet from Genoaisarmv’d. [Giwes letters,
- Thor. Heavenbe prais’d! The ftorm that threatened
our royal miftrefs, pure religion, liberty, and laws, is
fora time diverted. The haughty and revengeful Spa-
niard, difappointed of the loan on which he depenxd
from Genoa, muft now attend the flow returns of wealth
. from his new world, to fupply his empty coffers, ere he
can execute his propos’d invafion of our happy ifland.
By this means, time is gain’d to make fuch preparations
on our part, as may, heav’n concyrring, prevent his
malice, or turn the meditated mifchief on himfelf.
7r. He muft be infenfible indeed, whois not affeéted
when the fafety of his country is concerned. Sir, may
I know by what means ?——If I am too bold —
9hor. Your curiofity is laudable; and I gratify it
with the greater pleafure, becaufe from thence you may
learn, how honeft merchants, as fuch, may fometimes
contribute to the fafety of their country, as they do at
all times to its happinefs; that if hereafter you fhould
be tempted to any action that has the appearance of vice
) ’ or
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or meannefs in it, upon refle®ing on the dignity of our
rofeffion, you may, with honeft fcorn, reje& whatever
1s unworthy of it.

7r. Should Barnwell, or I, who have the benefit of
your example, by our ill condu¢t bring any impuratien
on that honourable nane, we muft be ‘left without ex-
cufe.

Tho. You compliment, young man. [Trueman docvus
refpefully ] Nay, 1 am not oftended. As the name of
merchant never degrades the gentleman, fo by no means
does it exclude him ; only take heed not to purchafe the
charalter of complaifant at the expence of your fince-
rity.---But to aniwer your queftion : The bank of Ge-
‘noa had agreed, at an exceffive intereft, and on good fe-
curity, to advance the king of Spain a fum of money
fufficient to equip his vaft Armada ; of which our peer-
lefs Elizabeth (more than in name the mother of her
people) . being well inform’d, fent Walfingham, her wife
and faithful fecretary, to confult the merchants of this
loyal city ; whoall agreed todiret their feveral agents
to influence, if poflible, the Genoefe to break their con-
tra&t with the Spanith court. ’Tis done, the ftate and
bank of Genoa having maturely weigh’d, and rightly
judgedof their true intereft, prefer the friendfhip of the
merchants of London to that of the monarch, who
proudly ftiles himfelf king of both Indies.

7r. Happy fuccefs of prodent counfels! What an ex-
pence of blood and treafure is here faved! ¢ Excellent ..
¢ :}ueen; O, how unlike thofe princes, who make the *
< danger of foreign enemies a pretence w opprefs their
¢ fubjedls by taxes great, and grievous to be borne! .

¢ Tho. Notfoour gracious queen ! whofe richeft ex-
¢ chequer is her people’s love, as their happinefs her
¢ greateft glory.

~ ¢ Tr. On thefe terms to defend us, is to make our pre-
4 teCtion a benefic worthy her who confers it, and well
¢ worth our acceptance.” Sir, have you any commands
for me at this time ? : .

Tho. Only look carefully over the files, to fee whethe
‘there are any trade(men’s bills unpaid ; if there are,
fend and difcharge ’em. We muft not les artificers lofe

. their
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their time, fo ufeful to the public and their families, in
unneceflary attendance. : [Exit Trueman,

Enter Maria. ]
Well, Marig, have you given orders for the entertains
ment? I would have it in fome meafure worthy the
guefts. Let there be plenty, and of the beft, that the
courtiers may at leaft commend our hofpitality.

Ma. Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your well.
known generofity by an ill-tim’d parfimony. '

Thor. Nay, "twasa needlefs caution: 1 have no caufe
to doubt your prudence. '

Ba. Sir, I find myfelfunfit for converfation ; I fhould
but increafe the number of the company, without adding
to their fatisfaction.

Zhor. Nay, my child, this melancholy muft not-be
indulged.. ,

Ma. Company will but increafe it: I wifth you would
difpenfe with my abfence. Solitude beft fuits my prefent

temper, . )

Y?);. You are not infenfible, that it is chiefly on your
account thefe noble lords do me the honour fo frequently
to grace my board. Should you be abfent, the difap-
pointment may make them repentof their condefcenfion,

- and think their labour loft. .

Ma. He that fhall think his time or honour loft in
vifiting you, can fet no real value on your duughter’s
company, whofe only merit is, that fke is yours. The
man of quality wha choofes to converfe with a gentleman
and merchant of your worth and charaéter, may conter
honour by fo doing, but helofes none.’ '

Thor. Corre, come, Maria, 1 need not tell you, that
a young gentleman may prefer your converfation to mine,
and yer 1ntend me no difrepet atall ; for though he may
lofe no honourin my company, ’tis very natural for him
to expet mo'e p'cafurein yours I remember the time
when the company of the greateft and wifeft man 1n the
kingdom would Fave been infipid and tirefome to me,
if it had deprived me of an opportunity of enjoying
your mother’s. R .

Ma. Your’s, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; for
generous minds know no pleafure in fociety but where
’tis mutual,

’ Yl’”t
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Tbor. Thou knoweft I have no heir, no child, but
thee; the fruits of many years fuccefsful induftry muft
all be thine. Now it would give me pleafure, great as
m{ love, to fee on whom you will beftow it. 1 am daily
folicited by men of the greateft rank and merit for leave
to addrefs you; but I have hitherto declined it, in ho;es’
that, by obfervation, I flould learn which way your in-
clination tends; for, as I know love to beeflential to
happinefs in the marriage ftate, I had rather my approba-
tion thould confirm your choice than diret it.

Ma. Whatcanl fay ? How fhall I anfwer, as I ought,
this tendernefs, {fo uncommon even in the beft of parents ?
But you are without example; yet, had you been lefs
indulgent, I had been moft wretched. That I look on
the croud of courtiers that vifit here, with equal efteem,
but equal indifference, you have obferved, and I muft
needs confefs ;- yet, hm{ you aflerted your authority,
and infifted on a parent’s right to be obey’d, I had fub-
mitted, and to my duty facrificed my peace.

Thor. From your perfeét obedience in every other in-
ftance, I feared as much ; and therefore would leave you
without a bias in an affair wherein your happinefs is fo
immediately concerned.

Ma. Whether from a want of-that juft ambition that
would become your daughter, or from fome other caufe,
T knownot; but 1 find high birth and titles don’t recom-
mend the man who owns them, to my affc&tions.

Thor. 1 would not that they fhould, unlefs his merit
recommends him more. A noble birth and fortune,
though they make not a bad man good, yet they are a
real advantage to a worthy one, and place his virtues in
the faireft light.

Ma. 1 cannot anfwer for my iaclinations; but they
fhall ever be fubmitted to your wifdom and authority.
And as you will not compel me to marry where I cannot
love, love fhall never make me act contrary to my duty.
Sir, have I your permiffion to retire ?

Fhor. I’ll fee you to your chamber. { Exeunt.

SCENE, a room in Millwood’s houfe

Enter Millwood azd Lucy.
M. How do I look to-day, Lucy?
3 L’:’c
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Leey. Oh, killingly, Madam! A little more red, and
you’ll be irrefiftible !=———But why this more than
. ordinary care of your drefs and complexion ? What new
.conquett-are you aiming at ? i
ALl A conqueft wou'd be new indeed !
. Lugp. Not to you, who make ’em every day
to me——Well ! ’"tis what ’in never to expe
tortunate as I am ——But your wit and beauty
. Mil, Firft made me a wretch, and ftill continue me fo.
en, however generous or fincere to onc another, are
all felfih hypocrites in their affairs with us, we are
no otherwife efleemed or regarded by them, butas we
. contribute to their fatisfattion.
:~ Lucy. You are certainly, Madam, on the wrong fide
in this argument. Is not the expence all theirs ? And
i am fure, it is our owa fault if we han’t our {hare of the
Ppleafure. i
© Mil. Weare but flaves to men. ,
Lucy. Nay, ’tis they that are flaves moft certainly, for
we lay them under. contribution, .
M:l. Slaves have no property ; no, not even in them-
feives: all is the vitor’s. ' '
Ly, You are ftrangely arbitrary in your principles,
Madamn. C
ALl T would have my conqueft complere, like thofe
of the Spaniards in the new world ; who firft plurdered
the natives of all the wealth they had, and then con-
demn’d the wretches to the mines for life, to work for
mnore. T, . :
Ly, Well, I fhall never approve of your {cheme of
government : I fhould think it much more poliiic, as
well as juft, to find my fubjects an eafier employment.
ML Itis a general maxim among the knowing part of
mankind, that a woman without virtue, like a man with-
out honour or honefly, is capable of any action, though
never fo vile : and yet what pains will they not tuke,
wkat arts not ufe, to feduce us from our innocence, and
-make us contemptible and wicked, even in their own
opinion? Then is it pot juft, thevillains, to their coft,
fhould find us fo?  But guilt makes them fufpicious, and
keeps them. on their guard; therefoie we can take ud-
vantage only of the yoqu_}:;pgl‘ innocent part of the ‘ez,
- " . * whe

—but
Ull=

.
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who having never injured women, apprehend no injury
from them, ‘

Lugy., Ay, they muft be young indeed !

Mil. Such a one, I think, I have found. As I have
pafftd through the city, I have often obferved him_re-
<eiving and paying confiderable fums of money; from
thence I conclude he is employed in affuirs of confe-
quence,

Lucy. Is he handfome ?

Mill. Ay, ay, the ftripling is well made, and has a
- good face.

Lucy. About—

Mill. Eighteen.

Lucy. Innocent, handfome, and about eighteen! You'll
be vaftly happy. Why, if you manage well, you may
keep him to yourfelf thefe two or three years. :

Mil. If 1 manage well, I fhall have done with him
much fooner, Having long hada defign on him, and
meeting him yefterday, I made a full , and gazing
wifhfully on his face, afk’d his name. "He blufh’d, an
bowing very low, anfwer’d, George Barnwell. I begg’d
his pardon for the freedom I had taken, and told him,
that he was the perfon I had long wifh'd to fee, and to
whom I had an affair of importance to communicate at a
proper time and place. He named a tavern ; I talked of
honour and reputation, and invited him to my houfe.
He fwallowed the bait, promifed to come, and this is the
time I expe@ him, [Knocking at the door.] Somebody
knocks——D’ye hear; I am at home to nobody to-day
but him, [Exi¢t Lucy.] Lefs affairs muft give way to
thofe of more confequence; and I am ftrangely miftaken
if this does not prove of great importance to me, and
him too, before I have done with him. Now after
what manner fhall I receive him? Let me confider
‘What manner of perfonam I toreceive ? He is youug,
innocent, and bafthfnls; therefore I muft take care not o
put him out of countenance atfirft. ¢ But then, if I
¢ bave any fkill in phyfiognomy, he is amorous; and
¢ with a litle affiftance will foon get the better of his
¢ modefty,’ I’ll e’en truft to nature, who does wonders
in thefe matters. ¢ If to feem what oncis not, in order
¢ to be the better lik'd for what one really is ; if to fpeak

3 - ¢one
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¢ one thing, and mean the diret contrary, be art in &
¢ woman —I know nothing of nature.” :

Enter Barnwell, bowing wery low, Lucy at a diffance.
Ml Sir, the furprife and joy ! _

Barn. Madam !

Mil. This isTuch a favour ! —= [Advancing.
Barn. Pardon me, Madam ! -
M:l. So unhop’d for! ) [ Still edvances.

[Barnwell falutes ber, and retires in confuffon.
To fee you here Excufe the confufion ——m—
Barn. 1 fear I am too bold
Mil. Alas, Sir, I may juitly apprehend you think me
fo. Pleafe, Sir, to fit. Iam as much at a lofs how to
receive this honour as I ought, as Iam furprized at your
goodnefs in conferring, it.

Barn, 1 theught you had expefted me: I promifed to
come. . .
M;l. Thatis the more furprifing; few men are fuch

religious obfervers of their word.
. Barr. All, whoare honeft, are,

Ml Toone another; but we fimple women are fel-
dom thought of confequence enough to gain a place in
their remembrance.

. [Laying ber hand en bis, -as by accident,

Barn. Her diforder is fo great, fhe don’t perceive fhe
has lsid her hand on mine. Heav'ns! how fhe trembles !
‘What can this mean ? , [ 4pde.

Mill. The intereft I bave in all that relates to you,
(the reafon'of which you fhall know hereafter) excites
sy curiofity ; and were I fure you would pardon my pre-
fumption, I fhould defir¢ to know your real fentiments
on a very particular fubje&t. _

Bars. Madam, you may command my poor thoughts
on any fubjet. I have none that I would conceal,

Mil, Youll think me bold.

Barn. No, indeed.

Mil. W hat then are your thoughts of love ?

Bars. If you mean the love of women, I have not
thought of itat all. My youth and circumftances make’
fuch thoughts improper in me yet. But if you' mean
the general love we owe to maakind, I think no one has
mare of it in his temper I;han myfelf. I don®t know that

"Bz

perfon
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perfon in the world, whofe happinef(s I don’t wifh," and
wouw’dn’t promote, were it in my power. ‘In an cfpetnat )
marner | léve my uncle, and my mafler; but above all,
my ftriend.

4. You havea friend, then, whom you lovc ?

" Barn. Ashedoes e, ﬁncerc}y

Dil He is, no doubt, often blefs’d wnh your como
pnny and converfation.

Barn, We live in one houfe, and both ferve the fame
worthy merchant., )

Mii. Happy, happy youth! Whoe’er thou art, I en-

thee, ¢ and {o muit all, who fee and know this youth.’

hat have I loft, b bemg form’d a woman ! I hate my:
fex, my felf. Had 1been a man, I might, perhaps,
have been as happy in your friendfhip, as he who now,
€njoys-it is : -bat as it is Oh'! :

Barn. 1 never obferv’d woman before; or thls ns,
fure, the moft beautiful of her fex. [Aﬁdc.] You feem- :
difordered, Madaum—May I know the caufe ?

Bl Do not afk me——I can never fpeak it, what-
ever is the caufe. I with for things impoffible. I would
tie » fervant, bound to the fame maﬁer, to lnvc in one
houfe with you. !

Barr. How firange, and yet how. kmd her words
and attions are! And the effeét they have on me is as
firange. - I feel-defires I never knew before. * I'muft bel
gone, while I have power to 8o [4fde.] - Madam, I
humbly take iy leave.

M. Yowwill not, fure, leave me fo foon ! ! A

Barn. Indeed I muft.

Mil. You cansot be fo cruel! I have prepar’d a poor
fupper, at which I promis’d myfelf your company. ’

Barn. I am forry' I muft refufe the honour you de-
figned me: bot my duty to my mafter calls me hence..
1 never yet negleCted his fervice. ~ He is fo gentle, and fo
good a mafter, that fhould I wrong him, though he
mxght forgive me, I fhould never forgive myfelf, *

“Mil. Am I refufed by the firft man, the fecond favour
T ever ftoop’d to to atk ? Go then, thou proud hard--
hearted -youth ; :but know, you are the only man that

-could be found; who would let me fue twice for gmter-
faveurs.. _ -
K . Rarn.
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‘Barn. What fhall I do! How fhall I go, or ftay!
Mil. Yet do not, donot leave me. I with my fex’s
ride would meet your fcorn ; but when I look upon you,
when I behold thofe eyes—OQOh ! fpare my tongue, and
let my blufhes—this flood of tears too, that will force its-
way, declare—what woman’s modefty thould hide.

Barn. Oh, Heavens ! fhe loves me, worthlefs as I am.
Her looks, herwords, her flowing tears confefs it. And
can I leave her then ? Oh, never, never! Madam, dry
up your tears : you fhall command me always ; I will:
ftay here for ever; if you would have me.

Luey. So: fhe has wheedled him out of his virtue of:
obedience already, - and will firip him of all the reft, one
after another, till fhe has left him as few as herladythip,
or myfelf. o

M;i. Now you are kind, indeed; but I mean not to
detain you always: I would have you fhake off all flavith
obedience to your mafter; but you may ferve him fill,

: Laucy. Serve him {hill! Ay, or he'll have no opportu-

‘;? of fingering his cath ; and then he’ll not ferve your

end, I’ll be fworn. [Afide.
Eunter Blunt.

Blunt. Madam, fupper’s on the table. .

-~ Mill. Come, Sir, you'll excu% all defeds, My
thoughts were too much employed on my gueft to obferve -
the entertainment. [Exeunt Barnwell and Millwood.
Blunt. What! is all this preparation, this elegant fup-
per, variety of wines, and mufic, for the entertainment
of that young fellow ? ' .
Lxcy. So it feems. .
. Bhuxt. How ! is our miftrefs turned fool at laft ? She's
in love with him, I fuppofe.
Lucy. 1 fuppofe not. Bue fhe defigns to make him in-
bvewith“l;er‘, if ‘lht;x can, by that? H fc ade
Blunt. What will fhe get by that? He feems r
and can’t be fuppos’d to have much . %
Lucy. But his mafter has, and that’s the fame thing,
as the’ll manage it..
- Biuwt. 1don’tlike this fooling with a handfome young
fellow ; while. fhe’s. endeavouring to ‘enfoare him, the

mybecaughthetfdﬁ. B, L
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Luy. Nay, were fhe like me, that would certainly ‘be
the confequence ; for, I confefs, there is fomething in
youth and innocence that moves me mightily.

. Blunt. Yes, fodoes the fmoothnefs and plumpnefs of
a partridge move a rmghty defire in the hawk to be the de-
firuétion of it.

Lugy, Why, birds are their prey, and men are ours ;
though, as you obferved, we are fometimes caught our-.
felves, But that, I dzu'e fay, will never be the cafe of
our miftrefs.

Blunt. | with it may prove fo; for you know we all
depend upon her. Should the mﬁeaway her time- with

2 young fellow that there’s nothing to be got by, we
muit-all ftarve..

Lagy. Theres no danger of that; for I am fure fhe
has no view in this aﬁ'alrﬁ\t interett.

Blunt. Well and what hopes are there of fuccefs im

that ?

- Lwcy. The moft proxmﬁng that can be. *Tis true the .

youth has his fcruples; bur fhe’ll foon teach him ta

anfwer them, by flifling ‘his confcience.. Oh, the lad is -

- ina bopeful way, d¢épead uponlti: [Exeunt,
 SCENE diaws, and diftovers Barnwell ard Millwood az
S %r‘ An entertainment of; muﬁc and, ﬁngmg. .ﬁfﬁn}w
which t/Jy come foravard. ‘
Bam. What can I anfiver ? . All that I know 1s, that
you are fair, and Iam miferable. .

Mil. We are. ‘both fo, and yet the fault is in our- )

felves. .
¢ Barn.. Ta .€afe our pu'cfent anguith by plunging Tntb

uilt, is to buy a moment’s pleafure with an age of .
8 AP? m

L le 1 fhould have theught 'the joys-of love as I

as they are great; if ours prove ot.herwxfe, *tis ybur m-}ﬂ :

Acopﬁancy ‘muit make them fo.

Barn. The law of heav’n- will riot be revers'd and that e

requires us to.govern our paifions.
.Mil. To giveus fenfe of bmmy and deﬁres, and yet.

i

A

'.'1

farbid us to tafte:and be happy,. 'is .a cruelty td_mlmre. "

Have we paflians only to torment us ? 1
- Bars Tohear you talk, thoughdrgthé tagifeof Vlce;

‘.::

“inow‘ ‘

‘aze upon your beauty, N your hand, * ‘and {ee your’

LIS

«
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* fhow white bofom heave and fall,’ inflames my wifhes ;
my pulfe beats high, ¢ my fenfes all arein a hurry,” ard
I am on the rack of wild defire,—— Yet, for a_ moment’s
guilty pleafure, fhall I lofe my innocence, my peace of
mind, and hopes of folid happineis ?
M. Chimeras all ! '
Barn. I would not yet muft on——
¢ Reluétant thus the merchant quits his eafe,
¢ And trufls to rocks and fands, and ftormy feas ;
¢ In hopes fomne unknown golden caait to find, -
¢ Commits himfelf, though doubtful, to the wind.
¢ Longs much for joys to come — yet mourns thofe
left behind.’™ -
A, Along with me and prove
No joys like woman-kind, no heav’nlike love.
o ) [Exennt,

ENp of the Figst Acr.v

ACT I - '
SCENE, & room in Thorowgood’s boy/e.
) Enter Barnwell,

L

‘ .. - BARNWELL. B

OW firange -are all things round me! Like fome
l I thiefiwho treads forbidden ground, and fain would
lurk unfeen, ,fearful I enter each apartment of this well-
known houfe. To guilty love, as if that were too little,
already have.I added breach of truft————A thief!
Can I know myfelf that wretched thing, and
look my hopeft friend anid - injured mafter ini the face ?
‘Though hypocrify - may a while conceal ::{y g, at
length it will be kaows,' and-public frame and ruin muft
enfue. In the olean-time, what muft be my life? Ever
to fpeak a lyngusmge foreign to'my heart; hourly to add
to the number. of.;my" crimésy n order to conceal ’em.
Sure fuch was the condition 6f the grand apoftate, when
firft he loft his purity. Like mé, -gfifcopfolaie’," he wan-
dered ; and while yet in heaven, bore al} his future heﬁ
about him, .- B

Lo PR RS Enter
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Enter Trueman,
7r. Barnwell, Oh, how I rejoice to fee you fafe ! So
will our mafter and his gentle daughter; who, during
your abfence, often inquired after you.
Barn. Would #e were gone ! His officious love will
pry into the fecrets of my foul. [ Afade.
7r. Unlefs you knew the pain the whole family has
felt on your account, you can’t conceive how much you
are belov’d. But why thus cold and filent? When iy
heart is full of joy for your return, why do you tirn
away ; why thus avoid me ? What have 1 done? Howam
1 altered fince you faw me laft? Or rather, what hive
you don€; and why are you thus chang’d? for I am fill
the fame. = : :
Barn. Whathave I done, indeed! - [Afede.
9r. Notfpeak ! nor look upon me !
' Barn. By my face he will difcoverall I would conceal ;
methinks alteady I begin to hate him. ‘ [.dﬁe.
" Tr. 1 cannot bear this ufage from a friend ; one whoni
till now I ever found fo loving ; whom yet I love ; tho®
this pnkipdnefs ftrikes at the root of friendfhip, and
ight deftroy it in any breaft but mine, ‘ i
grn. 1 am not well. [Turning to bim.] Sleep has
beena ftranger to thefe eyes fince you beheld them laft.
Tr. Heavy they look indeed, and fwoln with tears;
—=now they overflow. Rightly did my fympathizing
heart forebode laft night, when thou waft abfent, fome-
thing fatal to our peace. o
Barn, Your friendthip engages you too far. My
troubles, whate’er they are, are mine alone: you have
no intereft in them, nor ought your concern for me to
to’ give you a moment’s pain. . _
%‘r.' ou “fpeak as if you knew of friendfhip nothing
but the name. Before I faw your grief, I felt it.
¢ Since we parted laft I have flept no more than you, but
¢ penfivein my chamber fat alone, and {pent the tedious
¢ night in withes for your fafety and return;’ ¢’en now,
though igtiorant of the caufe, your forrow wounds me to.
the heart. : - .
Barn. *Twill not be always thus. Friendfhip and al
engagements ceafe, as circumitances and occafions “?hc;l
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and fince you ouce may hate mée, perhaps it ‘might be

better for us both that now you loved me lefs. -

. Sufe I butdream ! Without a caufe would Barn-
well ufe me.thus? Ungenerous and ungrateful youth;
farewel 3 I fhall endeavour to follow your -advice.
[Going.] Yet ftay, perhaps, I am too rath, and angry ~
when the caufe demands compaflion. - Some -unforeieen -
calamity may have befallen him too great to bear.

Barn. What part am | reduced to act? ’Tis vile and
bafe to move his temper thus,. the beft of friends and
men. . : '

77 1 am to blame ; pr'ythee forgive.me, Barnwell:
Try to compofe your .rufied mind; and-let me: know
the caufe that thus tranfports you from yourfelf; my
friendly countel may reftore your peace. s ’
. Barn. All thatis poffible for man to do for man, your
generous fricndfhip may effe(t; but here even. that’s in
vaimn. . . - oo -

7r. Scmething dreadful is labeuring in your breaft}
Oh, give it vent, and let me fhare your grief; ’twill eafe

‘our pain, fhould. it admit no cure, apd-make it lightee
i;y the part I bear. o S

Barr. Vain fuppofition ! my woes increafe by bteing -
obferved ; fhould the caufe be known, they would exceed
all bounds. . S

77, So well I kpow thy honeft heart, guilt cannot
harbour there. . ) . x

- Barn. Oh, torture infupportable ! .. [Afide.

77. Then why am I excluded ? Have I.a thought I
would conceal from you? : -
- Barn, 1f fhill you urge me on this hated fubje&, I’}
pever enter more beneath this roof, nor fee your face
apan, L o N - :

v, "Tis ftrange<—but I have done, fay but you
hate me not, ]

RBarn. Hate you! I am not that monfter yet.

Tr. Shall aur friendfhip ftill continue ? . .

Farn, 1’s a blefling I never was warthy of, yet now,
muft ftand on terms; and but upon conditions can con~
firm it.

- Tr. What are they ? .

Barn, Never hereafter, though you fhould wonder at

my
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my condu&, defire to know more than I am wilfing te
reveal.

gr. 'Tis hard; but upon any conditions I muft be

your friend.
Barz. Then, as much as ong, loft to himfelf can be
another’s, I am your’s. [Embracing.

9r. Be ever fo, and may heaven reftore your peace !
¢ Barn. Will yeiterday retum ? We have heard the
¢ glorious fun, that till then inceffant roll’d, once fopp’d
¢ his rapid courfe, and once went back. Thedead have
¢ rifen, and parched rocks pour’d forth a liquid ftreame
¢ to quench a people’s thirlt. The fea divided, and
¢ form’d walls of water, while a whole nation pafs’d in'
¢ fafety through its fandy bofom. Hungry lions have
* refus’d their prey ; and men unhurt have walk’d amidit
¢ confuming flames; but never yet did time, once paft,
¢ return. :
¢ 9r. Though the continued chain of time has never
¢ once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muft
¢ keep on its courfe, till loft in eternity, it ends where
¢ jtfirft began; yet as heaven can repair whatever evils
¢ time tan bring upon us, we ought never to defpais.”
But bufinefs requires our aitendance; bufinefs the
youth’s beft prefervative from ill, as idlenefs his worft of
fnares. Willyou go with me ? .
Bara. 1'll take alittle time to reflet on what has fa
and follow you. [Exit Trueman.] I might have trufted
Trueman, and engdged him to apply to my uncle to
repair the wrong I have done my mafter; but what of
Millwood ? ¢ Muft I expofe her too ? Ungenerous and:
¢ bafe! Then heaven requires it not. But heaven re-
¢ quires that I forfake her. What! never to fee her
¢ more ? Does heaven require that ? I hope I may fee
¢ her, and heaven not be offended. Prefumptuous hope !
4 Dearly already have I proved my frailty. Should L
¢ once more tempt heaven, I may be left to fall, never
¢ to rife again. Yet’, fhall I leave her, for ever leave
her, and not let her know the caufe? She who loves
me with fuch 2 boundiefs paffion ! Can cruelty be duty &
I judge of what fhe then muft feel, by what I now ea=
dure, The love of life, and fear of thame, oppofed by
inclination ftrong as death or fhame, like wind and tidein

ragiog.
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fraging conflict met, when neither can prevail, keep mo
in doubt. How then can I determine ?
Entcr Thorowgood.

Thor. Without a caufe affign’d, or notice given, to
abfent yourfelf laft night was a fault, young man, and I
came to chide you - for it, but hope I am prevented..
‘That modeft bluth, the confufion fo vifible in your face,
fpeak grief and fhame. When we have offended heaven,
it requires nomore; and fhall man, who needs himfelf
to be forgiven, be harder to appeafe? It my pardon
or love be of moment to your peace, look up fecure of
both, ‘

Barn. This goodnefs has o’ercome me. [Afde.] Oh,
Sir, you know not the nature and extent of my oftence;
and { fhould abufe your miftaken bounty to receive it.
Though I had rather dic than fpeak my thame ; though
racks could not have forced the guilty fecret from my
‘breaft, your kindefs has.- :

Thor.” Enough, enough, whate’er it be; this concern
thews you’re convinced, and I am fatisfied. How pain-
ful is the fenfe of guilt to an ingenuous mind? Some

outhful folly, which it were prudent not to inquire
into. ¢ When we confider the frail condition of huma-
¢ nity, it may raife our pity, not our wonder, that youth
¢ thould go aftray ; when reafon, weak at the beft, op:
4 fed to inclination, fcarce formed, and wholly unaffifted
¢ by experience, faintly contends, or willingly becomes
.¢ the flave of fenfe. The ftate of youth is much to be
¢ deplored, and the more fo, becaufe they fee it not;
¢ being then to danger moft expofed, when they are
¢ leaft prepared for their defence.’ [ 4fde.

Barn. 1t will be known, and you'll recal your pardon
and abhor me.

Thor. 1 never will, Yet be ufpon your guard in this
gay thoughtle(s feafon of your life ; ¢ when the fenfe of
¢ pleafure’s quick, and patlions high, the voluptucus
¢ appetites, raging and fierce, demand the ftrongeft
& curb; take heed of arelapfe :* when vice becomes ha-
bitual, the very power of leaving it is loft,

Barn. Hear me, on my knees, confefs——= :

Thor. Not a fyllable more upon this fibjedt; it were
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not mercy but cruelty, to hear what muft give you fuch
torment to reveal.

Barn. This generofity amazes and diftralts me.

Thor. This remorfe makes thee dearer to-me than if
thou hudft never offended. Whatever is your fault, of
this I am certain, ’rwas harder for you to offend, than
me to pardon. [Exi+T horowgood‘

Barn. Villain! thlam! Villain ! bafely to wrong fo
excellent a man. - Should I again return to folly ? ——
Detefted thought !'—But what of Millwood then ? ——
W h) , I renounce her ; 1 give her up The ftrug-
gle’s over, and virtue has prevailed. Reafon may con-
vince, but gmntude compels. This unlooked for gene-
rofity has fav’d me from deftrudtion. [Going.
. Enter a footman. . -
~ Foot. Sir, two ladies from your uncle in the country
defire tofee you. .

Barn. \Who fhould they be. [Af dc] Tell them I'll
wait upon ’em.

Barn. Methinks I dread to fee ’em Now
every thing alarms me. Guilt, what a coward
hait thou made me !

SCENE, another room in Thorowgood’s boufe. -

Enter Millwood, Lucy, and a Footman.

Foot. Ladies, he’ll wait upon you iinmediately.

. Milz "Iis very well. -Ithank you,  [Euxit Foot.
Eater Barnwell, N

Barn. Confuffon ! Millwood ! .

MLl That angry look tells me, that here Iam an’un
welcome gueft ; 1 feared as much 5 the unhappy are 1o
every where. -

Barr. Will nothing but my utter ruin content you ?

Mil. Unkind and cruel! Loft nyfelf, your happinefs
is now my only care,

Barn. How did you gain admiffion ?

Mil. Saying we were defired by your uncle to vi ﬁr,
and deliver a meffage to you, we were received by the
family without 1ulpmun, and with mmuch refpect cons
ducted here. %

" Barr. Why did you come at all? o
: M_JVI:’I. I never fhail trouble you more. I'm coine te
‘take
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take my leave for ever. Such is the malice of my fate:
I go hopelefs, defpairing evér to return. This hour is
all I have left: one fhort houris all I have to beftow
«on love and- you, for whom I thought the longett life too
thort.

Barn. Then we are met to part for ever ?

Mil. Ttmuft be fo.  Yet think not that time or ab-
fence fhall ever put a period to my grief, or make me
love you lefs. Tho' 1 muft leave you, yet condemn
me not. :

Barn. Condemn you! No, 1 approve your refolution,
and rejoice to hear 1t; ’tis juft 'tis neceffary,——
‘I have well weigh'd and found it fo. ,

Lucy. I am atraid the young man has more fenfe than
the thought he had. [ Afde.

Barn, Before you came, I had determin'd never to fee

‘vou more.
M:l, Confufion ! [ Afide.
Lucy. Ay, weare all out; thisis a turn fo unexpeéted,
‘that I fhall make nothing of my part; they muft e’en play
the fcene betwixt themfelves. [ Afde.

Mil. *Twas fome relief to think, tho’ abfent, you
would love me ftill ; but to find, ¢ tho’ fortune had been
¢ indulgent, that you, more cruel and inconftant,’ yox had
refolved to caft me off——This, as I never could expedt,
I have not learnt to bear.

Barn. 1 am forry to hear you blame me in a refolu-
tion that fo well becomes us both.

M:l. 1 have reafon for what I do, but you have none.

Barn. Can we want a reafon for parting, who have fa
many to with we never had met ? ‘

M;l. Look on me, Barnwell. Am [ deform’d or old,
that fatiety fo foon fucceeds enjoyment? Nay, look.
again ; am I not the whom yefterday you thought the
faireft and the kindeft of her fex ; whofe hand, trembling
with ecftafy, you prefs’d and moulded thus, while on my
eyes you §azed with fuch delight, as if defire increafed by
being fed ¢

Barn. No more ; let me repent my former follies, if

flible, without remembring what they were.

S Mil Why ?
Barn. Such is my frailty, that ’tis dangerous.
Mil. Where is the dang(e:r, fince we are to part?

Barn,
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Barn. The thought of that already is too painful.

Mil. If it be painful to part, then I may hope, at leaft,
you do not hate me ?

Barn, No——no—1I never faid I did
my heart!

Mil. Perhaps you pity me ?

Barn. 1 dof;’—},—l c{)(:t-};—lndeed 1 do.

Mil. You'll think upon me ?

Barn. Doubt it not, while I can think atall.

Mil. Youmay judge an embrace at parting too great
.a favour—though it would be the laft. [ He draws back.
-Alook fhall then fuffice—<Farewel——tfor ever.

[ Exexnt Millwood and Lucy.

Barn. If to refolve to fuffer be to conquer,——1I have
conquer’d————Painful victory !

Re-enter Millwood and Lucy.

Mil. One thing I had forgot ; —~——1 never muft re-
turn to my own houfe again. This I thought proper to
let you know, left your mind fhould change, and you
fhould feek in vain to find me there. Forgive me this
{econd intrufion ; I only camme to give you this cautios,
and that, perhaps, was needlefs.

Barn, I hopeitwas; yet it is kind, and I muft thank
you for it. :

Mil. My friend, your arm, [To Lucy.] Now, I am
gone for ever. [Going.

Barn. One thing more—Sure there’s no danger in
my knowing where you go? Ii you think otherwife—

Mil. Alas! [Weeping.

Lucy. We are right, I find ; that’s my cue. [Afide.
Ah, dear Sir! fhe’s going fhe knows not whither; but
.go the muft. :

Barn. Humanity obliges me to with you well: why
will you thus expofe yourfelf to needlefs troubles ?

Lucy, Nay, there’s no help for it : fhe muft quit the
town immediately, and the kingdom as foon as poffible.
It was no finall matter, you may be fure, that could make
her refolve to leave you, .

AMil. No more, my friend ; fince he for whofe dear fake
slone I fuffer, and am content to fuffer, is kind and pities
me ; where’er I wander, thro’ wilds and defarts be-
nighted and forlorn, that thought fhall give me comfort.

2 Bara.

Oh,
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Barn. For my fake!——Oh, tell me how, which
way am I fo curs’d to bring fuch ruin on thee ?

Mil. No matter ; Iam contented with my lot.

Barn. Leave me not in this incertainty. -

Mil. 1 have faid too much. -

Barn. How, how am I the caufe of your undoing ?

31, To know it will but encreafe your troubles.

Barn. My troubles can’t be greater than they are.

Lxcy. Well, well, Sir, if the won’t fatisfy you, I will.

Barz. 1 am bound to you beyond expretfion.

* Mil, Remember, Sir, that I defired you not to hear it.
" Bara. Begin, and eafe my racking expeétation.

Luey. Why, you muft know, my lady here was an
only child, and her parents dying while fhe was young,
left her and her fortune (no inconfiderable ene, I affure
you) to the care of a gentleman who has 2 good eftate of
his owh. " '

Mil. Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enough ; but
what are riches when compar’d to love ? -

Lucy. For awhile he perform’d the office of a faithfut
glardian, fettled her in a houfe, hir’d her fervants.
ut you have feen in what manner fhe liv’d, fo I need

fay no more of that,

Ml How 1 fhall live hereafter, Heaven knows }

Lucy. Allthings went on as one could with; till fome-
time ago, his wife dying, he fell violently in love with his.
charge, and would fain have marry’d her. Now the man
is neither old nor ugly, but a good perfonable fort of a
man, but I don’t know how it was, the could never en-
dure him. In fhort, her ill ufage fo provoked him, that
he brought in an account of his executorfhip, wherein
he makes her debtor to him,— :

Mil, A rrifle in itfelf, but more than enough to ruin -
me, whom, by this unjuft account, he had ftripp’d of all
before.

Lucy. Now, fhe having neither money nor friend, ex-
cept me, who am as unfortunate as herfelf, he compell’d:
her to pafs his account, and give bond for the fum he de-
manded; but ftill provided handfomely for her, and con-
tinued his courtfhip, till being inform’d by his fpies (tru-
ly I fufpeét fome in her own family) that you were en-
tertain’d at her houfe, and ftaid with her all night, hogy

’ C:2 - came
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camé this morning raving and ftorming Like a madmn,
talks no more of marriage,-(fo there’s no hope of making
up matters that way) but vows her ruin, unlefs the’ll al-
low him the fame favour that he fuppofes fhe granted you.

Barn. Muft fhe be ruin’d, or find her refuge in ano-
ther% arms ? :

Mil. He gave me but an hour to refolve in; that’s
happily fpent with you And pow I go—— _

"Barn. To be expos’d to all the rigours of the various

feafons ; the fummer’s parching heat, and winter’s cold ;
unhoufed, to wander, friendlefs, thro’ the unhofpitable
world, in mifery and want; attended with fear and dan-
ger, and purfued by malice and revenge. Wouldft thou

- endure all this for me, and can I do nothing, nothing,
to prevent it ?

. Lucy. *Tis really a pity there can be no way found out.

Barn. Oh, where are all my refolutions now ? . ¢ Like,
¢ early vapours, or the morning dew, chas’d by the fun’s
¢ warm beams, they’re vanifh'd and loft, as tho’ they had
¢ never been.’ ’ ) .

Lucy. Now I advifed her, Sir, to comply with the gen-
tleman ; ¢ that would net only putan end to her troubles,
¢ but make her fortune at once.’ . .

Bars. Tormenting fiend, away ! I had rather rﬁﬂ"
my, fee her perifh, than have her faved by him. I will,
myfelf, prevent her ruin, though with my own. A mo-
raent’s patience ; I’ll return immediately. _

, [Exit Barnwell.

Lxcy. "Twas well you came, or, by what I can per-.

ceive, you had loft him. .

+ Mil, That, I muit confefs, was a danger I did not
forefee ; I was only afraid he fhould have come without,
money. You know, a2 houfe of entertainment, like
mine, is not kept without expence. _ .

Lucy. That’s very true; but then you fhould be res-,
fonable in your demands ; ’tis pity to difcourage a young
man. .

Mil. Leave that to me.

Re-enter Barnwell, with a bag of money.

Barn. What am [ about to do? Now you, who
boaft your reafon all-fufficient, fuppofe yourfelves in my
gondition, and determine for me ; whether ’tis right’to

: et
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Tet her fuffer for my faults, or, by this fmall addition to
my guilt, prevent the ill effe@ts of what is paft.

Lucy. Thefe young finners think every thing ih the
ways of wickednefs fo ftrange !——But I could tell him,.
that this is nothing but what’s very common; for one’
vice as naturally begets another, as a father a fon. But
he’ll find out that himfelf, if he lives long enough.

- ' " [Afide..

Barn. Here, take this, and with it purchafe your de-
‘l_x_erancé; return to your houfe, and live in peace and

ety. !

Mil. So, I may hope to fee you there again ?

Barn. Anfwer me not, but fly, left, in the agonies of-
my remorfe, I take again what is not mine to. give, and
abandon thee to want and mifery. ‘

M:l. Say but you'll come. .

Barn. You are my fate, my Heaven or my hell ; only:
leave me now, difpefe of me hereafter as you pleafe.. -

. [ Exeunt. Millwood and Lucy.

What have I done? Were my refolutions founded:
on reafon, and fincerely made ? Why then has Heavenr
fuffer’d me to fall ? I fought not the occafion ; and if my- -
heart deceives me not, compaffion and generofity were
my motives. ¢ Is virtue inconfiftent with itfelf, or are
¢ viceandvirtueonly empty names; or do they depend-on.
¢ accidents,. beyond our power to produce, or to prevent 3
¢ wherein we have no. part, and yet muft be determined
¢ by the event ?’—But why fhould I attempt to reafon ? |
All is confufion, horror, and remorfe. I find' I am- loft,.
caft down from all my late-ereted hope, and plunged
. again in guilt, yet fcarce know how or why :

" . Such undiftinguifh’d harrors make my brain,,
Like hell, the feat.of darknefs and of pain.. .
' ' [Exin.
END of the Skconp Act. T
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SCENE, .a raom in Thierowgood’s hogfe..
Thorowgood azd Trueman difeovered (with account books)’

Sting at a table.

.¢ THoROWGOOD. o
‘. ETHINKS I would not have you only learn
¢ the method of merchandize, and pra&ife-it

¢ hereafter merely as 8 means ef getting wealth : it will:
¢ bewell worth your pains to ftudy it as a fcience, to feg
¢ how it is founded in reafor and tho™ nature of things ;
¢ how it promotes huinanity, as it has open’d, and yet
. keeps upan intercourfe between nativns, far remote,
¢ from one another in.fituation, cuftems and religios ;s
¢ promoting arts, induftry, peace, and plenty ; by mu-
., Eml benefits diffufing mutual love frem. pole to pole.
¢ Tr. Something of this I have confider'd, mgo lw}g,[
¢ by your affiftance, to extend my thoughts much far-
" ¢ ther. . I have obferv'd thofé¢ tountriés where trade is
« promoted and encouraged, do not.make difcoveries to
< deftroy, but to improve mankind by love and friend-
¢ fhip ; to tame the fierce, and polith the moft favage ; ta
¢ teach them the-advantage of honeft traffick, by taking
¢ from them, with their own confent, their ufelefs fupers
¢ fluities, and giving them, In return, what, from their
¢ ignorance in manual arts, their fituation, or fome other
¢ accident, they ftand in need of, .
¢ Thor, Tis juftly obferv’d ;- the populous eaft, luxu-
_¢ riant, abounds with glittering gems, bright pearls, aro-
¢ matic fpices, and health-reftoring drugs: the late,
¢ found weftern world’s rich earth glows with unnum-
¢ ber’d veins of gold and filver ore. On every climate,
¢ and on every country, Heaven has beftow’d fome good
¢ peculiar toitfelf. It is the induftrions merchant’s bufi-
¢ nefs to colle&t the various bleffings of each foil and cli-
¢ mate ; and, with the produét of the whole, to enrich
¢ his native country.’——Well, I have examin’d your
accounts ; they are not only juft, as I have always found
them, but regularly kept, and fairlyenter’d. Icommend
your diligence. Method in bufinefs is the fureft guide :
¢ he who neglets ir, frequently ftumbles, and always
o © ¢ wanders
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¢ wanders perplex’d, ancertaint, and in danger.’ Are
Barnwell’s accounts read{efer my infpe&ion?rHe does
not ufe to be ghe laft on thefe eccafions. ’ :
. Zr. Upon receiving your orders he retir’d, I thought
in fome confufion. I%' you pleafe, I'll go and haften him.
T hope he has not beea guilty of any neglet. .

Ther. 1’'m now going to the Exchange ; let him know:
at my return I exped ta find him ready. [ Exennt.

Enter Maria with a book.  Sits and rends. .

" Ma. How forcible is truth? The weakeft mind; in-
fpir'’d with love of that, fix’d and collefted in itfelf, with
indiffer¢nce beholds the united force of ¢arth and helt
oppofing. Such fouls are rais’d above the fenfe of pain,
or fo fupported that they regard it not. The martyt
chedply parchafes his Heaven ; fmall are his fufferings,

# his reward. Not fo the wretch who combats
ve with duty; whofe mind, weaken’d and diflolved by
the foft paflion, fechle 41id hopelefs, oppafes his 6wn de-
fires——-What is an. hour, a day, a year of pain, toa
whole life of tortures fuch as thefe ? » .
© " Enter Trueman. o
falff.'()h, Barnweli | Oh, my friend! how art thou
Mz, Ha! Bamwell ! What of him ? Speak, fay, what
of Barnwell ? . . Sy
7. *Tis #ot te beconcedl’d : I’ve mews to tell of him,
that will affli& your generous father, yourfelf, and ait
who know him. K
Ma, Defend us, Heaven !
Zr. 1 camnot fpeak it. See thete. :
: [ Freeman gives a krter, Maria reads.
¢ T know my abtence will furprize my henour’d ma-
fler and yourfelf ; and the, more, when you fhall under-
ftand, that the reafon of my withdrawing, is, my having
efbezzled pari of the cafh with which | was entrufted.
After this, ’tis needlefs to inform you, that I intend ne-
ver to return again. Though this might have been
known, by examining my accounts 3 yet to prevent that
-unneeeflary trouble, and to cut off all fruitlefs expeta-
tions of my return, L have left this from the loft
Georee.BazNwrir.”

Tre
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" 9r. Loft indeed ! Yet how he fhould be guilty of what
he there charges himfelf withal, raifes my wonder equal
to my grief. Never had youth a higher fenfe of virtue.:
Juftly he thought, and as he thought he praftifed ; ne-
ver was life more regular than his. An underftandin
uncommon at his years, an open, generous manlinefs o%‘»
temper ; his manners eafy, unaffeted, and engaging.

Ma. This, and much more you might have igaid with
truth. He was the delight of every eye, and joy of every
heart that knew him. K .

9r. Since fuch he was, and was my friend, can I fup-
port his lofs ? See, the faireft, happieft maid this weal~
thy city boafts, kindly condefcends to weep for thy un-
happy fate, poor, ruin’d Barnwell ! :

Ma. Trueman, do you think a foul fo delicate as his,
fo fenfible of thame, can e’er fubmit to live a flave to.
yice ? o '

9r. Never, never. Sowell I know him, I’m. furethis
a& of his, fo contrary to his nature, muft have been caufed
by fome unavoidable neceffity. /

Mz. Is there no means yet to preferve him?

. Tr. Oh, that there were ! but few men recover their
reputation loft, a merchant never. Neor would he, I fear;
tho’ I fhould find him, ever be brought to look his in-
jur’d mafter in the face. :

. Ma. 1 fear as much, and therefore would ncver have
my father know it. .

gr. That’s impoffible..

Mas. What’s the fum ? :

7. *Tis confiderable ; I’ve mark’d it here, to fhew i&,.
with the letter, to your father, at his return.

Ma. 1f I fhould fupply the money, could you fo dif~
pofe of that and the account, as to.conceal this unhappy
mifmanagement from my father 2 '

7r. Nothing moreeafy. But.can youintend it? Will
you fave a helplefs wretch from ruin? Oh, ’twere an at-
worthy fuch exalted virtue as Maria’s!. Sure Heaven,
in"mercy to my friend, infpired the generous thought.

. Ma. Doubt not but I would purchafe fo great a hap-
pinefs at a much dearer price. But how fhall he be found?

dr. Truft to-my diligence for that, In the mean txmlfl,1
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I’ll conceal. his abfencéfromgour father, or find fuch ex-
cufes for it, that'the réfl catife fhall nkver be fufpected.

Mz, In attempting fo fave from fhame, one whom we
hope may yet return to virtue, to Heaven, and you, the
only witmefles of this action, I appeal, whetherI do any
thing mifbecoming my fex and chara&er. '

Tr. Earth muft approve.thedeed, and Heaven, I doubt
not, will reward it. : S :

Ma. 1f Heaven fucceeds it, I am well.rewarded. A
virgin’s fame is fullied by fufpicion’s lighteft breath : and
therefore as this muft be a fecret from my father and the
world, for Barnwell’s fake, for mine, let it be fo to him.

. [Exeunte
SCENE, g room in Millwood’s boufe.
.. Enter Lucy and Blunt.

Luey. Well, what do you think of Millwood's condué®
now ? . .
Blunt. 1 own it is furprifing : T don’t know which to
admire moft, ‘her feigned or his real paffion ; tho’ I have
fometimes been afraid that her avarice. would difcover
her. But his youth and want of experience make it the
eafier-to.impofe on him. . :

Lucy. No, it is his love. - To do him juftice, notwith-
flanding his youth, he don’t want underftanding. But
you men dre much cafier impofedon in thefe affuirs, than

r vanity will allow you to believe. Let me fee the
wifeft ‘of you all as much in love with me as Barnwell i
with Milav , and Il engage to make as greata fool
of him. . . _

Biunt. And, all circumftances confidar’d, to mske as
much money of him too #

Luxgy 1 can’t anfwer for that, Her artifice, in making
him rob his mafter at firft, and the various ftratagems by
which fhe has abliged him to continue that courfe, afto-
nifh even me, who know her o well. -

Blunt. But tlifen you ‘are to confider that the money
was his mafter’s. - )

Lucy. Fhere was the difficulty of it. Had it been his
own, it had been nothing. Were the world his, fhe
might have it for a fmile. But thofe golden days are
done ; he’s ruin’d, and Millwood’s hopes of farther pro=
&ts there, are at an end, | Blens

Unhte



34 GEORGE BARNWELL.

Blunt. That’s no more than we all expeéted.

Lucy. Being call’d by his mafter to make up his ac-
counts, he was forc’d to quit his houfe and fervice, and
wifely flies to Millwood for relief and entertainment.

Blunt. 1 have not heard of this before : how did fhe
receive him?

Lucy. As you would expeét. She wonder’d what he
meant, was aftonifh’d at his impudence, and with an air
of modefty peculiar to herfelf, fwore fo heartily that fhe
never faw him before, that fhe put me out of counte-
pance. :

Blunt. That's much indeed! But how .did Barnwell
behave ?

Lucy. He grieved ; and at length, enraged at this bar-
barous treatment, was preparing to be gone ; and making
towards the door, fhew’d a fum of money, which he had
brought from his mafter’s, the laft he 1s ever likely to
have from thence. :

-Blynt. But then, Millwood ?

Lugy. Ay, the, with her ufual addrefs, returned to her
old arts of lying, fwearinz, and diflembling ; hung on his
neck, wept and {wore 'twas meant in jeft. The amorous
youth melted into tears, threw the money into her lap,
and fwore he had rather die than think her falfe. .

Blunt, Strange infatuation | L

Lwucy. But what enfued was firanger ftill. As doubts
and fears, followed by reconcilement, ever increafe love
where the paffion is fincere ; fo in.him it caus’d fo wild a
tranfport of exceflive fondnefs, fuch. joy, fuch. grief, fuch
pleafure, and fuch anguith, that nature feem’d finking:
with the weight, and his charm’d foul difpafed to.quit his
breaft for hers.  Juft then, when every paflion with law-
lefs anarchy prevail’d, and reafon was in the raging tem-
peft loft, the cruel, artful Millwood prevail'd upon the
wretched youth to promife what [ tremble but to
think on. _ .

Blunt, 1 am amaz’d! What can itbe? -

. Luey. You will be more fo, to hear it isto attempt the
life of his neareft relatien, and beft benefadtor.— :

Blunt. His uncle !-wham we have often heard him
fpeak of, as a gentleman of a large eflate, and fair cha-
radler, in the country where he lives ! :

.o Laugys
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Lucy. The fame. She was no fooner pofleffed of the
laft dear purchafe of his ruin ; but her avarice, infatiate
as the grave, demanded this horrid facrifice. Barnwell’s
near relation, ¢ and unfufpe@ed virtue, muft give too
¢ eafy means to feize this good man’s treafure ;’ whofe
blood muft feal the dreadful fecret, and prevent the ter-
rors of her guilty fears,

Blunt. Is it poffible fhe could perfuade him to do an
aét like that? He is by nature honeft, grateful, com-
paffionate, and generous; ¢ and tho’ his love, and her
¢ artful perfuafions, have wrought him to pra&ife what
¢ he moft abhors ; yet we all can witnefs for him, with
¢ what reluétance he has ftill complied: fo many tears
¢ he fhed o’er each offence, as might, if poffible, fanclify
< theft, and make a merit of a crime.’

Lugy. *Tis true, at the naming of the murder of his
uncle he ftarted into rage ; and, breaking from her arms,
(where fhe till then had held him with well-diffembled
love, and falfe endearments) called her cruel, montfter,
devil, and told her fhe was born for his deftru@ion. She
thought it not for her purpofe to meet his rage with her
rage, but affefted a moft paffionate fit of grief, railed at
her fate, and -curs’d her wayward flars, that ftill her
wants fhould force her to prefs him to a¢t fuch deeds, as
fhe muit needs abhor as well as he. She told him nee
ceflity had no law, and love no bounds; that therefore
he never truly lov’d, but meant, in her neceffity, to for-
fake her. Then fhe kneel'd, and fwore, that fince by his
refufal he had given her caufe to doubt his love, fhe ne-
ver would fee him more, unlefs, to prove it true, he
robb’d his uncle to fupply her wants, and murder’d him
to keep it from difcovery.

Blxnt. I am aftonithed ! What faid he ?

Lucy. Speechlefs he ftood ; but in his face you might
have read, that various paflions tore his very foul. Oft
He in anguifh threw his eyes towards Heaven, ¢ and then
¢ asoftenbent their beams onher;’ then wept and groan’d,
and ‘beat his troubled breaft ; at length, with horror not
to beexprefs’d, he cry’d, Thou curfed fair, have I not
given dreadful proofs of love ? What drew me from my
youthful innocence, and ftain’d my then unfpotted foul,

ut love? What caufed me to rob my worthy, gentle

malfter,
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mafter, but curfed love ? What makes me now a.fugitive
from his fervice, loath’d by myfelf, and fcorn’d by all the
world, but love ? What fills my eyes with tears, my foul
with torture never felt on this fide death before ¢ Why
love, love, love.! And why, above all, do I refolve (for
tearing his hear, he cried, 1 do refolve) to kill my uncle ?

Blunt. Was fhe not moved ? It makes me weep to hear
the fad relation.

Lucy. Yes—with joy, that fhe had gain'd her point.
She gave him no time to cool, but urged him to attempt
it inftantly. He’s now gone. If he performs it, and
efcapes, there’s mare money for her ; it not, he’ll ne’er
return, and then fhe’s fairly rid of him.

Biunt. *Tis time the world were rid of fuch a monfter.

Lucy. If we don’t ufe our endeavours to prevent the
murder, we are as bad as the.

Blunt. I am afraid it is too late.

Lucy. Perhaps not. Her barbarity to Barnwell makes
me hate her. We have run too great.a length with her
already. I did not think her or myfelf fo wicked, as I find,
upon reflection, we are. - :

Blunt. *Tis true, we have been all too much fo. But
there is fomething fo horrid in murder, that all other
crimes feem nothing when compared to that ; I would not
be involv’d in the guilt of it for all the world, -

Lxgy. Nor I, Heaven knows. Therefore let us clear
ourfelves, by doing all that is in our power to prevent it.
J have juft thought of a way that to me feems probable.
Will you join with me to dete this curfed defign? |

RBlunt. With all my heart. He who knows of a mur-
der intended to be committed, and does not difcover it, in
the eye of the law and reafon, is a murderer,

Lugy. Let uslofe no time; I'll acquaint you with the
particulars as we go. [Exeunt.

SCENE, a avalk at fome difiance from a country feat.

Enter Barnwell.
Barn. Adifmal gloom obfcures the face of day. Either
the fun has flipp’d behind a cloud, or journeys down the
weft of Heaven with more than common fpeed, to avoid
* the fight of what I am doom’d to aét. Since I fet forth
on this accurs'd defign, where’er I tread, methinks, th;
© foli
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- folid earth trembles beneath my feet, - Marder my uncle !
—¢ Yonder limpid ftream, whofe hoary fall has made a
¢ natural cafcade, a3 I pafs’d by, in doleful accents feem’d
¢ to murmur——murder ! The earth, the air, and water
¢ feem’d concern’d. But that’s not ftrange: the world
¢ is punifli’d, and nature feels a fhock, when Providence

¢ permits a good man’s fall. Juft Heaven! then what
¢ fhould I feel for him that was’ my father’s only brother,

-and fince his death hasbeen to me a father ; that took me

up an infant and an orphan, rear’d me with tendereft care,

and ftill indulged me with moft paternal fondnefs ¢ Yet
here I ftand his deftin’d murderer. I ftiffen with hor-
ror at my own impiety ——"Tis yet unperform’d—What
if 1 quit my bloody purpofe, and fly the place ? [Going,
sthen flops.] But whither, Ob, whither fhall [ fly?

My mafter’s once friendly doors are ever fhut againft me ;

and without money Millwood will never fee me more ;

and fhe has got fuch firm poffeflion of my heart, and go-
verns there with fuch defpotic fway, that life is not to be
endured without her. Ay, there’s the caufe of all my
fin and forrow : ’tis more than love; it is the fever of
the foul, and madnefs of defire. In vain does nature, rea-
fon, confcience, all oppofe it; the impetuous paffion
bears down all before it, and drives me on to luft, to theft
and murder. Oh, confcience! feeble guide to virtue,
thou only fhew’ft us when' we go aftray, but wanteft
power to ftop us in our courfe ! —Ha! in yonder fhad
walk I fee my uncle——He’s alone———Now for my dif-
guife. [Plucksout a vizor.]——This is his hour of pri-
vate meditation.- Thus daily he prepares his foul for

Heaven ; while I——But what have I to do with Hea- .
ven? Ha! no ftruggles, confciencelm—— .

Hence, hence remorfe, and every thought that’s goad 3.
The ftorm that luft began, muft end in blood.
: [Puts on the wizor, draws a piffol, and exita

SCENE, a clofe walk in a wood.

. Enter Uncle. )
Un. If T were fuperftitious, I fhould fear fome danger
lork’d unfcen, or death were nigh. A heavy melancholy
clouds my fpirits, My imagination is fill’d with haftly
forms of dreary graves, aiz)d bodies chang’d by ﬁeath;.'
whea
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when the pale fengthen’d vifage attralls eieh weeping
eye, and fills the mufing foul at once with grief and hor-
ror, pity and averfion. I willindulge the thought., Thé
wife man prepares himfelf for death, by making it fami<
Har w his mind. When ftrong refleétions hold the mir-
ror near, and the living in the dead behold their future
felf ; how does each inordinate paffion and defire ceafe,
or ficken at the view! The mind fcarce moves; the
bleod, curdling and chill'd, creeps flowly thro’ the veins =
fix’d, ftill, and motionlefs we fland, fo like the folemn
objedt of our thoughts, we are almoft at prefent what we
muft be hereafter j till curiofity awakes the foul, and fets
it on enquiry. : :
' Enter Geotge Barawell, ar a difiance.
Oh, Death! thou firange, myfterious power, feen every
day, yet never underftood, but by-the incommunicative
dead, what art thou ? The extenfive mind of man, that
with a thought circles the earth’s vait globe, finks to the
centre, or afcends above the ftars; that worlds exotic
finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick clouds attempts to pafs
in vain ; loft'and bewildered in the horrid gloom, defeat-
ed, fhe returns more doubtful than before, of rothing
certain but of labour loft.
[Daring this fpeech Barawell fometimes prefents the piftol,
. and draws it back again. - -
Barn. Oh, *tis impofiible !- [ Throwing dewn the piftol.
* [Undle farts, and attempts to draw bis favord.
.- Uncle. A man fo near me! arm’d and mafqu’d
- Barn, Nay, then, there’s no rétreat,
[ Plucks a poignard from bis boforn, tind fiads bim.
Uncle. Oh, I am flain! Al gracious Heaven, regard
the prayer of thy dying fervant ; blefs, with the choiceft
blefings, my deareit nephew ; forgive my murderer, and
take my fleeting foul to endlefs merey.
- [Barnwell throws off his mafk, rans to bim, and knecling &by
" bim, rtgis and chafes bim. '
Barn, Expiring faint! Oh, murder’d, martyr’d uncle !
- 1ift up your dying eyes, and view your nephew in your
murderer.——Oh, do not look fo tenderly upon me——
Let indignation lighten from your eyes, and blaft me ¢’re
you die——By Heaven, he weeps, in pity of my woes.
~—Tears, tcars, for blood——=The murder’d, in the
agonies
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gonies of death, weeps for his murderer.,——Oh, fpeak
your pious purpofe; pronounce my pardon then, and
take me with you——He would, but cannot.—Oh,
why, with fuch fond affetion, do you prefs my mur-
dering hand ? e[ Uncle fighs and dies.] ¢ What will
¢ you kifs me?’ Life that hovered on his lips but till
ke had fealed my pardon, in that figh expired. He’s
gone for ever—* and, Oh! I followe——{[Swoons away
¢ upon his ancle’s dead body.T Do I flill breathe, and
zaint with my infeCtious breath the wholefome air ? ——
ALet heaven from its high throne, in juftice or in mercy
now look down on that dear murdered faint, -and me the
murderer, and if his vengeance fpares, let pity ftrike
. and end my wretched being. Murder the worft of
crimes, and parricide the worft of murders, and this the
worft of parricides. ¢ Cain, who flands on record from
4 the birth of time, and muft to its laft final period, s
# accurfed, flow a brother favoured above him : detefted
& Nero, by another’s hand, dif,mched a mother that he
¢ feared and hated: but I, with my own hand, have
* myndered a brother, mother, father, and a friend moft
¢ loving and beloved.——This execrable a of mine is
¢ without & parallel.——Oh, may it ever fand alone,
¢ the laft of murders as it is the worft!

¢ The rich min thus, in torment and defpair,
- & Preferr’d his vain, his charitable prayer.” -

¢ The fool; his own foul loft, wou’d fg;n be wife

¢ For others sood; but heaven his {uit dentes.

¢ By laws and means well known we ftand or fall §-

< And one etemnal rule remains for all.’

Ob it ever fland alone accurf,
9. 5; 7%.?’ morders &s it-is the 'wo'{'f’.

Exp of the Tamo Act.
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ACT 1IV. : A
SCENE, a roomin Thorowgood’s baufe.
Enter Maria mecting Trueman.

: Mar1a.
‘ HOW falfly do they judge, who cenfure or app'aud,
‘ as we're afflicted or rewarded here? I know I
¢ am unhappy ; yet cannot charge myfelf with any crime,
¢ more than the common frailties of our kind, that
¢ fhould proveke juft heaven to mark me out for fuffer-
¢ ings fo uncommon and fevere. Falily to accufe our-
¢ felves, heaven muft abhor. Then it is juft and right
¢ thatinnocence fhould fuffer ; for heaven muftbe juft in
¢ all its ways. Perhaps by that we are kept from moral
¢ evils, much worfe than penal,- or more improved in
¢ virtue. Or may not the leffer ills that we fuftain be
¢ made the means of greater good to others ?  Mightal
¢ the joylefs days and fleeplefs nights that [ have paft,
¢ but purchafe peace for thee.
_ ¢ Thou dear, dear caufe of all my grief and pain ;

¢ Small were the lofs, and infinite the gain,

¢ Though to the grave in fecret love I pine,

¢ So life and fame, and happinefs were thine.’

Ma. What news of Barnwell ?

7r. None; I have fought him with the greateft dili-
gence, but all in vain. - ‘

Ma. Does my father yet fufpe the caufe of his ab-
fence ? :

Tr. All appeared fo juft and fair to him, it is not
poffible he ever fhould. But his ablence will no longer
be concealed. Your father is wife; and though he
feems to hearken to the friendly excufes I'would make
for Barnwell, yet, I am afraid he regards ’em only as
fuch, without fuffering them to influence his judg-
ment.

¢ Mar. How does the unhappy youth defeat all our
¢ defigns to ferve him ? yet I can never repent what we
¢ have done. Should he return, ’twill make his recon-
¢ ciliation with my father eafier, and preferve him from
¢ future reproach of a malicious unforgiving world.’

Eater
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o Enter Thorowgood and Lucy.
her. 'This woman here has given me a fad, and, be-
tmg fome circumi{tances, too probable an account of Bara-
well’s defettion. ~
Luy. I am ferry, Sir, that my frank confefion of -
my former unhappy courfe of life, fhould caufe you to
fufgﬁ my truth on thie occafion. ~ o
. I is not that; your confeffion has in-it aft the
appearance. of truth. Among many other pirticulars,
fie informs me, that Barnwell has been influenced to
break his truft, and wrong me at feveral times, of con-
fiderable fums of money. New as I know this to be
falfe, I would fain doubt the whale of her relation, too
dreadful to be willingly believed. . .
" Ma.- Sir, your pavdon; I find myfelfan a fuddea fo
indifpos’d that I.muft retire., ¢ Providence oppofes all
¢ attempts to fave him,” Poor ruined Barnwell | Wretch-
ed, loft Maria ! [Afde. Exit Maria.
Thor. How am I diftrefled on every fide? Picy fox
that unhappy youth, fear for the life of a much valued
friend, and then my child——the only joy and
hope of my declining life ! ——=—Her melancholy in~
creafes hourly, and gives me painful ap“:ehenhons of
her lofs—-—()ll’x, Trueman, this perfon infarms me that
your friend, at the inftigation of an impious woman, is
goneto rob and murder his venerable uncle. -
7r. Oh, execrable deed! I am blafted with the harror
1 the thought ! A ' .
Lucy. This delay may. ruin all o
Thor. What to do or think, I know nat, That he -
ever wrang’d me, I know is falfe; the reft may. be fa.
too ; there’s all my hope. oo
Z7. Truft not to that ; rather fuppofe ‘all ‘true, than
lofe 2 moment’s time. Even now the horrid deed may’
be doing—dreadful imagination ! —or it may be done,’
and we bs vainly debating on the means to prevent what
is alveady paft. - _ o o
Thor, This earneftnefs convinces me, that he knows ' .
_more than he has yet difcovered. What, ho.!' without.
there, who waits ? .

»  Enter a Servaat, ,
Order the groom to faddle the fivifteft horfe, and pre-.:
Da | pare
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pare to fet out with fpeed; an affair of life and death
demands his diligence. [ Exét Servant.] For.you, whofc
beh‘avio_ur on this occafion I have ro time to commend
as it deferves, I muft engage your further affiftance.
Return and obferve this Millwood till I come. I have
your diretions, and will follow you as foon as poffible.
[Exit Lucy.] Trueman, you, I am fure, will not be:
ulte on, this occafion. - [ Exit Thorowgood..

7r. He only who is a friend can judge of my diftrefs.. .

) [Exits
SCENE, Millwood’s Hoxfe. ;

- Enter Millwood.

Ml I with I knew the event of ‘his defign. The
attempt without fuccefs would ruin him: Well ; what'
have I to apprehend from that * I fear too much. - The.
mifchief bemng only intended, his friends, through pity-
of his youth, turn all their rage on me. I fhould have
thought of that before. Suppofe the deed done; then;
and then only, Ifhall be fecore—Or what if he returns
without attempting it at all }—. ‘

Enter Barnwell blvody.
But he is here, and I have done him wrong. His-
bloody hands fliew he has done the deed, but- fhew he
wants the prudence to conceal it..
" Barn. Yg
avoid the fwift unerring hand of juftice ?

M:H. Difmifs your fears: though thoufunds had pur-.

fued you to the door, yet being entered here, you are as
fafe as inpocence. I have a caverm, by-art fo cunningly
contrived, that the piercing eyes of jealoufy and re-
venge may fearch in vain, mor find the entrance to the-
fafe retreat. There will I hide you, if any danger’s
‘near. : : ' ,

Barn. Oh, hide me— from myfelf if it be ~poﬂible;.

for while I bear my confcience: ir my bofom; though T
were hid where man’s eye never faw,.nor light e’er

dawn’d, ’twere all in vain. For, Oh, thatinmate, that'

impartial judge, will try, convi&, and fentence me for
murder, and execute me with never-ending torments.
Behold thefe hands, all crimfoned o’er with my dear-
uncle’s blood. Here’s a fight to make a ftatue ftart with
horror, or turn a living man into 2 ftatue ¥ Ml

1 lbe

here thalt 1 hide me @ Whither fhall-I-fly, to-




GEORGE BARNWELL 45

M. Ridiculous! Then it feems you are afraid of yous:
own fhadow, or what’s lefs than a fhadow, your con-
fcience. '

Barn. Though to man unknown I did the accurfed a&,,
what can we hiﬁe from heaven’s all-feeing eye ? .

M. No more of this ftuff! What advantage have
you made of his death; or what advantage may yet be
made of it? Did you fecure the keys of his treafure,
which, no doubt, were about him ? What gold, what
jewels, or what elle of value have vou bfought me ?

Barn. Think you I added facrilege to.murder! Oh,,
had you feen him as his life flowed trom him in a crim-.
fon flood, and heard him. praying for me by the double,
name¢ of nephew and of murderer ; (alas, alas, he knew
not then, that his nephew was his murderer!) how would.
you have wifh’d, as I did, though you had a thouland
years of life to come, to have give them all to hive
lengthened his one hour. But being dead, I fled the
fight of what iny hands done; nor could I, to have

ained the empire of the warld, have violaied, by theft,,
%is facred corpfe, . ‘ .

i/, Whining, prepofterous, cantirig villain! to mur-
der your uncle, rob him of life, nature’s firtt, laft,
dear prerogative, after which. there’s no. injury, them
fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring to me,
your penury and guilt. Do you think I’ll hazard my:
reputation, nay, my life, to entertain you? e

Bara. Oh, Millwood! ——this from thee ?——But
I have done. If you hate me, if you with me dead,
then are you happy ; for, Oh, ’tis fure my grief will.
quickly end me. )

M:l, In his madnefs he will difcover all,. and involve
me in his ruin. We are ona precipice from. whence:
there’s no retreat for both. Then to preferve myfelf
[Paufés.] There is no other way.
*Tis dreadful, but refleCtion. comes too. late when dan-

er’s prefling, and there’s no room for choice, =
t muft be done. [Afide. Rings a bell, enter a fervant.]
Fetch me an officer, and feize this villain. He has
confe(s’d himfelf a murderer. Should Ilet him efcape; I
might juftly be thought as bad as he. [Exit fervant..

Bars. Oh, Millwood! fure you do not, you cannot -

mean
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mean it. Stop the meffenger; upon knees, I be
you'd eall hit:p back. "Pisg;t I d%"eo i:gcds but not bg
you. I will this inftant deliver myfelf into the hands
of juftice, indeed I will; for death is all ¥ wifh.” But
thy ingratitude fo tears my wounded foul, ’tis worfe ten
thoufand times than death with torture.

3£, Callit what you will; 1 am willing ta live, and
live fecure, which nothing but your death can warrant.

Barn. If there be a pitch of wickednefs that fets the
author beyond the reach of vengeance, you muft be
fecure. But what remains for me, buta difmal dungeon,
hard galling fetters, an awful tnal, and an ignominious
death, juftly to fall upitied and abhorreds. ¢ After
¢ death to be fufpended between heaven and earth, a
¢ dreadful fpe@tacle, the warning and horror of a gaping
¢ croud!” This I'could bear. nay, with not to avoid,
had it but come from any hand but thine. .

Enter Blunt, offcer, and attendants.

Mil. Heaven defend me! Conceal a murderer ! Here,
Sir, take this youth into your cuftody, I accufe him of
murder, and will appear to make good my charge.

: They feize himts

- Barr. 'Fo whom, of what, or how F complain #
Pt not accufe Her. The hand of heaven is in it, and
this the punifhment of luft and parricide. ¢ Yet hea-
¢ ven, that juftly cuts me off, fhll fuffers her tolive 5
¢ thaps to punith others. Tremendous mercy ! So.
¢ fiends are curs’d with -immortality” to be the execus
¢ tioners of heaven.” ° : '

Be warn'd, yeyouths, who fee my fad-defpair: -

Avoid lewd wemen, falfe as they are fair, .

¢ By reafon guided, honeft joys purfue :: Y

¢ ‘The fair to. honour, and to virtue true, }

¢ Juft to herfelf, will ne’er be falfe to-you.* ]

By my example learn to thun my fate:. - ..

How wretched is the man who's wife toalate'!).

-Ere innocence,. and fame, and life be ioft,,

Here purchafe wifdom cheaply, at my. coft.

[ Excunt Barnwell, offcer, and attendants..

Mil. Where’s Lucy ? Why is fhe abfent at fucha

time ?
o B]IM‘.‘I



GEORGE BARNWELL. 43

Blunt, Would: I had been fo too! Lucy will foon be
here; and I hope to thy contufion, thou devil !

Ml Infolent! This to me?

Blunt, The worft that we know of the devilis, that
he firft feduces to fin, and then betrays to punithment. -

[E~it Blunt,

M1, They difapprove of my condu& then, ¢ and
¢ mean to take this opportunity to fet up for themfelves’
My ruin is refolved.——I fee my danger, but
fecorn both it and them. I was not born to fall by fuch
weak inflruments. [Going.

Entcr Thorowgood.

Thor. Where is the fcandal of her own fex, and curfe
of ours? :

. Mil. What means this infolence? Whom de you
eck ?

4 bor. Millwood.

Bk, Well, you have found her then. I am Mill
wood. '

Thor. Then you are the moft impious wretch that
¢’er the fun beheld. .

Mil. From your appearance I fhould have expe&ed
wifdlom and moderation, but your manners belie your
afpect. What is your bufinefs here ? I know you not, .

Thor. Hereafter you may know me better; I am
Barnwell’s matfter. :

Mil. Then you are mafter to a villain, which, I think,
is not much to your credit,

Thor. Had he been as much above thy arts, as my
credit is fuperior to thy malice, I need not have bluthed
to own him, . . . . R

Mii. My arts! I don’t underftand you, Sir; if he hag
done amifs, what’s that to me? Was he my fervant,
or yours?  You fhould have taught him better..

{Lhor. Why fhould I wonder to find fuch uncommon
impudence in one arriv’d to fuch a height of wickednefs ?
¢ When innocence is banithed, modefty feon follows.’
Know, forcerefs, I’'m not ignorant of any of the arts
by which zou firft deceived the unwary youth. Iknow
how, ftep by ftep, you’ve led him.on, reluétant and un.
willing, from crime to. crime, to this laft horrid a&,

’ . : which
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which you contrived, and by your curfed wiles even
forced him to commit.

Mil. Ha! Lucy has got the advantage, and accufed
me firt. Unlefs I can turn the accufation, and fix it
upon her and Blunt, I am loft. [ Afde.
. Thor. Had I known your cruel defign fooner, it had
been prevented. To fee you punifhed, as the law direéts,
ds all that now remains. Poor fatisfaltion! for-he, in-
nocent as he is, compared to you, muft fuffer too. ¢ But
¢ heaven who knows our frame, and gracioufly diftin-
¢ suiihes between frailty and prefumption, will make a
¢ difference, though man cannot, who fees not the
¢ heart, butonly judges by the outward aétion.’

Mil. 1 find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our fer-
wapts. § was; furprized at' fuch ill treaunent withous
caufe from a gentleman of your appearance, and there-
fore too haftily returned it: for which'l afk your. pardon.
X now perceive you have been- fo far impafed “on, as to
think me engaged in a fermer correfpondence with yous
fervaot, and fome way or other acceffary to his undoing.

Thor. 1 charge you as the caufe, the fole caufe of all
his guilt, and all his fuffering, of all he now endures,
and muft endure, till a violent and fhameful death thall
put a dreadful period to bis life and miferies together.

. Tis very ftrange ! Butwho’s fecure frem fean-
- dal and detration? So far from contributing to his
ruin, I never fpoke to him till fince this fatal accident,
which I lament as much as you. *Tis true, I havea
fervant, on whofe aécount he hath of late frequented
my houfe. If fhe has abufed my g]de opmion- of her,
am Ito blame/ Has not Barnwell done the fame by
you ? ' .

Thor. 1 hear ; on. ‘

Mil. 1 have bey:g m’}:&ﬁ he had a violent paffion
for her, and fhe for him : but till now I always thought

it innocent. I know her poor, and given to expenfive
pleafures. Now, who can tell but the may have influ-
enced tho amorous youth to commit this murder to
fupply her extravﬁsncies. It muft be fo. I now
secoliet a2 thoufand circumflances that confirm . Ik
have her; and a2 man fervant whom I fufpe&® .as an ac-
somplice, fecured immediately. I hope, Sir, you will

lay




GEORGE BARNWELL, 4

lay afide your ill-grounded fufpicions of me, and join
¢o puni(h the real contrivers of this bloody deed,
’ [Offers 1o

Thor, Madam, you pafs not this way : I fee your tﬁ-
fign, but fhall proteét them from your malice.

M:l. 1 hope you will not ufe your influence, and the
credit of your name to fcreen fuch guilty wretches,
Confider, Sir, the wickednefs of perfuading a thought-
lefs youth to fuch a crime. .

" Thor. 1 do——and of betraying him when it was
done. ,

M;l. That which you call betraying him may con-
wvince you of my innocence. She who loves him, though
fhe contrived the murder, would never have delivered
him into the hands of juftice, as I, ftruck with horror
at his crimes, have done.

Thor. How fhould an unexperienced youth efcape her
Anares? ¢ The powerful magic of her wit and form
- might betray the wifeft to imple dotage, and fire the
¢ blood that age had froze long fince.” Even I, that .
with juft prejudice came prepared, had by her artful
ftory been deceived, but that my ftrong convition of her

uilt makes even a doubt impoffible. [ 444.] Thofe whom

ubtilly you would accufe, you know are your accufers ;
and, which proves unan{werably their innocence and
your guilt, they accufed {ou before the deed was done,
and did all that was in their power to prevent it.

Mil. Sir, you are very hard to be convinced; but I
have a proof, which, when produced, will filence all
objections, .[Exit Millwoed.
| Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, eficers, {Jc.

* Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place yourfelves, fome on one
fide of that door, am:lP fome on the other; watch her
-entrance, and aét as your prudence fhall dire& you. This
way, [7o Thorowgood.] and note her behaviour. I have
obierved her, fhe’s driven to the laft extremity, and is
forming fome defperate refolution. I guefs at her defign.

Re-enter Millwood awish a piffel, Trueman fecures ber. -

7r. Here thy power of doing mifchief ends, deceit-
ful, cruel, bloody woman ! ) ,

AMil. Fool, hypagrite, villain, man! thou canft not
call me that. -

' Tr.
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7r. To call thee woman were to wrong thy fex, thou
devil !

M;l. That imaginary being is an emblem of thy cur-
fed fex colle@ed. A mirror, wherein each particulr man
may fee his own likenefs, and that of all mankind.

hor. Think not by aggravating the faults of others
to extenuate thy own, of which the abufe of fuch un-
common perfeétions of mind and body is not the leaft.

Mil. 1f fuch I had, well may I curfe your barbarous
fex, who yobbed me of ’em ere I knew their worth ;
then left me, too late, tocount their value by their lofs.
Another and another fpoiler came, and all my.gain was
poverty and reproach. My foul difdain’d, and yet dif-
dains, dependance and contempt. Riches, no matter
by what means obtained, I faw fecured the worft of
men from both, I found it therefore neceffary to be
rich, and tqthat end I fummoned allmy arts.  You call
*em wicked, be it fo, they were fuch as my cenverfa-
tion with your fex had furnifhed me withal.

Thor. Sure none but the worft of men converfed with
thee.

Mil. Men of all degrees, and all profeffions, 1 have
known, yet found no difference, but in their feveral ca-
pacities ; all were alike wicked to the utmoft of their
power. ¢ In pride, contention, avarice, cruelty, and
¢ revenge, the reverend priefthood were my unerring
¢ guides. From fuburb magiftrates, who live by ruined
¢ reputations, as the unhofpitable natives of Cornwall do
¢_by fhipwrecks, I learned, that to charge my innocent
neighbours with my crimes, was to merit their pro-
¢ te€tion: for to fcreen the guilty is the lefs fcandalous,
¢ when many are fufpe@ted ; and detraction, like dark-
¢ nefs and death, blackens all objeéls and levels all di-
¢ ftinction. Such are your venal magiftrates, who favour
(]
13
¢

‘n

none but fuch as by their office they are fivorn: to punifh.
With them, not to be guilty is the worft of crimes, and
large fees privately paid are every ncedful virtue.
¢ Fhor. Your pradtice has fufficiently difcovered your
contempt of laws, both human and diviné ; no won-’
¢ der then that you fhould hate the officers of both.
¢ M.’ 1know you, and I hate you all ;' | expe& no
mercy, and I atk for rone ; I followed my inclinations,
and

¢
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and that the beft of you do every day. ¢ All aftions
¢ feem alike natural and indifferéit té man and beaft, who
¢ devour, or are devoured, as they meet, with others
¢ weaker or ftronger than theinfelves,

¢ Thor. What pity it is'a mind fo compreheénfive, dars
¢ ing, and inquilitive, fhould bea ftranger to religion’s
¢ fweet and powerful charmis ! , .
¢ Mil. I am not fool enough to be an atheift, though
‘T have known enctigh of men’s hypocrify to muke a,
~ thouiand fimple women fo. Whatever religion is in,
“itfelf, as practifed by mankind, it has caufed the evils
you fay it was defigned to cure. War, plague, and
famine have not deftroyed fo many of the human race,.
as this pretended piety has done ; and with fuch bar-
"barous cruelty, as if the onl‘y way to honour heaven
were to turn the prefent world into hell,
¢ Thor. Truth is truth, though from an enemy, and,
{poken in malice. You blocdy, blind, and fupertlitions
bigots, how will you anfwer this ?
¢ M:l’ What are your laws, of which you make your
boaft, but the fool’s wifdom, and the coward’s valour,.
the inftrament and fcreen of all your villanies? ~"By.
them you punifh in others 'what you a& yourfelves, or.
would have acted, had you been in their circumftances.
The judge, who condemns the poor man for being a.
thief, had been "a thief himfelf had he been poor..
‘Thus you go on deceiving and being deceived, harratling, .
plaguing, and deftroying one: another. But women are.
your univerfal prey.
Women, by whom you are, the fource of joy,
-With cruel arts you labour to deftroy :
" A thoufand ways our ruin you purfue,
. Yet blame in us thofe arts firft taught by you.
Oh, may from hence each violated maid,
By flattering, faithlefs, barb’rous man betray'd,
When robb’d of innocence, and virgin fame,
From your deftruétion raife a nobler name,
Toavenge their fex’s wrongs devote their mind,
" Aund futuse Millwoods provc to plague mankind.
) ' [Exexnt.

LI I U L T Y N
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K ACT V.
¢ SCENE, a room in a prifon.
¢ Enter Thorowgood, Blunt, and Lucy.

¢ THorROWGOOD.
* ¥ Have recommended to Barnwell a reverend divine,
¢ A whofe judgment and integrity I am well acquainted
¢ with. Nor has Millwood been negletted; but fhe,
¢ unhappy woman, ftill obftinate, réfufes his affiftance.
¢ Lucy. This pious charity to the afflited well be-
¢ comes your chara&ter; yet pardon ine, Sir, if I won-
- der you were not at their trial. :
"¢ Thor. 1 knew it was impoflible to fave him; and I
* and my family bear fo great a part in his diftrefs, that
to have been prefent would but have aggravated our
{ rrows without relieving his.
¢ Blunt. It was mournful indeed. Barnwell’s youth
_and modeft de;)ortment, as he pafled, drew tears.from
every eye. When placed at the bar, and arraigned be-
“fore the reverend judges, with many tears and inter-
rupting fobs, he confefltd and aggravated his offences,
‘without accufing, or once refleting on Millwood, the
‘fhamelefs “author of his ruin. But fhe, dauntlefs.and
unconcerned, ftood by his fide, viewing with vifible
‘pride and contempt the vaft affembly, who all with
‘fympathizing forrow wept for the wretched youth.
Millwood, when called upon to anfwer, loudly infifted
upon her innecence, and made an artful and a bold
.defence; but finding all in vain, the impartial jury
and .the learned bench concurring to find her guilty,
how did fhe curfe herfelf, poor Barnwell, us, her
judges, * all mankind. But what could that avail ?
She was -condemned, and is this day to fuffer with
him. '
¢ Thor. The time draws on. I am going to vifit
Barnwell, as you are Millwood. )
¢ Lacy. We havé not wronged her, yet I dread this in-
4 terview. She’s proud, impatienr, wrathful, and un.
¢ -forgiving. To be the branded inftruments of ven-
¢ geance, to fuffer in her fhame, and fympathize with
, . . ¢ her

L I L T T T U S N N Y NSy
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¢ her in all fhe fuffers, is the tribute we muft pay for
* our former ill-fpent lives, and long confederacy with
¢ her in wickednefs. o

¢ Thor. Happy for {{ou it ended when itdid. What
* you have done again{t Millwood [ know proceeded from
a juft abhorrence of her crimes, free from intereft,
malice, or revenge. Profelytes to virtue fhould be
encouraged ; purfue ‘your purpofed reformation, and
know me hereafter for your friend.
¢ Lncy. This is a blefling as unhoped for as unmerited,
¢ But heaven, that fnatched us from impending ruin,
¢ fure intends you as its inftrument to fecure us from
¢ apoftacy. ' )

¢+ Ther, With gratitude to impute your deliverance to
¢ heaven is juflt. Many lefs virtuoufly difpofed than
¢ Barnwell was, have never fallen in the manner he has
¢ done. May not fuch owe their fafety rather to Pro-
¢ vidence than to themfelves? With pity and compaf-
¢ fion let us judge him. Great were his faults, but
¢ ftrong was the temptation. Let his ruin teach us diffi-
¢ dence, humanity, and circumfpe&ion; for if we,
¢ who wonder at his fate, had like him been tried, likg
¢ him perhaps we had fallen.’

: SCENE, a dungeon, a table, and a lamp, Barnwell reading.

Enter Thorowgood at o diffance. :

9hor. There fee the bitrer fruits of paffion’s detefted
reign, and fenfual appetite indulged; fevere reflettions,
penitence, and tears.

Barn. My honoured, injured mafter, whofe goodnefs
has covered me a thoufand times with fhame, forgive
this laft unwilling difrefpect. Indeed I faw you not.

Thor. *Tis well; I hope you are better employed in
viewing of yourfelf; ¢ your journey’s long, your time
¢ for preparation almoft fpent.’ I fent a reverend divine
to teach you to improve it, and fhould be glad to hear
of his fuccefs. ' .

Barn. The word of truth, which he recommended
for my conftant companion in this my fad retirement, has
at'length_removed the doubts I laboured under. From
_thence I've learned the infinite extent of heavenly
mercy ; that my offences, though grear, are not unpar-

E . denable : -

* o &
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donable: and that ’tis not my intereft.only, but my -
duty, to believe and to rejoice in my hope. So.fhall
heaven receive the glory, and future penitents the proe
ft of my example, ' ,

Tbor. Proceed. ] T

Barn. *Tis wonderful that words fhould charm defpair,
fpeak peace and pardon to a murderer’s confcience ; bus
truth and mercy flow in every {entence, attended with
force and energy divine. How fhall I defcribe my pre-
fent flate of mwd? 1 hope in doubt, and trembling I
rejoice 5 1 feel my grief increafe, even as my fears give
way. Joy and gratitude now fupply more tears than the
borror and anguifh of defpair before. :
. Tbor. Thele are the genuinc figns of true repentance 3
the only preparatory, the certain way to everlaftin

ace. ¢ Oh, the joy it gives to fee a foul formed an

prepared for heaven ! For this the faithful minifler de-

¢ votes himfelf to meditation, abflinence, and prayer,
¢ fhunning the vain delights of fenfual joys, am{, daily
¢ dies, that others may live for ever. For this he turns
¢ the facred volumes o’er, and {pends his life in painful
. ¢ fearch of truth. The love of riches and the luft.of
¢ power, he looks upon with juft contempt and detefta-
¢ tion ; he only counts for wealth the fouls he wins, and
¢ his higheft ambition is to ferve mankind. If the re.
¢ ward of all his pains be to preferve .one foul from
¢ wapdering, or turn one from the error of his ways,
¢ how does he thenrejoice, and own his little labours
¢ overpaid !” - ,

Berz. What do I awe for all your generous kindpefs ?
But though I cannot, heaven can and will reward you.

Fhor. To fee thee thus, is joy too great for words.
Farewel.—— Heaven ftrengthen thee :——Farewel,

RBarn, Oh, Sir, there’s fumething | wonld fay, if my:
fod fwelling heart would give me leave.

Thor. Giveit vent a while, and try. .

Barn. 1 had a friend—tis true I am unworthy —
yst methinks your generous example might perfuade—
Could I not fee him once, betare ] go trom whence
there’s no retyrn ? : .

Thar. He’s coming, and as much thy friead as ever,
I will nat apticipate his forrow ; teo foon he’ll fee tl::

. f:
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fad effe® of this contagious ruin, This torrent of do-
meftic mifery bears too hard upon me. I muft retire to.
.indulge a weaknefs I find impoffible to overcome. [4/ide.]
Much loved and much lamented youth ! ——Fare-
wel. Heaven ftrengthen thec.—————Eternally
farewel.
RBarn. The beft of mafters and of men——Farewel,
. While 1 live let me not want your prayers,
Ther. Thou fhalt not. Thy peace being made with
heaven, death is already vanquifhed. Bear a little longer
+ the pains that attend this tranfitory life, and ceafe from
pain for ever. [ £x:t Thorowgood.
* Barn. Perhaps I fhall. I find a power within, that
bears my foul above the fears of death, and, fpite of
cenfcious {bame and guilt, gives me a tafte of pleafure
more than mortal,
Enter Trueman and Keeper,
Keep. Sir, there’s the prifoner. [Exit Keeper.
Barn. Trueman !— My friend, whom 1 fo wifhed to
fee, yet now he’s here, I dare not look upon him. -

EW}:‘)J.

97. Oh, Barnwell! Barnwell!

Barn. Mercy ! Mercy ! gracious heaven ! For death,
but not for this, I was prepared.

Tr. What have I fuftered fince I faw thee laft ! What
pain .has abfence given me ! But, Oh, to fee thee
thus ! — ——u

Barn. 1 know it is dreadful ! I feel the anguifh of
thy generous foul : But I was born to murder all
who love me. [Both aveep.

9r. 1 came not to reproach you 5 I thought to bring
{ou comfort; but I’m deceived, for I have none to give.

came to fhare thy forrow, but cannot bear my own,

Bara, My fenfe of guilt indeed you cannot know ;
*tis what the good and innocent, like you, can né’er
conceive :- but other griefs at prefent I have none, but
what 1 feel for you. In yourforrow I read you love me
flill ; but yet, methinks, ’tis ftrange, when I confider
-what I am.

7. No more of that; I can remember nothing but
thy virtues, thy honeft, tender friendfhip, ouir former
happy flate and prefent mifery. Ob, had you trufted me:
. E 3 when
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when furft the fair feducer tempted you, all might have
been prevented. :

Bars. Alas, thou knoweft nat what a wretch I've
been. Breach of friendfhip was my firft and leaft of-
fence, So far was I loft ta gaodnefs, fo dewoted to the
author of my ruin, that had fhe infifted on my mur=
dering thee, —= .1 thisk [ fhould bave
done 1t. '

9r. Pr'ythee, aggravate thy faults no mare, .

Barn. 1 think I fhould! Thus good and geperous as
you are, I fhould have murdered you! :

Tr. We bave not yet embraced, and may be inter<
rupted. Come 10 my arms. : .

arn. Never, never will I tafte fuch joys en-earth ;
never will I fo foothe my juft remorfe, Are thofs
honeft arms and faithful bofom fit to embrace asd.te
fupport a murderer ? Thefe iron fetters oply fhall clafp,
and flinty pavement bear me ;. [throwing bimfelf mtge
. ‘qu_md.% Even thefe teo goed for fuch a bloody monfter.

7r. Shall fortuge fever thofe whom friendfhip jained, ?
Thy miferies cannot lay thee fo low, but love will find
ihee. 'Here will we offerto ftemn calamity ; this place
the, altar, and ourfelves the facrifice; Our mutual groans
fhall echo to each other through the dreary vault; our
fighs-fball pumber the moments.as they pais, and ming-
ling tears cammunicate fuch. anguifh, as words were
never made to exprefs, '

Barn, Thea be it fo. [Rifing,] Since you propofo an
intercourfe of woe, pour all your griefs into my breaft,
and in exchange take mine. [ Embracing.] Where's now
the. anguith that yqu promifed ? You've taken mine,
and make me no return. Sure peacé and comfort dwell
within thefe arns, and forrow can’t approach me while
T aim here. ¢ This too is the work of heaven; which
¢ having before fpoke peace and pardon to me, now fends
¢ thee to confirm it.” Oh, take, take fome of the joy
that overflows my breaft ! :

7r. I do, T do. Almighty power! haw, haft thou
~ inade us capable to bear at once the extremes of pleafure
- and of pain, -

Eauter Ki,’q‘wr. :
Keep. Sir. ) R
Iry
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<" ¥, T come. [Exit Keeper.
Barn, Muft you leave me? Death would foon have
parted us for ever. :
- Zr. Oh, my Barmnw:ll ' there’s yer another tafk be-
hind. Again your heart muft bleed for others woes.
" Barn. To meet and pwt with you I thought was all
1 had to do on earth. What is there more for me to do or
fuffer ? .
Zr. I dread to tell thee, yet it muft be known'!
Marig————
Barn. Our mafter’s fair and virtuous daughter ? +—
- 77, The fame. . :
Bars. No mrsfortune, I hope, has reached that maid ¢
Preferve her, heaven, trom every ill, tothew mankind
thry geodneds is your cave. ) )
7r. Thy, thy misfortunes, my unhappy friend, have
veached her,, Whatever you and I have felr, and more,
if more be-poffible, fhe feels for you. o
* Barn. ¢ 1 know he doth abhor a lie, and would not
¥ triffe with his dying friend.” This is indeed the bitter-
nefs of death. ' [ Afde.
* .Fr. You muft remember (for we all obferved it) for
fome time pall, a-heavy melancholy. weighed her downl
Difeonfolate fhe féemed, and pined-andilanguifhed from a.
caufe unknown ; till, hearing of your dreadful fate, the
tong-flifled flante blazed out; ¢ fhe wepe, and wrung her
¢ hands, and tore her hair,” and in the tranfport of her
grief difcovered her own loft ftate, while fhe lamented
ours.’
4 Barn, ¢ Will all the pain I feel reftore thy eafe, loves
¢ ly unhappy maid! _[W?‘ef.fng.]"W hy did you net let
me die, and never know it? B
Fr. It was impoflible. She makes no feeret of her
paffion for you ; fhe is determined’ 10 feeyou ere you
die, and waits for me-to introduce her. _
: . [Exit Trueman.
Barn. Vain, bufy thoughts, be ftill ! Whar avails it
to think on what I might have been? 1 now am-—-
what- I’ve made myfelt. :
o Enter Trueman and Maria,
T¥. Madam, reluGant | lead you 1o this difmal fcene,
This-is the-feat-of mifery and guit, Hire-awful juitice
relerves
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referves her publick vi®tims. This is the entrance to
a fhamefuldeath.

Ma. To this fad place then no improper gueft, the
abandoned loft Maria brings defpair, and fees the fubs
je& and the caufe of all this world of woe. Silent and
motionlefs he ftands, as if his foul had quitted her
abode, and the lifelefs form alone was left behind,” ¢ yet
¢ that {o perfe@, thatbeauty and death, ever at eamity,
¢ now feem united there.’

Barn, ¢ I groan, but murmur not.” Juft heaven! I
am your own ; do with me what you pleafe.

Ma. Why are your ftreaming eyes ftill fix’d below,
as though thou’dft give the greedy earth thy forrows, and
yob me of my due ? Were happinefs within your power,.
you fhould beftow it where you pleafed; but in yous
mifery I muft and will partake. .

Barn. Oh, fay not fo, but fly, abhox, and leave me
to my fate. Confider what you are, * how vaft yous
¢ fortune, and how bright your fime. Have pity on
¢ your,youth, your beauty, and unequalled virtue ; for
¢ which fo many noble peers have fighed in vain.> Blefs
with your charms fome honourable lord. ¢ Adorn withs
¢ your beauty, and by your example improve, the Eng-
¢ lifh court, that juitly claims fuch merit:" fo fhall B
quickly be to you-————as though I had never been.

-Ma.. When I forget you, I muft be fo indeed. Rea~
fon, choice, virtue, all forbid it. Let women like
Millwood, if there are more fuch women, fipile im -
profperity, and in adverfity forfake. Be it the pride
of Jirtue to repair, or to pariake, the ruin fuch have
made.. , :

" Tr. Lovelyill-fated maid ! ¢ Was there ever fuch ge»
¢ nerous diftrefs before ! How muft this pierce his grate-
¢ ful heart, and aggravate his woes!” .

Barn, Ere 1 knew guilt or fhame, when fortune
fmiled, and when my youthful hopes were at the high-
eft; if then to have raifed my thoughts to you, had
been. prefumption in me never to have: been: pardoned,
" think how much beneath yourfelf you cordefcend to res
gard me now.

¢ Ma. Let her blufh, who proffering love, invades the
¢ freedom of your fex’s choice, and meanly fues in

. ‘ ' ¢ hopes
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¢ hopes of a rerurn.” Your inevitable fate hath rendered
¢ bope impoffible -as vain,” Then why fhould I fear to.
¢ avow 4 paffion fo juft and fo difinterefted ? ;
¢ Tr. If any fhould take occafion from Millwood’s
¢ -crimes_to'libel the beft and faireft part of thecreation,
¢ here let them fee their error. The mot diftant hopes.
¢+of ‘fuch a tender’ paffiop trem fo'bright a maid, might
¢ add to the happinefs of the moft happy, and make the
¢ greateft proud ; yet here ’tis lavifhed in vain. Though
¢ by the rich prefent the generous donor is undone, he
¢ .on whom it is beftowed receives no benefit.
. * Barn. So the aromatic fpices of theeaft, which alt
¢ the living covet and efteem, are with unavailing kinds
¢ nefs wafted on the dead.” ) :
- Ma. Yes, fruitlefs is my love, and unavailing all my
fighs and tears, Can they fave thee from approaching
deuth  ——— from fuch a death ? Ob, forrow in=
f'(%‘"“&le'-’—-—‘ Oh, terrible idea! What is her mis
¢ fery and diftrefs, who fees the firft, laft object of hex
¢ love, -for whom alone fhe'd live, for'whom fhe’d dic 3
-thoufand thoufand deaths, if it were poffible, expiring
in her arms ! Yethe is happy, when compared to me.
Ware millions of worlds mine, 1'd gladly give them in
exchange for her condition. The maft confummate -
woe i8 light o mine. The laft of curfes to other
miferable maids, is all [ afk for my relief, and that’s
denyed me. .
¢ 7r. Time and refleftion cure all ille. .
¢ Ma. AH but this. Hie dreadful cataftrophe virtue
herfelf abhors. To give a holiday to fubyrb flaves,
and paffing entertain the favage hend, who elbowing
each other for a fight, purfue and prefs upon him like
his fate ?~——A mind with piety and refolution armed
may {mile on death :——But public ignominy, ever-
lafting fhame, fhame the death of fouls, to die a thou~
fand times, and yet furvive even death itfelf in ncver-
dying infamy———1Is this to be indured ? ————
Can T who live in him, and muft each bour of my de-
voted life feel all thefe woes renewed. &n 1
¢ endure this ?
¢ Tr. Grief has fo impaired her fpirits, the pants, as

¢ ip the agonies of death.’ '

LI T ST PR N )
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Bars, Preferve her, heaven, and reflore her peace,
mor let her death be added to my crimes. [Bel 2iis.] L
am {ummoged to my fate. ,

' Enter Keeper. :

Keep. Sir, the officers attend you. Millwood is al<
ready fummoned.

Barn. Tell ’em, I'm ready. And now, my friend,
farewel. [Embracing.] Support and comfort, the beff
;ou can, this mourning tair. No more .

orget not to pray for me. [Turning to Maria.] Would
you, bright excellence, permit me the honour of a
chafte embrace, the laft happinefs this world could give
were mine. [She inclines towards h'm, they embrace.] Ex<
alted goodnefs! Oh, turn your eyes from earth and mé
to heaven, where virtue, like yours, is ever heard. Pra
for the peace of my departing foul. Early my race o
wickednefs began, and foon I reached the fummit. ¢ Ere
¢ nature has finifhed her work, and flamped me man,.
¢ juft at the time when others begin to firay, my courfe
¢ is finithed. Though fhort my fpan of life, and few
¢ my days ; yet count my crimes for years, and I have
¢ lived whole ages.’ ‘Thus juftice, in compaffion to
mankind, cuts off a wretch like me; by one fuch ex-
ample to fecure thoufands from future rdia. ¢ Jufticé
¢ and mercy are in heaven the fame: Its utmoft feve-
¢ rity is mercy to -the whole; thereby to cure man’s
¢ folly and prefumption, which elfe would render even
¢ infinite mercy vain and ineffetual.’ -

1f any yout{ like you in future times

Shall mourn my fate, tho’ he abhors my crimes,

Or tender maid like you my tale fhall hear,

And to my forrows give a pitying tear ;

‘To each fuch melting eye and throbbing heart,

* 'Would gracious heaven this benefit impart,
* Never to know my guilt, nor feel my pain,

‘Then muft you own, you ought not to complain,

Since you nor weep, nor fhall I die in vain. :

[ Exeunt Barnwell and Qfficerse

’

¢ SCENE,
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€ SCENE, the place of execution. The gallowvs and ladder
< at the farther end of the flage. A crowd of [pe&lators,
¢ Blunt azd Lucy.

. ¢ Lucy. Heavens! Whata throng!
¢ Blunt. How terrible is death when thus prepared.
¢ Lucy. Support them, heaven! thou only canft fup-
% port them ; all other help is vain.
_ Qfficer. [Within.] Make way there; make way, and
€ give the prifoners room. :
¢ Lucy. They are here. Obferve them well. How
humble and compofed young Barnwell feems; but
Millwood looks wild, ruffied with paflion, confounded
and amazed. )
Enter Barnwell, Millwood, Officers, and Executioners.
¢ Barn. See, Millwood, fee, our journey’s at an end.
. Life, like a tale that’s told, is paffed away. That
fhort, butdark and unknown paflfage, death, is all the
fpace between usand endlefs joys, or woes eternal,
¢ Mil. Is this the end of all my flactering hopes ?
 Were youth and beauty given me for a curfe, and
wifdom only to infure my ruin? They were, they
were ! Heayen, thou haft done thy worft. Or, if thou
haft in ftore fome untried plague, fomewhat that’s
worfe than thame, defpair, and death, unpitied death,
confirmed defpair, and foul-confounding fhame ; fome-
thing that men and angels can’t delcribe, and only
fiends, who bear it, can conceive ; now, pour it now
on this devoted head, that I may feel the worit thou
canft infli&, and bid defiance to thy utmoft power.
¢ Barn. Yet ere we pafs the dreadful ‘gulph of death,
¢ yet ere youwre plunged in everlafting woe, Oh, bend
¢ your ftubborn knees, and hearder heart, humbly to
$ deprecaie the wrath divine. Who knows, but heaven,
¢ in your dying moments, may beftow that grace and
¢ mercy which your life defpifed ?
¢ Mil. Why name you mercy to a wretch like me?
¢ Mercy is beyond my hoie, almoft beyond my with. 1
¢ can’t repent, nor afk to be forgiven.
¢ Bara. Oh, think what ’tis to be for ever, ever mi-
¢ ferable, nor with vain pride oppofea power, that’s able-
¢ to deftroy you.
: H
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¢ Mil. That will deftroy me: I feel it wiill, A de-
luge. of wrath is pouring, on my foul. Chainw, darks
nefs, wheels, ricks, fhatp-flinged fcorpions, molten
lead, and whole feas of fulphur, are light to ‘what I
fecl.

¢ Barn. Oh, add not to your vaft account defpair:
a fin more injurious to heaven, than all you've yet
committed.

¢ Mil. Oh, I have finned beyond the reach of mercy !
¢ Barn. Oh, fay not fa; ’ds blafphemy to think it
As yon bright roof is higher than the earth, fo and
much more does heaven’s goodnefs pafs our apprehen-

fion. Oh, what created being fhall prefume to cir-

cumfcribe mercy that knows ne bounds ?
¢ Mil. This yields no hope. Though pity may be

~boundlefs, yet "tis free. I was doomed before the world’

began to endlefs paing, and thou to joys eternal. ,
¢ Bara. Oh, gracious heaven! extend thy pity to her ;

‘et thy rich mercy flow in plenteous fireams ‘to chafe

her fears and heal her wounded foul.

¢ ML It will notbe: your prayers-are loft'in air,
or elfe returned perhaps with doublebleffihgs to your
bofom : they help not me.

¢ Barn. Yet hear me, Millwood.- -

¢ Mil. Away, I will not hear thec : I tell thee, youth,
I' am. by heaven devoted a dreadful inftance of its,
power to punith. [Barnwell feems to pray.] If thou,
wilt. pray, pray for thyfelf, not me; How doth his
fervent foul mount with his'words, and both afcend to_

‘heaven ! that heaven, whofe gates are fhut with ada-

mantine bars againft my prayers, had I the will to
pray. I cannot bearit! Sure ’tis the worft of tor-
ments to beheld others enjoy that blifs which we mutt
never tafte. ~

¢ Officer. Theutmoft limic of your time’s expired.
¢ M:i. Encompafled with'horror, whither muft I go ?,
I would not hve nor die— Thav I could
ceafe to be or ne'er had been ! N
4. Barn. Since peace and comfort are denied her here,
may fhe find mercy where fhe leaft expets it, and this
be-all her hell.” From our example may all be taught,
tofly the firlt approach of vice; but if o’ertaken,

]

CBy
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¢ By ftrong temptation, weaknefs, or furprize,
¢ Lamenttheif.guilt, and by repentancerife. =
¢ Th’ impenitent alone die unforgiven :
¢ To fin’s like man, and to forgive like heaven.
' ¢ Enter Trueman. .
¢ Lucy. Heart-hreaking fight ! .Oh, wretched, wretched
¢ Millwood ! -
¢ Tr. How is fhe difpofed to meet her fate ?
¢ Blunt, Who can defcribe unutterable woe ?
¢ Lucy. She goes to death encompaflfed with horror,
¢ loathing life, and yet afraid to die. No tongue can
¢ tell her anguith and defpair. .
¢ 77. Heaven be better to her than her fears. May
¢-fhe prove a warning to others, @ monument of mercy
¢ in herfelf. .
e Lm_?o Oh, forrow infupportable ! Breaky break, my
% heart !’ . : _ :
2 Tr. Jn vain o .
| With blecding hearts, and weeping eyes we fhow,
. A Buhane, gen'rous fenfe of others woe ;
. Unlefs we mark what dréw’ their ruin on,
; And,. by avoiding that=—prevent our own.:

. .Enn of the Firru AcT,

F EPI-
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EPILOGUE
" Written by COLLEY CIBBER, Efq.
. Spoken by Mari1a.

SINCEﬁm has robb’d me of the haplefs youth,
For ayhom my beart bad boarded up its truth ;

By all the laws of lowe and bonour, now,
D’m free agair to choofe—————and one of you.

But foft- — With caution firf} I'll round me peep :
Maids, in my cafe, fhould look before they leap. -
Here’s choice enough, of warious forts and bue, !
The cit, the wit, the rake cock’d up in cue, }
The fair [pruce mercer, and the tawny Tew.

Suppofe I fearch the fober gallery ? No;
There's none but "prentices, and cuckolds all-a-row
And thefe, I doubt, are thofe that make them fa.

‘ [Pointing to the boxes.

*Tis wery avell, enjoy the jeff : But yox, §

Fine powder’d fparks, nay, I am told 'tis true,
Your happy [poufes ——can make cuckolds to0. =+
*Twixt you and them the diff *rence this perbapse
The cif’s afbamcd whene'er his duck be traps;
But you, when Madam's tripping, let ber fall, .
Cock up your hats, and take no fbame at all,

- What if fome favour’d poet I cou’d meet,
Whofe love wou'd lay his laurels at my feet,
No —Painted paffions rcal love abhors—m——
His flame awou’d prowe the fuit of creditors.

Not to detain you then with longer paufe, }

+ In fbort, my beart to this conclufion draws ;
1 yield it to the band that's loudeft in applaufe.

L}
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[ 51
ADVERTISEMENT.

HOUGH the mixed drama of the laft age, called
tragi-comedy, has been generally condemned by
the critics, and not without reafon ; yet it has been found
to fucceed on the ftage : both the comic and tragic fcenes
have been applauded by the audience, without any par-
ticular exceptions: nor has it been obferved, that the
effect of either was lefs forcible, than it would have been,
if they had not fucceeded each other in the entertain-
ment of the fame night. The tragic part of this play
has been always efteemed extremely natural and intereft,
ing ; and it would probably, like fome others, have pro-
duced its full effe®, netwithftanding the intervention of
the comic fcenes that are mixed withit: the editor,
therefore, would not have thought of remaving them,
if they had not been exceptionable in themfelves, not
only as indelicate, but as immoral; for this reafon, he
has fuffered fo much of the charalers of the Porter and
the Nurfe to remain, as is not liable to this ebjeion.
He s, however, to account, not only for what he has
tak&d away, but for what he has added. It will eafily
be comprehended, that the leaving out fomething, made
it abiolutely neceffary that fomething fhould be fupplied ;
and the public will be the more eafily reconciled to this
neceflity, when they are acquainted that the additions
are very inconfiderable, and that the editor has done his
utmoft to render them of a piece with the reft. Seyeral
lines of the original, particularly in the part of fabella,
are printed, though they are omitted in the reprefenta-
tion. Many things pleafe in the rcndin%(, which may
have little or no effect upon the ftage. hen the paf-
fions are violent, and the fpeeches long, the performers
mutt either fpare their powers, or fhorten their fpeeches.
Mrs. Cibber * chofe the latter ; by which fhe has been
able to exert that force and expreflion which has been fo
ftrongly felt, and fo fincerely applauded.

* On the revival of this play at Drury-Lane theatre, Mrs, Cibber
performed the charaler of Ifabella.
A2 Dra-
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»% The Iimf diflinguifhed by inverted comas are omitted in the Repre-
) jq’:—uwon, and thofe printed in ltalics are the additions q[?t’bc
beatre.

\ ACT 1
SCENE, &cfore Count Baldwin's Houfz.
Enter Villeroy and Carlos,

Cazrros.
HIS conftancy of yours will eftablith an immertal
reputation among the women. A

Vil 1f it would eftablifh me with Ifabella

Car. Follow her, follow her: Troy town was won
at laft.

7il, 1 have follow’d her thefe feven years, and now
but live in hopes. .

Car. But live in hopes ! Why, hope is the ready:
road, the lover’s baiting-place; and for ought you.
know, but one ftage fhort.of the pofleflion of your:
miftrefs.

Vil. But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own,
making, than hers; and proceed rather from my withes, .
than any encouragement fhe has given me.

Car, That I can’t tell: the fex is very various :
there are no certain meafures to be preferibd or fol-.
low’d, in making our approaches to the women. All
that we have to do, I think, is to attempt ’em. in' the:
weakeft part. Prefs them. but hard, and they will all:
fall under the neceffity of a furrender at laft. That
favour comes at once ; and. fometimes when. we leaft:
expect it.

/il 1 fhall be glad to find it fo,

Car, You will find it fo. “Every. place is-to be takes,,
that is not to be relievd ;. ie muft comply.. it

S 7 dbd,
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Fil. I'm going to vifit her.

Car. What intereft a brother-in-law can have with her,
depend upon.
., #il: 1 know your intereft, and I thank you.

Car. You are prevented ; fee, the mourner comes ;
She weeps, as feven years were feven hours ;
So frefh, unfading, is the memory
Of my poor brother’s, Biron’s, death :
1 leave you to your opportunity. " [Exit Vil
‘Tho’ I have taken care to root her from-our houfe.
I would tranfplant her into Villeroy’s
There is an evil fate that waits upon her,
To which, I with him wedded—Only him;
His upftart family, with haugh("_y brow, -
(Tho’ Villeroy and myfelf are feeming friends ,
Looks down upon our houfe; his fifter too,
Whofe hand I afk’d, and was with fcorn refus’d,
Lives in my breaft, and fires me to revenge.
‘They bend this way —————
Perhaps, at laft, the feeks my father’s doors ;
‘They fhall be fhut, and he prepar’d.to give
The beggar and her brat a cold reception.
‘That boy’s an adder in my path—they come,
T’ll ftand a-part, and watch their motions. [Retires..

Enter Villeroy, avith Ifabella and her little Son.

Jfa. Why do you follow me, you know Iam
A bankrupt every way ; too. far engag’d
Ever to make return ; I own you’ve been
More than a brother to meé, my friend ;
And at a time when friends are found no more,
A friend to my misfortunes.
" Vil 1 muft be
Always your friend.

Jfa. 1 have known, and found yeu
‘Truly my friend ; and would I could be yours ;
But the unfortunate cannot be friends:
¢ Fate watches the firft motion of the foul,
¢-To difappoint our withes ; if we pray
¢ For bleffings, they prove curfes in the end,
¢ To ruin all about us.,” Pray begone,
Take warning, and be happy.
" Vil, Happigefs !

2

‘There’s
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There’s none for me without you: ¢ Riches, name,
¢ Health, fame, diftin&tion, place, and quality,
" ¢ Are the incumbrances of groaning life,
¢ To make it but more tedious without you.’
What ferve the goods of fortune for ? To raife
My hopes, that you at laft will fhare them with me,
¢ Long life itfelf, the univerfal prayer,
¢ And heav’n’s reward of well-defervers here,
¢ Would: prove a plague to me ; to fee you always,
¢ And never fee you mine ! flill to defire,
¢ And never to enjoy !’
Zfa. 1 muft not hear you.
#il. Thus, at this awful diftance, I have ferv’d
A feven years bondage——Do I call it bondage,
When I can never with to be redeem’d ? .
No, let me rather linger out a life '
Of expeftation, that you may be mine,
Than be reftor’d to the indifference
Of feeing you, without this pleafing pain :
Dve loft myfelf, and never would be found,
But in thefe arms.
J/a. Oh, I have heard all this !
=——But muft no mere——the charmer is no more :
My bury’d hufband rifes in the face
Ofy my dear boy, and chides me for my ftay:
Canft thou forgive me, child? .
Child. Why, have you done a fault ? You cry as if
you had. Indeed now, I’ve done nothing to offend
you : but if you kifs me, and look fo very fad upon me,
1 fhall ery too. A
Ifa. My little angel, no, you muft not cry ;
Sorrow will overtake thy fteps too foon :
I fhould not haften it.
Vil. What can 1 fay !.
The arguments that make againft my hopes
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ;
¢ Thofe pieus tears you hourly throw away
¢ Upon the grave, have all their quick’ning charms,
¢ And more engage my love, to make you mine 3’
When yet a virgin, free, and undifpos’d,
Ilov’d, but faw you only with my eyes;
1 could not reach the beauties of your foul : Iha
ve
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I have fince liv’d in o:;ntemplat-ion, goodach :
And long experience of your growing efs s
‘What tll:%n was paffion, is myg’udgmeax now,’
Thro’ all the feveral changes ofJ your life,
Confirm’d and fettled in adoring you.

Ifa. Nay, then I muft be gone. If you’re my friend,
If you regard my little intereft ; '
No more of this; you fee, I grant you all
‘That friendfhip wil{ allow : Be ftill my friend ;

That’s all I can receive, or have to give.
P’m going to my father ; he needs pot an excufe
To ufe me ill; pray leave me to the trial.

Vil. I'm only born te be what you would have me,

The creature of your power, and muft ebey ;
In every thing obey you. I am going :
But all good fortune go along with you. [ Exit.

Jfa, I fhall need alf your withes——— [Knockse
Lock’d ! and faft ! '
Where is the charity that us'd to ftand
In our forefathers’ hofpitable days
At great men’s doors, ready for our wants,

Like the good angel of the family,
With open arms taking the needy in,
To feed and cloath, ta ¢omfort and relieve ’em 2
Now even their gates are fhut againft their poor.
[She knocks againe:
Enter Sampfon to her.

Samp. Well, what’s to do now, I trow ? You knock
as loud as if° you were invited ; and that’s more than I
heard of : but I can tell you, you mag look twice about
you for a welcome, in a great man’s family, before you
find it, unlefs you bring it along with you.

J/a. 1 hope I bring my welcome along with me : Is
your lord at home ? .

Samp. My lord at home!

Jfa. Count Baldwin lives here fill?

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here : and I
_am his porter: but what’s that to the purpofe, good
woman, of my lord’s being at home ?

Ifa. Wll:]y, don’t you khow me, friend ?

. Samp. Not I, not I, miftrefs ; I may have feen you
before, or fo: butmen of employment muft forget their
: acquaintance j;
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acquaintance ; efpecially fuch as we are never tobe the
better for. [Going to fbut the doer, Nurfe enters,
bawving ovcrheard bim.

Nurfe. Handfomer" words wofld become you, and
mend your manners, Sampfon : do you know who you
prate to ?

- Ja. I'm glad you know me, nurfe.

Nurfe. Marry, heav’n forbid, Madam, that I fhould
ever forget you, or my little jewel : 0 in—{ l/a-
bella goes in Zvit/.: ber ¢~)/')i1d.] Iglow myP;l'eyﬂigng go aSélx;g
with you, wherever you go, or whateéver you are about.
Fie, Sampfon, how couldit thou be fuch a Saracen ? A
Turk would have been a better Chriftian, than to have
done fo barbaroufly by fo good a lady.

Samp. Why look you, nurfe, I know you ef old : by
your good-will you would have a finger in every body’s
pie, but mark the end on’t; if I am call’d to account
about it, I know what I have to fay.

Nurfe. Marry come up here ; fay your pleafure, and
fpare not. Refafe his eldeft fon’s widow, and poor
- child, the comfort of feeing him # She does not trouble
him fo often.

- Samp. Not that I am againft it, nurfe, but we are but
fervants, you know : we muft have no likings, but our
tord’s ; and muft do as we are ordered.
¢ ¢ Nurfe. Nay, that’s true, Sampfon.

¢ Samp. Befides, what I did was all for the beft : I
¢ have no ill-will to the young lady, as a body may fay,
¢ upon my own account; only that I hear fhe is poor ;
¢ and indeed I naturally hate your decay’d gentry : they
¢ expetas much waiting upon as when they had money
¢ in their pockets, and were able to confider us for the
¢ trouble.

. ¢ Nurfe. Why, thatis a grievance indeed in great fa«
¢ milies, where the gifts, at good times, are better than
¢ the wages. It would do well to be reform’d.’

Samp. But what is the bufinefs, nurfe? You have
been in the family before 1 came into the world :
what’s the reafon, pray, that thisdaughter-in-law, who
has fo good a report in every body’s mouth, is fo little
fet by, by my lord ?

Nurfe, Why, I tell you, Sampfon, more nor le{f, 1:1
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Pl tell the truth, that’s my way, you know, withoug
adding or diminifhing. _
Samp. Ay, marry, nurfe. '

Nurfe. My lord’s eldeft fon, Biron by name, the fon
of 'his bofom, and the fon that he would have lov’d
beft, if he had as many as king Pyramus of Tray. :

¢ Samp. How ! King Pyramus of Troy ¢ Why how ma-
¢ ny had he ?’ .

¢ Nurfe. Why, the ballet fings he had fifty fons, bus
¢ no matter for that.” This Biron, as I was faying, was
a lovely fweet gentleman, and indeed, nobody could
blame his father for loving him : he was a fon for the
king of Spain; God blefs him, for I was his nurfe.
But now I come to the point, Sampfon ; this. Biron,
withdut afking the advice of his friends, hand: over
head, ag young men will have their vagaries, not having
the fear of his father before his eyes, as I may fay,
wilfully marries this Habella, :

Samp. How, wilfully ! he fhould have had her confent,
methinks. v

Nutfe. No, wilfully marries her ; and, which was -
worfe, . after fhe had fettled all her fortune upon a nun-
mery, which fhe broke out of to run away with him.
They fay they had the church’s forgivenefs, buy I had
rather it had been his father’s. .

Samp. Why .in good truth, ¢ thefe nunneries, I fee
§ no good they do. I think the young lady was in the
¢ right, to run away frqm a nunnery :’ and I think our
young mafter was not in the wrong but in marrying
without a portion. ‘

Nurfe. That was the quarrel, I believe, Sampfon ¢
upon this, my ald lord would never fee him ; difin-
herited him ; took his younger brother, Carlos, into fa-
vour, whom he never car’d for before ; and at laft forc’d
Biron to go to the fiege of Candy, where he was killed.

Samp. Alack-a-day, poor gentleman. :

Nurfe. For which my old lord hates her, as if fhe had
been the caufe of his going thither.

Samp. Alas, alas, poor lady ! the has fuffer'd for’t :
fhe has liv’d a great while a widow:.

Nurfe. A great while indeed, for a young woman,
Samplon,

Samp.
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Samp. Gad fo! here they come ; I won’t venture to
be feen.
Enter Coant Baldwin, followed by Tabella and ker Child.
C. Bald, Whoever of your ﬁ’ji’ends directed you,
Mifguided, and abus’d you——There’s your way ;
I can afford to thew you out again ;
What could you expe& from me ?
4fa. Oh, I have nothing to expeét on earth !
But mifery is very apt to talk: ,
I thought I might be heard.
C. Bald. What can you fay ?
Is thete in eloquence, can there be in wotds
A recompenfing pow’r, a remedy,
A reparation of the injuries,
The great calamities, that you have brought
On me, and mine ? You have deftroy’d thofe hopes
1 fondly rais’d, through my declining life,
‘To reft my age upon ? and moft undone me.
J/a. 1 have undone myfelf too.
C. Bald, Speak it again; ,
Say ftill you are undone, and I will héar you,
“)i'th pleafure hear you.
Ifa. Would my ruin pleafe you ?
C. Bald. Beyond all other pleafures.
Jfa, Then you are pleas’d—for I am moft undone.
C. .Bal:;;. Idpray’d ut for revenge, and heav’n has
eard,
And fent it to my withes : thefe grey hairs
Would have gone down ir forrow to the grave,
Which you have dug for me without the thought,
The thought of leaving you more wretched here.
Ifa, Indeed Iam moft wretched—¢ When I loft
¢ My hufband
¢ C. Bald. Would he had never been ;
4 Or never had been yours.
¢ Ifa. 1 then believ’d
¢ The meafure of my forrow then was full ;
¢ But every moment of my growing days ,
¢ Makes room for woes, and adds ’em to the fum.’
I loft with Biron all the joys of life :
But now its laft fupporting means are gone,
All the kind helps that heav'n in pity rais’d,
Ia charitable pity to our wants,

i
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At laft have left us : now bereft of all,

But this laft trial of a cruel" father,

Tofave us both from finking. Oh, my child !

Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart :

Let the refemblance of a once-lov’d fon -

Speak in this little one, who never wrong’d you,.

And plead the fatherlefs and widow’s caufe.

Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven,

As you will need to be forgiven too, , :

Forget our faults, that heaven may pardon yours.
C. Bald. How dare you mention heav’n ! Call to mind

Your perjur’d vows; your plighted, broken faith =,

‘To heav’n, and all things holy : were you not )

Devoted, wedded to aliéa reclufe,

‘The facred habit on, profe(s’d and fworn

A votary for ever? Can you think .

The facrilegious wretch, that robs the fhrine,

Is thunder-proof ? )
Ifa. There, there, began my woes.

¢ Let women all take warning at my fate ;

¢ Never refolve, or think they can be fafe,

¢ Within the reach and tongue of tempting men.”

Oh! had I never feen my Biron’s face,

Had he not tempted me, I had not fall’n,

But ftill continued innocent, and free

Of a bad world, which only he had pow'r ,

‘Toreconcile, and make me try again. {thoughts,
C. Bald. Your own incenftancy, ¢ your gracelefs

¢ Debauch’d and’ reconcil’d you to the world :

He had no hand to bring you back again,

But what you gave him. Circe, you prevail'd

Upon his honeft mind, transforming him

From virtue, and himfelf, into what fhapes .
You had eccafion for; and what he did _
Was firft infpir'd by you. ¢ A cloyfter was ' R

¢ Too narrow for the work you had in hand: .

¢ Your bufinefs was more general ; the whole worla ,

¢ To be the fcene : therefore you fpread your charms |

¢ To catch- his foul, to be the inftrument,

¢ The wicked inftrument of your curfed flight.

¢ Not that you valued him; for any one, ,

¢ Who could have ferv’d that turn, had been as welcome.”
Za. Oh'! I have fins to heav’n, but none tohim.

C. Eald.
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C. Bald. Had my wretched fon
Marry’d a beggar’s baftard ; taken her
Out of her rags, and made her of my blood,
The mifchief might have ceas’d, and ended there.
But bringing you inte a family, ;

Entails a curfe upon the name, and houfe,

That takes you in : the only part of me

That did receive you, perith’d for his crime.’

*Tis a defiance to offended heav’n,

Barely to pity you: Your fins purfue you:

¢ The heavieft judgments that can fall upon you,

¢ Are your juft lot, and but prepare your doom :

¢ Expet "em, and defpair——Sirrah, rogue,

¢ How durft thou difobey me !’ (7o the porter:

Ifa. Not for myfelf——— for I am paft the hopes
Of being heardw—e—but for this innocent
And then I never will difturb you more.

C. Bald. 1 almoft pity the unhappy child :

But being yours ——
Zfa, Look on him as your fon’s;
And let his part in him anfiver for mine.
Oh, fave, detend him, fave him from the wrongs
‘That fall upon the poor.
- €i Bald. It touches me e

And I will fave him—But to keep him fafe ;
Never come near him more. :

Yz, What ! take him from me !

No, we muft never part : tis the laft hold
Of comfort I have left; and when he fails,
Al goes along with him: Oh! ¢ could you be
¢ The tyrant to divorce life from my life

I live but in my child.

No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread
From door to door, to feed his daily wants,
Rather than always lofe him.

C. Bald. Thenhave your child, and feed him with your
You, rafcal, flave, what do I keep you for 2 [prayer.
How came this woman in ?

Samp. Why indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell
her, before, my thoughts upon the matrer—

C. Baid, Did youfo, Sir? Now then tell her mine;
Tell her T fent you to her. [Thrufts bim towards ber.
There’s one more to provide for,

B

Samp,
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Samp. Good, my lord, what I did was in perfect obe-
dience to the old aurfe there. I told her what it would,
come to,

C. Bald. What ! this was a plot upon me. And you
too, beldam, were you in the confpiracy ? Begone, go
all together; ¢ I have provided you an equipage, now
¢ fet up when you pleafe. She’s old enough to do you
¢ fervice; I have none for her. The wide world lies
¢ before you : begone ;' take any road but this to beg or
ftarve in—¢ I fhall be glad to hear of you:* but never,
never fee me more— [He drives’em off before him.

Jfa. Then heav’n have mercy on me ! . .

[ Exit with ber Child, followed by Sampfon and Nurfe.
Enp of the First AcT.

. ACT 1IL :
S C E N E continues.
Enter Villeroy, and Carlos, meeting.
VILLEROY. '
Y friend, I fear to alk—— but Ifabella
The lovely widow’s tears, her orphan’s cries,
Thy father muft feel for them —No, I read,
1 read their cold reception in thine eyes
Thou pitieft them ——tho* Baldwin——but I{pare him
For Carlos’ fake ; thou art no fon of his.
There needs not this to endear thee more tome. [ Embrace.
Car. My Villeroy, the fatherlefs, the widow,
Are terms not underftood within thefe gates
You mutt forgive him ; Sir, he thinks this woman
Is Biron’s fate, that hurried him to deathw———
I muft not think on’t, left my friendfhip ftagger.
My friend’s, my fifter’s, mutual advantage
Have reconcil’d my bofom to its tafk.
/il. Advantage ! think not I intend to raife
An intereft from Ifabella’s wrongs. .
Your father may have interefted ends
In her undoing; but my heart has none ;
Her happinefs muft be my intereft,
And that I would reftore.
Car. Why fo I mean.
Thefe hardthips that my father lays upon her,
P'm forry for; and with I could prevent: - ‘

.

But
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But he will have his way.
Since there’s no hope from her profperity, her change
of fortune may alter the condition of her thoughts, and
make for you, - .
Zil. She is above her fortune.
Car. Try her again. Women commenly love accor-
ding to the circumflances they are in. .
7il. Common women may. »
¢ Car. Since you are not acceflary to the injuftice,
¢ you may be perfuaded to take the advantage ot other
¢ people’s crimes.’ , ‘
¢ Zil. I muft defpife all thofe advantages,
¢ ‘That.indire@lly can advance my love.”
No, though I live but in the hopes of her,
And languifh for th’ enjoyment of rhofe hopes ;
I’d rather pine in a confuming want ‘
Of what I wifh, than have the blefling mine,
From any reafon but confenting love. -
Oh ! let me never have it to remember,
I could betray her coldly to comply :
When a clear gen’rous choice beftows her on me,
I know to value the unequal’d gift :
I wauld not have it, but to value it.
Car. Take your own way ; remember what I offer'd
came from a friend, )
Vil, T underftand it fo. I’ll {ferve her for herfelfy’
without the thought of areward [Exit.
€ar, Agree that point between you. If you mairy her
any way, you do my bufinefs.
1 know him—What his gen’rous foul intends
Ripens my plots U1l firft to Ifabella,—— :
I muft keep up appearances with her too. [Exiz

S CENE, Ifubella’s Ifowse.
Enter lfabella and Nurfe: abella’s liztle Son at play

‘upon the Fior.
Ifa. Sooner, or later, all things pafs away,
And are no more. The beggar and the king,
With equal fteps, tread forward to theirend: -
‘The reconciling grave fwallows distinction firt, that made
us foes, ' :
¢ Though they appear of different natures now,

¢ They meet at laft;’ :
B2 Then
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‘Then all alike lie down in peace together.
When will that hour of peace arrive for me ¥
In heav’n I fhall find it——not in heav’n,
If my old tyrant father can difpofe
Of things above——but, there, his intereft
May be as poor as mine, and want a friend .
As much as I do here. [Weeping.
Nurfe. Good Madam, be comforted.
Jfa. Do 1 deferve to be this out-caft wretch ?
Abandon’d thus, and loft ? But ’tis my lot,
‘The will of heav’n, and I muft not complain :
I will not for myfelf : let me bear all :
The violence of your wrath ! but fpare my child :
Let not my fins be vifited on him : '
They are; they muft; a general ruin falls
On every thing about me: thou art loft,
Pcor nurfe, by being near me.
Nurfe. 1 can work, or beg, to do you fervice.
J/a. Could T forget
What I have been, I might the better bear
What [ am deftin’d to : I'm not the firft
That have been wretched : but to think how much
I have been happier !-——Wild hurrying thoughts
Start every way from my diftradted foul, ‘
To find out hope, and only meet defpair.
What anfwer have I ?
Enter Sampfon. : '
Samp. Why truly, very little to the purpofe: like a
Jew as he is, he fays you have had more already than-
the jewels are worth : he wifhes you would rather think
of redeeming ’em, than expeét any more money upon
’em. © [£xit Sampion..
lfa. *Tis very well
So :—Poverty at home, and debts abroad !
My prefent fortune bad ; my hopes yet worfe 4
. What will become of me !
This ring is all I have left of value now :
*Twas given me by my hufband : his firft gift
Xpon our marriage : I’ve always kept it,
ith my beft care, the treafure next my life:
And now but part with it to fupport life,
Which only can be dearer, Take it, nurfe,

*Twill
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*Twill flop the cries of hunger for a time;
¢ Provide us bread, and bring a fhort reprieve,
¢ To put off the bad day of beggary,
¢ Thatwill come on too foon.” Take care of it :
Manage it as the laft remaining friend
That would relieve us. [Exit Nurfe.] Heav’n can only
: tell Co
Where we fhall find another——My dear boy !
‘The labour of his birth was lighter to me
Than of my fondnefs now; my fears for him
Are more, than in that hour of hovering death,
‘They could be for myfelf——He minds me not.
His little fports have taken up his thoughts =
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine.
‘Thinking will make me mad: w%y mutt I think,
When no thought brings me comfort ?
Nurfe returns. :
Nurfe. Oh, Madam ! you are utterly ruin’d and undone ;
your creditors of all kinds are come in upon you: they
have mufter’d up a n:_giment of rogues, that are come
to plunder your houfe, and feize upon all you have
in the world; they are below 2 What will you do,,
Madam ? . B '
J/a. Do! nothing; no, for Iam born to fuffer.
Enter Carlos to ber,
Car, Oh, fifter! can I call you by that name,
And be the fon of this ishuman man,
Inveterate to your ruin? Do. not think
I am a-kin to his barbarity :
I muft abhor my father’s ufage of you =
And from my bleeding honeg heart, muft pity,
Pity your loft condition. Can you think
Of any way that I may ferve you in >
But what enrages moft my fenfe of grief,
My forrow for your wrongs, is, that my father,
Fore-knowing well the ftorm that was to fall,
Has order’d me not to appear for you.
Ifa. 1 thank your pity ; my poor hufband fell
For difobeying. him, do not you ftay
To venture his difpleafure teo for me. v
Car. Youmuft refolve on fomething e [Ewt
Ja. Let my fate

B3 Deter-



18 1S ABEULLA

Determine for me ; I fhall be prepar’d,

The worlt that can befal me, is to die: [4 noife,
¢ When once it comes to that, it matters not

« Which way *tis brought about : whether I ftarve,
¢ Or hang, or drown, the end is ftill the fame ;

¢ Plagues, poifon, famine, are but.feveral names

¢« Of the fame thing, and all conclude in death.

¢ But fudden death ! Oh, for a fudden death,
¢ To cheat my perfecutors of their hopes,

¢« Th’ expected pleafure of beholding me

¢ Long in my pains, ling’ring in mifery.

« It will not be, that is deny’d me too.’

Hark, they are coming ; let the torrent roar :

It can but overwhelm mein its fall ;

And life and death are now alike to me. .
[Exeunt, the Nurft leading the child,

SCE NE opens, and fbews Carlos and Villeroy
“auith the. Qfficers.

. ¥il. No farther violence
"The debt in all is but four thoufand crowns: -
Were it ten times the fum, I think you know -
My fortune very well can anfwer it.
You have my werd for this: I’ll fee you paid.

Off. That's as much as we can defire : {o we have the
Money, no matter whenee it comes.

Vil, To-morrow you fhall have it.

Car, Thus far all’s welle— ~

Enter Habella, and Nurfe with the Child.

And now my fifter comes to crown the work, [ Afide;.

Ifa. Where are the raving blood-hounds, that purfue
Ina full cry, gaping to fwallow me ?
I meet your rage, and come to be devour’d :
Say, which way are you to difpofe of me !
To dungeons, darknefs, death !

Car. Have patience.

Ifa. Patience ! :

Off. You'll excufe us, we are but in our office -
Debts muft be paid. = . :

1Ifa. M{Ideath will pay you all. [ Difradtedly.
Of. While there is law to be had, people will have
their own, -

Vil
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¥il. "Tis very fit they fhould ; but be gone.
‘To-morrow cert};inly—-—-- P?gxmumceﬂ.
J/a, What of to-morrow? - - -
¢ Am I then the fport, : -
¢ The game of fortune, and her laughing fools ?
¢ The common fpe&tacle, to be expos’d
¢ From day to day, and baited for the mirth
¢ Of the lewd rabble > Muft I be referv’d
For frefh afflitions ?
Zil. For long happinefs g
Of life, I hope.
Jfa. There 1s no hope for me,
‘The load grows light, when we refolve to bear ;
I’'m ready for my trial, :
Car, Pray be calm,
And know your friends. -
Jfa, My friends ! Have I a friend ?'
Car. A faithful friend ; in your extremeft need, .
Villeroy came in to fave you———e
J/a, Save me! How ?
Car. By fatisfying all your creditors,
Jja. Which way ? For what ?
Vil Let me be underftood,
And then condemn me ; you have given me leave
To be your friend; and in that-only name,
I now appear before you, I could with
There had been no occafion of a friend,
Becaufe I know you hate to be oblig’d ;
_And ftill more loth to be oblig’d by me. ,
Jfa. *Twas that I would avoid——e [Afides >
7il. Pm moft unhappy; that my fervices ’
Can be fufpected to defign upon you ;
I have no farther ends than to redeem you
From fortune’s wrongs ; to thew myfelf at laft,
What I have long profefs’d to be, your friend :
Allow me that; and to convince you more,
That I intend oply your intereft,
Forgive what I have done, and in amends
(If that can make you any, that can pleafe you).
T’ll tear myfelf for ever from my hopes,
Stifle this flaming paffion in my foul,
¢ That has fe long broke out to trouble you,’

And mention my unlucky love no more,
Zfa.
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Ifa. 'This generofity will ruin me. - Afide.
Vil Nay,gif the bieffing of my looking on you [ :
Difturbs your peace, I willdo-all Ican
To keep away, and never fee you more.

Car. You muft not go. "

Vil. Could Ifabella fpeak
‘Thofe few fhort words, I fhould be rooted here,

And never move but upon her commands.

. Car, Speak to him, fifter ; do not throw away
A fortune that invites you to be happy.
In yeur extremity he begs your love ;
And has deferv’d it nobly: Think upon
Your loft'condition, helplefs-and alore.
‘Tho’ now you have 2 friend, the time muft come
‘That you will want one ; him you may fecure
Tabe a friend, a father, a hufband to you.

J/a, A hufband! - _ S

Car. . You have difcharg’d your duty to the dead,
And to the living ; ’tis a wilfulnef(s .
Not to give way to your neceffities,

That force you to.this marriage.

Nur. What muft become of this poor innocence ?

: (7o the childe

Car. Hewants a father to protect his youth,

Andrear him up to virtue : You muft bear
‘The future blame, and anfwer to the world,,
‘When you refufe the eafy honeft means

Of taking care of him. '

¢ Nur, Of him and me,
¢ And every one that muft depend upon you 3
¢ Unlefs you pleafe now to provide for us,
¢ We mutt all perith.” :

Car. Nor would I prefs you

Ifa. Do not think I need -

Your reafons, to confirm my gratitude 5

Thave a foul that’s truly fenfible

©Of yeur great worth, and bufy to contrive, . [7o Vil,
If poffible, to make you a return. )

Vil. Oh, eafily poffible!

Jfa. It cannot be your way = my pleafures are
Bury’d, and cold in my dead hufband’s grave ;
And I fhould wrang the truth, myfelf, and you,

2 ..
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To fay that I can ever love again.

I owe this declaration to myfelf :

But as a proof that I owe all to you,

If after what I've faid, you can refolve

To think me worth your love—Where am I going ?
You cannot think it ; ’tis impoffible.

Zil. Impoffible !

Ifa. You fhould not afk me now, nor fhould I grant ;
Iam fo much oblig’d, that to confent .
Wou’d want a name to recammend the gift :

*Twou’d thew me poor, indebted, and compell’d,
Defigning, mercenary ; and I know
You would not wifh to think I could be bought.

#il. Be bought! Where is the price that can pretend
To bargain for you ? Notin fortune’s power, :
The joys of Heav’n, and love, muft be beftow’d :

They are not to be fold, and cannot be deferv’d.
Ifa. Bome other time I’ll hear you on this fubject.
Vil, Nay, then there is no time fo fit for me.
[ Followving her.
Since you confent to hear me, hear me now ;
‘That you may grant: you are above
‘T'he little forms which ciroumfcribe your fex ;
We differ but in time, let that be mine.
Jfa. You think fit
To get the better of me, and you fhall;
Since you will have it fo——I will be yours.
Vil. 1 take you at your word.
Jfa. 1 give youall -
My hand; and would I had-a heart to give :
But if it ever can return again,
*Tis wholly yours.
Vil, Oh, eeftafy of joy !
Leave thactome. If all my fervices,
¢ If profperous days, and kind indulging nights ;’
If all that man can fondly fay or do,
Can beget love, love fhall be born again,
Oh, Carlos! now my friend, and brother toas
And, nurfe, 1 have eternal thanks for thee. .
Send for the prieft— ([ Nurfe goes-out in baffe.
This night you muft be mine. ~ Le ’
Aot
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Let me command in this, and all my life
Shall be devoted to you.
Jfa. On your word,
Never to prefs me to put off thefe weeds,
Which beft become my melancholy thoughts,
You fhall command me. '
¥il. Witnefs Heaven and earth
Againft my foul, when I do any thing
To give youa difquiet.
Car..1 long to with you joy.
Zil. You'll be-a witnefs of my happinefs ?
Car. Foronce I'll be my fifter’s father,
And give her to you.
Vil. Next, my Ifabelfa,
Be near my heart : Iam for ever yours..
[Exeunt.
END of the SEconp AcrT. .

A C T IIL
SCENE, Count Baldwin's hou/es
Enter Count Baldwin and Carlos..

Count BaLDWIN.
ARRIED to Villeroy, fay’ft thou ?
Car. Yes, my lord.
Laft night the prieft perform’d his holy office,
And made "em one, '
C. Bald. Misfortune join ’em !

And may her violated vows pull down
A lafting curfe, a conftancy of forrow -
On both their heads—¢ I have not yet forgoe
¢ Thy flighted paffion, the refus’d alliance;
¢ But having her, we are reveng*d at full,
¢ Heav’n will purfue her ftill, and Villeroy
¢ Share the judgments fhe calls down,’

Car. Soen he'll hate Lier; ’ .
‘Tho’ warm and violent in his raptures now ;
When full enjoyment palls his ficken'd fenfe,,
And reafon with fatiety returns, .
Her cold conftrain’d acceptance: of his hand. e
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Wil gall his pride, which (tho’ of late o’erpower’d
By ftronger paffions) will, as they grow weuk,
Rife in full force, and pour its vengeance on her.
C. Bald. Now, Carlos, take example te thy aid ;
Let Biron’s difobedience, and the curfe
He took into his bofom, prove a warning,
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty
Firm and unfhaken.
Car. May thofe rankling wounds
Which Biron's difobedience gave my father,
Be heal’d by me.
C. Bald. With tears I thank thee, Carlos—
And may’ft thou ever feel thofe inward joys,
‘Thy duty gives thy father—~but, my fon,
We mu({ not let refentment choak our juftice 3
*Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim
From me, in right of Ifabella Biron,
-%Whofe name brings tears) when wedded to this woman,
y me abandon’d, funk the little fortune
His uncle left, in vanity and fondnefs : -
I am pofleft of thofe your brother’s papers, :
Which now are Villeroy’s, and fhou’d ought remain,
In juftice it is his; from me to him
You fhall convey them——follow me, and take 'em. .
. [Exit C. Baldwin,*
Car. Yes, I will take ’em ; but e’er I part with ’em,
1 will be fure my intereft will not fuffer
By thefe his high, refin’d, fantaftic notions
Of equity and right—What a paradox
Isman! My father here, who boafts his honour,
And ev’n but now was warm in praife of juftice,
Can fteel his heart againft the widow’s tears, .
And infant’s wants ; the widow and the infant
Of Biron ; of his fon, his fav’rite fon.
*Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion,
And, dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants
In pompous affe¢tation—Now to Vilteroy—
E’er this his friends, for he is much belov'd,
Croud to his houfe, and with their nuptial fungs
Awake the wedded pair : I'll join the throng,
And in my face, at leaft, bear joy and frierdthip. [ Exit.

"SCENE,
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SCENE, a hall in Villeroy’s boafe. - A band of mufis,
with the friends of Villeroy.

Enter a Servant.
1 Fr. Where’s your mafter, my good friend ?
Ser. Within, Sir, _
Preparing for the welcome of his friends.
1 Fr. Acquaint him we are here :, yet ftay,
The voice of mufic gently fhall furprife him,
And breathe our falutations to his ear.
Strike up the ftrain to Villeroy’s happingfs,
To Ifabella’s—But he’s here already.
Enter Villeroy.
Vil. My friends, let me embrace you :
Welcome all —
What means this preparation ? [Seeing the Mufic.
1. Fr. A {light token
Of our beft withes for ou;dﬁ:rwing happinefs —
You muft permit our friendfhip——— .
/il. You oblige me -
1# Fr. But your lovely bride,
That wonder of her fex, the muft appear.
And add new brighmefs to this happy morning.
Vil. She is not yet prepar’d ; and let her will,
My worthiett friend, determine her behaviour ;
To win, and not to force her difpofition,
Has been my feven years takk. She will anon,
Speak welcome to you all.  The mufic ftays. .
[ Villeroy and bis friends feat themfelyes.

EPITHALAMIUM

A I R'
Woman,  Letall, letall be gay,
Begin the rapt’rous lay ;
Let mirth, let mirth and joy,
Each happy hour employ,
Of this tair bridal day.
Man.  Yelove-wing’d hours, your flight,
. Your downy flight prepare,
Bring ev’ry foft delight
To footh the brave and fair.
Hail happy pair, thusin each other bleft;
Be cver free from care, of ev’ry joy pofie(t.
Vil
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7il. 1 thank you fot this prodf of your affeétion :
I am fo much tranfported with the thouglits
Of what Iam, Iknow not whatI do,
My Ifabella !—but poffefling her,
Who wou’d not lofe hinifelf ?—You’ll pardon me-=
Oh ! there was nothing wanting to my foul,
But the kind withes of my loying friends—
¢ But our collation waits ;* where’s Carlos now 2
Methinks I am but half myfelf, without him.
2d Fr, This is wonderful ! Married a nightand a day,
and yet in raptures.
Vil. Oh! when you all get wives, and fuch as inine,
(If fuch another woman can be found)
You will rave too, doat on the dear content,
And prattle in their praifé out of all bounds.
¢ I cannot fpeak my blifs! *Tis in my head,
¢ *Tig in my heart, and takes up all my foul=
¢ The labour of my fancy. You'll pardon me
¢ About fome twelve months hence I may begin

. ¢ To fpeak plain fenfe—Walk in, and honeur me.’ -

Enter Ifabélla,
My Ifabella! Oh, the joy of my heatt,
That I have leave at laft to call you mine !
¢ When I give up that title to the charms
¢ Of any other wifh, be nothing mine :’
But let me look upon you, view you well,
This is a welcome galluntry indeed !
1 durft not atk, but it was kind to grant,
Jutt at this time: difpenfing with your drefs
Upon this fecond day to greet our friends,

Jfa. Black might be ominous;

I would not bring ill luck along with me.

#il. Oh! if your melancholy thoughts could change
With fhifting of your drefs=—Time has done cures
Incredible this way, and may again.

Ifa. 1 could have wifh’d, if you had thought it fit,
Qur marriage had not been fo public. -

Zil. Do notyou grudge me my excefs of love ;
’That was a caufe it could not be conceal’d :
Befides, 'twould injure the opinion ‘

1 have of my good fortune, having you’;

¢ Bufy
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¢ Bufy on fuch occafions to enquire,
¢ Had it been private.’

Jfa. 1 have no more to fay.

" Enter Carlos.

Vil. My Carlos too, who came in to the fupport
Of our bad fortune, has an honeft right,
In better times, to fhare the good with us. -

Car. 1 come to claim that right, to fhare your joy 3
To with you joy ; and find it in myfelf ;
¢ For a friénd’s happinefs reflets a warmth,
¢ A kindly comfort, into every heart
¢ That is not envious, - ’

Vil. ¢ He muft be a friend,
¢ Who is not envious of a happinefs
¢ So abfolute as mine ; but if you are,
¢ (As I have reafon to believe you are)
¢ Concern’d for my well-being, there’s the caufe;
¢ Thank her for whatI am, and what muft be.’

' [ Mufic fourifb.

I fee you mean a fecond entertainment.
My deareft Ifabella, you muft hear : :
The rapture of my friends ; from thee they {pring ;
‘Thy virtues have diffus’d themfelves around,
And made then all as happy as my/elf. .

Jfa. 1 feel their favours with a grateful heart,
And willingly comply. g

RECITATIVE.

Take the gifts the gods intend ye ;
Grateful meet the proffer’d joy ;

Truth and honour fhall attend ye ;
Charms that ne’er can change or cloy.

Duerro.

Man, Oh, the raptures of poflefling,

Taking beauty to thy arms!
Woman. Oh the joy, the laiting blefling,

When with virtue beauty charms !
Man. Purer flames fhall gently warm ye 3
Woman, Love and honour both fhall charm thee.
Both,  Oh the raptures of, &c. &c.

Chorus,
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Cuorvs.

Far from hence be care and firife,
Far, the pang that tortures life :
May the circling minutes prove
One fweet round of peace and love !

Cor. *Tis fine, indeed!
You’ll take my advice another time, fifter.
¥il. What have you done ? A rifing fmile
Stole from her thoughts, juft red'ning on her cheek,
And you have dafb’d it. ’
Car. }am forry for’t.
7il. My friends, will you forgive me, when 1 own,
1 mutft prefer her peace to all the world ?
Come, lfabella, let us lead the way :
Within we’ll fpeak our welcome ro our friends,
Axd crown the happy fettival with joy. ~ [Exewnts

SCENE, a Room.

Enter Sampfon and Nurfe.

Samp. Ay, mar purfe, here’s a mafter indeed ! He'll
double our wages Zr us ! If he comes on as faft with my
lad{é as he does with his fervants, we are all in the way
to be well pleafed. :

Nurfe. He's in a rare humour;, if fhe be in as good 8
one— :

Samp. 1f the be, marry, we may c'en.fay, they have
begot it upon one another.

Nurfe. Well; why don't you go back again to your
old count ? You thought your threat cut, I warrant you,
to be turn’d out of a nobleman’s fervice. o

Samp. For the future, 1 will never {erve in a houfe,
where the mafter or miftrefs of it lie fingle: they are
out of humour with every body when they are not p eaf
themfelves. Now, this matrimony makes every thing

o well. There’s mirth and money ftirring about, when
thofe matters go as they fhould do. .

Nurfe. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampfon —

Samp. Ah, purfe! this matrumony is a very good
thing —but, what. now-my 1ady is married, I ho we
fhali have company come to the houfe : there’s fome=
thipg always coming from one gentle.nan or other upon

Ca thofe
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thofe occafions, if my lady loves company. This feaft-
ang looks well, nurfe.
arfe. Odfo, my mafter! wemuft not befeen. [ £xie,
Enter Villeroy awith a letter, and Habella.

Fil, T muft away this moment—fee his letter,
S'L}‘gn’d by himfelf: alas ! he could no more ;

y brother’s defperate, and cannot die
In peace, but in my arms.

Zfa. Sofuddeply !

#l. Suddenly taken, on the road to Bruffels,

To do us honour, love ; unfortunate !
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thofe charms,
Tho’ cold te me and dead.

Zfa. I'm forry forthe caufe.

Vil, Oh! couldI think
Could I perfuade myfelf that your.concern
For me, or for my abfence, were the fpring,
The fountain of thefe melancholy thoughts,
My heart would dance, fpite of the fad occafion,
And be a gay companionin my journey ;

But——
Enter Carlos from ‘{Wr .
My gaed Carlos, why have you left my friends ?
Car. They are departed home.
They faw fome fudden melancholy pews
Had ftolen the lively colour from your cheek ——
You had withdrapn, the bride, alarm’d, had follow'd :

ere ceremony had been con aond this
09d-patyr’d rydenefs—
Fil. Was the more obliging.

‘There, Carlos, is the caug?g [Gives the lesyexy,

Car. Uplucky accident !
-'@ archbubiop gfh Malisgﬁ&. xpi{-wmh}! hrpttl&tm
With him o-hight ! Sifter, wull yon perpyu i

il Tt muft be fo. e

ga. You hear it muft be {o,

il. Oh, that it muf}!

Car. To leave yopr bride o foon}
~_ #il. Buthaving the pofleffion of my loxe,
J am the better able to fupport
My abfenge, in the hopes of my retury,

Gar. Your fny will be byshors ? vin

I



1 SABETLLA 29

Vil. It will feem long !

The longer that my Ifabella fighs :

1 fhall be jealous of this rival, grief,

¢ That you indulge and fondle in my abfence.’
It takes fo full pofleffion of thy hecart,

-, ‘There is not room enough for mighty love.

Enter Servant, and bows.
My horfes wait : farewel, mylove! You, Curlos; .
Will a&t a brother’s part,’till I return,
And be the guardian here.  All, all I have
‘That’s dear to me, I give up to your care, .
Car. And I receive heras afriend and brother.
Vil. Nay, ftir not, love ; for the night air is cold,
And the dews fall—Here be our end of parting ;
Carlos will fee me tomy horfe. - [ Exit with Carlos,
Ifa. Oh, may thy brother better all thY hopes ! Adieu.
A fudden melancholy bakes my blood ! ' :
Forgive me, Villeroy—1I do not find
That chearful gratitude thy fervice afks :
Yet, if I know my heart, and fureI do,
*Tis not averfe from honeft obligation.
¢ Il to my chamber, and tobed ;  my mind,
¢ My harrafs’d mind, is weary.’ [Ewiz.

Exp of the Tuirp Acr.

- " & o e

A C T 1IV.
. S CE NE, the fireet.
Enter Biron and Belford; juff arriv’d.

Brron.
HE longeft day will have an end ; we are got home
at laft, ' . .
Bel, We have got our legs at libesty ; and liberty is
home, where’er we go ; though mine lies moft in Eng-
land. . : '
Bir. Pray let me call this yours: for what Fcan com-
mand in Bruffels, you fhall find your own. I have a fa-
ther here, who, perhaps, after feven years abfence, and-
cofting him nothing in mé travels, may be glad to fee
o me
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me. Youknow my flory—How does.my difguife become

me ?

Bel, Juft as you would have it ; ’tis natural, and wilt
conceal you.

Bir, To-morrow you fhall be fure to find meherg,. ag
arly as you pleafe. This is the howfe, gou have abe
ferv'd the ftreet.,

Bel, I warrant you ; I han’t many vifits to make, bes
fore I come to you.

Bir. To-night I have fome affairs, that will oblige me.
to be private. - )

Bel, A good bed is the privateft affair that I defire to
be eng:sed in to-pight ; your directions will carry me
to my I G%:«F. { Exit..
Bir. night, my friend. [ Knocks,.
The long expeéted moment is arriv’d !

And if all here is well, my paft forrows
Will only heighten my excefs of joy ; .
And nothing will remain to wifh or hope for ! .
. : [ Knocks againe
Euter Sampfon, .

Sam. Who's there ? What would you have 2

Bir. Isyour lady at home, friend ?

Sam. W}ix , truly friend, it is my employment to an-
fwer impertinent gueﬁions : but for my lady’s being at
heme, or no, that’s juft as iy lady pleales. .

Bir. But how fhall I know, whether it pleafes her or
no ?

- Sam. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you may
carry your errand- back again : fhe never pleafes to fee
any body at this time of night, that fhe does not know ;
and by your drefs and appearance, I am fure, you muft
be a.firanger to her. s .

Bir, But I have bufinefs; and you don’t knew how
that may pleafe her.

Sam. Nay, if you have bufinefs, fhe is the beft judge
whether your bufinefs will pleafe heror no : therefore I
will proceed in my office, and kmow of my lady, whe-
ther or no fhe is pleas’d to be at home, or no—  [Going.

Euter Nurfe.
Nurfe. Who’s that you are fo bufy withal ? Methinks

-you might have found out an anfwer in fewer words:
but
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but, Samplon, yow love to hear yourfelf prpos foinetimes, .
as well as your beters, that I muft fay for yau. Let me
come to him, Who wauld you fpeak with, firnger ?

Bir. With you, miftrefs, 1f you.could help me to fpeak
to your lady.

" Nurfe. Yes, Sir, I can help you:in a civil way : bue.
can nobody do your bufinefs but my lady ?

Bir. Not fo well ; but if you carry her this ring, fic’ll.
know my bufinefs batter. i

Nurfe. There’s no love-letterin it, T hope : you look.
ke a civil gentleman.: 'In an honeft way, I may hring
. you ananfwer. - Exite.

Bir.. My old nurfe, anly a little older ! * They fay
¢ the tongue grows always : mercy on me ! then her’s 13:
¢ feven years longer, fince I left her.” Yet there’s fome-
thing in thefe fervants’ fally pleafes me : the cautioys con:-
du& of the family appears, and {penks in.their imperti»-
nence. Well, miftre(s——

Nurfereturns.

Nurfe. Lhave deliver'd yeur ring, Siv; pray heay’n,,
you bring no bad news along with you.

Bir. Quite contrgry, L hope.

Nuasfe. Nay,. 1 hope fo too ; -bus my lady waes wery
much furpriz’d when I gayeit her. Six,. J am but a fer--
vant, as a. body may fay ; butif you'll walkin, that L.
may fhut the doors, for we kegp very ordesly hours s I
can fhow you.into-the parlour, and help you tq an an--
fwer, perbaps as foon as thofe that are wifer.. [ Ewit..

Bir. I'llfollow you '
Now all my fpirits hurry to my heart,,

And every fegfe has taken the alarm
At this approaching intevview ! |
Heav’ns ! how I tremble ! EEwit into.the bowfhs .

SCENE, achapmber.

o, Trve beard fErrtw Ifabella, el 304 'ch

2. I've heard of witches, ic fpells, and 'charms,
Th{t have made nature flast fwﬁgher%eld courfe :

The fun has been eclips’d, the moen drawn dows.
From her career, ftill paler, and fubdw’d

‘To the abufes of this under world!

Now I bglieve all poffible) . This ring,
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‘This little ring, with necromantic force, -
Has rais’d the ghoft of pleafure to my fears :
Conjur’d the fenfe of honour, and of love, .
Into fuch fhapes, they fright me from myfelf!
I dare not thivk of them - .
¢ I’ll call you when I want you.” [Servant goes out.
Enter Nurfe.
Nurfe. Madam, the gentleman’s below.
I/a. I had forgot, pray let me fpeak with him.
: ¢ : i [Ev"l‘t Nﬂfﬁ-
This ring was the firft prefent of my love
To Biron, my firft hufband : I muft bluth
To think I have a fecond. Biron dy’d .
(Still to my lofs) at Candy ; there’s my hope.
Oh, do I live to hope that he dy’d there!
It muft be fo : he’s dead, and this ring left
By his laft breath, to fome known fithful friend,.
To bring me back again ;
' [Biron intreduc’d.
That’s all I have to truft to— R
- My fears were woman’s——1I have view’d him all:
And let me, let me fay it to myfelf,
I live again, and rife but from his tomb.
- Bir. Have you forgot me quite ?
J/a.. Forgot gou! : ,
- Bir. Then farewel my difguife, and my misfortunes.
My Ifabella ¢ : .
. [He goes to ber ; fbe Joricks, and falls in a favoons
Ifa. Ha'! - ‘
Bir., Oh! come again:
Thy Biron fummons ' thee to life: and love 5
¢ Once I had charms to wake thee +’
Thy once lov’d, ever-loving hufband calls=——
Thy Biron fpeaks to thee. - -
Jfa. My hufband ! Biron ?
Bir. Excefs of love and joy, for my return,,
Has overpower’d her——I was to blame
- To take thy fex’s foftnefs unprepar’d :
But finking thus, thus dying in my arms,
This ecftacy has- made my - welcome more:
Than words could fay : words may be counterfeit,

Falfe coin’d, and carrent only from the tongue,
: Without

Nurfe retires
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Without the mind ; but paffion’s in the foul, -
And always fpeaks the heart. :

Z/a. Where have I been? Why do you keep him

from me ?

I know his voice : my life upon the wing,
Hears the foft lure that brings me back again :
>Tis he himfelf, my Biron, the dear man'! X
My true-lov’d hufband ' Do I hold you faft,
Never to part again ? ¢ Can I believe it?
¢ Nothing but you could work fo ﬁreat a change.
¢ There’s more than life itfelf in dying here.’
If I muft fall, death’s welcome in thefe arms.

Bir. Live ever in thefe arms.

J/a. But pardon me,

Excufe the wild diforder of my foul = .
‘The joy, the firange furprizing joy- of fecing you,
Of feeing you again, difiracted me—vmm

Bir. Thou everlafting goodnefs !

Ifa. Anfwer me:

What hand of Providence has brought you hack
To your own home again? O, fatjsty

‘Th” impatience of my heart : I long to know
The flory of your fufferings. ¢ You would think
¢ Yoyr pleafures fufferings, fo lopg remav’d

¢ From Ifabella’s lave.” But tell me all,

For every thought canfounds me. .

Bir. w beft life; at leifure, all. )

Ya. ef taou ht you dead ; kill'd at the fiege
- QF Gandy.
Bir, There ‘I“%ll among the dead ;
But hopes of life seviving from my wonnds,
1 was preferv’d but to be made a flave :
1 often writ to my hard" father, but nerer had:
An anfwer, I wnt to thee tog——vew

Ifa. What a world of woe
Had been prexanted, byt in hearing from you !

Bir, Alas! theu couldft not help me.

Ya. You dp ugt knaw ‘how much I could by’ dane 3
At leaft, Pm fure 1 coyjd have fuffer'd all : ‘
1 would have fold myfelf to flavery,

Without redemption ; giv'n up my child,
The deaseft part of me to ba(g& WAN{G e B
' e,
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Bir. My little boy !
Ifa. My life, but to have heard
You were alive——which now too late I find. [ AZfde
Bir. No more, my love, complaining of the paft,
We lofe the prefent joy. ’Tis over price
Of all my pains, that thus we meet again
I have a thoufand things to fay to thee ame———
Jfa. Wou'd I were paft the Kearing. [ Afide.
Bir. How does my child, my boy, my father wo ¢
1 hear he’s living fhll. -
Ifa. Wellboth, both well ;
And may he prove a father to ‘your hopes,
Though we have found him none.
Bir. Come, no more tears. :
Ja. Seven long ‘years of forrow for your lofs,
Have mourn’d with me .
Bir, And all my days behind
Shall be employ’d in a_kind recompence
For thy afflitions,—Can’t I fee my boy ? :
Jfa. He’s gone tobed : I’ll have him brought to yous
Bir. To-morrow I fhall fee himg I want reft - -
myfelf, after my weary pilgrimage.
_Ifa. Alas! what fhall I get for you?
Bir. Nothing butreft, my love ! To night I would not.
Be known, if ‘poflible, to your family :
1 fee my Nurfe is with you ; her welcome
Wou'd be tedious at this time ;
‘To-morrow will do better. . .
Ja. 'l difpofe of her, and order every thing
As you wou'd have it. [Exite
Bir. Grant me but life, good heav’n, and give the
means, ' ¢ : L
To make this wond'rous goodnefs fome amends :-
And let ‘me then forget her, if I ¢an!
O! fhe deferves of me much more, than I
Can lofe for her, though I again cou’d venture
A father, and his fortune, for her love !
You wretched fathers, blind as fortune all!
Not to perceive that fuch a woman’s worth
Weighs down the portions you provide your fons:
What is your trath, what all your heaps of gold,

Compas'd

5
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Compar’d to this, my heart-felt happinefs ? .
[Burfls into tears.
‘What has fhe, in my abfence, undergone ? )
I muft not think, of that; it drives me back
Upon myfelf, the fated caufe of all, )
_ Ifabella returns.
Jfa. 1 have obey’d your pleafure 3
Every thing is ready for you.
Bir. I can want nothing here; poffefling thee,
All my defires are carry’d ro their aim
Of happinefs ; there’s no room for a with,
But to continue Rill this blefling to me :
I know the way, my love, ¢ I fhall fleep found.’
Jfa. Shall I attend you. .
Bir. By no means ;
T’ve been fo long a flave to others pride,
To learn, at leaft, to wait upon myfelf ;
You’ll make hafte after— 1Goes in,
Jfa. Tl but fay my prayers, and follow you——
My prayers ! no, I muft never pray again.
Prayers have their bleffings to reward our hopes,
But I have nothing left to hope for more.
What heav’n couw’d give, I have enjoy’d ; but now °
The baneful planet rifes on my fate,
And what’s to come, is a long line of woe
Yet I may fhorten it—
1 promis’d him to follow—— him !
Is he without a name ? Biron, my hufband,
To follow him to bed ——my hufzand ! ha!
‘What then is Villeroy? But yefterday
That very bed receiv’d him for its lord,
¢ Yet a warm witnefs of my broken vows.”
Oh, Biron, hadft thou come but one day fooner,
I wou'd have follow’d thee through beggary,
Through all the chances of this weary life :
Wander’d the many ways of wretchednefs
With thee, to find 2 hofpitable grave ;
For that’s the only bed thats left me now. (Wecping.
———What's to be done—for fomething muft be done.
Two hufbands ! yet not one ! By both enjoy’d,
And yet a wife to neither ! Hold my brain——
¢ This is to live in common ! Very beafts,

¢ That
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¢ That welcome all they meet, make juft fuch wives,
‘¢ My reputation ! Oh, ’twas all was left me :
¢ The virtuous pride of an uncenfur’d life ;
* Which, the dividing tongues of Biron’s wrongs,
¢ And Villeroy’s refentients, tear afurder,
% To gotge the throats of the blafpheming rabble.
% This is the beft of what can come to-morrow,
¢ Befides old Baldwin’s triumph in my ruin:
% I cannot bear it——
* Therefore no morrow :* Ha! a fucky thouglit
Works the rightt way to rid me of ’em all;
All the reproaclies, infamies, and fcorns,
That evety tongue and finger will find -for mie.
Let the juft horror of my apprehénfions
But keep me warm no mattér what can comés
>Tis but a blow'—yet [ will fee him firlt——
Have a laft look'to heighten my defpair,
And then to reft for ever
: Biron scets ber.
Bir. Defpair and reft for ever! Ifabella?
Thefe words aré far from thy coridition ;
And be they ever fo. I heard thy voice,
And could not bear thy abfence : corite, my'love !
You have ftaid lorig, there’s néthing, nothing fure
Now to defpair of in fucceeding fate.
{fa. 1 am contented to be miferable,
But not this way : I’ve been too long abus’d,
And can believe no more.
Let me fleep on to be deteiv’d no more.
Bir. Look up, my love, I neveér did deceive théey
Nor ever can ; beli¢ve thyfelf, thy eyes
That firft inflam’d, and lit me to my love,
Thofe flars, that fill muft'guide’ me to my joys.
Ifa. And me to iy undoing : I look round’
And find no' path; but leading to the grave.
Bir. I canet underftand thee. :
¢ Jfa. My good friends above,
¢ T thank ’em, have at laft found out a way
¢ To make my fortune perfeét; having you
¢ I neéd no more ; my fate'is finith’d here.’
¢ Bir. Both our ill-fates, I hope.’
. * {/a. Hopt is a lying, fawning flatteref,
I

¢ That
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¢ That fhews the fair fide only of our fortunes,

¢ To cheat ugeafier into our fall ;

¢_A truited friend, who only can betray you ;

¢ Nevet believe him more.'—If marriages

Are made in heav'n, they fhould be happier :

Why was I made this wretch ?

Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ?

J/a. Miferable, beyond the reach of comfort.

Bir. Do 1 live to hear thee fay fo?

Jfa. Why! what did I fay ?

Rir. That 1 have made thee miferable.

Jfa. No:"you are my only earthly happinefs ;
And my falfe tongue bely’d my honeft heart,
If it faid otherwife.

Bir. And yet you faid,

Your marringe made you miferable.

Ifa. 1know not what I faid:

I've faid too much, unlefs I could fpeak all,

Bir, Thy words are wild; my eyes, my ears, my heart,

Were all fo full of thee, fo much employ’d

In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it;

Now I perceive it plain—
Jja. You'll tell no body——— [ Diffratedly.
Bir. Thou art not well. \
I/a. Tndeed I. am not; I knew that before,:

But where’s the remedy ?

Bir. Reft wilt relieve thy cares: come, come, nomore ;

I’ll banith forrow' from thee.

Ifa. Banith firft the caufe.

Bir. Heav’n knows how willingly.

Jfa. You are the only caufe.

Bir. Am Ithe caufe ? the caufe of thy misfortunes?

I/a. The fatal innocent caufe of all my woes

Bir. Is this my welcome homé ¢ This the reward

Of all my miferies, long labeurs, pains, :

And pining wants of wretched {lavery,

Which I’ve out-liv’d, orly in hopes of thee!

Am I thus paid at laft for deathlefs love ?

And call’d the caufe of thy misfortunes now ?

J/a. Enquire no more ; ’twill be explain’d tos foon,

’ - [S//'u’,r Loing qf:

Bir What! Can’ft thou leave metoo ¢ [He ffuys ber.
2 D /N




38 1SABETLL A

Yfa. Praylet me go:
For both our fakes, permit me
Bir, Rack me not with imaginations
Of things impoffible——Thou can’ft not mean .
What tﬁou haft faid—Yet fomething fhe muft mean,
—'Twas madnefs all—Compofe thyfelf, my love!
The fit is paft ; all may be well again :
Let us to bed. '
Ifa. Tobed! You’ve rais’d the florm
‘Will fever us for ever: Oh, Biron! -
¢ While I have life, ftill I muft call you mine :-
¢ 1 kpow I am, and always was, unwarthy
¢ To be the happy partner of your love ;
¢ And now muit never, never fhare it more,
¢ But, Oh! if ever I was dear to you, ,
¢ As fometimes you have thought me,” on my knees,
(The laft time I fhall care to be believ'd)
I beg you, beg to think me innocent,
Clear of all crimes, that thus can banifh me
From this world’s comforts, in my lofing you.
¢ Bir. Where will thisend ?’
¢ Jja. The rugged hand of fate has got between
¢ Our mmeeting hearts, and thrufts them from their joys:
Since we muft part —— ’
Bir. Nothing fhall ever part us.
¢ Jja. Parting’s the leaft thatis {et down for me :
¢ Heav’n has decreed, and we muft fuffer all.’
¢ Bir, 1 know thee innocent : I know myfelf fo : «
Indeed we both have been unfortunate ; :
:&ut fure misfortunes ne’er were faults in love.’
Ifa. Oh! there’s a fatal flory to be told 5~
Be deaf to that, as heav’n has been to me!
¢ And rot the tongue that fhall reveal my fhame :’
When thou fhalt hear how much thou haft been wrong’d,
How wilt thou curfe thy fond believing heart,
Tear me from the warin bofom of thy love,
And throw me like a pois’nous weed away :
¢« Can I bear that ? Bear to be curft and torn,
¢ And thrown out of thy family and name,
¢ Like a difeafe ?* Can I bear this from thee ?
¢ I never can :* No, all things have their end.
When I ain dead, forgive and pity me. [F;ir. .
ire

>
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Bir. Stay, my Ifabella——— )
What car fhe mean ? Thefe doubtings will diftra& me :
Some hidden mifchief foon will burft to light ;
I cannot bear it ——1 muft be fatisfied
*Tis fhe, my wife, muft clear this darknefs to me,
She fhall—if the fad tale at laft muft come ; .
She is my fate, and beft can {peak my doom. [Exit.
o EnD of the Fourta Acr.

ACT V.
Zater Biron, Nurfe following bim.
Birox.

Know enough : th’ important queftien
. Of life or death, fearful to be refolv’d,
Is clear’d to me : I fee where it muft end ;
And need enquire no more—Pray, let me have
Pen, ink, and paper; I muit write a-while,
And then I’ll try to reft——to reft for ever !
{ Exit Nurfeo
Poor Ifabella! Now T know the caufe,
The caufe of th'y diftrefs, and cannet wonder
That it has turn’d thy brain. If I look back
Upon thy lofs, it will diftraé me too.
Oh, any curfe but this might be remov’d !
But 'twas the rancorous malignity
Of all ill flars combin’d, of heav’n and fate———
Hold, hold my impious tongue—Alas ! I rave:
Why do I tax the ftars, or heav’n, or fate ?
They are all innacent of driving us
Into defpair; they have not urg’d my doom;
My father and my brother are my fates,
That drive me to my ruin, They knew well
I was alive. Too well they knew how dear
My Ifabella——Oh, my wife no more !
How dear her love was to me—Yet they ftood,
With a malicious filent joy, ftood by, '
And faw her give up all my happinefs,
"The trealure of her beauty, to another;
¢ Stood by, and faw her marry’d to another:*
Oh, cruel father! and unnatural brother !
¢ Shall I not tell you that you have undone me
D= Ihave:
!
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I have but to accufe you of-my wrongs,
And then to fall forgotten Sleép or death
Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains :

ither is welcome ; but the hand of death
Works always fure, and beft can clofe my eyes.

[Exit Biron,
Enter Nurfe and Sampfon,

Nurfe. Here’s ftrange things towards, Sampfon :
what will be the end of ’em, do you think ?

Samp. Nay marry, nurfe, I can’t{ee fo-far ; but the
law, I believe, is on Biron, the firft hufband’s fide.

Nurfe. Yes; no queftion, he has the law on his fide.

Samp. For 1 have heard, the law fays, a‘woman muft
be a widow, all out feven years, before fhe can marry
again, according to law.

Nurfe. Ay, fo it does; and our lady has not been 2
widow altogether feven years,

Samp., Why then, nurfe, mark my words, and fay
I told you fo: the man muft have his wife again, and
all will do well.

Nurfe. Butif our mafter Villeroy comes back again —

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the firft man that
has had his wife taken from him.

* Nurfe, For fear of the worft, will you go to the old
count, defire him te come as {oon as he can ; there may
be_mifchief, ard he is able to prevent it.

Samp, Now you fay fomething ; now I take you, nurfe ;
that will do well, indeed : mifchief fhould be prevented
a litle thing will makea quarrel, when there’s a woman
in the way. I'llabout it inftantly,————n [ Excunt,

S C ENE drawn, fbews Biron affeep 01 a couch,

Enter Ifabella,

Ifa. Afleep fo foon! Oh, happy ! happy thou,
Who thus canfleep! I never fhall fleep more ——
If then to fleep be to be happy, he
Who fleeps the longeft, is the happieft ;
Death is the longeft fleep—~Oh, have a care !
Mifchief will thrive apace. Never wake more. [70 Bir.
If thou didft ever love thy Ifabella,
To-morrow muft be doemfday to thy peace,
——The fight of him difarms ev'n death itfelf,

The
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. e——The ftarting tranfport of new quick’ning life
Gives juft fuch hopes ; and pleafure grows again
‘W ith looking on him Let me look my laft
But is a look enough for parting love !

Sure I may take a kifs Where am I going!

Help, help me, Villeroy ! Mountains and feas

Divide your love, never to meet my fhame,

[ Throaus herfelf upon the floor ; after a Jbort paufe, fbe raifes.
berfelf upon her elboww.

What will this battle of the brain do with me!

This little ball, this ravag’d province, long

- Cannot maintain—The globe of earth wants room

And food for fuch a war—1I find I’m going
Famine, plagues, andflames,

‘Wide watte and defolation, do your work:

Upon the world, and then-devour yourfelves.

~—The fcene fhifts faft ——[Sbe rifes.] and now ’tis bet.-

ter with me ; .

Confliting paffions have at laft unhing’d

The great machine ! the foul itfelf feems chang’d !

Oh, ’tis a happy revolution here !

¢ The reas’ning faculties are all depos’d ;

¢ Judgment, and underftanding, common-fenfe,.

Driv’n outas traitors to the public peace,

Now I’m reveng’d upon my memory,

Her feat dug up, where all the images

Of a long mif-fpent life, were rifing ftill,

To glare a fad reflection of my crimes, .

And flab a confcience thro’ ’em ! You are fafe,.

¢ You monitors of mifchief ! What a change !-

¢ Better and better {till ! This is the infant ftate -

¢ Of innocence, before the birth of care.

¢ My thoughts are fmcoth as the Elyfian plains,

¢ Without a rub : the drowfy falling ftreams.

¢ Invite me to their flumbers. :

¢ Would I were landed there—— [Sinks into a chair..

What noife was that! A-knocking at the gate !

It may be Villeroy——No matter who..

Bir, Come, Ifubella, come o .
Jfa. Hark ! I’'m call’d?
Bir.. You ftay too long from me..

D3, P
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Ifa. A man’svoice ! in my bed ! How came he there ?
Nothing but villainy in this bad world ; [Rifes
¢ Coveting neighbours goods, or neighbours wives :’
Here’s phyfick for your fever.

[Draws a dagger, and goes backward to the couch.
¢ Breathing a vein is the old remedy.’
If hufbands go to heav’n,
Where do they go that fend em ?—This to try—
[ Fuft going to flab bim, be rifes, fbe kuows bimy and forieks.
What do I fee !

Bir. Ifabella, arm’d !

Ifa. Againft my hufband’s life !
¢ Who, but the wretch, moft reprobate to grace,
¢ Defpair ¢’er hardened for damnation,
¢ Could think of fuch a deed !—Murder my hufband ¥’

Bir, Thou didft not think it.

Ifa. Madnefs has brought me to the gates of hell,
And there has left me. ¢ Oh, the frightful chagge
¢ Of my diftrattions ! Or is this interval
¢ Of reafon but to aggravate my woes,
¢ Todrive the horror back with greater force
¢ Upon my foul, and fix me mad for ever ?*

Bir. Why doft thou fly me fo ?

Ifa. 1 cannot bear his fight ; diftra&ion, come,
Poflefs me all, and take me to thyfelf !

Shake off thy chains, and haften to my aid ;— .

Thou art my only cure——¢ Like other friends,

¢ He will not come to my. neceffities ;

¢ Then I muft go to find the tyrantaut ;

¢ Which is the neareft' way ?’ [Running out..

Bir. Poor Ifabella, fhe’s not in a condition .

To give me any comfort, if the could :

Loft to herfelf—as quickly I fhall be

To all the world Horrors come faft around me ;

My mind is overcaft—the gath’ring clouds

Darken the profpe&t—I approach the brink,

And foon muft leap the precipice! Oh, Heav’n!

While yet my {enfes are my own, thus kneeling

Let me implore thy mercies on my wife :

Releafe her from her pangs.; and if my reafon,

O’erwhelm’d with miferies, fink before the tempeft,

Pardon thofe crimes defpair may bring upon me. [Rifes.
Lier
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Enter Nurfe. :
Nurfe. Sir, therc’s fomebody at the deor muft needs
fpeak with you ; he won’t tell his name.
Bir. I come to him. [Exit Nurfe..
»Tis Belford, I fuppofe ; he little knows
Of what has happen’d here ; 1wanted him,
Muft employ his friendthip, and then—— [Exits

SCENE, the fireet.
Enter Carlos, with three ruffians,
Car. A younger brother! I was ope too long,
Not to prevent my being fo again.
We muft be fudden. Younger brothers are
But lawful baftards of another name, :
Thruft out of their nobility of birth
And family, and tainted into trades.
Shall I be ope of them—Bow, and retire,
To make-more room for the unwieldly heir
To play the fool in ! No——=
But how fhall I prevent it ?—Biron comes
To take poffeflion of my father’s love
Would that were all ; thereis a birth-right teo.
‘That he will feize. Befides, if Biron lives,
He will unfold fome praétices, which 1
Cannot well anfwer—therefore he fhall die ;
This night muft be difpos’d of : Ihave means
That will not fail my purpofe. Here he comes.
Enter Biron,
* Bir. Ha! am I befet ? I live but to revenge me.
[ They furround bim, fighting ; Villeroy enters awith tae .
Servants; they refeue bim ; Carlos and bis party fly.
#il. How are you, Sir ? Mortally hurt, I fear.’
‘Take care, and lead him in.
Bir. I thank you for the goodnefs, Sir; tho’’tis
Beftow’d upon a very wretch ; and death,
The’ from a villain’s hand, had been to me
An a&t of kindnefs, and the height of mercy—- :
But I shank you, Sir. [(Heis led in.

SCENGE, theinfide of the boufe.
Euter Ifabella,
Z/a. Murder my hufband ! Oh! I muft not dare
"To think of living on ; my defperate hand

In
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In a mad rage may offer it a%fi n . .
Stab any where but there.  Here’s room enough.
In my own breaft, to aét the fury in,
‘The proper fcene of mifchief. ¢ Villeroy comes ;
¢ Villeroy and Biron come ! Oh ! hide me from ’em— -
¢ They rack, they tear ; let’em carve out my limbs,
¢ Divide my body to their equal claims !
¢ My foul is only Biron’s; that is free,
¢ And thus I firike for him, and liberty.’
[Going to flab berfelf, Villeroy ruasin, and prevents ber,
by taking the dagger from ber..
¥il. Angels defend and fave thee !
Attempt thy precious life ! ¢ the treafury
¢ Of naturc’s fweets ! life of my little world !”*
Lay violent hands upon thy innocent felf !
Jfa. Swear I am innocent, and I’ll believe you..
‘What would you have with me ? Pray let me go..
¢ —Are you there, Sir ? You are the very man.
¢ Have done all this=~You would have made.
¢ Me believe you married me ; but the fool.
¢ Was wifer, I thank you : ’tis not all gofpel-
¢ You men preach upon that fubject.’ .
Vil. Doft thou not know me, love ?
¢ Ifa O yes :: very well.. [Staring on him..
¢ You are the widow’s comforter ; that marries
¢ Any woman when her hufband’s out of the way :.
¢ But I'll never, never take your word again.
¢ Vil. 1am thy loving hufband,’ )
*Tis Villeroy, thy bufband,
Jfa. 1 have none ; no hufband e [Weeping,
Never had but one, and he dy’d at Candy,.
¢ Did he not # I'm fure you told me.fo; you,.
¢ Or fomebody, with juft fuch a lying look, .
¢ As you have now.” Speak, did he not die there 2-
#il, He did, my life.
Jfa. But fwear 11, quickly fwear,
Biron enters bloody, and leaning upon bis fword.,
Before that {creaming evidence appears,,
In blocdy proof againft me—— :
[Sbe feeing Biron, fwoons into.a chair ; Vil, belps ber.
Zil, Help there ! Nurfe, where are you ?
Ha!l
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Ha ! Iamdiftrated too ! [Going to call for heip, fees Bir.

Biron alive ! '

Bir, The only wretch on earth that muft not live.
Z7il. Biron or Villeroy muft not, that’s decreed.
Bir. You've fav’d me from the hands of murderers :

Would you had not, forlife’s my greateft plague—

And then, of all the world, you are the man

1 would not be obliged to——Ifabella !

T came to fall before thee : I had dy’d

Happy, not to have found your Villerey here :

A long farewel, and a laft parting kifs. [Kiffes ber.
Zil. Akifs! confufion! it muft be yourlaft. {Draws.
Bir. 1 know it muft—Here I give up that death

You but delay’d: Since what is paft has been

The work of fate, thus we muft finith it,

Thruft home, be fure, ' [Faints.
Vil. Alas! he faints ! fome help there. '
Bir. *Tis all in vain, my forrows foon will end——

©Oh, Villeroy ! let a dying wretch intreat you,

To take this letter to my father. My Ifabella !

Couldft thou but hear me, my laft words fhould blefs thee.

T cannot tho’ in death, bequeath her tothee,  [Z0 Vil.

But could I hope my boy, my little one,

Might find a father in thee—Oh, I faint—

I can no more —Hear me, heav’n ! Oh, fupport

My wife, my Ifabella—Blefs my child !

And take a poor unhappy [Dies.
Vil. He's gone—Let what will be the confequence,

I’ll give it him. I have involv’d myfelf,

And would be clear’d ; that muit be thought on now,

My care of her is loft in wildamaze. [Going to Ifa.

¢ Are you all dead within there ? Where, where are you #’

Good nurfe, take carc of ber 5 I'll bring more belp,  [Exit.
_ Ifabella comes to berfelf.

Ifa. Where have I been ?—Methinks I ftand upon,

The brink of life, ready tofhootthe gulph

‘That lies between me and the realms of reft

But flill detain’d, I cannot pafs the ftrait;

Deny’d to live, and yet I muft not die :

" Doom’d to come back, like a complaining ghoft,

To my unbury’d body—— Here it lies —

[Throws berfelf &y Biron’s body,

My body, foul, and life. Alittle duit, .

o
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To cover our cold limbs in the dark grave
There, there we fhall fleep fafe and found together.
Enter Villeroy avith firwants.

Vil. Poor wretch ; upon the ground ! She’s not herfelf :
Remove her from the body, [Servantsgoing to raife ber.

I/a. Never, never—
You have divorc®d us once, but fhall no more———
Help, help me, Biron ?=Ha !—bloody and dead ! ]
Oh, murder ! murder ! You have done this deed —— ,
Vengeance and murder ! bury us together—
Do any thing but part us.

Vil. Gently, gently raife her.
She mutt be forc’d away. ‘

[Sbe drags the body aftcr her; they get her into their
arms, and carry ber off.

Z/a. Oh, they tearme ! Cut off my handse—
Let me leave fomething with him —
‘They’ll clafp him faft
Oh, cruel, cruel men!
This you mutt anfwwer one day.

Vil. Good nurfe, take care of her. [ Nurfe followss ber-.
Send for all helps : all, all that I am worth,
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again.

¢ Be fure you do, [To afervane,
¢ Juttas I order’d you.” The ftorm grows lond—
: [ Knocking at the door.

T am prepar’d for it. Now let them in.
Enter Count Baldwin, Carlos, Belford,. friends, with Sers .
vants,
C. Bald. Oh, do I live to this unhappy day !
Whereis my wretched fon ? ) '
Car. Where is my brother > :
' [(They fee bim, and gather about the body..
#il. 1hope in heav’n,
Car. Canftthou pity him !
Wifh him in heav’n! when thou haft done a deed,
That muft for ever cut thee from the hopes
Of ever coming there.
Vil. 1do not hlame YOU e
You have a brother’s right to be concern’d.
For his untimely death,,

Cara



1S ABELL A 47

Car, Untimely death, indeed !
¥il, But yet you muft not fay, I was the caufe.
Gar. Not you the caufe! Why, who fhould murder
him ?
‘We do not afk you to accufe yourfelf ,
But I muft fuy, that you have murder’d him ;
And will fay nothing elfe, till juftice draws
Upon our ﬁ}:ic, at the loud call of blood,
‘To execute fo foul a murderer.
Bel. Poor Biron ! Is thisthy welcome home! -
Friend, Rife, Sir ; there isa comfort in revenge,
Which yet is left you. [7o C. Bald.
Car. Take the body hence. [Biron carry’d off.
C. Bald. W hat could provoke you ?
Vil. Nothing could provoke me
To a bafe murder, which, I find, you think
Me guilty of. I know my innocence ;
My fervants too can witnefs that I drew
My fword in his defencé, to refcue him.
Bel. Let the fervants be call’d.
Fr. Let’s hear what they can fay.
Car. What they can fay ! Why, what fhould fervants
fay ? .
‘They’re his accomplices, his inftruments,
And will not charge themfelves. If they could do
A murder for hisfervice, they can lie,
Lie nimbly, and fwear hard, tobring him off,
You fay you drew your fword in his defence :
‘Who were his enemies ? Did he need defence ?
Had he wrong’d any one ? Could he have caufe
To apprehend a danger, but from you ?
Andyet you refcu’d him !—No, no, he came
Unfeafonably, (that was all his crime)
Unluckily to interrupt your fport :
You were new marry’d—marry'd to his wife ;
And therefore you, and fhe, and all of you,
(For all of you I muft believe concern’d)
Combin’d to murder him out of the way,
Bel. If it be fo
Car. It can be only fo.
Fr. Indeed it has a face ==
Car. As black as hell,

C. Bald.
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C. Badld. The law will do" me juftice: fend for the
magiftrate.
Car. T'll go myfelf for him Exit,
Vil. Thc%e ftrong prefumptions, I muft own, indeed,
Are violent againft me ; butI have
A witnefs, and on this fide heav’n too.
——Open that door. ;
Door opens and Pedro is brought forward by Villeroy’s fer-
. vants.
Here's one can tell you all.
.. Ped. Al all; fave me but from the rack, I’ll confefs
all.
¥il. You and your accomplices defign'd
‘To murder Biron ? ——Speak.
Ped. We did.
Vil. Didyou en%age upon your private wrongs,
Or were employ’d
Ped, He never did us wrong.
Vil. You were fet on then.
Ped. We were fet on.
Vil. What do you know of me ?
Ped. Nothing, nothing :
You fzv’d his life, and Lave difcover’d me.
Vil, He has acquitted me. .
If you would be refolv’d of any thing,
He ftands upon his anfiver.
Bel. Who fet you on to a¢t this horrid déed ?
C. Bald. 'l know the villain ; give me quick his rame,
Or I will tear it from thy bleeding heart.
Ped. T will confefs.

C. Bald, Do then. :
Ped. It was my mafter, Catlos, yourown fon.
C. Bald. Oh, monftrous ! monftrous ! moft unnatural!
Bel. Did Le employ you to murder his own brother?
Ped. He did ; and he was with us when ’twas done.
C. Bald. If this be true, this horrid, horrid tale,
It is but juft upon me : Biron’s wrongs
Mutt be reveng’d; and I the caufe of all,
Fr, What will you do with him ?
C. Bald. 'Take him a-part
I know too much. [Pedro goes in
#7l. 1 had forgot—Your wretched, dying foa

Gave
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Gave me this letter for you. [Gives it to Baldwina
1 dare deliverit. If it {peaks of me,
I pray to have it read.
C. Bald, You know the hand.
Bel, I know.'tis Biron's hand.
C. Bald. Prayread it. = . [Bellford reads¢he lcttere
“SIR,
¢ I find I am come only to lay my death at yourdoor.
Iam now going out of the world; but cannot forgive
you, nor my brother Carlos, for not hindering my poor
wife Ifabella, from marrying with Villeroy ; when you
both knew, from {o many letters, that.I was alive.—
. : _ Biron.”
Vil. How !—Did you know it then ? ‘
C. Bald. Amazement, all!
. Enter Carlos, with Qffcers.
Oh, Carlos! are youcome? Your brother here,
Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death
To you and me—Have you done any thing
To haften his fad end!
Car. Blefs me, Sir, Idoany thing! Who, I?°
C. Bald. He talks of letters that were fent to us,
I never heard of any—Did you know
He was alive ? N
Car, Alive! Heav’n knows, not I.
C. Bald. Had you no news of him, froma report,
Or letter, never? v
Car. Never, never, 1. o
Bel, That’s ftrange, indeed : I know he often wri¢,
To lay before you the condition [7o C. Baldwin.
Of his hard flavery : and more, I know,
That he had feveral anfwers to his letters,
He faid, they came from you ; you are his brother.
Car. Never from me.
Bel, That will appear.
The letters, I believe, are ftill about him ;
For fome of ’em I faw but yefterday.
C. Bald. What did thofe anfwers fay ?
Bel. 1 cannot fpeak to the particulars ;
Rut I remember well, the fum of ’em
Was much the fame, and all agreed,
That there was nothing t,oﬁ:e hop'd from you ;

rd

That
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That *twas your barbarous refolution’

To let him perith there.—— -

C. led. Oh, Carlos ! Carlos ! hadft thou been a bro-
ther ’ '
Car. Thisisa plot upon me. I never knew
He wasih flavery, or wasalive, ' :
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour,
Bel. There, Sir, I muft confront you.

He fent you a letter, to my knowledge, laft night ;

And you fent him word you would come to him

1 fear you came too foon.

C. Bald. "Tis all too plain. '

Bring out that wretch before him. [Pedro prodaced.
Car. Ha! Pedro there ! —Then I am caught, indeed.
Bel. You ftart at fight of him;

He has confefs’d the bloody deed.

Car. Well then, he has confefs'd,
And I muft anfwer it.
Bel. 1s there no more ?
Car. Why !—what would you have more ? I know

And I expcé{ it [the wortt,
C. Bald. Why haft thou done all this ? '
Car. Why, that which damns moft men, has ruin’d

The making of my fortune. Biron ftood [me;

Between me and your favour: while he liv’d,

I had not that; hardly was thought a fon,

And not at all a-kin to your eftate.

I could not bear a younger brother’s lot,

To Kve depending upon courtefy ——

Had you provided for me like a father,

I had been ftill a brother.

C. Bald. ’Tis too true;

Inever lov’d thee, as I fhould have done :

It was my fin, and I am punifh’d for't,

Oh ! never may diftintion rife dgain

In families: let paren:s be the fame

To all theirchildren ; common in their care,

And in their love of ’em—Iam unhappy,

For loving one too well. . )

Vil. You knew your brother liv’d ; why did you take

Such pains to marry me to Ifabella ?
Car. 1 had my reafon’s for’¢——

I

“ill
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¥il. More than I thought you had.
Car. But one was this— )
1 knew my brother lov’d his wife fo well,
That if ever he fhould come home again,
He cou’d not long out-live the lofs of her.
Bel. If you rely’d on that, why did you kill him ?
Car. To makeall fure. Now, you are anfiver’d all.
Where muftIgo? Iam tir’d of you queftions.
C. Bald. 1 leave the judge to tell thee what thou art ;
A father cannot find a name for thee.
But parricide is higheft treafon, fure,
To facred nature’s law ; and muft be fo,
So fentenc’d in thy crimes. Take him away—
The violent remedy is found at laft, '
‘That drives thee out, thou paifon of my blood,
Infe@ed long, and only foulin thee. [Carlos /ed off.
Grant me, {weet Heav'n ! thy patience to go thro’
The torment of my cure—Here, here begins
‘The operation—Alas ! fhe’s mad. '
Enter lfabella diffrafed, beld by ber women; ber bair
. Ji/’zmefl’d 3 ber little fon running in before, being afraid
of ber.:
Fil, My Ifabella! poor unhappy wretch !
What canyl fay to herp?oo S
Jfa. Nothing, nothing ; ’tis a babbling world—
T’li hear no more on’t. When does the court fit ?
¢ I’ll not be bought—What ! to fell innocent blood !~
‘You look like one of the pale judges here ; . '
Minos, or Radamanth, or Bacus——
1 have heard of you. o
T have a caufe to try, an honeft'one’; , )
Will you not hear it? Then I muft appeal , R
To the bright throne—Call down the heav’nly powers
‘To witnefs how you ufe me. '
¢ Wom. Help, help, we cannot hold her.
¢ ¥il. You but enrage her more.’
C. Bald, Pray give her way ; fhe’ll hurt nobody.
Ifa. What have you done with him ? He was here but |
1 {faw him here. Oh, Biron, Biron ! where, [now ;
Where have they hid thee from me ? He is gone—
But here’s a little flaming cherubim —
Child, Oh, fave e, fave me! [Running te Bald.
. E 3 Ifa.
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Jfa. The Mercury of Heav’n, with filver wings,
Impt for the flight, to overtake his ghoft, .
And bring him %ack again,
Child, 1 fear the’ll kill me.
C. Bald. She will not hurt thee. [She fings away. ~
Hfa. Will nothingdo ? I did not hope tofind '
Juftice on earth ; ’us not in Heav’n neither.
Biron has watch’d his opportunity------
Softly ; he fteals it from the fleeping gods,
And fends it thus------ [Stabs berflfe
Now, now I laugh at you, defy you all,
You tyrant-murderers.
Vil. Call, call for help---Oh, Heav’n ! this was too
much, '
C. Bald. Ob, thou moft injur'dinnocence! Yet live,
Live but to witnefs for me to the world,
How much I do repent me of the wrongs,
Th’ unnatural wrongs, which Ihave heap’d on thee,
Apd have pull’d down this judgment on us gl _
Vil Oh, {peak,, fpeak but a word 6f comfort to mes
C. BaM. T the moft tender Tather’s care and love
Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends—--
Oh, yet look up and live.- :
Ifa. Where is that little wretch ? [They raife ber.
I die in peace, to'leave him to your care.
1 bave a wretched mother's legacy,
A dying kifs---pray let me give it him,
My blefling ; that, that’s gll I have to leave thee.
Oh, may thy father’s virtues live in thee,
And all{ﬁs wrongs be buried in my grave. [Diese
7il. She’s gone, and all my joys. of life with her
¢ Where are your officers of juftice now ?
¢ Seize, bind me, drag me to the bloody'bar,
¢ Accufe, condemn me; let the fentence reach
¢ My hated life------No matter how it comes ;
¢ I'll think jtjuft, and thank you as it falls,
¢ Self-murder is deny’d me ; elfe, how foon
¢ Could I be paft the pain of my remembrance !
¢ But I muft live, grow grey with linj;’ring‘ grief,
¢ To die atlaft in teﬁl;ong this fad tale,
C. Bald. l:eo.r wretched arphan of moft wretched pa- -
rents <
‘ *3cape
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¢ *Scaping the ftorm, theu’rt thrown upon a rock,
¢ To perifh there.” The very rocks would melt,
Soften their nature, fure, to fofter thee. '
I find it by myfelf : my flinty heart,
That barren rock, on which thy father ftarv’d,
Opens it {prings of nourithment to thee ;
There’s not a vein but fhall run milk for thee,
Oh, had I pardon’d my poor Biron’s fault,
His firft, his only fault---this had not been.
To erring youth there’s fome compaffion due ;
But while with rigour you their crimes purfue, }
What’s their misfortune, is a crime for you,
Hence learn, offending children to forgive :
Leave punifhment to Heav’n-.-’tis Heav’n’s preroga~
tive,

Exp of the Firrt Acr,
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FENCING FAMILIARIZED ; ar, a Nsw TrEa-
T1sE on the ArT of Sworp Pray: illuftrated b
elegant engravings, reprefenting all the different atti-
tudes, on which the principles and grace of the art de-
pend; painted from life, and executed in a moft ele-
gant and mafterly manner, .By Mr. Orivier; edu-
cated at the Royal Academy at Paris, and profeflor of
fencing, in St. Dunftan’s-court, Fleet-ftreet. Price 7s.
bound. )

¢¢ The author of this work humbly prefumes, that he
¢ has offered many confiderable improvements in the art
¢ of fencing, having founded his principles on nature,
¢« and confuted many falfe notions hitherta adopted by
¢¢ the moft eminent mafters ; he has rendered the pla
¢¢ fimple, and made it eafy and plain, even to thoI{
¢ who were before unacquainted with the art, After
¢¢ bringing his fcholar as far as the affault, and having
¢ demonftrated to him all the thrufts and various pa-
¢ rades, he lays down rules for defence in all forts of
¢ fword play.

The monthly reviewers exprefs themfelves in the fol-
lowing terms : ¢ For aught we dare fay to the contrary,
¢¢ Mr. Olivier’s book is a very good book, and may
¢¢ help to teach, as much as books can teach, the no-
¢ ble fcience of defence, or, as our aughor terms it,
¢ fword play; and it is made more particularly ufeful
¢ by the various attitudes and pofitions, which feem
¢ to be here accurately and elegantly delineated.”

ELL’s COMMON PLACE BOOK, formed gene-
rally upon the principles recommended by Mr.
Locke.  Price 1l. 53, ‘

This work is elegantly executed from copper plates
on fuperfine writing demy paper, and may be had of all .
the bookfellers in England, by enquiring for Bell’s
Library Common-Place Book, formed upon Mr..
_ Locke’s principles. '

This book is generally bound in vellum, containing:
five quires of the very beft demy paper properly pre-
pared, for 1l. gs. .

Ditto if bound in parchment, 1l. And foin propor-
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tion for any quantity of paper the book may contain,
deduding or adding twe- fhillings for every quire that
ntay be increafed or decreafed, and bound as above.

© ¢ Mr., Locke has confined his clucidation to the ad-
¢ vantages-arifing‘from reading ; in fele€ting remarka-
s¢ ble paflages from books : but this is not the only pur-
¢ pofe to which the Common-Place Book may be fac-
¢¢ cefsfully. applied.” It is not folely for the divine, the
¢ lawyer, the poet; philofopher, or hiftoriair, that this
¢ publication is calculated ; by thefe its ufes are expe~
¢¢ rimentally known and univerfally admitted : it is for
<¢ the ufe and emglument of the man of bufinefs as well
< a5 of letters3 for men ot fathian and-fortune as well
< a3 of ftudy; for the traveller, the trader, and, in
¢ fhort, for all thofe who would form a fyftem of ufeful
#¢ and-agreeable knowledge, in a2 manner peculiar to
é‘themfelves, while they are following their accuftomed
@ purfuit, either of profit or pleafure.

HE-Natural -and * Chemi¢éal ELEMENTS of

L AGRICULTURE. Tranflated from the Latin of
Count Guftavus Adelphus Gyllenborg. By Jomn,
Miius, Efq; F. R.S. Price 23, 6d. feiyed: '

- ¢¢ The oriéinal of ‘this treatife has already been tranf-
« Jated into feveral foreign languages ; it is here accu-
' rately réndered into iExaglim, and 'has defervedly met
¢ with approbation. - Ft coutains an ingenieus theo-
¢ retical account of the principles of agriculture der
¢ duced-from a rational philofophy ; a fubjeét-of en-’
¢ quiry which may be confidered as of the fame impor-
¢ tance to an:occomplithed farmer, as the knowledge -
¢¢ of the animal ceconomy- is to a fkilful phyfician. For:
« though it is chiefly by practical obfervations that both-
¢ are t6 cultivite their art, ‘yet a competent acquain-
¢¢ tance with the abftract elements of {cience may prove
¢4 the means of fuggefting ufeful expedients, and often’
¢ facilitate the road topra&ice:” ,
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