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TO.THE RIGHT HONOURABLE
CHARLES LORD HALIFAX.

MY LORD,

IF 1 could have the vanity to make a merit of dedicating
this Tragedy, Ifhould here take an opportunity of telling
you that I am in this endéavouring to make the beft and
only return I am capable of for all thofe marks of exceed-
ing goodnefs and humanity which I have ftill had the ho-
nour to meet with from your Lordfhip : but fince the mat-
ter is quite otherwife, fince it is highly to my advantage
to fhelter myfelf under fo great a name, fince I have done
myfelf fo much honour by it, Iam bound to own, with all
the gratitude I am capable of, that your Lordfhip’s pa-
tronage is a new and will be a lafting obligation upon me.
Moft kinds of poetry, but efpecially tragedies, come
into the world now like children born under ill ftars; a
general indifference, or rather difinclination, attends like
abad influence upon ’em, and after having buftled thro’
il ufage and a fhort life they fleep and are forgotten.
The relifh of things of this kind is certainly very much al-
tered from what it was fome time fince;; and though I will
not prefume to cenfure other people’s pleafures, and pre-
feribe to the various taftes of mankind, yet I will take the
liberty to fay, that thofe who fcorn to be entertained like
their forefathers will hardly fubftitute fo reafonable a di-
verfion in the room of that which they have laid afide. I
could with there were not fo much reafon as there is to at-
tribute this change of inclinations to a difeﬁegm of learn-

Ajj



iv BEDICATION.

. ing itfelf. Too many people are apt to think that books
are not neceffary to the finithing the chara&er of a fine
gentleman, and are therefore eafily drawn to defpife what
they know nothing of. But, my Lord, among all thefe
mortifying thoughts it is ftill a pleafure to the Mufes to.
think that there are fome men of too delicate underftand-
ings to give into the taftes of a depraved age, men that
have not only the power but the will to prote& thofe arts
which they love, becaufe they are mafters of ’em.

It would be very eafy for me to diftinguith one among
thofe few after the moft advantageous manner, but al}
men of common. fenfe have concurred in doing it already,
and there is no need of a panegyrick.

I could be almoft tempted to expoftulate with the reft
of the world (for I am fure there is no occafion to make
an apology to your Lordfhip) in defence of poetry. I am
far g-om thinking of a good poet as the Stoicks did of
their wife man, that he was fufficient for every thing, could
be every thing, and excel in every thing, as he pleafed;
yet fure I may be allowed to fay that that brightnefs,
quicknefs, that ftrength and-greatnefs.of thinking, which
isrequired inany of the nobler kinds of poetry wonld raife
a man to an uncommon diftinétion in any profeffion or bu-
finefs that hasa relation to good fenfe and underftanding.
One modern-inftance can at leaft be given where the fame
genius that fhone in poetry was found equal to the firft
employments of. the ftate, and where the fame man who
by his virtue and wifdom was highly ufeful to and inftru-
mental in the fafety and happinefs of his native country
had been equally ornamental to it in his wit. :

This is what I could not help faying for the honour of

an art which has been formerly the favourite of the great-

eft men ; not that it wants a recommendation to your Lords

thip, who have always been a conftant and generous pro-
te&or of it. This indeed would be much more properly
faid to the world, and when I have told them what men
- have equally adorned it and been adorned by it, I might
not unfitly apply to them what Horace faid to the Pifos,

Ne fort: Pudori
Sit tibi Mufa Lyre folers &5 Cantor Apolle.




DEDICATION. v
For my own inconfiderable pretenfions to verfe I fhall,
I confefs, think better even of them than I have ever yet
done if they fhall afford me the honourto be alwaysthought,
My Lord,
your Lordhip’s moft obedient

and devoted humble fervant,

N. ROWE,






PROLOGUE.

Sice 1o your fam’d forcfathers quite contrary
You from their pleafures as their ewifdom vary,
What art what method fball the poet find

To bit the tafle of cach fantaflich mind ?

Legions of joys your wand’ring fancies lead ;
Like fummer flies which in the fbambles breed
Each ysar they fwarm anew, and to the laff fucceed. )

Time was awhen fools by fellow/bip were known,
But noww they firay, and in this populous Town:
Each coxcomb has a folly of bis own.

Some drefs, fome dance, fome play, not to forget
Your piquet parties and your dear baffet :

Some praife, fome rail, fome bow, and fome make faces,
Your country fquires bunt foxes, your court places.
The city too fills up the various fm,

Where fools lay wagers and where wife men win..
One rails at Celia for a late mifchance,

One grumbles and cries up the [ow’r of France ;
This man talks politicks and that takes pills,

One eures his own, and one the nation’s ills. -
Now fiddling and the charms of fingfong win ye,,
Harmonious Peg and warbling Valentini.

4: 1o your drinking——1but for that we fpare ity
Noe cwith your other vile delights compare it ;
There’s fomething more than found, there’s fenfe, in claret,
Mean-while uegi&ed verfe, in long difgrace,
Among your many pleafures finds no place ;

The virtuous lawvs of common fenfe forfawearingy
Youdamn us, like pack’d juries, without bearing.
Each puny avbipfler here is wit enough,

With fcor‘]ty'ul airs and fupercilious ﬁl;[;

Tocry, This Tragedy’s fuch damn’d grave flufft
But now ave hope more equal judges come,

Since Flanders fends the gen’rous warriours bome.
You that bawe fought for liberty and laws,

Wbofe valour the proud Gallick tyrant awes,

Join to affert the finking Mufes’ caufe ;

Since the fame flame, by d?"rmt ways exprefl,
Glows in the bero’s and the poet’s breafl,

The fame great thoughts that raufe you ta the fight
Injpire the Mufe and bid the poet write.
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THE ROYAL CONVERT®".

ACTL

SceNE, a palace.
Enter Ar1BERT and OswaLs.

ARIBERT.
SUCH are, my friend, the joys our loves have known,
So ftill to be defir’d, fo ever new,
Nor by fruition pall’d nor chang’d by abfence.
Whate’er the poets dreamt of their Elyfium,
Or what the faints believe of the firft paradife,
“ When nature was not yet deform’d by winter,
“ But one perpetual beauty crown’d the year,”
Such have we found ’em ftill, ftill, ¢ ftill,’’ the fame.
Ofw. Such grant, kind Heav'n! their courfe to be for
But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Ofwald [ever!
If he believes you melt with too. much tendernefs ;
Your noble heart forgets its native greatnefs,
And finks in foftnefs when you languith thus,
Thus figh and murmur but for fix days abfence.
Arik.Chidenot,but thinkife’er,*“when thouwertyoung,’*
Thou lov’dft thyfelf, how thou wert won’t to judge
Of time, of love, of abfence, and impatience.
What! fix long days, and pever write nor fend !
Tho’ Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both,
Were left behind to bring me tidings from her.
How, Ethelinda ! how haft.thou forgot me!
Ofaw. Perhaps I err; but if the pain be fuch,.

* The lines diftinguithed by inverted commas are omitted in the -
reprefentation, and thofe printed in Italicks are the additions ef”
the Theatre, ’
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Why is the fair one who alone can eafe it
Thus far divided from your longing arms?
*Twere better ne’er to part than thus to mourn.

Arib. Oh Ofwald ! is there not a fatal caufe?
Thou know’ft my Ethelinda——

Ofw. Is a Chriftian,

A name by Saxonsand their gods abhorr’d.

To me her diff’ring faith imports not much ;

*T'is true indeed bred to my+tountry’s manners

I wortfhip as my fathers did before me;
Unpra&is’d in difputes and wrangling fchools

I feek no farther knowledge, and fo keep

My mind at peace, nor know the pain of doubting:
‘What others think I judge not of too nicely,

But hold all honeft men are in the right.

Arib. Thenknow yet more, for my wholebreaft is thine,

Ev'n all my fecret foul: T am a Chriftian.

*Tis wonderful to tell, for oh, my Ofwald!

I liften’d to the charmer of my heart.

Still as the night that fled away I fat,

I heard her with an eloquence divine

Reafon of holy and myfterious truths,

Of Heav'n’s moft righteous doom, of man's injuftice,
Of laws to curb the will and bind the paffions,
Of life, and death, and immortality,

% Of gnafhing fiends beneath and pains eternal,
¢ Of ftarry thrones and endlefs joys above.”
My very foul was aw’d, was fhook within me 5
Methought I heard diftin&, I faw moft plain,
Some angel in my Ethelinda’s form

" Point out my way to everlafting happinefs.

Ofw. *Tis wonderful indeed! and yet great fouls,
By nature half divine, foar to the ftars, '
And hold a near acquaintance with the gods.

And oh! my Prince, when I furvey thy virtue

I own the feal of Heav’n imprinted on thee ;

I ftand convinc’d that good and holy pow’rs
Infpire and take delight to dwell within thee:
Yet crowds will ftill believe and priefts will teach
As wand'ring fancy and as int’reft lead.

How will the King and our fierce Saxon chiefs
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Approve this bride and faith? Had royal Hengift
Thy father liv’d
4rib. *Tis on that rock we perith;
Thou bring’ft his dreadful image to my thoughts,
Andnow he ftands before me ftormy, fierce,
Imperious, unrelenting, and to death
Tenacious of his purpofe once refolv’d.
Jult fuch he feems as when fevere and frowning
He forc'd the King my brother and myfelf
Tokneel and fwear at Woden’s cruel altar
Firft never to forego our country’s gods,
Then made us vow with deepeft imprecations
If it were either’s fortune e’er to wed
Never to chufe a wife among the Chriftians.
Ofw. Have you not fail’d in both?
4rib, *Tis true 1 have,
But for a caufe {o juft, fo worthy of me,
That not to *ave fail'd in both had been to’ave fail’d.
Yes, Ofwald, by the confcious judge within
Sodo I ftand acquitted to myfelf,
That were my Ethelinda free from danges,
On peril of my life I would make known
And to the world avow my love and faith.

Ofw. I dare not, nay ’tis fure I cannot, blame you;

“You are the fecret worthip of my foul,

“ To me fo perfe& that you cannot err.”

But oh! my Prince, let me conjure you now

By that moft faithful fervice I’ave ftill paid you,
By love and by the gentle Ethelinda,

Be cautious of your danger, reft in filence.
Inholy matters Zeal may be your guide,

And lift you on her flaming wings to heav’n,
But here on earth truft Reafon and be fafe.

Arib. "Tis true the prefent angry face of things
Befpeaks our cooleft thoughts: the Britith king,
Ambrofius, arms and calls us forth to battle,
Demanding back the fruitful fields of Kent,

By Vortigern to royal Hengift giv’n,
A mean reward for all thofe Saxon lives
Were loft in propping Britain's finking ftate.

Ofw. The war with Britain is a diftant danger,

Nor to be weigh’d with our domeftick fears.

.
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Young-Offa, chief among our Saxon princes,
Who at the King’s entreaty friendly came
From Northern Jutland and the banks of Elbe
‘With twice ten thoufand warriours to his aid,
Frowns on our court, complains aloud of wrongs,
And wears a publick face of difcontent.
Arib. °Tis faid he is offended that the King
Delays to wed his fifter.
Ofw. *Twas agreed,
*T'was made the firft condition of their friendfhip,
And fworn with all the. pomp of priefts and altars,
That beauteous Rodogune fhould be our queen,
Then whercfore this delay ? The time was fix’d,
"The feaft was bid, and mirth proclaim’d to all;
‘The crowd grew jovial with the hopes of holydays,
And each, according to our country’s manner,
Provok’d his fellow with a friendly bowl,
And blefs’d the royal pair; when an the morn,
‘The very morn that fhould have join’d their hands,
‘The King forbad the rites. :
Arib. 'U'wo days are patt,
Nor has my brother yet difclos’d the caufe.
Laft night at parting from him he ftopt fhort, -
Then catch’d my hand, and with a troubled accent,
‘With words that fpoke like fecret fhame and forrow,
He told me he had fomething to impart,
And wifh’d that I would wait him in the morning.
Ofw. But fee, Prince Offa and his beauteous fifter!
The King’s moft favour’d counfcllor, old Seofrid,
Is with ’em too.
Arib. Retire; I would not meet 'em
That princefs, Ofwald, is efteem’d a wonder:
T'o me fhe feems moft fair ; and yet, methinks, -
Doft thou not mark ? there is I know not what
Of fullen and fevere, of fierce and haughty,
‘That pleafes not but awes: I gaze aftonifh’d,
" And fear prevents defire.—*¢¢ So men tremble
¢ When lightning fhoots in glitt’ring trails along:
¢¢ It fhines ’tis true, and gilds.the gloomy night,
_¢¢ But where it ftrikes ’tis fatal.”” [ Exeunt Arib. and Ofa
Enter Orra, RoDoGUNE, SEOFRID, and Attendanis.
Of. By Woden no! I will not think he meant it;

4
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" Revenge had elfe been fwift—So high I hold

The honour of a foldier and a king

I'won’t think your mafter meant to wrong me.

" Let him beware however—jealous friendthip

Aund beauty’s tender fame can brook no flights.

What in a foe I pardon or defpife

* Isdeadly from a friend, and fo to be repaid.

© Seof. Whatever fame or ancient ftory tells

" Of brother’s love or-celebrated friends,

Whofe faith in perils oft’ and oft’ in dcath

Severely had been try’d and never broke,

Such is the truth and fuch the grateful mind

| "Of royal Hengift to the princely Offa.

Noryou, fair princefs! [ 7o Rodogune.] frown if wars and

troubles,

. If watchful councils and if cares, which'wait

. On kings, the nurfing fathers of their people,

Withhold a while the monarch from your arms.
Rod. When fierce Ambrofius leads the Britons forth,

Thunders in arms and fhakes the dufty ficld,

It fuits thy wary mafter’s caution well

To fit with dreaming hoary heads at council,

And wafte the midmght taper in debates ;

But let him #ill be wife, confult his fafety,

And trouble me no more. Does he fend thee

With tales of dull refpet and faint excufes ;

Tell him he might have fpar’d the formal meflage

. Till fome kind friend had told him how I languifh’d,

* How like a turtle I bemoan’d his abfence.
Seaf. Pardon, fair Excellence! if falt’ring age

Profanes the paffion I was bid to paint,

And drops the tale imperfeét from my tongue.

But lovers beft can plead their caufe themfelves

And fee your flave the King, my mafter, comes

To move yaur gentle heart with faithful vows,

And pay his humble homage at your feet. -

Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants.

King, But that I truft not to that babbler Fame,

Who carelefs of the majefty of kings

Scatters lewd lies among the crowd, and wins

The eafy idiots to believe in montters, B
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1 thould havé much to charge you with my brother:
I ftand accus’d— .

0f. How Sir!

King. So fpeaks report, )
ASF wanting to my honour and my friend ;
By you I ftand accus'd.

Of. Now by our friendfhip,
If that be yet an oath, refolve me Hengift
‘Whence are thefe doubts between us, whence this coldnefs?
Say, thou who know’ft, what fudden fecret thought
Has ftepp'd between and dafh’d the publick joy.
‘Thou call'ft me Brother ; wherefore wait the priefts,
And fuffer Hymen’s holy fires to languifh ?
‘What hinders but that now the rites begin,
That now we lofe all thoughts of paft difpleafure,
And in the temple tie the facred knot
Of love and friendfhip to endure for ever?

King. What hinders it indeed but that which makes
This medley war within, but that which caufes
This ficknefs of the foul, and weighs her down
‘With more than mortal cares?

Of. What fhall I call
Thus fecret gloomy grief that hides its head
And loves to lurk in thades? Have royal minds
Such thoughts as fhun the day?

King. Urge me no farther, :
But like a friend be willing not to know
‘What to reveal would give thy friend a pain.
Be ftill the partner of my heart, and fhare
In arms and glory with me; but oh! leave,
Leave me alone to ftruggle thro’ one thought,
One fecret anxious pang, that jars within me,
That makes me a¢t a madman’s part before thee,
And talk confufion—If thou art my friend
Thou haft heard me, and be fatisfy’d—if not,
I have too much defcended from myfelf
‘To make the mean requeft—But reft we here.
To you, fair princefs——

Rod. No!—there needs no more,
For I would fpare thee the unready tale.
Know, faithlefs King! I give thee back thy vows,
And bid thee fin fecure, be fafely perjur'd,
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Since if our gods behold thee with my eyes
Their thunder fhall be kept for nobler vengeance,
And what they fcorn like me they fhall forgive.
King. When anger lightens in the fair one’s eyes
Lowly we bow as to offended Heav’n,
With blind obedience and fubmiffive worthip,
“ Nor with too curious boldnefs rafhly reafon
« Of what is juft or unjuft; fuch high pow’r
« Is to itfelf a rule and cannot err: )
* Yet this may be permitted me to fpeak,”
Howe’er the prefent circumftance reproach me,
Yet ftill my heart avows your beauty’s pow’r,
My eyes confefs you fair.
Rod. Whate’er I am
s of myfelf, by native worth exifting,
Secure and independent of thy praife;
Nor let it feem too proud a boatft if minds
By nature great are confcious of their greatnefs,
And hold it mean to borrow ought from flatt’ry,
King. You are offended Lady.
Rod. Hengift no.
Perhaps thou think’ft this gen’rous indignation
That blufhing burns upon my glowing check,
And fparkles in my eyes a woman’s weaknefs,
“ The malice of a poor forfaken maid
* Who rails 2t faithlefs man”—Miftakcn Monarch !—
For know e’en from the firft my foul difdain’d thee,
Nor am I left by thee but thou by me:
* So was thy falfehood to my will fubfervient, -
* And by my purpcfe bound. Thus man, tho’ limited
“ By Fate, may vainly think his actions fres,
“ While all he does was at his hour of birth
* Or by his gods or potent flars ordain’d.” -
0f. No more my fifter; let the gownmen talk,
And mark out right and wrong in noify courts,
While the brave find a nearer way to juftice;
TlfEy hold themfelves the balance and the fword,
And fuffer wrong from none. *T'is much beneath me
To afk again the debt you owe to honour,
So that be fatisfy’d we ftill are friends
And brothers of the war: but mark me Hengift 3
Iam not us’d to wait, and if this day Bi
. 4y
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Pafs unregarded as the former two
Soon as to-morrow dawns expect me—

King. Where?

Of. Arm’d in the field——

Seof. to the King.] Befeech you Sir be calm,
The valiant prince——

Of. Tho' I eould with it otherwife:
And fince the honour of the Saxon name
And empire here in Britain refts upon thee,
Believe me I would #ill be found thy friend,

[ Exeunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendanis.

King. No, I renounce that friendfhip: perifh too,
Perifh that name and friendthip both for ever!
‘What are the kingdoms of the peopled earth,
‘What are their purple and their crowns, to me,
If I am curs’d within, and want that peace.
Which ev’ry flave enjoys?

Seof. My royal mafter,
It racks my aged heart to fee-you thus;
But oh! what aid, what counfel, can I bring you,
‘When all yon’ eaftern down, ev’n to the furge
That bellowing beats on Dover’s chalky cliff,
With crefted helmets thick embattled thines?
With thefe your friends what are you but the greateft?
With thefe your foes—Oh! let me lofe that thought,
And rather think I fee you Britain’s king,
Ambrofius vanquifh’d, and the fartheft Pi&s
Submitted to your fway, tho’ the fame {cene
Difcover’d to my view the haughty Rodogune
Plac’d on your throne and partner of your bed.

King. What! fhould I barter beauty for ambition,,
¢ Forfake my heav’n of love to reign in hell,”
Take a domeftick Fury to my breaft,
And never know one minute’s peace again?
Statefman, thou reafon’ft ill: by mighty Thor,
Who wields the thunder, I will rather chufe
To meet their fury. Let ’em come together
Young Offa and Ambrofius: tho’ my date
Of mortal life be fhort it fhall be glorious;
Each minnte fhall be rich in fome great acétion,
To fpeak the king, the hero, and the lover.

Seof. *The hero and the king are glorious names;
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“ But oh, my mafter! wherefore is the lover??
In honour’s name remember what you are,
Break from the bondage of this feeble paffion,
And urge your way to glory ; leave with {corn
Unmanly pleafures to unmanly minds,
Aud thro’ the rough the thorny paths of danger
Alpire to virtue and immortal greatnefs,
King. Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely, morals,
The fond deluding fophiftry of fchools!
Who would be great but to be happy too? .
“ And yet fuch idiots are we to exchange
“ QOur peace and pleafure for the trifle glory.”
What 1s the monarch mighty, rich, and great?
What but the common viétim of the ftate,
Born to grow old in cares, to wafte his blood,
And ftill be wretched for the publick good?
“So by the priefts the nobleft of the kind
“Is to atone the angry gods defign’d,
% And while the meaner fort from death are freed
“The mighty bull that wont the herd to lead }
“Isdoom’d for fatal excellence to bleed.” [ Exeunt.

|

ACT IIL
Enter the King and Seorr1p.

Kixna.

No more of thefe unneceffary doubts;
Thy cold thy cautious age is vainly anxious,
Thy fears are inaufpicious to my courage,
And chill the native ardour of my foul.
This fullen cloudy fky that bodes a ftorm
Shall clear, and ev’ry danger fleet away
Our Saxons fhall forget the prefent difcord,
And urge the Britons with united arms;
Hymen fhall be aton’d, fhall join two hearts
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other,
And Anbert fhall be the pledge of peace.

Seof. Propitious god of Love! incline his heart

To melt before her eyes, to meet her wifhes,
B iij
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And yield fubmiffion to the haughty maid ¢

¢¢ Thou that delight’ft in cruel wantonnefs

¢ T'o join'unequal necks beneath thy yoke,

¢ For once be gentle, and infpire both hearts

¢ With mutual flames, that each may burn alike:

¢¢ Oft’ haft thou ruin’d kingdoms, fave one now,

¢ And thofe who curs’d thee,

¢¢ Parfimonious Age

¢ And rigid Wifdom, fhall raife altars to thee!”
Enter ArR1BERT.

King. But fee, he comes, ““and brings our withes with
Oh Aribert! my foul has long defir’d thee,. [him.”
Has waited long for thy relief, and wanted
To fhare the burden which fhe bears with thee,

And give thee half her forrows.

Arib. Give me all,

Ev’n all the pain you feel, and let my truth:
Be greatly try’d; let there be much to fuffer,
"To prove how much my willing heart can bear
To cafe my king, my brother, and my friend.

King. I know thee ever gentle in thy nature,.

“ Yielding and kind, and tender in thy friendfhip,””
And therefore all my hope of peace dwells with thee 3
For oh! my heart has labour’d long with pain,.

¢ I have endur’d the rage of fecret grief,

« A malady that burns and rankles inward,””

And wanted fuch a hand as thine to heal me.

Arib. Speak it, nor wound the foftnefs of my foutl
With thefe obfcure complainings: fpeak my Lord.

King. Firft then, this fatal marriage is my curfe;
This galling yoke to which my neck is doom’d,

“This bride—fhe is my plague—fhe haunts my dreams,
Invades the fofter filent hour of reft,

And breaks the balmy flumber; night grows tedious,
She feems to lag and hang her fable wings,

And yet T dread the dawning of the morn,

As if fome fcreaming fprite had fhriek’d, and call’d,
Hengitt, arife, to-morrow is thy laft.

Arib. A thoufand fpeaking griefs are in your eyes

To tell the rack within—1I read it plain;

But oh, my King! what prophet could have dreamt

A turn like this, that beauty fhould deftroy,

Andlove which fhould have blefs’d you curfe you moft ?
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King. Oh! wherefore nam’ft thoulove? can thercbe love
When choice, the free the cheerful voice of Nature,
And reafon’s dearetft privilege, is wanting?
What cruel laws impofe a bride or bridegroom
On any brute but man? Obfcrve the beafts,
And mark the feather’d kind; does not the turtle,
When Venus and the coming fpring incite him,
Chufe out his mate himfelf, and love her mott,
Becaufe he likes her beft ? but kings muft wed
(Curfe on the hard condition of their royalty!)
That fordid flaves may toil and eat in peace.
Arib. *Tis hard indeed ! —Would the had never come,
This
King. So would I—but now—
Arib. Ay, now, what remedy,
When to refufe the Saxon Offa’s fifter
Shall fhake your throne, and make the name of Hengit,
The famous the vi&orious name of Hengif,
Grow vile and mean in Britain?
King. Yes, my brother,
There is a remedy, and only one.
This proud imperious fair, whofe haughty foul
Difdains the humble monarchs of the earth,
“ Who foars elate, affets to tread the ftars,
* And {corns to mingle but with thofe above,”
Ev’n fhe, with all that majefty and beauty,
“ The proudeft and the faireft of her fex,”
She has the paflions of a very woman,
And dotes on thee my Aribert.
Arib. On me!
What means my Lord? impoffible !
King. *Tis true,
As trueas that my happinefs depends
Upon her love to thee. My faithful Seofrid
as pierc’d into her very inmott heart,
And found thee reigning there.
Arib. Then all isplain ;
My fwelling heart heaves at the wrong you do me,
And wo’not be repreft. Some fiend from hell
Has thed his poifon in your royal breaft,
And ftung you with the gnawing canker jealoufy.
But wherefore fhould I afk for fiends from hell,
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¢¢ AAnd trace the malice of the thought from far,”

¢ Since the perfidious author ftands confefs’d?

This villain has traduc’d me.
Seof. ¢ By the foul

¢ Of your vi€torious father, royal Hengift,

¢¢ My ever gracious ever honour’d matter!

¢¢ Much have you wrong’d your faithful Seofrid,

" ¢ To think that I would kindle wrath betwixt you,

¢ Or f{trive to break yourholy bond of brotherhood
King. ¢ No, Aribert, accufe him not, nor doubt

¢ His oft’ his well-try’d faith; but caft thy eyes

¢¢ Back on thyfelf, and while I hold the mirror

¢ Survey thyfelf, the certain caufe of love;

¢ Survey thy youthful form, by nature fathion’d

¢ The moft unerring pattern of her fkill,

¢ The pomp of lovelinefs fhe fpreads all o’er thee,

¢ And decks thee lavifhly with ev’ry grace

¢¢ That charms in woman or commands in man;

¢ Behold— nor wonder then if crowns are fcorn’d,

¢¢ And purple Majefty looks vile before thee.
Arib. ¢ Oh! whither, whither would youlead ? and why

¢ This prodigality of illtim’d praife?
Seof. ¢ Were you not all my royal mafter faid,

¢ Form’d to enthral the hearts of the foft fex,

¢ Yet that fhe loves is plain from
Arib. ¢ Hence, thou fycophant!”’
Seof. Your pardon Sir; it has not been my office:

To forge a'tale, or cheat your ear with flatt’ry,

Nor have I other meaning than your fervice;

But that the princefs loves you is moft true:

Emma, the chief, moft favour’d of her women,

The only partner of her fecret foul,

T'o me avow’d hcr paffion ; and howe’er

Her haughty looks refent the King’s delay,

Yetin her heart with pleafure fhe applauds it,

And would forego, tho” hard to womankind,

The pride, high place, and dignity, of empire,

To fhare an humbler fate with princely Aribert.
King. Why doft thou turn away? wherefore deform

The grace and {weetnefs of thy {miling youth

With that ungentle frown? Art thou not pleas’d

To fee the tyrant beauty kneel before thee,
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“Divefted of her pride, and yi¢ld to thee,”
Unatk’d, a prize for which, like Grecian Helen,
The great ones of the earth might ftrive in arms,
And empires well be loft ?
Adrib. Are we not brothers ? :
We are, and Nature form’d us here alike,
Save that her partial hand gave all the majefty
And greatnefs to my King, and left me rich
Only in plainnefs, friendthip, truth, and tenderncis:
Then wonder not our paflions are the fame,
That the fame objetts caufe our love and hate.
You fay you cannot love this beauteous ftranger,
Is not my heart like your's?
King. Come near, my brother,
Apd while I lean thus fondly on thy bofom
I will difclofe my inmoft foul to thee,
And fhew thee ev’ry fecret forrow there.
Ilove, my Aribert, I dote to death ;
The raging flame has touch’d my heart, my brain,
And madnefs will enfue. »
Arib. *Tis moft unhappy !
But fay, what royal maid, or Saxon born
Orin the Britifh court, what fatal beauty,
Can rival Rodogune’s imperial charms?
King. *T'is all a tale of wonder, 'tis a riddle.
High on a throne, and royal as I am,
Iwant a flave’s confent to make me happy :
Nay more, poflcfs’d of her I love, or Love,
Or fome divinity more ftrong than Love,
Forbids my blifs, nor have I yet enjoy’d her.
Tho’ I have taught my haughty heart to bow, -
Tho’ lowly as fhe is, of birth obfcure,
And of a race unknown, I oft’ have offer’d
To raife her to my throne, make her my queen,
Yet fill her colder heart denies my fuit,
And weeping ftill fhe anfiers ’tis in vain.
Arib. Myfterious all and dark! yet fuch is Love,
And fuch the laws of bis.fantaftick empire;
The wanton boy delights to bend the mighty,
And {coffs at the vain wifdom of the wife.
King. Here in my palace, in this next apartment,,
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid,

’
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The charmer of my.eyes, my heart’s dear hope,
Remains, at ofice my captive and my queen! .

Arib. Ha! in your palace! here!

King. Ev’n here, my brother;
But thou, thou fhalt behold her, for to thee,

As to my other felf, I truft. The cares
Of courts and tyrant bus’nefs draw me hence,
But Seofrid fhall ftay, and to thy eyes
[ The King figns to Seofrid, who goes out.
Difclofe the fecret treafure. Oh my Aribert!
‘Thou wot not wonder what diftraéts my peace
When thou behold'ft thofe eyes. Pity thy brother,
And from the beach lend him thy friendly hand,
Left while confliting with a fea of forrows
The proud waves overbear him and he perifh.

Arib. Judge me, jult Heav’n! and you, my royal bro-
If my own life be dear to me as your’s. [ther,
All that my fcanty pow’r can give is your’s:

If I am circumfcrib’d by Fate, oh pity me

That I can do no more! for oh my King!

I would be worthy of a brother’s name,

Would keep up all my int’reft in your heart,

That when I kneel before you, (as it foon

May happen that I fhall) when I fall proftrate,

And doubtfully and trembling afk a boon,

" 'The greateft you can give or I can afk,

I may find favour in that day before you,

And blefs a brother’s love that bids me live. ,

King. Talk not of atking, but command my pow’r. )
By Thor, the greateft of our Saxon gods,

I fwear the day that fees thee join’d to Radogune

Shall fee thee crown'd, and partner of my throne.

‘Whate’er our arms fhall conquer more in Britain

Thine be the pow’r and mine but half the name.

With joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield

The wreathes and trophies of the dufty field,

To thee I leave this nobleft ifle to {fway,

And teach the ftubborn Britons to obey,

While from my cares to Beauty I retreat,

Drink deep the lufcious banquet, and forget

That crowns are glorious or that kings are great.
[£xit King.
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Arib. ¢ Oh, fatal love l——curft inaufpicious flame !
¢ Thy baleful fires blaze o’er us like a comet,
i ¢ And threaten difcord, defolation, rage,
 And moft malignant mifchief.”—Lov’d by Rodogune!
. What I!'—muft I wed Rodogune !—Oh mifery !
“ Fantaftick cruelty of hoodwink’d Chance!”
There is no end of thought——the labyrinth winds,
And I am loft for ever Oh! where now,
" Where is my Ethelinda now! that dear one
That gently us’d to breathe the founds of peace,
“Gently as dews defcend or {lumbers creep,”
That us’d to brood o’er my tempeftuous foul
And huth me to a calm?
‘ Enter Seorr1p and ETHELINDA.
Seof. Thus ftill to weep
Is to accufe my royal mafter’s truth:
He loves you with the beft the nobleft meaning,
With honour )
Ethel. Keep, oh! keep him'in that thought,
And fave me from pollution. Let me know
All miferies befide, each kind of forrow,
“ And prove me with variety of pains,
“Whips, racks, and flames,”” for I was born to fuffer,
And when the meafure of my woes is full,
That Pew’r in whom I truft will fet me free.
Arib. Tt cannot be—no, *tis illufion all; [ Seeing ber,
Some mimick fantom wears the lovely form,
Has learn’d the mufick of her voice to mock me, -
To ftrike me dead with wonder and with fear.
Ethel. And do I fee thee then, my Lord! my Aribert!
What ! once more hold thee in my trembling arms!
Here let my days and here my forrows end :
Ihave enough of life.
" Seaf. Ha'! ¢¢ what is this!
“ But mark a little farther.”
Ethel. Keep me here,
Oh! bind me to thy breaft, and hold me faft,
For if we part once more ’t will be for ever.
Itis not to be told what ruin follows,
"Tis more than death, ’tis all that we can fear,
And we fhall never never meet again.
Arib. Then here, thus folded in each other’s arms,
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Here, let us here refolve to die together,

Defy the malice of our cruel fate,

And thus preferve the facred bond inviolable

¢ Which Heav’n and Love ordain’d to laft for ever.”

But ’tis in vain, ’tis torn, ’tis broke already,

¢¢ And envious Hell, with its more potent malice,

¢¢ Has ruin’d and deform’d the beauteous work of Heav'n;"

Elfe wherefore art thou here? tell me at once,

And ftrike me to the heart——DBat ’tis too plain;

I read thy wrongs 1 read the horrid inceft
Seof. ¢ Ha! inceft faid he? inceft”’—— [ Afide.
Eihel. Oh{ forbear ‘

‘The dreadful impious found ; I fhake with horrour

‘To hear it nam’d. Guard me thou gracious Heav’n!

‘Thou that haft been my fure defence till now,

Guard me from hell, and that its blackeft crime.

Arib. Yes, ye celeftial hott, ye faints and angels,

She is your care, you minifters of goodnefs! i

For this bad world is leagu’d with hell againft ber,

And only you can fave her. I myfelf, [ To Ethe.

Ev’n I, am fworn thy foe; I have undone thee;

My fondnefs now betrays thee to deftruction.

Ethel. Then all is bad indeed.
Arib. Thou feeft it not:

My heedlefs tongue has talk’d away thy life ;

And mark the minifter of both our fates, |
[ Pointing to Seufrid.

Mark with what joy he hugs the dear difcov’ry, |

And thanks my folly for the fatal fecret: 1

¢ Mark how already in his working brain

\

¢ He forms the well-concerted fcheme of mifchief:
¢ *Tis fix’d, ’tis done, and both are doom’d to death”—
And yct there is a paufe If graves are filent,
And the dead wake not to moleft the living,
Be death thy portion—die, and with thee die
The knowledge of our loves.
[ Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one hand, aith the
other draws bis fword, and holds it to bis breaft.
Seof. What means my Lord?
Ethel. O, hold! for mercy’s fake reftrain thy hand!
[ Holding bis band. |

. 6
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Blot not thy innocence with guiltlefs blood.
What would thy rafh thy frantick rage intend?

Arih, Thy fafety and my own

Ethel. Truft em to Heav’n.

Seof. Has then my hoary head deferv’d no better
Than to behold my royal mafter's fon
Lift up his armed hand againft my life?

Oh Prince ! oh! wherefore burn your eyes? and why,
Why is your {weeteft temper turn’d to fury ?

Arib. Oh ! thouhaft feen and heardand knowa toomuch,

Haft pry’d into the fecret of my-heart,
And found-the certain means of my undoing.

Seof. ¢ Where is the merit of my former life,

“The try’d experience of my faithful years?
“ Are they forgot, and can I be that villain?

Arib. ¢ Thou wert my father’s old his faithful fervant.”
Seof. Now by thy life, our empire’s other hope,
Ob, royal youth! I fwear my heart bleeds for thee;

Nor can this obje of thy fond defire,
This lovely weeping fair, be dearer to thee
Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid.
Ifaw thy love, I heard thy tender forrows,
With fomewhat like an anxious father’s pity,
With cares, and with a thoufand fears for thee.

4rdh, <« What!” is it poffiblet

“Seof. Of all the names
Religion knows point the moft facred out,
And let me fwear by that.

4rib. Twould believe thee.
Forgive the madnefs of my firft defpair.

[ Letting fall his fword,

And if thou haft compaffion fhew it now;
Be now that friend, be now that father to me,
Be now that guardian angel, which I want;
Have pity on my youth, and fave my love.

Seof. Firft then, to fay thefe fudden gufts of paffion

That hurry you from reafon, reft affur’d v
The fecret of your love lives with me only.
The dangers are not fmall that feem to threaten you,
Yet would you truft you to your old man’s care
Tdurft be bold to warrant yet your fafety.

Arib, ¢ Perhaps the ruling hand of Heav’n isin it,

C
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¢ And working thus unfeen by fecond caufes
¢ Ordains thee for its inftrument of good
¢ T'o me and to my love.”” Then be it fo,
I truft thee with my life; but oh! yet more,
<« I truft thee with a treafure that tranfcends
¢ To infinite degrees the life of Aribert ;”’
I truft thee with the partner of my foul,
My wife, the kindeft, deareft, and the trueft, '
That ever wore the name.
Seof. Now bleflings on you
May peace of mind and mutual joys attend
To crown your fair affeions! may the forrows
That now fit heavy on you pafs away,
And a long train of {miling years fucceed
To pay-you for the patt! 2et let me aft,
For wonder flill poffeffes all my mind,
Whence and bow grew your loves ?
Arib, It was my chance, -
On that diftinguifh’d day when valiant Flavian,
A name renown’d among the Britifh chiefs,
Fell by the fwords of our vi€torious Saxons,
To refcue. this his daughter from the violence
Of the ficrce foldier’s rage. ¢ Nor need I teH thee,
¢ For thou thyfelf behold’ft her, that Ilov’d her,
. ¢ Lov’d her, and was belov’d.”” Our meeting hearts
Confented foon, and marriage made us one.
Her holy faith and Chriftian crofs, oppos’d
Againft the Saxon gods, join’d with the memory
Of the dread king my father’s fierce command,
Urg’d me to feek my Ethelinda’s fafety,
And hide her from the world. Juft to my wifh,
Beneath the friendly covert of a wood,
Clofe by whofk fide the filver Medway ran,
I found a little pleafant lonely cottage,
A manfion fit for Innocence and Love,
Had but a guard of angels dwelt around it
To keep off Violence—but forc’d from thence—
- By whom betray’d—why I behold her here—
There I am loft
Ethel, There my fad part begins.
T» was the fccond morn fince thou hadft left me
When thro’ the wood I took my ufual way
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To feck the coolnefs of the wellfpread fhade

That overlooks the flood. On a fear branch

Low bending to the bank I fat me down,

Mufing and {till; my hand fuftain’d my head,

My eyes were fix’d upon the paffling ftream,

And all m¥ thoughts were bent on heav’n and thee,
When fudden thro’ the woods a bounding ftag
Rufh’d headlong down and plung’d amidit the river;
Nor far behind, upon a foaming horfe,

There followed hard a man of royal port ;

I rofe, and would have fought the thicker wood,
But while I hurry’'d on my hatty flight

My heedlefs feet deceiv’d me, and I fell:

Siraight leaping from bis horfe he rais’d me up.
“Surpris’d and troubled at the fudden chance
“Ibegg’d he would permit me to retire,

“But he with furious wild diforder’d looks,”’

With eyes and glowing vifage flathing flame,
“Swore ’t was impoffible ; he never would,

“He could not leave me; with ten thoufand ravings,
“ The diGtates of his loofer rage. At length”

He feiz’d my trembling hand; I fhriek’d and call’d
To Heav’n for aid, when in a lucklefs hour

Your faithful fervants, Adelmar and Kenwald,
Came up, and loft their lives in my defence.

Arib. Where will the horrour of thy tale have end?

Eibel. The furious King, (for fuch T found kie was)
By thege attendants join’d, bore me away,

Refiftlefs, dying, fenfelefs with my fears.
Since then, a wretched captive, I deplore
Our common woes, for mine I know are thine.

Arib, « Witnefs the {orrows of the prefent hour,
“The fears that rend «v’n now my lab’ring heart,
“Yor thee and for mvfelf. And yct, alas!

“ What are the prefent ills compar’d to thofe
“That yet remain behind for both to fuffer?
“Think where thy helplefs innocence is lodg’d ;
“The rage of lawlefs pow’r and burning luft
“Are bent on thee ; *tis hell’s important caufe,
* And all its blackeft fiends are arm’d againft thee.
Ethel. «« *Tis terrible! my fears are mighty on me,
“4nd all the coward woman trembles in mCe.“
Y
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¢ But oh! when hope and neverfailing faith

¢ Revive my fainting foul, and lift my thought

¢« Upto yon’ azure {ky and burning lights above,

<« Methinks I read my fafety written there;

¢« Methinks I fee the warlike hoft of heav’n

¢« Radiant in glitt’ring arms and beamy gold,

¢ The great angelick pow’rs, go forth by bands

¢ To fuccour truth and innocence below; . -
¢ Hell trembles at the fight, and hides its head -

¢ In utmoft darknefs, while on earth each heart

« Like mine is fill’d with peace and joy unutterable.” -

Seof. Whatever gods there be their care you are;
Nor let your gentle breaft harbour one thought
Of outrage from the King : his noble nature,
Tho’ warm, tho’ fierce, and prone to fudden paffions,
Is jult and gentle when the torrent rage
Iibbs out and cocler reafon comes again.
Should he, (which all ye holy pow’rs avert!)
Urg’d by his love, rufh on to impious force,
If thdt thould happen, in that laft extreme:
On peril of my Life I will affiit you,
And you fhall find your fafety in your flight.
Arib. Oh! guard her innocence;; let all thy cire
Be watchful to preferve her from dithonour.
Seof. Reft on my diligence and caution fafe.
Ere twice the ruler of the day return
To gild the chalky clifls on Britain’s fhore,
Some favourable moment fhall be found
T'o move the King your royal brother’s heart
With the fad tender ftory of your loves.
T'ill then be cheer’d, and hide your inward forrows _
With welldiflembled neceffary fmiles;
Let the King read compliance in your looks,
A free and ready yielding to his wifhes. =
At prefent to prevent his doubts *t were fit
That you fhould take a hafty leave and part.
Ethel. What! mutt we part?
Szof. But for a few fhort hours,
That you may meet in joy and part no more.
Arib. Oh, fatal found! oh, grief unknown till now!
While thou art prefent my fad heart feems lighter;;

I gaze and gather comfort from thy beauty; .
>
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« Thy gentle eyes fend forth a quick’ning fpirit,
« And feed the dying lamp of life within me;”
But oh! when thou are gone, and my fond eyes
Shall feek thee all around, but feek in vain,
What pow'r, what angel, fhall fupply thy place,
Shall help me to fupport my forrows then,
“And fave my foul from death "

Ethel. My life! my Lord!
What would my heart fay to thee!——but no more
Oh! Iift thy eyes up to that holy Pow'r
Whofe wondrous truths and majefty divine
Thy Ethelinda taught thee firft to know,
There fix thy faith and triumph o’er the world;
For who can help or who can fave befides?
Does not the deep grow calm and the rude north
Be hufh'd at his command ? thro’ all his works
Does not his fervant Nature hear his voice,
Hear and obey ? then what is.impious man
That we fhould fear him when Heav'n owns our caufe ?
That Heav'n fhall make my Aribert its care,
* Shall to thy groans and fighings lend an ear,”
And fave thee in the moment of defpair.

Arib. Oh! thou haft touch’d me with the facred theme,
And my cold heart is kindled at thy flame;
“ An a&tive hope grows bufy in my breaft,
“ And fomething tells me we fhall both be bleft.”
Like thine my eyes the ftarry thrones purfue,
And heav'n difclos’d ftands open to my view;
And fee the guardian angels of the good
Reclining foft on many a golden cloud,
To earth they feem their gentle heads to bow,
And pity what we fuffer here below;
“But oh! to thee, thee moft they feem to turn,
* Joy in thy joys, and for thy forrows mourn ;”

ee, oh my love! their common care they make,
Me to their kind prote@ion too they take,
And fave me for my Ethelinda’s fake.
[Exeunt Stofridand Ethelinda at one daor, Aribert at the other.
Ciij
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ACTIIL .
Enter SEoFr1D.

Seorrip.
W hiar is the boafted majefty of kings,
Their godlike greatnefs, if their fate depend
Ubpon that meaneft of their paffions, love?
. The pile their warlike fathers toil'd to raife,
- That noble monument of deathlefs fame,
A woman’s hand o’erturns. ¢ The cedar thus,
¢ That lifted his afpiring head to heav’n,
“ Secure, and fearlefs of the founding axe,
¢ Is made the prey of worms; his root deftroy’d,
* He finks at once to earth, the mighty ruin
* And triumph of a wretched infeét’s pow’r.”
Is there a remedy in human wifdom.
My mind has left unfought to help this evil?
I would preferve 'em both the royal brothers;
But if their Fates ordain that ene muft fall
Then let my mafter ftand. This Chriftian woman
Ay, there the mifchief comes !— What are our gods
* That they permit her to defy their pow'r? -
** But that’s not much; let their priefts Jook to that.
« Were fhe but well remov’d” But then the King—
‘Why abfence, bus’nefs, or another face,
A thoufand things may cure him—Would 't were done,
* And my head fafe That ! let me look to that”——
But fee, the hufband comes!—Ha r—uot ill thought;
It fhall be try'd at leaft.
Enter ARIBERT.
Arih. Still to this place
My heart inclines, ftill hither turp my eyes,
Hither my feet unbidden find their way.
¢ Like a fond mother from her dying babe
* Forc’d by officious friends’ and fervants’ care,
T linger at the door, and wifh to know,
“ Yet dread to hear the fate of what I love.”
Oh Seofrid! doft thou not wonder much,
And pity my*weak temper, when thou feeft me
Thus in a moment chang’d from hot to cold,
My adtive fancy glowing now with hopes,
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Anon thus drooping, death in my pale vifage,
My heart and my chill veins all freezing with defpair?
Seof. I bear an equal portion of your forrows;
Your fears too all are mine; and oh! my Prince,
I'would partake your hopes, but my cold age, .
Still apt to fear the worft——
Arib. What doft thou fear ?
Seof. ¢ Nay, nothing worfe than what we both have
Arib. How! nothing !—{peak thy fear. [fear'd.
Seof. « Why—nothing now”’—
The King !—* that’s all.”
Arib. The King !—*¢ oh, that’s too much}”
And yet—yet there is more ; I read it plain
Inthy dark fullen vifage—< like a ftorm
* That gathers black upon the frowning fky
“ And grumbles in the wind—DBut let it come,
* Let the whole tempeft burft upon my head,
“ Let the fierce lightning blaft, the thunder rive me;”
And oh! ’tis fure the fear of what may come
Does far tranfcend the pain.
Seof. You fear too foon,
And fancy drives you much too fiercely on.
_Ido not fay that what may happen will ;
“Chance often mocks what wifely we forefee :
“ Befides, the ruling gods are over all,
“ And order as they pleafe their world below.”” .
The King *tis true is noble—but impetuous;
* And love, or call it by the coarfer name,
* Luft, is of all the frailties of our nature
“ What moft we ought to fear ; the headftrong beaft
“ Ruflies along impatient for the courfe,
“ Nor hears the rider’s call nor feels the rein.”
Arib. What wouldt thou have me think ?
Seof. Think of the wortt,
Your better fortune will arrive more welcome.
To fpeak then with that opennefs of heart
That fhould deferve your truft, I have my fears:
What if at fome dead hour of night the King
Intend a vifit to your weeping princefs?
Arib. Ha!— .
Seof. « He may go, *tis true, with a fair purpofe.”
Suppofe her funk inte‘a dawny flumber,
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Her beating heart juft tir'd and gone to reft :
¢ Methinks I fee her on her couch repos'd,
¢ The lovely, helplefs, fweet, unguarded, innocence !
¢ With gentle heavings rife her nowy breatts,
¢ Soft fteals the balmy breath, the rofy hew
¢t Glows on her cheek, a deep vermilion dies
* Her dewy lip, while Peace and fmiling Joy
¢¢ Sit hufh’d and filent on the fleeping fair;”
Then think what thoughts invade the gazmg r King 5
Catch’d with the fudden flame at once he burns, .
At once he flies refiftlefs on his prey :
Waking the ftarts diftrated with the fright, .
To Aribert’slov’d name in vain the ﬂies s
Shrieking fhe calls her abfent lord in vain:
The King poflefs'd of all his furious will—
Arib, Fxrft fink the tyrant-ravither to hell !
Seize him ye Fiends!—firft perith thou and I'!
Let us not live to hear of fo much horrour:
The curfed deed will turn me favage wild,
¢ Blot ev'ry thought of nature from my foul.
¢ A brother {—I will rufh and tear his breaft,
¢ Be drunk with guthing blood,” and glut my vengeance
With his inceftuous heart.
Seof. It is but juft
“You fhould be mov’d, for fure the thought is dreadful. |
But keep this fwelling indignation down,
And let your cooler reafon now prevail, |
‘That may perhaps find out fome means of fafety.
‘Arib, Talk’ft thou of fafety l—we may talk of heav’n,
May gaze with rapture on yon’ ftarry regions,
But who fhdll lend us wings to reach their height?
Impofiible!
Seof. There is a way yet left, ‘
|
|

And only one.
Arib. Ha! fpeak
Sof. Her fudden flight.

Arib. Oh! by what friendly means? be fwift to anfwer,

Nor watte the precious minutes with delay.

Seof. The King, now abfent from the palace, feems

To yield a fair occafion for your withes:

A private poftern opens to my gardens

Thro’ which the beauteous captivt might remove, |
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Till night and a difguife fhall farther aid her
To fly with fafety to the Britons’ eampy
"Tis true, one danger I might wel] obje&t—

Arib. Oh! do not, do not blaft the {pringing hopes
Which thy kind hand has planted in my foul:
Ifthere be danger turn it all on me;

Let my devoted head .

Seof. Nay—-** ’tis not much;”’

'Tis but my life, and. I will gladly give it
To buy your peace of mind.

Arib. Alas! what mear’ft thou?

Seaf, Does it not follow plain? fhall not the King
Turn all his rage upon this hoary head?

Shall not all arts of cruelty be try’d

To find out tortures equal to my falfchood?

* Imagine you behold me bound and fcourg’d,

“ My aged muicles harrow’d up with whips,.

“ Or hear me groaning on the rending rack,

“ Groaning and fcreaming with the fharpeft fenfe
* Of piercing pain, or fee me gafh’d with knives,
* And fear’d with burning fteel, till the fcorch’d marrow
“ Fries in the bones and fhrinking finews ftart,

“ A fmeary foam works o’er my grinding jaws,
 And utmoft anguifh thakes my lab’ring frame;”
For thus it muft be.

Arib. Oh, my friend! my father!

“It muft not be, it never can, it {ha’ not.”
Wouldit thou be kind and fave my Ethelinda,
Leave me to anfwer all my brother’s fury :
The crime, the falfehood, fhall be all my own.

Seof. Jult to my with. [ Afide.
Arib. Thou fhalt accufe me to him:’ '
Thou know’ft his own admittance gave me entrance ;
Swear that 1 ftole her, that I forc’d her from thee;

Frame with thy utmotft fkill fome artful tale,
And I'll avow it all.

Seqf. Then have you thought
Upon the danger Sir?

Arib. Oh! there is none,

Can be no danger while my love is fafe.

Seof. Methinks indeed it leffens to my view.

When the firft violence of rage is over .
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The fondnefs of a brother will return,

And plead your caufe with Nature in his heart ;

You will, you muft be fafe; and yet *tis hard,

And grieves me much I fhould accufe you to him.
Arib. *Tis that muft cover the defign. But fly,

« Lofe not a minute’s time ;”’

Hafte to remove her from this curfed place ;

My faithful Ofwald fhall at night attend thee,

And help to guard her to the Britith camp;

¢ Thou £now’ﬁ that is not far.

Seof. * Too near I know it.” [ Afide.
Arib. She has a brother there, the noble Lucius,

A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambrofius;

To his kind care refign thy beauteous charge. .
Seof. This inftant I obey you. ' [ Gaing.
Arib. Half my fears

Are over nowyg—

Seof. One thing I had forgot. :

It will import us much that you fhould feem

Inclin’d to meet the love of haughty Rodogune:

« *Twill coft you but a little courtly flatt’ry,

¢ A kind refpe&ful look, join’d with a figh,

¢t A few foft tender words that mean juft nothing,

¢ Yet win moft womens’ hearts.”” But fee fhe comes:

Contftrain your temper Sir; be falfe, and meet her

‘With her own fex’s arts. Purfue your tafk,

And doubt not all fhall profper to your with.

[ Exit Seofrid.
Arib. She comes indeed! now where thall I begin,

How fhall I teach my tongue to frame a language

So difP’rent from my heart? Oh Ethelinda!

My heart was made to fit and pair with thine,

Simple and plain, and fraught with artlefs tendernels ;

Form’d to receive one love, and only one,

¢ But pleas’d and proud, and dearly fond of that,

¢ It knows not what there can be in variety,

« And would not if it could.”

Enter RopoGUNE.
Rod. Why do I fay,

Why linger thus within this hated place,

Where ev’ry objeét fhocks my loathing eyes,

And calls my injur’d glory to remembrance ?
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The King! the wretch! but wherefore did I name him !
Find out, my foul, in thy rich ftore of thought
Somewhat more great more worthy of thyfclf,

" Orlet the mimick Fancy fhew its art,~

i And paint fome pleafing image to delight me;

| Let beauty mix with majefty and youth,

| Let manly grace be temper’d well with foftnefs,

\ Let Love, the god him{clf, adorn the work,

| And I will call the charming phantom Aribert.

. Oh Venus!—whither—whither would I wander?
Be huth’d my tongue—*¢ Ye gods!”—’tis he himfelf—

| Seeing Aribert.

' dArib. When, faireft Princefs! you avoid our court,
And lonely thus from the full pomp retire,
Love and the Graces follow to your folitude,

! They crowd to form the fhining circle round you,

* And all the train feems your’s, ¢ while purple Majefty,
“ And all thofe outward fhews which we call greatnefs,
“ Languifh and droop, feem empty and forfaken,

% And draw the wond’ring gazer’s eyes no more.
Rod. ¢ The courtier’s art is meanly known in Britain
“If your’s prefent their fervice and their vows

} *“ At any fhrine but where their mafter kneels ;
+

“You know your brother pays not his to me,
4 Nor would I that he fhould.
4rib. ¢ The hearts of kings

" “ Are plac’d, *tistrue, beyond their fubje@s’ fearch ;

“Yet might I judge by love’s or reafon’s rules

" “Where fhall my brother find on earth a beauty
~ “Like what I now behold

Rod. That you can flatter

" Iscommon to yourfex ; you fay indeed

We women love it—and perhaps we do:

‘ Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us,
- And yet, asif the fraud were pleafing to us,

——— =

And our undoing joy {till you go on,

And #ill we hear you But, to change the theme,

I'll find a fitter for you than my beauty
4rib, Then let it be the love of royal Hengift.
“Rod. TheKing,yourbrother,couldnot chu?e anadvocate

Whom I would fooner hear on any fubjeét,
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?Bating that only one, his love, than you,

. Tho’ you perhaps (for fome have wondrous arts)
Could foften the harfh found. The ftring that jars,
When rudely touch’d, ungrateful to the fenfe,
With pleafure feels the matter’s flying fingers,
Swells into harmony, and charms the hearers. .

Arib. Then hear me fpeak of love——

Rod. But not of his.

4rib. *Tis true I thould not grace the ftory much;
Rude and unfkilful in the moving paffion,

1 thould not paint its flames with equal warmth ;
Strength, life, and glowing colours, would be wanting,
And languid nature fpeak the work imperfeét.

Rod. Then haply yet your breaft remains untouch’d,
Tho’ that feems ftrange : youave feen the court of Britain;
There, as I oft’ have heard, imperial Beauty
Reigns in its native throne like light in heav’n,

While all the fair ones of the neighb’ring world
With feeond luftre meanly feem to thine,
The faint refle&ions of the glory there.

4rib, If ¢’er my heart incline to thoughts of love
Methinks I fhould not (tho’ perhaps I err)

Expet to meet the gentle paffion join’d
With pomp and greatnefs : courts may boatt of beauty,
But Love is feldom found to dwell amongit *em.

Rod. Then courts are wretched.

Arib. So they feem to Love :

From pride, from wealth, from bus’nefs, and from pow’r,
Loathing he flies, and feeks the peaceful village ;
He fecks the cottage in the tufted grove,

‘The ruflet fallows and the verdant lawns,

The clear cool brook and the deep woody glade,
Bright winter fires and fummer ev’ning fun;
Thefe he prefers to gilded roofs and crowns:
Here he delights to pair the conftant fwain

With the fweet unaltected yielding maid;

Here is his empire, here hischoice to reign,

Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth.

Rod.-To minds which know no better thefe are joys,
But princes fure are born with nobler thoughts.
"Love is in them a flame that mounts to heav'n,

. And feeks its fource divine and kindred ftars ;
2 - k d
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That urges on the mortal man to dare,
Kindles the vaft defires of glory in him,
And makes ambition’s facred fires burn bright ;
Nor you, howe’er your tongue difguife your heart,
Have meaner hopes than thefe.
Arib. Mine have been fill
Match’d with my birth, a younger brothet’s hopes.
Rod.“ Naymore ; methinks I read your future greatnefs,
* And like fome bard infpir’d I could foretel
. *“ What wondrous things our gods referve for you.
¢ Perhaps ev’n now your better ftars are join’d,
“ Aufpicions Love and Fortune now confpire
“ At once to crown you and beftow that greatnefs
“ Which partial Nature at your birth deny’d.”
Enter the Kixc, Guards, and ether Attendants.
King. She mutft, fhe fhall, be found, tho’ fhe be funk
© Deep to the centre, tho’ eternal Night
“ Spread wide her fable wing to fhade her beautics
* And fhut me from her-fight.” But fay, thou traitor,
Thou that haft made the name of Friendfhip vile,
And breke the bonds of duty and of nature,
Where haft thou hid thy theft —¢ So young fo falfe—
* Have I not been a father to thy yout{,
“ And lov’d thee with a more than brother’s love ?
“ Andam I thus repaid!”’~———But bring her forth,
Orby our gods thou dy’ft. i
Rod, What means this rage? - [Afide.
Arib. Thenbriefly thus. You are my king and brother,
The-names which moft I reverence on earth,
And fear offending moft ; yet to defend
My honour and my love from violation
O’er ev’ry bar refiftlefs will I rufh,
And in defpite of proud tyrannick pow'r
Seize and aflert my right.
King, What, thine! thy right!
“Riddles and tales!” -
Arib. Mine by the deareft tie,
By holy marriage mine : fhe is my wife.
" Rod. * Racks, tortures, madnefs, feize me! Oh,” cof~
fufion! . [ Afide.
Arib. 1 {ee thy heart {wells, and thy flaming vifage
Reddens with rage at this unwelcome truth;
- D
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But fince I know my Ethelinda fafe

I have but little care for what may happen :

¢ To-morrow may be Heav'n’s or your’s to take ;"
1f this day be my laft, why farewell life,

I hold it well beftow’d for her I love.

Rvod. ¢ May forrow, fhame, and ficknefs, overvake her,
¢ And all her beauties like my hopes be blafted.” [ Afde.

King. Sobrave! but I fhall find the means to tame you,
“T'o make thee curfe thy folly, curfe thy love,

And to the dreadful gods who reign beneath
Devote thy fatal bride. She is a Chriftian,
Remember that fond boy, and then remember
That facred vow which perjur'd as thou art
Proftrate at Woden’s altar, and invoking
‘With folemn Runick rights our ceuntry’s gods,
‘Thou mad’ft in prefence of our royal father.

Arib. Yes, I remember well the impious oath, _
Hardly extorted from my trembling youth,

‘When burning with mifguided zeal the king
Compell’d my knee to bend before his gods,
And forc’d us both to {fwear to what we knew not.

King. Now by the honours of the Saxon race,’

* A long and venerable line of heroes!”

I fwear thou art abandon’d, loft to honour,

¢ And fall’n from ev'ry great and godlike thought.

* Some whining coward prieft has wrought upon thee,
“« And drawn thee from our brave forefathers’ faith,”
Falfe to our gods as to thy king and brother.

Arib. *Tis much beneath my courage and my truth
To borrow any mean difguife from falfehood :
No!—'tis my glory that the Chriftian light
Has dawn’d, like day, upon my darker mind,

And taught my foul the nobleit ufe of reafon,

¢ Taught her to foar aloft, to fearch, to know,

* That vaft eternal fountain of her being,”

Then warm with indignation to defpife

The things you call our country’s gods, to fcora

And trample on their ignominious altars. .

-King. *Tis well Sir—Impious.boy !—Ye Saxon gods!
And thou,-ch royal Hengiit! whofe dread will
And injur'd majefty I now aflert,

Hear and be prefent to my juftice ; hear me
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While thus I vow to your offended deities
This traitor’s life : he dies, nor ought on earth
Saves his devoted head. One to the priefts, [ Exit a Gent.
Bid ’em be fwift, and drefs their bloody altars
With ev’ry circumftance of tragick pomp,
To-day a royal vi€tim bleeds upon ’em:
Rich fhall the fmoke and ftecming gore afcend
To glut the vengeance of our angry gods. .
Rod. « At once ten thoufand racking paffions tear me,
* And my heart heaves as it would burft my bofom.”
Oh! can I, can I, hear him doom’d to death,
Nor ftir nor breathe one fingle found to fave him?
It won’t be—and my fierce haughty foul,
Whate’er fhe fuffers, ftill difdains to bend,
To fue to the  curs’d’’ hated tyrant King.
Ohlove! oh glory!—Would#t thou diethus tamely >
) [ 7o Aribert,
Iilife fo fmall a thing, fo mean a boon,
Asis not worth the afking ?—¢ Thou ggt.filent ;
“ Wilt thou not plead for life *’~—Entreat the tyrant,
And waken nature in his iron heart.
Arib. Life has fo little in it good or pleafing,
That fince it feems not worth a brother’s care
*Tis hardly worth my afking.
King. Seize him guards
And bear him to his fate.
[ Guards feize Aribert and bear him off
Rod. Yet, Hengift, know
H.thou fhalt dare to touch his precious life,
Know that the gods and Rodogune prepare
The fharpeft fcourges of vindi&tive war :
Fly where thou wilt the fword fhall ftill purfire
With vengeance to a brother’s murder due:
Driv’n out from man, and mark’d for publick fcorn,
Thy ravifh’d fceptre vainly fhalt thou mourn;
And when at lemgth thy wretched life fhall ceafe,
When in the filent grave thou hop’ft for peace,
Think not the grave thall hide thy hated head, } -

&till, il I will purfue thy fleeting fthade ;
Lcurs’d thee living and I”ll plague thee dead. -y -
. [Exit Rod,
‘ D ij
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King. ¢ On to the temple with him:” let her rave-
And prophefy ten thoufand thoufand horrours;
1 could join with her now, and bid em come ;
They fit the prefent fury of my foul.
« The ftings of love and rage are fix’d within,

« And driveme on to madnefs. Earthquakes, whirlwindg, -

« A gen’ral wreck of Nature, now would pleafe me!”’ -
For oh! not all the driving wintry war,

‘When the ftorm groans and bellows from afar,

* When thro’ the gloom the glancing lightnings fly,

“ Heavy the rattling thunders rall. on.high, }
« And feas and earth mix with the dufky fky,”

Not all thofe warring elements we fear

Are equal to the inborn tempeft here, _

Fierce as the thoughts which mortal man control

When love and rage contend and tear the lab’ring foul..

Exeunt,

. ACT IV.

¢ The Scene is a temple adorned according to the fuperflition
¢¢ of theancient Saxons ; in the middle are placed their three

¢ principal idols Thor, Woden, and Freya. Mufickis

$¢ heard at a diflance, as of the pricfls preparing for the fa-

¢ crifice.”’ .
ScENE, a prifon..
Enter ARIBERT..

ARIBERT.
A night the bloody priefts, a dreadful band t'
Have watch’d, intent upon their horrid rites,
¢ With many a dire and execrable pray’r
¢ Calling the fiends béneath, the fullen demons
¢ That dwell in darknefs deep, and, foes to man,
- ¢ Delight in reeking ftreams of human gore :
¢ Now huddled on a heap they murmur’d hoarfe,
¢¢ And hiffing whifper’d round their myftick charms ;.
¢ And now, as if by fudden madnéfs ftruck,
* With fcreaming fhrill they thook the vaulted roof,
¢ And vex’d the gill, the filent, folemn, midnight.
¢ Such, {ure, in everlafting flames below,,
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“ Such are the groans of poor lamenting ghofts,

* And fuch the howlings of the laft defpair.

* Anon to founds of wo and magick ftrings

“They danc’d in wild fantaftick meafures round,

“Thea all at once they bent their ghaftly vifages

“ On me, and yelling thrice they cry’d out Aribert!"

IThave endur’d their horrours—And at length

See the night wears away, and cheerful morn,

All fweet and frefh, fpreads from the rofy eaft ;.

Fair nature feems reviv’d, and ev'n my heart

Sits light and jocund at the day’s return,

And fearlefs waits an end of all its fufferings.
Enter one of the Guards, he delivers a letter to Aribert.
Guard. From Ofwald this, on peril of my life,

Ihave engag’d to render to your hands. [Exit.

drib. reads.] “ Seofrid has been juft to his word ; he has
% delivered the fair Ethelinda to my charge : we have hap-
% pily paft all the guards, and hope in two hours to reach

“the Britons’ camp..
P ¢ From your faithful Ofwald.”

Then thou haft nothing left on earsh, my foul,
Worthy thy farther care. Why do I ftay,
Why linger then, and want my heav’n.fo long?
To live is to continue ta be wretched,
And rebs me of a great and glorious death..
Enter Rop0GUNE awith an Qfficer ; he [peaks to ber entering,
Off. Thus Offa to his beauteous fifter fends;
Depend upon a brother’s love and care
To further all you with. :
- Rod. "T'is well; be riear, [ Exit Officer.
And wait my farther order. ¢ See, my heart, -
* See there thy deareft choice, thy fond defire:”
See with how clear a brow, what cheerful grace,
With all his native fweetnefs undifturb’d,
The noble youth attends his harder fate!
I came to join my friendly grief with your’s, [ To Aribert.
To curfe your tyrant brother, and deplore
Your youthful hopes thus all untimely blafted :
But you, I fee, have learn’d to fcorn your danger;
You wear a face of triumph not of mourning.
Hasdeath fo little in it ? '
Dijj
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Arib. Oh! *tis nothing '
To minds that. weigh it well: the vulgar fearit,
And yet they know not why, fince never any
Did from that dark and doubtful land.as yet
Turn back again to tell us ’tis a pain. .
To me it feems like a long wifh’d-for happinefs.
Beyond what ev’n our expeétation paints:
*Tis comfort to the foul, ’tis peace, tis reft ;
¢¢ It comes like flumber to the fick man’s eyes;.
¢ Burning and reftlefs with a fever’s rage
¢¢ All night he toffes on his weary bed,
¢« He tells the tedious minutes as they. pafs,
¢¢ And turns, and turns, and feeks for eafe in vain:
¢¢ But if at marning’s dawn fweet {leep falls on him,.
¢ Think with what pleafure he refigns his fenfes,
¢¢ Sinks to his pillow,, and forgets his pain !’

Rod. Perhaps it may be fuch a ftate of indolence,
But fure the a&tive foul fhauld therefore fear it.
¢¢ The gods have dealt unjuftly with their creatures
¢¢ 1f barely they beftow a wretched being,
¢¢ And {catter not fome pleafures with the pain
¢ To make it worth their keeping.” Is there nothing:
Could make you wifh to live 2,

Arib. Ob.yes! there is,
There is a blefling I could wifh ta live for,.
To live for years, for ages, to enjoy it ;
But far, alas! divided from my arms,
It leaves the world a wildernefs before me,.

With nothing worth defiring..
- Rod. ¢ Dull and cold! _ |
¢ Or cold at léaft to me; dull, dull indifference.” [ 42
What if fome pitying pow’r look down from heav’n
And kindly vifit your aflited fortunes?
What if it fend fome unexpeéted aid,
¢¢ Same gen’rous heart and fome prevailing hand
¢¢ Willing to fave and mighty to defend,
¢ Who from the gloomy confines of the grave
¢¢ Timely fhall fnatch fhall bring you back to life,*
And raife you up to empire and to love?

Arib. The wretched have few friends, at leaft on carth,
‘Then what have I to hope?

Rod, Hope ev’ry thing,




4317, FHE ROTAL CONVERT: 43

« Hope all that merit fuch as your’s may claim,
“ Such as commands the world, exa&s their homage,
“ And makes ev’n all the good and brave your friends. -

Arib, “ And can you then vouchfafe to flatter miferyy
“T” enrich fo fall’n fo loft a thing as T am.
 With the fweet breath of praife? So pious virgins
“ Rob the whole fpring to make their garlands fine,
“Then hang them on a fenfelefs marble tomb.”” -~

Rod. A burning purple flufhes o’er my face,

And fhame forbids my tongue, or I would fay
That I—oh Aribert !—I am thy friend.
Yet wherefore fhould I blufh to-own the thought?
. For who—who would not be the friend of Aribert?
4rib, Why is this wondrous goodnefs loft on me?
Why is this bounty lavifh’d on a bankrupt,
Who has not left another hour of life
To pay the mighty debt ?
Rod.  Oh! let. me yet, '
“Yet add to it, and fwell the fum yet higher,
“Nor doubt but Fate fhall find the means to pay it.”
Know then that I have pafs’d this livelong night
Sleeplefs and anxious with my cares for thee:
The gods have fure approv’d the pious thought,
And crown’d it with fuccefs, fince I have gain’d
Alfred, the chief of mighty Woden’s prieits,.
To find a certain way for thy efcape.
Oneof the facred habits is at hand
Prepar’d for thy difguife; the holy man
Attends to guide thee to my brother’s camp: .
Myfelf—oh yet lie ftill my beating heart—  [Afide.
Whatever dangers chance, myfelf will be
The partner and the guardian of thy flight.

Arib. Now what return to. make—Oh! let me fink
With all thefe warring thoughts together in me,
Blufhing to. earth, and hide the vaft confufion!

Rod. Ye gods! he anfwers not, but hangs his head
Infullen filence—See! he turns away,

‘And bends his gloomy wifage to the earth.

To what am I betray’d? Oh fhame, difhonour,

And more than woman’s weaknefs! he has feen me,
Seen my fond heart, and fcorns the eafy prize.
*Blaft me, ye lightnings! ftrike me to the centre,
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s Drive, drive me down, down to the depths beneath:
¢« Let me not live nor think—Ilet me not think,
« For I have been defpis’d—Ten thoufand thoufand,
* And yet ten thoufand curfes—Oh! my folly—"
Arib. « Thus let me fall thus lowly to the earth,
[ Kneeling.
« In humble adoration of your goodnefs,
¢ Thus with my lateft accents breathe your name,
¢ And blefs you ere I die.”” Oh Rodogune,
Fair royal maid! to thee be all thy withes,
Content and everlafting peace dwell with thee,.
And ev’ry joy be thine, nor let one thought
Of this ungrateful this unhappy Aribert
Remain behind to call a fudden figh
Or ftain thee with a tear. Behold I go,
Doom’d by eternal Fate, to my long reft;
Then let my name too die, fink to oblivion,,
And fleep-in filence with me in the grave.
Rod. Doft thou not with to live ?
Arib. 1 cannot.
Rod. Why? .
Behold I give thee life.
Arib. And therefore—oh !
Therefore I cannot take it! I dare die,
But dare not be oblig’d. 1 dare not owe
What I can never render back. Ethelinda!
Rod. « Confufion!”
TIs then the bleffing life become a curfe
‘When offer’d to thee by my baleful hand?
Arib. “Ohno! for youare allthat ’s good and gracious;
¢ Nature, that makes your fex the joy of ours,
** Made you the pride:of both ; fhe gave you fweetnefe
¢ So mix’d with ftrength, with majefty fo rais’d,
¢ To make the willing world confefs your empire,.
¢ And love while they obey: nor ftaid fhe there,
¢ But to the body fitted fo the mind -
¢ As each were fathion'd fingly to excel,
¢ Asif fo fair a form difdain’d to harbour ‘
* A foul lefs great, and that great foul could find
¢ Nothing fo like the heav’n from whence it came
¢ As that fair form to dwell in.

. Rod. ¢ Soothing founds!

|
i
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“ Delightful flattery from him we loye ;
“ But what are thefe t6 my impatient hopes? [ Afide.
Arib. « Yet wherefore fhould thismighty mafsof wealth,
“ Be vainly plac’d before my wond’ring eyes,
“Since I muft ne’er poflefs it, fince my heart
“ Once giv’n can ne’er return, can know no name
“ But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda?
“Fix’d to its choice, and obftinately conftant,
It litens not to any other call :
“So rigid hermits that forfake the world
“ Are deaf to glory, greatnefs, pomps, and pleafures;
“Severe in zeal, and infolently Pio,us, .
“They let attending princes vainly wait,
“ Knock at their cells, and lure them forth in vain.””
Rod. How is fhe form’d, with what {uperiour grace,
This rival of my love? What envious, god,
In fcorn of Nature’s wretched works below,
Improv’d and made her more than half divine ?
“ How has he taught her lips to breathe ambrofia?
“How dy’d her blufhes with the morning’s red,
“ And cloth’d herwith the faireft beams of light,”
To make her fhine beyond me?
Arib, Spare the theme. )
Rod. ¢ But thenher mind! Ye Gods! which of youall
“Could make that great and fit to rival mine?
“What more than heav’nly fire informs the mafs 2’
Has the a foul can dare beyond our fex,
Beyond ev’n man himfelf, can dare like mine 2
Can fhe refolve to bear the fecret {tings
Of fhame and confcious pride, diftraéting rage,
And all the deadly pangs of love defpis’d 2
Ohno! fhe cannot, nature cannot bear it ; [ Weeping,
“It finks ev’n me, the torrent drives me down, :

“The native greatnefs of my {pirit fails,

“ Thus melts, and thus runs guthing thro’ my eyes,
“ The floods of forrow-drown my dying voice,
“ And I can only call thee—cruel Aribert !
Arib. ¢ Oh thou,juft Heav’n! if mortal man may dare
“To look into thy great decrees, thy fate,,
“Were it not better I had never been
“ Than thus to bring afli€tion and misfortune,
“ Thus curfe what thou hadlt made fo good and fair!,
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Rod. But fee the King and cruel train appear, |
Nor can I fave thee now: thou haft thy with; [ 7o Arib. |
But what remains for me ? ¢ My heart beats faft,
« And {wells impatient at the/tyrant’s fight :

« My blood, erewhile at ebb, now flows again,
|

*¢ And with new rage I burn.”” Since love is loft
Come thou, Revenge ! fucceed thou to my bofom,
And reign in all my foul. Yes, I will find her,
This fatal the, for whom I am defpis’d.

Look that the be your mafterpiece ye Gods |

Let each celeftial hand fome grace impart

To this rare pattern of your forming art ;

Such may fhe be my jealous rage to move,
Such as you never made till now to prove } !
A vitim worthy my offended love. Exit Rod.) |
Enter at the other door the KinG, Guards, and other A~
tendants.

King. Haft thou bethought thee yet perfiduous boy?
Won'’t thou yet render back thy theft? Confider
The precipice is juft beneath thy feet;
*Tis but a moment and I dath thee off
To plunge for ever'in eternal darknefs.
Somewhat like Nature has been bufy here,
And made a ftruggle for thee in my foul ;
. Reftore my love, and be again my brother.
Arib. ** Rage and the violence of lawlefs paffion
« Have blinded your clear reafon, wherefore elfe. .
¢ This frantick wild demand ?”” What! fhould I yield,
Give up my love, my wife, my Ethelinda,
To an inceftuous brother’s dire embrace ?
Oh horrour !—But to bar the impious thought;
Know Heav'n and brave Ambrofius are her guard:
Erte this her flight hath reach’d the Britons’ camp,
And found her fafety there.
King. Fled to the Britons!
Oh moft accurfed traitor! Let her fly
Far as the early dayfpring in the eaft,
¢ Or to the utmoft ocean, where the fun
¢ Defcends to other fkies and worlds unknown,’*
Ev’n thither fhall my love take wing and follow
To feize the flying fair. The Britons!—Gods!
Shall they witbhold her ?—firft my arms fhall fhake




4a1v. * THER ROYAL CONVERT. 47

Their ifland to the centre. But for thee,

Think't thou to awe me with that phantom inceft ?
Such empty names may fright thy coward foul,

But know that mine difdains em. Bind him ftraight.

' [ To the Priefis.
“Iwon't lofe another thought about thee. [ 7o Aribert.
4 Begin the rites,”

And drag him to yon' boly altar, awhere
Stand minifPring priefls to die the hallow’d fteel
Deep in his Chriftian bloed. The gods demand him.
4rib. Why then, no more: but if we meet again,
Aswhen the day of great account fhall come
Perhaps we may, may’#t thou'find mercy there
More than thou fhew’ft thy brother here. Farewell.
King. ¢ Farewell.”” To death with him, * and end the
dreamer. [ The Priefts bind Aribert, and lead him to
the altar, while the folemn mufick is playing.”

Enter SEoFaiD.
Seof. Stay! ¢« Hafte and break off your inaufpicious
The inftant dangers fummon you away, [rites;”

Deftruétion threatens in our frighted ftreets,
And the gods call to arms.
Thla(ing. What means the fear .
t trembles in thy pale thy haggard vifage ?
Speak out, and eafeythis laboyur o%gt;y foul.ge
Sesf. Oh fly my Lord ! the torrent grows upon us,
And while I fpeak we're loft : fierce Offa comes,
From ev’ry part his crowding enfigns enter,
And this way waving bend. With idle arms
Your foldiers carelefs ftand and bid ’em pafs;
“Some join, but all refufe to arm againft ’em;
“They call’em Friends, Companions, and their Country-
Achofen band, led by the haughty princefs,  [men.”
Inperious Rodogune, move fwiftly hither
Tointercept your paffage to the palace:
That only ftrength is left, then fly to reach it.
King. Curs’d chance! but hafte, difpatch that traitor
They fha’ not bar my vengeance. [ftraight §
Seof. Sacred Sir!
Think only on your fafety. For the prince
our crown, but more your love, a thoufand reafons,

~
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All urge you to defer his fate: time prefles,
Or I could fpeak ’em plain.
King. Then hear me Soldier ;
I give him to thy charge. ,
- Seaf. ¢ They come my Lord.” [ Shout.
King. Look to him well, for by yon® dreadful altars
Thy life fhall pay for his if he efcape :
Firft kill him, plunge thy poignard in his bofom,
Aud fee thy King reveng’d.
) ([ Exeunt King, Seofrd, Guards, and Attendants,
Firft Of. Be cheer’d my Lord,
Nor keep one doubt of me; I am your flave.
The King is fled, and with him all your dangers:
Fate has referv’d you for fome glorious purpofe,
And fee your guardian goddefs comes to fave you,
To break your bonds, and make you ever happy.
Enter RopoGuNE and Soldiers.
Rod. Well have our arms prevail’d; behold he lives,
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives! .
Do I not come with teo officious hafte - [ 70 Aribers,
Once more to prefs the burden life upon you,
To offer with an idiot’s importunity
"The naufeous berefit you Icorn’d before?
Arib. If 1 refus’d the blefling from your hands
Think it not rudely done with fullen pride,
Since {ife and you are two of Heav’n’s beft gifts;
Yet both fhould be receiv’d; both kept, with honour.
Rod. ¢ However live—yes, I will bid thee live ;
¢ No matter what enfues. Fly far away,
¢¢ Forget me; blot my name from thy remembrance, -
¢¢ And think thou ow’ft me nothing—What! in bonds!
¢ Well was the tafk referv’d for me : but thus
¢ I break thy chain would I could break my own.”

[4fide

. Enter an Officer.
Off. A party of our horfe that late went forth
'T'o mark the order of the Britons’ camp
Met in their courfe fome fervants of the King,
For fo they call’d themfelves: ours judg’d ’em traitorg
And would have feiz’d, as flying to the foe:
After a fharp refiftance fome efcap’d,

3
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The reft, for fo your princely brother wills,
Without attend your oeder. -
Rod. Let ’em enter.
A woman! v
Enter Exuevinoa, with Guards.:
Ethel, Is there then an end of forrows?
[ Running to Aribert,
Has then that cruel Chance that long purfu’d me,
That vex’d me with her various malice long,
Been kind at laft, and bleft me to my with,
Lodg’d me once more within thy faithful arms!
Arib. Oh, my foreboding heart ! oh, fatal meeting !
Ethel. Why droops my love, my Lord, my Aribert ?
Why doft thou figh and prefs ' me? and oh ! wherefore,
Wherefore thefe tears that ftain thy manly vifage?
They told me Heav’n had ftrove for thy deliverance,
Had rais’d thee up fome kind fome great prefeyver,
To fave thee from thy cruel brother’s hand:
Why therefore doft thou mourn when thou art bleft ?
Or does fome new afflition wound thee ? fay;
Perhaps I am the caufe.
Rod. By all the tortures,
The pangs, that rend my groaning breaft, tis fhe, -
My curs’d my happy rival! « Sec the Siren, |
“ See how with eager eyes he drinks her charms;
“ Mark how he liftens to her fweet allurements ;
“ She winds herfelf about his eafy heart,
“ And melts him with her foft enchanting tongue.”
Lthel. Wot thou not anfwer yet?
Arib. Oh Ethelinda!
Why art thou here? is this the Britons’ camp?
Is Lucius here? haft thou a brother here
To guard thy helplefs innocence from wrong?
«Etbel. Have I not thee?
drib. Me! what can I do for thee?
For we are wretched both. -
Rod. 1’11 doubt no more:
My jealous heart confefles her its foe,
And beats and rifes, eager to oppofe her;
Nor fhall fhe triumph o’er me: “ No, ye Gods
“If Iam doom’d by you to be a wretch
“ Shetoo thall fuffer with me.” Prince, you feen;i[‘T o Ariberi.
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To know this pris’ner, whom the Saxon chiefs

Accufe of flying to our foes the Britons:

However, I will think more nobly of you

Thaa to believe you confcious of the treafon ;

Nor can you grieve if juftice dooms her to

. "That fate fhe has deferv’d. Bear her to death.

[Tothe Guard.
Ethel. Alas! to death!—what mean you? fay by what

Unknown unwilling crime have I offended?

To you, fair Princefs! fince ’tis you that judge me,

« Tho’ now this moment to my eyes firft known,”

To you I bend, to you I will appeal, . [ Kaeeling. .,

And learn my crime from you.

. Arib. Learn it from me;;

I am thy crime; ’tis Aribert deftroys thee.

Ethel. If thou art my offence L’ave finn’d indeed,

Ev’n to a vaft and numberlefs account,

For from the time when I beheld thee firlt [ To Aribert. 1

My foul has not one moment been without thee ;

Still thou haft been my wifh, my conftant thought,

Like light, the daily b]efﬁng of my cyes,

And the dear dream of all my fweeteft flumbers.
Rod. Oh the diltraéting thought! ‘
LEthel. Nor will you think it [‘To Rodogune.

A crime to love, * for that I love is true.”

In your fair eyes I read your native goodnefs.

Haply fome noble youth fhall in your breaft

Kindle the pure the gentle flame, and prove

As dear to you as Aribert to me;

“ Would it be juft that you thould die for loving ?

¢ Think but on that and I fhall find your pxty,

s For pity fure and mercy dwell with love.”

Rod. Be dumb for ever, let the hand of Death

Clofe thy bewitching eyes and feal thy lips, ‘,

That thou may’ﬁ: look and talk no more delufion; ‘

For oh! thy ev’ry glance, each found, fhoots thro’ me,

And kills my very heart. Hence, bear her hence.

«« My peace is loft for ever—but fhe dies.”—

Arib. Oh, hold! « for*
Rod. < Wherefore doft thou catch my garment’
¢ Thou that baft fet me on the rack, com’ft thou
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% To double all my pains, and with new terrours
¢ Dreadful to fhake my agonizing foul ?”
Arib. What fhall I fay to move thee?

.Rod. Talk for ever,
Winds fhall be fill and feas forget to roar,
The din of babbling crowds and peopled cities,
All fhall be hufh’d as death while thou art fpeaking,
For there is mufick in thy voice.

Arib. Then hear me,

With gentleft patience, with compaffion, hear me ;

_Thus while I fall before thee, grafp thee thus,

Thus with a bleeding heart and ftreaming eyes
Implore thee for my Ethelinda’s life.
Rod. Tho’ thou were dearer to my doting eyes
Than all they knew befides, tho’ I could hear thee
While ages paft away, yet by the gods,
If fuch there are, who rule o’er love and jealoufy,
¢« And fwell our heaving breaits with mortal paffions,””
1 fwear fhe dies, my hated rival dies.
Arib. Then I have only one requeft to make,
Which fha’ not be deny’d ; to fhare one fate,

. And die with her I love.

Rod. Ungrateful wretch !
Yet I would make thy life my care——
Arib. *“ No more: :
“ Now I fcorn life indeed. Tho’ you had beauty
 More than the great Creator’s bountcous hand
“ Beftow’d on all his various works together,
“Tho’ all ambition afks, the kingly purple,” [to give,
Tho life, tho’ glory, ¢ and” wealth and pow’r, were your’s
Tho’ length of days and health were in your hand,
And all were to be mine, yet I would chufe
To turn the gift with indignation back,
And rather fold my Ethelinda thus,
And fleep for ever with her in the grave.
Rod. Then take thy wifh, and let both die together.
Yes, I will tear thee from my fond remembrance,
And be at eafe for ever.
Ethel. Oh my love!
What can I pay thee back for all this truth ?
What but, like thee, to triumph in my fate,
» Ej
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And think it more than life to die with thee.

_* Hafte then, ye Virgins! break the tender turf, |
« And let your chafter hands prepare the bed ‘
¢+ Where my dear lord and I mutft reft together ;
 Then let the myrtle and the rofe be ftrow’d,
¢ For 't ismy fecond better bridal day. |
* On my cold bofom let his head be laid, ‘
« And look that none difturb us
«Til the laft trumpet’s found break our long fleep
¢ And calls us up to cverlafting blifs.” «

Rod. Hence with ’em, take ’em, drive ’em from my fight,
The fatal pair [ Exeunt all but Rod.
T'hat look fhall be my laft.

I feel my foul impatient of its bondage,
Difdaining this unworthy idle paffion,

And ftruggling to be free. Now, now it fhoots,
It tow’rs upon the wing to crowns and empire,
While love and Aribert, thofe meaner names,
Are left far, far behind, and loft for ever.

¢ So if by chance the eagle’s noble offspring,

“ Ta’en in the neft, becomes fome peafant’s prize,
« Compell’d a while he bears his cage and chains,
« And like a pris’ner with the clown remains ;

« But when his plumes fhoot forth and pinions fwell

¢ He quits the ruftick and his homely cell, |
* Breaks from his bonds, and in the face of day

« Full in the fun’s bright beams he foars away,

« Delights thro’ heav’n’s wide pathlefs ways to go, }

< Plays with Jove's fhafts and grafps his dreadful bow,
¢ Dwells withimmortalgods and {cornsthe world below
. [ [Exih
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ACTV.
ScENE, the palace.
Enter the KinG aud Srorris.

. Kine.
« No! I'will follow the fond chafe no more,
“No more purfue the flying phantom glory,
“ But lay me down and reft in fullen peace,
“ Secure of all events to come, and carelefs
“If the gods guide the world by Fate or Fortune:
“ Let ’em take back the worthlefs crown they gave
% Since they refufe their better bleflings to me.”
Seof. If not to glory yet awake to love,
And tho’ regardlefs of your royal ftate
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to fave her,
Doom’d by the cruel Redogune to die!
Helplefs and defolate methinks fhe ftands,.
And calls you to heraid.
King. < What! doom’d to die!
¢ Shall thofe dear glowing beauties then grow cold,
“ Pale, ftiff, and cold? nor fhall I fold her once?
“ Shall fhe not pant beneath my ftrong embrace,
“ Swell to defire, and meet my furious joy?
% Shall fhe not breathe, and look, and figh, and murmur,
“Till I am loft for ever, funk in ecftacies,
% And bury’d in ten thoufand thoufand fweets?
“ What! fhall fhe die? No by the god of Arms,
“ No——1 will’2—
Seofrid, yes! I'll once more roufe me to the war,.
And foatch her from her fate.
. Seof. Then hear the means.
By which the gods preferve your crown and love.
Ofwald, of all our Saxon chiefs the firft
And neareft to your brother’s Heart, had drawn:
The chofen ftrength of all the Britifh youth,
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius,
To fave the prince from your impending wrathj:
By fecret marches they are near advanc’d, .
-And meant this night to make their bold attempt.
King. How favours this- my purpofe? Ev"'
llJ
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Seof. Thus, my Lord;

I have prevail’d their force fhall join thh all
Thofe faithful Saxons who are ftill your fubje&s.
Your foes, fierce Offa and his haughty fifter,
Secure and infolent with new fuccefs,

Defpife your numbers and inferiour ftrength,
And may this night with eafe become-your prey:
Ofwald attends witheut to learn your pleafure,
And bear it to the valiant Britifh chiefs.

King. The Britons! Gods!—the nation which I hate;
"That Ofwald too!—The traitor ftill has been
Avow’d the flave of Aribert, his creature,

His bofem fawning parafite—No matter;

They ferve the prefent purpofe of my heart,.

And I will ufe ’em now. Taught by thy arts

I will look kindly on the wretch I loathe,

And fmile on him I deftine to deftru&ion.

Bid him approach. |
[ Exit Seofrid, and reenter with Qfwald.

Seof. Your valiant Ofwald, Sir. -

King. Your friend has fpokc at large your bold defign,.
Wosthy your courage and your princely friend ; i
And howfoe’er the meddling haad of Chance
Has fown th’ unlucky feeds of firife between us,

" Yet I have ftill a brother’s part in Aribert,

Nar fhall'my hand be flow to lead you on

Till we have driv’n thefe haughty inmates forth, -

And independent fix’d that.fov’reign right -

Which our brave fathers fought.to gain in Britain..
Ofw. With honourable purpofe are. we come,

With friendly greeting from the Britons' king,-

And the fair offer of an equal peace.

This only he demands; fend back tlie troops-

Which late arriv’d with Offa, now your foe -

As well as his, and fet your princely brother,.

With the faix Ethelinda, fafe and free.

Thefe juft conditions once eonfirm’d to Lucius

Ambrofius is the friend of royal Hengift :

“The Britons.then fhall juin their arms with your’s

To drive out thefe inhofpitable guefts,

And leave you peaceful lord of fruitful Kent,.

The firlt poffeffion of your warlike father.
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King. In friendly part take we his proffer’d love.
Bear this our fignet to the gallant Lucius,
[ Giving bis ring to Ofwald..
Our bond and pledge of peace, “ which in full form
“We will confirm Exm as the prefent danger
“Iswell remov’d, and better time allows.”’
Hafte thou to join our valiant friends the Britons;
My faithful Seofrid fhall foon attend you
With full inftru&tions for your private march
And means of entrance here, with the whole order-
In which we mean t’ attack the common foe.
Ofw. I go, my Lord, and may the gods bcfricnd[ us!
. . Exit.
kThe King looks after Ofwald, then turns and walks two or
three times kaflily crofs the flage.
Seof. Ha! whence thisfudden Rart? [ Afide. ] That wrath-
ful frown,
Your eyes fierce glancing, and your changing vifage,
Now pale as death, now purpled o’er with flame,
Give me to know your paffionsare at cdds,
And your whole foul is up in arms within.
King. Oh! thou baft read me right, haft feen me well
To thee I have thrown off that mafk I wore,.
And pow the fecret workings of my brain-
Stand all reveal’d to thee. ¢ I tell thee, Seofrid,
“ There never wasa medley of fuch thinking:
“ Ambition, hatred, mifchief, and revenge,
“ Gather like clouds on clouds; and then anon
* Love, like a golden beam of light, fhoots thro’,
“ Smiles on the gloom, and my heart boundswith pleafure.*!
But ’t is no time for talk. T'o Siwald fly,.
My foldier and my fervant often try’d;
Bid him draw out a hundred chofen horfe,
And hold ’em ready by the night’s firft fall :
Let’em be all of courage well approv’d, N
Such as dare follow wherefoe’er I lead, '
Where’er this night or Fate or Love fhall bear me..
Seof. T haften to obey yau: but alas!.
Might your old man have leave to fpeak his fears—
King.. I read thy care for me in all thofe fears,
But be not wife too much. Oft’ thou haft told'me
Love is a bafe, unmanly, whining, paffion;

\
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This night I mean to prove it and forfake it.
¢ I was, ’tis true, the flave of this foft folly,
¢ And waited at an awful abje& diftance,
¢ Reftrain’d by idle rules which fcornful Beauty
¢ And fullen honour di&ate ; but no more:”’
No! by our gods I’ll fuffer it no more.
Seof. Where will this fury drive you?
King. To my heav’n,
To Ethelinda’s arms. This very ev’ning,
While the deluded Britons urge our foes,
And wreak my vengeance on the Saxon Offa,
Anmidft the firft diforder of the fray
>T'will not be hard to feize the wceping fair,
And while the fighting fools contend in vain
With all the wings the god of Love can lend
To bear her far away. ‘ .
Seof. Ha!—whither mean you
To bend this rafh, I fear, this fatal flight ? |
King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle waves
‘T'o meet the Thames in his imperial ftream
Thou know’ft I have a caftle of fuch ftrength
JAs well may {corn the menace of a fiege,
Thither I mean to bear my lovely prize,
And in defpite of all the envious world
‘There riot inher arms. But break we off.
Hafte to perform my orders, and then follow
And fhare in all the fortunes of thy king. [ Exi# Kiag..
Seof. ¢ Fools that we are! to vex the lab’ring brain
¢ And walte decaying nature thus with thought,
* To keep the weary fpirits waking till,
¢ To goad and drive ’em in eternal rounds
¢¢ Of reftlefs racking care! ’tis all in vain!
¢« Blind goddefs, Chance, henceforth I follow thee s
¢ The politicians of the world may talk,
¢ May make a mighty buftle with their forefight,
¢ Their {chemes and arts; their wifdom is thy flave.
[ Exit Seofrid.

ScENE changes to a temple.

Enter AR1BERT and ETHELINDA.
Ethel. When this the laft of all our days of forrow
Flies faft and haftens to fulfil its courfe,
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When the bleft hour of death at length is near,

Why doft thou mourn ? when that good time is come
When we fhall weep no more, but live for ever

In that dear place where no misfortunes come,

Wheére age, and want, and ficknefs, are not known,

And where this wicked world fhall ceafe from troubling,
When thick defcending angels crowd the air,

And wait with crowns of glory to reward us,

Why ag thou fad my love, my lord, my Aribert ?

Arib. ¢ It comes, indeed the cruel moment comes,
“ That muit divide our faithful loves for ever.

“ A few fhort minutes more and both fhall perifh,
“ Sink to the place where all things are forgotten:
“ Our youth and fair affeGtions fhall be barren,
“Shall know no joys which other lovers know,

* Shall leave no name behind us; no pofterity,
“Only the fad remembrance of our woes,

“To draw a tear from each who reads our ftory,

“ And doft thou atk me wherefore Iam fad?

Ethel. +* *Tis hard indeed, ’t is very hard to part.
“Tho’ my heart grieves to want its heav’n fo long,
“ Pants for its blifs, and fickens with delay,

“Yet I could be content to live for thee:

“Yes, I will own thy image ftands before me

* And intercepts my journey to the ftars,

“Calls back the fervent breathings of my foul
“To earth and thee ; with longing looks I turn,
“ Forget my flight and linger here below.”

4rib. Isit decreed by Heav’n’s eternal will
That none fhall pafs the golden gates above
But thofe who forrow here ? Muft we be wretched,
Muft we be drown’d in many floods of tears
To wath our deep our inborn ftains away,

Or never fee the faintsand tafte their joys?

Ethel. The great o’erruling Author of our beings
Deals with his creature man in various ways,
Gracious and good in all: fome feel the rod,

And own, like us, the Father’s chaft’ning hand;

“ Sev’n times, like gold, they pafs the purging flame,

* And are at laft refin’d ; while gently fome’

“Tread all the paths of life without a rub;

“ With honour, health, with friends and plenty, blefs’d, .
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¢ Their years roll round in innocence and eafe ;
¢ Hoary at length, and in a good old age,”
They go declining to the grave in peace,
And change their pleafures here for joys above.

Arib. “gI‘o have fo many bleffings heap’d on me
¢ Tranfcends my with. I afk’d but only thee:
¢ Give me, I faid, but life and Ethelinda;
- ¢ Let us but run the common courfe tegether,
¢¢ Grow kindly old in one another’s arms,
¢ And take us to thy mercy then good Heav’n!
¢t But Heav’n thought that too much.

LEthel. << If our dear hopes,
« If what we value moft on earth, our loves,
¢ Are blafted thus by Death’s untimely hand,
«¢ If nothing good remains for us below,
¢« So much the rather let us turn our thoughts
“To feek beyond the ftars our better portion,
¢ That wondrous blifs which Heav’n referves in ftore
“ Well to reward us for our loffes here, )
« That blifs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n, can give,
¢ Which fhall be more to thee than Ethelinda,
¢ And more to me—Obh, vaft excefs of happinefs!
4¢ Where fhall my foulmake room for more than Aribert!”

Enter RopoGuNE and Attendants.

Rod. If while fhe lives ftill I am doom’d to fuffer
Why am I cruel to myfelf>—No more—
*T'is foolifh pity—How fecure of conqueft
The foft enchantrefs looks! But be at peace,
Beat not my heart ! for fhe fhall fall thy vi&im.
Appear, ye priefts! ye dreadful holy men,
¢ Ye minifters of the gods’ wrath and mine !”’
Appear, and feize your facrifice, this Chriftian ;
Bear her to death, and let her blood atone
For all the mifchiefs of her eyes and tongue,

[ Solemn mufict.

[ The Scexe draws and difcovers theinner part of the temple;

a fire is prepared on one of the aliars, near it are placed a

rack, knives, axes, and other inflruments of torture, feveral

priefls attending as for a facrifice.

Arib, See where death comes array’d in all its terrours,
The rack, confuming flames, and wounding fteel.
Your cruel triumph had not been complete.
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Without this pomp ef horrour. Come, begin:
Tear off my robes, and bind me to the rack; -
Stretch out my corded finews till they burit,
And let your knives drink deep the flowing blood :
You fhall behold how a prince ought to die,
And what a Chriftian dares to fuffer.
[ The Guards feize Aribert and Ethelinda.
Prief. Hold!

The Prince’s fate is yet deferr’d : the woman
Is firft ordain’d to fuffer——ZEre fhe fallf
A vitim to our gods fhe muft kneel to ’em
Or prove the torture.
Ethel. 1 difdain thofe gods.
Ofi. Bind her ftraight and bear her to the rack.
4rib. What her! Oh mercilefs!
Eibel, Oh, ftay me not, my love! with joy I go
To prove the bitter pains of death before thee,
Aund lead thee on in the triumphant way.
4rib, And can my eyes endure it! to behold
Thy tender body torn ? thefe dear foft arms,
That oft’ have wreath’d their fnowy folds about me,
Diftorted, bent, and broke with rending pain?
Oh Rodogune! read, read in.my full eyes
‘More than my tongue can fpeak, and {pare my love !—
Rod. ¢« And couldft thou find no other name tut that ?
“ Thy love! Oh fatal, curs’d, diftraéting, found!”
No, T will fteel my heart againit thy pray'r,
And whifper to myfelf with fullen pleafure
The gods are juft at length, and thou fhalt feel
Pains fuch as I have known.
Arib. Let me but diej
Cut off this hated obje& from your fight
Rod. < Nor that for know that 1 can too deny,
“ And make thee mourn thy coldnefs ard difdain.”
No more ! I’ll hear no more?
Arib. < They bind her! fee!
“See with rude cords they ftrain her tender limbs
‘“Till the red drops ftart from their fwelling channels,
“ And with frefh crimfon paint her dying palenefs.
“Oh, all ye hoft of heav’n! ye faints and angels &
Ethel. < Oh, ftay thy tears, and mourn no more for me,
“ Nor fear the weaknefs of my woman’s foul,
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¢ For I am arm’d and equal to the combat.

‘¢ In vain they lavifh all their cruel arts,

¢¢ And bind this feeble body here in vain ;

¢ The free impaflive foul mounts on the wing

¢¢ Beyond the reach of racks and tort’ring flames,

¢t And {corns their tyranny” Oh follow thou!

Be conftant to the laft, be fix’d, my Aribert!

>Tis but a fhort, fhort paffage to the flars:

'Oh, follow thou! nor let me want thee long,

And fearch the blifsful regions round in vain.
[Solema mufick.

¢ Euter an Qfficer.
Off. ¢ Arm, royal maid! and take to your defence ;
% The King with fudden fury fallies forth,
¢* And drives our outmoft guards with foul confufion. .
¢ Rod. The King ! what frenzy brings the madman on
#¢ Thus headlong to his fate? But let him come,
¢¢ His death fhall fill my triumph—wealth and honours,
¢¢ The nobleft beft reward, fhall wait the man
¢¢ Whofe lucky fword fhall take his hated head.” \
Enter afecond Officer, bis fword drawn. : 1
Second Offi. Hengift 1s here ; he bears down all before |

The Britons too have joined their arms to his, [him:
And thi§ way bend their force. ‘
Rod. Fly to my brother, [T ber Attendants. ‘

And call him to our aid.
: [ Shouts within, and clafbing of favords.
King within.] Slave, give me way,
¢¢ Or I will tear thy foul””
-Sold. awithin.] You pafs not here.
Seof. within.] What, know’ft thou not the King ?¥—
- Oh, curfed villain! .
Euter the Kinc wounded, SEo¥r1p, OswaLD, and Soldiers
aith their fwords drawn. Ofwald runs to Aribert.
Seof. Perdition on his hand—you bleed, my Lord !
King. My blood flows faft—What, can I languith now!
So near my with— Lend me thy arm, old Seofrid,
- "To bear me to her—Ha! bound to the rack !
Mercilefs dogs—ye moft pernicious flaves!
¢ And ftand ye ftupid, haggard, and amaz’d "
Fly fwift as thought, and fet her free this moment,
¢ Or by my injur’d love, a name more facred
4
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¢ Than all your fun&ion knows, your gods and you,
% Your temples, altars, and your holy fhrines,
¢ Your holy trumpery, fhall blaze together.”
[ They unbind Ethelinda.

Rod. *Tis vain to rave and curfe my fortune now.

Thou native greatnefs of my foul befriead me,
.And help me now to bear it as I ought.

King. The-feeble lamp of life fhall lend its blaze
To light me—thus far~—~only—and no farther.

[ Falling at Ethelinda’s feet.
Yet Ilook up and gaze on thofe bright eyes,
Asif I hop’d to gather heat from thence
Such as might feed the.vital flame for ever.

Ethel. Alas! youfaint, your hafty breath.comes thort,
And the red ftream.runs guthing from your breaft.
Call back your thoughts from each deluding paffion,
% And wing your parting foul for her laft flight;
¢ Call back your thoughtsto all your former days,”
"To ev’ry unrepented a& of evil,

And fadly deprecate the wrath divine.

King.. Oh, my fair teacher! you advife in wain;
4 The gods and I have done with one another:
¢ This night I meant to rival them in happinefs;

“ Spite o%my brother and thy ccruel coldnefs
4 This night [ meant-to ave paft within thy arms.

Ethel. ¢¢ Oh, horrour! ' ‘

King. ¢ But ’tis gone:” thofe enyious gods
Have done their worft, and blafted all my hopes ;
They have defpoil*d me of my crown and life
By a flave’s. hand——but I forgive ’em that.
Thee—they have robb’d me of my joys in thee—e—
Have trod me dawn to wither in the grave——

.Seof. My matfter and my king !

King. Old man, no more: )

1 have not leifure for thy grief—Farewell——

Thou, Aribert——tfhalt live and wear my crown—"

Take it, and be more bleft with it than I was.

But Ethelinda!.fhe too fhall be thine:

That——that ’s too. much. This world has nothing in it

So good to give—the next may have——1I know not—
[ The King dies.

Arib. ¢ There fled the fierce, untam’d, difdainful, foul.”
‘Turn thee.from death, and rife, my gentle lols;e; -

.
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A day of comfort feems to dawn upon us,
And Heav’n at length is gracious to our wifhes.
Ethel. So numberlefs have been my daily fears,.
And fuch the terrours of my fleeplefs nights, -
That ftill, methinks, I doubt th’ uncertain happinefs,
‘Tho’ at the mufick of thy voice I own
My foul is hufh’d, it finks into a calm,
And takes fure omen of its peace from thee.
Ofw. To end your doubts your brother, the brave Lu-
cius, . [ To Ethel.
‘Will foon be here—ev’n now he fends me word
Fierce Offa and the Saxons fly before hinv;
T'he conq’ring Britons fence you round from danger,
And peace and fafety wait upon your loves.
Arib. Nor you, fair princefs.! frown upon our happinefs;
Still fhall my grateful heart retain your goodnefs,
And ftill be mindful of the life you gave.
Nor mutt you think yourfelf a pris’ner here:
‘Whene’er you fhall appoint a guard attends
T'o wait you to your brother’s camp with honour.
Rod. Yes, I will go, fly far as earth can bear me
From thee, and from the face of man for ever.
Curs’d be your fex, the caufe of all our forrows,
Curs’d be your looks, your tongues, and your falfe arts,
That cheat our eyes and wound our eafy hearts;
¢¢ Curs’d may you be for all the pains you g;lve,
¢ And for the fcanty p]cafures we receive ;
Curs’d be your brutal pow’r, your tyrant fway,
Dy which you bend and force us to obey!
Oh, Nature! partial godders, lend thy hand,
Be juft for once, and equal the command;
Let woman once be miitrefs in her turn,
Subdue mankind beneath her haughty fcorn,
And fmile to fee the proud oppreflor mourn.
[Exit Radognn:
Ofw. The wind fhall featter all thofe idle curfes
TFar, far away from you, while'ev’ry bleffing
Attends to crown you. From your happy nuptxals,
From royal Aribert, of Saxon race,
Join'd to the faireft of the Britifh dames,
Methinks I read the peoplc’s future happinefs,
And Britain takes its pledge of peace from you.
Zihel. Nor are thofe pious hopes of peace in vain,

4
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Since I have often heard a holy fage,

A venerable, old, and faintlike hermit,

¢« With vifions often blefs’d, and oft’ in thought
¢ Rapt to the higheft brighteft feats above,”
Thus with divine prophetick knowledge fill'd
Difclofe the wonders of the times to come :

 Of royal race a Britifh queen fhall rife

¢ Great, gracious, pious, fortunate, and wife ;

¢ To diftant lands fhe fhall extend her fame,

¢ And leave to latter times a mighty name

¢ Tyrants fhall fall, and faithlefs kings fhall bleed,
¢ And groaning nations by her arms be freed,

¢ But chief this happy land her care fhall prove,
¢ And find from her a more than mother’s love;
¢ From hoftile rage the fhall preferve it free,

¢ Safe in the compafs of her ambient fea:

¢ Tho’ fam’d her arms in many a cruel fight,

¢ Yet moft in peaceful arts fhe fhall delight,

¢ And her chief glory fhall be to unite:

¢ Pits, Saxons, Angles, fhall no more be known,
¢ But Briton be the nable name alone:

« With joy their ancient hate they fhall forego,
¢« While Difcord hides her baleful head below;
¢ Mercy, and Truth, and Right, the fhall maintain,

¢ And ev’ry Virtue crowd to grace her reign ;

¢ Aufpicious Heav’n on all her days fhall {mile,

¢ And with eternal union blefs her Britifh ifle.”

One gen’ral flate this nation fball arife,

I arms unrivalld and in councils wife ;

Pids, Saxons, Angles, fball no more be known,

But Britain be the noble name alone 3
" To diflant lands fbe fball extend her fame,

And leave to lutef! times a glorious name ;

Her naval pow'rs fkall rule the circling fea,

And all ber children fball be brave and free. [Exeunt.
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EPILOGUE. SPOKEN BY ETHELINDA.

TI{E bus’nefs of the day being now gone tho’,

7 quit the faint and am like one of you, :

As el to look to, tho’ not quit fo good;

1 bate in [pirit, but keep my flefb and blood.

The moral of this play being rightly feann’d

Lsy he that leaves his nown dear wife is damn’d. -

1 leave to you to make the application 3

The dodirine, tho’ a little out.of fafbion, }
May be of ufe in this fame finful nation.

What think you of the matter ? Which of yoi

Would for his [poufe like my true turile do ?

When wealth and beauty both at once importune

Who wonld not leave his wife to make bis fortune ?

To fome I know it may.appear but oddly

That this place of all others foould turn godly ;

But what 5[ that, fince fome good folks there are

Would gladly be inflruded any wbere ? .

Nor fbould you feorn the aveaknefs of the teacher ;

¥ he wifeft man is not the ableft preacher.

Ev’n we, poor women, hawve fometimes the pow'’r, }
Read as you are, and rich in learning’s flore,

“To teach you men what you ne'er knew before.

To no enthufiaftick rage e fawell,

Nor feam nor a& Tom Tumbler out of teal :

But tho' we do n’t pretend to infpiration, XN
Yet like the prophets of a neighbour nation }
Our teaching chiefly lies in agitation.

Perhaps indeed fuch are your wand'ring brains

Our Author might have [par'd bis tragick pains ; ‘

By that you'ave fupp’d, and are fet in to drinking,

Some fweeter matters will employ your thinking 5

With nymphs diviney-arit on each glafs before yey

You’ll be but little betier for our flory : :

But fince the parting hour, tho late, will come,

And all of you, at leaft as 1 perfume,

May find fome kind inftruétive fbe at home,

Then curtain ledlures will I hope be read,

Thofe morals then which from your thoughts were fled
-Shall be put home to you and taught abed.

From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MARTINS,
April 6. 1782,
2 THE END. [
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ALEXANDERTHEGREAT.
A TRAGEDY. BY NATHANIEL LEE. ~
AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL DRURY-LANE,

Regulated fromthe }Dyompt=13008, by permiffion of the Managers,
BY MR. Dophing rromerer.

CHARACTERISTICKS.

Tho' all the curtains of the fky were drawn==And the ftars wink, yoang Ammon thaligoon
~When Glory like the dazaling eagle ftood=—Perch’d on my beaverin the Granick foud—
When Fortune’s fclf my flandard trembling bere—And the pale Fates ftood treniblingon the
Moree=When each immortal on the billows rode— I myfelf appear’d the leuc 1
Mercary I leap’d the walls, and flew amidfi the foe=—And like a baited Fon ¢y 'd nifilie=
All over in the blood of thofe bold hunters—Till fpent with toil I hattled oa my kr.ecr—
Pluck’d forth the darts that made my fhicld a forcR==And hurl’d "em back with ot uncor.
quer'd fury—T hen fhiningin my arms I {rnn’d the ficld—Mov’d, tpokc, ard fuight, and was
myfeif a war—1 am loft: what has my vengeance done !==0h, ye have undine ! You that
could ftop a lion——Could not turn me! ye thould have drawn your fwords—Ard tarr'd my rage
with their advancing points=Clytus would fo bave done to fave yourlives —Oh! Tamalla
blot ! which feas of tears=—=And my heart’s blood can never wath away—IHcre is notaflavebut
dares oppofe my jufticc—Yet nune had courage to prevent this murder==Oh ! when fhail T be
mad ! ALEXANDER,

With humbleft adoration knecl==And let 2 health to Jove's great foa go round. HEPHEST,

1 fee that death awaits me, yet I'll on—When Fame invites and Alcxander leads—Dangers.
3ad toils but animate the brave—I bave no wourds dread Sir! or if I had—\Vere they all
mortal they fhould fream unminded. LYSIMACHUS.

All Nature feems alarm'd for Alexander—Her pangs proclaim my triumph=—My ioul s firfe
wifhes are to ftartle Fate=—=And firike amazeiaent thro’ the hoft of heaven.  CASSANDER.

Their province is to talk, it is minc toa@®—And fhew this tyrant when he dar'd to winng
me—He wrong’d a2 man whofe attribute is vengeance. PLOLYPERCUHON,

Clytus ne’cr bow’d his body to fuch hame—"Tulk be my bane, yet the oh mnmnuft talk—
Perith the foldier inglorious and defpis’d=—Who flarts=—whcn the King cries Oi—1I"11 fland
ercét—firaight asa fpear, the piliarof my country==And be by fo much ncarer to'the goda—
8h-monfirous vanity !==The fon of good King Philip=—1I did not kifs the earih, nor muft your

band. CLYTUS.
The King may doom me.to a thoufand tortures—Ply me with firc, and rack me likc Phi=
lotas—Ere I fhall floop to idolize his pride. THESSALUS,

We will not part with you, nor change for Mars—When will you, facred Sir! that we
fhould give——T 0 your great memory thufe divine honcurs=Which fuch exaited virtue docs
deferve ? PERDICCAS.

There, cven there, 1’11 baunt thee—Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night—By
the gods 1711 raifc a fire that fhall confume you both=="1ho’ 1 partake the ruin=—=Were fhe to
fall by any arm but mine=—Well might the murmur—My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will
bave way—Nor he nor Heaven fhall fhicld thee from myjuflice==Die, forcercfs dic,and allmy
wrongs dic with thee—Ob! think for whofc fake it was I madly plung’d=—Intu a crlme abhore
rent to my mature: . ROXANA.

When will my fufferings end? ok when, ye Gods !—For fixty rolling years my foul has flaed
«The dread viciffitudes of Fate unmov’d=l thought ’em your dccrees, and therefore
yielded. SYSIGAMBIS.

Stay my Lyfimachus! a ofoment flay !~—~Oh, whether art thou geing ! Hold a moment!~
Unkind! thou know’ft my life was wrapt in thine=—Ev’n in that grave will Parifatis join thee
~=Not death itfelf fhall part us—A mother’s power, a fifier’s foft’ning tears=—1With all the
fury of a tyrant’s frown==5hall not compel mc to outlive thy lofs. PARISATIS.

Why,Alexander,wby wouldft theu deccive'me!=HaccInotlov’d thee, cruel asthou art [~
Have I not kifs’d thy waunds with dying fondrc{s=Bath’d ’em in tears, and bound ’em with
my hair!=—Whole nights I ’ave fat and watch’d thee as a child=—=Lull’d thy fierce pains, and
fung thee to repofe—Perjur’d as he is, he will talk—good gods! how he will talk!=Itis bea-
ven to be deluded by him!—If I but mention him the tears will low=—\Vhat were the worid
to Alexander’s lofs!=—~Roxana enjoys my perjur’d love i==Oh it is too much—By Hcaven I
cannot bear it!=—Spare Roxana’s life !~=And oh! fometimes think on your pocr queen=—And
ere the cheerful bowl falutes your lips=Enrich it with a tear, and I am happy. STATIKA,

EDINBURG:
At the ApoTio)D1els, by TuE MARTINS, for Well, LONDON, 1782,
-




&5 The Alterations and Additions in this Play, on com-
paring it with the original, were found fo numerous, and foju-
dicioufly connedled with the words of the Author, that it was
Jjudged impradicable to reflore the neceffary omiffions 'witbauti
greatly embarraffing the Reader : the Editor has therefore
thought it aivifable to deviate from his general plan, and give
the Play to the Publick as hterally delivered in the reprefenta-
tion, awith the original Dedication, Prologue, and Epilogue, and ‘
a Poem addreffed to the Author by Mr. Dryden. i



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE
JOHN EARL OF MULGRAVE,

Centleman of his Majefly’s Bedchamber, and Knight of the
moft noble Order of the Garter.

MY LORD,

WHENIhear by many perfons, not indifferent judges,
how poets are cenfured moft even where they moft in-
tend to pleafe, and fometimes by thofe too whom they
addrefs condemned for flatterers, fycophants, and little
fawning wretches, I confefs of all undertakings there is
none more dreadful to me than a Dedication. So nicely
cruel are our judges, that after a play has been generally
applauded on the ftage the induftrious malice of fome af-
ter-obferver fhall damn it for an epiftle or a preface. For
this reafon my Lord, Alexander was more to feek fora
patron in my troubled thoughts than for the temple of
Jupiter Ammon in the fpreading wilds and rolling {ands.
"Tis certain too he muft have been loft had not Fortune,
whom I muft once at leaft acknowledge kind in my life,
prefented me to your Lordfhip. You were pleafed, my
Lord, to read it over a& by a&, and by particular praifcs,
proceeding from the fweetnefs rather than the juitice of
your temper, lifted me up from my natural melancholy
and diffidence to a bold belicf that what fo great an un-
derflanding warranted could not fail of fuccefs.

And here I were moft ungrateful if I fhould not fatif-
fy the judging world of the furprife I was in. Pardon me
my Lord for calling it a furprife when I was firft ho-
noured by waiting upon your Lordthip: fo much unex-
pe&ted, and indeed unufual affability, from perfons of
your birth and quality, fo true an eafinefs, fuch frank-
nefs without affe@ation, I never faw. Your conitant but
few friends fhew the firmnefs of your mind, which never
varies ; fo godlike a virtue, that a prince puts off his ma-
jefty when he parts with refolution, In all the happy
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times that I attended you, unlefs ‘bufinefs or accident in-
terpofed, I have obferved your company to be the fame.
You have travelled through all tempers, failed through
ail humours of the court’s unconftant fea; yowhave gain-
«d the gallant prizes which you fought, your feleéted un-
vaiuable friends; and I am perfeétly perfuaded if you
traffick but feldom abroad ’t 1s for fear of fplitting upon
knaves or fools. Nor is it pride, but rather a delicacy of
your foul; that makes you fhun the fordid part of the
world, the lees and dregs of it, while in the nobleft retire-
ment you enjoy the finer {pirits, and have that juft great-
nefs to be ahove the bafer. How commendable therefore
is fuch a refervation! how admirable fuch a folitude ! If
you are fingular in this we ought to blame the wild, un-
thinking, diffolute, age ; an age whofe bufmefs is fenfelefs
riot, Neronian gambols, and ridiculous debauchery ; an
age that can produce few perfons befides your Lordfhip
who dare be alone: all our hot hours burnt in night revels,
drowned by day in dead fleep, or if we wake ’tis a point
of reeling honour jogs us to the field, where if we live or
die we are not concerned ; for the foul was laid out before
we went abroad,, and our hodies were after acted by mere
animal fpirits without reafan. _
Whean I more narrowly contemplate your perfon, me-
“thinks I fee in your Lordfhip two of the moft famous cha-
racters that ever ancient of modern ftory could produce,
the mighty Scipio and the retired Cowley. You have
certainly the gravity, temperance, and judgment, as well
as the courage, of the firft ; all which in your carly at-
tempts of war gave the nobleft dawn of virtue, and will,
when occafion prefents, anfwer our expe&ation, and
fhine forth at full: then for the latter, you poflefs all his
fweetnefs of humourin peace, all that ha}cyon tranquillity
of mind, where your deep thoughts glide like filent waters
without a wrinkle ; your hours move with fofteft wings,
and rarely any larum ftrikes to difcempofe you. You have
the philofophy of the firft, and (which I confefs of all
your qualities I love moft) the poetry of the latter. I was
never more moved at Virgil’s Dido than at a fhort poem
of your Lordfhip’s, where nothing but the fhortnefs can
be difliked. As our churchmen wifh there wcre more
noblemen of their fun&ion, fo wifh I in the behalf of de-
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prefled poetry that there were more poets of your Lord-
fhip's excellency and eminence. If Poetrybe a Virtue fhe
is3 ragged one, and never in any age went barer than now.
It may be objeted fhe never deferved lefs. To that I muft
wot anfwer: but I am fure when fhe merited moft fhe was
always diffatisfied, or fhe would not have forfaken the moft
fplendid courts in the world. Virgil and Horace, favou-
rites of the mightieft emperour, retired from him, prefer-
ring a miftrefs or a white boy, and two or three cheerful
drinking friends in a country village, to all the magnifi-
cence o? Rome; or if fometimes they were fnatched from
their cooler pleafures to an imperial banquet, we may fee
by their verfes in praife of a country life ’twas againft
their inclination, witnefs Horace in his epode Beatus ille
qui procul, &'c. part of his fixth fatire, his epiftle to Fufc.
Arift. Virgil’s Georgick O Fortunatos nimium bona fi, &c.
all rendered by Mr. Cowley fo copioufly and naturally as
no age gone before or coming after thall equal, tho’ all
heads join together to outdo him: I fpeak not of his
exa&nefs to a line, but of the whole. This then may be
faid as to the condition of poets in all times, few ever ar-
rived to a middle fortune, moft have lived at the loweft,
none ever mounted to the higheft; neither by birth, for
none was ever born a prince, as no prince to my remem-
brance was ever born a poet; nor by induftry, becaufe
they were always too much tranfpoited by their own
thoughts from minding the grave bufinefs of a world, nor
of their humour: whereas even flaves, the rubbifh of the
earth, have by moft prodi§ious fortune gained a fceptre,
and with their vile heads fullied the glories of a crown.
Praife is the greateft encouragement we chameleons can
pretend to, or rather the manna that keeps foul and body
together; we devour it as if it were angels’ food, and
vainly think we grow immortal. For my own part, I ac-
knowledge I never received a better fatisfation from the
applaufe of an audience than I have from your fingle judg-
ment. You gaze at beauties and wink at blemithes, and
do both fo gracefully, that the firft difcovers the acutenefs
of your judgment, the other the excellency of your nature.
And I can affirm to your Lordthip there is nothing tran-
fports a poet, next to love, like commending in the right
place; therefore my Lord, this Play muft be your’s; and
A 1ij
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Alexander, whom I have raifed from the dead, comes tol

‘you with the affurance anfwerable to his chara&er and

your virtue. You cannot expe& him in his majefty of two |
thoufand years ago'; I have only put his afhes in an urn,|
which are now offered with all ebfervance to your Lord-
fhip, by
. My Lord,

your Lordfhip’s

moft humble,
obliged, and

devoted fervant,

Nar. Lss.
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TO MR. LEE ON HIS ALEXANDER.

~ T ux blaft of common cenfure could I fear
Before your Play my name fhould not appear,
For ’t wil be thought, and with fome colour too,
1 pay the bribe I firft receiv’d from you,

That mutual vouchers for our fame we ftand,

To play the game into each other’s hand,

And as cheap penn’worths to ourfelves afford

As Beflus and the brothers of the fword.

Such libels private men may well endure

When ftates and kings themfelves are not fecure;
For ill men, confcious of their inward guilt,
Think the beft a&ions on by-ends are built =
And yet my filence had not ’fcap’d their fpite,
Then envy had not fuffer’d me to write;

For fince I could not ignorance pretend

Such merit I muft envy or commend.

So many candidates there ftand for wit

A place in court is fcarce fo hard to get ;

In vain they crowd each other at the door,

For ev’n reverfions are all begg’d before ;

Defert, how known foe’er, is long delay’d,

And then too fools and knaves are better pay’ds
Yet as fome aQions bear {o great a name

That courts themfelves are juft for fear of fhame,
So has the mighty merit of your Play

Extorted praife and forc’d itfelf a way.

"Tis here as *tis at fea, who fartheft goes,

Or dares the moft, makes all the reft his foes.

Yet when fome virtue much outgrows the reft

It thoots too faft and high to be expreft,

As his heroick worth ftruck envy dumb

Who took the Dutchman and who cut the boors
Such praife is your’s, while you the paffions move,
That *tis no longer feign’d; *tis real love,

- Where nature triumphs over wretched art ;

We only warm the head, but you the heast :
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Always you warm and if the rifing year,
As in hot regions, bring the fun too near,
*Tis but to make your fragrant fpices blow,
‘Which in our cooler climates will not grow;
They only think you animate your theme
‘With too much fire who are themfelves all phlegm
Prizes would be for lags of floweft pace
Were cripples made the judges of the race.
Defpife thofe drones who praife while they accufe
The too much vigour of yeur youthful mufe:
That humble Ryle which they their virtue make
Is in your pow’r; you nced but ftoop and take.
Your beauteous images muft be allow’d
By all but fome vile poets of the crowd:
But how fhould any fignpoft dauber know
The worth of Titian or of Angelo?
Hard features ev’ry bungler can command,
To draw trye beauty thews a mafter’s hand.

Jous Drvpen.



PROLOGUE.
WRITTEN BY SIR CAR SCROOP, BART.

How bard the fate is of the feribbling drudge
Who writes to all when yet fo ferw can judge!
Wit, like religion, once divine was thought,

And the dull crowd believ'd as they avere taught ;
Now each fanatick fool prefumes ¥ explain

The text, and doe: the facred awrit profane ;
Foravbile your wits each other’s fall purfue

The fops ufurp the pow’r belongs to you.

Tou think y’ are challeng’d in each new play-bill,
And here you come for trial of your fill,

Where fencer-like you one anather hurt,

While with your wounds you make the rabble fport.
Others there are that have the brutal will

T murder a poor play but want the fkill ;

They love to_fight, but [eldom have the wit

To fpy the place where they may thruft and hit,
And iherefore, like fome bully of the Town,
Ne'er fland to draw, but knock the poet down.
With thefe like hogs in gardens it fucceeds,

They root up ally and know not flow’rs from weeds.
As for you, Sparks, that hither come each day
T'0.a8 your own and not to mind our play,
Rebearfe your ufual follies to the pit,

And with loud nonfenfe drown the flage’s wit,
Talk of your clothes, your laft debauches tell,
And witty bargains to each other fell,

Glout on the filly fbe who for your fake

Can vanity and noife for love mifiake,

Till the coquette fung in the next lampoon

Is by ber jealous friends fent out of Town,

For in this duelling intriguing age
" The bove you make is like.the war you wage,

Y are flill prevented er you come ¢ engage s

But *tis not to fuch trifling foes as you

The mighty Alexander deigns to fue ;

e Perfians of the pit he does de[pife,

But to the men of fenfe for aid he flies; .
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On their experienc’d arms be noew depends,

Nor fears be odds if they but prove his friends ;
Fori«' be once a Iit.t/I.e bfndfu{:;m e Srien

The numerous armies of the world # oppofe, ‘
So back’d by you who underfiand the rulss 1
He hopes to rout the mighty hoft of fools. :

Dramatis Peclonae,

MEN.

Drury-Lane. Covent-Garden,
ALEXANDER THE GREAT, Mr. Smith, Mr., Clinch.

He pu:sTlos,Aluandet s Mr. Davies. Mr. Wroughtos.
favourite, i
"~ Lysimacnus, princeaf the Mr. Brereton. M. HulL
blood. 3
Cassanpes, Confpira~ } Mr. Palmer. -~ Mr. Fearon.
Povrescaon, dors, Mr. Brantby. Mr. Booth.
Puivre,
Curwus, mafter of the §yty Jeffrton. M. Claske.
’
TurssarLvs, the Median, Mr. Farren, Mr. Thompfon,
Perpiccas,acommander, Mr. Usher. Mr. Whitfield,
EvMEN1s, Mr. Norris, Mr. Fox.
ArisTanper, a footh- Mr. Wrighten. M. L’Eftrapge.
fayer, .
Stave, Mr. Griffith.
: WOMEN,
Roxana, firft wife of Ale- Mifs Younge.  Mrs. Hunter.
xander,

SYSIGA”BIS', motherofthe Mre, Johnfon.  Mirs. Booth.
royal family,

Panisatis, in love with 5 . .
Lyfimachus, - Mifs Hopkins.  Mifs. Dayes.

STATIRA, married to Ale- Mos. Yates. Mrs. Hartley.
xander, T '

SCENE BABYLON,




ALEXANDER THEGREAT.

ACT I.
\ -SCENE, the gardens of Semiramis.
' HernesTioN andLmuAg:uvs  fighting, CLYTUS parting
them.
Coyros.

‘W aT! are ye madmen? This a time for quarrel?
Put up I fay——or by the gods that form’d me
He who refufes makes a foe of Clytus.
Ly/. I have his fword.
Clyt. But maft not have his life.
Lyf. Mutt not, old Clytus!
Clyt. Hairbrain’d boy you muft not. .
Heph. Liend tne thy fword, thou father of the war,
Thou far-fam’d guard of Alexander’s life.
Curfe on this weak unexecuting arm!
Lend it, old Clytus, to redeem my fame;
Lyfimachus is brave, and elfe will fcorm me.
Lyf. There, take thy fword; and fince thou’rt bent on
Know ’tis thy glory that thou dy’ft by me. [death,
Clyt. Stay thee Lyfimachus; Hepheftion hold;
I bar you both. My body interpos’d,
Now let me fee which of you dares to ftrike.
By Jove you’ave ftirr’d the old man !—that rath arm
That firft advances moves againtt the gods
And our great king, whofe deputy I ftand. .
Lyf-Some prop’rer time muft terminate our guarrel.
Heph. And ctire the bleeding wounds my honour bears.
Clyt. Someprop’rertime! *tisfalfe~no hour is proper;
No time fhould fee & brave man do amifs. -
Say what’s ‘tlre noble caufe of all this madnefs,
What vaft ambition blows the dang’rous fire?
Why, a vain, fmiling, whining, coz’ning, woman'



12 ALEXANDER THE GREAT. Aal,

By all my triumphs in the heat of youth,

‘When towns were fack’d and beauties proftrate lay,
When my blood boil’d, and nature work’d me high,
Clytus ne’er bow’d his body to fuch fhame;

I knew ’em, and defpis’d their cobweb arts.

The whole fex is not worth a foldier’s thought.

Ly/f. Our caufe of quarrel may to thee feem light,
But know a lefs has fet the world in arms.

Clyt. Yes, Troy they tell us by a woman fell;

Curfe on the fex, they are the bane of virtue!

Death! I’d rather this right arm were loft

Than that the king fhould hear of yoyy imprudence—
‘What, on a day thus {et apart for triumph !

Lyf. We were indeed to blame. :

Clyt. This memorable day, .

‘When our hot mafter, whofe impatient foul
Outrides the fun, and fighs for other worlds

To fpread his conquefts and diffufe his glory,
Now bids the frumpet for a while be filent,

And plays with monarchs whom he us’d te drive,
Shall we by broils awake him into rage,

~ And roufe the lion that has ceas’d to roar?

Ly/. Clytus, thou’rt right—put up thy fword Hephe-
Had paffion not eclips’d the light of reafon [ftion:
Untold we might this confequence have feen.

Heph. Why has not reafon pow’r to conquer love?
‘Why are we thus enflav’d ?

. Clyt. Becaufe unmann’d,
Becaufe ye follow Alexander’s fteps.
Heav’ns! that a face fhould thus bewitch His foul -
And ruin all that’s great and godlike in it!
Talk be my bane, yet the old man muft talk.
Not fo he lov’d when he at Iffus fought
And join’d in mighty combat with Darius,
‘Whom from his chariot, flaming all with gems,
He hurl’d to earth and catch’d th’imperial crown.
*T'was not the fhaft of Liove perform’d that feat ;.
He knew no Cupids then. Now mark the change;
A brace of Rival Qldeens embroil the court, v
And while each hand is thus employ’d in beauty
Where has he room for glory ?
Heph. In hisheart.
2 8

. -
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Clyt. Well faid young Minion !—I indeed forgot
To whom I {fpoke—Dut Syfigambis'comes:
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol
That claims homage.—I 1l attend the king. [Exit.
Enter Sys1Gamsis with a lettery and Par1saT1is.
Syf. Why will ye wound me with your fond complaiats,
And urge a fuit that I can never grant?
You know my, child, ’ti» Alexander’s will ;
Here he demards you for hislov’d Hepheftion;
To difobey him might inflame his wrath,
And plunge our houfe in Tuins yet unknown,
Par. To footh this god and charm him into temper
Is there no vi&im, none but Parifatis?
Muft T bedoom’d to wretchednefs and wo
That others may enjoy the conq’ror’s fmiles?
Oh! if you ever lov’d my royal father
And fure you did, your gufhing tears prochim ft—
Ifftill his name be dear, have pity on me!
-He would not thus have forc’d me to defpair;
Indeed he would not—Had I begg’d him thus
He would have heard me ere nry heart was broke.
" §y/. When will my fufPrings end? oh when, ye Gods!
For fixty rolling years my foul has ftood
The dread viciffitudes of fate unmov’d ;
I thought ’em your decrees, and therefore yielded :
But thislaft trial, as it fprings from folly,
Exceeds my fufP’rance, and I muft complain.
Lyf. When Syfigambis mourns no common wo
* Can be the caufe—tis mifery indeed.
Yet pardon, mighty queen! a wretched prince
Who thus prefumes to plead the caufe of love.
Beyond my life, beyond the world, [ Kneeling.] I prize
Fair Parifatis.— Hear me I conjure you!
As you have authoriz’d Hepheftion’s vows
Reje& not mine—grant me but equal leave
To ferve the princefs, and let love decide.
Heph. A bleffing like the beauteous Parifatis
_ Whole years of fervice, and the world’s wide empire,
With all the blood that circles in our veins,
Can never merit, therefore in my favour

Ibegg’d the king to interpofe his int’reft,

B
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Therefore I begg’d your majefty’s affiftance ;
Your word is paft, and all my hopes reft on’t.

Lyf. rifing.] Perith fuch hopes! for love’s a gen’rous
‘Which fecks the happinefs of her we love [paflion,
Beyond th’ enjoyment of our own defires ;

Nor kings nor parents here have ought todo:
Love owns no influence, and difdains controky
Let ’em ftand neuter—’tis all I afk.

Heph. Such arrogance did Alexander woo
Would lofe him all the conquefts he has won.

Ly/f. To talk of conquefts well becomes the man
‘Whofe life and fword are but his rival’s gift! ..
Sy/. It grieves me, brave Lyfimachus, to find

My pow’r fall fhort of my defires to ferve yous
You know Hepheftion firft declar’d his love,
And ’tis as true I promis’d him my aid;

Your glorious king, his mighty advocate,
Became himfelf an humble fupphant for him. .
Torget her prince, and trinmph o’er your paffion,
A conqueft worthy of a foul like thine.

Ly/. Forget her Madam! fooner fhall the fun

Forget to fhine and tumble from his fphere.
-Alas! the ftream that circles thro’ my heart

Is lefs than love effential to my being !

Farewell great queen—my honour now demands
"T'hat Alexander fhoutd himfelf explain ~
‘I'hat wondrous merit which exalts his fav’rite,
And cafts Lyfimachus at fuch a diftance. [ Exit.

Sy/. In this wild tranfport of ungovern’d paffion
Tao far I fear he will incenfe the king.
1s Alexander yet, my Lord; arriv’d?

Heph. Madam, I know not ; but Caﬂ'ander comes ;
He may perhaps inform us.

Sy/. I would thus him:

Something there is, I know not why, that fhocks me,
Something my nature fhrinks at when I fee him. -
[ Exeunt.
Enter CASSANDER.
Caf. The face of Day now bluthes fcarlet deep,
Now blackens into night ; the low’ring Sun,
As if the dreadful bus’nefs he foreknew,
Drives heavily his fable chariot ou. - [ Thunder.
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How fierce it lightens! how it thunders round me!
All Nature feems alarm’d for Alexander.

" Why, be it fo: her pangs proclaim my triumph.
. My foul’s firft withes are to ftartle Fate

And ftrike amazement thro’ the hoft of hcav’n.
A mad Chaldean with a flaming torch
Came to my bed laft night, and bellowing o’er me,

. “ Well had it been,” he cry’d, ¢ for Babylon

«If curft Caffander never had been born.”
. Enter TuessaLUs with a packet.

How now ? dear Theflalus! what packet ’s that?

Thef. From Macedon ; a trufty flave juft brought it. -
Your father chides us for our cold delay ;
He fays Craterus, by the king’s appointment,
Comes in his room to govern Macedon,
Which nothing but the tyrant’s death can hinder;
Therefore he bids us baldly ftrike,
Or quit our purpofe and confefs our fears.

Caf. Is not his fate refolv’d ? this night he dies,
And thus my father but foreftals my purpofe.
How am I flow then? If I rode on thunder,
Wing’d as thelightning, it would afk fome moments
Ere I could blait the growth of this Coloflus.

Thef. Mark where the haughty Polyperchon comes!
Some new affront by Alexander giv’n

. Swells in his heart, and fings him into madnefs.

Caf. Now, now’s our time'; he muft, he fhall, be ours :
His haughty foul will kindle at his wrongs,
Blaze into rage, and glory in revenge.
Enter PoLYPERCHON.
Poly. Still as.I pafs frefh murmurs fill my ears;

. All talk of wrongs, and mutter their complaints.

Poor foullefs reptiles | —their revenge expires

In idle threats—the fortitude of cowards!

Their province is to talk, ’t ig mine to a&t,

And fhew this tyrant when he dar’d to wrong me

He wrong’d a man whofe attribute is vengeance. !
Caf. All nations bow their heads with fervile homage,

And kifs the feet of this exalted man. )

The name, the fhout, the blaft, from ev’ry mouth

Is Alexander! Alexander ftuns

The Liff’ing ear and drowns the voice of Heav'n!

Bij
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The earth’s commanders fawn like crouching fpaniels;
And if this hunter of the barb’rous world ’

But wind himfelf a god all echo him
With univerfal cry.

Poly. T fawn or echo him !

Caffander no ; my foul difdains the thought ¥
Let eaftern flaves or proftituted Greeks
Crouch at his feet, or tremble if he frown;

When Polyperchon can defcend {o low,

Falfe to that honour which thro’ fields of death™
I ftill have courted where the fight was fierceft,

Be fcorn my portion, infamy my lot.

- Thef. The king may doom me to a thoufand tortures,
Ply me with fire, and rack me like Philotas, -
Ere I fhall ftoop to idolize his pride.

Caf. Not Anftadner, had he rais’d all hell,
Cou’d more have fhock’d my foul than thou haft done

By the bare mention of Philotas’ murder.

Oh Polyperchon ! how fhall I defcribe it}

Did not your eyes rain blood to fee the hero *

Did not your fpirits burft with fmother’d vengeance:
To fee thy noble fellow-warriour tortur’d,

- Yet without groaning or a tear endure -

The torments of the damn’d ? Oh! death to think it!
‘We faw him bruis’d, we faw his bones laid bare,

His veins wide lac’d, and the poor quiv’ring feth
With fiery pincers from his bofom torn,. .
Till all beheld where the great heart lay panting. .

Poly. Yet all like itatues ftood !-—cold lifelefs ftatues!
As if the fight had froze us into marble, '

When with colected rage we fhould have flown

"To inftant vengeance on the ruthlefs caufe, -

* And plung’d a thoufand daggers in his heart.

" Caf. At our laft banquet, when the bowl had gone
The giddy round, and wine inflam’d my fpirits,

I faw Craterus and Hepheftion enter

In Perfian robes ; to Alexander’s health

"T'hey largely drank, and falling at his feet:

With impigus adoration thus addrefs’d
Their idol god; Hail, fon of thund’ring Jove!

Hail, firft of kings! young Ammon, live for ever!
Then kifs’d the ground, on which I laugh’daloud, -

2
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And fcoffing alk’d ’em why they kifs’d no harder?
Whereon the tyrant, ftarting from his throne,
Spurn’d me to earth, and famping on my neck,
Learn thou to kifs it, was his fierce reply,
While with his foot he prefs’d me to the earth
Till T lay welt’ring in a foam of blood.
" Poly. Thus when I mock’d the Perfians that ador’d him
He ftruck me on the face, -
And bid his guards chaftife me like a flave :
But if he ’fcape my vengeance may he live
Great as that god whofe name he thus profanes,
. And like a flave may I again be beaten,
Scoff’d as I pafs, and branded for a coward.
Caf. There fpoke the fpirit of Califthenes.
Remember he ’s a man, his flefh as penetrable
Asany girl’s, and wounded too as foon;
To give him death no thunders ate required :
Struck by a ftone young Jupiter has fall’n,
A fword has pierc’d him and the blood has follow’d,
Water will drown him, or the firc will burn;
Nay, we have feen an hundred common ailments
Bring this immortal to the gates-of death.
Poly. Oh let us'not delay the glorious bus’nefst
Our wrongs are great, and honour calls for vengeance. .
Are your hearts firm? i
Thef. As Heav’n or Hell can make ’ems
Poly. Take then my hand, and if you doubt my truth
Rip up my breaft and lay my heast upon it. :
Caf. While thus we join our hands and hearts together:
Remember Hermolaus, and be hufh’d. .
Poly. Hufh’d as the eve before an hurricane,
Or baleful planets when they thed their poifoas.
Cqf. This day exulting Babylon receives .
The mighty robber—with hirh eomes Roxana, -
Fierce haughty fair! on his return from India -
Artful fhe met him in the height of triumph,
And by a thoufand wiles at Sufa kept him
In all the luxury of eaftern revels.
Poly. How bore Statira his revolted love?
For if I err not eve the king efpous’d her
She made him promife to renounce Roxana. :
Thef. No words can paint the anguifh it occafion’d;
Bijj
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Ev’n Syfigambis wept, while the wrong’d queen,
Struck to the heart, fell lifelefs on the ground,
And thus remain’d, fpite of her care and cordials,
For an hour.

Caf. When the firft tumult of her grief was laid
‘T fought to fire her into wild revenge,

And to that end with all the art I could

Defcrib’d his paffion for the bright Roxana;

But tho’ I could not to my with inflame her,

Thus far at leaft her jealoufy will help;

She’ll give him troubles that perhaps may end him,.

And fet the court in univerfal uproar.

But fee, fhe comes. Our plots begin to ripen ;

Now change the vizor, ev’ry one difperfe,

And with a face of friendfhip meet the king. [ Exeunt.
Enter Sts1camBis, STATIRA, and ParisaTis.

Stat. Oh for a dagger,.a draught of poifon, flames!
Swellheart! break, break, thou wretched ftubborn thing !
Now by the facred fire I’ll not be held ! i
Why do you wifh my life, yet fifle me for )

Want of air? Pray give me leave to walk.
8Sy/. Is there no rev’rence to my perfon due?
Trift me, Statira, had thy father liv’d
Darius wow’d have heard me.
8tat. Oh he’s falfe !
This glorious man, this wonder of the world,
Is to hislove and ev’ry god forefworn!
Oh! I have heard him breathe fuch ardent vows,
Outweep the morning with his dewy eyes,
" And figh and fwear the lift’ning ftars away !

Sy/. Believe not rumour ; ’tis impoffible
Thy Alexander is renown’d for truth,

Above deceit: ‘

Stat. Away, and let me die:
>T'was but my fondnefs, ’t was my eafy nature,

Wou’d have excus’d him. _
Are not his falfehoods and Statira’s wrongs

A fubje& canvafs’d in the mouths of millions?
The babbling world can talk of nothing elfe.
Why, Alexander, why wouldft thou deceive me!
Have I not lov’d thee, cruel as thou art! <«
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Have I not kifs’d thy wounds with dying fondnefs,
Bath’d ’em in tears, and bound ’em with my hair!
Whole nights I’ave fat and watch’d thee as a child,
Lull’d thy fierce pains, and fung thee to repofe !

. Par. 1f man can thus renounce the folemn ties
Of facred love who wou’d regard his vows?

Stat. Regard his vows! the monfter, traitor ! Oh!
I will forfake the haunts of men, converfe
No more with aught that ’s human, dwell with darknefs ;
For fince the fight of him is now unwelcome,

What has the world to give Statira joy ?

Yet I muft tell thee, perjurd as he 1s,

Not the foft breezes of the genial fpring,

The fragrant violet or op’ning rofe,

Are half fo fweet as Alexander’s breath.

Then he will talk—good Gods! how he will talk!
He fpeaks the kindeft words, and looks fuch things,
Vows with fuch paffion, and fwears with fuch a grace,
That it is heav’n to be deluded by him !.

8y/. Her forrows muft have way.

§tat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur’d love,
Roxana clafps my monarch in her arms,

Dotes on my cong’ror, my dear lord, my king!
Oh, *tis too much ! by Heav’n I cannot bear it !
She clafps him all—fhe, the curft happy fhe——
I’ll die, or rid me of the burning torture!

Hear me bright god of Day! hear ev’ry god.

8yf. Take heed Statira, weigh it well my child,
Ere defp’rate love enforces you to fwear.

Stat. Oh'! fear not that, already have I weigh’d it,
And in the prefence here of Heav’n and you
Renounce all converfe with perfidious man.

Farewell ye coz’ners of our eafy fex !

And thou, the falfeft of the faithlefs kind,

Farewell for ever! Oh, farewell! farewell !

If 1 but mention him the tears will flow !

How couldft thou, cruel! wrong a heart like mine,

Thus fond, thus doting, ev’n to madnefs, on thee!
8yf. Clear up thy griefs, thy Alexander comés,

Triumphant in the fpoils of conquer’d India;

This day the hero enters Babylen.

et
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Stas. Why, let him come ; all eycswxl}gazemthraptu:e. ‘
All hearts w1ll joy to fee the vi€tor pafs, v
All but the wretched the forlorn Statira. '

Sy/- Wilt thou not fee him then? : y
Stat. I{wear, and Heav’nbe witnefsto my vow! [K:ml:. :

Never from this fad hour, never to fee :

Nor fpeak, no, nor, if poffible, to think ‘

- Of Alexander more. This is my vaw, o
And when I break it

§y/- Do not ruin all. :
Stat. May I again be perjur’d and deluded'

May Furies rend my heart! may lightnings blaft me?
Sy/- Recall, my child, the dreadfal imprecation.
Stat. No, I'will publifh it thro” all the court,

Then to the bow’rs of great Semiramis .

Retire for ever from the treach’rous world,

There from man’s fight will I conceal my woes,

And feek in folitude a calm repofe.

Nor pray’rs nor tears fhall my refolves control, .

Nor love itfelf, that tyrant of the foul. [Exeunt. |

’ ACTIL |
SCENE, @ triumphal arch. )

CassanpER and PoLvPERCHON.

CassaNDER.

HE comes, the headlong Alexander comcs,.
The gods forbid him Babylon in vain;
In vain do prodigies foretel his fall :
Attended by a throng of {cepter’d flaves . - -
"This rapid cong’ror of the ravag’d globe
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger.

Poly. Why all this noife~—ye partial Pow’rs dcclarc-—
Thefe ftarts of nature, at a tyrant’s doom ?
Is Alexander of fuch wondrous moment
. That Heav’n fhould feel the wild alarms of fear,
And Fate itfelf become a babbler for him?

Caf. Cag’d in the very grms we faw him wear
The {pirit of his father haunts the court
In all the majefty of {olemn forrow :

-
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The awful fpedtre fix’d his eyes upon. me,

Wav'd his pale hand—and threatful fhook his head,
Groan’d out Forbear——and vanifh’d from my view.
A fear till then unknown poffefe’d my foul, =
And fick’ning Nature trembled at the fight!

Poly. Why thould youtremble?-- Had the yawning earth
Laid all the tortures ef the damn’d before me
My foul, unfhaken in her firm refolve, -

Wou’d brave thofe tortures and purfue the tyrant.

Caf. Yes, Polyperchon, he this night fhall dic;
Our plots in fpite of prodigies advance ;
Succefs attends us.—Oh, 1t joys my foul
To deal deftru&ion like the hand of Heav’n,
Felt while unfeen! ,
" Poly. The Perfians all diffatisfy’d appear,
Loudly they murmur at Statira’s wrongs,
And fiercely cenfure Alexander’s falfehood.

Caf. I know he loves Statira more than life,
And when he hears the folemn vow fhe made,
The oath that bars her from his ﬁght far ever,,

Remorfe and horrour'will at once 1nvade him,

~ Rend his wreck’d foul, and rufh him into madnefs.
" Poly. Of that anon—the court begins to thicken ;
From ev’ry province of the wide-fpread earth
Ambaffadors in Babylon are met,
As if mankind had previoufly agreed
To compliment the tyrant’s boundlefs pride,
And hold a folemn fynod of the world
Where Alexander like a god fhould di&tate.

Caf. We muft away or mingle with the crowd,
Adore this god till apt occafion calls '
To make him what he wou’d be thought—immortal.

. - 5 [ Exeant
A [ymphony of warlike mufick.

Enter vaéui an's ﬁusr‘mbz{in his robes.
Arifi. Hafte, rev’rend Clytus, hafte and ftop the king.
Clyt. Already is he enter’d, and the throng

Of princes that furround him is fo great
They keep at diftance all that wou?d spproach.

Arift. Were he encircled by the gods themfelves
I muit be heard, for death awaits his ftay.

Clyt. Then place yourfelf within his trumpet’s found ;
Shortly he’ll appear. [Exeunt.
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Enter ALEXANDER in a triumphal car drawn by black flaves,
trophics and warlike enfigns in proceffion before- hims
Cryrus, HerHEsTION, LYsimacHus, ARISTANDER,
Captives, Guards, and Attendants.

I
See the conq’ring hero comes,
Sound the trumpet beat the drums;
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, -
Sports of triumph to him ﬁlpg.

I

See the godlike youth advance,
Breathe the flute and lead the dance;
Myrtle wreath and rofes twine

‘T'o deck the hero’s brow divine.

Heph. Hail, fon of Jove! great Alexander! hail.
Alex. Rife all; and thou my fecond felf, my friend,
Oh, my Hepheftion! raife thee from the earth !
Come to my arms, and hide thee in my heart ;
Nearer, yet nearer, elfe thou lov’it me not.
Heph. Not love my king! bear witnefs all ye Pow’rs,
- And let your thunder nail me to the centre
If facred friendthip ever'burn’d more brightly !
Immortal bofoms can alone admit.
A flame more pure, more permanent, thar mine.
Alex. Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurel,
I know thou lov'ft thy Alexander more -
Than Clytus'does the king. -
~ Lyf. Now for my fate! ,
. I'fee that death awaits me—yet I'll on.
Dread Sir! I caft me at your roya feet. .
Akx. Rife, my Lyfimachus; thy veins and mine
From the fame fountain have deriv’d their ftreams:
Rife to my arms, and let thy king embrace thee.
Is not that Clytus?
Clyt. Your old faithful foldier.
Alex. Clytus, thy hand—thy hand Lyfimachus;
Thus double arm’d methinks
I ftand tremendous as the Lybian god,
‘Who while his priefts and I quaff’d facred blood
Acknowledg’d me his fon: my lightaing thou,,
And thou my mighty thunder. I have feen
Thy glitt’ring fword outfly celefial fire; .
A}
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And when I’ave cry’d Begone and execute,
I'ave feen him run fwifter than ftarting hinds,
Nor bent the tender grafs beneath his feet.
Lyf. When fame i xnvxtcu, and Alexander leads,
Dangers and toils but animate the brave.
Clyt. Perith the foldier inglorious and defpis’d
Who ftarts from either when the King cries—On,
Alex. Oh Clytus! Oh my noble veteran!
"Twas, 1 remember, when I pafs’d the Granicus
His arm preferv’d me from unequal force:
When fierce Itanor and the bold Rhefaces
Fell both upon me with two mighty blows,
And clove my temper’d helmet'quite afuhder,
Then like a god flew Clytus to my aid,
Thy thunder ftruck Rhefaces to the ground,
And turn’d with ready vengeance on Itanor.
Clyt. To your own deeds that viory you owe,
And fure your arms did never boaft a nobler.
Alex. By Heav’n they never did ; they never can;
And I more glory to have pafs’d that ftream
Than to have drove a million o’er the plain.
Can none remember, yes, I know all muft,

- When Glory like the dazzling eagle food
Perch’d on my beaver in the Granick flood,
When Fortune’s {elf my fandard tremblmg bore,
And the pale Fates ftood frighted on the fhore,
When each immortal on the billows rode,

And I myfelf appear’d the leading god ? '
Arift. Hafte, firft of herocs, from this fatal place s
Far, far from Babylon enjoy your triumph,
Or all the glories which your youth has won
Are blafted in their fpring.
Alex. What mean thy fears?
" And why that wild diftraltion on thy brow?
Arift. This morn, great King! I wiew’d the angry tky,
And frighted at the direful prodigies
To Orofmades fer inftru&tion flew;
But as I pray’d deep echoing groans I heard,
And fhrieks as of the damn’d that hew! for ﬁn.
Shock’d at the omcn, while amaz’d I lay
1a proftrate rev’reace on the trembling floory
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Thus fpoke the god:
‘The brighteft glory of imperial man,
‘The pride of nations, and the boaft of fame,
Remorfelefs Fate in Babylon has doom’d
‘To fudden and irrevocable ruin.
Alex. 1f Heav’n ordains that Babylon muft fall
‘Can I prevent th’ immutable decree ?_
Enter PErDICCAS. .
Per. O horrour! horrour! dreadful and portentous!
Alex. How now Perdiccas! whence this exclamation?
Per. As Meleager and myfelf this morn
Led forth the Perfian horfe to exercife
‘We heard a noife as of a ruthing wind,
‘When fuddenly a flight of baleful birds,
Like a thick cloud, obfan’d the face of heav’n;;
On founding wings from diff’rent parte they flew,
Encount’ring met, and battled in the air, -
Their talons clath’d, their beaks gave mighty blows,
And fhow’rs of blood fell copious from their wounds.
Alex. Tho’ all the curtains of the fky were drawn,
. And the ftars wink, young Ammon fhall go on.
While my Statira thines I cannot ftray, '
Love lifts his torch toght me on my way,
And her bright eyes create another day.
Lyf. Vouchfafe, dread Sir! to hear mry humble fuit ;
“A prince entreatsit, - - :
Alex. A foldier afks it; that’s the nobleft claim.
Ly/. For all the fervices my word has done
Humbly I beg the princefs Parifatis. -
Alex. Lyfimachus, no more—it is not well
My word, you know, was to Hepheftion giv’n:
How dare you then
Lyf. At your command to fcale th’ embattled wall,
Or fetch the gore-dy’d ftandard from the foe,
When has Hepheftion fiown with warmer zeal?
When did be leave Lyfimachus behind ? ~
Thefe I have done, for thefe were in my pow’r;
But when you charge me to renounce my love,
And from my thoughts to banifk Parifatis, -
Obedience there becomes impoffible, )
Nature revolts, and my whole foul rebels.
Alex. It does, brave Sir!—~Now hear me, and be dumb.
1
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When by my order curft Califthenes

Was as a traitor doom’d to live in torments,
Your pity {fped him in defpite of me.

Think not I have forgot your infolence,

No, tho’ I pardon’d it—Yet if again

Thou dar’ft to crofs me with another crime
The bolts of fury fhall be doubled on thee.

In the mean-time—think not of Parifatis,

For if thou doft—by the inrmortal Ammon
I’ll not regard that blood of mine thou fhar’#t,
But ufe thee as the vileft Macedonian.

Ly/. I knew you partial ere I mov’d my fuit,
Yet know it fhakes not my determin’d purpofe;
While I have life and firength to wield a fword
I never will forego the glorious claim.

Alex. Againdt my life! ha! traitor, was it fo?
°Tis faid that I am rafh, of hafty humour;

But I appeal to the immortal gods.

If ever petty, poor, provincial, lord

Had tempter like to mine? My flave, whom I
Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats.

Clyt. Forgive, dread Sir! the frantick warmth of love;
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes,

Wou’d die a thoufand deaths to ferve his king,
And juftify his loyalty and truth.

Lyf. I meant hs minion there thould feel my arm:
Love claims his blood, nor fhall he live to triumph
In that deftru&ion that awaits his rival. .

Alex. I pardon thee for my old Clytus’ fake;
But if once more thou mention thy rafh love,

Or dar’ft attempt Hepheftion’s precious life,
- I’ll pour fuch ftorms of indignation on thee

Philotas’ rack, Califthenes’ difgrace,

Shall be delight to what thou fhalt endure.

Clyt. My L.ord, the aged queen, with Parifatis,
Come go congratulate your fafe arrival.

Enter Sysicamsis and ParisaTis.

Alex. Oh thou, the beft of women, Syfigambis!
Source of my joy, bleft parent of my love! :

Sy/. In humble duty to the gods and ou
Permit us, Sir, with gratitude to kneel.

Thro’ you the royal houfe of Perfia ﬂnines,(’:

.
4 .
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Rais’d from the depth of wretchednefs and ruis,

In all the fplendour of imperial greatnefs.

‘T'o meet me thus was generoufly done,

But ftill there wants to crown my happinefs

That treafure of my foul, my dear Statira!

Had fhe but come to meet her Alexander

1 had been bleft indeed.

Clyt. Now who fhall dare

To tell him of the queen’s vow ?-
Alex. How fares

My love —Ha! neither anfwer me‘ all filent!

A fudden horrour, like a bolt of ice,

Shoots to my heart, and numbs the feat of life.
Heph. T would relate it, but my courage fails me.
Alex; Why ftand you all as you were rooted here 2

What! will none anfwer? my Hephcition filent!

If thou hatt any love for Alexander,

If ever I oblig’d thee by my care,

‘When thro’ the field of death my eye has watch’d thee,

Refolve my doubts, and refcue me from madnefs.
Heph. Your mourning queen has no difcafe but gnef

Occation’d by the Jea}ous pangs of love.

She heard, dread Sir! (for what can *fcape a lover)

That you, regardlefs of your vows, at Sufa

Had to Roxana’s charms refign’d your heart,

And revell’d in the joys you oncc forefwore.

Alex. 1 own the fubtile forc’refs in my riot,

My reafon gone, feduc’d me to her bed,

But when I wak’d I thook the Circe off,

Tho’ the enchantrefs held me by the arm,

"~ And wept and gaz’d with all the force of love;

Nor griev’d Ilefs for that which I had done

Than when at Thais’ {uit, enrag’d with wine,

1 fet the fam’d Perfepolis on fire.

Heph. Your queen Statira, in the rage of grief,

And agony of defp’rate love, has fworn

Never to fee your Majefty.again.

Alex. Oh Madam! has fhe? has Statna fworn

Never to fee her Alwa'nder more?

Impoffible! fhe ¢dw’d uot, wou’d not, fwear 1t.

Is the not gentle as the guilelefs infant,
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Mild as the genial breezes of the fpring,
And fofter than the melting fighs of love?
Par. With forrow, Sir, I heard the folemn vow,
My mother heard it, and in vain adjur’d her
By ev’ry tender motive to recall it.
Sy/. But with that fiercenefs fhe refents her wrongs,
Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offence,
That I could with your Majefty forget her.
Alex. 'Hal could you with me to forget Statira!
The ftar which brightens Alexander’s life,
His guide by dayand goddefs of his nights!
I feel her now, the beats in ev’ry pulfe,
Throbs at my heart, and cixcles with my blood!
Sy/. Have patience fon, and truit to Heav’n and me;
. If my authority has any inflience
I will exert it, and fhe fhall be your’s. . .
Alex. Hafte, Madam, hafte, if you would have me live;
Fly ere for ever the abjure the world,
And ftop the fad proceflion : [ Exit Sy/.] and Parifatis,
Hang thou about her, wath her feet with tears.
Nay hatte: the breath of geds and eloquence
“Of angels go along with you.: [ Exit Parifutis.
Oh my heart! .~ -~ = 1
Ly/. Now let your Majefty who feels the pangs
_Of difappointed love refleft on mine.
Alex. Ha! ' ' ‘
Clyjt. What, are you mad ?is this a time to plead !
Lyf. The prop’reft time ; he dares not now be partial,
Left Heav’n in juftice fhould avenge my wrongs,
And double ev’ry.pang which he feels now.
Alex. Why doft thou tempt me: thus to thy undoing?
Death thou fhouldit have were it not courted fo:
But know, to thy confufion, that my word,
Like Deftiny, admits of no repeal ;* .
Therefore in chains fhalt thou behold the nuptials
Of my Hepheftion. Guards, take him prifoner.
[ The Guards feize Lyfimachus.
Lyf. Away ve Slavesi I’ll not refign my fword
Till firft I’ave drench’d it in my rival’s blood.
Alex. T charge you kill him not; take him alive:
The dignity of kings is now concern’d,
And I will find a way to tame this rebel.
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C{yt Kneel—for I fee rage lightning in his eyes.
L yf. I neither hope nor will I fue for pardon.
Had I my fword and liberty agam,
Again I would attempt his fav’rite’s heart.
Alex. Hence from my fight, and bearhimto a dungcon. ‘
Perd iccas, give this lion to a lien:
None fpeak for him: fly; ftop his mouth ; away.
[ Exeunt Lyf. Pord, and Guards.)
Clyt.. This comes of women—the refult of love :
*T'is folly all, ’tis frenzy and diftra&ion;
Yet were I heated now with wine I doubt.
I fhould be preaching in this fool’s behalf.
Alex. Come hither Clytus, and my friend Hepheftion; !‘
Lend me your arms :
I fear betwixt Statira’s cruel vows
And fond Roxana’s arts your king will fall.
Clyt. Better the race of womenwere deftroyed,
And Perfia funk in everlafting ruin!
Heph. Look up my Lord, andbend not thus your head, §
As if you purpos’d to forfake the world,
Which you have greatly won.
Alex. Wou’d I had not ; .
There’s no true joy in fuch unwieldy foxjunc.
Eternal gazers lafting troubles make ;
All find my fpots, but few obferve my. brightnefs.
Stand from about me all, and give me air.
Yes, I will fhake this Cupld from my foul,
Pl fright the feeble god with war’s alarms,
Or drown his pow’r in floods of hottile blood.
Grant me, great Mars! once more inarms to fhine,.
Aud break like lightning thro’ th’ embattled line,
Thro’ fields of death to whirl the rapid car,
And blaze amidft the thunder of the war,
Refiftlefs as the bolt that rends the grave,
Or greatly perifh like the fon of Jove. [Exeunt.

’
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ACT IIIL

ScENE, an open court ; trumpets founding a dead march ; Ly -
SIMACHUS led prifoner ; EumEnts, Perbiccas, Parte
saTis, and Guards. :

Parisaris.

Stav my Lyfimachus! a moment ftay!

Oh, whither art thou going!—hold a moment!

Unkind ! thou know’ft my life was wrapt in thine,

Why wouldit thou then to worfe than death expofe me?
Lyf. Oh, may’ft thou live in joys without allay!

Grant it ye Gods! a better fortune waits thee;

. Live and enjoy it—’tis my dying wifh,

While to the grave the loft Lyfimachus

Alone retires, and bids the world adieu.

Par. Ev’n in that grave will Parifatis join thee;

Yes, cruel man! not death itfelf fhall part us:

A mother’s pow’r, a fifter’s foft’ning tears,

With all the fury of a tyrant’s frown,

Shall not compel me to outlive thy lofs.

Lyf. Were I to live till Nature’s felf decay’d

This wondrous walte of unexampled love

I never could repay—Oh Parifatis!

Thy charms might fite a coward into courage,

How muft they a& then on a foul like mine?

Defencelefs and unarm’d I fight for thee,

And may perhaps compel th’ aftonifh’d warld,

And force the king, to own that I deferve thee.

Eumenes, take the princefs to thy charge.

Away Perdiccas, all my foul ’s on fire. [ Exeurs.

ScENE, the palace.

Enter Roxana and CAssANDER,
Rox. Deferted! faidft thou? for a girl abandon’d!

A puny girl, made up of wat’ry elements!

" Shall fhe embrace the god of my defires,
And triumph in the heart Roxana claims?

Caf. Oh princefs! had you feen his wild defpair,
Had you beheld him when he heard her vow,
Words wou’d but wrong the agonies he felt ;

He fainted thrice, and life feem’d fled for ever;
And when by our affiducus care recall’d, .
llj
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He fnatch’d his {word, and aim’d it at his breaft,
- Then rail’d at you with moft unheard of curfes.

Rox. If I forget it may’ft thou, Jove, deprive me
Of vengeance, make me the moft wretched thin
On earth while living, and when dead the loweift
Of the fiends.

Caf. Oh, nobly faid!

Juft 15 the vengeance which inflames your foul; -
Your wrongs demand it——but let reafon govern ;-
This wild rage elfe may difappoint your aims.

Rox. Away, away, and give a whirlwind room!
Pride, indignation, fury, and contempt,

War in my breaft, and torture me to-madnefs.

Caf. Oh! think not I would check your boldeft flights;
No—1I approve ’em, and will aid your vengeance:
But, princefs, let us chufe the fafeft cqurfe,

Or we may give our foes new caufe of triumph,
Should they difcover and prevent our purpofe.

Rox. Fear not Caffander, nothing fhall prevent it;
Roxana dooms him, and her voice is fate.

My foul from childhood has afpir’d to empire;.
In early nonage I was us’d to reign

Among my fhe-companionsy I defpis’d

The trifling arts and little wiles of women,.

And taught ’em with an Amazonian fpirit

To win the fteed, to chafe the foaming boar,.
And conquer man, the lawlefs charter’d favage. «

Caf. Her words, her looks, her ey’ry motion, firesme,

Rox. But when I heard of Alexander’s fame,
How with a handful he had vanquifh’d millions,
Spoil’d all the Eaft, and captive held our queens,
Unconquer’d by their charms, - '

With heav’nly pity he affuag’d their woes,

Dry’d up their tears, and footh’d them into peace,
I hung attentive on my father’s lips, ‘
And wifh’d him tell the wondrous tale again.

No longer pleafing were my former fports,

Love had its turn; and all the woman reign’d:.
Involuntary fighs heav’d in my breaft, a
And glowing blufhes crimfon’d on my cheek; -
Ev’n in my flumbers T have often mourn’d ‘
In plaintive founds, and murmur’d Alexander.
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Caf. Curfe on his name—fhe dotes upon him fill,
Rox. At length this cong’ror to Zogdia came,
And cover’d o’er with laurels ftorm’d the city:
But oh Caffander! where fhall I find words
To paint th’ ecftatick tranfports of my foul
When midft a circle of unrivall’d beauties
I faw myfelf diftinguifh’d by the hero !
With artlefs rapture I receiv’d his vows,
The warmeft fure that ever lover breath’d
Of fervent love and everlafting truth.
Caf. And nced you then be told thofe times arc paft 7
Statira now engroffes all his thoughts ;
The Perfian queen without a rival reigns
Sole miftrefs of his heart———nor can thy charms,
The brighteft fure that ever woman boafted,
Norall his vows of everlafting love,
Secure Roxana from difdain and infult.
" Rox. Oh thou haft rous’d the lion in my foul!
Ha! fhall the daughter of Darius hold him?
No, "tis refolv’d ; I will refume my fphere,
Or falling {pread a gen’ral ruin round me.
Roxana and Statira! they are names
That muft for ever jar; :
When they encounter thunders muft enfue.
- Caf. Behold fhe comes in all the pomp of forrow,
Determin’d to fulfil her folemn vow ! [ They retir?.
Enter Sysicamsis and STATIRA.
Rox. Away, and let us mark th’ important fcene.
Sy/. Oh my Statira ! how has paffion chang’d thee!
Think in the rage of difappointed love,
Iftreated thus and hurry’d to extremes,
What Alexander may deneunce againft us,
Againft the poor rémains of loft Darius.
Stat. Oh fear not that! I know he will be kind,
For my fake kind, to you and Parifatis.
Tell him I rail’d not at his falfehood to me,
But with my parting breath fpoke kindly of him ;
Tell him I wept at our divided loves, )
And fighing fent a laft forgivenefs to him. .
8y/.'No, I can ne’er again prefume to meet him,
Never approach the much-wrong’d Alexander,
If thou refufe to fee him. Oh Statira!
Thy aged mother and thy weeping country
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Claim thy regard and challenge thy compaffion:
Hear us my child, and lift us from defpair.

Stat. Thus low I caft me at your royal feet
To bathe them with my tears; or if you pleafe
I'1l let out life and wafh ’em with my blood :

But I conjure you not to rack my foul,

‘Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfe& madnefs:
Should now Darius’ awful ghott appear,

And you my mother ftand befeeching by,
I'would pertift to death and keep my vow.

Rox. This fortitude of foul compels my wonder.

Sy/- Hence from my fight ! ungrateful wretch begone!
Hence to fome defert,

And hide thee where bright virtue never fhone,

For in the fight of Heav’n I here renounce

And caft thee off, an alien'to my blood. [Exit Syf. .
Roxana comes forward.

Rox. Forgive, great queen ! th’ intrufion of a ftranger;
With grief Roxana fees Statira weep :

I’ave heard and much applaud your fixt refolve
To quit the world for Alexander’s fake,

And yet I fear fo greatly he adores you

That he will rather chufe to die of forrow
Than live for the defpis’d Roxana’s charms.

Stat. Spare, Madam, fpare your counterfeited fears; |
You know your beauty and have prov’d its pow’r: f
Tho’ humbly born, have you not captive held '
In love’s foft chains the cong’ror of the world !’ {
Away to libertines and boaft thy ¢onquett,

A fhameful conqueft! In his hours of riot
‘Then, only then, Roxana could furprife
My Alexander’s heart.

Rox. To fome romantick grove’s fequefter’d gloom

Thy fickly virtue would it feems retire. i
"o thun the triumphs of a favour’d rival. i

In vain thou fly’ft—for there, even there, I’ haunt thee,

Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night:

"There fhalt thou hear in what ecftatick joys

Roxana revels with the firft of men;

And as thou hear’ft the rapt’rous fcene recited

With frantick jealoufy thou ’}t madly curfe

Thy own weak charms that.could not fix the rover.
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Stat. How weak is woman! at the ftorm fhe fhrinks,
Dreads thie drawn fword and trembles at the thunder;
Yet when ftrong jealoufy inflames her foul
The fword may glitter and the tempeft roar;

She fcorns the danger and provokes her fate.
Rival, I thank thee—thou haft fir'd my foul,
And rais’d a ftorm beyond thy pow’r to lay ;
Soon fhalt thou tremble at the dire effeéts,
And curfe too late the folly that undid thee.

Rox. Sure the difdain’d Statira dares not mean it.

Stat. By all my hopes of happinefs I dare:

And know, proud woman, what a mother’s threats,
A fifter’s fighs, and Alexandey’s tears,

Could not effect thy rival rage has done,

My foul, that ftarts at breach of oaths begun,

Shell to thy ruin violated run:

I'll fee the King'in fpite of all I fwore,

‘Tho’ curs’d, that thou may’ft never fee him more.

Enter ALExanDpER, HEPHESTION, CLYTUS, e,

Alex. Oh my Statira |—thou relentlefs fair !

Turn thine eyes on me—I would talk to them
What fhall I fay to work upon thy foul !
What words, what looks, can melt thee to forgivenefs?

Stat. Talk of Roxana and the conquer’d Indies,
Thy great adventures and fuccefsful love,.

And I will liften to the rapt’rous tale 3
But rather fhun me, fhun a defp’rate wretch
Refign’d to forrow and eternal wo. :

Alex. Oh, I could die, with tranfport die, before thee!
Wouldft thou but as I lay convuls’d in death .
Caft a kind look or drop a tender tear:

Say but ’t was pity one fo fam’d in arms,

One who has ’fcap’d a thoufand deaths in battle,,
For the firft fault fhould fall a wretched viGim
To jealous anger and offended love.

Rox. Am I then fall’n fo low in thy efteem
That for another thou wouldft rather die
Than live for me >—How am I alter’d tell me,

Since laft at Sufa with repeated oaths’

You fwore the conqueft of the world afforded

Lefs joy, lefs glory, than Raxana’s love? .
Alex. Take,take that conquer’d world,difpofe of crowns,
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And canton out the empires of the gldbe !
But leave me, Madam, with repentant tears 4
And pndiffembled {orrows to atone 4
The wrongs 1’ave offer’d to this injur’d excellence. 4

Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art !
Bane to my life, and murd’rer of my peace, :
I will be gone; this laft difdain has qur’d me. E;
But have a care—I warn you not to truft me,
Or by the gods, that witnefs to thy perjuries, A
I’ll raife a fire that fhall confume you both,

[Exiti

Tho’ T partake the ruin.
Enter Sysicamsis.

Stat. Alexander !—Oh, is it poffible! )
Immortal gods! can guilt appear fo lovely? :
Yet, yet I pardon, I forgive thee all. :

Alex. Forgive me all! oh catch the heav’nly founds! [
Catch ’em ye Winds! and as ye fly difperfe .
"The rapt’rous tidings thro’ th’ extended world,
That all may fhare in Alexander’s joy !

Stat, Yes, dear Deceiver! I forgive thee all,
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue,
For while I heat thee my refolves give way ; H
Be therefore quick, and take thy laft farewell :
Farewell my love-—eternally farewell !

Alex. Oh, my Hepheftion! bear me or I fink.
Why, why S*atnra, will you ufe me thus?

I know the caufe, my working brain divines it;
You fay you’ave pardon’d, but with this referve,
. Never again to blefs me with your love.

Stat. Allfecing Heav’n fupport me!

Alex. Speak to me love; tho’ banifhment and death -
Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tongue pronounces
The mufick will a while fufpend my pains,

And mitigate the horrours of defpair.

Oh, could I fee you thus!"

© Stat, His forrows wound my heart,

Soft pity pleads, and I again muft love him ;

But I have fworn, and therefore cannot yield.
Alex. Go'then, inhuman! triumph in my pains,

Teced on the pangs that rend this wretched heart,

For now ’tis plain you never lov’d. Statira!

Oh, I could found that charming crucl name
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Till the tir’d Echo faint with repetition,
Till all the breathlefs groves and quiet myrtles
Shook with my fighs, as if a tempeft bow’d’em :
My tongue could dwell for ever on that name.
Statira! oh Statira !
Stat. Such was his looks, fo melting was his voice,
Such his foft fighs, gnd his deluding tears,
When with that pleafing perjur'd breath avowing
His whifpers trembled thro’ my cred’lous ears,
And told the ftory of my utter ruin.
Gods! if I ftay I fhall again believe: N
Farewell, thou greatett pleafure, greateft pain!
Alex. I charge ye ftay her;
Oh turn thee, thou bewitching brightnefs, turn,
Hear my laft words, and fee my dying pangs!
Lo! at your feet behold a monarch falls,
A prince who gave the conquer’d world to thee,
And thought thy love bought cheaply with the gift,
Whofe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy fmiles,
Now fhrunk and blafted by thy cruel hate,_
Untimely falls. Yet oh! when thou fhalt die -
May death be mild, as thou art cruel sow,
And may thy beauties gently fink to earth,
While circling angels waft thee to repofe!
Syf. Art thou turn’d favage? is thy heart of marble?
But if this pofture move thee hot to pity
Inever will fpeak more.
Alex. Oh my Statira!
I fwear, my queen, I’ll not outlive our parting.
My foul grows ftill as death. Say, wilt thou pardon?
"Tisall I atk. Wilt thou forgive the tranfports
Of a deep wounded heart, and all is well?
Stat, Rife, and may Heav’n forgive you like Statira!
Alex. You are too gracious—Clytus, bear me hence.
When I am laid i* th’ earth yield her the world.
There’s fomcthing here that heaves as cold as ice,
That ftops my breath. Farewell, farewell for ever!
Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his arms.
My life, my love, my lord, my Alexander!
Ifthy Statira’s love can give thee joy
Revive, and be immortal as the gods. -
Alex. My ftutt’ring heart, tumultucus with its blifs,
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Would leap into thy bofom: ’tis too much.
Oh let me prefs thee in my eager arms,
And ftrain thee hard to my tranfported breaft!
Stat. But fhall Roxana j
Alex. Let her not be nam’d.
Oh Madam! how fhall I repay your goodnefs,
And you my fellow-warriours, who gpuld grieve
For your loft king? But talk of griefs no more ;
The banquet waits, and I invite you all.
My equals in the throne as in the grave,
Without diftinétion come, and fhare my joy.
Clyt. Excufe me, Sir, if I for once am abfent.
Alex. Excufe thee Clytus! none fhall be excus’d :
Al revel out the day, ’tis my command. }

-Gay as the Perfian god ourfelf will ftand
‘With a crown’d goblet in our lifted hand ;
Young Ammon and Statira fhall go round,
‘While antick meafures beat the burthen’d ground, }
And to the vaulted fkies our trumpets clangours found.
{ Excunt,

ACT IV.

Enter CLyTus, HEpHESTION, and EUMENE s,

CryTuUs. . !

Uncz me no more, I bate the Perfian drefs,
Nor fhould the King be angry at the rev’rence
I owe my country—{acred are her cuftoms,
And honeft Clytus will to death obferve ’em,
Oh! let me rot in Macedonian rags,
Or like Califthenes be cag’d for life,
Rather than fhine in fathions of the Eaft.
Eum. Let me, brave Clytus, as a friend entreat you.
Heph. What virtue is there that adorns a throne,
Exalts the heart, and dignifies the man,
Which fhines not brightly in our royal mafter?
And yet perverfely you’ll oppofe his will,
And thwart an innocent unhurtful humour.
Clyt. Unhurtful! oh! ’tis monftrous affe®ation!
2 N
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Pregnant with venom in its nature black,
And not to be excus’d! Shall man, weak man!
Exa& the rev’rence which we pay to Heav’n,
And bid his fellow-creatures kneel before him,
And yet be innocent ? Hephettion, no;
The pride that lays a claim to adoration
Infults our reafon agd provokes the gods. }
- Eum. Y et what was Jove, the god whom we adore?
Was he not once a man, and rais’d to heav’n
For gen’rous ats and virtues more than human ?
Heph. By all his thunder and his fov’reign pow’r
I’ not believe the world yet ever felt
An arm like Alexander’s. Not that god
You nam’d, tho’ riding in a car of fire,
Couldin a fhorter fpace do greater deeds,
Or more effectually have taught mankind
To bend fubmiffive and confefs his fway.
Clyt. 1 tell you, boy, that Clytus loves the King
As well as you or any f{oldier here;
Yet I difdain to-footh his growing pride:
The hero charms me but the god offends.
Heph. ‘Then go not to the banquet.
Clyt. Why, I was bid,
Young minion, was I nat, as well as you?
I'll go, my friend, in this old habit, thus,
And laugh, and drink the King's health heartily;
And while you bluthing bow your heads to earth,
And hide them in the duft I’ll ftand ere&,
Straight as a {pear, the pillar of my country,
And be by fo much nearer to the gods.
Heph. But fee, the King appears. :
Enter ALEXANDER, STATIRA, SYSIGAMBIS, PARISATIS,
and Attendants.
Par. Oh, gracious Monarch!
Spare him, oh fpare Lyfimachus’s life!
Iknow you will the brave delight in mercy.
Alex, Shield me, Statira, fhield me from her forrows.
Par. Save him, oh fave him, ere it be too late!
Speak the kind word; let not your {oldier perifh
For one rafh action by defpair occafion’d.  *
Ull follow thus, for ever on my knees ;
You thall not pafs. Statira, oh entreat him?
) D
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Alex. Oh Madam! take her, take her from about me;
Her ftreaming eyes affail my very foul,

~And fhake my beft refolves.

Stat. Did I not break
*I'hro’ 2ll for you? Nay, now my Lord, you muft : s
By all th’ obedience I have paid you long,

" By all your paffion, fighs, and tender looks,
Oh fave a prince whofe only crime is love !

Sy/. T had not join’d in this bold fuit my fon,
But that it adds new luftre to your honounss.

Alex. Honour! what ’s that ? Has not Statira faid it?
Were I the king of the bluc firmament, *

And the bold Titans fhould again make wary
Tho’ my refiftlefs thunders were prepar’d,
By all the gods fhe fhould arreft my arm
Uplifted to deftroy them ! Fly, Hephettion,
Fly, Clytus; fnatch him from the jaws of death,
And to the royal banquet bring him ftraight,
Bring him in triumpbh, fit for loads of honour.
[ Exeunt Hepheftion, &'c.

Stat. Why are you thus beyond expreflion kind 2

Oh my Lord ! my raptur’d heart,
By gratitude and love at once inflam’d,
‘With wild emotion flutters in my breaft;
Ol teach it then, inftru¢t it, how to thank you!

Alex. Excellent woman !

*Tis not in nature to fupport fuch joy.

Stat. Go, my beft love; unbend ycu at the banquet;
Indulge in joy, and laufrh your cares away ; .
‘While in the bowers of ¢ great Semiramis
I drefs your bed with all the fweets of nature,

And crown it as the altar of our loves,
Where I will lay me down and foftly mourn,
But never clofe my eyes till youreturn. [ Exit Statira.

Alex. Is the not more than mortal can defire,

- As Venus lovely and as Dian chafte?

And yet I know not why our parting fhocks me;

A ghaﬁly palenefs fat upon her brow,

Her voice like dying echoes fainter grew,

And as I wrung her by the rofy fingers

Methought the ftrings of my great heart were crack’ d.
- What could it mean? Forward, Leomadus.
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Enter Roxana, CAsSANDER, and POLYPERCHON.
Why, Madam, gaze you thus?
Rox. For alaft look,
And to imprint the memory of my wrongs,
Roxana’s wrongs, on Alexander’s mind.
Alex. On to the banquet. ‘ [Ex. Alex. €.
Rox. Ha! with fuch difdain!
So unconcern’d! Oh I could tear myfelf,
Him, you, and all the hateful world, to atoms.
Caf. Still keep this fpirit up, preferve it ftill,
And know us for your friends : we like your rage:
Here in the fight of Heav’n Caffander {fwears,
Unaw’d by death, to fecond your revenge :
Speak but the word, and {wift as thought can fly
The tyrant falls a viétim to your fury.
Rox. Shall he then die? fhall I confent to kill him?
1 that have lov’d him with that eager fondnefs,
Shall I confent to have him bafely murder’d,
And fee him clafp’d in the cold arms of Death?
No, Caffander,
Worlds fhould not tempt me to the deed of horrour.
Poly. The weak fond fcruples of your love might pafs
Was not the empire of the world concern’d ;
But, Madam, think when time fhall teach his-tongue,
How will the glorious infant which you bear »
Arraign his partial mother for refufing
To fix him on the throne which here we offer ?
Caf. If Alexander lives you cannot reign,
Nor will your child: old Syfigambis plans
Your fure deftru&ion ; boldly then prevent her:
Give but the word and Alexander dies.
Poly. Not he alone, the Perfian race fhall bleed :
At your command one univerfal ruin
Shall like a deluge whelm'the eaftern world,
Till glorioufly we raife you to the throne.
Rox. But till the mighty ruin be accomplifh’d
Where can Roxana fly th’ avenging arms
Of thofe who muft fucceed this godlike man?
Caf. Would you vouchfafe in thefe expanded arms:
To feek a refuge, what could hurt you here ?
There you might reign with undiminifh’d luftre
Queen of the Laft, and emprefs of my foul.
Dij
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Rox. Difgrac’d Roxana! whither art thou fal’n >
Till this curs’d hour I never was unhappy :
There’s not one mark of former majefty
To awe the flave that offers at my honour. v
Caf. Impute not, Madam, my unbounded paffion
1'o want of rev’rence I have lov’d you long. ‘
Rox. Peace, villain! peace, and let me hear no more.
Think’ft thou I’d leave the befom of a god
And ftoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth !:
Hence from my fight, and never more prefume
T'o meet my eyes; for mark me, if thou dar’ft,
To Alexander I’ll unfold thy treafon,
Whofe life, in fpite of all his wrongs to me,
Shall fti}l be facred, and above thy malice. R
Caf. By your own lif¢, the greateft oath, I fwear
Caffander’s paffion from this hour is dumb,
And as the beft atonement I can make
Statira dies, the viGtim of your vengeance.
Rox. Caflander, rife ; ’t is ample-expiation:.
Yes, rival, yes this night fhall be thy laft ;
This night I know is deftin’d for thy triumph,
And gives my Alexander to thy arms.
Oh murd’rous thought !
Poly. The baw’raof great Semiramis.are made
The {cene of love ; Perdiccas.holds the guard.
Caf. Now is your time, while Alexander revels,,
And the whole court reechoes with his riot,
To end her, and with her to end your fears. ‘
Give me but half the Zogdian flaves that wait you
And deem her dead ; nor thall a foul efcape
‘That ferves your rival to difperfe the news.
Rox. By me they die Perdiccas and Statira;
Hence with thy aid, I neither atk nor want it,
But will myfelf conduét the flaves to battle.
Were fhe to fall by any arm but mine
Well might fhe murmuyr and arrajgn her ftars ;. ‘
*Tis life well loft to die by my command. : |
Rival, rejoice, and pleas’d refign thy breath ;. .
Roxana’s vengeance grants thee noble death. [ Exit,
Caf. All but her Jove this Semele difdains. '
‘We muaft be quick {he may perhaps betray -
The great defign, and fruftrate ouy revenge.
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Poly. Has Philip got inftrutions how te adt?
Caf. He has my friend, and, faithful to our caufe,
Refolves to execute the fatal order.
Bear him this vial——it containsa poifon
Of that exalted force, that deadly nature,
Should Afculapius drink it in five hours
(For then it works) the god him{elf were mortal:
I drew it from Nonacris’ horrid fpring ;
Mix’d with his wine a fingle drop gives death,
And fends him howling to the fhades below..
Poly. 1 know its pow’r, for I have feen it try’d ;
Pains of all forts thro’ ev’ry nerve and art’ry
At once it fcatters———burns at once, and freezes,
Till by extremity of torture forc’d
The foul confents to leave her joylefs home,
And feek for eafe in worlds unknown to this.
Caf. Now let us-part: with Theflalus and Philip
Hafte to the banquet at his fecond call
Let this be giv’n him, and it-crowns our hopes..
Now, Alexander, now, we’ll foon be quits;
Death for a blow is intereft indeed. [Exeunt.

ScENE,.the palace..

ALexanpER, PErprccas; CassaNDER, POLYPERCHON,
EumenEes, . difcovered at a banquet, &c. o
» [ A flourifb of trumpets.
Alex. "T'o our immortal health and our fair queen’s:
Al drink it deep; and while the bowl goes round
Mars and Bellona join to make us mufick ;
A thoufand bulls be offer’d to the Sun,
White as hisbeams ; fpeak the big voice of war;
Beat all our.drums, and found our filver trumpets ;
Provoke the gods to follow our example
In bowls of neftar and replying thunder. -
[ Flourifb of trumpets.
Enter CLytus, HEPHESTION, and Lysimacuus bloody.
Clyt. Long live the King! long live great Alexander!
And conqueft crown his arms with deathlefs laurels,
Propiticus to his friends, and all he favours.
Alex. Did I not give command you fhould preferve
Lyfimachus? . ‘
Heph. Dread Sir! you did.
Dijj
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Alex. What then
Portend thefe bloody marks?
Heph. Ere we arriv’d
Perdiccas had already plac’d the prinee
In alone court, all but his hands unarm’d.
Clyt, On them were gauntlets; fuch was hig defire,.
In death to fhew the difference betwixt
The blood of Hacus and common men.
Forth iffuing from his den amaz’d we faw
The horrid favage, with whofe hideous roar
* The palace thook : his angry eyeballs.glaring
With triple fury menac’d death and ruin.
Heph. With unconcern the gallant prince advanc’d ::
Now, Panfatls, be the glory thine,
But mine the danger, were his only words;
For as he fpoke the furious beaft defcry’d him,.
And rufh’d outrageous to devour his prey.
Clyt. Agile and vigorous, he avoids the fhock
With a flight wound, and as the lion turn’d
Thruft gauntlet arm and all into his throat,
And with Herculean ftrength tears forth the tongue:.
Foaming and bloody, the difabled favage
Sunk to the earth, and plough’d it with his tecth,
While with an'a&ive bound your conq’ring foldier
Leap’d on his back, and dafh’d his fcull in pieces.
Aiex. By all my laurels *t was a godlike a&t !
And ’tis my glory as it fhall be thine
That Alexander could not pardon thee. -
Oh my brave foldier! think not all the pray’rs
And tears of the lamenting queens could move me:
Like what thou haft perform’d: grow to my breatt.
Lyf. Thus, felf-condemn’d, and confcious of my guilt, J
How fhall I ftand fuch unexampled goodnefs
Oh, pardon Sir the tranfports of defpair,
The frantick outrage of ungovern’d love !
Ev’n when I fhew’d the greateflt want of rev’rence
I could have dy’d with rapture in your fervice.
Alex. Lyfimachus, we both have been tranfported;
But from this hour be certain of my heart.
A lion be the imprefs of thy fhield,
And that gold armour we from Porus won
Thy King prefents theew—-But thy wounds afk reft.
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Lyf. T have no wounds dread Sir! or if I had,

Were they all mortal they fhould ftream unminded

When Alexander was the glorious health.

Alex. Thy hand Hepheftion: clafp him to thy heart,

And wear him ever near thee. Parifatis

Shall now be his who ferves me beft in war.

Neither reply, but mark the charge I give;.

Live, live as friends—you will, you muft, you fhall =

"Tis a god gives you life. :

Clyt. Oh monttrous vanity!
Alex. Ha! what fays Clytus? who am I2
Clyt. The fon
Of good King Philip.
Alex. By my kindred gods.
"Tis falfe. Great Ammon gave me birth.
Clyt. 1’ave done.
Alex. Clytus, what means that drefs? Give him a robe

Take it and wear it. [there..
Clyt. Sir, the wine, the weather,

Has heated me: befides, you know my humour.

Alex. Oh, *tis not well! I'd rather perith, burn,

Than be fo fingular and froward.

“Clyt. So would I

Burn, hang, drown, but in a better caufe.

D’lldrink or fight for facred majefty

With any here. Fill me another bowl.

Will you excufe me?

Alex. You will be excufed:

But let him have his humour ; he is old.

Clyt. So was your father Sir ; this to his memory:

Sound all the trumpets there. :
Alex. They fhall not found

Till the King drinks. Suge I was born to wage

Eternal war. All are my enemies,

Whom I could tame-—But let the fports go on.
Ly/f. Nay Clytus, you that could advife fo well—
Alex. Let him perfift, be pofitive, and proud,

Envious and fullen, ’mongft the nobler fouls,

Like an infernal fpirit that hath ftole

From hell, and mingled with the mirth of gods.
Clyt. When geds grow hot no difference I know
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*T'wixt them and devils—Fill me Greek wine—yet—
Yet fuller—I want fpirits. .

Alex. Let me have mufick.

Clyt. Mufick for boys—Clytus would hear the groans
Of dying foldiers and the neigh of fteeds;

Or if I muft bespefter’d with fhrill founds
. Give me the cries of matrons in fack’d towns.

Heph. Let us, Lyfimachus, awake the King;

A heavy gloom is gath’ring on his brow.
Kneel all, with humbleft adoration kneel,
And let a health to Jove’s great fon go round.

Alex. Sound, found, that all the univerfe may hear.

[ A loud flourifb of trumpets..
Oh for the voice of Jove! the world fhould know
The kindnefs of my peoplé.—Rife, oh-rife!
My hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours.

Clyt. 1 did not kifs the earth, nor muft your hand—-

I am unworthy Sir. ‘

Alex. I know thou art: :

Thou envieft the great honour of thy mafter.
Sit all my friends. Now let us talk of war,
.The nobleft fubje& for a foldier’s mouth,
And fpeak, fpeak freely, elfe you love me not.- i
Who think you was the greateft general
That ever led an army to the field?
Heph. A chief fo great, fo fortunately brave,
And juftly fo renown’d, as Alexander
The radiant fun, fince firft his beams gave light,;
Never yet faw.

Lyf. Such was not Cyrus or the fam’d Alcides, |
Nor great Achilles, whofe tempeftuous fword 1‘
Laid Troy in athes, tho’ the warring gods ;
Oppos’d him. . ‘

Alex. Oh, you flatter me! v 4“

Clyt. They do indeed, and yet you love *em for’t, ]
But hate old Clytus for his hardy virtue. ~
Come, thall I fpeak a man with equal bravery; 1
A better gen’ral, and experter foldier? |

Alexc. T fhould be glad to learn: inftru&t me Sir. !

Clyt. Your father Philip—1I have feen him marchy _
And fought -beneath his dreadful banner, where

" The boldeft at this table would have trembled.
Nay, frown not Sir, you cannot look me dead.
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When Greeks join’d Greeks then was the tug of war!
The labour’d battle fweat, and conquett bled.
Why fhould I fear to fpeak a bolder truth
Than e’er the lying priefts of Ammon told you?
Philip fought men but Alexander women. :
Alex. All envy, fpite and envy, by the gode'
-Is then my glory come to this at laft
To conquer women! Nay, he faid the ftouteft,
The ftouteft here; would tremble at his dangers.
In all the ficknefs, all the wounds, I bore,
When from: my reins the jav’lin’s head was cut,
Lyfimachus, Hepheftion, fpeak Perdiccas,
Did I once tremble ? Oh, the curfed falfehood!
Did I once fhake or groan, or aét beneath
The dauntlefs refolution of a'king ?
Lyf. Wine has tranfported him.
Alex. No, ’tis mere malice. ’ N
I was a woman too at Oxydrace,
When planting on the walls a fcaling ladder
I mounted, fpite of thow’rs of ftones, bars, arrows,
And all the lumber which they thunder’d down.
When you beneath cry’d out, and fpread your arms,
.That I fhould leap among you, did I fo ? o
Lyf. Dread Sir! the old man knows not what he fays.‘
Alex, Was I woman when, like Mercury,
I'leap’d the walls and flew amidf the foe,
And like a baited lion dy’d myfelf
All over in the blood of thofe bold huriters,
Till fpent with toil I battled on my knees,,
Plick’d.forth the darts that made my fhield a foreft,
And hurl’d ’em back with moft unconquer’d fury,
Then fhining in my arms I funn’d the fie'd,
Mav’d, fpoke, and fought, and was myfelf a war?
Clyt. >T'was all bravade ; for before you leap’d
You faw that I had burft the gates afunder.
Alex. Oh, that thou wert but once more young and vi«
g’rous,
That I might firike thee proftrate to the earth,
For this audacious lie, thou feebled dotard !
- Clyt.'T know the reafon why you ufe me thus;
I fav’d you from the fword of bold Rhefaces, -
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Elfe had your godthip flumber’d in the duft,
And moft ungratefully you hate me for it.
Alex, Hence from the banquet : thus far I forgive thee.
Clyt, Tirft try (for none can want forgivenefs more)
To have (£,.ur owa bold blafphemies forgiv’s,
'The fhameful riots of a vicious life,
Philotas’ murder.
Alex. Ha! what faid the traitor? .
Heph. Clytus, withdraw; Eumenes, force him hence:
He mutft not tarry : drag him to the door.
Clyt. No, let him fend me if I mutt be gone,
To Philip, Atalaus, Califthenes,
‘T'o great Parmenio, and his flaughter’d fons.
Alex. Give me a javelin.
Heph. Hold, mighty Sir!
Alex. Sirrah! off,
Left T at once ftrike thro’ his heart and thine.
Ly/f. Oh, facred Sir! have bit a moment’s patience.
Alex. What ! hold my arms? I fhall be murder’d here,
Like poor Darius by my barb’rous fubjets.
Perdiccas, found our trumpets to the camp;
Call all my foldiers to the court : nay, hafte,
For there is tre3fon plotting *gainft my life, ~
And I fhall perifh ere they come to fave me.
Where is the traitor? . -
~ Clyt. Sure there is none amongft us, _
But here I ftand—honeft Clytus, .
‘Whom the King invited to the banquet.
Alex. Begone to Philip, Atalaus, Califthenes,
' [ Stabs him.
And let bold fubje&s learn by thy example
Not to provokethe patience of their prince.
Clyt. Thhe rage of wine is drown’d in guthing blood..
Oh Alexander! I have been to blame
Hate me not after death; for I repent
That I {o far have urg’d your noble nature.
Alex. What’s this I hear! fay on, my dying foldier.
Clyt. 1 fhould have kill’d myfelf had I but liwd
To be once fober—Now I fall with honour;
My own hands would have brought foul death, Oh, par-
" don! [ Dies.
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Alex. Then I am loft: what has my vengeance done! .

Who is it thou haft flain? Clytus! what was he?
The faithfulleft fubjeét, worthieft coun{ellor,
The braveft foldier, he who fav’d thy life,
Tighting bareheaded at the river Granick,

And now he has a noble recompenfe!

For a rafh word, fpoke in the heat of wine,

"The poor the honeft Clytus thou haft flain,
Ciytus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy preferver!

Heph. Remove the body, it inflames his forrow.

Alex. None dare to touch him: we muft never part.
Cruel Hepheftion and Lyfimachus, )
That had the pow’r, yet wou’d not hold me. Oh!

Ly/. Dear Sir we did. '

Alex, I know ye did; ye held me
Like a wild beaft, to let me go again
With greater violence.—Oh, ye’ave undone me!
Excufe it not; you that cou’d ftop a lion
Cou’d not turn me! ye fhould have drawn your fwords,
And barr’d my rage with their advancing points,

Made reafon glitter in my dazzled eyes

Till I had feen the precipice before me :

That had been noble, that had fhewn the friend;
Clytus wou’d fo have done to fave your lives.

Lyf. When men fhall hear how highly youwere urg’d—

Alex. No; you have let me ftain my rifing glory,
Which elfe had ended brighter than the fun.

Oh! I am all a blot, which feas of tears

And my heart’s blood can never wath away!
Yet *tis but juft I try, and on the point

Still reeking hurl my black polluted breaft.

‘Heph. Oh, facred Sir!—it fhall not—muit not be.

Ly/. Forgive, dread Sir!—forgive my pious hands,
That dare in duty to difarm my mafter.

Alex. Yes, cruel men! ye now can fhew your ftrength:
Here’s not a {lave but dares oppofe my juftice,

Yet none had courage to prevent this murder:
But I will render all endeavours vain®
That tend to fave my life—here will I lie
[ Falls on Clytus.
Clofe to my murder’d foldier’s bleeding fide,
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Thus clafping his cold body in my arms
‘T'ill death like his has clos’d my eyes for ever.

Enter Perpiccas.

Per.Treafon!foultreafon! Hepheftion,where’stheKig?
Heph. There, by old Clytus’ fide, whom he hath flain.
Per. Rife, facred Sir! and hafte to fave the queen.
Roxana, fil’d with furious jealoufy,
Came with a guard unmark’d; fhe gain’d the bow’r,
And broke upon me with fuch fudden fury
That all have perifh’d who oppos’d her rage.
Alex. What fays Perdiccas? is the queen in danger? ‘
Per. Hafte, Sir, or fhe dies.
Alex. Thus from the grave I rife to fave my love:
All draw your fwords, on wings of lightning move, } |
Young Ammon leads you, and the caufe is love.
When I ruth on fure none will dare to ftay, : |
Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the way. [ Exeunt.

!
I

ACT V.

SCENE, the bower of Semiramis.
StaTira difcovered afleep.

STATIRA

BL!SS me, ye Pow’rs ab0ve, and guard my virtue!
Where are you fled, dear fhades? where are you fled?
*T'was but a dream, and yet I faw and heard
My royal parents, who, while pious care
Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc’d with tears,
Tears fuch as angels weep, this hour my laft.
‘But hence with fear—my Alexander comes,
And fear and danger ever fled from him.
Wou’d that he were here!
For oh T tremble, and a thoufand terrours
Rufh in upen me and alarm my heart!
But hark! ’tis he, and all my fears are fled :
My life, my joy, my Alexander, comes!
Rox. within.] Make faft the gate with allits maﬁ'y bars;
1
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Atlength we *ave conquer’d this ftupendous height,
- And reach’d the grove, ' )

Stat. Ye guardian godsdefend me !

Roxana’s voice ! then all the vifion’s true, -
And die I muft.
© Bater Roxana.

Rox. Secure the brazen gate.

Where is my rival? ’tis Roxana calls.

Stat. And what is fhe who with fuch tow’ring pride
Wou’d awe a princefs that is born above her?

Rox. Behold this dagger !—’t s thy fate Statira!
Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen.

Fain wou’d I find thee worthy of my vengeance;
Here, take my weapon then, and if thou dar’ft—

Stat. How little know’ft thou what Statira dares!
Yes, cruel woman ! yes, I dare meet death .
With a refolve at which thy coward heart
Wou’d thrink ; for terrour haunts the guilty mind,
While confcious innocence, that knows no fear,

Can fmiling pafs, and fcorn thy idle threats.
Rox. Return, fair infolent ! return, I {ay:
Dar’tt thou, prefumptuous, to invade my rights!
Reftore him quickly to my longing arms,
And with him give me back his broken vows,
For.perjur’d as he is he ftill is mine,
Or I will rend them from thy bleeding heart.
Stat. Alas, Roxana! ’tis not in my pow’r;
I cannot if I wou’d—and oh, ye gods!
What were the world to Alexander’s lofs!

Rox. Oh, forcerefs! to thy accurfed charms

I owe the frenzy that diftra&ts my foul ;

To them I owe my Alexander’s lofs: -

Too late thou trembleft at my juft revenge,

My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way.

Stat, Yet think, Roxana,ere you plunge in murder,.
Think on the horrours that muft ever haunt you ;
Think on the Furies, thofe avenging minifters :
Of Heav’n’s high wrath, how they will tear-your foul,
Allday diftraét you with a thoufand fears,

‘And when by night thou vainly feck’ft repofe
They "Il gather round and interrupt your flumbers .
With hosrid dreams and terrifying viﬁog.
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Rox. Add ftill, if poflible, fuperiour horrours.

Rather than leave my great revenge unfinifh/d
1’1l dare ’em all, and triumph in the deed ;
‘Therefore [Hold: up the dngg:r.

Stat. Hold, hold, thy hand advanc’d in air:

1 read my fentence written in thy eyes ;

Yet oh Roxana! on thy black revenge

One kindly ray of female pity beam,

And give me death in Alexander’s prefence.

Rox. Not for the world’s wide empire fhouldft thou fee
Fool! but for him thou might’ft u.nheedcd live; {him,
For his fake only art thou doom’d to die.

The fole remaining joy that glads my foul
s to deprive thee of the heart I ’ave loft.
Enter SLavE,

Slave. Madam, the King and all his guards are come,
‘With frantick rage they thunder at the gate, /
And muft ere this have gain’d admittance.

Rox. Ha!
Too long I’ave trifled. Let me then redeem
The time mifpent, and make great vengeance fure,

Stat, Is Alexander, oh ye gods! fo nigh,
And can he not preferve me from her fury? -t

Rox. Nor he nor Heav'n fball fhield thee from my ju-

Die forc’ rcfs, die, and all my wrongs die with thee ! [ ftice,
[ Stabs ber.
Alex. awitheut.] Away, ye flaves ! ftand off—quick let
me fly
Withlightning’s wings! nor heav'n notnrhhlnllﬁopmh
Enter ALEXANDER.
Ha! oh my foul! my queen, my love, Statira!
Thele wounds b-are thefe my promis'd joys?
Stat. Alag!
My only love, my beft and deareft bleffing !
‘Wou'd I had dy'd before you enter'd here;
For thus dehghted, while I gaze upon thee
Death grows more horrid, and I'm loath to leave thee.
dlex. Thou fhalt not leave me—Cruel, cruel, ftars!
Oh, where ’s the monfter, where s the horrid fiend,
That ftruck at innocence and murder’d thee !
Rox. Behold-the wretch who, defp’rate of thy love,

L]
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In jealous madnefs gave the fatal blow 3
A wretch that to fs once more thy love
Wou'd with the blood of millions ftain her foul.
Alex. To dungeons, tortures, drag her from my fight.
Stat. My foul 1s on the wing : ob come my Lord,
Hafte to my arms, and take a laft farewell.
Thus let me die. Oh! oh!
Alex. Look up my love.
Oh Heav’n! and will you, will you, take her from me !
Stat. Farewell, my moft lov’d Lord : ah me! farewell!
Yet ere I die grant thisrequeft.
Alex. Oh fpeak,
That I may execute before I follow thee.
Stat. Leave not the world till Heav’n demands you. Spare
Roxana’s life—"Twas love of you that caus’d
The death fhe gave me. And ch! fometimes think,
Amidft your revels, think on your poor queen,
And ere the cheerful bowl falutes your lips
Earich it with a tear, and I am happy. [ Dies.
Alex. Yet ere thou tak’ft thy flight—She’s gone, fhe’s
All, all is hufh’d, no mufick now 1s heard; [gone!
The rofes wither, and the fragrant breath
That wak’d their fweets fhall never wake "em more !
Rox. Weep not, my Lord ! no forrow can recall her..
Oh turn your eyes, and in Roxana’s arms
You’ll find fopd love and everlafting truth. ,
Alex. Hence from my fight, and thank my dear Statira
That yet thou art alive. .
Rox, Ob, take me to your arms:
In fpite of all your cruelty I love you ;
Yes, thus I’ll faften on your facred robe,
Thus on my knees for ever cling around thee,
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us.
Alex, Hence, Fury, hence : there’snot a glance of thine
But like a bafilitk comes wing’d with deati.
Rox. Oh fpeak not thus to one who kneels for mercy!
Think for whofe fake it was I madly plung’d
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature.
Alex. Off, murd'refs, off ! for ever fhun my fight ;.
My eyes deteft thee, for thy foul is m]iim’
: ij:
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Rox. Barbarian! yes, I will for ever fhun thee..
Repeated injuries have fteel'd my heart,
And I cou'd curfe myfelf for being kind.
If.there is-any majefty above
That has revenge in ftore for perjur'd love,
Send, Heav’n, the fwifteft ruin on his head !
Strike the deftroyer! lay the viGor dead!
Kill the
But what are curfes? curfes will not kill, ,
Nor eafe the tortures I am doom’d to fecl. !

Alex. Oh my fair ftar, I fhall be fhortly with thee?
‘What meaus this deadly dew upon my forchead ?
My heart too heaves————

Caf. The poifon works.

Enter EuMENEs.

Eum. Pardon, dread Sir! a fatal meﬂ'engcr s
‘The royal Syfigambis is no more. :
Struck with the horrour of Statira’s fate .
She foon expnr’d, and with her lateft breath
" Left Parifatis to Lyfimachus.
But what I fear moft deeply will affe& yon,
Your lov’d Hepheftion ‘s - : {

Alex. Dead ! then he is bleft !
But here, here lies my fate. Hepheftion, Clytus!
My vi€t’ries all for ever folded up :
In'this dear body. Here my banner’s loft,
, My ftandard’s triumphs gone.
Oh when fhall I be mad! Give orders to -
The army that they break their fhields, fwords, fpears,
Pound their bright armour into duft Away.
Is there not caufe to put the world in mourning?
Burn all the fpires that feem to meet the tky,
Beat down the battlements of ev’ry city,
And for the monument of this lov'd creature
Root up thefe bow’rs, and pave ’em all with gold ;
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor,
To deck her tomb ; no fhrine nor altar fpare,
But firip the pomp from gods to place it there. [ Exit.

Enter TnessaLus.

Caf. He’s gone—but whither—follow ThefTalus,

Attend his fteps, and let me know what paffes.
[ Exit Theffalus.
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Vengeance, lie ftill, thy cravings fhall be fated :
Death roams at large, the Funes are unchain’d,
* And Murder plays her mighty mafterpiece.
Enter PoLyrPERCHON, THESSALUS, and PHirLtP.
Phil. Saw you the King?
Poly. Yes; with diforder’d wildnefs in his looks.
He rufh’d along, till with a cafual glance
He faw me where I ftood, then ftepping fhort,
Draw near he cry’d—and grafp’d my hand in his,
Where more than fevers rag’d in ev’ry vein.
Oh.Polyperchon! I have loft my queen!
Statira’s dead !—and as he fpoke the tears
Gufh’d from his eyes—I more than felt his pains.-
Thef. Hence, hence, away ! !
C’Z. Where is he Theffalus?
Thef. I left him circled by a crowd of princess.
The poifon tears him with that height of horrour
Evn I cou’d pity him—He call’d the chiefs,
Embrac’d ’em round—then ftarting from amidft ’em
Cry’d out, I come—’t was Ammon’s voice; I know it—
Father, I come; but let'me ere I go:
Difpatch the bus’nefs.of a kneeling world..
Poly. No more;: I hear him——we muft meet-anon.
. Caf. In Saturn’s fieldi—there give:a loofe to.rapture, .
Enjoy the tempeft we ourfelves have rais’d;.
And triumph in.the wreck.whith crowns our vengeance. .
- , (Exsunt. -
ScENE,.the palace.

AvrexanpEr with bis hair difbevelled, Lysimacuus, Ev-
MENES, PERDICCAS, and Attendants) ALEXANDER dif-
covered.

Alex, Search there ;-nay, probe me, fearch my wounded
Pull, draw it out. [reinge——
Lyf. We have fearch’d, but find no hust.
Alex. Oh, T am fhet! aforked burning arrow
Sticks crofs my fhoulders: the fad venom flies
Like lightning thro’ my flefh, my blood, my marrow.
Ly/. How fierce his fever!
Alex. Ha! what a change of torments I endure!
A bolt of ice runs hiffing thro’ my bowels ;
*Tis fure the arm of Death: give me a chair;

Eiij
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Cover me, for I freeze, and my teeth chatter
And my knees knock together.
Eum. Have mercy Heav’n!
Alex. 1.burn, I burn again:
The war grows wondrous hot : hey for the Tigris!
Bear me, Bucephalus, amongft the billows. '
[ Fumps into the chair.
Oh ’tis a noble beaft! I would not change him !
For the beft horfe.the Sun has in his ftable,
For they are hot, their mangers full of coals,
‘Their manes are flakes of lightning, curls of fires,
And their red tails like meteors whifk about.

Lyf. Help all; Eumenes, help.

Alex. Ha, ha, ha! I thall die with laughter.
Parmienio, Clytus, do you fee yon’ fellow, .
That ragged foldier, that poor tatter'd Greek ?

See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perfians
With nothing but a rufty helmet on, thro’ which
‘The-grifly britles-of his pufhing beard

Drive 'em like pikes—Ha, ha, ha!

Per. How wild he.talks?

Lyf. Yet warring in his wildnefs.. )

Alex. Sound, found! keep your ranks clofe. Ay, now
Oh the brave din, the noble clank, of arms! [they come;
Charge, charge apace, and let the phalanx move.

Darius comes—ay,. 'tis Darius,

I fee, I know, him by the fparkling plumes,.

And his gold chariat drawn by ten white horfes;-

But like a tempeft thus I pour upon him
He bleeds; with that laft blow I brought him down
He tumbles; take Lim, {natch th’ imperial crown.
They fly, they fly! Follow, follow—Vi&oria!
Vi&oria! Viétora! ELeaps into the foldiers® armr

Per. Let’s bear him {oftly to his bed..

Alex. Hold, the leaft motion gives me fudden death;
My vital {pirits are quite parch'd, burnt up,

And all my fmoky entrails turn’d to athes. i

Lyf. When you, the brighteft flar that ever fhone,
Shall fet it muft be night with us for ever.

Alex. Let me embrace you all before I die.

[AU kneel and weep.
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Weep not my dear Companions! the good gods
Shall fend ye in my ftead a nobler prince,
One that fhall lead ye forth with matchlefs condu&.
Ly/. Break not our hearts with fuch unkind expreffiogs.
Per. We will not part with you, sor change for Mars.
Alex. Perdiccas, take this ring,
And fee me laid in the temple og Jupiter Ammon.
Lyf. To whom does your dread Majefty bequeath
The empire of the world?
Alex. To him that is moft worthy.
Per. When will you, facred Sir! that we fhould give
To your great memory thofe divine honours
Which fuch exalted virtue does deferve ?
Alex. Whensyou are all moft happy and in peace.
Your hands—Oh father! if I have difcharg’d
The duty of a man to empire born,
If by unweary’d toil I have deferv’d
The vaft renown of thy adopted fon,
Accept this foul which thou did#t firft infpire,
And which this figh thus gives thee back again! [Dies,
Lyf. There fell the pride and glory of the war..
If there be treafon let us find it out,
Lyfimachus ftands forth to lead you on,
And fwears by thefe moft honour’d dear remains
He will not tafte thofe joys which beauty brings
Until he has reveng’d the beft of kings,




EPILOGUE

W harszr they mean, yet ought they to be curft
Who this cenforious age did polif firf,

Who the beft play for one poor errour blame,

As pricfts againft our ladies’ arts declaim,

And for one patch both foul and body damn.

But what does more provoke the aBor’s rage,

( For we mufl fhow the grievance of the flage )

1s that our women avhich adorn each play,

Bred at our coft, become at length our prey ;
While green and four like trees we bear tgm all,
But awhen they ’re mellow firaight to you they fall 7
Zou watch ’em bare and fquab, and ket *em reft,
But with tbezﬁr_ﬂ young dowwn you fnatch the nefl.
Pray leave thofe poaching tricks if you are wife,
Ere we take out our letters of reprife ;

For aye have vow’d to find a fort of toys

Known to black friars, a tribe of chopping boys 3
If once they come they Il guickly [poil your [port ;
There’s not one lady will receive your court ;.
But for the youth in petticoats run ewild,

With ob the archef wag, the fweeteft child,

. The panting breaft, avbite hands, and lily feet!

No more fball your palPd thoughts aith pleafure meet

T'he woman in boy's clothes all boy fball be,
And newer raife your thoughts above the knee..
Well, if our awomen knew bow falfe you are,.

They wou’d flay here, and this new trouble fpare - .

" Poor fouls ! they think all gofpel you relate;
Charm’d with the noife of feitling an eftate ;.
But when atlafl your appetites are full,
And the tir’d Cupid grows with a8ion dull,
You’ll find fome trick to cut off the entail,.
And fend ’em back to us all worn and flale. .
Perbaps they’ll find our flage, twhile they have rang'd
To fome vile canting conventicley.chang’d ;-
Where for the _/garl.r who once reforted there,.
Wish theix curld aigs that frented all the airy
They*ll fee grave blockbeads with fbort greafy hair,

|
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Green aprons, fleeple-hats, and collarband:,

Dull fniv’ling rogues that ring not clap their bands,
Where for gay punks that drew the fbining crotwd,
And m;}[éx that in vizards laugh'd aloud,

They *ll hear young fifters figh, fec matrons old

To their chopp’d cheeks their pickled berchers hold,
Whofe zeal too might perfuade, in fpite to you,

Our flying angels to augment their crew,

While Farringdon their hero firuts about 'em,

And ne'er a damning critick dares to flous *em.

From the APOLLOPRESS,
by the MARTINS,
March 13 3782,
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_ceive this as the laft teitimony of his efteem and grat:

TO THE RIGHT HON.

EDWARD SOUTHWELL, ESQ.

R,

IT was the defign of my deceafed hufband to have prefented this
Piece to you. As it was always my duty and inclination to obey his
commands whilft living, fo I tll find a fecret fatisfattion (though
after his death) in performing what he interded.

That he might not put a trifle into your hands he waited for the
opinion of the Town, and now that has becen favourable, it has
fallen to my-difconfolate office fo make the melancholy offering.

In my unfortunate circumftances it cannot be expeéted (thoughl
were capable) that I fhould fpeak either to the merits of the Picce
or of the Patron; the former may poflibly want a recommendation
tothe world, but I have often heard my hufband fay the latter did
not.

What I have more to add is, that you would be mfcd to re~

e from the
hands of his

Difconfolate wife,
DOROTHY MILLER,

PROLOGUE. ’

To point what lenghts credulity bas run,

What counfels fbaken, and what flates undone,

What bellifb fury wings sb’ entbufiaff's rage,

And makes the trowbled earth onesragick flage,

What blafpbemics impoflure dare advance,

Asid build what terrours on weak ignorance,

How fraud alonc rage to religion binds,

And makes a Pandemonium of our minds;

Our Gallick bard, fir'd wvith thefe glorious views,

Firf to bis Crufade led the tragick Mufe, )

Her pow'r thro® France bis charming numbers bore,

But France was deaf——for all ber priejls avere fore,
On Englifb ground foe makes a firmer fland,

* And bopes to fuffer by mo boflile band :

No clergy bere ufurp the frecborn mind,
Ordain'd to teach and nit enflave mankind ;
Religion bere bids perfecution ceafe,
Without all order and within all peace ;
Truth guards ber bappy pale with watchful care,
L4nd frauds the’ pious find no entrance there.
Religion to be facred muft be free; .
Men wwill fufpelimevbere bigots keep the key :
Hooded and train’d like baoks th’ entbufiafis fly, «
Audthe pricfls’ victims in their pounces dic - .
t A lj
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Like whelps barn blind, by mother—chursh they 're bred,

Nor avake to_fight to know themfelves mifled ;

Murder’s the gume——and to the fport unpreffty

.Praudqftl:t‘ﬁn, and in the d.ty bleft, '

The layman’s but the blosdbound of the pricfl.

W hoe'er thou art that dar'fl fuch themes advance,

Ta?r:’eﬁri‘z’ Spain repair or j[a-vfﬂ: France,

For Fuda’s hire there do the dewil’s task, .

And trick up flav’ry in religion’s mask ;

Lngland flill free no furer means requires

To fink their fottifp fouls and damp their martial  firese
Britons ! thefe numbers to yourfelves you awe ;

Voltaire bath firength to fboot in Shakcfpeare’s bow ;

Fame led bim at bis }I.vf[acrene to drink,

And taught to wtite with Nature as to think :

With Englifp frecdom Englifb wvit be knev,

Aud from the inexhaufied fircam profufely drew :

CberUb the noble bard yourfelves bave made,

Nor l:t the frauds of France feal all our trade..

Now of each prize the winner bas the wearing

E’enfendour Englift fluge a privateeting ;

With your commilfion we Il our fails urfold,

And from their foads of drofs import fome gold.

- Dramatis Perfonae,
. MEN.
. Drury-Lane, .
MAHOMET, — -— -— Mr. Benfley.
Mirvan, his general, -— - Mr. Branfby.
ALl Mr. Whitfield.
Hzncxnu,% Officers of Mahomet. %Mr. Norris.
AMMON, Mr. Stageldier.
?‘,‘:‘;;1: :;’ } Captives brought up under Mahom. ﬁ:ﬁﬂm
ALCANOR, chief of the fenate of Mecca, . A Gentlemax,
PuARON, his friend, - -_— Mr. Davics.

SCENE MECCA.
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MAHOMET®".

ACT L
ScENE, an apartment in the temple of MECCA.

Enter ALCANOR and PHARON,

ALcANOR.

PH ARON, no more—fhall I
Fall proﬂ:rate to an.arrogant impoftor,.
Homage in Mecca one 1 banifh’d thence,
And incenfe the delufions of a rebel !
No—blaft Alcanor, righteous Heav’n! if e’er
This hand, yet free and uncontaminate,.
Shall league with fraud or adulate a tyrant.

Pha. Auguft and facred chief of Ithmael’s fenate,.
This zeal of thine, paternal as it is,

Is fatal now—our impotent refiitance:

Controls not Mahomet’s unbounded progrefs,

4 But without weak’ning irritates the tyrant.

When once a citizen you well condemn’d him
As an obfcure feditious innovator;

But now heis a conq’ror, prince, and pontiff,
Whilft nations numberlefs embrace his laws,

4 And pay him adoration—ev'n in Mecca
: He boatts his profelytes..

Ale. Such prefelytes

i Are worthy of him—low untutor’d reptiles,
. In whom fenfe only lives—moft credulous ftill

Of what is moft incredible.
Pha. Befuch
Difdain’d my Lord ; but mayn’t the peft fpread upwards
And feize the head—Say, is the fenate found ?
Ifear fome members of that rev’rend clafs
Are mark’d with the contagion, who from views .
Of higher pow’r and rank
Wortfhip this rifing fun, and glve a fanétion.
To his invafions.
Ale. 1f, ye Pow’rs divine!
Ye mark the movements of this nether world,
And bring them to account, crufh, crufh thofe*vipers,

* The lines diftinguithed by inverted commas arc omitted in the reprefentation.
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Who fingled out by a community
To guard their rights fhall for a grafp of ore
Or paltry office fell ’em to the foe!

Pha. Each honett citizen, I grant, isthine,
And grateful for thy boundlefs bleflings on them,
Would ferve thee with their lives ; but the approach
Of this ufurper-to their very walls
Strikes ’em with fuch a dread that ev'n thefe
Implore thee to accept his proffer’d peace.

Alc. Oh, people loft to wildom as to glory!
Go, bring in pomp, and icrve upen your knees:
This idol, that will crufh you with its weight.
Mark I abjure him : by his favage hand
My wife and children perifh’d, whilft in vengeance
I carry’d carnage to his very tent,

T'ransfix’d to earth his only fon, and wore
His trappings as a trophy of my conqueft.
This torch of enmity thus lighted *twixt us
The hand of Time itfelf can ne’er extinguifh.

Pha. Extinguith not, but fmother for a while
Its fatal flame, and greatly facrifice
Thy private fufPrings to the publick welfare.
Oh fay, Alcanor, wert thou to behold
{ As foon thou may’ft) this fam’d metropolis
With foes begirt, behold its pining tenants
Prey on each other for the means of life,
Whilft lakes of blood and mountains of the flain
Putrify the air,

And fweep off thoufands with their pois’nous fteams,
Would thy flain children be aveng’d by this?
. Ale. No, Pharon, no ; I live not for myfelf:
* My wife and children loft my country’s now
My family.
Pha. Then let not that be loft.
Ale. " Tis loft by cowardice.
Pha. By rathnefs often.
Alc. Pharon, defift.
Pha. My noble Lord, I cannot,
Muft not, defift, will not, fince you’re poflefs'd
Of means to bring this infolent invader
To any terms you’ll claim.

Al What means ?
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* Pha. Palmira, . )
That blooming fair, the. flow’r of all his camp,.
By thee borne off in our laft fkirmifh with him,
Seems the divine ambafladrefs of peace,
Sent to procure our fafety. Mahomet
Has by his heralds thrice propos’d her ranfom,
And bad us fix the price.
Ale. I know it Pharon: )
And wouldft thou then reftore this noble treafure
To that Barbarian? ‘ Wouldft thou for the frauds,
“The deaths, the devaftations, he brings on us
% Enrich his ruffian hands with fuch a gem,”
And render beauty the reward of rapine ?—
Nay, fmile not friend, nor-think that at thefe years,
Well travell'd in the winter of my days,
Ientertain a thought tow’rds this young beauty
But what ’s as pure as'is the weftern gale
That breathes upon the uncropt violet
' Pha. My Lord '
Ale. This heart, by age and grief congeal'd,
Is no more fenfible to love's endearments
Than are our barren rocks to morn’s fweet dew
That balmy trickles down their rugged cheeks.
Pha. My noble chief, each mafterpiece of natufe
Commands involuntary homage from us.
Al. T own a tendernefs unfelt before,
A fympathetick grief with ardent withes
To make her happy fill’ld my widow’d bofom :
I dread her being in that monfter’s pow’r,
And burn to have her hate him like myfelf.
*Twas on this hour I, at her modeft fuit,
Promis’d her audience in my own pavilion.
Pharon, go thou mean-while and fee the fenate
Affembled ftraight—1I’ll found ’em as I ought.
[ Exeunt feverally..
SceN® changes to a room of flate.
) Enter PavLmira.
Pa], What means this boding terrour that ufurps
In fpite o’ me dominion o’er my heart,
¢ Converting the fweet flow’r of newblown hope
“ To deadly nightfhade, pois'ning to-my foul
* The fountain of its blifs ?”’—Oh holy prophet

-
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Shall I ne’er more attend thy facred leflons?

Oh Zaphna ! much-lov'd youth! I feel for thee

As for myfelf—But hold, my final audit

Is now at hand—1I tremble for th’ event !

Here comes my judge—Now liberty or bondage ?
Enter ALcaNor.

Ale. Palmira, whence thofe tears? truft me fair maid}

Thou art not fall’n into Barbarians’ hands;
‘What Mecca can afford of pomp or pleafure,
To call Attention from Misfortune’s lap,.
Demand and fhare it.

Pal. No, my generous vi€tpr!

My {uit’s for nothing Mecca can afford;

Pris’ner thefe two long months beneath your roof
I’ave tafted fuch benignity and candour,

Whilft your own hands {o labour’d to beguile -
The anxious moments of captivity,

That oft’ I’ave call’d my tears mgratltude.

Ale. If ought remains that ’s in my pow’r to fmooth.
The rigour of your fate, and crown your wifhes,
Why, ’t would fill
The furrows in my cheeks, and make old age
Put on its fummer’s garb.

Pal. Thus low I blefs thee. [ Kneeling,
It is on you, on you alone, Alcanor,
My whole of future happinefs depends :.
Have pity then;

Pity, Alcanor, one who’s torn from all- -
That’s dear or venerable to her foul ;
Reftore me then, reftore me to my country,

Reftore me to my father, prince, and prophet.

Ale. Ts flav'ry dear then? is fraud venerable?
What country? a tumultuous wand’ring camp! '

Pal. My country, Sir, is not a fingle fpot .

Of fuch a mould, or fix’d to fuch a clime;
No, *tis the focial circle of my friends,:
The lov’d community in which I’m link’d,
And in whofe welfare all my wifhes centre.

Ale. Excellent maid! Then Mecca be thy country.
Robb'd of my children, would Palmira deign
‘To let me call her child, the toil I took
To mhake her deftiny propitious to her

£ 4
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ould lighten the rough burthen of my own:
But no; you fcorn my country and my laws.
_ Pal. Can I be your’s when not my own? Your bounties
Claim and fhare my gratitude—but Mahomet
laims right o’er me of parent, prince, and prophet.
Alk. Of parent, prince, and prophet! Heav’'ns! that
ho, a fcap'd felon, emulates a throne, (robber
nd fcoffer at all faiths proclaims a new one!
Pal. Oh, ceafe my Lord; this blafphemous abufe
none whom millions with myfelf adore
Does violence to my ear ; fuch black profanenefs
ainft Heav’n’s interpreter blots out remembrance
f favours paft, and nought fucceeds but horrour.
Ale. Oh fuperfition! thy pernicious rigours,
Inflexible to reafon, truth, and nature,
anith humanity the gentleft breafts.
Palmira, I lament to fee thee plung’d
- Sodeep in errour— .

Pal. Do you then reje&t
My juft petition ? can Alcanor’s goodnefs
Be deaf to fuff’ring virtue?

Name but the ranfom,
And Mahomet will treble what you afk.

Ale. There is n6 ranfom Mahomet can offer
Proportion’d to the prize. Truft me, Palmira, _
I cannot yield thee up. What! to a tyrant
Who wrongs thy youth, and mocks thy tender heart
With vile illufions and fanatick terrours !—

Eanter Puaron.:
What wouldft thou Pharon?

Pba. From yon’ weftern gate
Which opens on Moradia’s fertile plains
Mahomet’s gen’ral Mirvan baftes to greet thees

Ale, Mirvan, that vile apoftate !

Pha. In one hand -

He holds a fcimitar, the other bears

An olivebranch, which to our chiefs he waves,

An emblem of his fuit—a martial youth,

Zaphna by name, attends him for our hoftage.
Pal. apart.] Zaphna! my#erious heav’n!
Pha. Mirvan advances

‘This way my Lord to render you his charge.
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Ale. ¢ Mirvan advance ! how 8are the traitor fee me}
Palmira, thou retire—Pharon, be prefent. [Exit Palmi
Enter Mirvaxn,
After fix years of infamous rebellion *
Againft thy native country, doft thoy, Mirvan,
Again profane with thy detefted prefence
Thefe facred walls which once thy hands defended,
But thy bad heart has vilely fince betray'd
Thou poor deferter of thy country’s gods,
Thou bafe invader of thy country’s rights,
‘What wouldft thou have with me?
Mir. 1’d pardon thee
Out of compaffion to thy age and fuff rings,
And hxgh regard for thy expcnenc 'd valour.
Heav'n’s great apoftle offers thee in friendfthip
A hand cculd cruth thee, and I come commiffion’d
To name the terms of peace he deigns to tender.
Ale. He deigns to tender ! infolent impoftor! -
Doft thou not, Mirvan, bluth ~
To ferve this wretch—this bafe of foul as birth ?
Mir. Mahomet’s grandeur ’s in himfelf; he fhines no
‘With borrow’d luftre.
Plung’d in the night of prejudice, and bound
In fetters of hereditary faith,
My judgment flepg 5 but when I found him bora’
To mould anew the proftrate univerfe
I ftarted from my dream, join’d his career,
And fhar’d his arduous and immortal labours.
Once I muft own I was as blind as thou;
Then wake to glory, and be chang’d like me.
Ale. What death to honour wak’ning to fuch glory!
Pha. Oh, what a fall from virtue was that change!
Mir. Come, embrace our faith, reign with Mahomet,
And cloth'd in terrours make the vulgar tremble.
Ale. >Tis Mahomet, and tyrants like to Mahomet,
*Tis Mirvan, and apoftates like to Mirvan,
I only would make tremble—1Is it, fay’ﬂ: thou,
Religion that’s the parent of this rapine,
This virulence and rage *—No; true Religion
Is always mild, propitious, and humane,
Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in blood,
Nor bears deﬁ.ruéhon on her chariot-wheels,

7’
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i But ftoops to polifh, fuccour, and redrefs,
| And builds her grandeur on the publick good.
* Mir. Thou art turn’d Chriftian fure! fome ftraggling
Has taught thee thefe tame leffons [monk
Alc, If the Chriftians )
Hold principles like thefe, which reafon di&ates,
“ Which all our notions of the Pow’rs divine
' % Declare the focial laws they meant for man,
% And all the beauties and delights of nature
“ Bear witnefs to,” the Chriftians may be right;
- Thy feét cannot, who, nurs’d in blood and flaughter,
Worthip a cruel and revengeful being, .
And draw him always with his thunder round him
As ripe for the deftru&tion of mankind.
Mir. If clemency delights thee learn it here.
Tho’ banifh’d by thy voice his native city,
Tho’ by thy hand robb’d of his only fon,
Mahomet pardons thee ; nay farther, begs
The hatred burning *twixt you be extinguifh’d
With reconciliation’s gen’rous tear.
Ale. T know thy malter’s arts; his gen’rous tears,
Like the refrefhing drops that previous fall
To the wild outrage of o’erwhelming earthquakes
Only forerun deftruétion; ’ .o
Courage he has, not bravery, )
For blood and havock are the fure attendants
. On his vitorious car.
Pha. Leagues he will make too
Ale. Like other grafping tyrants, till he eyes
. Alucky jun&ure to enlarge his bounds,
. Then he’ll deride *em, leap o’er ev'ry tie
Of facred guarantee or {worn protection,
And when th’ opprefs« ally implores affiftance
Beneath that mafk invade the with’d-for realms,
+ And.from pure friendfhip take them to himfelf.
_ Mir. Mahomet fights Heav'n’s battles, bends the bow
To fpread Heav'n's laws, and to fubje& to faith
The iron neck of errour. :
Ale. Luft and ambition, Mirvan, are the {prings
Of all his actions, whilft without one virtue
Difiimulation, like a flatt’ring painter,
Bedecks him with the colouring of them alle
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This is thy mafter's portrait—But no more——- 4
My foul’s inexorable, and my hate
Immortal as the caufe from whence it fprang.
Mir. What caufe
Ale. The diff rence between good and evil. -
Mir. Thou talk'ft to me, Alcanor, with anair By
Of a ftern judge, that from his dread tribunal
Intimidates the criminal beneath him :
Refume thy temper, a& the minifter,
And treat with me as with th’ ambaffador
Of Heav'n’s apoftle and Arabia’s king.
Alc. Arabia’s king ! what king ! who crown'd him?
Mir. Conqueft : :
Whilft to the ftyle of conq’ror and of monarch
Patron of peace he’d add—Name then the price -
Of peace and of Palmira—Boundlefs treafures,
The fpoils of vanquith’d monarchs, and the ftores
Of rifled provinces, are thrown before thee.
Our troops with matchlefs ardour haften hither
To lay in ruin this rebellious city ;
Stem then the ruthing torrent: Mahomet
In perfon comes to claim a conference with thee
For this good purpofe.
Alec. Who! Mahomet !
Mir. Yes, he conjures thou’lt grant it.
Ale. Traitor! were I fole ruler here in Mecca
1°d anfwer thee with chaftifemept——
Mir. Hot man!
I pity thy falfe virtue—But farewell—
And fince the fenate fhare thy pow’r in Mecea
To their ferener wifdoms I’ll appeal. [ Exit Mirvas. ]
Alc. 1’1 meet thee there, and fee whofe voice is viétor.
Come, Pharon, aid me to repulfe this traitor;
To bear him with impunity amongft us
Is treafon ’gainfl ourfelves Ye facred Pow’rs,
My country’s gods, that for three thoufand years
Have reign’d prote&ors of the tribe of Ifhmael,
Oh! fupport my fpirit
In that firm purpofe it has always held,
To combat violence, fraud, and ufurpation,
To pluck the fpoil from the oppreflors’ jaws,
And keep my country as I found it free. [ Exearts
3 .
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ACT IL
ScenE, PALMIRA's apartuient,

Lnter PaLMira.

, Pavmira.
Crase, ceafe ye ftreaming inftruments of wo
From your ignoble toil—Take warmth, my heart!
Colleét thy {catter’d pow'rs, and brave misfortune.
In vain the ftormtoft mariner repines;

Were he-within to raife as great a tempeft

As beats him from without it would not fmooth
Oue boift’rous furge : impatience only throws
Difcredit on mifchance, and adds a thame

To our affli&ion. .

’ EnterZaruna.

Ha! allgracious Heav'n!

Thou, Zaphna! isit thou? what pitying angel
Guided thy fteps to thefe abodes of bondage?

Zaph. Thou fov’reign of my foul and all its pow'rs,
Objeét of ev'ry fear and ev'ry with,

Friend, fifter, love, companion, all that’s dear!
Do I once more behold thee, my Palmira?
Oh, I will fet it down the whitelt hour

That Zaphna e’er was bleft with!—

Pal. Say, my hero
Are my ills cnded then? They are, they are:

Now Zaphma’s here Iam no more a captive
Except to him: oh, bleft captivity!

Zapb. Thofe fmiles are dearer to my raptur'd breaft,
Sweeter thofe accents to my lift’ning heart,

Than all Arabia’s fpices to the fenfe.

Pal. No wonder that my foul was fo elate,
No wonder that the cloud of gtief gave way,
When thou my fon of comfort wert fo nigh.

Zaph. Since that dire hour when on Sabaria’s firand
The barb’rous foe depriv’d me of Palmira, °
[n what a gulf of horrour and defpair
Have thy imagin'd perils plung’d my foul!
Stretch'd on cxpiring corfes for a while




14 , MAHOMET. Aall.

To the deaf ftream I pour’d out my complaint,
And begg'd I might be number’d with the dead
That ftrew’d its banks—-~—then ftarting from defpair
With rage 1 flew to Mahomet for vengednce ;
He, for fome high myfterious purpofe known
To Heav'n and him alone, at length difpatch’d
'The valiant Mirvan to demand a truce:
Inftant on wings of lightuing I purfu’d him,
And enter'd as his hoﬁage—-——hx d, Palmira,
Or to redeem or die a captive with thee.
Pal. Heroick youth !
Zaph. But how have thefe Barbanans
Treated my fair?
Pal. With high humanity. :
I in my viétor found a friend Alcanor
Has made me feel captivity in nothing
But abfence from my Zaphna and my friends.——
Zaph. 1 grieve a foul fo generous is our foe :
But now prefented as a hoftage to him
His noble bearmg and humanity
Made captive of my heart ; I felt, methought,
A new affe&tion lighted in my breatt,
~ And wonder'd whence the infant ardour fprang
Pal. Yet gen’rous as he is not all my pray’rs,
Not all the tears I lavifh at his feet,
Can move him to reftore me
Zaph. But he thall .
Lect the Barbarian know he fhall, Palmira;
"The god of Mahomet, our divine prote&tor, -
Whofe {till triumphant ftandard I have borne
O’er piles of vanquifh’d infidels—that pow'r
‘Which brought unnumber’d battlements to earth,
Will humble Mecca too.
Enter Mirvan.

Well, noble Mirvan,

Do my Palmira’s chains fit loofe upon her;

Say, is it freedom? This prefumptuous fenate—
Mir. Has granted all we afk’d, all we could with—

The truce obtain’d the gates to Mahomet '

Flew open
Zaph. Mahomet in Mecca fay’ft thou?

Once more in Mecca!
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Pal. Tranfport! bid him welcome.
Zaph. Thy fuff 'rings then-are o’er, the ebb is paft,
And a full tide of hope flows in upon us.
" Mir. The {pirit of our prophet that infpir’d me
Breath'd fuch divine perfuafion from my lips
As fhook the reverend fathers—Sirs, cry'd I,
This fav’rite of high Heav’n, who rules in battle,
Before whofe footitool tributary kings
Bow the anointed head, born here in Mecca,
Afks but to be enroll'd a fenator,
F Aad you refufe Lis pray’r. Deluded fages!
Altho’ your cong’ror he requefts no more
Than one day’s truce, pure pity to yourfelves!
To fave you 1f he can, and you—Oh fhame !—
At this a gen'ral murmur {pread around,
Which feem’d propitious to us— :
Zaph. Greatly carry'd!
Go on
Mir. Then ftraight th’ inflexible Alcanor
Flew thro’ the ftreets, aflembling all the people
“To bar our prophet. Thither too I fled,
Urg’d the fame arguments, exhorted, threaten’d,
Till they unhing’d the gates, and gave free paflage
To Mahomet and his chiefs—In vain Alcanor
. And his difhearten’d party, ftrove t’ oppofe him ;
Serene and dauntlefs thro’ the gazing crowd
With more than human majefty he mov’d,
" Bearing the peaceful olive, whilit the truce
Was inftantly proclaim’d '
Pal. But'where ’s the prophet ?
Mir. Reclin’d in yonder grot that joins the temple,
Attended by his chiefs.
Zaph. There let us hafte
Withduteousftep, and bow ourfelvesbefore him. [ Excvnt.
' SCENE changes to a fpacious grotio.
ManoMET difeovered with the dlcoran befere hinm.
Mab. Glorious hypocrify ! what fools are they
‘Who fraught with lultful or ambitious views
Wear not thy fpecious mafk—Thou, Alcoran !
Haft won more battles, ta’en more cities for me,
Than thrice my feeble numbers had achiev’d
Withoat the fuccour of thy facred impulfe.
. B ij
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Lnter Hercipes, AMmon, and Avrl.

Invincible {fupporters of our grandeur!
My faithful chiefs, Hercides, Ammon, Ali!
Go and inftru& this people in my name
"Vhat faith may dawn, and like a morning-ftar
Be herald to may rifing: - :
1.cad them toknow and toadore my God ;
Butaboveallto fearhim—Lo, Palmira! [ Exe.Her {5
Her angcl-face, with unfeign’d bluthes fpread,
Rroclaims the purity that dwells within.

. Enter Mirvan, Zaruna, and PaLmMira.
{ To Palmira.] Thehand of War was ne’cr before fo bar-
Never bore from me half fo rich a fpoil [barous,
Asthee my fair.

Pal. Joy to my heav’nly guardian !
Joy to the world that Mahomet ’s in Mecca!
Mahb. My child, let me embrace thee How’s this,
Thou here! ) - [Zaphna!
Zaph. knecling.] My father, chief, and holy pontiff!
The god that thou’rt mfpir’d by march’d before me.

Leady for thee to wade thro’ feas of danger,

Or cope with death itfelf, I hither haften’d
To yield myfelf an hoftage, and with zeal
Prevent thy order.

Diab. *Twas not well, rath boy : -
Fle that does more than I command him errs.
As much as he who falters in his duty,
And is not for my purpofe—I obey "
My god—implicitly obey thou me. -

Pal. Pardon, my gracious Lord, his wellmeant ardour.
Brought up from tender infancy beneath
The fhelter of thy facred patronage,
Zupbna and I’ave been animated fill
By the fame fentiments : alas, great Prophet!
1’ave had enongh of wretchednefs—to languifh
A prifoner here, far both from him and you ;
Grudge me not then the ray of confolation
His prefence beam’d, nor cloud my dawning hope’
Of rifing freedom and fclicity.

Mab. Palmira, ’tis enough; T read thy heart—
Be not alarm’d; tho’ burden’d with the cares
Of throngs and altars, ftill my guardian ege
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Will watch o’er thee as o’er the univerfe,

Follow my gen’rals Zaphna. Fair Palmira,

Retire, and pay your pow’rful vows to Heav’n,

And dread no wrongs but from Alcanor.

[Zaphna and Palmira go out feparately.

Mirvan

Attend thou here—"T'is time, my trufty foldier,

My longtry’d friend, to lay unfolded to thee

The clofe refolves and councils of my heart.

The tedious length of a precarious fiege

- May damp the prefent ardour of my troops,

And check me in the height of my career.

Let us not give deluded mortals leifure

By reafon to difperfe the myftick gloom

We ’ave caft about us—Prepofieflion, friend,
Reigns monarch of the million—Mecca’s crowd

" Gaze at my rapid viétories, and think

. Some awful pow’r dire€ts my arm to conguett ;

But whilft-our friends once more renew their efforts

. To win the wav’ring people to our intereft,

What think’ft thou, fay, of Zaphna and Palmira?
Mir. As of thy mott refign’d and faithful vaffals.
Mab. Oh Mirvan! they ’re the deadlieft of my foes.
Mir. How! .

Mah. Yes, they love each other—
Mir. Well—what crime ?—

- Mah.Whatcrime! doft fay?--Learnall myfrailty then--

My life’s a.combat : keen aufterity -

Subjeéts my nature to abftemious bearings:

I’ave banifh’d from my lips that trait’rous liquor

That either works to pradtices of outrage

Or melts the manly breaft to woman’s weaknefs;

Or on the burning fands or defert rocks

With thee I bear th’ inclemency of climates,

Freeze at the pole, or fcorch beneath the line.

For all thefe toils love only can retaliate,

The only confolation or reward,

Fruit of my labours, idol of my incenfe,

And fole divinity that I adore;

Know then that I prefer this young Palmira

To all the'ripen’d beauties that attend me,

Dwell on her accents, dote upon her fmiles,
B ijj
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And am not mine but her’s. Now judge, my {riend,
tlow vaft the jealous tranfports of thy malter,
‘Whon at Lis feet he daily hears this charmer
Avow a foreign love, and, infolent,
Give Mahomet a rival ¥
M:ir. How! and Mahomet
Not inflantly revenge—s—
Mub. Ah! fhould he not?
But better to deteft-him know him better -
Learn then that both my rival and my love
Sprang from the loins of thig audacious tyrant..
Mir. Alcanor!
Muab. Is their father; old Hercides,
“To whofe fage inftitution I commit
My captive infants, late reveal’d it to me—
Perdition! I myfelf light up their flame,
- And fed it till I fet myfelf on fire.
Well, means muft be employ’d:.but fee, the father;:
He comes this way, and lanches from his eye
Malignant fparks of enmity and rage.
Mirvan,.fee all ta’en care of; let Hercides
With his efcorte befet yon® gate; bid Ali
Make proper difpofition round the temple ;
This done return, and render me account
Of what fuccefs we meet with ’mongft the people:.
"Chen, Mirvan, we’ll determine or to loofe
Oz bridle in our vengeance as it fuits. [ Exit Mirvan.
Knter ALcanor.
Mab. Why doft theu ftart Alcanor? whence that hor- |
Is then my: fight fo baneful to thee ? [rour!
Ale. ¢ Heavens!”?
Mauft I then bear this? muft T meet in Mecea;
On terms of peace, this fpoiler of the earth?
Mak. Appreach,oldman, withoutablufh, fince Heav'n
For fome high end decrees cur future union. |
Alz. 1 blufh not for myfelf, but thee, thou tyrant; !
For thee, bad man! who com’ft with ferpent-guile
To fow diffention in the realms of peace:
Thy very name fcts families at variance,
*Twixt fon and father burits the bonds of nature,.
Apd fcars endzarment from the nuptial pillow ? 3
¢ Ev’n truce with thee is.a new flratagem.”

.
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And is it, infolent diffembler! thus
Thou com’ft to give the fons of Mecca peace,
And me an unknown god?
Mah. Were.I to anfwer any but Alcanor
That unknown god fhould fpeak in thunder for me,
But here with thee I’d parley as a man.
Ale. What canit thou fay ? what urge in thy defence?
What right haft thou receiv’d to plant new faiths,
Or lay a claim to royalty and priefthood?
Hab. The right that a refolv’d and tow’ring fpmr.
Has o’er the grov’ling inftin& of the vulgar:
Al. Patience, good Heav'ns! have I not known thee,
When void of wealth, inheritance, or fame, [Mahomet,
Rank’d with the loweft of the low at Mecca?
_Mah. Doft thou not konow, thou haughty feeble man,
That the low infe&, lurking in the grafs, .
And the imperial eagle, which aloft
Ploughs the ethcereal plain, are both alike
In the Eternal Eye—Montals are equal
Iris not birth, magnificence, or pow’r,
Bet virtue on]y makes the difPrence *twixt them.
Ale. apart.] What facred truth from what polluted lips !
Mabh. By virtue’s ardent pinions borne on high
Heav'n met my zeal, gave me in folemn charge
Its facred faws, then bad me on and publifh.
Ale. And did Heav’n bid thee on and plunder too?
Mah. My law is aétive, and inflames the foul
With-thirft of glory. What can thy dumb gods?
What laurels fpring beneath their {ooty altars?
Thy flothful fe& dllgn ce the humankind,
Enervate lifelefs images of men!
Mine bear th’ intrcpid foul; my faith makes heroes.
Ale. Go preach thefe doétrines at Medina, where
By proftrate wretches thou art rais’d to homage.
AMah. Hear me; thy Mecca trembles at my name;
If therefore thon wouldit fave thyfelf or city
Embrace my proffer'd friendfuip What to-day
Ithus folieit 1’1} command to-morrow.
Ale. Contraét with thee a friendfhip! frontlefs man!
Know'{t thoua god can work that miracle?
Aal 1do Neeeffity thy intereft.
Ale. Interettis thy-god, Equity is mine.
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Propofe the tie of this unnatural union ;
Say, is’t the lofs of thy illfated fon,
‘Who in the field fell vi¢tim to my rage,
Or the dear blood of my poor captlve children,
Shed by thy butchermg hands?
Mab. Ay, tis thy children.
Mark me then well, and learn th® important fecret

Which I'm fole mafter of——Thy children live.
Ale. Live!
- Mab. Yes both live——

oAle. What fay'ft thou? Both!

Mabh. Ay, both,

Ale. And doft thou not beguile me?

Mab. No, old man. :

Ale. Propitious Heav'ns! Say, Mahomet, for now
Methinks I could hold endlefs converfe with thee,
Say what ’s their portion, liberty or bondage?

Mab. Bred in my camp, and tutor'd in my law, i
1 hold the balance of their deftinies, :
And now ’tis on the turn their lives or deathg———e |
*1'is thine to fay which fhall preponderate. {
" Alc. Mine! can Ifavethem ? name themighty ranfom—
If I muft bear their chains double the weight,

And I will kifs the hand that puts them on;
Orif my ftreaming blood muit be the purchafe,
Drain ev’ry fluice and channel of my body,
My fwelling veins will burft to give it paflage.

Mah. 'l tell thee then—renounce thy Pagan faith,
Abolifh thy vain gods, and

Al:. Ha!

Mah. Nay, more,

_Surrender Mecea to me, quit this temple,

AfGft me to impofe upon the world,

Thunder my Koran to the gazing crowd,

Proclaim me for their prophet and their king,

And be a glorious pattern of credulity

To Korah’s itubborn tribe. . Thefe terms perform’d
Thy fon thall be reftor’d, and Mahomet’s felf :
‘Will deign to wed thy daughter.

Ale. Hear me Mahomet:
1 am a father, and this bofom boafts
A lLieart as tender as ¢’er parent bore.
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After a fifteen years of anguifh for them
Once more to view my children, clafp them to me,
And die in-their embraces—melting thought!
‘But were I doom’d or to enflave my country,
And help to {pread black errour.o’er the edrth,
Or to behold thefe blood-embrued hands,
Deprive me of them both—Know me then Mahomet,
I'd not admit a doubt to cloud my choice
[ Looking earneftly at Mahomet for fome time before be [peaks.
Farewell. ' [Lxit dicancr.
' Mah. Why, fare thee well then—chuslith dotard!
Inexorable fool! Now by my arms
I'will have great revenge ; I’ll meet thy fcora
With treble retribution. i

Enter Mirvas,

i Well, my Mirvan,
" What fay'ft thou to it now?
Mir. Why, that Alcanor
Or we mutt fall.
Mab. Fall then the obdurate rebel !
Mir. The truce expires to-morrow, when Alcanor
Again is Mecca’s mafter, and has vow’d
. Deftruéion on thy head : the fenate too
' Have pafs’d thy doom. -
Mah. Thofe heart-chill'd paltry babblers
Plac’d on the bench of floth with eafe can nod
And vote a man to death; why don’t the cowards
Stand me in yonder plain >—With half their numbers
I drove them headlong to their walls for fhelter,
And he was deem’d the wifeft fenator
That enter’d firft the gate; but now they think
They’ave got me in the toil their {pirits mount,
And they could prove moft valorous aflaffing——
Well, this I like—I always ow’d iy greatnefs
To oppofition ; had I not met with ftruggles
1’d been obfcure—Enough—Perith Alcanor!
He marbled up the pliant populace,
‘Thofe’dupes of novelty will bend before us
Like ofiers to a hurricane
Mir. No time
Is to be loft. :
Mah. But for a proper arm ;
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For, however irkfome, we muft fave .

Appearances, and mafk it with the vulgar. |
Jtlir. True, my fage chief—What think’ft thou thenof |
Mah. Of Zaphna, fay’ft thou'! [Zaphna?
Mir. Yes, Alcanor’s hoftage

He can in private do thee vengeance on him :

‘Thy other fav’rites of maturer age,

And more diicreetly zealous, would not rifk it :

Youth is the flock whence grafted fuperftition

Shoots with unbounded vigour. He’s a flave

'To thy defpotick faith, and urg’d by thee,

However mild his nature may appear,

Howe’er humane and noble is his fpirit,

Or ftrong his reafon, where allow'd to reafon,

He would for Heav'n’s fake martyr half mankind. -

Mabh. The brother of Palmira !

Mir. Yes, that brother,

The only fon of thy outrageous foe,
And the inceftuous rival of thy love.

Mah. T hate the ftripling, loathe his very name ;
The manes of my fon too cries for vengeance
On the curs’d fire ; but then thou know’ft my love,
XKnow'ft from whofe blood the fprang; thisftaggers,Mirvar;
And yet I’m here furrounded with a gulf
Ready to fwallow me ; come too in queft.

Of altars and a throne—What muft be done !—
My warring paffions, ljke contending clouds
When fraught with thunder’s fatal fuel, burft
Upon themfelves, and rend me with the fhock.
And fhall enervating contagious love

Hag my afpiring {pirit, fink medown

To woman's fhackles, make a lapthing of me?
Glory ! that muft not be ! ambition ftill

And great revenge impetuous urge their claims,
And muft be notic’d. Mirvan, found this youth; _
Touch not at once upon the ftartling purpofe,
But make due preparation,

Mir. I°l1 attack him :
With all the forces of enthufiafm ;
There lies our ftrength.

Mab. Firtt then, a {folemn vow
To aét whatever Heav’n by me enjoins him ;

\
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Next omens, dreams, and vifions, may be pleaded ;
Hints too of black defigns by this Alcanor

Upon Palmira’s virtue and his life
,But to the proof—Be now propitious, Fortune,

Then love, ambition, vengeance, jointly triumph. [Exe.

ACT 111
Scene, a grand apartment.
Enter ZavHxa and PaLmMirA.

ZAPHNA."

A Lcanor claima private conference with us!
What has he to unfold?

Pal. I tremble Zaphna.

Zaph. Time prefs’d too, did he fay?

Pal. He did; then caft
A look fo piercing on me it o’erwhelm’d
My face wath deep confufion ; this he mark’d,
Then ftarting left me.

Zaph. afide.] Ha! thisgives me fear
That Mirvan’s jealoufies are too well grounded ;
But I muft not diftra& her tender bofom ’
With vifionary-terrours. [ 70 Pal.] Both in private? -

Pal. In private both.

Zaph. Her virtue and my life! [ Apart.
It cannot be; {o reverend a form
Could ne’er be pander to fuch black devices.

Pal. But let us fhun it Zaphna ; much I fear
Alcanor has deceiv’d us: dread the treachery
Of this blood-thirity fenate. Truft me, Zaphna,
They *ave fworn the extirpationof our faith,
Nor care by what vile means—

Zaph. My foul’s beft treafure,
For whofe fecurity my ev’ry thought
Is up in arms, regardlefs of my own; ‘
Shun thou Alcanor’s prefence. This hour, Palmira,
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff,
Prepares to folemnize fome aét of worfhip
Of a more hallow’d and myfterious kind
Than will admit of vulgar eye ; myfelf
Alone am honour'd to affift.

Pal. Along!
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Zaph. Yes, to devote myfelf by folemn vow
For fome great a&, of which my fair’s the prize.

Pal. What a&?

Zaph. No matter, fince my lov’d Palmira
" Shall be the glorious recompenfe—

Pal. Oh Zaphna!

Methinks I do not like this fecret vow. .

Why muft I not be prefent ! were I with thee

T fhould not be fo anxious;

For truft me, Zaphna, my affetion for thee

Is of that pure difinterefted nature, ]
So free from paffion’s taint, I’ave no one with

T'o have thee more than thus, have thee my friend, -
. Share thy lov’d converfe, wait upon thy welfare,
And view thee with a fifter’s fpotlefs eye.

Zaph. Angelick excellence!

Padl. And let me tell thee
This Mirvan, this fierce Mirvan, gives me terrours :
So far from tend’ring confolation to me
His thene is blood and flaughter. -As I met him.
His eyes flam’d fury, whilft in doubious phrafe
He thu3 befpoke me—The deftroying angel
Mutt be let loofe—Palmira, Heav’n ordains
Some glorious deed for thee yet hid in darknefs ;
Learn an implicit rev’rence for its will,

And abcve all I warn thee fear for Zaphna.

Zaph. What could he mean ? can'I believe, Alcanor,

Thy fair deportment but a treach’rous mafk ?

Yet {pite of all the rage that ought to fire me

Againtt this rebel to our faith and prophet

1'ave held me happy in his friendthip,

And bondage wore the livery of choice.  [my Zaphna,

Pal. How has Heav’n fraught our love-link’d hearts
With the fame thoughts, averfions, and defires !
But for thy fafety and our dread religion,

That thunders hatred to all infidels,
With great remorfe I fhould accufe Alcanor.

Zaph. Let us fhake off this vain remorfe Palmira,
Refign ourfelves to Heav’n and att its pleafure.
The hour is’come shat I muft pledge my vow:
Doubt not but the Supreme, who claims this fervice,
Will prove propitious to our chafte endearments.

4




[l

48111, MAHOMET. ’ 25
Farewell my Jove; I fly to gain the fummit
Of earth’s felicity—to gain Palmira. [ Exit.

Pal. Where’er I turn me here *tis all fufpicion.
What means this vow ? Mirvan, I like thee not :
Alcanor too diftraéts my tim'rous breaft :

Ev’n Mahomet’s felf I dread whilft I invoke him.

Like one benighted *midft a place of tombs

1 gaze around me, ftart at ev’ry motion,

And feem hemm’d in by vifionary fpeétres.

Allrighteous Pow’r, whom trembling I adore, .

And blindly follow, oh dcliver me

From thefe heart-rending terrours !—Ha! who’s here?
Enter ManoMET.

'Tis he! *tis Mahomet himfelf! kind Heav’n

Has fent him to my aid—My gracious Lord !

Prote& the dear dear idol of my foul;

Save Zaphna ; guard him from

Mab. From what!—why Zaphna?

‘Whence this vain terrour? is he not with us ?

Pal. Oh Sir, you deuble now my apprehenfions!
Thofe broken accents and that eager look -

Shew you have anguith fmoth’ring at the heart,
And prove for once that Mahomet ’s a mortal.

Mab. apart.] Ha! I fhall turn a traitor to myfelf—
Oh woman ! waman ! hear me ; ought I not
To be enrag’d at thy profane attachment ?

How could thy breaft, without the keeneit fting,
Harbour one thought not di€tated by me?
Is that young mind 1 took fuch toil to form
Turn’d an ingrate and infide! at once?
Away, rebellious maid——-
Pal. What doft thau fay,
My royal Lord ? Thus proftrate at your feet
Let me implore forgivenefs if in-aught
I have offended : talk not to me thus;
A frown from thee, my father and my king,
Is death to poor Palmira. Say then, Mahomet,
Didft thou not in this very place permit him
To tender me his vows?
Mab. apart.] ¢ His vows! perdition!”
How the foft trait’refs racks me !— Rife Palmira—
[Apar+.]Down,rebellove! I muﬂ:becalm—Cé)me hitker;
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Beware, rath maid, of fuch imprudent fteps,
They lead to guilt. What wild pernicious errours
May n't the heart vield to if not greatly watch’d !
Pal. In loving Zaphna fure it cannot err ;
There's nothing wild, nothing pernicious—
Mah. How!
This theme dclights you
Pal. I muft own it does. :
Yecs, my great mafter, for I ftill have thought
That Heav’n itfelf approv’d of my affe&ion,
And gave a fan&ion to our mutual ardours.
Can what was virtue once be now a crime?
Can I be guilty
Mlab. Yes—towards me you are
You, nurs’d from infancy beneath my eye,
Child of my care and pupil of my faith,
You, whom my partial fondnefs ftill diftinguifh’d
From all the captive youths that grac’d my triumphs,
And you who now without my leave permit
A {lave to bear thee from my fight for ever.
Pal, No, we both live, nay more, would die for thee:
And oh my Lord! if all that earth can offer
., Of grandeur, opulence, or pleafure, e’er
Shall make me deaf to gratitude’s demands,
May Zaphna’s felf be evidence againft me,
And plead for double venreance on my treachery.
Mub. apart.] Zaphna again! Furies! I fhall relapfe!
And make her witnefs of my weaknefs.
Pal. Sir!
What fudden ftart of paflion arms that eye?
Mub, Oh nothing : pray retire a while : take courage;
I’m not at all difplcas’d: *t was but to found
"['he depth of thy young héart. I praife thy choice;
Truft then thy deareft int’reft to iny bofom ;
But know your fate depends on your obedience.
If I have been a guardian to your youth,
If all my lavifh bounties paft weigh aught,
Deferve the future bleflings which await you, ‘
Howe’er the voice of Heav’n difpofe of Zaphna,
Confirm him in the path where duty leads,
That he may keep his vow and merit thee.
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Pal. Diftruft him not my fov’reign; noble Zaphna
Difdains to lag in love or glory’s courfe.
Mah. Enough of words—
Pal. Asboldly I’ave avow’d
The love I bear that hero at your fect,
I’ll now to him, and fire his gen’rous breaft
To prove the duty he bas fworn to thee. [ Exit Palmira.
Mah. alone.] Confufion! muft I, fpite o’ me, be made
The confidant of her inceftuous paflion?
What could I fay? fuch fweet fimplicity
Lur’d down my rage, and innocently wing’d
The arrow thro’ my heart. And fhzll I'bear this?
Be made the fport of curft Alcanor’s houfe ?
Check'd in my rapid progrefs by the fire,
Supplanted in my love by this rath boy,
And made a gentle pander to the daughter?
Perdition on the whole detefted race!
Enter Mirvan.
Mir. Now, Mahomet, ’s the time to feize on Mecca,
Cruth this Alcanor, and enjoy Palmira.
This night the old enthufiaft offers incenfe
To his vain gods in facred Caabio:
Zaphna, who flames with zcal for Heav’n and thee,
May be won o’er to feize that lucky moment.
Mah. He fhall; it muft be {fo; he’s born to act
The glorious crime; and let Lim be at once
The inftrument and vi&tim of the murder.
My law, my love, my vengeance, my own fafety,
Have doom’d it fo—But, Mirvan, doft thou think
His youthful courage, nurs’d in {uperflition,
Can ¢’er be work’d—
Mir. I tell thee, Mahomet,
He’s tutor’d to accomplifh thy defign.
Palmira too, who thinks thy will is Heav'n’s,
Will nerve his arm to cxecute thy pleafure.
Love and enthufiafm blind her youth
They ’re ftill moft zealous who ’re moft ignorant.
Mah. Didft thou engage him by a folemn vow?
Mir. 1did, with all th’ enthufialtick pomp
Thy law enjoins; then gave him, as from thee,
A confecrated fword to aét thy will.
Oh, he is burning with religious fury!
< Cjj
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Mah. But hold, he.comes—
Enter Zaruna.
Child of that awful and tremendous pow’r
Whofe laws I publifh, whofe behefts proclaim,
Liften whilft I unfold his facred will:
*Tis thine to vindicate his ways to man,
>T'is thine his injur’d worthip to avenge.
Zaph. Thou Lord of nations, delegate of Heav’n,
Sent to fhed day o’er the benighted world,
Oh fay in what can Zaphna prove his duty!
Inftrué me how a frail earthprifon’d mortal
Can or avenge or vindicate a god.
Mabh. By thy weak arm he deigns to prove his caufe,
And lanch his vengeance on blafpheming rebels.
Zaph. What glorious a&tion, what illuftrious danger,
Does that Supreme, whofe image thou, demand?
Place me, oh place me! in the front of battle . ;
’Gaind odds innumerable ; try me there;
Or if a fingle combat claim my might
‘The ftouteft Arab may ftep forth and fee
1f Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought.
Mah. Oh, greatly faid, my fon ; ’t is infpiration !
But heed me: *tis not by a glaring a&
Of human valour Heav'n has will'd to prove thee;
This infidels themfelves may boaft when led
By oftentation, rage, or brutelike rathnefs.
To do whate’er Heav’n gives in facred charge,
Nor dare to found its fathomlefs decrees,
This and this only’s meritorious zeal.
Attend, adore, obey ; thou fhalt be arm’d
By Death’s remorfelefs angel which awaits me.
Zaph. Speak out, pronounce ; what vi¢tim muft Ioffer!
‘What tyrant facrifice? whofe blood requir’t thou?
Mabh. The blood of a detefted infidel,
A murderer, a foe to Heav’n and me,
A wretch who flew my child, blafphemes my god,
And like 2 huge Coloffus bears a world
Of impious vppofition to my faith:
The blood of curft Alcanor.
Zaph. 1'—Alcanor!
Mah. What! doft thou hefitate ! Rafh youth, beware;
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He that deliberates is facrilegious.
Far, far from me be thofe audacious mortals
Who for themfelves would impioufly judge,
Or fee with their own eyes; who dares to think
Was never born a profelyte for me.
Know who I am; know on this very fpot
'ave charg’d thee with the juit decree of Heav’n, -
And when that Heav'n requires of thee no more
Than the bare off ’ring of its deadlieft foe,
Nay, thy foe too and mine, why doft thou balance,
As thy own father were the vi¢tim claim’d !
Go, vile idolater! falfe Muffelman !
Go feek another maitet, a new faith.
Zaph. Oh Mahomet!
Mab. Jult when the prize is ready,
When fair Palmira’s deftin’d to thy arms——
But what ’s Palmira ? or what ’s heav’n to thee,
Thou poor weak rebel to thy faith and love !
Go ferve and cringe to our detefted foe.
- Zaph. Oh pardon, Mahomet ! methinks I hear
The oracle of Heav'n—1It fhall be done.
Mabh. Obey then, ftrike, and for his impious blood

Palmira’s charms and Paradife te thine. [eyes
“ Apart to Mirvan.] Mirvan attend him clofe,and let thy
¢ Be fix’d on ev'ry movement of his foul.” [ Exeunt.

29

Zaph. alone.] Soft, let me think—This duty wears the

face

Of fomething more than monftrous—Pardon, Heav'n!

To facrifice an innacent old man,
Weigh’d down with age, unfuccour’d and unarm’d!
When I am hoftage for his fafety too!
No matter, Heav’n has chofe me for the duty;
My vow is paft and muft be ttraight fulfill’d.
Ye ftern relentlefs minifters of wrath,
Spirits of vengeance! by whofe ruthlefs hands
The haughty tyrants of the earth have bled,
Come to my fuccour, to my flaming zeal
Join your determin’d courage;
And thou, angel
Of Mahomet, exterminating angel!
That mow’ft down nations to prepare his paffage,
Support my falt’ring will, harden my hcartc,

1
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Left nature, pity, plead Alcanor’s caufe,

And wreft the dagger from me.

Hah! who comes here?

Enter AvrLcanor.
Ale. Whence, Zaphna, that deep gloom,

That like a blafting mildew on the ear

Of promis’d harveit blackens o’er thy vifage ?

Grieve not that here, thro’ form, thou art confin'd ;

1 hold thee not as hoftage but as friend,

And make thy fafety partner with my own.
Zaph.apart.] Andmakemyfafety partner with thy own!
Aic. The bloody carnage, by this truce fufpended

For a few moments, like a torrent check’d

In its full low, will with redoubled ftrength

Bear all before it '

In this impending fcene of publick horrour

Be then, dear youth! thefe manfions thy afylam :

I'll be thy hoftage now, and with my life

Will anfwer that no mifchief fhall befal thee.

I know not why, but thou art precious to me.

Zaph. Heav’n, duty, gratitude, humanity! [ Apart.

What didit thou fay Alcanor? Didft thou fay

That thy own roof fhould fhield me from the tempeft?

. 'T'hat thy own life ftood hoftage for my fafety?

Ale. Why thus amaz’d at my compafflion for thee?

I am a man myfelf, and that’s enough

"o make me feel the woes of other men,

And labour to redrefs ’em—

Zaph. cpart.] What melody thefe accents make!

And whillt my own religion {purs to murder

His precepts of humanity prevail.

[ 7o Alcanor.] Can then a foe to Mahomet’s facred law

Be virtue’s friend?

Ale. Thou know’ft but little, Zaphna,

If thou doft think true virtue is confin’d

"To climes or fyftems; no, it flows fpontaneous,

Like life’s warm ftream thro’out the whole creation,..

And beats the pulfe of ¢v’ry healthful heart.

How canft thou, Zaphna, worthip for thy god

A being claiming cruelty and murders

From his adorers? Such is thy mafter’s god—

Zaph. agart.] Oh, my relenting foul! thou ’rt almoft
thaw'd
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From thy refolve—1I pray you Sir no more.
Peace, reafon, peace!

Alc.apart.] The more I view him, talk with him, obferve
His underftanding tow’ring ’hove his age,
His candour, which ev’n bigotry cann’t fmother,
The more my breaft takes int’reft in‘his welfare. [afk thee
[ToZaphna.] Zaphna, come near—1I oft’ have thought to
"T'o whom thou ow'ft thy birth,whofe gen’rous blood
Swells thy young veins and mantles at thy heart.

Zaph. That dwells in darknefs ; no one friendly beam
E'er gave me glimpic from whom I am defcended.
The camp of godlike Mahomet has been
My cradle and my country, whilft of all
His captive infants no one more has fhar’d
The funthine of his clemency and care.

Ale. Ido not blame thy gratitude young man;
But why was Mahomet thy benefadtor?
Why was not I? I envy him that glory.
Why then this impious man has been a father
Alike to thee and to the fair Palmira,

Zaph. Oh!

Alc. What’s the caufe, my Zaphna, of that figh,
And all that language of a {mother’d anguifh?
Why didft thou fnatch away thy cordial eye
That fhone on me before? 4

Zaph. apart.] Oh my torn heart!
Palmira’s name revives the racking thought
Of my near blunted purpofe.

Alc. Come, my friend ;
The floodgates of deftru&tion foon thrown ope
Will pour in ruin on that curfe of nations.
If I can fave but thee and fair Palmira
From this o’erflowing tide let all the reft
Of his abandon’d minions be the viims
For your deliverance—I mutt fave your blood.

Zaph. apart.] Juft Heav'n! and is’t not I muft fhed his

Ale. Nay, tremble if thou dar’ft to hefitate.  [blood]
Follow me ftraight. ]

Enter Puaron.

. Pha. Alcanor, read that letter,

Put in my hands this moment by an Arab
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With utmoft ftealth, and air befpeaking fomewhat
Of high importance.
Alc. reads.]. Whence is this —H-rcides!
Cautious, my eyes! be fure you ’re not miftaken
In what you here infinuate. Gracious Heav'n !
Will then thy Previdence at length o’errule
My wayward fate, and by one matchlefs bleffing
Sweeten the fuff’rings of a threefcore years!
[ After looking for fome time earneftly at Zaphna,
Follow me. '
Zaph. Thee!—But Mahomet—
Ale. Thy life
And all its future blifs dwells on this moment.

Follow I fay. [ Exeunt Alcanor and Pharon.
Enter Mirv AN and bis Attendants haflily on the other fide of
’ the Stage. ’

. Mir. to Zaphna.] Traitor, turn back ; what means
"This conference with the foe? To Mahomet
Away this inftant ; he commands thy prefence.

Zaph. apart.] Where am 1? Heav’ns ! how fhall I now
How a& ! A precipice on ev’ry fide [refolve!
¢ Awaits me,”” and the firft leaft ftep’s perdition.

Mir. Young man, our prophet brooks not fuch delay;
Go, ftop the bolt that’s ready to be lanch’d
On thy rebellious head.

Zaph. Yes, and renounce
This horrid vow, that’s poifon to my foul.

: [ Exit with Mirvan, &e.
Reenter ALcaNoR and PHaron.

Alc. Where is this Zaphna ?—But he flies me ftill:
In vain I call in all the foft’ning arts
Of pity, love, and friendfhip, to engage him:

Hjs breaft is fear’d by that impoftor’s precepts
’Gainft all who bid defiance to his laws.
But, Pharon, didft thou mark the baneful gloom,
The fomewhat like reluétance, rage, and pity,
‘That blended fat upon his penfive brow ?
Pha. 1did; there’s fomething at his heart—
Ale. There is——
" Would I could fathom it} This letter, Pharon,
His afpe&, age, the tranfport that I tafte
When he is near me, the anxiety -
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His abfence gives, do too much violence
; To my diftradted fenfe. Hercides here

Defires to fee me; *t was his barbarous hands

That robb’d me of my children; they are living,

He tells me, under Mahomet’s proteétion,

And he has fomething to unfold on which

Their deftiny and mine depends. This Zaphna

And young Palmira, vaffals of that tyrant,

Are ignorant from whom they are defcended.

Imagination’s pregnant with the thought.

My wifhes mock me. Sinking with my grief

I blindly catch at ev'ry flatt’ring errour,

And fupplicate Deception’s felf for fuccour.
Pha. Hope, but yet fear, Alcanor : think, my chief,

How many infants from their parents torn,

Ere confcious whofe they are, attend that tyrant,

Drink in his di@tates, place their being in him,

And deem him an infallible difpenfer

Of Heav’n’s decifions
Alc. Well, no matter, Pharon:

At noon of night condu& Hercides hither;

"Thy mafler in th’ adjoining fane once more

Will importune the gods with pray’rs and incenfe

That he may fave his friends and fee his children. .
Pha. Thou fhalt not find thy Pharon flack in aught

That tendsto thy deliverancefrom thisanguifh. [ Ex. Phar.
Alc. Jutt Heav'n! if by erroneous thought or a&t

1 have drawn down your fierce difpleafure on me

Point me to right, I’ll onward to its goal

With double energy, will expiate all,

That in the days of ignorance might offend ;

Only reftore my children to my care,

Give to my craving arms my haplefs children,

That I may form them, turn ’em back from wrong,

Weed their young minds of thofe pernicious errours

The arch-impoftor has implanted in ’em,

Train ’em in virtue’s fchool, and lead them on

To deeds of glorious and immortal honour. [Exit.

~
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ACT IV.
SceNe, Mahomet's apartment.

ManomET alone.
Amil r1oN knows not confcience:
Well, this Zaphna
Is fix’d at length—I leflon’d him fo home,
Dealt to his young enthufiaftick foul
Such promifes and threats——
Enter Mirvan.
Mirvan, what news?
' Mir. Oh, Mahomet, I fear the nice-wov’n web
Of our defign’s unravell’d. Ere thy fpirit
Had reinflam’d young Zaphna with the thirft
Of old Alcanor's blood he had reveal’d
The dreadful purpofe to Hercides—
Mah. Hah!
Mir. Hercides loves the youth, and Zaphna ftill
Has held him as a father.
Mab. That I like not.
What does Hercides fay ? thinks he with us?
Mir. Oh no ; he trembles at the very thought
Of this dread fcene, compaflionates Alcanor,
And——- .
* MMah. He's but a half friend then, and a half friend
I. not a fpan from traitor. Mirvan, Mirvan,
A dangerous witnefs muft be fome way dealt with:
Am I obey’d?
Mir. >Tis done.
Mah. Then for the reft
Or ¢’er the harbinger of morrow’s dawn
Glecam in the eaft, Alcanor, thou muft fet,
Or Mahomet and all his hopes muft perith : -
That s the firvft ftep then—Zaphna, next for thee.
Soon as thy hands have dealt the midnight mifchicf
In thy own blood the fecret muft be drown’d.
Thus quit of fon and father (thofe curft rivals
‘Who cibow me at once in love and grandeur)
Both Mecca and Palinira#thall be mine.
Oh tow’ring profpect ! how it fills the eye
Of my afpiring and enamour’d foul ! *
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Night! put on double fable, that no ftar
May be a fpy on thofe dark deeds
Shall we accomplifh this?
Mir, We fhall, my chief. v
Mah. What tho’ I feize his life from whom the fprung?
He's not her father as fhe knows it not.
Truft me thofe partial ties of blood and kindred
‘Are but th’ illufive taints of education:
What we call nature is mere habit Mirvan ;
That habit’s on our fide ; for the whole ftudy
Of this young creature’s life has been obedience,
To think, believe, and a&, as pleafur’d me.
But hold, the hour on which our fortune hangs
Is now at hand. While Zaphna feeks the temple
Let us look round us, fee that not a wheel
Lag in the vaft machine we have at work :
It is fuccefs that confecrates our altions:
The vanquifh’d rebel as a rebel dies,
The viétor-rebel plumes him on a throne. [ Exeunt.
ScENE changes to the temple.
Enter Zavuna with a drawn fword in bis hand.
Zaph. Well then, it muft be {o; I muft difcharge
This cruel duty—Mahomet enjoins it,
And Heav'n thro’ him demands it of my hands.
Horrid, tho’ facred aét !—my foul fhrinks back,
And wont admit convi&ion—Ay, but Heav’n!
Heav’n’s call I muft obey—Oh dire obedience!
What doft thou coft me! my humanity!
Why, duty, art thou thus at war with nature?
Enter PaLMirA.
Thou here Palmira! oh! what fatal tranfport
Leads thee to this fad place, thefe dark abodes,
Sacred to death? Thou haft no bus’nefs here.
Pal. Oh, Zaphna, fear and love have been my guides.
What horrid facrifice is this enjoin’d thee ?
What vi&im does the god of Mahomet
Claim from thy tenderhand?
Zaph. Oh, my guardian angel,
Speak; refolve me; - -
How can aflaffination be a virtue?
How can the gracious parent of mankind

Delight in mankind’s fuff’rings? May n’t this prophet,

Well, Mirvan,
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This great announcer of his heav’nly will, oo
. Miftake it once? . '
Pal, Oh, tremble to examine.
He fees our hearts—T'o doubt is to blafpheme,
Zaph. Be fteady then, my foul, firm to thy purpofe,
And let religion fteel thee againft pity. .
Come forth thou foe to Mahomét and Heav’n,
And meet the doom thy rebel faith deferves;
Come forth Alcanor.
Pal. Who, Alcanorl,
Zaph, Yes. ,
Pal. The good Alcanor? -
Zaph. “ Why d’ye call him good ? .
Curfe on his Pagan virtues! he muit die;
"So Mahomet commands: and yet methinks
Some other deity arrcfls my arm,
And whifpers to my heart—Zaphna, forbear!
Pal. Diitraéting ftate! :
Zaph. Alas! my dear Palmira, .
I°m weak, and fhudder at this bloody bus’nefs,
Help me, oh help, Palmira! I am torn, -
Diftracted with this conflict.
Zeal, horrour, love, and pity, feize my breaft,
And drag it diffi’rent ways. Alas! Palmira,
You fee me toffing on a fea of paflions;
*Tis thine, my angel, to appeafe this tempetft,
Fix my diftra&ted will, and teach me—
Pal.—What! - - ‘
What can I teach thee in this ftrife of paffions ?
Oh Zaphna! I regere our holy prophet,
Think all his laws are regifter’d in heav'n,
And ev’ry mandate minted in the fkies,
Zaph. But then to break thro’ hofpitality,
And murder him by whom we are protected!
Pal. Oh, poor Alcanor! gen’rous good Alcanor!
My heart bleeds for thee.”
Zaph. Know then unlefs T aét this horrid fcene,
Unlefs T plunge this dagger in the breaft
Of that old man, I muft—I muft—
Pal. What—
Zaph, Muft Palmiira
(Oh agonizing thought!) lofe thee for ever,
2
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Pal. Am I the price of good Alcanor’sblood?
Zaph. So Mahomet ordains.
Pal. Horrible dowry!
Zaph. Thou know’it the curfe our prophet hasdenounc’d
Of endlefs tortures on the difabedient ?
Thou know’ft with what an oath I'ave bound myfelf
To vindicate his laws, extirpate all
That dare oppofe his progrefs: fay then, fair one,
Thou tutorefs divine, inftru& me how,
How to obey my chief, perform my oath,
Yet lift to mercy’s call. ,
Pal. This rends my heart.
Zaph. How to avoid being banifh’d thee for ever.
Pal. Oh, fave me from that thought ! muft that e’er be?
Zaph. It muft not : thou haft sow pronounc’d bis doom.
Pal. What doom >—Have I!
Zaph. Yes, thou hatt feal’d his death.
Pal. 1 feal his death!—Did I?
Zaph. *Twas Heav'n fpoke by thee; thou ’rt its oracle,
And 1’11 fulfil its laws. This is the hour
In which he pays at the adjoining altar
Black rites to his imaginary g
Follow me not Palmira.
Pal. T muft follow 3
I will not, dare not, leave thee.
Zaph. Gentle maid,
1 beg thee fly thefe walls; thou canft not bear
This horrid fcene—Oh, thefc are dreadful momen‘
Begone—quick—this way—
Pal. No, I follow thee,
Retread thy ev'ry footftep, tho’ they lead‘ :
To the dark gulf of death.
Zaph. 'Thou matchlefs maid !—to the du’e trial then,
[ Exeunt.
Scensdraws,and difeovers tlve inner part of the temple with a
pagan altar andimages, Alcanor addreffing bimfeifto theidols.
Ale. Eternal Pow'rs! that deign to blefs thefe manfions,
Prote€tors of the fons of Ifhmael,
Cruth, crufh this blafphemous mvader s force,
And turn him back with thame. If pow’r be your’l
Oh! fhield your injur'd votaries, and lay

Oppreflion bleeding at your altar’s foot.
D
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Enter Zaruna and PALMira.
Pal. entering.] A& not this bloody deed: oh fave him,
fave him.
Zaph. Save him, and lofe both Paradife and thee!
Pal. Hah, yon’ he ftands—Oh! Zaphna, all my blood
is frozen at the fight.
Ale. ’Tis in your own behalf that I implore

‘The terrours ofy our might ; {wift, fwiftly

Pour vengeance on this vile apoﬂat‘e s head,

Who dares profanely wreft your thunder from you,

And lodge it with an unknown fancy’d god.

Zaph. Hear how the wretch blafphemes! So, now—
Pal. Hold Zaphna!

Zaph. Let me go—

Pal. 1 cannot—cannot.

Ale. But if, for reafons which dimfighted mortals

Cann't look into, you’ll crown this daring rebel

With royalty and priefthood, take my life:

And if, ye gracious Pow’rs! you *ave ought of blifs

In ftore for me, at my laft hour permit me

To fee my children, pour my bleffing on them,

Expire in their dear arms, and let them clofe

Thefe eyes, which then would wifh no afterfight.

Pal. His children, did he fay?
Zaph. 1 think he did
Ale. For this I’ll at your altar pay my vows,

And makeit fmoke withincenfe. [ Retires bebind the allar.
Zgph. ¢ Now's the time ;” [ Drawing bis fanrd

Infulting Heav’n he flies to ftones for refuge:

Now let me frike.

Pal. Stay but one moment Zaphna.

Zaph. It muft not be—unhand me.

Pal. What to do! '
Zaph. To ferve my God and king, and merit thee.

[ Breaking from Palmira, andgoing towards the altar, l:ejam;
and flops fhort.

Ha! what are ye, ye terrifying fhades?

What means this lake of blood that lies before me?
Pal. Oh Zaphna! let us fly thefe horrid roofs.
Zaph. No, no—Go on ye minifters of Death;

Lead me the way: I'’ll follow ye.

Pal. Stay, Zaphna;
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eap no more horrours on me; I’m expiring
[Beneath the load. :
Zaph. Be hufh’d—the altar trembles!
What means that omen! does it fpur to murder,
Or would itrein me back ? No, ’t is the voice
+Of Heav’n itfelf that chides my ling’ring hand.
‘Now fend up thither all thy vows Palmira,
Whilft I obey its will and give the ftroke.
’ L Goes out behind the altar after Alcanor.
Pal. What vows ? will Heav’'nreceive a murd’rer’s vows?
For fure I’'m fuch whilft I prevent not murder.
Why beats my heart thus? what foft voice is this
That’s waken’d in my foul, and preaches mercy?
If Heav’n demands his life dare Ip oppofe? '
Is it my place to judge ?—Hah! that dire groan -
Proclaims the bloody bus’nefs is about.
Zaphuna! oh Zaphna!
. Reenter ZarHNaA,
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Zaph. Ha! wheream I? :
Who calls me ? where’s Palmira? fhe’s not here:
What fiend has fnatch’d her from me?
Pal. Heav'ns! he raves! .
Doft thou not know me Zaphna! her who lives
For thee alone ~Why doft thou gaze thus on me?
Zaph. Where are we ?
Pal. Hatt thou then difcharg’d
The horrid duty?
Zaph. What doft thou fay?
Pal. Alcanor:
Zaph. Alcanor! what Alcanor?
Pal. Gracious Heav’n,
Look down upon him!
Let’s begone my Zaphna,
Let s fly this place.
Zaph. Oh, whither fly! to whom?
D' ye fee thefe hands? who will receive thefe hands?
Pal. Oh, come, and let me wath them with my tears! -
Zaph. Who art thou? let me lean on thee—I find
My pow'rs returning. Is it thou Palmira?
Where have I been ? what have I done?
Pal. T know not:
Think on’t no more.

Zaph. But I muft think and talk on't too Palmira.

\
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I feiz'd the vi&im by his hoary locks—
(Thou, Heav'n, didft will it)
Then, thuddering with horrour, bury'd ftraight
The poignard in his breaft. 1 had redoubled
The bloody plunge—(what cannot zeal perfuade!)
But that the venerable fire pour’d forth
So piteous a groan ! look'd fo, Palmira——
And with a feeble voice cry’d, Is it Zaphna?
I could no more, ‘Oh ! hadift thou feen, my love,
The fell, fell dagger in his bofom, view’d
His dying face, where fat fuch dignity,
Cloth’d with compaflion tow’rds his bafe affaffin,
[ Throwing himfelf on the groM
The dire remembrance weighs me to the earth——
Here let me die
Pal. Rife, my lov’d Zaphna! rife,
And let us fly to Mahomet for protetion
If we are found in thefe abodes of flaughter ‘
"Tortures and dcath attend us: let us fly.
Zaph, flarting up.] 1didflyat thatb]a{hngﬁght Palmm, ;
en drawing out the fatal fteel he caft |
Such tender looks! I flcd—the fatal fteel,
The voice, the tender looks, the bleeding victim
Blefling his murderer, I could not fly : \
" No, they clung to me, riv’d my throbbing heart, ‘
And fet my brain on fire. What have we done! |
Pal. Hark! what’s that noife? I tremble for thy life.
Oh! in the name of love, by all the ties, |
\
|
\

Thofe facred ties that bind thee mine for ever,
1 do conjure thee follow me.
. [ dleanor comes from bebind the altar, leaning againft it, with
the bloady favord in his hand.

Zaph. Hah! look Palmira, fee what objeét’s that

Which bears upon my tortur’d fight? Is’t he?
Or is’t bis bloody mianes come to haunt us?

Pal’Tishe himfelf, poor wretch ! ﬁrugg]mgw:thdcatb, |
And feebly crawling tow’rds us. Let me fly |
And yield what help I can: let me fupport thee,
Thou much-lamented, injur’d, good old man!

Zaph. Why don’t I move? my feet are rooted here,
And all my frame is ftruck and wither’d up
As with a lightning’s blaft.

Ale. My gentle maid,
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Wilt thou fupport e ?
"Weep not, my Palmira.
Pal. 1 could weep tears of blood if that would fervethee.
Ale. fitting down.] Zaphna, come hither; thouhaft ta'en
my life, .
For what offence or what one thought towards thee
That anger or malevolence gave birth,
Heav’n knows I am unconfcious. Do not look fo:
Ifee thou doft relent.
Enter Puaron baflily.
Pal. flarting back.] Hah ! 'tis too late then.
Ale. Would I could fee Hercides ?—Pharon, lo
Thy martyr'd friend by his diftemper’d hand
Is now expiring.
Pha. Dire unnatural crime!
Oh, wretched parricide!---behold thy father.
[ Pointing to Ale.
Zaph. My father!
Pal. Father! hah!
Alc. Myfterious Heav'n't
Pha.Hercides dying by the hand of Mirvan,
Who flew him left he fhould betray the fecret,
Saw me approach, and in the pangs of death
Cry’d, Fly and fave Alcanor ; wreft the {word
From Zaphna's hands if 't is not yet too late, -
That ’s deftin’d for his death ; then let him know .
That Zaphna and Palmira are his children.
Pal. That Zaphna and Palmira are his childrea!
Doft hear that Zaphna!
Zaph. *Tis enough my Fate!
Cantt thou ought more ! -
Ale. Oh, nature! oh, my children !
By what vile inftigations wert thou driv’n,
Unhappy Zaphna ! to this bloody a&ion !
Zaph. falling at his father's feet.]- Oh Lcannot fpeak;
ore me, Sir, reftore that damned weapon,
That I for once may make it, as I ought,.
An inftrument of juftice.
Pal. kneeling.] Oh, my father,
Strike here ; the crime was mine; 't was I alone
That work’d his will to this unnat'ral dect:ls
: iij
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Upon thefe terms alone he cou’d be mine,
And inceft was the price of parricide.

Zaph. Strike your affaffing———

Alc. I embrace my children,

And joy to fee them, tho’ my life’s the forfeit. |
Rife, children, rife and live; live to revenge |
Your father’s death— But in the name of Nature,

By the rema#s of this paternal blood

‘That’s oozing from my wound, raife not your hands
’Gainft your own being. Zaphna, wouldft thou do me
A fecond deadlier mifchief?

Selfflaughter cann’t atone for parricide.

Zaph. Then I will live, ~
Live to fome purpofe: this is glorious fuffering.

Ale. Thy undetermin’d arm ha’ n’t quite fulfill'd
Its bigot purpofe; I hope to live to animate
Our friends *gainft this impoftor ; lead ’em, Zaphna,
To root out a rapacious baneful crew,.

Whofe zeal is phrenzy, whofe religion murder.

Zaph. Swift, fwift, ye hours! and light me to revenge!
Come, thou infernal weapon, [Snatcfu the bloody fword.
I’ll wafh off thy foul ftain with the heart’s blood
Of that malignant fanétify’d affaffin. :

[4s Zaphna is going off Mirvan and bis followers enter and
Shop bim, :

Mir. Seize Zaphna,

And load the trait’rous murderer with chains s
Help you the good Alcanor—Haplefs man !
Our prophet in a vifion learnt to-night

The mournful tale of thy untimely end,

And fent me ftraight to feize the vile affaffin,
That he might wrake fevereft juftice on him:
Mahomet comes to vindicate the laws,

Not fuffer with impunity their breach.

Ale. Heav’ns! what accumulated crimes are here!

Zaph. Where is the monfter? bear me inftant to him,
That I may blaft him with my eye, may curfe him
With my laft hefitating voice.

Pal. Thou traitor,

Did not thy own death-doing tongue enjoir
This horrid deed?
Mir. Not mine by Hcgv’n!
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Zaph. Not thine !

Mir. No, by our prophet and his holy faith,
Of all the thoughts ere harbour’d in this breaft
It ne’er had fuch a montter for its tenant.

Zaph. Moft accomplifh’d villain!

Mirvan, look at me—dar’ft thou ,

Mir. Off with him, : [ 7o the Soldiers.
And fee him well fecur’d, till Mahomet
Demands him of you. ,

Pal. Villain, hold? " [Laying hold of Zaphna. .

Mir. Away.

Zaph. Juft, juft reward of my credulity !

Pal. Let me go with him; I will fhare thy fate
Ushappy Zaphna, for I fhare thy guilt.

But then—- [ Looking back at Alcanor.

Mir. No more—you muft to Mahomet :

Obey without reluétance : our great prophet,
In pity to your tender frame and years,
Will take you under his divine prote&ion.

Pal. apart.] Oh death ! deliver me from fuch prote&ion!

Mir. If you would ought to fave the deftin’d Zaphna
Follow me to the prophet ; youn may move him
To mitigate his doom—Away.

[ To the Soldiers awho hold Zaphna,
You this way. [ 7o Palmira.

Zaph. Pardon! .

Pal. Oh, pardon!

[ They aré led off by degrees, looking alternately at their father
and each other.

Ale. Oh, infupportable !

Both from me torn then when I wanted moft
Their confolation. [ A fbougs

Pha. Hark! '

The citizens are rous’d, and all in arms '
Ruth on to your defence.

Ale. Pharon, fupport me
Some moments longer—Help, condu& me towards ’em
Bare this wound to ’em ; let that fpeak the caufe,

The treach’rous caufe, for words begin to fail me ;
Then if in death I can but ferve my country,

Save my poor children from this tiger’s gripe,
And give a fecond life to that lov'd pair
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By whofe mifguideé zeal I lofe my own;
What patriot or parent but would with
In fo divine a caufe to fall a martyr! [ Excunt.

ACT V.

Enter ManomeT and Mirvan.

MauowmeT.
"W ronc will be ever nurs'd and fed with blood—
So this boybigot held his pious purpofe?
Mir. Devoutly. '
Mah. What a reafonlefs machine
Can fuperilition make the reas’ner man !
Alcanor lies there on his bed of earth? :
Mir. This moment he expir’d, and Mecca’s youth
In vain lament their chief. To the mad crowd
That gather'd round good Ali and myfelf
" (Full of thy dauntlefs heav'nly-feeming fpirit)
Difclaim’d the deed, and pointed out the arm
Of righteous Heav’n that ftrikes for Mahomet—
Think ye, we cry’d, (with eyes and hands uprear'd)
Think ye our holy prophet would confent
‘To fuch a crime, whofe foulnefs cafts a blot
On right of nations, nature, and our faith ?
O, rather think he will revenge his death,
And root his murd’rer from the burden’d earth!
Then ftruck our breafts, and wept the good old man,
And only wifh he’d dy’d among the faithful, ’
And flept with Ibrahim.
. Mabh, Excellent Mirvan!
Mir. We then both at large
Defcanted on thy clemency and bounty :
On that the filent and defponding crowd,,
Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and laft in fhouts,
And each mechanick grew a Muffulman. .
Mah. Oh, worthy to deceive and awe the world
Second to Mahomet! let me embrace thee—
. But fay, is not our army at their gates
T'o back our clemency?
Mir. Omar commands

‘.
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Their nightly march thro’ unfufpeced paths,
And with the morn appears.
Mah. At fight of them
The weak remaining billows of this ftorm
Will lafh them{elves to peace—But where is Zaphna?
Mir. Safe in a dungeon, where he dies apace,
Unconfcious of his fate; for well thou know’#ft
Ere at the altar’s foot he flew his fire
In his own veins he bore his guilt’s reward,
A deadly dranght of poifon.
Mabh. I would be kind, and let him die deceiv’d,
Nor know that parent blood defiles his foul. -
Mir. He cannot know it: if the grave be filent
I’m fure Hercides is .
Mah. Unhappy Zaphna!
Something like pity checks me for thy death.
But why—I muft not think that way—fhall Mahomet
Give a new Paradife to all mankind,
And let remorfe of confcience be the hell
Of his own breaft! My fafety claim’d his life,
And all the heav’n of fair Palmira’s charms
Shall be my great reward.
Mir. My noble Lord,
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleafure.
Mab. Athand! How, Mirvan, couldft thoulet me talk
On themes of guilt when that pure angel’s near?
_ Mir. The weeping fair, led on by flatt’ring hop
Of Zaphna’s life, attends your facred will: -
A filent pale dejeétion fhrowds her cheeks,
And like the lily in a morning thow’r
She droops her head and locks up all her fweets.
Mah. Say Mahomet awaits, and then
Affemble all our chiefs, and on this platform
Let them attend me ftraight. [ Exit Mirvan.
Enter PALMir A with Attendants.
Pal. apart.] Where have they led me?
Methinks each flep I take the mangled corpfe
~ Of my dear father (by poor Zaphna mangled)
Lies in my way, and all I fee is blood [ Starting.
*Tis the Impoftor’s felf!-—Burft, heart, in filence. )
Mah. Maid, lay afide this dread. Palmira’s fate
And that of Mecca by my will is fix’d.

3
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This great event, that fills thy foul with horrour,
- Is myftery to all but Heav'n and Mahomet.

Pal. Oh, ever righteous Heav’n! canft thou fuffer

'This facrilegious hypocrite, this fpoiler,
To fteal thy terrours, and blafpheme thy name,
Nor doom him inftant dead ? [ 4fide.

Mah. Child of my care,

At length from galling chains I’ave fet thee free,
And made thee triumph in a juft revenge;
Think then thou'rt dear to me, and Mahomet
Regards thee with a more than father’s eye:
Then know (if thou’lt deferve the mighty boon)
An higher name, a nobler fate, awaits thee.

Pal. What would the tyrant ?—

Mabh. Raife thy thoughts to glory,

And fweep this Zaphna from thy memory,

With all that ’s paft—Let that mean flame expire
Before the blaze of empire’s radiant fun.

Thy grateful heart muft anfwer to my bounties,
Follow my laws, and fhare in all my conquefts.

Pal. What laws, what bounties, and what conquefts,
Fraud is thy law, the tomb thy only bounty, [tyrant?
Thy conquefts fatal as infeted air,

Difpeopling half the globe—See here, good Heav'n!
The venerable prophet I rever’d,
The king I ferv'd, the god that I ador’d. .

Mabh. approaching her.] Whence this unwonted lan-

guage, this wild frenzy?

Pal. Where is the fpirit of my martyr’d father?
Where Zaphna's ? where Palmira’s innocence ?

Blafted by thee, by thee, infernal monfter—

Thou found’ft us angels amd hait made us fiends:

Give, give us back our lives, our fame, our virtue:

Thou canft not tyrant—yet thou feek’tt my love,

Seek’ft with Alcanor’s blood his daughter’s love,

Mab. apart.] Horrour and death! the fatal fecret’s
known. '
Enter Mirvan,

Mir. Oh, Mahomet, all 's loft, thy glory tarnifh’d,
And th’ infatiate tomb ripe to devour us! - '
Hercides’ parting breath divulg’d the fecret.

The prifon’s forc’d, the city all in arms:
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See where- they bear aloft their murder’d chief,
Fell Zaphna in their front, death in his looks,
Rage all his ftrength. Spite of the deadly draught
He holds in life but tamake fure of vengeance.
Mah. What doft thou here then ? inftant with our guards
Attempt to ftem their progrefs till th’ arrival
Of Omar with the troops.
Mir. I hafte my Lord. [Exit Mirvan.
Pal. Now, now, my hour’s at hand.
Hear'ft thou thofe fhouts that rend the ambient air?
Seeft thou thofe glancing fires that add new horrours
To the night’sgloom ? freth from thy murd'ring poignard,
(For thine it was, tho’ Zaphna gave the blow§
My father’s fpirit leads the vengeful fhades
Of all the wretches whom thy {fword has butcher’d:
I fee them raife their unfubftantial arms
To fnatch me from thy rage, or worfe, thy love.
Shadows fhall conquer in Palmira’s caufe. .
Mabh. apart.] What terrour’s this that hangs upon her
I feel her virtue tho’ I know her weaknefs. ~ [accents?
Pal. Thou afk’ft my love, go feek it in the grave
Of good Alcanor—Talk’ft of grateful minds,
Bid Zaphna plead for thee, and I may hear thee ;
Till then thou art my fcorn—May'ft thou, like me, |
Behold thy deareft blood fpilt at thy feet, ’
Mecca, Medina, all our Afian world,
Join, join to drive th’ Impoftor from the earth,
Blufh at his chains, and fhake them off in vengeance!
Mab. apart.] Be ftill, my foul, nor let a woman’s rage
Ruffle thy wonted calm—Spite of thy hate
Thou ’rt lovely ftill, and charming ev’'n in madnefs.
[ A fbout and noife of fighting.
My fair, retire, nor let thy gentle foul
Shake with alarms; thou’rt my peculiar care :*
I go to quell this trait’rous infurretion,
And will attend thee ftraight.
Pal. No, tyrant, no; :
I'll join my brother, help to head our friends,
And urge them on. ¢ (4 fbout,
Roll, roll your thunders heav’ns, and aid the ftorm,
Now harl your lightning on the guilty head,
And plead the caufe of injur’d innocence. [ Ewit Palmira,
. 4
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Enter Avre
Mah. Whence, Al, that furprife?
Ali. My royal chief,
The foe prevails—Thy troops, led on by Mirvan,
Are all cut off, and valiant Mirvan’s felf,
By Zaphna flain, lies welt’ring in his blood :
* The guard that to our arms fhould ope the gates,
Struck with the common phrenzy, vow thy ruin,
And death and vengeance is the gen’ral cry.
Mab. Can Al fear? then, Mahomet, be thyfelf.
Ali. See, thyfew friends, whom wild defpair hath arm’d,
{But arm’d in vain) are come to die befide thee.
Mah. Ye heartlefs traitors! Mahomet alone
Shall be his own defender, and your guard
Againft the crowds of Mecca—Follow me.
Enter Zaruna, PALMIRA, and PuaRrON, with citizens,and
the body of Alcanor on a bier.
Ha!

Zaph. Sce, my friends, where the Impoftor ftands

With head ere&, as if he knew not guilt,
.As if no tongue fpake from Alcanor’s wound,
Nor call’d for vengeance on him.

Mah. 1mpious man!

Is’t not enough to *ave fpilt thy parent-blood,
But with atrocious and blafpheming lips
Dar’ft thou arraign the fubftitute of Heav’n?

Zaph. The fubftitute of Heav’n! {o is the fword,
The peftilence, the famine; fuch art thou:
Such are the bleflings Heav’'n has fent to man
By thee its delegate ; nay more, to me.

Oh, he took pains, Palmira, upon us,
Deluded us into fuch moriftrous crimes

As Nature ficken’d at conception of | ———
How couldft thou damn us thus?

Mah. Babbler, avaunt! ’

Zaph. Well thou upbraidft me, for to parley with thee
Half brands me coward. Oh, revenge me, friends!
Revenge Alcanor’s maffacre ; revenge
XPalmira’s wrongs, and crufh the rancorous monfter.

" Mah. Hear me, ye flaves, born to obey my will.

Pal. Ah, hear him not ! fraud dwells upon his tangue.
. Zagh, Have at thee fiend—Ha! Heav’n,

[ Zaphna advancing recls, and reclines on bis fword.
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What cloud is this -
That thwarts upon my fight? my head grows dizzy,
My joints unloofe : fure ’tis the ftroke of Fate.
Meab. afide.] The poifon worka!~—then triumph, Maho-
Zaph. Off, off, bafe lethargy. [met!
Pal.. Brother, difmay'd !
Haft thou no pow’r but in a guilty caufe,
And only ftrength to be a parricide ? ‘
Zaph. Spare that reproach—Come on—It will not be.
. [Hangs dvwn bis fword, and reclines on Pharon.
Some cruel pow’r unnerves my willing arm,
Blafts my refolves,.and weighs me down to earth.
Mah. Such be the fate of all who brave our law.
Nature and Death have heard my voice, and now
Let Heav’n be judge 'twixt Zaphna and myfelf,
And inftant blaft the guilty of the two.
Pal. Brother! oh,Zaphna!

Zaph. Zaphna now no more.. : _
[Sinking dowvn by Alcanor’s body, and leaning on the bier,
Pharon kneeling down with him and fupporting him.

Dowri, down, good Pharon—Thou poor injur’d corfe,
May I embrace thee? Wont thy pallid wound.
Purple anew at the unnatural touch,
And ooze frefh calls for vengeance?
Pal. Oh, my brother!
Zaph. In vain’s the guiltlefs meaning of my heart:
High Heav'n detefls th’ involuntary crime,
And dooms for parricide—Then tremble tyrant ;
M the Supreme can punith errour thus,
What new-invented tortures muft await
Thy foul, grown leprous with fuch foul offences ?
But foft—new fate and nature are at firife
Sifter, farewcll! with tranfport fhould I quit
This toilfome, perilous, delufive ftage,
But that I leave thee on’t ; leave thee, Palmira,
Expes’d to what is worfe than fear can image,
That tyrant’s mercy: but I know thee brave ;
Know that thou’lt a¢t a part Look on her Hcay’n,
Guide her, and—oh! [Dies.
Pal. Think not, ye men of Mecca,
This death infliéed by the hand of Heav'n:
"T'is he—that viper:

o
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Mab. Know, ye faithlefs wretches!’

>Tis mine to deal the bolts of angry Heav’n:

Behold them there, and let the wretch who doubts .

T'remble at Zaphna’s fate, gnd know that Mahomet

Can read his thoughts, and doom him with a look.

Go, then, and thank your pentiff and your prince

For cach day’s fun he grants you to behold.

Hence to your temples and appeafe my rage..

[ The peaple go of.

Pal, Ah, ftay! my brother’s murder’d by this tyrant:

By poifon not by piety he kills.
Mab. *Tis dore

-

Thus ever be our law receiv'd!

[Apart.

Now fair Palmira——
Pal. Monfter! isit thus
Thou mak'ft thyfelfa god, by added erimes,.
And murders juftify’d by facrilege ?
Mah. Think, exquifite Palmira! for thy fake—
Pal. Thou't been the murderer of all my race.-
See where Alcanor, fee where Zaphna, lies :
Do they not call for me too at thy hands?
Oh that theydid ! But I can read thy thoughts;
Palmira’s fav’d for fomething worfe than death;
"This to prevent Zaphna, I follow thee.
[ Stabs berfelf with Zaphna’s fword.
Mah. What haft thou done?! ‘
Pal. A deed of glory tyrant!
Thou’ft left no obje& worth Palmira’s eye, ‘
And when I fhut out light I fhut out thee [ Dies.
Mabh. Farewell dear vi&tim of my boundlefs paffion;
The price of treachery, the reward of murder,
Sink with thee to the earth——Ob, juftice, juftice !
In vain are glory, worthip, and dominion.
All cong'ror as I am I am a flave, ~
And by the world ador’d dwell with the damn’d.
My crimes have planted feorpions in my breatt:
Here, here, I feel them. *Tis in vain to brave
The hoft of terrours that invade my foul :
I might deceive the world, myfelf I cannot. ‘
. Ali. Be calm a while my Lord ; think what you are. \
Mah. Ha! whatam I? [ Turning to the bodies.
Ye breathlefs family, . M
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Let your loud crying wounds fay what I am.
Oh! fnatch me from that fight ; quick, quick tranfport me-
To nature’s lonelieft manfion, where the fun
, Ne'er enter’d, where the found of human tread
* Was never heard But wherefore ? ftill I there,
- There fill, fhall find myfelf—Ay, that’s the hell—
P’ll none on’t————o [ Drawing his fword..
Ali, Heav’ns! help, hold him!" [ Af, &'c. difarm bim..
Mab. Paltry daftards!
You fled the foe but can difarm your mater. }
Angel of Death, whofe pow’r I'ave long proclaim’d,
Now aid me if thou canl{J now if thou canft
Draw the kind eurtain of eternal night
And fhroud me from the horrours that befet me.
[ Exeunt Mabomet, &c..
Pha. Oh! what a curfe is life when felfconvi&ion
Flings our offences hourly in our face,
And turng exiftence torturer to itfelf!
Here let the mad enthufiaft turn his eyes,
And fee from bigotry what horrours rife,
Here in the blackeft colours let him read - }

That zeal, by craft mifled, may ackt a deed
By whnch both innocence and virtue bleed. [Exmnt

= —x
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EPILOGUE.”
ORIGINALLY SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK..

L oNG bas the  fhameful licence of the age
With fenfelefs ribaldry difgrac’d the flage ;-
So mack indecencies have been in vogue .
They pleaded cuflom in an Epilogue,
As sz the force of reafon was a yoke
8o beavy—they muft eafe it qith a joke ;.
D{/‘arm the moral of its virtuous fway,
Or elfe the audience go difpleas’d away..
How have 1 blu/b’d to fee a tragick queen
With illtim’d mirth difgrace the wellwrate fene,.
From all the fad folemnity of wo
Trip nimbly forth—to ridicule a beau, ’
Theny as the loofeft airs fbe had been gleaning,.
Coquette the fan,wiud leer a double meaning!
Shame on thofe arts that proflitute the bays!
Shame on the bard who this way hopes for praife!
The bold but honeft Author of to-night
Difiains to pleafe you if he pleafe not right ;*
1f in his wellmeant feene you chance to_find
Aught to enoble or enlarge the mind,
If he has found the means with honeft art
To_fix the nobleft wifbes in the heart,
In fofter accenis to inform the fair
How bright they look awhen virtue drops the tear,
Lnjoy with friendly welcome the repafi,
And keep the heartfelt relifh to the lof,
From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MAR'TINS,
April 20, 1782,

THE END.
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:\Beﬂ’p Charallers _/hca/ Edition.

- " THEODOSIUS; .
OR, THE FORCE OF LOVE.

A TRAGEDY. BY NATHANIEL LEE.
AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL DRURY-LANE.

.R:gulatea'  from the IDyompt 15008, by permiffion of the Managen,
By Mg. Dophing rromerER,

CHARACTERISTICKS.

Thro® the whole eourfe of all my harmlefs youth==Ev’n to this hour, I cannot call to
mind=—One wicked aét which 1 have done to fhhame me. Thefe with me retire==Devoted to
the Pow’r whom we adore=1I fwcar to lcave the cmpire—To thee my fifter I bequcath the
world. ‘THEODOS1US,

1 hate to walk a lazy life away==Let us run the race which Fate has fet before us~And
ot to the dark gaol=—"Tis faid that from my youth I have becn rath—Cholerick, and kote—
What my thought has doom’d my hand fhail feal=~l will fall==As fair, as fearlcfs, and as

i full refolv’d==As any Greek or Roman of them all. Dauntlefs T come. VARANES,

Iam not of their principle that take—M wrong; fo far from bearing with a foe~I would
firike firft, like old Rome: I would forth—-Elbow the neighbourinig nations round aboute—
Invade, enlarge my empire to the bounds—Of the too narrow univerfe—1 defpife your ho"
ly Innovations—I *m for the Roman gods, for funeral piles—~For mounting Eagles, and the
fancy’d greatnefs==Of our forcfathers—Methinks my heated fpirit—Could utter things worth
lofing of my head=—=It matters not ; for he who lics, like me—On the hard ground is fure
to fall no further==If 1 think-{ fhall go mad==I feel this hig-fwoln throbbing Roman fpirit
~Will burft unlefs I utter what 1 ought—What is life without my honpur—Heap on me,
Heaven, the ‘hate of all mand—Lmd me with mall(‘e, envy,dcteflation——Lct mc be Lor-
ﬂdtoallapprehenﬁon—Aml the world fhun me,fo T *feape butfcorn=—0h, temper, ‘empermey
Ye gracious God y bhand Fo ‘to my heart=—Its conﬁam loyalty. MAR,

Say but the word, I'll ﬁll the Hippodrome=~With fquadrons that fhzll inake the Emperour
Aremble—We 1l ﬂre the court about his ears=—Few words and Fare fricnds; but, noble
Marcian—If thou art not more than gencral~=Ere. dead of might fay Lucius is a coward—=
Nay, 1 avow if your fpirit dare==You fhall be grcat as Ceefar. LUCIUS.

Speak at large—Make bare the wound, and T will pour in baim. ATTICUS.

No, Athenais, lct me fec thee dead—Borne a pale corpfe, and gently laid in earth—So I
may fay the *s chafic and dy’d a virgin.-. Rather than vicw thee with thefc wounded cycsewe
Scated upon the throne of Ifdigerdes---The blaft uf common tongues, the nobles’ feorn-es
Tay father’s curfe, that is, the prince’s whore-—Hold, my heart ! and let that folid virtue
+~Which I fo long ador’d Ril} keep the:reins, ! LEONTINE.

What you command is terrible but fwod-.-A ntone for this too cruel duty-.-1’11
follow you. ARANTHES,

Ifeter I marry-—ercml is-my huMndJ--lnfpire mo. woman !—-That what my foul de-
fires above the world-—-May feent impos’d and forc’d on my aleqtions, PULCNERIA.

Horrid fuppofition !---No Athenais ! when the day beholds thee-.-So feandaloufly rais'd,
pride caft thee down---The fcorn of honour and the penple’s prey---Nn, Leontine, not to
nedeem...Thy aged head from the defcendi Not tho' I faw thy tr ling hody rack’d
~.Thy wrinkles all about thee fill’d with blovd---Would T .for empire to the man I loveee
Be made the obje of ualawful pleafurc---My nicc foul abhurs the very found..-Athenaisees
Has fomething in her perfon and her virtue—.Worth the regard of emperours themfelves,
Oh! I fwear--.Had he prov'd true { would as caflly...Have empty’d all my blood and dy’d
10 ferve him---As now I fhed thefe drops, or went thefe fighs..-To fhew how well how per-
fe@tly 11ov’d him---1 rage, I burn, I bleed, I dic, for love-.-1 am difiracted with this world
¥ paffion...Dear Varanés 1--Oh ! I could cruth-him to my heart---\WVhifper him, oh fome

El what I’m doing---Oh ! my Varanes ! tho’ my birth ’s unequale—-My virtue fure has
|

ly recompens’d--- And quite outgone example-.-Yes, my Varanes ! till my death comacs .
Shall fad Eudofia thy dcar lofs bemoen-..Here! oh here! on his cold bloody breaft-..
Let me breathe my lal\-.-Thuc by death I give thee all my loves--And feal my foul and
body ever thine. ATHENATS.

EDI N BURG:
Ae the Apollo JDrels, by TaE MARTINS, for 1elY, LONDON, 1782,






TO HER GRACE THE
DUCHESS OF RICHMOND.

MADAM, .

HE reputation that this Play received on the ftage, fome few
errours excepted, was more than I could well hope from fo
cenforious an age, from whom I afk but fo much neceflary praife ds
will ferve once or twice a-year at moft to gain their good company,
and juft keep me alive.
‘There Is not now that mankind that was then,
‘When as the fun and man did feem to fRrive
(Joint tenants of the wonld) who fhould furvive}
‘When if a flow-pac'd flar had flol’n away .
From the obferver’s marking he might fay
‘Two or three hundred years to fec’t again,
And then make up his obfervation plaia, Dr. Donne.
For it is impoffible, in our limited time, (and I bring his opinion to
back my own who is without comparifon the beft writer of the age)
to prefent our judges a poem half fo perfcét as we could make it. 1
muft acknowledge, Madam, with all humility, I ought to have taken
more time and more pains in this Tragedy, becaufe it is dedicated
to your Grace, who being the beft judge, (and therefore can when
you pleafe make us tremble) yet with exceeding mercy have par-
doned the defes of Theodofius, and given it your entire approba<
tion. My genius, Madam, was your favourite when the poet was
unknown, and openly reccived your fmiles before I had the honour
to pay your Grace the moft fubmiffive gratitude for fo illuftrious and
advantageous a pretetion. To let the world too know that you do
not think it beneath you to be offcicuily good, ¢ven from the ex-
tremeit heights to dizern the lowctt creatores, und give ther all the
nobleft influence you can, you brought her Royal Highnefs juft at
the exigent time, whoft fingle prefence on the Poet’s day is a fub-
fitznce for him all the yvear after. Ah Madam! if all the fhort-iived
happinefs that mifrable poets can enjoy confifts in commencation
only, nay, if the moft part are content with popular brezth, and
even for that are thankful, how fhall I exprefs mylelf to vour Grace,
who by a particular goodnefs and innate fwcetnefs, merely for the
fake of doing well, have thus raifed me above myfelf? ‘To have your
Grace's favour is, in 2 word, to have the applaute of the whole court,
whoare its nobleft ornament ; magnificent and cternal praife. Some-
thing there is in your mien fo much above that we vulgarly call
Charming, that to me it ftems adorable, and your prefence almoft
divine, whofe dazzling and majeftick form is a proper manfion for
the moft elevated foul. And let me £l the world, nay, fizhing fpeak
1t to a barbarous age, (I cannot help calling it fo when I think of
Rome or Greece) your extraordinary love for heroick poetry is not
the leaft argument to fhew the greatnefs of your mind and fulnefs
of perfe@tion. To hear you fpcak with that infinite fiycetnefs and
cheerfulnefs of fpirit that is natural to your Grace is, mcthinks, to
hear our tutelar angefs; it is to bemoan the prefent mz}licious times,
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and remember the Golden Age; but to-behold you too is to make
prophets quite forget their heaven, and bind the poets with eterni
rapture.

pure and el blood
Spoke in her cheeks, and fo diftinétly wiought
‘That one might almoft fay her body thought.
You, for whofe body God made hetter clay,
Or took fouls® fuff, fuch as fhal late decay, . }
8r fuch as necd fmall change at the laft day. . Dr. Denns.

Ziphares and Semandra were firft your Grace’s favourites; .and|
tbough 1 ought not, Madam, to praife your wit by your judgment
of my painting, yet I mufk fay fuch chara&ters every dauber cannat
draw. It has been obferved againfl me that I abound in ungoverned
Jancy; but I hope the world will pardon the fallies of youth: age,
defpondence, and dulnefs, come too faft of themfelves. I difcom-
mend no man Yor keeping the beaten road; but I am fure the noble
hunters that follow the game muft leap hedges and ditches fome-
times, and run at all, or never come into the fall of the quarry. My
comfort is, Fcannot be fo ridiculous a creature to any man asIamto
myfelf; for who fhould know the houfe fo well as the good mamat
home, who when his neighbours come to fee him ftill fets the beft
rooms to view, and if he be not a wild afs keeps the rubbifh and lum-
ber in fome dark hole whither nobody comes but himfelf to mortify
at melancholy hours? But how.then, Madam, in this unfuitable con-
dition, how fhall I anfwer the infinite honours and obligations your
Grace has laid upon me, your Grace, who is the moft beautiful idea
of love and glory,whoto that divine compofition have the nobleftand
bett natured wit in the world? All T can promife, Madam; and am
able to perform is, that your Grace fhall never fee a play of mine that |
thall give offence to modefty and virtue; and what I humbly offerto!
the world fhall be of ufe at Iea(t,and I hope deferve imitation; which
is or ought to be, I am fure, the defign of all tragedies and comedics
both ancient and modern. I fhould prefume to promife myfelf tos |
fome fuecefs in things of this nature if your Grace (in whom the |
charms of beauty, wit, and goodnefs, feem reconciled) at a leifure '
hour would condefcend to corret with your excellent judgment the |
crrours of, ‘

Madam,

your Grace’s moft humble,
moft obedient, !
and devoted fervant,

NAT. LEE




PROLOGUE.

WV IT long opprefi'd, and filPd at Iaft with rage,
Thus in a fullen mood rebukes the age :
What loads of fame do modern heroes bear
For an inglorious, long, and lazy war,
Who for fome fkirmifk or a fafe retreat
(Not to be dragg’d to battle) are calld great
But ob ! what do ambitious flatefmen gain
Who into private chefts all nations drain?
What fums of gold they hoard is daily knoton
To all mens’ cofty and fometimes to their own.
Your lawwyer too, that like an O Yes bawls, '
That drowns the market higglers in the flalls, }
That feem begot, conceiv’dy and born, in brawls,
Yet thrives : he and his crowd get what they pleafe ;
Swarming all term-time thro’ the Strand like bees, }
They buzz at Weftminfler and lic for fees.
The godly too their ways of getting have,
But none fo much as your fanatick knave ;
Wifely the wealthicft livings they refufe
Who iy the fatseft bifbopricks would lofe,
Who wwith fbort hair, large ears, and fmall blue band,
True rogues! their own not God’s elet command.
Let pigs then be profane, but broths allow’d ;
Pofess and Chriftian caudles may be good }
Meet helps to reinforce a brother’s brood ;
Therefore each female faint he doth advife
With groans, and hums, and has, and goggling eyes, }
To rub bim down and make the fpirit 'Ai/;’
While aith his zeal tranfported from the ground
He mounts, and fan&ifies the fiflers round.
On poets only no kind flar €'er fmil’d ;
Curfl Fate has damn’d’em ev'ry mother’s child
Therefore be warns his brothers of the flage
To dvrite no more for an ungrateful age.
Think what penurious maflers you have ferv'd;
Taffo ran wad, and noble Spenfer flarvd :A
iij
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Turn then, whoe'er thou art, thou canft write well,

Thy ink to gall, and in lampoons excel ;
Forfwear all honefly, traducs the greas,

Grow impudent, and rail againft the flate ;
Burfling with fpleen abroad thy pafquils feud,
And chufe fome libel fpreader for thy friend :
The wit and want of Timon point thy mind,

And for thy [atire fubje@ chufe mankind.

=
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THEODOSIUSH.

ACT.1

Scene, a _flately temple, which reprefents the Chriftian rel;-
gion as in its firf! magnificencey being but lately cflablifbed
at Rome ana Conflantinople ; the fide-fcenes fbew the horrid
tortures with which the Roman tyrants pevfecuted the church,
and the flat feene, awhich is the limit of the profped, difcovers
analtar richlyadorned ; before it CONST ANTINE, fuppofed,
kneels, with commanders about bim, gazing at a bloodycrofs in
the air, which being encompaffed with many angels mh[Er; itfelf
to view with thefe words diftinétly awritten, In hoc figno
vinces. [nffruments are heard, and many attendants ; the
wminiflers at divine fervice walk bufily up and down till Ar-
TICUs, the chief of all the priefls, andfucceffor of St. Chry-
Joflom, in rich robes comes forward with the philofopher
LeonTiNE, the waiters in ranks bowing all the way before
bim.

A Chorus b:‘ard ata diffance.

PREPARE, prepare ! the rites begin,
Let none unhallow’d enter in;

The temple with new glories fhines,
Adorn the altars, walh the fhrines,
And purge the place from fin.

Attic. Oh Leontine! was ever morn like this
Since the celeftial incarnation dawn’d?
I'think no day fince that fuch glory gave
To Chriftian altars as this morning brings.
Leon. Great fucceffor of holy Chryfoftom,

$The lines diftinguithed by inverted commas are omitted in the
teprefeptation.,
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* Who now triumphs above a faint of honour,
¢ Next in degree to thofe bright fons of Heav’n
¢ Who never fell nor ftain’d their orient beams,”
What fhall I anfwer, how fhall I approach you'
Since my converfion, which your breath infpird?
Attic. To fee this day the Emp’rour of the Eaft
Leaves all the pleafures that the earth can yield,
* That Nature can beftow or art invent.
« In his life’s fpring and bloom of gawdy years,
¢ Confin’d to narrow rooms and gloomy walks,
*¢ Fafting and exercifes of devotion,
« Which from his bed at midnight muft awake him”
To undergo the penance of a cloifter, :
Methinks, oh Leentine ! ’tis fomething more
Than yet philofophy could ever reach.
Leon. True Atticus; you have amaz’d my reafon.
Attic. Yet more: to our religion’s lafting honour i
Mariana and Flavilla, two young. virgins i
Imperial born, caft in the faireft mould
‘That e’er the hands of Beauty form’d for woman,
¢ The mirrors of our court, where Chattity
¢ And Innocence might copy fpotlefs luftre,”
To-day with Theodofius leave the world.
Leon. Methinks at fuch a glorious refignation
Th’ angelick orders fhould at once defcend
¢¢ In all the paint and drapery of heav'n,
¢ With charming voices and with lullisg ftrings*
To give full grace to fuch triumphant zeal.
Astic. No, Leontine ; I fear there.is a fault,
For when I laft confefs’d the Emperour
¢¢ Whether difguft and melancholy blood
¢¢ From reftlefs paffions urg’d not this divorce™
He only anfwer'd me with fighs and blufhes.
*T'is fure his {foul is of the tend’reft make,
Therefore I'll tax him ftriély : but, my friend,
‘Why fhould I give his chara&er to you,
Who when his father fent him into Perfia
Were by that mighty monarch then appointed
To breed him with his fon, the Prince Varanes?
Leon. And what will raife your admiration is,
That two fuch diff'rent tempers fhould agree.
You know that Theodofius 1s compos’d ~ .
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Of all the foftnefs that fhould make a woman :
Judgment almoit like fear foreruns his actions,
And he will poife an injury fo long
Asif he had rather pardon than revenge it ;
But the young Perfian Prince, quite oppofite,
So fiery fierce that thofe who view him nearly
May fee his haughty foul ftill mounting in his face ;.
Yet did I ftudy thefe fo diff’rent tempers.
Till I at laft had form'd a perfe& union,
“ As if two fouls did but inform one body ;”
_ A friendfhip that may challenge all the world,
And at the proof be matchlefs.
Aitic. 1long to read
This galant prince, who as you have inform’d me
Comes from his father’s court to fee our Emperour.
- Leon. So he intended till-he came to Athens,
And at my homely board beheld nry danghter,.
Where as Fate order’d it, the, who never faw
The glories of a court,  bred up to books
“In clofets like a Sybil; fhe, I fay,
“(Long fince from Perfia brought by me to Athens”)
Unfkill’d in charms but thofe which Nature gave her,
Wounded this fcornful prince: in fhort, he forc’d me-
To wait him thither, with deep proteftations
That moment that bereft him of the fight
Of Athenais gave him certain death..
But fee, my daughter honour’d with his prefence.
: [ They retire.
Enter VarANES and ATHENAILS,
Var. *Tis ftrange, oh Athenais! wondrous all,
Wondrous the fhrines, and wonderful the altars.
The martyrs, *tho’ but drawn in painted flames,
Amaze me with the image of their fuff'rings;
Saints canoniz’d that dar’d with Roman tyrants,
Hermits that liv’d.in caves and fed with angels.
By Orofmades it is wondrous all!
That bloody crofs in yonder azure fky,
Above the head of kneeling Conftantine,
Inferib’d about with golden charaéters
Thou fbalt o’ercome in this ; if it be true,
I'fay again by Heav’n 'tis wordrous ftrange.
Athen, Oh Prince ! if thus imagination ftirs you,
A fancy rais’d from figures in dead walls, -
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How would the facred breath of Articus
Infpire your breaft, purge all your drofs away,
And drive this Athenais from your foul,
¢ T'o make a virgin room whom yet the mould
4¢ Of your rude fancy cannot comprehend !?* -
Var. What fays my fair! drive Athenais from me !
¢ Start me not inte frenzy, left I rail
« Atall religion and fall dut with Heav’n.’
And what is the, alas! that would fupplant thee ?
‘Were the the miftrefs of the world, as fair
A, winter ftars or fummer fetting funs,
And thou fet by in nature’s plaineft drefs,
With that chafte modeft look when firft I faw thee
"The heirefs of a poor philofopher, [ Recorders readyte
I-fwear by all 1 wifh, by all I love, Slourifb,
Glory and thee, T would not lofe a thought
Nor caft an eye that way, but ruth to thee,,
To thefe lov’d arms, and lofe myfelf for ever.
Athen. Forbear my Lord. .
Var. Oh, cruel Athenais!
‘Why doit thou put me off who pine to death,
And thruft me from thee when I would approach thee?
Can there be aught inthis ? Curfe then thy birthright, -
Thy glorious titles and ill-fuited greatnefs,
Since Athenais fcorns thee : take again
Your ill-tim’d honours; take *em, take ’em, gods,
And change me to fome humble villager,
If fo at lait for toils at fcorching noon
In mowing meadows or in reaping fields
At night fhe will but crown me with a {mile,
Or reach the bounty of her hand to blefs me.
Athen, When princesfpeak theirfubjeétsthould be fileat;
Yet'with humility I would demand
Wherein appears my fcorn or my averfion?
Have I not for your fake abandon’d home,
Where I had vow'd to fpend my calmer days?
. But you perhaps imagine it but little
For a poor maid to follow you abroad,
Efpecially the daughter of old Leontine;
Yet I muft tell you Prince
Var. 1 cannot bear
. Thofe frowns : I have offended ; but forgne me
For who, oh Athenais! that is tofs’d
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With fuch tempeftuous tides of love as I
Can fteer a fteady courfe? Retire my fair.
[ Recorders flourifb.
Hark! the folemnities are now beginning,
And Theodofius comes. Hide, hide thy charms;
If to his clouded eyes fuch day thould break
The royal youth, who dotes to death for love,
1 fear would forfeit all his vows to Heav’n,
And fix upon the world, thy world of beauty. [ Exeunt.
Enter Tueovosius leading Mar1aNa and FLaviLLa, (all
three dreffed in white) followed by PurLcuiria.
T heo. Farewell Pulcheria, and I pray no more,
For all thy kind complaints are loft upon me.
Have I not fworn the world and I muft part?
Fate has proclaim’d it ; therefore weep no more:
« Wound not the tend’reft part of Theodofius,
« My yielding foul, that would expire in calms:”’
Wound me not with thy tears and I will tell thee,
Yet ere I take my laft farewell for ever, .
The caufe of all my fuff’rings. Oh my fifter !
A bleeding heart, the ftings of pointed love,
What conftitution foft as mine can bear?
Pulch. My Lord, my Emperour, my deareft brother!
Why all this-while did you conceal it from me?
Theo. Becaufe I was atham’d to own my weaknefs;
« I knew thy fharper wit and ftriéter wifdom
« Would dart reproofs which I could not endure.”
Draw near, oh Atticus! and mark me well,
For never yet gid my complaining fpirit
Unlade this weighty fecret on him,
Nor groan a fyllable of her oppreffion. N
Attic. Concealment was a fault; but fpeak atlarge,
Make bare the wound, and I will pour in balm.
Theo. *Tis folly all and fondneff—o}\ remembrance !
Why doft thou open thus my wound again,
And from my heart call down thofe warmer drops
That make me die with fhame? Hear then, Pulcheria.
Some few preceding days before I left
The Perfian court, hunting one morning early
1 loft myfelf and all the company.
Still wand’ring onas Fortune would dire&t me
I paft a rivulet, and lighted in

-
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The fweeteft folitude I ever faw,
~ When ftraight, as if enchantment had been there,
Two charming voices drew me till I came
Where divers arbours overlook’d the river.
. Upon the ofier bank two womien fat,
‘Who when their fong was ended talk’d to one
Who bathing ftood far in the cryfial ftream;
But oh! what thought can paint that falr perfe&ion,
Or give a glimpfe of fuch a naked glory!
Not feaborn Venus in the courts beneath,
When the green nymphs firft kifs’d her coral lips,
All pohfh’d fair and wafh’d with orient beauty,
Could in my dazzling fancy match her brightnefs.
Attic. Think where you are.
Theo. Oh Sir! you muft forgive me:
The chafte enthufiaftick form appears
As when I {aw her; yet I fwear Pulcheria,
Had cold Diana been a looker on
She muft have prais’d the virtues of the virgin.
¢¢ The Satyrs could not grin,”” for fhe was veil’d ;
From her naked befom .
Down to her knees the nymph was wrapp’d in lawn:
But.oh! for me, for me, that was too much!
¢¢ Her legs, her arms, her hands, her neck, her breafts,
¢ So nicely fhap’d, fo matchiefs in their luftre;”
Such allperfeétion, that I took whole-draughts
Of killing love, and ever fince have languifh’d
With ling’ring furfeits of hei fatal beauty :
¢ Alas! too fatal fure!”’—QOh Atticus!
Forgive me, for my ftory now is done.
The nymph was drefs’d, and with her two companions,
Having.defery’d me, thrick’d and fled away,
Leaving e motionlefs, till Leontine,
Th’ inftru&er of my youth, by chance came in,
And wak’d me from the wonder that entranc’d me.
Attic. Behold, my Lord, the man whom you have nam’d
‘The harbinger of Prince Varanes here.
Enfer LEONTINE.
T heo. Oh Leontine, ten thoufand welcomes meet thee!
Thou fofterfather of my tender youth,
¢ Who rear’d the plant and prun’d it with fuch-care,
¢¢ How fhall 1look upon thee, who am fall’n

2
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“ From all the principles of manlier reafon,

¢ By thee infus’d to more than woman’s weaknefs!”?
Now by the majefty divine that awes

This facred place I fwear you muft not kneel!

And tell me, for I bave a thoufand things

To afk thee, where, where is my godlike friead ?

Is he arriv’d, and thall I fee his face

Before 1’m cloifter’d from the world for ever?

Leon. He comes, my Lord, with all th’ expe&ing joys
‘OFa young promis'd lover: from his eyes
Big hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms
Nothing but Theadofius {till before him:

His thought, his ev’ry word, is Theodofius.

Theos. Yet Leontine, yet anfwer me once more;
With tremblings I demand thee.

Say—hatt thou feen, oh! has that heav’nly form
Appear’d to thee again ?—Behold he’s dumb :
Proceed then to the folemn laft farewell ;
Never was man fo willing and prepar’d.

Enter VARANES, ARANTHES, and Attendants.

Var. Where is my friend ? oh, where is my belov'd,
My Theodofius! point him out ye gods!

That I may prefs him dead betwixt my arms,
Devour.him thus with over-hafty joys

That languifh.at his breaft quite out of breath,
And cannot utter more. .

Theo. Thou mightieft pleafure,

And greateft blefling that kind Heav’n could fend
To glad my parting foul, a thoufand ‘welcomes!
Oh! when I look on thee new ftarts of glory’
Spring in my breaft, and with 3 backward bound -
Irun the race of lufty youth again.

Var. By Heav'n it joys me too when I remember
Our thoufand paftimes, when we borrow’d names,
Alcides I, and thou my deareft Thefeus,

When thro’ the woods we chas'd the foaming boar
With hounds that open’d like Theffalian bulls,
Like tigers flu’d, and fanded as the fhore,

With cars and chefts that dafh’d the morning dew;
Driv'n with a fpurt, as fhips are toft in ftorms,

We ran like hinds, and matchlefs was our courfe !
Now fweeping o'er the limit of a hill,
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Now with a full career come thund’ring down
The precipice and fweat along the vale.

Theo. Ohglorioustime! and whenthe gath’ring clouds
Have call’d us home, fay, did we reft my brother?
‘When on the ftage to the admiring court
We ftrove to reprefent Alcides’ fury
In all that raging heat and pomp of madnefs
With which the ftately Seneca adorn’d him,

So lively drawn, and painted with fuch horrour
‘That we were forc’d to give it o’er, fo loud
The virgins fhriek’d, fo fait they dy’d away.

Var. My Theodofius ftill ; ’tis my lov’d brother!
And by the gods we’ll fee thofe times again!

‘Why then has Rumour wrong’d thee, that reported
Chriftian enthufiafm had charm’d thee from us;
That drawn by priefts, and work’d by melancholy,.
Thou hadft laid the golden reins of empire down
And fworn thyfelf a votary for ever?

Theo. *Tis almoft true ; and had not you arriv’d

The folemn bus’nefs had by this been ended.
This I have made the Emprefs of the Eaft
My elder fifter: thefe with me retire,

Devoted to the pow’r whom we adore.

Var. What pow’r is that that merits fuch oblations?
I thought the Sun more great and glorious
" Than any that e’er mingled with the gods,

Yet ev'n to him my father never offer'd

More than a hecatomb of bulls and horfes.

Now by thofe golden beams that glad the world

I {wear it is too much ; for one of thefe -

But half fo bright our god would drive no more;
He'd leave the darken’d globe, and in fome cave
Enjoy fuch charms for ever.

Atic. My Lord, forbear; : .
Such language does not fuit with our devotions:
Nothing profane muft dare to murmur here,

Nor ftain the hallow’d beauties of the place.
Yet thus far we mutt yield ; the Emperour
Is not enough prepar’d to leave the world.

Var. Thus low, moft Rev'rend of this facred place,
I bow for pardon, and am half converted,
By your permiffion that my Theodofius
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Return to my embraces. Oh my brother!
Why doft thou droop? there will be time enough
For pray’r and fafting and religious vows;
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own,
All the magnificence of eaftern courts.
I hate to walk a lazy life away;
Let ’s run the race which Fate bas fet before us,
And pott to the dark gaol.

Theo. *¢ Cruel deftiny !
% Why am not I thus too? ®h my Varanes!
“ Why are thefe coftly difhes fet before me?
“ Why do thefe founds of pleafure ftrike my ears?
“Why are thefe joys brought to my fick remembrance,
“Who have no appetite, but am to fenfe
“ From head to foot all a dead palfy o’er?

- Var. ¢ Fear not my friend ; all fhall be well
“ Again ; for I have thoufand ways and thoufand ftories
% To raife thee up to pleafure. We’ll unlock
“Our fafteft fecrets, fhed upon éach other
% Qur tend’reft cares, and quite unbar thofe doors
% Which fhall be fhut to all mankind befide.”

_Attic. Silence and rev’rence are the temple’s dues,

Therefore while we purfue the facred rites
Be thefe obferv’d, or quit the awful place.
“ Imperial fifters, now twin-ftars of heav’n,
% Aniwer the fucceffor of Chryfoftom,
% Without leaft refervation anfwer me,

“ By thofe harmonious rules I charg’d ye learn.”

ATTICUS fings.

Attic, Canftthou, Marina, leave the world,
‘The world that is devotion’s bane,
Where crowns are toft and fceptres hurl’a,
Where Luft and proud Ambition reign?

2. Prieff. - Can you your coftly robes forbear
¢ To live with us in poor attire?
¢ Can you from courts to cells repair
¢ To fing at midnight in our choir? .
Bij

.
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3. Prigfl. ¢ Can you forget your golden beds,
‘¢ Where you might fleep beyond the morn,.
¢ On mats to lay your royal heads
¢ And have your beauteous treffes thorn?

Attic. “ Can you refolve to faft all day,
¢ And weep and groan to be forgiv’n?
¢¢ Can you in broken flumbers pray,
¢ And by afflition merit heav’n?”

Chor. Say, Votaries, can this be done?’
While we the grace divine implore
‘The world is loft, the battle’s won,
And fin fhall never charm ye more.

MariNa fings.

‘The gate to blifs does open ftand,
And all my penance is in view;
‘The world upon the other hand
Cries out, Oh do not bid adicu!

¢¢ Yet, facred Sir, in thefe extremes,
¢ Where Pomp and Pride their glories tell;
¢ Where Youth and Beauty are the themes,
¢¢ And plead their moving caufe fo well;’

If aught that’s vain my thoughts poflefs,
Or any paffions govern here
But what divinity may blefs,
Oh, may I never enter there!

FLAVILLA fings.

“ What can pomp or glory do,
¢ Or what can human charms perfuade?
¢¢ 'That mind that has a heav’n in view
* How can it be by earth betray’d?

¢ No monarch full of youth.and fame,
¢ 'The joy of eyes and nature’s pride,
¢ Should once my thoughts from heav’n reclaim,
¢ Tho’ now he woo’d me for his bride.”

Hafte then, oh hafte! and take us in,
For ever lock religion’s ddor;
Secure us from the charms of fin,
And let usfce the world no more..
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ATTICUS fings.
Hark, bark! behold the heav’nly choir, '
They cleave the air in bright attire,
And fee his lnte each angel brings,
And hark! divinely thus he fings:
'To the Pow'rs divine all glory be giv'n
By men upon earth and angels in heav’n.

[Scene fbuts, and all the Pricfls, with Marina and Flavilla,
difuppear. '
Pulch. For ever gone! for ever parted from me!
Oh Theodofius! till this cruel moment
I never knew how tenderly ITov’d ’em ;
But on this evetlafting feparation
Methinks my foul has left me, and my time
Of diffolution points me to the grave.
Theo. Oh my Varanes! does not now thy temper
Bate fomething of its fire? doft thou not melt
In mere compaflion of my fifter’s fate,
And cool thyfelf with one relenting thought ?
Var. Yes, my dar’d foul rolls inward ; melancholy,
Which I ne’er felt before, now comes upor me,
And I begin to loathe all human greatnefs:
Oh! figh not then, nor thy hard fate deplore,
For ’tis refolv’d we will be kings no more:
We’ll fly all courts, and Lawe fhall be our guide,
Love, that’s more worth than all the world befide.
Princes are barr’d the liberty to roam;
The fetter’d mind ftill languifhes at home ;
In golden bands fhe treads the thoughtful round,
Bus’nefs and cares eternally abound
And when for air the goddefs would unbind
She’s clogg’d withfceptres and to crowns confin’d. [ Exe.

Biij
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ACT 1L
ScENE, the palace..
Enter PuLcueria, Juria, and Aitendants..

PurcHER1A.
T uese packets for the Emperour Honarius:
Be fwift, let th’ agent hafte to Rome
I hear, my Julia, that our general
Is from the Gotbs return’d with conqueft home.
Ful. He is; to-day I faw him in the prefence
Sharp to the courtiers, as he ever was,
Becaufe they went not with him to the wars:
To you he bows, and fues to kifs your hand.
Pulch. He fhall, my deareft Julia ! Oft’ I’ave told thee
The fecret of my foul. If €’er I marry .
Marcian’s my hufband : he’s.a man, my Julia,
Whom I’ave ftudy’d long, and found him perfe&t ;.
Old Rome at ev’ry glance looks thro’ his eyes
And kindles the beholders. Some fharp atoms-
Run thro’ his frame which I could with were out:
He fickens at the foftnefs of the Emp’rour,
And fpeaks too freely of our female court,
Then fighs, comparmg it with what Rome was:
Euater Marciax and Lucius.
Pulch. Ha! who are thefe that dare profane this place
With more than barb’rous infolence
Mar. At your feet
- Behold I caft the fcourge of thefe offenders,.
And kneel to kifs your hand.
Pulch, Put up your fword ;
And ere 1bid you welcome from the wars
Be fure you clear your honour of this rudenefs,
Or, Marcian, leave the court.
Mar. Thus then, Madam:
The Emperour receiv’d me with affe&iom,
Embrac’d me for my conquefts, and retird ;
When on a fudden all the gilded flies
That buzz about the court came flutt’ring round me:
This with affeCted cringes and minc’d words
Begs me to tell my tale of vi€tories;
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Which done he thanks me, {lips behind his fellow,
Whifpers him in the ear, then fmiles and liftens
While I relate my ftory once again:

A third comes in and atks me the fame favour,
Whereon they laugh, while I, ftill ignorant,

Go on; but one behind, more impudent,

Strikes on my fhoulder, then they laugh’d outright;
But then I, gueffing the abufe too late,

Return’d my knight behind a box o’ the ear,

Then drew, and briefly told them they were rafcals:
They, laughing fill, cry’d out the gen’ral’s mufty;
Whereon I drove ’em, Madam, as you faw.

This is, ire fhort, the truth ; I leave the judgment
To your own juftice: if I have done ill

Sentence me, and I’ll leave the court for ever.

Pulch. Firft,you arewelcome, Marcian, from the wars,
And ftill whene’er occafion calls for arms
Heav’n fend the Emperour a general
Renown’d as Marcian! As to what is paft,

I think the world will rather praife than cenfure
Pujcheria when fhe pardons you the aion.

Mar. Gods, gods! and thou great founder ofold Rome !
What is become of all that mighty fpirit '
That rais’d our empire to a pitch fo high?

# Where is it pent? What but almighty pow’r
¢ Could thus-confine it, that but fome few atoms
¢ Now run thro’ all the Eaft and Occident

Pulch. Speak calmly Marcian——

Mar. Who can be temperate '
That thinks as I do Madam! Why? here’s a fellow, -
I’ave feen him fight againft a troop of Vandals
In your defence, as if he lov'd to bleed. ’
¢ Come to my arms my dear! thou canft not talk,
¢¢ But hatt a foul above the proudeft of ’em.
¢ Oh Madam! when he has been all over blood,
¢¢ Andhack’d withwoundsthat feem’d tomouth hispraifes,
¢ I’ave feen him {mile ftill as he pufth’d Death from him,
¢ And with his a&ions rally diftant Fate.

Pulch. * He has a noble form.”

Mar. Yet ev’n this man,

That fought {o bravely in his country’s caufe,
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"This excellent man, this morning, in the prefence,
Did I fee wrong’d before the Emperour,
Scorn’d and defpis’d, becaufe he could not cringe,
Nor plant his feet as fome of them could do.
¢ Qne faid his clothes were not well made, and damn’d
¢¢ His tailor———another faid he look’d
¢ As if he had not loft his maidenhead.”
If things are fuffer’d to be thus down all
Authority, preeminence, degree and virtue ;
Let Rome be never mention’d ; no, 1’th’ name
Of all the gods be fhe forgotten ever !
Effeminate Perfians and the Lydian foftnefs
Make all your fights: Marcian fhall out no more,
For by my arms 1t makes 2 woman of me,
And my {wol'n eyes run o’er, to think this worth,
‘This fuller honour than the whole court holds,
Should be ridiculous to knaves and fools,
¢¢ Should ftarve for want of what ie neceflary
¢ To life’s convenience, when luxurious bawds
¢¢ Are fo o’ergrown with fat and cramm’d with riot
¢¢ That they can hardly walk without an engine.’’
" Pulch. Why did not you inform the Emperour?
Mar. Becaufe he will not hear me. Alas! good man,
He flies from this bad world ; and ftill when wars
And dangers come he runs to his devotigns,
To your new thing, ‘I know not what you call it,
Which Conftantine began.
Pulch. How, Marcian! are not you
Of that religion which the Emp’rour owns?
Mar. No Madam. If you’ll fee my honeft thought
I am not of their principle that take
A wrong ; fo far from bearing with a foe
I would ftrike firft, like old Rome; * I would forth,
¢ Elbow the neighb’ring nations round about,
¢ Invade, enlarge my empire to the bounds
« Of thé too narrow univerfe. Yes, I own,
¢ That I defpife your holy innovations;
« I’m for the Roman gods, for funeral piles,
¢ For mounting Eagles, and the fancy’d greatnefs
¢ Of our forefathers.” Methinks my heated fpirit
Could utter things worth lofing of my head.
Pulch. Speak freely Marcian, for I know thee honett.

s
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Mar. Oh, Madam ! long,long, may the Emp’rourlive !

But I muft fay his gentle difpofition

Suits not, alas! the oriental fway: '

¢ Bid him but look on Pharamond; oh Gods!

% Awake him with the image of that fpirit,

“ Which like a pyramid revers’d is grown

*Ev’n'from a point to the moft dreadful greatnefs:

“ His very name already fhakes the world,

“ And ftill in perfon heading his fierce f{quadrons,,

“ Like the firft Cefar o’er the hardy Gauls,

“ He feems another thunderbolt of war.”
Pulch. T oft’ have blam’d my brother moft for this,

That to my hand he leaves the ftate affairs;

And how that founds you know:
Mar. Forgive me, Madam !

I'think that all the greatnefs of your fex,

Rome’s Clelia, and the fam’d Semiramis,

“ With all the Amazonian valour too,”’

Meet in Pulcheria : yet I fay forgive me

If with relu&ance I behold a woman

Sit at the empire’s helm and fteer the world..
Pulch. 1 ftand rebuk’d
Mar. ¢ Mark but the growing French =

“The moft aufpicious omen of their greatnefs

“That I can guefs is their late Salique Law,

“ Blefs’d by their priefts the Salii, and pronounc’d:

“To ftand for ever, which excludes all women

“ From the imperial crown.”” But oh! I fpeak

The leaft of all thofe infinite grievances

Which make the fubjeéts murmur. In the army

Tho’ I proceeded il like Hannibal,

And punifh’d ev’ry mutineer with death,

Yet oh! it ftabb’d me thre’ and thro’ the foul

To pafs the wretches’ doom, becaufe I knew

With juftice they complain’d; for hard they fought,

And with their blood earn’d that forbidden bread

Which fome at court, and great ones, tho’ unnam’d,

Caft to their hounds, while the poor foldiers ftarv’d——.
Pulch. Your pity too, in mournful fellowthip,

No doubt might footh their murmurs.
Mar. Yesit did; - :

That I might put them once again in heart

.
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1 faid *t was true the Emp’rour was to blame,
‘Who dealt too coldly with his faithful fervants,
And paid their great arrears by fecond-hands:
I promis’d too when we return’d to court
Things fhould be mended—
But how, oh Gods! forgive my blood this tranfport ;
To the eternal fhame of female counfels,
And to the blaft of Theodofius’ name,
‘Whom never warlike chronicle fhall mention,
¢ Oh, let me fpeak it with a Roman {pirit !’
We were receiv’d like undone prodigals,
By curs’d ungrateful ftewards, with cold looks,
Who yet got all by thofe poor wretches’ ruin,
¢ Like malefators at the hands of juftice.
¢ I blufh, I almoft weep, with burfting rage;
« If thus receiv’d how paid our long arrears?
¢ Why, as intrufted mifers pay the rights
¢¢ Of helplefs widows or the orphans’ tears.
¢ Oh foldier! for to thee, to thee I fpcak ity
¢¢ Bawds for the drudgery of citizens’ wives
¢ Would better pay debilitated ftallions.”
Madam, I’ave faid perhaps too much ; if fo
It matters not ; for he who lies, like me,
On the hard ground is fure to fall no furtk.r.
Pulch. I"avegivin you patient hearing, honeft Marcxan,
And as far as I can {ee into your temper,
¢¢ I fpeak my ferious judgment in cold blood,
¢¢ ' With ftriéteft confultation on the matter,”’
I think this feeming plain and honeft Marcian
An exquifite and moft notorious traitor.
Mar. Ha! traitor!
Pulch. Yes, a moft notorious traltor./
Mar. ¢ Your grandfather, whofe frown could awe tbe
¢ Would not have call’d me fo—or if he had— [world,
Pulch. ¢ You would have taken it But to the
bus’nefs.
‘Was’t not enough, oh Heav'n thou know’ft too much !
At firft to own yourfelf an infidel,
A bold contemner, ev’n to blafphemy,
Of that religion which we all profefs,
For which your heart’s beft blood can ne’er fuffice,
But you muft dare with a feditious army
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Thus to confpire againft the Emperour?

I mention not your impudence to me,

Taxing the folly of my government

Ev’n to my face, fuch an irreverence

Asfure noe barb’rous Vandal would have urg'd;
Befides your libelling all the court, as if

You had engrofs'd the whole world’s honefty,
And flatt’rers, fools, and fycophants, and knaves,
Such was your language, did inhabit there.

Mar. You wreft my honeft meaning, by the gods
Youdoj; ¢ and if you thus go on I'feel
« My ftruggling fpirit will no longer bear it.”

Pulch. 1 thought the meaning of all rational men
Should ftill be gather’d out of their difcourfe;

Nor are you fo imprudent without thinking

To vent fuch words, tho’ now you fain would hide it.
You find the guilt and balk the accufation.

But think not you fhall fcape fo eafily:

Once more I do confront you as a traitor ;

And as I am intrufted with full pow’r,

Diveft you in the name of Theodofius

Of all your offices,- commiffions, honours,

Command you leave the court within three days,
Loyal plain-dealing honeft Marcian.

Mar. Gods! gods!

Pulch. « What now ? Ha! does the traitor murmur?
“If in three days—mark me—"tis I that doom thee—
« Rafh inconfiderate man, a wretch beneath
“ The torments I could execute upon thee,”

If after three days’ fpace thou’rt found in coart

Thou dy’ft ; thy head, thy head fhall pay the forfeit.

“ Now rage, now rail, and curfe the court,

“ Saucily dare t’abufe the beft of princes,

“ And let thy lawlefs tongue lafh.all it can;

“ Do, like a madman rave, deplore thy fortune

“ While pages laugh at thee.” Then hafte toth’ army,

Grow popular, and lead the multitude;

Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy beaft

To kick at Cefar. Nay, if thou weep’'ft I'm gone.

Oh Julia! if I ftay I fhall weep too.

Yet 'tis but juft that 1 the heart fhould fee

Of him who once mutt lord it over me. [Afde.
: [ Exeunt Pulch. and Fulia.
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Luc. Why do you droep Sir?>—Come, no more o’ this;
You are and fhall be #ill our general.
-Say but the word I'll fill the Hippodrome
‘With fquadrons that fhall make the Emp’rour tremblc,
‘We’ll fire the court about his ears.
Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch’d
An opportunity, and now it comes.
Few words and I are friends; but, noble Marcian*
If yet thou art not more than general
Ere dead of night fay Luciusis a coward.
Mar. I charge thee in the name of all the gods
Come back; I charge thee by the name of Friend.
All’s well, and I rejoice I am no general.
But hufh! within three days we muft begone,
And then, my friend, farewell to ceremony:
We’ll fly to fome far diftant lonely village,
Forget our former ftate, and breed with {laves,
And when night comes,
‘With bodies coarfely fill’d and vacant {ouls
Sleep like the labour’d hinds, and never think,
For if I think again I fhall go mad:
Enter LEONTINE and ATHENAIS. ‘
Therefore no thought. But fee, we ’re interrupted. ‘
Oh court! oh Emperour! —yet let death threatea
I’ll find a time; till then be ftill my foul
¢ No gen’ral now; a member of thy country, !
¢ But moft corrupt, therefore to be cut off; |
¢ Loyal plain-dealing honeft Marcian.
¢ A flave, a traitor! Oh ye eternal Gods!”’— [ Exeunl.
Leon. So Athenais, now our compliment ‘
To the young Perfian prince is at an end, !
‘What then remains but that we take our leave, |
And bid him everlattingly farewell? |
Athen. My Lord !
Leon. 1 fay that decency requires
We fhould be gone, nor can you ftay with honour.
Athen. Moft true my Lord!
Leon. The court is now at peace,
The Emp’rour’s fifters are retir’d for ever,
And he himfelf compos'd; what hinders then
But that we bid adieu to Prmce Varanes? ‘
" Athen. Ah'Sir! why will you break my heart?

3
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Leon. I would not;
Thou art the only cowmnfort of my age:
Like an old tree I ftand amongft the ftorms;
Thou art the only limb that I have left me, [ Ske kneeks.
My dear green branch ! and how I prize thee, child,
Heav’n only knows. Why doft thou kneel and weep?
Athen. Becaufe you are fo good, and will, I hope,
Forgive my fault, who firlt occaﬁo‘i’d it.
Leon. I charg’d thee to receive and hear the prince.
Athen. You did ; and oh! my Lord, I heard too much,
Too much, I fear, for my eternal quiet. '
Leon. Rife Athenais; credit him who bears
More years than thou: Varanes has deceiv’d thee.
Athen. How do we differ then? You judge the prince
Impious and bafe, while I take Fleav'n to witnefs
I think him the mo#t virtuous of men;
Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you accufe him
Before you make the trial. Alas Varanes!
If thou art falfe there’s no fuch thing o earth
As folid goodnefs or fubftantial honour.
A thoufand times, my Lord, he has fworn to give me
{And I believe his oaths) his crown and empire
That day I make him mafter of my heart. R
Leon. That day he’ll make thee miftrefs of his pow’r,
Which carries a foul name among the vulgar.
No, Athenais, let me fee thee dead,
Borne a pale corpfe, and gently laid in earth,
So I may fay fhe’s chafte and dy’d a virgin,
Rather than view thee with thefe wounded eyes
Seated upon the throne of Ifdigerdes,
The blaft of commoa tongues, the nobles’ fcorn,
Thy father’s curfe, that is, the prince’s whore.
Athen. Oh, horrid fuppofition! how I deteft it
Be witnefs Heav’n, that fees my fecret thoughts!
* Have I for this, my Lord, been taught by you
% The niceft juftice and fevereft virtue,
¢T'o fear no death, to know no end of life;
¢ And with long fearch difcern the higheft good?
¢ No, Athenajs; when the day beholds thee
¢ So fcandaloufly rais’d pride caft thee down,
¢ The fcorn of honour and the people’s prey!”’
No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem C
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That aged head from the defcending axe,
Not tho’ I faw thy trembling body rack’d,
Thy wrinkles all about thec filI’d with blood,
Would I for empire to the man I love
Be made the obje& of unlawful pleafure.
Leon. Oh, greatly faid, and bythcbloodwhxchwarmsmc'
‘Which runs as rich as any Athens holds,
It would imprcve the virtue of the world
If ev’ry day a thoufand votaries
And thoufand virgins came from far to hear thee!
* Athen. Look down ye Pow’rs, take notice we obey
The rigid principles ye have infus’d ;
Yet oh, my noble father! to convince you,
Since you will have it fo, propofe a marriage,
Tho’-with the thought I’m cover’d o’er with blufhes:
Not that I doubt the prince ; that were to doubt
The Heav’ns themfelves. I know he is all truth
But momﬁy-——
The virgin’s troublefome and conftant gueft,
That, that alone forbidss———r
Leon. T with to Heav’n.
‘There prove no greater bar to my relief.
Behold the prince: I will retire a while,
And when occafion calls.come to thy aid. [ Exiz Leon.
Enter VARANES and ARANTHES.
Par. To fix her on the throne to me feems little ;
Were I a god yet would I raife her higher;
Chis is the nature of thy prince: but oh!
As to the world thy judgment foars above me,
And I am dar’d with this gigantick honour;
Glory forbids her profpeét to a crown,
Nor muft fhe gaze that way: my haughty foul
‘I'hat day when fhe afcends the throne of Cyrus
Will leave my body pale, and to the ftars
Retire in blufhes, and quite loft for ever.
Aran. What do you purpofe then?
Var. I know not what.
But fee, the comes, the glory of my arms,
The only bus’nefs of my inftant thought,
My foul’s beft joy, and all my true repofe.
I fwear I cannot bear thefe ftrange defires,
Thefe ftrong impulfes, which will fhortly leave me
Dead at thy feet
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Athen. What have you found, my Lord,
In me fo harfh or cruel that you fear
To fpeak your griefs?

Var. Firft let me kneel and fwear,

And on thy hand feal my religious vow;

Straight let the breath of gods blow me from earth,
Swept from the bock of Fame, forgotten ever,

If I prefer thee not, oh Athenais!

To all the Perfian greatnefs.

Athen. 1 believe you, :

For 1 have heard you {fwear as much before.

Var. Hatt thou? oh, why then did I fwear again,
But that my love knew nathing worthier of thee,
And could no better way exprefs my paffion?

Athen. Oh, rife my Lord !-

Var. I will do ev'ry thing
Which Athenais bids : if there be more
In nature to convince thee of my love
Whifper it oh, fome god, into my ear,

And on her breaft thus to her lift’ning foul

I'll breathe the infpiration. Wilt thou not fpeak?
What, but one figh, no more ! can that fuffice
For all my vaft expenfe of prodigal love 2

* Oh Athenais! what fhall I fay or do

* To gain the thing I wifh ? -

Athen. * What s that my Lord? . :

Var. «“ Thus _to approach thee ftill, thus to behold
“ Yet there is more” [thee—

Athen. My Lord, I dare not hear you.

Var. Why doft thou frownat what thou doft not know?
*Tis an imagination which ne’er pierc’d thee ;

Yet astis ravithing ’tis full of honour.

Athen. I muft not doubt you Sir; but oh! I tremble
To think if I{digerdes fhquld behold you,

Should hear you thus protefting to a maid
Of no degree but virtue in the world—

Var. No more of this, no more ; for I difdain
All pomp when thou art by. Far be the noife
Of kings and courts from us, whofe gentle fouls
Our kinder ftars have fteer'd another way.

Free as the foreft birds we Il pair together,
Without rememb’ring who our fathers weve,

Cij.
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Fly to the arbours, grots, and flow’ry meads,

And in foft murmurs interchange our fouls,

Together drink the cryftal of the ftream,

Or tafte the yellow fruit which autumn yields,

And when the golden ev’ning calls us home

Wing to-our downy neft and fleep till morn.
Athen. Ah Prince ! no more: forbear, forbear, tocharm

Since I am doom’d to leave you Sir for ever. [me,
Var. Hold, Athenais
Athen. 1 know your royal temper,

And that high honour reigns within your breaft,

Which would difdain to wafte fo many heurs

‘With one of humble blood compar'd to you

Unlefs ftrong paflion fway'd your thoughts to love her;

Therefore receive, oh Prince ! and take it kindly,

For none on earth but you could win it from me,

Receive the gift of my eternal love;

* *Tis all I can beftow ; nor is it little,

For fure a heart fo coldly chafte as mine

No charms but your’s, my Lord, could e'er have warm'd.
Var. Well have you made amends by this laft coiafort

_For the cold dart you fhot at me before: ‘

For this laft goodnefs, oh my Athenais!

(For now methinks I ought to call you mine)

I empty all my foul in thanks before you:

Yet oh! one fear remains, like death it chills me,

Why my relenting love did talk of parting !

Athen.. Look there, and ceafe your wonder. I have
T" obey my father, and he calls me hence——  [f{wort
Enter LEONTINE.

Var. Ha, Leontine! by which of all my a&ions
Have I fo deeply injur'd thee to merit
The fmarteft wound| revenge could form to end me?
Leon. Anfwer me now, oh Brince! for virtue prompts
And honefty will dally now no longer: [me,
What can the end of all this paffion be? _
Glory requiresthe ftrit account, and atks
What you intend at laft to Athenais?
Var. How, Leontine!
Leon. You faw her, Sir, at Athens, faid you lowd-her:
I charg’d her humbly to receive the honour,
Aund hear your paffion.. Has the not, Sir, obey’d me?
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Var. She has, I thank the gods; but whither wouldft
Lcon. Having refolv’d to vifit Theodofius [thou?
You fwore you would not go without my daughter,
Whereon I gave command that fhe fhould follow,
Var. Yes, Leontine, my old remembrancer,
Moft learn’d of all philofophers, you did.
Leon. Thus long fhe has attended: you have feen her,,
Sounded her virtues and her imperfe&ions;
Therefore, dread Sir! forgive this bolder charge
Which honour founds, and now let me demand you-=~
Var. Now help, Aranthes, or I’m dafh’d for ever.
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, difdain the marriage.
Leon. Can your high thoughts fo far forget them{elves.
T admit this humble virgin for your bride?
Var. Ha!
Athen. He blufhes, gods! and ftammers at the queftion !’
Leon. Why do you walk and chafe yourfelf my Lord?:
The bus’nefs is not much.
Var. How, Leontine!
Not much !-I know that the deferves a crown;
Yet ’tis to reafon much, tho’ not to love:
And fure the warld would blufh to fee the daughter-
Of a philofopher upon the throne of Cyrus.
Athen. Undone for ever!
Leon. Is this your anfwer Sir?
Var. Why doft thou urge me thus, and puth me te-
The very brink of glory? where, alas!
I look and tremble at the vaft defcent ;
Yet ev’n there to the vaft bottom down
My rafh advent’rer Love would have me leap,.
And grafp my Athenais with my ruin.
Leon. °Tis well my Lor
Var. Why doft thou then provoke me ?
I thought that Perfia’s court had ftore of honour.
To fatisfy the height of thy ambition.
Befides, old man, my Love is too well grown
To want a tutor for his good behaviour:.
What he will do he of himfelf will do,
And not be taught by you
Leon. I know he will not ;
Fond tears away! I know, I know he will not;:
Cuj:
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But he would buy with his old man’s preferment
My daughter’s fhame. :
Var. Away, I fay! my foul difdains the motion.
Leon. The motion of a marriage; yes, I fee it:.
Your angry looks and haughty words betray it ;
I found 1t at the firft. I thank you, Sir,
You have at laft rewarded your old tutor
For all his cares, his watchings, fervices:
Yet let me tell you Sir, this humble maid,
This daughter of a poor philofopher, -
Shall, if fhe pleafe, be feated on a throne
As high as that of the immortal Cyrus.
Var. 1 think that age and deep philofophy
Have crack’d thy brain. Farewell, old Leontine;
Retire to reft ; and when this braw]ing humour
Is-rock’d afleep I’ll meet my Athenais,
And clear th’ accounts of love which thou haft blotted.
Exit.
Leon. Old Leontine! Perhaps I’m mad indeed.[
But hold, my heart, and Iet that folid virtue
Which I fo long ador’d fill keep the reins..
Oh Athenais! but I will not chide thee:
Fate is in all our a&tions ; and methinks,.
At leatt a father judges fo, it has
Rebuk’d thee fmartly for thy eafinefs:
There is a-kind of mournful eloquence
In thy dumb grief whieh fhames all clam’rous forrow:.
Athen. ‘¢ Alas! my breaft is full of death; methinke:
¢ I fear ev’n you
Leon. ¢ Why fhouldft thou fear thy father?
Athen. ¢ Becaufe you have the figure of.a man!?*’
Is there, oh fpeak! a poffibility.
To be forgiv’n?
Leon.. Thy father does forgive thee,
And honour will ; but on this hard condition;
Never to fee him more
Athen. See him! oh Heav’ns!
Leon. Unlefsit be, my daughter, to upbraid him;:
Not tho’ he fhould repent and ftraight retura,
Nay, proffer thee his crown No more of that..
Honour'too gries.revenge, revenge thy wrongs,.
Revenge thyfelf, revenge thy injur’d father;.
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For ’tis revenge fo wife, fo glorious toe,
As all the world fhall praife
Athen. Oh, give me leave,
For yet I am all tendernefs: the woman,
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward, woman,
Dares not look forth, but runs about my breaft,
And vifits all the warmer manfions there,
Where fhe fo. oft” has harbour’d falie Varanes!
Cruel Varanes! falfe forfworn Varanes!
Leon. Is this forgetting him? is this the courfe
Which honour bids thee take?
Athen. Ah Sir, allow
A little time for Love to make his way =
Hardly he won the place,.and many fighs,
And many tears, and thoufand oaths, it coft him =+
And 6h! I find he will not be diflodg’d
Without a groan at parting hence for ever.
No, no! he vows he will not yet be rais’d:
Without whole floods of grief at his farewell,
Which thus I facrifice: and oh! I fwear
Had he prov’d true I would as eafily
Have empty’d all my blood, and dy’d to ferve him,
As now I fhed thefe drops or vent thefe fighs
To fhew how welbhow perfeétly I lov’d him.
Leon. No woman fure but thou, fo low in fortune,
Therefore the nobler is thy fair example,
Would thus have griev’d becaufe a prince ador’d her;:
Nor willit be believ’d in aftertimes
That there was ever fuch a maid in being »
Yet do 1 ftill advife preferve thy virtue;
And fince he does difdain thee for his bride
Scorn thou to be
Athen. Hold, Sir; oh, hold, forbear,.
For my nice {oal abhors the very found ;
Yet with the fhame of that and the defire
Of an immortal name I am infpir’d:
All kinder thoughts are fled for ever from me;-
All tendernefs, as if I ne’er had'lov'd,.
Has left my bofom cplder than the-grave.
Leon.. Oh Athenais! on; ’tis bright before thee ;:
Purfue the track, and thou.fhalt be.a ftar..
Athen. Oh Leontine ! I\fwear, my noble father,,




-

32 : THEODOSIUS. AaIII.

That I will ftarve ere once forego my virtue:
And thus let ’s join to contradi& the world,
That empire could not tempt a poor old man-
To fell his prince the honour of his daughter,.
And the too match’d the {pirit of her father;
Tho’ humbly born and yet more humbly bred
She for her fame refus’d a royal bed ;

Who tho’ fhe lov’d yet did put off the hour,
Nor could her virtue be betray’d by pow’r.
Patterns like thefe will guilty courts improve,
And teach the fair to blufh at confcious love :
¢ Then let all maids for honour come in view,
% If any maid can more for glory do.”

ACT III
Enter VARANES and ARANTHES.

Varanes.
Com: to my arms, my faithful dear Aranthes,.
Soft courifellor, companion of my youth!
If I had longer been alone mott fure
With the diftraétion that furrounds my heart
My hand would have rebell’d againft his mafter-
And done a murder here.

Aran. ¢ The gods forbid !

Par. ¢ 1 {wear I prefs thee with as hearty joy
¢ As ever fearful bride embrac’d her man
¢¢ When from a dream of death fhe wak’d, and found
¢ Her lover fafe and fleeping by her fide.”

Aran. The caufe my Lord?

Var. Early thou know’ft laft night I went to reft;-
Butlong, my friend, ere flumber clos’d my eyes,
Long was the combat fought *twixt love and glory;
The fever of my paffion burnt me up;

My pangs grew ftronger, and my rack was doubled ;.
¢ My bed was all afloat with the cold drops :
¢¢ That mortal pain wrang from my lab’ring limbs,
¢ My groans more deep than others’ dying gafps;”
_Therefore I charge thee hafte to her apartment;.

~ ’
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« T do conjure thee tell her, tell her all

¢« My fears can urge or fondnefs can invent §

¢« Tell her how I repent ; fay any thing,

« For any thing I'H do to quench my fires:”

Say I will marry her now on the inftant ;

Say all that I would fay, yet in the end

My love fhall make it more than gods can utter.
Aran. My Lord, both Leontine and fhe are gone

From their apartment
Var. Ha! gone, fay’ft thou! whither?
Aran. That was my whole employment all this day;

But Sir, I grieve to fpeak it, they have left

No track behind for care to find 'em out;

Nor is it poffible
Var. It is, it fhall;

I'll firuggle with impoffibilities

To find my Athenais: not the walls

Of Athens nor of Thebes fhall hide her from me:

I'll bring the force of all my father’s arms

And lay "em wafte but I'll redeem my love.

Oh Leontine! morofe old Leontine!

Thou mere philofopher! oh, cruel fage!

Who for one hafty word, one chol’rick doubt,

Haft turn'd the fcale, tho’ in the facred balance

My life, my glory, and my empire, hung !
Aran. Moft fure, my Lord, they are retir'd to Athens.

I will fend poft to-night.
Var. No, no, Aranthes;

Prepare my chariots, for I’ll go in perfon.

I fwear till now, till I began to fear

Some other might enjoy my Athenais,

I fwear I did not know how much I lov'd her.

But let’s away ; Il to the Emperour,

Thou to the hafty management of my bus’ nefs.

“ Prepare ; to-day I’ll go, to-day I’ll find her:

* No more; I’ll take my leave of Theodofius,

* And meet thee on the Hippodrome. Away ;”

Let the wild hurry of the mafter’s love

Mzke quick thy apprehenfion : hafte, and leavc me.

[Ex:m'u'.
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SceEne,PurcueriA,ATTIiCUS,LEONTINE ; Potaries lead.
ing ATHENAIS in proceffion, afier her baptifm, to be con-
Jirmed.

ATTICUS fings,

¢ Oh Chryfoftom ! look down and fee

¢ An off’ring worthy Heav’n and thee !

¢¢ So rich the viétim, bright and fair,

¢ That fhe on carth appears a ftar :
Chor.* Eudofia is the virgin’s name,

¢ And aftertimes (hall fing her fame.

ATTICUS fings,

¢ Lead her, Votaries, lead her in,

¢ Her holy birth does now begin.
1/ Putary. ¢ In humble weeds but clean array

¢ Your hours fhall fweetly pafs away,

¢ And when the rites divine are paft

¢ To pleafant gardens you fhall hafte. .
2d Votary. ¢ Where many a flow’ry bed we have,

¢ 'That emblem ftill to cach a grave;

¢ And when within the ftream we look

¢ With tears we ufe to fwell the brook ;

¢ But oh! when in the liquid glafs

¢ Our heav'n appears, we figh to pafs: N
Ghor. ¢ For heav’n alone we are defign’d,

¢¢ And all things bring our heav’n to mind.”

Athen. Oh Princefs! oh! moft worthy of the world,
That is fubmitted by its Emperour [ Kneels.
To your moft wife and providential fway !

‘What Greek or Roman eloquence can paint
The rapture and devotion of my foul!
I am adopted your’s ; you are my goddefs,
That have new-form’d, new-moulded, my conceptions,
¢ And by the platform of a work divine
¢ New-fram’d, new-built, me to your own defires,
¢t Thrown all the lumber of my paffionsout,
¢ And made my heart a manfion of perfetion !
¢ Clean as an anchorite’s grot or votarift’s cell,
« And fpotlefs as the glories of his fteps
* Whom we far oft’ adore.
Pulch. Rife Eudofia,
And let me fold my Chriftian in my arms:
With this dear pledge of an eternal love

v
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I feal thee, oh Eudofia ! mine for ever:

Accept, beft charge, the vows of my affe@ion,

For by the facred friendfhip that I give thee

I think that Heav’n by miracle did fend thee

To eafe my cares, to help me in my.counfels,

To be my fifter, partner in my bed,

And equally thro’ my whole courfe of life

To be the better part of thy Pulcheria,

And fhare my griefs and joys.
Athen. No, Madam, no;

Excufe the cares that this fad wretch muft bring you:

“ Qh! rather let me leave the world for ever ;*’

Orif I muft partake your royal fecrets,

“ If you refolve to load me with fuch honour,”

Let it be far from cities, far from courts,:

Where I may fly all human converfation,

Where I may never fee, nor hear, nor name,

Nor think, nor dream, oh Heav’n! if pofiible,

Of mankind more. .
Pulch, < What now! in tears Eudofia?!
Athen. ¢ Far from the guilt of palaces, oh, fend me!

“Drive me, oh, drive me from the traitor man!

* 8o I might fcape that monfterlet me dwell

“In lions” haunts or in fome tiger’s den ;

“Place me on fome fteep, craggy, rnin’d rock,

“That bellies out, juft dropping in the ocean ;

* Bury me in the hollow of its womb,

“Where ftarving on my cold and flinty bed

“I may from far, with giddy apprehenfion,

% See infinite fathoms down the rumbling deep ;

“Yet not e’en there, in that vaft whirl of death,

“Can there be found fo terrible a ruin

“ As man, falfe man, {fmiling, deftru&ive man!”
Pulch. Then thou haft lov’d Eudofia. Oh, my fifter

Still nearer to my heart, fo much the dearer,

Becaufe our fates are like, and hand in hand

Our Fortunes lead us thro’ the maze of life:

I’m glad that thou haft lov’d ; nay, lov'd with danger,

Since thou haft fcap’d the ruin—¢* Methinks it lightens

“The weight of my calamities that thou

“(In all things elfe fo perfet and divine) -

“Art yet akin to my infirmity,
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¢ And bear’ft thy part in love’s melodious ill,
¢ Love, that like bane perfum’d infe&s the mind,
¢ That fad delight that charms all womankind.”’
Athen.Y es, Madam, I confefs that Love has charm’d me,
But never fhall again: * no, I renounce him.
«¢ Infpire me all the wrongsof abus’d woman;
¢« All you that have been cozen’d by falfe men
< See what a ftri&k example I will make;
¢ But for the perjuries of one I will revenge ye
¢¢ For all that’s paft, that’s prefent, and to come.
Pulch.“Oh,thoufarmorethan the moft mafculine virtue!
* Where, our Aftrea, where, oh drowning brightnefs !
* Where haft thou been fo long ? Let me again
¢ Proteft nmiy admiration and my love;
¢¢ Let me declare aloud, while thou art here,
¢ While fuch clear virtue fhines within our circle,
¢ Vice fhall no more appear within the palace,
¢ But hide her dazzl’d eyes, and this be call’d
¢ The holy court. But” lo! the Emp’rour comes :
Beauty like thine may drive that far away
‘That has fo long entranc’d his foul——My Lord————
Enter Tueopos1us and Attendants.
Theo. If yet, alas! I might but hope to fee her s
But oh ! forgive me Heav’n,this wilder ftart
That thus would reach impoffibility :
No, no, I never muft behold her more;
As well my Atticus might raife the dead
As Leontine fhould charm that form in view.
Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a cure,
‘With purer flames to draw that cruel fire
That tortur'd you fo long Behold this virgin——
The daughter of your tutor Leontine.
Theo. Ah ! :
Pulch. « Sheisyourfifter'scharge, and made a Chriftian,
¢ And Athenais is Eudofia now :
¢ Be fure a fairer never grac’d religion,
¢« And for her virtue fhe¢ tranfcends example.”’
Theo. Oh, all you bleft above ! how can this be ?
Am Tawake? or is this poffible? . [Athen. Eneels.
Pulch. She kneels myLord ; willnot yougo and raife her?

4
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Theo. Nay, do thou raife her, for I’m rooted here;
Yet if laboriaus love and melancholy
Have not o’ercome me, and quite turn’d me mad,
It muft be fhe, that naked dazzling fweetnefs!
“The very figure of that morning-ftar
‘That, dropping pearls and thedding dewy beams,
Fled from the greedy waves whea I approach'd.
Anfwer me Leontine ; am I diftra&ed,
Or is this true? ¢¢ By thee in all encounters
« I will be rul’d, in temperance and wildnefs,
¢ When reafon clafhes with extravagance.
« But fpeak”
Leon. 'Tis true, my Lord ; this is my daughter,
‘Whom I conceal'd in Perfia from all eyes
But your’s, when chance dire€ted you that way.
Theo. Hefays'tistrue: whythenthisheartlefscarriage,
This lazy fpirit? :
* Oh, were 1 proof againft the darts of love,
* And cold to beauty as the marble lover
« That lies without a thought upon his tomb,
* Would not this glorious dawn of life run thro’ me
“ And waken death itfelf!”” Why am I {low then?
What hinders now but that in {pite of rules
I burft thro’ all the bands of death that hold me,
[ He kueels.
And fly with fuch a hafte to that appearance
As bury’d faints fhall make at the laft fummons?
Athen. The Emp'rour at my feet! Oh Sir! forgive me,
Drown me not thus with everlafting fhame :
Both heav'n and earth muft blufh at fuch a view,
Nor can I bear it longer——
Leon. My Lord, fhe is unworthy ——
Theo. Ha! what fay’ft thou Leontine?
“ Unworthy! oh, thou atheift to perfe&ion!
“ All that the blooming earth cou’d fend forth fair,
“ All that the gaudy heav’ns cou’d drop down glorious!”
Unworthy, fay’ft thou! Wers thou not her father
1 fwear I would revenge—But hafte and tell me,
For love like mine will bear no fecond thought.
Can all the honours of the orient,
Thus facrific’d with the moft pure affe&ion,
With fpotlefs thoughts and languithing deﬁrch,
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Obtain, oh Leontine ! the crown at laft?
To thee I fpeak, thy daughter to my bride?
Leon. My Lotd, the honour bears fuch eftimation
It calls the blood into my aged cheeks,
And quite o’erwhelms my daughter with confufion,
Who with her body proftrate on the earth
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd glory.
Theo. Letmeembraceand thank thee, oh kind Heav'n!
Oh Atticus! Pulcheria! oh my father!
Was ever change like mine? Run thro’ the ftreets;
* Who waits there?” Run, and loud as Fame can fpeak
With trumpet founds proclaim your Emp’rour’s joy:
¢« And as of old, on the great feftival
¢ Of her they call the Mother of the Gods,
¢ Let all work ccafe, at leaft an oaken garland
*« Crown each plebeian head ; let fprightly bowls
« Be dol'd about, and the tofs’d cymbals found ;
¥ Tell ’em their much Jamented Theodofius
¢ By miracle is brought from death to life;
« His melancholy 's gone, and now once more
*¢ He fhall appear at the ftate's helm again;;
¢ Nor fear a wreck while this bright ftar dire&s us,,
¢ For while the fhines no fands no cowring rocks ~ ~
¢ Shall lie unfeen, but I will cut my way
¢ Secure as Neptune thro’ the higheft ftream,
¢ And to the port in fafety fteer the world.”
Athen. Alas! my Lord, confider mny extra&tion,
With all my other wants
Thes. Peace, Emprefs, peace! \
No more the daughter of old Leontine,
A Chriftian now, and partner of the eaft.
Athen. My father has difpos’d me, you command me;
What can I anfwer then but my obedience?
Tkeo. Attend her, dear Pulcheria! and oh, tell her
To-morrow, if fhe pleafe, I will be happy.
Oh, why fo long fhould I my joys dclay ?
[ Exeunt Pulch. and Athen,
Time, imp thy wxngs, let not thy minutes ftay,
But to a moment change the tedious day :
«"The day! "twill be an age before to-morrow :
¢ An age, a death, a vaft eternity,
¢« Where we fhall cold and pafl enjoyment lie.”
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Enter VarANEs and ARANTHES,
Var. Oh Theodofius!
Theo. Ha! my brother here!
Why doft thou come to make my blifs run o’er?
¢ What is there more to wifh ? Fortune can find
¢¢ No flaw in fuch a glut of happinefs
¢¢ To let one mifery in” Oh, my Varanes!
Thou that of late didft feem to walk on clouds,
Now give a loofe, let go the flacken’d rejns,
Let us drive down the precipice of joy,
As if that all the winds of heav’n were for us.
Var. My Lord, I’m glad to find the gale is turn’d, -
And give you joy of this aufpicious fortune.
Plough on your way with all your ftreamers out ;
With all your glorious flags and garlands ride
Triumphant on—and leave me to the waves,
The fands, the winds, the rocks, the fure deftru&ion
And ready gulfs that gape to fwallow me.
Theo. It was thy hand that drew me from the grave,
Who had been dead by this time to ambition,
To crowns, to titles, and my flighted greatnefs:
But ftill, as if each work of thine deferv’d
The fmile of Heav’r———thy Theodofius met
With fomething dearer than his diadem,
With all that’s worth a with, that’s worth alife ;
I met with that which made me leave the world.
Var. And I, oh turn of chance! oh curfed fortune!
Have loft at once all that could make me happy.
¢ Oh ye too partial Pow’rs! but now no more:
“ The gods, my dear my moft lov’d Theodofius,
* Double all thofe joys that thou haft met upon thee!
* For fure thou art moft worthy, worthy more
“Than Jove in all his prodigality
“ Can €’er beftow in bleflings on mankind.”
And oh! methinks my foul is ftrangely mov’d,
Takes it the more unkindly of her ftars /-
That thou and I cannot be bleft together;
For I muft leave thee friend ! this night muft leave thee,
To go in doubtful fearch of what perhaps
I ne’er fhall find, if fo my cruel Fate :
Has order’d it. Why then farewell for ever,
For I hall never never fee thee more.

Dj
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Theo. How fenfible my tender foul is grown

Of what you utter ! Oh my gallant friend!

Oh brother! oh Varanes! do not judge

By what I fpeak, for fighs will interrupt me:

Judge by my tears, judge by thefe ftriét embraces,

And by my laft refolve: tho’ I have met

With what in filence I fo long ador’d;

‘Tho’ in the rapture of protefting joys

I had fet down to-morrow for my nuptials,

¢ And Atticus to-night prepares the temple,’’

Yet my Varanes! 1 will rob my foul
- Of all her health, of my imperial bride,

And wander with thee in the fearch of that

On which thy life depends——

Var. If thie I fuffer

Conclude me then begotten of a hind,

And bred in wilds : no Theodofius, na;

I charge thee by our friendthip, and conjure thee

By all the gods, to mention this no more.

Perhaps, dear friend! I fhall be fooner here

Than yau exp«:d or I myfelf imagine :

‘What moft I grieve is that I cannot wait

To fee your nuptials; yet my foul is with you,

And all my adorations to your bride.

Theo. What, my Varanes! will you be fo cruel

As not to fee my bride before you go? -

Or are you angry at your rival’s charms,

Who has already ravifh’d half my heart,

That once was all your own?

Var. You know I am diforder’d;

My melancholy will not {uit her bleft condition. :
[ Exit Then
And the gods know fince thou, my Athenais,

‘Art fled from thefe fick eyes all other women
To my pall'd foul feem like the ghoft of Beauty,
And haunt my mem’ry with the lofs of thee.
Enter Atuenars, Turopostus leading her.

Theo. Behold, my Lord, th' occafion of my joy.

Var. Oh ye immortal gods! Aranthes! oh!
Look there, and wonder. Ha! is’t poffible ?

Athen. My Lord, the Emp’rour fays youare his frxcnd,n
He charges mc to ufe my intereft, |
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And beg of you to ftay at leaft {o long

As our efpoufals will be folemnizing :

I told him I was honour'd once to know you,
But that fo flightly as I could not warrant

The grant of any thing that I fhould afk you—

Var. Oh heav’n and earth ! oh Athenais! why,
Why doft thou ufe me thus? Had I the world
Thou know’ft it fhould be thine—

Athen. I know not that
But yet, to make fure work, one half of it
Is mine already Sir without your giving.

My Lord; the prince is obitinate ; his glory

Scorns to be mov'd by the weak breath of woman ;

He isall hero, bent for higher views,

Therefore *tis noble Sir to let him go:

If not for him my Lord, yet for myfelf

I muft entreat the favour to retire. [Exit Athen. &7’ .
Var. Deathand defpair! confufion! hell, and Furies!
Theo. « Heav’'n guard thy health, and fill preferve -

thy virtue,”

What fhould-this mean? I fear the confequence,

For ’tis too plain they know each other well.

Var. Undone Aranthes ! loft, undone for ever!

I fee my doom, I read it with broad eyes,
As plain asif I faw the book of Fate :

Yet I will mufter all my fpirits up,

Digeft my grief, fwallow the rifing paffions ;
Yes, I will ftand the fhock of all the gods
Well as I can, and ftruggle for my life.

Theo. You mufe my Lord ; and if you’ll give me leave
To judge your thoughts they feem employ’d at prefcnt '
About my bride—* T guefs you know her too.’

Var. Hisbride! ohgods ! give mea moment’s patience.
I muft confefs the ﬁght of Athenais,

Where I fo little did expe& to fee her,
So grac’d, and fo adorn’d, did raife my wonder:
But what exceeds all adnmratron is,
That you fhould talk of making her your bride;
*T1s fuch a blind effeét of monftrous fortune,
That tho’ I well remember you affirm’d it
I cannot yet believe
Theo. Then now believe me :
By all the Pow’rs divine I will cfpoufe her.
D ijj
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Var. Ha! I fhall leap the bounds. Come, come, my

Lord,
By all thefe pow’rs you nam’d I fay you muft not.

Theo. I fay I will; and who fhall bar my pleafure?

. Yet more, I fpeak the judgment of my foul,
Weigh but with fortune merit in the balance,
Anrd Athenais lofes by the marriage.

FPar. Relentlefs Fates! malicious cruel Pow’rsf
O, for what crime do you thus rack your creature
Sir, I mutt tell you this unkingly meannefs
Suits the profeflion of an anchorite well,

But in an oriental emperour

It gives offence ; nor can you without fcandal,
‘Without the notion of a grov’ling fpirit,
Efpoufe the daughter of old Leontine,
Whofe utmoft glory is to’ave been my tutor.

Theo. He has fo well acquitted that employment,
Breeding you up to fuch a gallant height
Qf full perfe@ion and imperial greatnefs,

That ev’n for this refpe&, if for no other,
I will efteem him worthy while I live. '
“ar. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little freedom 3
For I muft boldly uege in fuch a.caufe
Whoever flatters you, tho’ ne’er fo near .
- Related to your blood, fhould be fufpeéted.

Theo. If friendthip would admit a cold fufpiciony
After what I have heard and feen to-day,

Of all mankind I fhould fufpe& Varanes.

Var. He has ftung me to the heart ; my groans will

choke me
Unlefs my firuggling paffion gets a vent.
Out with it then—1I ¢an no more diffemble—
Yes, yes, my Lord ! fince you reduce me to.
The laft neceflity I muft confefs it;
Imuft avow my flame for Athenais:
 Tamall five, my paflion eats me up,
It grows incorp’rate with my flefh and blood =
My pangs redouble; now they eleave my heart !
Oh Athenais! oh Eudofia!—Oh!
“ Tho’ plain as day I fee my own deftruétion:
“ Yet to my death, and oh, let all the gods
¢ Bear witnefs! ftill I fwear I will adore thee!””
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Theo. Alas, Varanes! which of us two the heav'as -
Have mark’d for death is yet above the ftars;
But while we live let us preferve our friendthip
Sacred and juft, as we have ever doae.
‘This only mean in two fuch hard extremes
Remains for both : to-morrow you fhall fee her
With all advantage in her own apartment ;
Take your own time ; fay all you can to gain her;
If you can win her lead her into Perfia;
If not, confent that I efpoufe her here.
Var. Still worfe and worfe ! Oh Theodofius! oh,.
I cannot {peak for fighs; my death is feal'd
By his laft fweetnefs: had you been lefs good
I might have hop’d; but now my doom ’s at hand.
Go then and take her, take her to the temple;
The gods too give you joy! Oh Athenais!
Why does thy image mock my foolifh forrow 2
Oh Theodofius! do not fee my tears:
Away and leave me ; leave me to the grave.
Tbeo. Farewell; let’s leave the iffue to the heav’ns ;
I will prepare your way with all that honour
Can urge in your behalf, tho’ to my ruin. [ Ex. Theo,
Par. Oh, I could tear my limbs and eat my flefh!
Fool that I was, fond, proud, vainglorious, fool !
Damr’d be allcourts, and trebly damn’d ambition!
Blafted be thy remembrance ! curfes on thee! -
And plagues on plagues fall an thofe fools that feek thee!
Aran. Have comfort Sir .
Var. Away and leave me villain!
Traitor, who wrought me firft to my deftru@ion }e——
Yet ftay and help, help me to curfe my pride,
Help me to wifh that I had ne’er been royal,
That I had never heard the name of Cyrus,
* That my firft brawl in court had been my laft.””
Oh that I had been born feme happy {wain,
And never known alife fo great fo vain !
Where I extremes might not be forc'd to chufe,
And bleft with fome mean wife no crown could lofe,
Where the dear partner of my little ftate, . }

With all her {miling offspring at the gate,
Blefling my labours might my coming wait;

r



&4 THEODOSIUSS Ha 11,

Where in oir humble beds all fafe might lie, -
And nqt in curfed courfe for glory die— - [ Exeunt,

SONG.

I.
¢¢ Hail to the myrtle fhade,
¢ All hail to the nymphs of the fields;
¢¢ Kings would not here invade
¢ Thofe plcafures that virtue yields.

Chor. *“ Beauty here opens her arms
¢ To foften the languifhing mind,
¢* And Phillis unlocks her charms :
¢ Ah Phillis! ah! why fokind?

. II.
« Phillis, thou foul of love, .
¢ Thou joy of the neighb’ring fwains;
¢¢ Phillis that crowns the grove,
¢ And Phillis that gilds the plains;

Chor. ¢ Phillis, that ne’er had the fkiil
¢ To paint and to patch and be fine;
¢ Yet Phillis whofe eyes can kill,
¢¢ Whom Nature had made divine;

- 1. ,
‘¢ Phillis, whofe charming fong
¥ Makes labour and pains a delight ;

‘¢ Phillis, that makes the day young,
¢ And thortens the livelong night ;

Cbor. * Phillis, whofe lips like May
<¢ Still laughs at the fweets that they bring,
¢ Where love pever knows decay,
¢¢ But fets with eternal fpring.” -
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ACT 1V.
" Enter Marciax and Lucivs ata diftance:

Marcian.

Thae gen’ral of the Oriental armies
Was a commiffion large as Fate could give:
"Tis gone. ¢ Why, what care I? Oh Fortune! Fortune!
“ Thou laughing emprefs of this bufy world,
“ Marcian defies thee now”’—
Why what a thing is a difcarded favourite !
“ He who but now, tho’ longing to retire,
“ Cow’d not for bufy waiters be alone,
“ Throng’d in his chamber, haunted to his clofet
“ With a full crowd and an eternal court!”’
When once the favour of his prince is turn’d
Shunn’d as a ghoft the clouded man appears,
And all the gaudy worfhippers forfake him.
“ So fares it now with me; where’er I come,
“ Asif I were another Catiline,
“The courtiers rife, and no man will fit near me :
“ Az if the plague wese on me, all men fly me.”? _
Oh Lucius! Lucius! if thou leav’ft me too
-I'think, I think, I could not bearit,
But like'a flave my fpitit, broke with fuff’ring,
Should on thefe coward knees fall down, and beg
Once to be great again

Luc. Forbid it Heav’n!
That e’er the noble Marcian condefcend
To afk of any but th’ immortal gods!
Nay, I vow if yet your {pirit dare
Spite of the court you fhall be great as Ceefar.

Mar. ¢ No, Lucius, no; the gods repel that humour.
“Yet fince we are alone, and muft ere long
“ Leave this bad court, let us like veterans
* Speak out—Thou fay’ft, alas! as great as Cafar ;
“ But where’s his greatnefs? where is his ambition?2
“ If any fparks of virtue yet remain
“In this poor figure of the Roman glory,
“I fay if any be, how dim they fhine
“ Compar’d with what his great forefathers were!
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¢ How fhould he lighten then or awe the world

¢ Whofe foul in courts.is but a lambent fire?

¢ And fcarce, oh Rome! a glowworm in the field,

¢ Soft, young, religious, godlike qualities,

¢ For one that fhould recover the loft empire, -

¢ And wade thro’ {eas of blood and walk o*er mountains

¢ Of flaughter’d bodies to immortal honour.”
Luc. Poor heart! he pin’d a while agd for love—
Mar. And for his miftrefs vow’d to leave the world;

But fome new chance it feems has chang’d his mind.

A marriage! but to whom, or whence fhe came,

None knows; but yet a marriage is proclaim’d,

Pageants prepar’d, the arches are adorn’d,

* The ftatues crown’d, the Hippodrome does groan

¢ Beneath the burden of the mounted warriours:”

The theatre is open’d too, where he

And the hot Perfian mean to a& their follies.

Gods ! gods! is this the image of our Czfars?

Is this the model of our Romulus?

Oh why fo poorly have you ftamp’d Rome’s glory!

¢« Not Rome’s but your’s—Is this man fit to bear it,

« This.waxen portraiture of Majefty,

* Which ev’ry warmer paffion does melt down,

¢ And makes him fonder than a woman’s longing * -
Luc. 'Thus much I knéw to the eternal fhame

Of the imperial blood ; this upftart emprefs,

This fine new queen, is fprung from abjeét parents,

Nay, bafely born: but that’s all one to him;

He likes and loves, and therefore marries her.
Mar. Shall T net fpeak, fhall 1 not tell him of it?

I feel this big-fwol’n throbbing Roman fpirit

Will burft unlefs I utter what I ought.

Enter PuLcHERIA with a paper in hér hand, and ]ux.u.

Mar. Pulcheriahere! why fhe s the fcourge of Marcian;

I tremble too whenever fhe approaches,

¢ And my heart dances an unufual meafare :

¢« Spite of myfelf I blufh, and cannot ftir

« While fhe 1s here”—What, Lucius, can this mean?

«*T'is faid Calphurnia had the heart of Cafar,

¢« Auguftus doted on the fubtile. Livia,

< Why then fhould not I worfhip that.fair angel?

¢ Oh! didft thou mark her when her fury lighten’d}
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« She feem’d all goddefs, nay, her frowns became her:

« There was a beauty in her very wildnefs.

«“Were I a2 man born great as our firft founder,

“ prung from the blood divine—but I am caft

 Beyond all poffibility of hope.”

Pulch. Come hither Marcian, read this paper o’er,

And mark the ftrange neglet of Theodofius:

He figns whate’er I bring ; perhaps you’ave heard

To-morrow he intends to wed a maid of Athens,

New-made a Chriftian, and new-nam’d Eudofia,

Whom he more dearly prizes than his empire,

Yet in this paper he hath fet his hand,

And feal'd it too with the imperial fignety,

That fhe fhall lofe her head to-morrow morning.
Mar.’Tis not for me to judge; yet this feems ftrange.
Pulch. I know he rather would commit a murder

On his own perfon than permit a vein

Of her to bleed ; yet, Marcian, what might follow

If I were envious of this virgin’s honour

By his rath pgffing whatfoe’er I offer

Without a view—Ha! but I had forgot :

Julia, let’s hafte from this infectious perfon——

I'had forgot that Marcian was a traitor :

“Yet by the Pow'rs divine I fwear ’t is pity

“ That one {o form'd by nature for all honour,

“ All titles, greatnefs, dignities imperial,

“The nobleft perfon, and the braveit courage,

“ Should not be honeft. Julia, is’t not pity!”

Oh Marcian ! Marcian! I could weep to think

Virtue thould lofe itfelf as thine has done.

Repent, rath man! if yet ’tis not too late,

And mend thy errours; fo farewell for ever.

[ Exeunt Pulch. and Julia.
Mar. Farewell for ever! no Madam, ere’l go .

Tam refolv’d to fpeak, and you fhall hear me;

Then if you pleafe take off this traitor’s head :

End my commiffion and my life together.

Luc. Perhaps you’ll doubt of what I’m going to fay;

But by your life my Lord I think *tis true;

Pulcheria loves this traitor! * Did you mark her?

*“ At firft fhe had forgot your banifhment ;

“Makes you her counfellor, and tells her fecrets
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« As to a friend; nay, leaves them in your hand,
« And fays ’tis pity that you are not honeft,
+ With fuch defcription of your gallantry
« As none but Love could make; then taking leave,
¢« Thro’ the dark lafhes of her dartmg eyes
** Methought fhe fhot her foul at ev’ry glance,
¢ Still looking back, as if fhe had a mind
¢ That you fhould know fhe left her heart behind her.”?
Mar. Alas! thou doft not know her, nordo I,
Nor can the wit of all mankind conceive her.
But let ’s away. This paper is of ufe.
Luc. 1 guefs your purpofe:
He is a boy, and as a boy you’ll ufe him:
. There is no other way.
Mar. Yes, if he be not
%ite dead with fleep, for ever loft to honour,
arcian with this fhall roufe him. Oh my Lucius!
Methinks the ghofts of the great Theodofius
And thund’ring Conftantine appear before me ;
They charge me as a foldier to chaftife him,
To lath him with keen words from lazy love,
And fhew him how they trod the paths of honour. [ Exit.

Sceng, Turoposius lying on a couch, with two boys dreft
like Cupids finging to him as he flecps.

SONG.

¢ Happy day! ah, happy day!

« That Czfar’s beams did firft difplay;

¢¢ So peaceful was the happy day

¢ The gods themfclves did all look down

¢ The royaj infant’s birth to crown,

4¢ So pleas’d they fearce did on the guilty frown,
¢¢ Happy day! ah, happy day!

¢ And oh, thrice happy hour!

¢ That made fuch goodnefs mafter of fuch pow'r;

¢ For thus the gods declare to men

¢ No day like this (hall 6ver come again.”

2
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Enter MarCIAN with an order.
Theo. < Ha! what rafh thing art thou whofett'ft fo fmall*
< A value on thy life thus to prefume
« Againft the fatal orders I have giv’n,
“ Thus o entrench on Czfar’s folitude,
* And urge me to thy ruin?
Mar. < Mighty Cefar!
“ I have tranfgrefs’d, and for my pardon bow
“To thee as to the gods when I offend ;
“ Nor can I dgubt your mercy when you know
“ The nature of my crime. I am commiffion’d
* From all the earth to give thee thanks 2ad praifes,
“Thou darling of mankind ! whofe cong’ring arms
“ Already drown the glory of great Julius,
“ Whofe deeper reach in laws and policy
* Makes wife Auguftus envy thee in heav’n.
“ What mean the Fates by fuch prodigious virtue?
“ When fcarce the manly down yet fhades thy face
“With conqueﬁ thus to overrun the world,
*“ And make barbarians tremble ? Oh ye gods!
“ Should Deftiny now end thee in thy bloom
“Methinks I fee thee mourn’d above the lofs
“Of lov’d Germanicus, thy funerals,
“ Like his, are folemniz’d with tears and blood.
Theo. «« How, Marcian!
Mar. « Yes, the raging multitude,
“ Like torrents, fet no bound to their mad g'ncf
“ Shave their wives’ heads, and tear off their own hair;
“ With wild defpair they bring their infants out
“To brawl their parents’ forrow in the ftrects:
“Trade is ro more, all courts of juftice ftopp’d ;
“ With ftones they dafh the windows of their temples,
“ Pull down their altars, break their houfchold gods,
“ And ftill the univerfal groan is this,
“ Conﬁantmople s loft, our empire’s ruin’ds
“ Since hc is gone that father of his couantry,
“Since he is dead, oh life! where is thy pleafure?
“Oh Rome! oh conquer’d world! where is thy glory? -
Theo. «* T know thee well, thy cuftom and thy mannerss
“ Thou doft upbraid me ; but no more of this,
“ Not for thy life
Mar. « What’s lifc without my honour? E N
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« Could you transform yourfelfinto a Gorgon,
¢ Qr make that beardlefs face like Jupiter’s,:
¢ T would be heard in fpite of all your thunder.
¢ Oh pow’r of guilt! you fear to ftand the teft
« Which virtue brings; like fores your vices fhake
« Before this Roman healer: but by the gods
¢ Before I go I’ll rip the malady,
¢« And let the venom flow before your eyes:
¢ This is a debt to the great Theodofius,
¢ The grandfather of your Hlluftrious blood,
< And then farewell for ever. . .
Theo. ¢ Prefuming Marcian!
“ What canft thou urge againit my innocence ?
* Thro' the whole courfe of all my harmlefs youth,
¢« Ev’n to this hour, I cannot call to mind
¢ One wicked aét which I have done to fhame me.
Mar. « This may be true; yet if you give the fway
4 To other hands, and your poor fubjeéts fuffer,
* Your negligence to them is as the caufe.
¢ Oh Theodofius! credit me who know
* The world, and hear how foldiers cenfure kings.
<« In aftertimes, if thus you fhould go on,
¢ Your memory by warriours will be fcorn’d,
# As much as Nero or Caligula loath’d ;
¢ They will defpife your floth and backward eafe
¢ More than they hate the others’ cruelty.
 And what a thing, ye gods! is fcorn or pity?
« Heap on me, Heav’n, the hate of all mankind,
« Load me with malice, envy, deteftation,
¢ Let me be horrid to all apprehenfion,
¢ And the world thun me, fo I fcape but fcorn.
. T heo. * Prithee no more.
Mar.  Nay, when the legions make companfona.
¢ And fay thus cruel Nero once refolv'd
*“ On Galba's infurreétion for revenge,
¢« To give all France as plunder to the arms,
¢ To poifon the whole {enate at a feaft,
* To burn the city, turn the wild beatts out,
¢ Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude,
« That {o obftruéting thofe that quench’d the fire
* He might at once deftroy rebellious Rome.
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Theo. « Oh cruelty! why tell'ft thou me of this?

“ Am Iof fuch a barb’rous bloody temper? :
Mar. Yet fome will fay this fhew’d he had a fpirit,

« However fierce, avenging, and pernicious,

“ That favour’d of a Roman : but for you,

““What can your partial fycophants invent

* To make you room among the Emperours,

“ Whofe utmott is the fmalleft part of Nero,

“ A petty player, one that can a& a hero,

* And never be one ? Oh ye immortal gods! .

“1s this the old Ceefarian majefty ?

* Now in the name of our great Romulus

“ Why fing you not and fiddle toe as he did,

“Why have you not like Nero a Phenafcus,

“ One to take care of your celeftial voice?

« Lie on your back my Lord, and on your ftomach

* Lay a thin plate of lead, abRain from fruits, -

* And when the bus’nefs of the ftage is done

* Retire with your loofe friends to coftly banquets

“ While the lean army groans upon the ground.

- Theo. «* Leave me 1 fay, left I chaftife thee:

“ Hence, begone, I fay.
Mar. < Not till you have heard me out—

* Build too, like him, a palace lin’d with go]d,

« As long and large as that to the Efquiline:

* Enclofe a pool teo in it like the fea,

“ And at the empire’s coft let navies meet;

“ Adorn your ftarry chambers too with gems;

“ Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round,

“ With pipes to caft ambrofial oils upon you;

J* Confume with this prodigious vanity ‘

¢ In mere perfumes and odorous diftillations

« Of-fefterces at once four hundred milliohs;

 Let naked virgins wait you at yaur table,

* And wanton Cupids dance and clap their wings ;

“ No matter what becomes of the poor foldiers ;

“ So they perform the drudgery they are fit for

* Why, let ’em ftarve for want of their arrears,

“ Drop as they go, and lie, like dogs, in ditches.
Theo. ¢ Come, you are a traitor:
Mar. « Go to, you are a boy—

“ Or by the gods— '

Ej
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Theo. ** If arrogance like this,
« And to the Emp’rour’s face, fhould fcape unpunifh’d
* 1’1l write myfelf a coward—Die then villain,
« A death too glorious for fo bad a man,
¢¢ By Theodofius’ hand.
[ Marcian difarms bim, but is ewounded.
Mar. Now Sir, where are you?
# What in the name of all our Roman fpirits
*« Now charms my hand from giving thee thy fate?
¢ Has he not cut me off from all my honours,
¢« Torn my commiflions, fham’d me to the earth,
“ Banifh’d the court, a vagabon’d for ever?
« Do not the foldiers hourly afk it from me,
« Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge ’em?
« What hinders now but that I mount the throne
¢ And make to that this purple youth my footftool?
¢ The armies court me and my country’s caufe ;
¢ The injuries of Rome and Greece perfuade me.
¢ Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn: ‘
¢ They’ll make me Emp’rour whether I will or no. |
« Did not for lefs than this the latter Brutus, i
¢ Becaufe he thought Rome wrong’d,.in perfon head
« Againft his friend a black confpiracy,
¢ And ftab the majefty of all the world?
Theo. ** A& as you pleafe, 1 am within your pow’r.
Mar. * Did not the former Brutus for the crime
¢« Of Sextus drive old Tarquin from his kingdom?
«* And fhall this prince too, by permitting others.
« T'o a& their wicked wills and lawlefs pleafures
« Ravifh from the-empire its dear health,
« Wellbeing, happinefs, and ancient glory,
¢« Go on in this dithonourable reft?
¢ Shall he, I fay, dream on while the ftarv’d troops.
¢ Lie cold and waking in the winter camp,
¢« And like pin’d birds for want of fuftenance
« Feed on the haws and berries of the field ?
¢« Oh, temper, temper me, ye gracious gods ¥
¢ Give to my hand forbearance, to my heart
¢ Its conftant loyalty—I would but fhake him,
s« Roufe him alittle from this death of honour,
¢ And fhew him what he fhould be. [ Afide.
Theo. « You accufe me ~ :
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« As if I were fome monfter moft unheard of,

# Firft as the ruin of the army, then

« Of taking your commiffion; but by Heav’n

« I fwear, oh Marcian! this I never did,

“ Nor ¢’er intended it.: nor fay I this

«“ To alterthy.ltern nfage; for with what ‘

* Thot ’ft faid 4nd dene, and brought to myremcmbrance,

I grow already weary of my life.

Mar. My Lord, Itake your word—You do-not know

« The waunds which rage within your country’s bowels, ’

“ The horrid ufage of the fuff’ring foldier:

* But why will not aur Theodofius know ?

“If you intruft the governmeat to others

“That aét thefe.crimes who but yourfelf’s to blame ?

“Be witnefles ye gods! of my plaindealing,

* Qf Marcian’s honefty, howe’er degraded.

« I thank you for my banifhment ; but alas!

“ My lofs 1s little to what foon will follow:

“ Refle& but on yourfelf and your own joys;

* Let not this lethargy for ever hold you.

*’Twas:ramour’d thro’ the city that you lov'd,

“ That your efpaufals thould be folemniz’d,

““ When on a fudden here you fend your orders

* That this-bright.favourite, the lov’d Eudofia,

“ Should lofe her head.

Theo. ¢ Oh heav'n.and earth! what fay’ft thou?

* That I havé-feal’d the death of my Eudofia?
Mar.“’Tis your own hand and fignet: yet I fwear

“Tho’ you have giv’n to female hands your fway,

* And thereforal as well as the whole army

“ For ever oughit to curfe all womankind,

“Yet when the virgin came, as the was doom’d,

“ And an the feaffald, for that purpofe rais’d,

“ Without the walls appear’d before the army—
Fheo.“¢ What! on a fcaffold? Ha! before the army?
Mar. ¢ How quickly was the tide of fury turn’d

* To{oft compaffion and relent ingtears! but whenthe axe

* Sever’d.the brighteft beauty of the earth

* From that fair body, had you heard the groan,

“ Which like.a peal of diftant thunder ran

*“ Thro’ all the armed hoft, you would have thought,

“ By the immediate.darknefs that fell round us,

E ijj

\
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¢ Whole Nature was concern’d at fuch a fuff'ring,
¢ And all the gods were angry.
Theo. ¢ Oh Pulcheria!
« Cruel ambitious fifter, this muft be
« Thy doing! Oh, fupport me noble Marcian !
« Now, now’s the time, if thou-dar’ft ftrike : behold
& I offer thee my breaft ; with my laft breath
s« 1’1l thank thee too if now thou draw’t my blood.
¢ Were I to live thy counfel fhould dire& me;
¢ But ’tis too late . [ He fwoons.
Mar. He faints! What, hoa there, Lucins!
Enter Lucius.
« My Lo:d the Emperour, Eudofia Tives !
« She’s here, or will be in 2 minute, moment ;
« Quick as a thought fhe calls you to the temple.
« Oh Lucius! help———1I’ave gone too far—But fee,
 He breathes again—Eudofia has awak’d him.
Theo. ¢ Did you not name Eudofia?
Mar. ¢ Yes, fhe lives;
« I did but feign the ftory of her death
“ To find how near you plac'd her to your heart 5
« And may the gods rain all their plagues upon me
¢ If ever I rebuke you thus again. '
 Yet "tis moft certain that you fign'd her death,
 Not knowing what the wife Pulcheria offer’d,.
« Who left it in my hand to ftartle you:
« But by my life and fame I did not think
_ It would have touch’d yourlife. Oh pardon me-
* Dear Prince! my Lord, my Emp’rour, royal Mafter!
¢t Droop not becaufe I utter'd fome rafbwords, -
* And was a madman— By th’ immortal gods
« T love you as my foul: whate’er I faid
¢« My thoughts were otherwife ;. believe thefe tears,
¢ Which do not ufe to flow, all fhall be well :
*¢ I fwear that there are feeds in that {weet temper
¢« T* atone for all the crimes in this bad age.
Theo. < I thank thee—firft for my Eudofia’s life -
* What but my love could have call’d back that life
*« Which thou haft made me hate > And oh! methought
¢ *T'was hard, dear Marcian! very hard from thee,
¢ From him I ever rev'renc’'d as my father,
¢ To hear fo barfh a meflage—But no more ;




Az IV, -THEODOSIUS. 5%

% Were friende—thy hand—Nay, if thou wilt not rife
* And let me fold my arms about thy neck -
“ I’ll not believe thy love—In this forgive me :
¢ Firft let me wed Eudofia and we’ll out
“ We will my general, and make amends
¢ For all that’s paft—Glory and Arms ye call,
* And Marcian leads me on— _
Mar. < Let her not reft then—
 Efpoufe her ftraight ; I'll ftrike you at a heat:
* May this great humour get large growth within you,
‘ And be encourag’d by th’ embold’ning gods.
* Oh what a fight will this be to the foldier,
“ To fee me bring you drefs’d in fhining armour
* To head the fhouting {quadrons!—Oh ye gods
* Methinks I hear the echoing cries of joy,
“ The found of trumpets and the beat of drums—
“ I fee each ftarving foldier bound from earth,
« As if fome god by miracle had rais’d him,
“ And_with beholding you grow fat again.
“ Nothing but gazing eyes and op’ning mouths,
“ Cheeks red with joy and lifted hands about you;
“ Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down
“ With broken Ios, and with fobbing raptures
“ Crying Ta arms! 'he’s come, our Emp’rour’s come
“To win the world!—Why, is not this far better
“Than lolling in a lady’s lap, and fleeping,
“ Fafting or praying ? Come, come, you fhall be merry;
“ And for Eudofia fhe is your's already :
“ Marcian has faid it Sir; fhe fhall be your’s.
“Theo. * Oh Marcian! oh my brother, father, all!
“ Thou beft of friends, moft faithful counfellor,.
¢ I°1l find a match for thee too ere I reft,
“To make thee lové me; for when thou art with me
“I’m ftrong and well, but when thou’rt gone I’m ne-
thing.” ‘ e
Enter ATHENATS meeting THEODOSIUS.
Theo. Alas, Eudofia! tell me what to fay;
For my full heart.can {fcarce bring forth a word
Of that which I have fworn to fee perform’d.
Athen. I’m pefeétly obedient to your pleafure.
Theo. Well then, I come to tell thee that Varanes
Of all mankind is neareft to my heart :
I'love him, dear Eudofia! and to prove
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That love on trial all my blood ’s too little s

Ev’n thee, if I were fure to die this moment,

(As Heav'n alone can tell hew far my fate

Is off) oh! thou my foul’s moft tender joy,

‘With my laft breath I would bequeath him thee.
Athen. Thenyouarepleas’d my Lord toyield metohim.
Theo. No, my Eudofia, no; I will not yield thee

While I have life; for worlds I will not yield thee:

* Yet thus far I'm engag’d to let thee know

He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever;

He languithes, defpairs, and dies, like me,

And I have pafs’d my word that he fhall fee thee.
Athen, Ah, Sir! what have you done againft yourfelf

And me? ’ .

¢« Why will you tmft me, who.am now afraid

“ To truft myfelf —why do you leave me naked

*¢ To an affault, who had made proof my virtue

¢« With this fure guard never to fee him more 2*”

For oh! with trembling agonies I fpeak it,

I cannotfee a prince wham once Ilov'd

Bath’d:in his grief, and gafping at my feet

«¢ In all thewiolent trances of defpair,”

Without aforrow that perhaps'may end me.

T heo. Oh, ye feverer Pow’rs! too cruel Fate !

Did ever love tread fuch a maze before ?

Yet, Athenais, ftill I truft thy virtue;

‘But if:thy hleeding heart .cannot refrain,

Give, give thyfelf away ; yet ftill remember

That moment Theodafius is no Mmore———-

‘ : [ Exit Theodofius.
Aihen. Now glory, now, if ever thou didft work

In woman’s mind, affift me—*:Qh, my heart!

¢ Why doft thou throb as if thou wert a-breaking ?

“Down, down, I fay ; think on thy injuries, :

 Thy wrongs, thy wrongs—’T's well my eyes are dry,

¢ And all within my bofom now is ftill.”
Enter VARANES leaning on ARANTHES,

Ha! is this he ? or is’t Varanes’ ghoft ?

He looks as.if he had befpoke his grave,

Trembling and pale. I muft not dare to view him;

Foroh! I feel his melancholy here,

And fear I fhall too foon partake his ficknefs. -
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Var. Thus to the angry gods offending mortals,
Made fenfible by fome fevere affliGtion
How all their crimes are regifter’d in heav’n,
“In that nice court where no rath word efcapes,
“ But ev’n extravagant thoughts are all fet down;”
Thus the poor penitents with fear approach
The rev’rend fhrines, and thus for mercy bow; [ Kneels.
Thus melting too they wath the hallow’d earth,
And groan to be forgiv’n
Oh Emprefs! oh Eudofia! fuch you’re now:
Thefe are your titles, and I muft not dare
Ever to call you Athenais more.
Athen. Rife, rife, my Lord, let me entreat you rife; -
I will not hear you in that humble pofture;
Rife, or I muft withdraw- The world will bluth
For you and me fhould it behold a prince
Sprung from immortal Cyrus on his knees
Before the daughter of a poor philofopher.
Var.’Tis juft, ye righteous gods! my doomn is juft;
Nor will I ftrive to deprecate her anger.
If poffible I’ll aggravate my crimes,.
That fhe may rage till fhe has broke my heart ;
For all I now defire—*¢ and let the gods,
“ Thofe cruel gods that join to my undoing,
« Be witnefles to this unnatural wifh,”
Is to fall dead without a wound before her.
Athen. Oh, ye known founds! but I muft fteel my foul.
[ Afide.
¢ Methinks thefe robes, my Delia, are too heavy.”™
Var. Not worth a word, a look, or one regard!
« Is then the nature of my fault fo heinous,
* That when I come to take my eternal leave
¢ You’Hll not vouchfafe to view me? This is fcorn
* Which the fair foul of gentle Athenais
¢ Would ne’er have harbour’d
¢ Oh! for the fake of him whom you ere long
¢t Shall hold as faft as now your withes form him,”
Give me a patient hearing ; for however
Italk of death, and feem to loathe my life,
I would delib’rate with my fate a while,
With fnatching glances eye thee to the laft,
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Paufe o’cr a lofs like that of Athenais, |
And parley with my ruin.
_Athen. Speak my Lord ;
To hear you is the Emperour’s command !
And for that caufe I readily obey.
Var. The Emperour, the Emperour)s command !
And for that caufe fhe readily obeys!
I thank you Madam, that on any terms
You condefcend to hear me:
Know then, Eudofia, ah, rather let mé call thee
By the lov'd name of Athenais ftill!
¢ That name that I fo often have invok’d,
¢ And which was once aufpicious to my vows,
¢ So oft’ at midnight figh’d among the groves
¢ The river’s murmur and the echo’s burden, i
* Which ev'ry bird could fing and wind did bear;
* By that dear name I make this proteftation,
« By all that’s good on earth or blefs’d in heav’s,"
I {wear I love thee more, far more, than every !
With confcious blufhes too, here help me gods! 1
Help me to tell her, tho’ to my confufion
And everlafting fhame, yet I muft tell her,
I lay the Perfian crown before her feet.
Athen. My Lord I thank you, and t’ exprefs thofe thanks
As nobly as you offer ’em I return
The gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you
‘With the example of the Emperour;
Not but I know ’tis that that draws you on
Thus to defcend beneath your majefty
And fwell the daughter of a poor philofopher
With hopes of being great.
Var. Ah Madam! ah! you wrong me: by the gods
~ Ihad repented ere T knew the Emp’rour
Athen. You find perhaps too late that Athenais,
However flighted for her birth and fortune,
Has fomething in her perfon and her virtue
Worth the regard of emperours themfelves ;
And to return the compliment you gave
~ My father, Leontine, that poor philofcpher, !
Whofe utmoft glory is to’ave been your tutor,,
I here proteft by virtue and by glory,
Ifwear by Heav’n and all the Pow’rs divine,
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Th’ abandon’d daughter of that poor old man
Shall ne’er be feated on the throne of Cyrus.

Var. Oh, death to all my hopes! what, haft thoufworn
T'o turn me wild ? Ah, curfed throne of Cyrus!
Would thou hadft been o’erturn’d and laid in duft,
His crown too thunderftruck, my father, all
The Perfian race, like peor Darius ruin’d,

Blotted, and fwept for ever from the world,
When firft ambition blaited thy remembrance———

Athen. Oh Heav’n! I had forgot the bafe affront
Offer’d by this proud man; a wrong fo great
It is remov’d beyond all hope of miercy :

He had:defign’d to bribe my father’s virtue,
‘And by unlawful means
Fly from my fight, left I become a Fury;
And break thofe rules of temp’rance I propos’d :
Fly, fly, Varanes! fly this facred place,
Where virtue and religion are profefs'd ; }
¢t This city will not harbour infidels,
¢ Traitors to chaftity, licentious princes:
¢ Begone 1 fay; thou canft not here be fafe:”
Fly to imperial libertines abroad ;
In foreign courts thou’lt find a thoufand beauties  *
That wilt comply for gold; for gold they 'l weep,
For gold be fond as Athenais was,
And charm thee {till as if they lov'd indeed.
* Thou It find enough companions too for riot,
¢ Luxuriant all,-and royal as thyfelf,
“ Tho’ thy loud vices fhould refound to heav'n.
 Art thou not gone yet?
Far. “ No, I am charm'd to hear you.
“Oh! from my foul I do confefs myfelf
* The very blot of honour—I am more black
“ Than thou in all thy heat of juft revenge
“ With all thy glorious eloquence can make me.*
Athen. Away Varanes!
Far. Yes, Madam, I am going———m—
Nay, by the gods I do not afk thee pardon,
Nor while I live will I implore thy mercy;
But when 1’m dead, if as thou doft return
With happy Theodofius from the temple,
If as thou go’ft in triumph thro’ the ftreetsy
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Thou change to meet the cold Varanes there,
Borne by his friends to his eternal home,
Stop then, oh Athenais! and behold me;
Say as thou hang’ft about the Emp’rour’s neck
Alas! my Lord! this fight is worth our pity.
If to thofe pitying words thou add a tear,
Or give one parting groan if poffible,
If the good gods will grant my foul the freedom,
I’ll leave my fhroud, and wake from death to thank thee,
Athen. He thakes my refolution from the bottom; -
My bleeding heart too fpeaks in his behalf,
And fays my virtue has been too fevere.
Var. Farewell, oh Emprefs ! no Athenais now :
T will not cali thee by that tender name,
Since cold defpair begins to freeze my bofom,
And all my pow’rs are now refolv’d on death.
¢ *Tis faid that from my youth I have been rafh,
¢ Cholerick and hot; but let the gods now judge
¢¢ By my laft with if ever patient man
¢¢ Did calmly bear fo great a lofs as mine
Since ’t is fo doom’d by Fate you muft be wedded,
For your own peace, when I am laid in earth,
Forget that e'er Varanes had a being ; :
Turn all your foul to Theodofius’ bofom ¢
Continue, gods! their days, and make them long;
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen,
And many children beauteous as the mother,
And pious as the father, make ’em fmile.
Athen. Oh Heav'ns! )
Var. Farewell I’ll trouble you no more;’
‘The malady that’s lodg’d within grows ftronger;
I feel the fhock of my approaching fate;
My heart too trembles at his diftant march;
Nor can Tutter more if you fhould afk me.
Thy armr Aranthes—Oh, farewell for ever le——
Athen. Varanes, ftay ; and cre you go for ever
Let me unfold my heart.
Var. O Athenais!
What further cruelty haft thou in ftore
To add to what I fuffer?
Aihen. Since ’tis doom'd

3




P ————— =

Az 1V, THEODOSIVS, 62

That we muft part, let’s part as lovers fhould,
-As thofe that have lov’d long and loved well.
Var. Art thou fo good, oh! Athenais, oh!
Athen. Firft, from my foul I pity and forgive yous
I pardon you that hatfty little errour,
_Which yet has been the caufe of both our ruins:
And let this forrow witnefs.for my heart
How eagerly I with it had not been;
And fince I cannot keep it take it all;
Take all the love, oh Prince! I ever bore you;
¢ Or if ’tis poffible I’ll give you more:
“ Yeur noble carriage forces this confeffion,
“ I rage, I burn, I bleed, I die, for love!

-¢¢ ] am diftracted with this world of paffion. :
Var. ¢ Gods! cruel gods! take notice I forgive you.
Athen. ¢ Alas! my Lord, my weaker tender fex

% Has not your manly patience, cannot curb

¢ This fury in; therefore I let it loofe;
« Spite of my rigid duty I will fpeak
¢ With all the dearnefs of a dying lover.”
Farewell, moft lovely and moft lov’d of men——
Why: comes this dying palenefs o’er thy face?
Why wander thus thy eyes? why doft thou bend,
As if the fatal weight of death were on thee?
Var. Speak yet a little more; for by the gods,
And as T prize thofe blefled happy moments,
I fwear, oh Athenais! all is well:
'Oh, never better!
Athen. 1 doubt thee, dear Varanes!
Yet if thou dy’ft I fhall not long be from thee.
Once more farewell, and take thefe laft embraces.
Oh, I could crufh him to my heart! Farewell;

And as a dying pledge of my laft love

Take this, which all thy pray’rs could never charm.

What have I done? Oh! lead me, lead me, Delia!

Ah prince, farewell! angels proteét and guard thee!
Var. Turn back, oh Athenais! and behold me;

Hear my laft words, and then farewell for ever.

Thou haft undone me more by this confeffion:

You fay, you fwear, you love me more than ever;

Yet I muft fee you marry’d to another:

Can there be any plague or hell like this! . >
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Oh Athenais! whither fhall I turn me?

You’ave brought me back to life; but oh! what life?
‘To a life more terrible than thoufand deaths.

Like one that had been bury’d in a trance

With racking ftarts he wakes, and gazes round,

Forc’d by defpair his whirling limbs to wound, }
¢¢ And bellow like a {pirit under ground,”

Still urg’d by Fate to turn, to tofs and rave,
Tormented, dafh’d, and broken, in the grave. [ Exeunt.

metetane

ACT V.

ATHENAIS drefs’d in imperial robes; and crown’d; a talk.
with a bowl of poifon, DEL1A attending.

ATHENAIS.

A Midnight marriage ! Muft I to the temple
Thus at the murd’rer’s hour? *T'is wondreus ftrange!
But fo, thou fay’ft, my father has commanded,
And that’s a mighty reafon.

Delia. The Emp’rour, in compaflion to the prince,
‘Who would perhaps fly to extravagance
If he is publick fhould refolve to efpoufe you,
Contriv’d by this clofe farriage to deceive him.

Athen. * Tis well ; retire.
¢ Go fetch thy lute, and fing thofe lines I gave thee."

[ Exit Delis,

So, now I am alone ; yet my foul fhakes;
For where this dreadful draught may carry me
The Heav’ns can only tell; yet I’m refolv’d
To drink it off in fpite of confequence.
Whifper him, oh fome angel! what I’m doing
By {ympathy of foul let him too tremble
To hear my wondrous faith, my wondrous love,
¢¢ Whofe fpirit not content with an ovation
¢¢ Of ling’ring fate, with triumph thus refolv’d,
¢ Thus in the rapid chariot of the foul,
¢«¢ To mount and dare as never woman dar’d. [ Drinks.
¢ *Tis done—hafte, Delia, hafte—come, bring thy lute,
¢ And fing my waftage to immortal joys.
* Methinks I cann’t but fmile-at my own bravery }



4V, THEODOSIUS. 63

* Thus from my loweft fortune rais’d to empire,

% Crown’d and adorn’d, worfhipp’d by half the earth,
“ While a young monarch dies for my embraces,

“ Yet now to wave the glories of the world”’—

Oh my Varanes ! tho’ my birth s unequal,

My virtue fure has richly recompens’d,

And quite outgone example !

SONG.

¢¢ Ah, cruel bloody fair!

#¢ What canft thou now do more?

¢¢ Alas! 'tis all too late

¢¢ Philander to reftore!

¢ Why fhould the heav’nly pow’rs perfuade
¢¢ Poor mortals to believe

¢¢ That they guard us here

¢ And reward us there,

¢ Yet all our joys deceive ?

¢¢ Her poignard then fhe took

¢¢ And held it in her hand,

¢ And with a dying look

¢¢ Cry’d, Thus I Fate command z
¢¢ Philander, ah, my love ! I come
¢ To meet thy fhade below ;

¢ Ah, I come! fhe cry'd,

$¢ With a wound fo wide

¢ There needs no fecond blow»

¢ In purple waves her blood

¢ Ran ftreaming down the floov,
¢ Unmov’d fhe faw the floor,

¢ And blefs’d-her dying hour :

¢¢ Philander ! ah Philander! ftill -
8¢ The bleeding Phillis cry’d;

¢ She wept a while

¢¢ And fhe forc’d a fmile,

¢ Then clos’d her eyesand dy’d.”

Enter PuLcHERIA. ,

Pukh. How faresmy dear Eudofia? Ha! thou look't,
Orelfe the tapers cheat my fight, like one '
That’s fitter for thy tomb than Cefar’s bed:
A fatal forrow dims thy fhaded eyes,
And in defpite of all thy ornaments
Thou feem’ft to me the ghoft of Athenais.

Athen. And what’s the punifhment, my d;_al.- Pulcheria!

1}

s
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What torments are allotted thofe fad fpirits
Who groanm% with the burden of defpair
No longer will endure the cares of life,
But boFd.ly fet themfelves at liberty,
« Thro’ the dark caves of death to wander on,
* Like wilder’d travellers without a guide,
¢ Eternal rovers in the gloomy maze,
¢ Where fcarce the twilight of an infant moon,
* By a faint glimmer check’ring thro’ the trees,
+¢ Refle&s to difmal view the walking ghofts,
¢« And never hope to reach the blefled fields?*
Pulch. No more o’ that ; Atticus fhall refolve thee:
But fee, he waits thee from the Emperour;
‘Thy father t6o attends.
Enter LEoNTINE, ATTICUS, E.‘J’:.
Leon. Come Athenais—Ha! what now, in tears!?
Oh, fall of honour! but no more. I charge thee,
I charge thee, as thou ever hop’ft my bleffing
Or fear'ft my curfe, to banith from thy foul
All thoughts, if ‘Poﬂible the memory, :
Of that ungratetul prince that bas undone thee.
Attend me to the temple on this inftant '
To make the Emp’rour thine, this night to wed hxlh,
¢ And lie within his arms.”
Athen. Yes, Sir, I'll go——-
Let me but dry my eyes and I will go;
Eudofia, this unhappy.bride, fhall go:
Thus like a vitim crown’d and doom’d to bleed,
I'll wait you to the altar, wed the Emp’rour,
¢¢ And if he pleafes lie within his arms.”
Leon. Thou art my child again.
Lthen. But do not, Sir, imagine any charms
Or threat'nings fhall compel me
Never to think of poor Varanes more ;.
No, my Varanes! no—————
While I have breath I will remember thee ;
To thee alone I will my thoughts confine,
And all my.meditations fhall be thine:
¢« The image of thy woes my foul fhall fill,
¢ Fate and my end, and-thy remembrance ftill.
As in fome poplar ﬂlade the nightingale
“ With piercing moans does her lot young bewaﬂ,
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“ Which the rough hind obferving as they fay
“ Warm in their downy neft had ftol'n away ;
* But fhe in mournful founds does ftill complain,
« Sings all the night, tho’ all her fongs are vain, }
« And ftill renews her miferable ftrain.”
Yes, my Varanes! till my death comes on :
Shall fad Eudofia thy dear lofs bemoan. [Exeunt.
" Enter Varanes. .
Var. *'Tis night, dead night, and weary Nature lies
So faft as if fhe never were to rifé;
No breath of wind now whifpers thro’ the trees,
No noife at land nor murmur in the feas;
“ Lean wolves forget tq howl at night’s pale noon,
* No wakeful dogs bark at the filent moon,
“ Nor bay the ghofts that glide with horrour by
“ To view the caverns where their bodies lie;;
“The ravens perch and no prefages give,
“ Nor to the windows of the dying cleave;
“The owls forget to fcream; no midnight found
“ Calls drowfy Echo from the hollow ground ;
“ In vaults the walking fires extinguifh’d lie,
“The ftars, heav’n’s fentry, wink, and feem to die »’**
Such univerfal filence fpreads below
Thro’ the vaft fhades where I am doom’d to go,
Nor fhall I need a violence to wound,
The ftorm: is here that drives me on the ground ;
Sure means to make the foul and body part,
A burning fever and a broken heart.
What, hoa, Aranthes!
. Enter ARANTHES. ~

I{ent thee to th’ apartment of Athenais
“I fent thee,” did I not, * to be admitted "

Aran. Youdid my Lord ; but oh!
Ifearto give you an account.

Var. Alas, ~
Aranthes ! I am got on t* ther fide
Of this bad world, and now am patt all fear.
Oh ye avenging gods! is there a plague
Among your hoarded bolts and heaps of vengeance:
Beyond the mighty lofs. of Athenais? i
*Tis contradiGion—Speak then, fpeak Aranthes,
For all misfortune if compar’d with that ‘
Will make Varanes fmile——

Fiij



6 THEODOSIUVS. A3 F,

Aran. My Lord, the Emprefs
Crown’d and adorn’d with the imperial robes;
At this dead time of night, with filent pomp, ‘
As they defign’d from all to keep it fecret, ‘
But chiefly fure from you; I fay the Emprefs ‘
Is now conduéted by the general, ‘
Atticus, and her father, to the temple,,
There to efpoufe the Emp’rour Theodofius. |
Kar. Say’tt thou ? Is’t certain? Ha!
Aran. Moft certain Sir! I faw them in proceffion. |
; Var. Give me thy fword. Malicious Fate! Qh Fortunet
Oh giddy Chance ! Oh turn of love and greatnefs !
Marry’d—fhe has kept her promife now indeed ;.
And oh' her pointed fame and nice revenge
Have reach’d their end. No, my Araathes, no;
I will not ftay the lazy execution
Of a flow fever. Give me thy hand, and fwear
By all the love-and duty that thou ow’ft me
T obferve the laft commands that I fhall give thee =
Stir not againft my purpofe, as thou fear'ﬁ
My anger and difdain ; nor dare t’ oppofe me
With troublefome unneceffary formal reafons,
For what my thought has doom’d my hand fhall feak
I charge thee hold it ftedfaft to my heart,
le’d as the fate that throws me on the point.
Tho’ I have liv'd-a Perfian, I will fall
As fair, as fearlefs, and as full refolv’d,.
As any Greek or Roman of them-all..
* Aran. What you command is terrible, but facredsy
And to atone for thjs too cruel duty,.
My Lord, I'll follow you——
Var. I charge thee not;.
But when I am dead take the attending flaves, .
And bear me with my blood diftilling down .
Straight to the temple : lay me, oh Aranthes !
Lay my cold corfe at Athenais feet,
And fay, oh why !"'why do my. eyes run o’er2
Say with my lateft galp I groan’d for pardon.
Juit here, my friend ; hold faft, and fix the fword;:
I feel the art’ry wheye the lifeblaod lies;
It heaves againft the point—Now, oh ye gods!
f for the greatly wretched you have room
Prepare my place; for dauntlefs.lo I come:.
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The force of love thus makes the mortal wound,
And Athenais fends me to the ground. [ Kills bimfelf.

ScENE, the outward part of the temple.

Enter PuLcHERIA and JuL1A at one doory MaRCIAN and
Lucius at another.
Pulch. « Look, Julia, fee the penfive Marcian comes:
“>T'is to my with; I muft no longer lofe him,
« Left he fhould leave the court indeed. He looks
« Asg if fome mighty fecret work’d within him
“ And labour'd for a vent—Infpire me woman! '
“ That what my {oul defires above the world '
“ May {eem impos’d and forc’d on my affe&ions.
LZuc. * I fay fhe loves you, and fhe ftays to hear it
“ From your own mouth—Now in the name
« Of all the gods at once my Lord, why are you filent?
“ Take heed Sir, mark your opportunity,
“ For if the woman lays it in your way
« And yon o’erfee it the is loft for ever.
Mar. «“ Madam, I come to take my eternal leave ;
« Your doom has banifh’d me, and I obey.
* The court and I thake hands, and now we part, >
“ Never to fee each other more ;.the court
“ Where I was born and bred a gentlcman,
“ No more, till your illuftrious bounty rais'd me,.
“ And drew the earthborn vapour to.the clouds:
* But as the gods ordain’d it I have loft,
“ I know not how, thro’ ignorance, your grace,
“ And.pow the exhalation of my glory
« Is quite confum’d and vanifh’d into air.
Pulch. « Proceed Sir. .
Mar. “ Yet let thofe gods that doom’d me.to dlfpleafc
_ * Be witnefles- how much I honour you—— o
*Thus worfhipping, I fwear by your bright felf
¢ T leave this infamous coust with more content:
“ Than fools and flatt’ters feek it ; but oh Heav’n!
« I cannot go if il your hate purfues ne;.
“ Yes, I declare it is-impoffible
“ To go to banifiment without your pardon:
Pulch.  You have it Marcian: is there ought befide:
* That you wouldfpeak, for.I-am free to hear.
Mar. « Since I fhall never fee you more, what hinders
“ But mylaft words thonld here proteft the truth?
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. ¢ Know then, imperial princefs, matchlefs woman!
¢ Since firft you caft your eyes upon my meannefs,
¢« Ev'n till you rais’d me to my envy'd height,

I have in fecret lov'd you
Pulch. < Is this Marcian ?
Mar. « You frown, but I am ftill prepar’d for all:
¢ I fay I lov’d you, and I love you ftill,
¢¢ More than my life, and-equal to my glory.
¢¢ Methinks the warring {pirit that infpires
¢¢ "This frame, the very Genius of old Rome,

. * That makes me talk without the fear of death,

¢ And drives my daring {oul to a&s of honour,
* Flames in your eyes ; our thoughts too are akin,
* Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for ‘glory.
* Now by the gods [ lov’d you in your tury,
¢ In all the thunder that quite riv’d my hopes;
¢ Ilov’d you moft ev’n when you did deftroy me.
¢ Madam, I’ave {fpoke my heart, and could fay more,
* But that I fee it grieves you; your high blood
*¢ Frets at the arrogance and faucy pride .
s¢ Of this bold vagaborid—May the gods forgive me—
% Farewell—a worthier gen’ral may fucceed me,
« But none more faithful to the Emp’rour’s intereft
¢ Than him you’re pleas’d to call the traitor Marcian.
Pulch, +« Come back ; you’ave fubtily play’d your past
¢ Forfirftthe Emp’rour,whom youlatelyfchool’d, [ indeed;
¢ Reftores you your commiffion ; next commands you,
* As you’re a fubje&, not to leave the court :
¢ Next, but oh Heav’n! which way fhall I exprefs
¢ His cruel pleafure! he that is fo mild -
* Inall things elfe, yet obftinate ir this,
* Spite of myteats, my birth, and my difdain, -
« Commands me, as I dread his high difpleafure,
¢ Oh Marcian! to receive you as my hufband.
Mar. ¢ Ha Lucius! what does my Fate intend?
Luc. ¢ Purfue her Sir; 'tis as I faid: fhe yields,
¢ And rages that you follow her no fafter.
" Pulch. ¢ Is then, at laft, my great authority
¢ And my intrufted pow'r declin’d to this?
¢ Yet, oh my Fate! what way can I avoid it?
“ He charg’d me ftraight to wait him to the temple,
% And there refolve, oh Marcian! on this marriage.
“ Now, gen’rous foldier, as you’re truly noble,
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¢ Oh help me forth, loft in this labyrinth;

« Help me to loofe this more than Gordian knot,

¢ And make me and yourfelf for ever happy.
Mar. ¢ Madam, Il fpeak as briefly as I can,

¢ And as a foldier ought: the only way

« T'o help this knot is yet to tie it fafter.

¢ Since then the Emp’rour has refolv’d you mine,

* For which I will for ever thank the gods,

¢« And make this holyday thro’out my life,

* T take him at his word, and claim his promife;

¢« The empire of the world fhall not redeem you.

* Nay, weep not Madam ; tho’ my outfide’s rough,

 Yet by thofe eyes your foldier has a heart

¢« Compaflionate and tender as a virgin's;

"« Ev’n now it bleeds to fee thofe falling forrows;
* Perhaps this grief may move the Emperour
*T'o a repentance : come then to the trial,

« For by my arms, my life, and dearer honour,

« If you go back when giv’n me by his hand

* In diftant wars my fate I will deplore,

« And Marcian’s name fhall ne’er be heard of more.

o ;SCzNﬁ!,'tbefnyIt: R :

) -
Tueoposius, ATHENAIS, ATTRUs jeining their bands—
Marcian, PurLcuEeria, Lucius, Juria, Devia, &,
LEoNTINE. ' .

Attic, The more than Gordian knot is ty’d
‘Which Death’s ftrong arm fhall ne’er divide,
For when to blifs ye wafted are

¢ Your fpirits fhall be wedded there.
‘Waters are loft and fires will die,
But love alone can Fate defy.

Enter ARANTHES with the body of Varanes.

Aran.Whereisthe Emprefs ? where fhall I find Eudofia?
By Fate I’m fent to tell that cruel beauty -
She has robb’d the world of Fame: her eyes have giv’n-
A blaft to the big bloffom of the war; -
Behold him there nipp’d in his flow’ry morn,
Compell’d to break his promife of a day,
A day that conqueft would have made her boaft
Behold her laurel wither’d to the root,
Canker’d and kill’d by, Athenais’ fcorn.

Aihen, Dead, dead, Varanes!
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Theo. ¢ Ol ye eternal Pow'rs .
#¢ That guide the world ! why do you fhock our reafon
¢ With a&s like thefe, that lay our thoughtsin duft?
¢ Forgive me, Heav’n, this flart, or elevate
¢ Imagination more, and make it nothing.”
Alas, alas! Varanes! But fpeak, Aranthes,
The manner of his fate. ¢ Groans choke my words—
* But fpeak, and we will anfwer thee with tears.”
Aran. His fever would, no doubt, by this have done
What fome few minutes paft his fword perform’d.
He heard from me your progrefs to the temple,
How you defign’d at midnight to deceive him
By a clandeftine marriage: iut my Lord,
Had you beheld his racks at my relation,
Or had your emprefs feen him in thofe torments,
‘When from his dying eyes fwol’n to the brim
The big round drops roll’d down his manly face,
‘When from his hollow’d breaft a murm’ring crowd
Of groans rufh’d forth, and echo’d All is well ;
‘Then had you feen him, oh ye cruel gods!
Ruth on the fword I held againft his breatt,
And dye it to the hilts with thefe laft wordse——
Bear me to Athenais
Athen. Give me way my Lord;
.J have mott firi¢tly kept my promife with yous
I am your bride, and you can afk no more:
. Or if you did I’m paft the pow'r to give—
But here, oh here! on his cold bloody breaft
‘Thus let me breathe my laft. ‘
T'heo. OhEmprefs ! what,what can this tranfport meaa’
Are thefe our nuptials, thefe my promis’d joys?
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laft refpe& I pay
‘Thefe fad remains—And oh, thou mighty fpirit!
If yet thou art not mingled with the ftars,
Look down and hear the wretched Athenais, ;
‘When thou fhalt know before 1 gave confent !
To this indecent marriage I had taken ‘
Into my veins a cold and deadly draught,
¢ Which foon would render me, alas! unfit
¢¢ For the warm joys of an imperial lover,
¢ And make me ever thine, yet keep my word
¢ With Theodofius,” wilt thou not forgive me?
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Theo. Poifon’d, to free thee from the Emperour!
Oh Athenais! thou haft done a deed
That tears my heart! ¢ What have I done againft thee
¢ That thou thouldft brand me thus with infamy
¢¢ And everlafting fhame? thou might’ft have made
« Thy choice without this cruel a& of death:
¢ I left thee to thy will, and in requital -~
% Thou haft murder’d all my fame.”
Athen. Oh, pardon me!
1lay my dying body at your feet,
And beg, my Lord, with my laft fighs intreat you,
T’ impute the fault, if *tis a fault, to love,
And the ingratitude of Athenais,
To her too cruel ftars. Remember, too,
I begg’d you would not let me fee the prince,
Prefaging what has happen’d; yet my word
As to our nuptials was inviolable. :
Theo, Ha! fhe is going!—¢¢ fee her languifhing eyes.
 Draw in their beams !”’ the fleep of death is on her.
Athen. ¢ Farewell, my Lord.”” Alas, alas! Varanes!
T’ embrace thee now is not immodefty,. .
Or if it were I think my bleeding heart
Would make me criminal in death to clafp thee,
¢ Break all the tender niceties of honour
¢ To fold thee thus, and warm thee into life,
% For oh, what man like him could woman move!”
Oh prince belov’d! oh fpirit moft divine!
Thus by my death I give thee all my love,
And feal my foul and body ever thine- [ Dies.
T heo. Oh Marcian! oh Pulcheria! did not the Pow’r
Whom we adore plant all his thunderbolts
Againft felfmurd’rers I would perifh too ;
But as I am I fwear to leave the empire.
To thee, my fifter, I bequeath the world,
And yet a gift moré great, the gallant Marcian:
On then, my friend, now fhew thy Roman {pirit!
As to her fex fair Athenais was
Be thou to thine a pattern of true honour:
Thus we Il atone for all the prefent crimes,
That yet it may be faid in aftertimes
No age Wwith fuch examples could compare,
So great, fo good, fo Virtuous, and fo fair. [ Exeunt.
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EPILOGUE.

T nrice happy they that never arote before s
How pleas’d and bold they quit the fafer. _/A'n.’
Like fome neaw captain of the city bands

That with big looks in Finfbury commands, -
Swell’d with huge. ale he cries, Beat, beat, the drum ;
Pox o’ the French king ! Uds-bud ! let him come ;
Give me ten thoufand redcoats and alloa !

We'll firk his Crequi and his Conde too.

Thus the young fcribblers mankind’s fenfe difdain,
For igriorance is fure to make’em vain ;

But far from vanity or dang’rous pride

Our cautious Poet courts you to his fide ;

For why fhould you be feorn'd to whom are due

Al the good days that ever authors knew ?

If ever gay *tis you that make ’em fine

The pit and boxes make the poet dine,

And he fearce drinks but of the critick’s wina

Old writers fbould not for vainglory firive,

But like old mifireffes think how to thrive,

Be fond of ev'ry thing their keepers [ay,

At leaft till they can lrve without a play ;

Like one who knows the trade and has been bit,
She dotes and fawns 't;’pon ber avealthy cit,

And fwears fbe loves him merely for bis wit.
Another, more untaught than a Walloon,

Antick and ugly, like an old baboon,

She fawears is an accomplifb’d beau-garcon ;

Turns with all winds, and fails with all defires ;
AUl hearts in city, town, and court, fbe fires,

Young callow lords, lean knights, and driv'ling fquires.
She in refiftlefs flatt'ry finds ber ends, .
Givesthanks for fools, and makes ye all ker friends.
8o fbould wife poets footh an awkward age, ‘
For they are proflitutes upon the flage.

To fland on points were foolifb and illbred

As for a lady to be nice in bed ;

Your wills alone muft their performance meafurs, -
And youmay turn em ev'ry way for pleafure.

From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MARTINS,
April 10, 1782.
4 THR END-
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%0 HER ROYAL HIGHNESS
THE PRINCESS OF WALES.

MADAM,
A Princefs of the fame royal blood to which you are fo clofely and
fo happily allied prefumes to throw herfelf at the feet of your
‘Royal Highnefs for preteftion. The charater of that excellent lady,
as it is delivered down to us in hiftory, is very near the fame with
the pi€ture I have endeavoured to draw of her; and if in the pocti~
al colouring I have aim’d at heightening and improving fome of the
features, it was only to make her more worthy of thofe illuftrious
hands to which I always intended to prefent her.

As the Britifh nation in general isinfinitely indebted to your Royal
Highnefs, fo every particular perfon amongft us ought to contribute,
according to their feveral capacities and abilities, towards the dif-
ma#ing that publick obligation. :

¢ are your debtors, Madam, for the preference you gave us in
chufing to wear the Britifh rather than the imperial crown ; for giving
the beft daughter to our king and the beft wife to our prince. Itis
to your Royal Highnefs we owe the fecurity that fhall be delivered
down to our children’s children by a moft hopeful and beautiful as
well 2sa numerous royal iffue. Thefe are the bonds of our civil duty;
but your Royal Highnefs has laid us under others yet more facred
and engaging, I mean thofe of religion : you are not only the brighte
¢ft ornament but the patronefs and defender of our holy faith,

Noris it Britain alone but thé world, but the prefent and all fircs
ceeding ages, who fhall blefs your royal name for the greateft example
that can be given of a difinterefted piety and unfhaken conftancy.

This is what we may certainly reckon amongft the benefits your
Royal Highnefs has conferred upon us; tho’ at the fame time how
partial foever we may be to ourfelves we ought not to believe you
declined the firft crown of Europe in regard to Britainoaly : no, Ma-
dam, it is in juftice to your Royal Highnefs that we muft confefs you

ad more excellent motives for fo great an action as that was, fince
you did it in obedience to the di€tates of reafon and confcience, for
the fake of true religion, and for the honour of God. All things that
are great have been offered to you, and all things that are good and

PPy, as well in this world as a better, fhall become the reward of
fuch exalted virtue and piety. The bleffings of our nation, the prayers
of our church, with the faithful fervice of all good men, fhall wait
Upon your Royal Highnefs as long as you live; and whenever, for
the punifhment of this land, you fhall be taken from us, your facred
Tame fhall be dear to remembrance, and almighty God, who alone
1 able, fhall beftow on you the fulnefs of recompenfe.

Amongft the feveral offerings of duty which are made to you here
be gracioufly pleafed to accept of this unworthy trifle, which is with
the greateft refpe& and loweft fubmiffion prefented to your Royal

s by, Mad
am,
your Royal Highnefs’s
moft obedient, moit devoted, and
aoft faithful humble fervant, -

. N.ROWE.
Al ‘



PREFACE. -

THOUGH 1 have very little inclination to write Prefaces before works of this
nature, yet upon this particular occafion I cannot but think myfelf obliged
to give fome account of this Play, as well in juftice to myfelf asto a very lasmed
and ingenious gentleman, my friend, who is dead, The perfon I mean was Nr.
Smith of Chrift-church Oxon; one whofe charadter I could with great pleafure
enter into if it was not already very well known to the world. As I had the hap-
pincts to be intimately acquainted with him, he often told me that he defigned
writing a tragedy upon the ftory of Lady Jane Grey ; and if he had lived I thould
never have thought of meddling with it myfelf; but as he died without doing
it in the beginning of laft fummer, I refolved to undertakeit: and indeed the
hopes I had of receiving fome confiderable affiftances from the papers he leftbe-
hind him were one of the principal motives that induced me to go about it.
‘Thefe papers were in the hands of Mr. Ducket, to whom my friend Mr. Thomas
Burnet was {o kind asto write and procure them for me, The leaft return fcan
make to thofe gentlemen is this publick acknowledgment of their great civility
on this occafion. I muft confefs before thofe papers came to my hand I had es-
tirely formed the defign or fable of my own play, and when I came to look them
over I found it was different from that which Mr. Smith intended;, the plan of
his.being drawn after that which is in print of Mr. Banks; at leaft I thought fo
by what I could pick out of his papers. To fay the truth I wasa good deal fur-
prifed and difappointed at the fight of them. I hoped to have met with great
part of the play written to my hand, or at leaft the whole of the defign regularly
drawn out : inftead of that I found the quantity of about two quires of paper
written over in odd pieces, blotted, interlined, and confufed. What was contain-
€d in them in goneral.was loofe-hints ef fentiments and thort obfcure fketches of
fcenes ; but how they were to be applied, or.in what order they were to be ran-
ged, I could not by any diligence of mine (and I looked them very carefully oves
more than once) come to underftand. One fcene there was, and one only, that
feemed pretty near perfe@, in which Lord Guilford fingly perfuades Lady Jane
10 take the ¢rown; from that I borrowed all that I could, and inferted it in my
own third a&. But indeed the manner arid turn of his fable was fo different from
snine that I could not take above five-and-twenty or thirty lines at the mof; and
even in thofe I'was obliged to make fdme alteration. I fhould have beea very
glad to have come into a partnerthip of reputation with fo fine a writer as Mr.
8mith was, but in truth his hints were fo fhort and dark (many of them marked
even in fhort-hand) that they were of little ufe or fervice to me. ‘They might
have ferved as indexes to his own memory, and he might have formed a play
out of them, but I dare fay nobody eife could. In one part of his defign he feems
to differfrom Mr. Banks, whofe tale he generally defigned to follow, fince I ob-
ferved in many of thofe thort fketches of fcenes he had introduced Queen Mary.
Hefcemed to intend her chataler pitiful, and inclining to mercy, but urged ot
to cruelty by the rage and bloody difpofitions of Bonner and Gardiner. Thishint
1 had likewife taken from the J3te Bithop of Salifbury’s Hiftory of the Reforma-
tion, who lays, and I believe very juftly, the horrible cruelties that were aéed
at that time rather to the charge of that perfecuting fpirit by which the clergy
were then animated than to the quecen’s own natural difpofition.

Many people believed, og at leaft faid, that Mr. Smith left a play very nearen-
tire behind him. All that I am forry for is that it was not fo in fa&: 1 thould
have made no fcruple of taking three, four, or cven the whole five adts from
him; but then I hope 1 thould have had the honefty to let the world know they
were his, and not take anotiier man’s reputation to myfek.

This is what I thought neceffary to fay as well on my own aceaunt-as indges
gard to the memory of my friend. [

For the Play, fuch as it is, I leave it to profper as it can: I have refolved never
to trouble the world with any publick apologies for my writings of thiskind, 23
much as I have been provoked to it. 1Qall turn this my youngeft child out inte
the world with no other provition than a faying whick I rememberto havefca
before one of Mrs. Behn's,

¢ Tal mon enfant, prend la fortuns,



PROLOGUE.

S8ENT BY AN UNKNOWN HAND,

’z HEN avaking terrours roufe the gxilty breaf?,
And futal vifions 6;54! the ’mmf{er': r{_ﬂ,  bref
When Vengeance does Ambition’s fate decree,

And tyrants bleed to fet wbole nations free,

Tho’ the Mufz faddens each difireffed feene,
Unmov'd is ev'ry breaft and ev'ry face ferene,

T'be mournful lines no tender beart fubdue,
Compaffion is to fuff ring goodnefs due.

The poet your attention begs erice more

T atone for charallers bere dravn before ;

No royal mifirefs fighs thro’ ev’ry page,
And breathes ber dying forrows on tft flage;

No lovely fair, by [uft perfuafion wan,

Lays down the locd of life when bomour’s gone :

Nobly to bear the changes of our flate,

To _/ﬂnd unmov'd againfl the florms of Fate,

A brave contempt of life and grandeur lofi,

Such glorious toils a female mame can boafl.

Oxr Author draws not Beauty's beav’aly fmile

D inwvite our wifbes and our bearts beguile ;

No [oft enchantments languifb in ber eye,

No bloffoms fade nor - fick’ning rofes die ;

A nobler paffion ev’ry breafi maft move

T'han youtbful raptures or the joys of love ;

A mind unchang’d, fuperionr to a crown,

Bravely defies the angry tyrant’s frows,

The fame if fortunc finks or mounts on bigh,

Or ifthe world’s extended ruins lie ;

With gen’rous feorn fbe lays the feeptre dotwn ;

Great fouls foine brighttf! By mbsfortunes focwn :

With patient courage fbe fuflains the blow,

And triumphs o’er variety of wo. o

Tbro’ ev’ry feene the fad diftrefs is new ;

How well feign'd life does reprefent the true!

Unbappy age ! awbo vieros the bloody flain

But mufl with tears record Maria's reign,

When xeal by dofirine flatter’d lawlefs willy

Infrucied by Religion’s veice to bill?

Ye Britifp fair, lament in filcat wo,

Let ev’ry eye with tender pity flow ;

The lovely form thro’ falling drops will feem

Like flow'’ry foadows of the filver fiream :

Thus beauty, beav’n’s frveet ornament, foall prove
Enrich’d by virtue as ador'd by love.

Forget your charmy, fond woman’s dear delight,

Tbe fops will languifb bere anotber night :

No conguef! from diffembling fmiles we fear,

She only kills who wounds us with a tear. .
Aiij



PROLOGUE.
TO-m’gM the nobleft fubjed? fuells our feene,

beroine, a martyr, and a queen;
And tho’ the poet dares not boaft bis art,
The very theme fball, fomztbing great impart

To warm the gen’roits foul and touch the tendet beart. ;

To ygu, fair judges, we the caufe fubmit,
Your eyes fball tell us bow the tale is writ :
If your foft pity waits upon our wvo,
If filent tears for fufF'ring wirtie flow,
Your gricf the Mufe's labour foall confefs,
The bively paffions and the juft diffrcfs.
0b ! could our Author’s pencil jufily paint
Such as foe was in life the beauteous faint,
Boldly your flrié? attention might we clainm,
And bid you mark and copy out the dame.
No wand'ring glance one wwanton thought confeff,
No guilty 1ifb inflam’d ber fpotlefs breaft ;
The only love that avarm’d ber blooming youth
Was busband, England, liberty, and truth: -
For thefe fbe fell while with too weak a band =
Sbe firove to fave a blind ungrateful land.

- But thus the fecret laws of Fate ordain;

William’s great band was doom’d to break that chain, }

And end the bopes of Rome’s tyrannick reign.
For ever as the circling years return

Y grateful Britons crown the bere’s urn,

o bis juft care you ev'ry bleffing owe,

Which or bis oren or followving reigns beflow :
Tho' bis bard fate c father's name deny'd,

To you a father be that lofs fupply’d.

Then hile you view the royal lines increafe,
And count the pledges of yoxr future peace,
From this great flock while fill new glories come,
Congqueft abroad and liberty at pome,

W bile you bebold the beautifub and brave,
Bright princeffes to grace you kings to fave,

f_:z'o_y the gift, but blefs the band that gave.

4
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LADY JANE GREY+.

ACT L.

ScENE, the court.

Enter the Duke of NorTHUMBERLAND, Duke of SurroLk,
and Sir Joun Gares.

NORTHUMBERLAND.
"T1s all in vain; Heav’n has requir'd its pledge,

And he muft die. _

Suf. Is there an honeft heart
That loves our England does not mourn for Edward 2
The Genius of our ifle is fhook with forrow,
¢ He bows his venerable head with pain,
¢ And labours with-the ficknefs of his lord :"
Religion melts in ev'ry holy eye;
¢« All comfortlefs, afliGed, and forlorn,
¢¢ She fits on earth and ‘weeps upon her crofs,
¢ Weary-of man and his detefted ways;
¢ Ev'n now fhe feems to meditate her flight,
¢¢ And waft her angels to the threnes above.”

North. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch ourheavieft lofs-3
‘With him our holy faith is doom’d to fuffer;
‘With him our church fhall veil her facred front
¢¢ That late from heaps of Gothick ruins rofe
% In her frft native fimple majefty :
¢¢ The toil of faints and price of martyrs’ blood
¢¢ Shall fail with Edward, and again old Rome
¢¢ Shall fpread her banners, and her monkith hoft,”
Pride, Ignorance, and Rapine, fhall return ;
Blind Bloody Zeal and cruel Prieftly Pow'r o
Shall fcourge the land for ten dark ages more.

Sir 7. G. Is there no help in all the healing art,
No potent juice or drug, to fave a life
So precious, and prevent-a nation’s fate ?

- North. What has been left untry’d that art could do’
¢¢ The hoary wrinkled leech has watch’d and toil'd,

3

> 4+The lines ditinguithed by inverfed commas are omitted in ths
reprefentation.
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“ Try'd ev'ry health-reftoring herband gum,
¢ And weary’d out his painful fkill in vain,
¢¢ Clofe, like a dragon folded in his den,
¢ Some fecret venom preys upon his heart,
¢ A ftubborn and unconquerable flame
¢ Creeps in his veins and drinks the ftreams of Life ;**
His youthful finews are unftrung, cold fweats
And deadly palenefs fit upon his vifage,
And ev’ry gafp we look fhall be his laft.
Sir . G. Doubt not your Graces but the Popith fattion
. 'Will at this jun&ure urge their utmoft force : ’
All on the Princefs Mary turn their eyes,
Well hoping fhe fhall build again their altars,
And bring their idol worfhip back in triumph.
North. ¢ Good Heav'n, ordainfome better fate for Eng-
Suf. “ What bettercan wehopeiffhefhould reign? [land!
¢ I know her well, a blinded zealot is fhe,
« A gloomy nature, fullen and fevere,
¢« Nurtur’d by proud prefuming Romith priefts,
« Taught to believe they only cannot err
¢ Becaufe they cannot err; bred up in fcorn
«¢ Of reafon and the whole lay. world ; inftru&ted
t T'o hate whoe’er diffent from what they teach,
* To purge the world from herefy by blood, ~
4t 'T'o maffacre a nation, and believe it
¢« An a& wellpleafing to the Lord of mercy.
* Thefe are thy gods oh Rome! and this thy faith.”
North. And fhall we tamely yield ourfelves to bondage,
Bow down before thefe holy purple tyrants,
And bid *em tread upon our flavith necks?
No ; let this faithful freeborn Englifh hand
Firft dig my grave in liberty and honour;
And tho’ I found but one more thus refolv’d
That honeft man and I would die together.
Suf. Doubt not there are ten thoufand and ten thoufand
To own a caufe fo juft.
Sir . G. The lift I gave
Into your Grace’s hand laft night declares
My pow’r and friends at full. [To Nortbumd,
North. Be it your care,
Good Sir John Gates, to fee your friends appointed
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And ready for th’ occafion : hafte this inftant ;
Lofe not a moment’s time.
Sir ¥. G. I go my Lord. - [Exit Sir F.Gatess
North. Your Grace’s princely daughter, Lady Jane,
Is fhe yet come to court?
Suf. Not yet arriv’d,
But with the fooneft I cxpe& her here:.
I know her duty to the dying King,
Join’d with my ftri& commands to haften hither,
Will bring her on the wing.
North. Befeech your Grace :
To {peed another meflenger to prefs her,
For on her happy prefence all our counfels
Depend and take their fate.
Suf. Upon the inftant
Your Grace fhallbeobey’d: I go tofummon her. [E.\. Suf.
North. What trivial influences hold dominion .
O’er wife mens’ counfels and the fate of empire !
¢ The greateft fchemes that human wit can forge
*“ Or bold ambition dares to put in pra&ice
¢ Depend upon our hiufbanding 2 moment
¢ And the light lafting of a woman’s will,
¢« As if the Lord of nature fhould dehght
* T'o hang this pond’rous globe upon a hair
« And bid it dance before a breath of wind.”
She muft be here and ]odg’d in Guilford’s arms
Ere Edward dies, or all we’ave done is marr’d.
Ha! Pembroke! that’s a bar which thwarts my wayl
His fiery temper brooks not oppofition,
And muft be met with foft and fupple arts,
¢« With crouching courtefy and honey’d words,””
-Such as afluage the fierce and-bend the ftrong.
Enter the Earl of PEMBROKE.
Good-morrow, noble Pembroke! we have ftaid
The meeting of the Council for your prefence.
Pemb. Formine my Lord! you mock your fervant {ure
To. fay that I am wanted, where yourfelf,
The great Alcides of our ﬁate, is prefent.
Whatever dangers menace prince or people
Our great Northumberland is arm’d to meet ’em:.
‘The ableft head and firmeft heart you bear,
Nor need a fecond in the glorious tafk,.
Equal yourfelf to all the toils of empire.
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North. No; as T honour virtue I have try’d
And know my ftrength too well ! nor can the voice
Of friendly flattery, like your’s, deceive me.
I know my temper liable to paffions,
And all the frailties common to our nature,
¢ Blind to events, too eafy of perfuafion,
« And often, too, too often, have L err’d :"
Much therefore have I need of fome good man,
Some wife and honeft heart, whofe friendly aid
Might guide my treading thro’ our prefent dangers ;
And by the honour of my name I fwear
I know not one of all our Englifh peers
Wkom I wou'd chufe for that beft friend like Pembroke!
Pemb.  What fhall T anfwer to a truft fo noble,
¢ This prodigality of praife and honour?”
Woere not your Grace too generous of foul
‘To fpeak a language diff’ring from your heart,
How might I think you could not mean this goodnefs
‘To one whom his illfortune has ordain’d
‘The rival of your fon?
North. No more; I fcorn a thought
So much below the dignity of virtue.
*Tis true I look on Guilford like a father,
Lean to his fide, and fee but half his failings;
But on a point like this, when equal merit
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour,
And calls te have the balance held in juftice,
Away with all the fondnefles of nature!
I judge of Pembroke and my fon alike.
Pemb. 1 afk no more to bind me to your fervice.:
North. The realm is now at hazard, and bold fa&ions
Threaten change, tumult, and difaftrous days.
Thefe fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy,
Of courtthip, and of love. Grant, Heav'n! the ftate
To fix in peace and fafety once again, .
Then fpeak your paffion to the princely maid,
And fair fuccefs attend you. For myfelf,
My voice fhall go as far for you, my Lord,
As for my fon, and beauty be the umpire.
But now a heavier matter calls upon us;;
The King with life juft lab’ring, .and T fear
The Council grow impatient at our ftay.
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Pemb. One moment’s paufe and I attend your Grace.
: [ Bxit North,
Old Winchefter cries to me oft’ Beware
Of proud Northumberland. The tefty prelate,
Froward with age, with difappointed hopes,
And zealous for old Rome, rails on the duke,
Sufpe&ting him to favour the new teachers;
Yet ev’n in that if I judge right he errs:
But were it {o, what are thefe monkith quarrels,
Thefe wordy wars of proud illmanner’d {choolmen,
To us and our lay intereft? Let em rail
And worry one another at their pleafure. ‘
This duke of late hy many worthy offices
Has fought my friendfhip ; and, yet more, his {on,
"The nobleft youth our England has to boaft of,
The gentleft nature and the braveft {pirit,
Has made me long the partner of his breaft ;
¢ Nay, when he found, in fpite of the refiftance
«« My ftruggling heart had made to do him juftice,
# That I was grown his rival, he ftrove hard,
s« And would not turn me forth from out his bofom,
#¢ But call’d me fti]l his friend.” And fee! he comes,
Enter Lord GuiLFORD. N
Oh Guilford! juft as thou wert ent’ring here
My thought was running all thy virtues over,
And wond’ring-how thy foul cou’d chufe a partner
So much unlike itfelf. ) |
Guil. How cou’d my tongue
T'ake pleafure and be lavifh in thy praife !
How could I fpeak thy noblenefs of nature,
Thy open manly heart, thy courage, conftancy,
And inborn truth, unknowing to diffemble !
Thou art the man in whom my foul delights,
In whom next Heav'n I trpft.
Pemb. Oh gen’rous youth !
‘What can a heart ftubborn and fierce like mine
Return to all thy fweetnefs *—Yet I wou'd,
I wou'd be grateful—Oh my cruel fortune!
‘Wou'd I had never feen her, never caft
Mine eyes on Suffolk’s daughter !
Guil. So wou’d I'!
Since 't was my fate to fee and love her firft,
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Pemb. Oh! why fhou'd fhe, that univerfal goodnefs,
Like light a common blefling to the world,
Rife like a comet fatal to our friendfhip,
And threaten it with ruin ?
Guil. Heav'n forbid !
But tell me, Pembroke, is it not in virtue .
To arm againft this proud imperious paffion ?
¢ Does holy Friendfhip dwell fo near to Envy,
¢¢ She could not bear to fee another happy” .
If blind miftaken Chance and partial Beauty
Should join to favour Guilford?
Pemb. Name it not ;
My fiery fpirits kindle at the thought,
And hurry me to rage..
Guil. And yet I think
I fhou’d not murmur were thy lot to profper
And mine to be refus’d; tho’ fure the lofs
Wou'd wound me to the heart.
Pemb. Ha! couldft thou bear it ?
And yet perhaps thou might'ft : thy gentle temper
Is form’d with paffions mix’d in due proportion,
‘Where no one overbears nor plays the tyraat,
< But join in nature’s bus’nefs and thy happinefs;™
While mine, difdaining Reafon and her laws,
Like all thou canft imagine wild and furious,
Now drives me headlong on, now whirls me back,
And hurls my unftable flitting {oul
To ev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me
And let my weaknefs ftand.
Enter Sir Joun GATES.
Sir . G, The Lords of Council
Wait with impatience
Pemb. 1 attend their pleafure :
“This only, and no more then. Whatfoever
Fortune decrees, {till let us call to mind
Our friendthip and our honour : and fince love
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize,
Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought,
With opennefs and juftice to each other,
That he who wins the fair one to his arms
May take her as the crown of great defert,
2
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And if the wretched lofer does repine
His own heart and the world may all condemn him.
[Ex. Pemb.

Gail. How crofs the ways of life lie! While we think

We travel on dire& in one high road,
And have our journey’s end oppos’d in view,
A thoufand thwarting paths break in upon us
To puzzle and perplex our wand’ring fteps:
Love, friendfhip, hatred, in their turns miflead us,
And ev’ry paffion has its feparate iat’reft.
Where is that piercing forefight can unfold
Where all this mazy errour will have end,
And tell the doom referv’d for me and Pembroke?
“ There is but one end certain, that is=————death:
“Yet ev’n that certainty is fill uncertain,
“ For of thefe fev'ral tracks which lie before us
“We know that onc leads certainly to death,
“ But know not which that one is.”” *Tis in vain
This blind divining ; let me think no more on’t.
And fee, the miftrefs of our fate appear!

Eanter Lady Jaxe Grey. Attendants.
Hail, princely maid ! who with aufpicious beauty
Cheer'ft ev’ry dreoping heart in this fad place,
Who like the filver regent of the night
Lift'ft up thy fagred beams upon the land
To bid the gloom look gay, difpel our horrours,
And make us lefs lament the fetting fun.

L. ¥. G. Yes, Guilford, well doft thou compare my
To tke faint comfort of the waining moon;  [prefence
Like her cold orb a cheerlefs gleam I bring ;
“ Silence and heavinefs of heart, with dews
“To drefs the face of nature all in tears.”
But fay, how fares the King?

Guil. He lives as yet,
But ev’ry moment cuts away 2 hope,
Adds to our fears, and gives the infant faint
Great profpe& of his op’ning heav’n. ,

L. 7. G. ““Defcendye choirsof angelstoreceivehim,

“ Tune your melodious harps to fome high #rain,
** And waft him upwards with a fong of triumph:
“ A purer foul, and one more like yourfelves,

“ Ne'er enter'd at the golden gates of blifsi;’
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Oh Guilford! what remains for wretched England

When he our guardian angel fhall forfake us,

¢¢ For whofe dear fake Heav'n fpar’d a guilty land,

“¢¢ And fcatter’d not its plagues while Edward reign'd

Guil. I own my heart bleeds inward at the thought,

¢ And rifing horrours crowd the op’ning fcene.”

And yet forgive me, thou my native country,

‘Thou land of liberty, thou nurfe of heroes,

Forgive me, if in fpite of all thy dangers

New fprings of pleafure flow within my bofom,

‘When thus ’t is giv’n me to behold thofe eyes,

Thus gaze, and wonder ¢ how excelling Nature

¢ Can give each day new patterns of her kill,

¢ And yet at once furpafs ’em.”
L. 7. G. Oh, vain flattery!

¢ Harfh and illfoundmg ever to my ear,

“ But on a day like this the raven’s note

¢¢ Strikes on my fenfe more fweetly.” But no more,

¢¢ I charge thee touch th’ ungrateful theme no more :”

Lead me to pay my duty to the King,

To wet his pale cold hand with thefe laft tears,

And fhare the bleffings of his parting breath.
Guil. Were Ilike dying Edward, fure a touch

Of this dear hand would kindle life anew.

But I obey, I dread that gath’ring frown

And oh ! whene’er my bofom fwells with paffion,

And my full heart is pain’d with ardent love,

Allow me but to look on you and figh;

>Tis all the humble joy that Guilford afks. [purpofe
L. . G. Still wilt thou frame thy fpeech to this vaia

¢ When the wan King of Terrours ftalks before us,”

‘When univerfal ruin gathers round,

And no efcape is left us? Are we not

Like wretchesin a ftorm, whom ev’ry moment

The greedy deep is gaping to devour?

¢ Around us fee the pale defpairing crew

¢« Wring their fad hands and give their labour o’er;"

"The hope of life has ev'ry heart forfook,

And horrour {its on each diftraéted look;

- ¢ One folemn thought of death does all employ,
¢« Aund cancels like a dream delight and joy;
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 One forrow firecams from all their weeping cyes,

« And one confenting voice for mercy cries;”
Trembling they dread juft Heav’n’s avenging pow'r,
Mourn their paft lives, and wait the fatal hour. [ Exeunt.

ACT II.
SCENE continues.

' Enter the Duke of NorTHUMBERLAND and the Duke of
SurroLk.

; NORTHUMBERLAND. _

Y &t then be cheerd my heart amidft thy mourning:
¢¢ Tho’ Fate hang heavy o’er us, tho’ pale fear

¢ And wild diftra&ion fit on ev’ry face,”

Tho’ never day of grief was known like this,

Let me rojoice, and blefs the hallow'd light

Whofe beams aufpicious fhine upon our union,

And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother.

Suf. I kmow not what my fecret foul prefages,
But fomething feems to whifper me within
That we have been too hafty. ¢ For myfelf,
¢ T with this matter had been yet delay’d,
« That we had waited fome more blefled time,
 Some better day with happier omens hallow'd,
# For Love to kindle up his holy flame;
« But you, my noble brother, wou’d prevail,
* And I have yielded to you.”

North. Doubt not any thing,
Nor hold the hour unlucky that good Heav’n,
« Who foftens the corre&ions of his hand,
s And mixes ftill a comfort with afli&ions,”
Has giv’n to-day a blefling in our children
To wipe away our tears for dying Edward.

Suf, In that I truft. ‘Good angels be our guard,
And make iny fears prove vain! But fee! my wife !
With her your fon, the gen'rous Guilford, comes:
She has inforny’d him of our prefent purpofe.

Enter the Duchefs of SurvroLk and Lord GuiLFORD.

L. Guil. How fhall I fpeak the fulnefs of my heart ?

Bi

“w
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What fhall I fay to.blefs:you for. this goodnefs ?
Oh gracious princefs ! but my life is your’s,
And all the bus’nefs of my years to come
Is to-attend with humbleft duty on you,
And pay my vow’d obedience at your feet.
Duch. Suf. Yes, noble youth! I fhare in all thy joys,
« In all the joys which this fad day can give. .
¢¢ The dear delight I have to call thee fon
* Comes like a cordial to my drooping fpirits,
« It broods with gentle warmth upon my bofom,
“ And melts that froft of death which hung about me.”
But hafle} inform my daughter of our pleafure ;
¢ Let thy tongue put on all its pleafing eloquence ;
¢ Inftru& thy love to fpeak of comfort to her,
*'T'o footh her griefs and cheer the mourning maid.”
North. All defolate and drown’d in flowing tears
By Edward’s bed the pious princefs fits,
¢ Faft from her lifted eyes the pearly drops
«¢ Fall trickling o’er her chcek, while holy ardour
¢¢ And fervent zeal pour forth her lab’ring foul,”
And ev’ry figh is wing’d wath pray’rs {o potent
As ftrive with Heav'n to fave her dying Lord.
Duch. Suf. From the firft early days of infant life
A gentle band of friendfhip grew betwixt "em,
And while our royal uncle Henry reign’d,
As brother and as fifter bred together,.
Beneath.one eommon parent’s care they liv'd.
North. A wondrous fympathy of fouls confpir’d
To form the facred union. ¢ Lady Jane
« Of all his royal blood was ftill the deareft;
¢ In ev'ry innocent delight they fhar’d ;
« They fung, and danc’d, and fat, and walk'd, together;
¢ Nay, in the graver bus’nefs of his youth,
¢ When books and learning call’d him from his fports,
« Ev’n there the princely maid was his companion:.
¢ She left the fhining court to fhare his toil, '
¢« To turn with him the grave hiftorian’s page,
¢ And tafle the rapture of the poet’s fong,
¢ To fearch the Latin and the Grecian ftores,
¢ A nd wonder at the mighty minds of old.”
Enter LADY JaANE GREY aweeping.
L. 7. G. Wot thou not break my heart L--~

0
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Suf. Alas! what mean’ft thou?
Guil, Oh {peak! )
Duch. Suf. How fares the King?
North. Say, is he dead ?
L. 7. G. The faints and angels have him.
Duch. Suf. When 1 left him
He feem’d a little cheer’d, ¢ juft as you enter’d”---
L. §.G. AsIapproach’d to kneeland pay my duty
He raig’d his feeble eyes, and faintly fmiling,
Are you then come? he cry’d; I only livd
To bid farewell to thee my gentle coufin,
« To fpeak a few thort words to thee and die.”
Wi ith that he preft my hand, and oh!---he faid
When Iam gone do thou be good to England,
Keep to that faith in which we both were bred,
And to the end be conftant. More T wou’d,
But cannot---There his falt’ring {pirits fail'd,
¢ And turning ev’ry thought from earth at once
¢« To that beft place where all his hopes were fix’d,
¢ Earneft he pray’d---Merciful, great Defender!
¢¢ Preferve thy holy altars undefil’d,
¢ Prote& this land from bloody men and idols,
¢¢ Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome,
¢ And take thy painful fervant to thy mercy;”
Then finking on his pillow, with a figh
He breath’d his innocent and faithful foul
Into his hands who gave it. )
Guil. ¢ Crowns of glory,
¢ Such as the brighteft angels wear, be on him, -
¢ Peace guard his athes here, and paradife,
¢ With all its endlefs blifs, be open to him.”
North. Our grief be on bis grave. Our prefent duty
Enjoins to fee his Jaft commands obey’d.
I hold it fit his death be not made known
To any but our friends. To-morrow early
The Council fhall affemble at the Tower:
Mean-while I beg your Grace wou’d ftraight inform
[ To the Duchefs of Suffolk.
Your princely daughter of our refolution:
Our common int’reft in that happy tie
Demands our {wifteft care to fee it finifh’d.
' B ijj
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Duch. Suf. My Lord, yeu have determin’d well. Lord
Be it your tafk to fpeak at large ourpurpofe.. [ Guilford,
Daughter, reccive this Lord as one whom I,.

Your father and his own, ordain your hufband :

‘What more concerns our will and your obedience

‘We leave you to receive from him at leifure.

[ Exeunt Duke and Duchefs of Suffolk, and Duke of Nore
thumberland.

Guil. Wot thou not fparea moment from thy forrows,
* And bid thefe bubbling ftreams forbear to flow?

** Wot thou not give ong interval to joy,”
One little paufe, while humbly I unfold

The happicft tale my tongue was ever bleft with?
' L. ¥. G. My heart is cold within me ;. ev’ry fenfe:
e dead to joy : but I will hear thee Guilford,.

* Nay, I muft hear thee, fuch is her command.
* Whom early duty taught me ftill t’ obey.”
Yet oh! forgive me if to all the ftory,
Tho’ eloquence divine attend thy {peaking,
« Tho’ ev’ry Mufe and ev'ry Grace do crown thee,”
Forgive me if I cannot better anfwex
Than weeping---thus, and thus---
Guil. 1t I offend thee .
Let me be dumb for ever; * let not life
¢ Inform thefe breathing organs of my voice:
*¢ If any found from me difturb thy quiet.
¢ What is my peace or happinefs to thine
No; tho’ our noble parents had decreed,
And urg’d high reafons which import the ftate;
‘This night to give thee to my faithful arms,
My faireft bride, my only earthly blifs——
L. ¥. G. How? Guilford! on this night?
Guil. This happy night ; ‘
Yet if thou art refolv’d to crofs my fate,
If this my utmoft with fhall give thee pain,
Now rather let the ftroke of death fall on me,
And ftretch me out a lifelefs corfe before thee;
“ Let me be fwept away with things forgotten,
“ Be huddled up in fome obfcure blind grave,
¢¢ Ere thou fhouldft fay my love has made thee wretchcd,
¢ Or drop one fingle tear for Guilford’s fake.”
L. 7. G. Alas! I have too much of death already,
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And want not thine to furnith out new horrour.

¢ Oh! dreadful thought! if thou wert dead indeed:

¢ What hope were left me then! Yes, I will own,

«« Spite of the bluth that burns my maiden cheek,

« I\Xy heart has fondly lean'd towards thee long :

¢ Thy f{weetnefs, virtue, and unblemifh’d youth,.

¢« Have won a place for thee within my bofom;

« And if my eyes look coldly on thee now,

« And fhun thy love on this difaftrous day,

¢ It is becaufe I would not deal fo hardly

¢t To give thee fighs for all thy faithful vows,

*« And pay thy tendernefs with nought but tearss

¢ And yet *tisall I have.
Guil. ¢ T afk no more:”

Let me but call thee mine, confirm that hope

To charm the doubts which vex my anxious foul,

For all the reft do thou allot it for me,

And at thy pleafure portion out my bleffings.

¢« My eyes fhall learn to fmile or weep from thine,

¢ Nor will I think of joy while thou art fad.

* Nay, couldft thou be fo cruel to command it,

¢ I will forego a bridegroom’s facred right,

¢ And fleep far from thee on th’ unwholefome earth,

¢« Where damps arife and whiftling winds blow loud,

¢ Then when the day returns core drooping to thee,

¢ My locks ftill drizzling with the dews of night,

¢ And cheer my heart with thee as with the morning.
L.J.G.* Say, wot thou confecrate the night toforrow,

¢ And give up ev'ry fenfe to folemn fadnefs?

¢ Wot thou in watching wafte the tedious hours,

¢« Sit filently and careful by my fide,

¢ Lift to the toiling clocks the cricket’s cry,

¢ And ev’ry melancholy midnight noife?

¢ Say, wot thou banifh pleafure and delight ?

¢ Wot thou forget that ever we have lov'd,

¢ And only now and then let fall a tear

¢ To mourn for Edward’s lofs and England’s fate?
Guil. « Unweary’d ftill I will attend thy woes,

« And'be a very faithful partner to thee. ‘

* Near thee I will complain in fighs as numberlefs

¢ As murmurs breathing in the leafy grove;

“ My eyes fhall mix their falling drops with thine,
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¢ Conftant as never-ceafing waters roll
¢ That purl and gurgle o’er their fands for ever:
¢¢ The {un fhall fee my grief thro’ all his courfe,
¢¢ And when night comes fad Philomel, who plaing
¢« From ftarry vefper to the rofy dawn,
¢« Shall ceafe to tune her lamentable fong
 Ere I give o’er to weep and mourn with thee.
L. . G. « Here then I take thee to my heart for ever,
[ Giving her band.
¢ The dear companion of my future days:
¢ Whatever Providence allots for each
¢ Be that the common portion of us both:
¢« Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane,
* But if good Heav’n has any joys in ftore
¢ Let them be all thy own.”
Guil. Thou wondrous goodnefs!
« Heav’n gives too much at once in giving thee ;
¢ And by the common courfe of things below,
¢ Where each delight is temper’d with affliion,
¢ Some evil terrible and unforefeen
 Muft fure enfue to poife the fcale againft
*¢ This vaft profufion of exceeding pleafure ;
« But be it fo, let it be death and ruin,
“ On any terms I take thee.
L. ¥ G. Truft our fate o
s To him whofe gracious wifdom guides our ways,
¢ And makes what we think evil turn to good.”
Permit me now to leave thee and retire;
I’ll fummon all my reafon and my duty -
To footh this ftorm within, and frame my heart
To yield obedience to my noble parents.
Guil. Good angels minifter their comforts to thee!
And oh! *if, as my fond belief wou’d hope,
¢ If any word of mine be gracious to thee,”
I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away
Thofe murd’rous thoughts of grief that kill thy quiet,
Reftore thy gentle bofom’s native peace,
Lift up the hight of gladnefs in thy eyes,
And cheer my heavinefs with one dear {mile.
L. . G. Yes, Guilford, I will ftudy to forget
All that the royal Edward has been to me,
« How we have lov’d ev'n from our very cradies.”
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My private lofs no longer will I mourn,
But ev’ry tender thought to thee fhall turn;
With patience 1’1l fubmit to Heav’n’s decree,
And what I loft in Edward find in thee.
But oh! when I revolve what ruins wait
Our finking altars and the falling ftate,
¢ When I confider what my native land
«« Expetted from her pious fov’reign’s hand,
« How form’d he was to fave her from diftrefs,
« A king to govern and a faint to blefs,”
New forrow to my lab’ring’breaft fucceeds,
And my whole heart for wretched England bleeds.
[Exit Lady Fane Grey.
Guil. My heart finks in me at her foft complaining,
And ev’ry movingaccent that the breathes
Refolves my courage, flackens my tough nerves,
And melts me down to infancy and tears:
«« My fancy palls, and takes diftafte at pleafure;
¢« My foul grows out of tune, it loatlres the world,
s« Sickens at all the noife and folly of it,
¢ And I cou’d fet me down in fome dull fhade
¢ Where lonely Contemplation keeps her cave
¢ And dwells with hoary hermits, there forget myfelf,
¢ There fix my ftupid eyes upon the earth,
¢ And mufe away an age in deepeft melancholy.”
Enter PEMBROKE.
Pemb. Edward is dead ; fo faid the great Northumber-

As now he fhot along by me in bafte: [land
He prefe’d my hand, and in a whifper begg’d me
‘To guard the fecret carefully as life ’

‘Till fome few hours fhould pafs, for much hung on it.

Much may indeed hang onit. See, my Guilford!

My friend! . [ Speaking to bim.
Guil. Ha! Pembroke? [Starting.
Pemb. Wherefore doft thou ftart ?

‘Why fits that wild diforder on thy vifage,

Somewhat that looks like paffions ftrange to thee,

The palenefs of furprife and ghaftly fear?

Since I have known thee firft, and call’d thee friend,

I never faw thee fo unlike thyfelf,

So chang’d upon a fudden.

Guil. How! fo chang’d!
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Pemb. So to my eye thou feem’ft.

Guil. The King is dead.

Pemb. 1learn’d it from thy father
Juft as I enter’d here. -But fay, cou'd that,

A fate which ev’ry moment we expefted,
Diftra& thy thought or fhock thy temper thus?

Guil, Oh Pembroke! ’tis in vain to hide from thee,

For thou haft look’d into my artlefs bofom,

And feen'at once the hurry of my foul.

*T'is true thy coming ftruck me with furprife.

I have a thought—but wherefore faid I one?

I have a thoufand thoughts all up in arms, . .

¢« Like pop’]ous towns difturb’d at dead of night,

¢ That mix’d in darknefs buitle to and fro,

¢ As if their bus’nefs were to make confufion.”
Pemb. Then fure our better angels call’d me hither,

For this is friendfhip’s hour and friendfhip’s office,

To come when counfel and when help is wanting,

‘To fhare the pain of ev'ry gnawm%' care,

To fpeak of comfort in the time of trouble,

To reach a hand and fave thee from adverfity.

Guil. And wot thou be a friend to me indeed ?
And while I lay my bofom bare before thee <
¢ Wot thou deal tenderly, and let thy hand
¢ Pafs gently over ev'ry painful part?”

Wot thou with patience hear, and judge with temper?
And if perchance thou meet with fomething harfh, -
- Somewhat to roufe thy rage and grate thy foul,

Wot thou be mafter of thyfelf and bear it ?

Pemb. Away with all this needlefs preparation !
‘Thou know’ft thou art fo dear, fo facred to me,
That I can never think thee an offender.

If it were fo that I indeed muft judge thee,
I fhould take part with thee againft myfelf,
* And cal! thy fault a virtue.”

Guil. But fuppofe
The thought were fomewhat that concern’d our love.

Pemb. No more; thou know’ft we fpoke of that to-day,
And on what terms we left it. >Tis a fubje&

Of which, if poffible, I weu'd not think ;
I beg that we may mention it no more.
Guil. Can we not fpeak of it with temper?
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P emb. NO’

Thou know'ft I cannot; therefore prithee fpare it.

Guil. Oh! cou’d the fecret I wou’d tell thee fleep,
And the world never know it, my fond tongue
Shou’d ceafe from fpeaking ere I wou’d unfold it,

Or vex thy peace with an officious tale ;

‘But fince, howe’er ungrateful to thy ear,

It muft be told thee once, hear it from me.
Pemb,Speak then,and eafe the doubtsthat fhock my foul,
Guil. Suppofe thy Guilford’s better ftars prevail,

And crown his love—

Pemb. Say not fuppofe; *tis done :

Seek not for vain excufe or foft’ning words:

Thou haft prcvancated with thy friend,

By underhand contrivances undone me,

And while my open nature trufted in thee

Thou haft ftepp’d in between me and my hopes,

And ravifh’d from meall my foul held dear:

Thou haft betray’d me—

Guil. How! betray’d thee, Pembroke? .

Pemb. Yes, falfely, like a traitor.

Guil. Have a care.

Pemb. But think not Iwill bear the foul play fromthee ;

There was but this which I could ne’er forgive.
My foul is up in arms, my injur’d honour,
Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge;
And tho’ I'love t.hee-—fondly—

Guil. Hear me yet,

And Pembroke fhall acquit me to himfelf’;

Hear while Itell how Fortune dealt bctween us,

And gave the yiclding beauty to my arms——

Pemb. What, hear it! ftand and liften to thy triumph ¢
Thou think’ft me tame indeed. No, hold I charge thee,
Left I forget that ever we were friends,

Left in the rage of difappointed love

I ruth at once and tear thee for thy falfehood.

Guil. Thou warn’ft me well ; and I wererathasthouart
To truft the fecret fum of all my happinefs
With one not mafter of himfelf. Farewell. . [Going.

Pemb. Ha! art thou going ? think not thus to part,
Nor leave me on the rack of this uncertainty.

Guil. What wouldft thou further?
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Pemb. Tell it to me all;
Say thou art marry’d, fay thou haft poffefs’d her,
And rioted in vaft excefs of blifs,
That I may curfe myfelf, and thee, and her.
Come, tell me how thou didft fupplant thy friend ;
How didft thou look with that betraying face,
And {miling plot my ruin?
Guil. Give me way:
When thou art better temper’d I may tell thee,
And vindicate at full my love and friendfhip.
Pemb. And doft thouhope to fhun me then, thoutraitor?
No, I will have it now, this moment, from thee,
¢ Or drag the fecret out from thy falfe heart.
Guil. ¢¢ Away, thoumadman! I wou’d talk to winds,
¢ And reafon with the rude tempeftuous furge,
¢ Sooner than hold difcourfe with rage like thine.
Pemb. ¢ Tell it, or by my injur'd love I fwear”’
[ Laying his hand upon bis fword.
I’ll ftab the lurking treafon in thy heart.
Guil. Ha! ftay thee there, nor let thy frantick hand
- [ Stapping bim.
Unfheath thy weapon. If the fword be drawn,
If once we meet on terms like thofe, farewell
To ev'ry thought of friendfhip ; one mutt fall.
Pemb. Curfe on thy friendfhip ! I would break the band.
Guil. That as you pleafe—Befide, this place is facred,
And wo’ not be profan’d-with brawls and outrage.
Youknow I dare be found on any fummons.
Pemb. *'Tis well. My vengeance fhall not loiter long :
Henceforward let the thoughts of our paft lives
Be turn’d to deadly and remorfelefs hate.
Here I give up the empty name of Friend,
Renounce all gentlenefs, all commerce with thee,
To death defy thee @s my mortal foe,
And when we meet again may fwift deftru&ion
Rid me of thee or rid me of myfelf. [Exit Pembroke.
Guil. The fate I ever fear’d is fall’n upon me,
And long ago my boding heart divin’d
A breach like this from his ungovern’d rage.
Oh Pembroke! thou halt done me much injuttice,
For I have borne thee true unfeign’d affection :
*Tis paft, and thou art loft to me for ever.

3 -
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¢ Love is or ought to be our greateft blifs;

« Since ev’ry other joy, how dear foever,

¢ Gives way to that, and we leave all for Love:

¢ Atthe imperious tyrant’s lordly call  ~

¢ In fpite of reafon and reftraint we come,

¢t Leave kindred parents and our native home :

¢ The trembling maid with all her fears he charms,
« And pulls her from her weeping mother’s arms;
« He laughs at all her leagues, and in proud fcora
¢« Commands the bands of friendfhip tode torn,

¢¢ Difdains a partner fhould partake his throne,

¢ But reigns unbounded, lawlefs, and alone. [Exit

ACT IIL

ScENE, the Tower.
Enter PEMBROKE and GARDINER.

GARDINER.
NAY, by the rood, my Lord, you were to blame
To let a hair-brain’d paffion be your guide,
A nd hurry you into fuch mad extremes. -
Marry, you might have made much worthy profit
By patient hearing ; the unthinking Lord
Had brought forth ev'ry fecret of his foul ;
‘Then when you were the mafter of his bofom
T hat was the time to ufe him with contempt,
And turn his friendfhip back upon his hands.
Pemb. Thou talk’ft as if a madman could be wife.
Oh Winchefter! thy hoary frozen age ’
Can never guefs my pain, can never know
"The burning tranfports of untam’d defire.
¢« T tell thee, rev’rend Lord, to that one blifs,
¢ To the enjoyment of that lovely maid,
¢ As to their centre, I had drawn each hope
¢ And ev'ry with my furicus foul cou’d form;
¢« Still with regard to that my brain forethought, -
¢ And fafhion’d ev’ry a&ion of my life:
¢ Then to be robb’d at once, and unfufpe&ing
¢ Bedafh’d in all the height-of expe&ation,
¢ It was not to.be borne.” c
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Gar. Have you not heard of what has happen’d fince? |
Pemb. 1 have not had a minute’s peace of mind,
A moment’s paufe, to reft from rage, or think.
Gar. Learn'it from me then ; but ere I fpeak
I warn you to be matter of yourfelf.
Tho’ as you know they have confin’d me long,
Gra’mercy to their goodnefs!‘pris’ner here,
Yet as I am allow’d to walk at large
Within the Tower, and hold free {peech with any,
I have not dreantt away my thoughtlefs hours
« Without good heed to thefe our righteous rulers:” *
‘To prove this true this morn a trufty {py
Has brought me word that yefter ev’ning late,
In fpite of all the grief for Edward’s death,
Your friends were marry’d.
Pemb. Marry’d! who? Damnation!
Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley and the Lady Jane.
Pemd. Curfe on my ftars!
Gar. Nay, in the name of grace
Reftrain this finful paffion: all’s not loft
In this one fingle woman.
Pemb. 1 have loft ]
More than the female world can give me back:
I had beheld ev’n her whole fex unmov’d,
Look’d o’er ’em like a bed of gaudy flow'rs
That lift their painted heads and live a day,
‘Then fhed their trifling glories unregarded ;
My heart difdain’d their beauties, till fhe came
With ev’ry grace that Nature’s hand could give,
Anud with a mind fo great it fpoke its eflence
Immortal and divine.
Gar. She was a wonder;
DetraGion muft allow that.
Pemb. < The virtuous came,
« Sorted in gentle fellowthip, to crown her,
« As if they meant to mend each other’s work.
* Candour with goodnefs, fortitude with fweetnefs,
« Stri& piety, and love of truth, with learning
¢« More than the {chools of Athens ever knew
¢ Or her own Plato taught. A wonder, Winchefter!”
Thou know'#t not what fhe was, nor can I fpeak her,
More than tofay fhe was that only bleffing
My foul was fet upon, and I have loft her.
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Gar. Your ftate is not fo bad as you wou’d make it,

Nor need you thus abandon ev’ry hope.
Pemb. Ha! Wot thou fave me, fnatch me from defpair,
And bid me live again?
Gar. She may be your’s.
Suppofe her hufband die.

Pemb. O vain, vain hope!

Gar. Marry, I do not hold that hope fo vain.
Thefe Gofpellers have had their golden days,

And lorded it at will, with proud defpite

Have trodden down our holy Roman faith,
Ranfack’d our fhrines, and driv’n her famts to exile;
But if my divination fail me not

Their haughty hearts fhall be abas’d ere long,

And feel the vengeance of our Mary’s r-ign.

Pemb. And wouldft thouhave my fierceimpatieace ftay?
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, and wait
For diftant joys, whole ages yet behind?

Can love attend on politicians’ fchemes,
Expeét the flow events of cautlous counfela,
Cold unrefalving heads and creeping time?

Gar. To-day, or I am ill-inform’d, Northumbeﬂand

With eafy Suﬁ'olk Guilford, and the reft,

Meet here in council on fome decp deﬁgn,

Some traiterous contrivance, to prote&t

Their upftart faith from near approaching ruin:
But there are puaifhments—halters and axes
For traitors, and confuming flames for hereticks:
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut fhort
Ev’n in his higheft hope—But go not you,
Howe’er the fawning fire old Dudley court you;
No, by the holy rood I charge you mix not
With their pernicious counfels—Mifchief waits ’em,
Sure, certain, unavoidable deftruétion.

Pemb. Haj; join with them! the curfed Dudley’s race,.
‘Who while they held me in their arms betray’d me,
Scorn’d me for not fufpe&ing they were villains,
And made a mock’ry of my eafy friendfhip!

No, when T do difhonour be my portlon,
<« And {wift perdition catch me—Join with them! T

Gar. 1 wou’d not have you—Hic you to the city,

And join w1th thefe that love our ancient féxth.
Yy
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Gather your friends about you, and be ready

T affert our zealous Mary’s royal title, -

And doubt not but her grateful hand fhall give you
To fee your foul’s defire upon your enemies:

The church fhall pour her ample treafures forth too,
And pay you with ten thoufand years of pardon.

Pemb. Noj; keep your bleflings back, and give me ven-
Give me to tell that foft deceiver Guilford,  [geance:
Thus, traitor, haft thou done, thus haft thou wrong’d me,
And thus thy treafon finds a juft reward.

Gar. But {oft.! no more! the Lordso’ the Council come,
Ha! by the mafs the bride and bridegroom too !

Retire with me my Lord : we muft not meet >em.

Pemb. *Tis thiey themfelves, the curfed happy pair!

Hafte, Winchefter, hafte! let us fly for ever,
And drive her from my very thoughts if poffible.
¢ Oh! love, what have I loft! Oh! rev’rend Lord,
¢ Pity this fond this foolifh weaknefs in me!
¢ Methinks I go like our firft wretched father,
« When from his blifsful garden he was driv’n;
¢ Like me he went defpairing, and like me
« Thus at the gate ftopt fhort for one laft view ;
¢ Then with the cheerlefs partner of hiswo
« He turn’d him to the world that lay below,
¢ There for his Eden’s happy plains beheld
* A barren wild uncomfortable field;
¢¢ He faw 't was vain the ruin to deplore,
« He try’d to give the fad remembrance o’er,
¢« The fad remembrance ftill return’d again,
¢ And his loft Paradife renew’d his pain.”
[ Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner,
Enter Lord GuiLvorp and Lady Jane.
Guil. What fhall I fay to thee ! what pow'r divine
‘Will teach my tongue to tell thee what I feel,
"To pour the tranfports of my bofom forth,
And make thee partner of the joy dwells there?
«¢ For thou art comfortlefs, full of afli&ion,
«« Heavy of heart as the forfaken widow,
« And defolate as orphans.” Oh my fair one!
Thy Edward fhines amongft the brighteft ftars,
And yet thy forrows feek him in the grave.
L. #. G. Alas, my deareft Lord! a theufand griefs

-

1



AaII LADY JANE GREY. 239

Befet my anxious heart ; and yet, as if
‘The burthen were too little, I have added
‘The weight of all thy cares, and, like the mifer,
Indreafe of wealth has made me but more wretched.
¢ The morning light feems not to rife as ufual,
¢¢ It draws not to me like my virgin days,
¢ But brings new thoughts and other fears upon me:”
I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain’d
Left aught but good thou’d happen to my Guilford.
Guil. Nothing.but good can happen to thy Guilford.
‘While thou art by his fide, his better angel,
His bleffing and his guard.
L. ¥. G. Why came we hither?
*¢ Why was I drawn to this unlucky place,
¢ This Tow’r, fo often ftain’d with royal blood ?
¢¢ Here the fourth Edward’s helplefs fons were murder’d,,
«¢ And pious Henry fell by ruthlefs Glo’fter.
¢« Is this the place allotted for rejoicing,
¢ The bow’r adorn’d to keep our nuptial feaft in?
¢ Methinks Sufpicion and Diftruft dwell here, -
¢ Staring with meagre forms thro’ grated windows;,
¢¢ Death lurks within, and unrelenting Punifhment,
<« Without grim Danger, Fear, and fierceft Pow’r
¢ Sit on the rude old tow’rs and Gothick battlements,.
«¢ While Horrour overlooks the dreadful wall,
*¢ And frowns on all around.
Guil. ¢ In fafety here
¢¢ The Lords o’ th> Council have this morn decreed
¢ To meet, and with united care fupport v
¢ The feeble tott’ring ftate.”” To thee, my Princefs,.
‘Whofe royal veins are rich in Henry’s.blood,
‘With one cgnfent the nobleft heads are bow’d ;
From thee they afk a fan&ion to their counfels,.
And from thy healing hand expeét a cure.
For England’s lofs in Edward..
L. ¥. G. How! from me!:
Alzs! my Lord—But fure thiou mean’ft to mock me?
Guil. No, by the love my faithful heart is full of !
But fee, thy mother, gracious Suffolk, comes
To intercept my ftory: fhe fhall tell thee,
For in her look I read the lab’ring thought,
‘What vaft event thy Fate is now difcloﬁngé
1j,
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Enter the Duchefs of SurroLk.

Duch. Suf. No more complain, indulge thy tears no
Thy pious grief has giv’n the grave its due; [mere,
¢ Let thy heart kindle with the higheft hopes,
¢ Expand thy bofom, let thy foul enlarg’d”

Make room to entertain the coming glory !

For Majefty and purple Greatnefs court thee,
Homage and low Subjetion wait: a crawn,

¢ That makes the princes of the earth like gods,”’
A, crown, my daughter, England’s crown, attends
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath.

L.7.G. Amazementchillsmy veins! What fays mymo-

ther? :

Duch. Suf. *Tis Heav’n’s decree; for our expiring Ed-
When now juft ftruggling to his native fkies, [ward,
Ev’n on the verge of heav’n, in fight of angels
‘That hover’d round to waft him to the ftars,

Ev’n then declar’d my Jane for his fucceffor.

L. 7. G. Cou’d Edward do this? cou’d the dying faint
Bequeath his crown to me ? Ol fatal bounty !

Tome! but ’tis impoffible! ** We dream
¢« A thoufand and a thoufand bars oppofe me,
* Rife in my way and intercept my paflage: .
« Ev’n you, my graciaus mother, what muft you be
- ¢ Ere I can be a queen?
Duch. Suf. « That, and that enly,
« Thy mother; fonder of that tender name -
« Than all the proud additions Pow’r can give.
“ Yes, I will give up all my fhare of greatnefs,.
¢ And live in low obfcurity for ever,.
 To fee thee rais’d, thou darling of my heart,
« And fix)d upon a throne.” But fee, thy father
Northumberland,, with all the Council, come.
"To pay their vaw'd allegiance at thy feet,.
‘Lo kneel and call thee Queen..
L. #. G. Support me Guilford ;:
Give-me thy aid; ftay thou my fainting foul,
And help me ta reprefs this growing danger..
Euter SurroLky, NoRTHUMBERLAND, Lords and others of
the Privy Council.

North. Hail, facred Princefs ! {prung fromancient kings,

Our England’s deareft hope, undoubted offspring
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‘Of York and Lancafter’s united line,
« By whofe bright zeal, by whofe vi€torious faith,
¢« Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure religion,
s That lamp of truth which fhines upon our altars,
¢ Shall lift its golden head and flourith long,
¢ Beneath whofe awful rule and righteous fceptre
¢ The plenteous years fhall roll in long fucceffion,
¢« Law fhall prevail, and ancient right take place,
¢ Fair Liberty fhall lift her cheerful head
¢ Fearlefs of tyranny and proud oppreffion,
« No fad complaining in our ftreets fhall cry,
¢ But juftice fhall be exercis’d in mercy.”
Hail, royal Jane! behold we bend our knees,
[ They kneel.

The pledge of homage and thy land’s obedience;
With humbleft duty thus we kucel, and own thee
Our Liege our fov’reign Lady and our Queen.

L. 7. G. Ohrife! ‘
My father, rife! , [ To Suf.
And you my father too! [ To North:
Rife all, nor cover me with this confufion. [ They rife:
What means this mock, this mafking fhew of greatnefs® - -
Why do you hang thefe pageant glories on me,
And drefs me up in. honours not my own?

North. The daughters of our late great mafter Henry -
Stand both by law excluded from fucceflion.
To make all firm,
And fix a pow’r unqueftion’d in your hand,
Edward by will bequeath’d his crown to you,.
And the concurring Lords in council met
Have ratify’d the gift.

L. 7. G. Are crowns and empire,
“ The government and fafety of mankind,”
Trifles of fuch light moment to be left
Like fome richr toy, ¢ a ring or fancy’d gem,”
The pledge of parting friends? Can kings do thus,
And give away a people for a legacy ?

North, Forgive me, princely Lady, if my wonder
Seizes each {enfe, each faculty of mind,
To fee the utmoft wifh the great can form,
A crown, thus coldly met ; a crown which, flighted:
And leftin fcorn by you, hall {foon be fought,
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And find a joyful wearer, one perhaps |
Of blaod unkindred to your royal houfe,
And fix its glories in another line.
L. ¥. G. Where art thou now, thou partner of my
cares? { Turning to Guilford.
¢« Come to my aid, and help to bear this burthen :
¢« Oh! fave me from this forrow, this misfortune,
¢ Which in the fhape of gorgeous Greatnefs comes
“ To crown and make a wretch of me for ever.
Guil. ¢ Thou weep’ft my queen,and hang’ft thy droop-
ing head
s¢ Like nodding poppies heavy with the rain,
¢« That bow their weary necks and bend to earth.””
See, by thy fide thy faithful Guilford ftands,
Prepar’d to keep diftrefs and danger from thee,
To wear thy facred caufe upon his fword,
And war againft the world in thy defence.
North. Oh! ¢ ftay this inaufpicious ftream of tears,
« And cheer your people with one gracious fmile,
¢ Nor comes your fate in fuch a dreadful form
¢« To bid you fhun it. Turn thofe facred eyes
*¢ On the bright profpe& empire fpreads before you.”
Methinks I fee you feated on the throne, .
¢ Beneath your feet the kingdom’s great degrees
* In bright confufion fhine, mitres and corongts,
¢ The various ermine and the glowing purple,”
Aflembled fenates wait with awful dread
"To firm your high commands and make ’em fate.
L. 7. G. Youturn toviewthe painted fide of royalty,
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath..
Tsit to be a queen to fit aloft
In folemn dull uncomfortable ftate,
The flatter’d idol of a fervile court.?
Is it to draw a pompous train along,
A pageant for the wond’ring crowd to gaze at 2’
¢ Is it in wantonnefs:of pow’r to reign,.
“ And make the world fubfervient to my pleafure?
¢« Is it not rather to be greatly wretched,
¢ To watch, to toil, to take a facred charge,
¢ To bend each day before high Heav’n, and own-
« This people haft thou trufted to my hand,
¢ And at.my hand I know thou fhalt require ’em ”’
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Alas, Northumberland !—my father !—is it not
To live a life of care, and when I die
Have more to anfwer for before my Judge
Than any of my fubjeéts?
Duch. Suf. « Ev'ry ftate
« Allotted to the race of man below
« Is in proportion doom’d to tafte fome forrow,
¢ Nor is the golden wreath on a king’s brow
¢« Exempt from care ; and yet who would not bear it?
¢ Think on the monarchs of our royal race, -
¢ They liv’d not for themfelves: how many bleflings,
¢ How many lifted hands, fhall pay thy toil,
& If for thy people’s good thou haply borrow
¢ Some portion from the hours of reft, and wake
¢-To give the world repofe !”
Suf. Behold, we ftand upon the brink of ruin,
A nd only thou canft fave us. Perfecution,
The fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures ;
See where fhe comes in Mary’s prictly train !
Still wot thou doubt, till thou behold her ftalk
Red with the blood of martyrs, and wide wafting
O’er England’s bofom ? ¢ All the maurning year
« Our towns fhall glow with unextinguifh’d fires, ,
« Qur youth on racks fhall ftretch their crackling bones,
¢« Our babes fhall fprawl on confecrated fpears,
¢ Matrons and huafbands, with their newborn infants,
¢¢ Shall burn promifcuous; a continu’d peal .
¢ Of lamentations, groans, and fhrieks, fhall found
¢ Thro’ all our purple ways.”
Guil. Amidft that ruin
‘Think thou behold’ft thy Guilford’s head laid low,
Bloody and pale
L. 7. G. Oh! fpare the dreadful image!
Guil. Oh! wou’d the mifery be bounded there
My life were little; but the rage of Rome
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of vitims.
«« With fuperftition comes that other fiend,
¢ That bane of peace, of arts and virtue, Tyranny, -
¢¢ That foe of juftice, fcorner of all law,
¢¢ That beaft which thinks mankind were born for ore,
¢«« And made by Heav’n to be a monfter’s prey,
¢ That heavieft curfe of groaning nations, tyranoy.”




34 ‘LADY JANE GREY. Azl

Mary fhall by her kindred Spain be taught
To bend our necks beneath a brazen yoke,
And rule o’er wretches with an iron Iceptre.
L.7. G. Avert that judgment Heav’n!
Whate’er thy Providence allots for me
In mercy fpare my country.
Guil. Oh my queen!
Does not thy great thy generous heart relent
To think this land, for liberty fo fam’d,
Shall have her tow’ry front at once laid low,
And robb’d of all its glory ? ¢ Oh my country!
¢ Oh! faireft Albjon! emprefs of the deep,
¢¢ How have thy nobleft fons with ftubborr valour
¢ Stood to the laft, dy’d many a field in blood,
¢¢ In dear defence of birthright and their laws!
¢ And fhall thofe handswhich fought the caufe of freedom
¢ Be manacled in bafe unworthy tonds,
* Be tamely yiclded up, the fpoil, the flaves,
*¢ Of hairbrain’d Zeal and cruel coward priefts >
L.7.G.Yes, mylov’d Lord, my foul is mov’d like thin¢
At ev'ry danger which invades our England; |
My cold heart kindles at the great occafion,
And cou’d be more than man in her defence
But where is my commiffion to redrefs?
Or whence my pow’r to fave? Can Edward’s will,
Or twenty met 1n council, make a queen?
Can you, my Lords, give me the pow’f to canvafs
A doubtful title with king Henry’s daughters?
Where are the revirend fages of the law
To guide me with their wifdoms, and point out
The paths which right and juftice bid me tread ?
North. The Judges all attend, and will at leifure
Refolve you ev’ry fcruple.
L. 7. G. They expound;
But where are thofe, my Lord, that make the law?
‘Where are the ancient honours of the realm,
The nobles with the mitred fathess join’d ?
The wealthy commons folemnly affembled 2
Where is that voice of a confenting people
To pledge the univerfal faith with mine,
And call me juftly Queen?
North, ¢ Nor fhall that long
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*¢ Be wanting to your with. The Lords and Commons
¢ Shall at your royal bidding foon affemble,
 And with united homage own your title:
¢ Delay not then to meet the general with,
* But be our queen, be England’s better angel;
¢¢ Nor let miftaken piety betray you
¢ To join with cruel Mary in our ruin: .
* Her bloody faith commands her to deftroy, -
« And your’s enjoins to fave. '
Guil. Our foes, already
High in their hopes, devote us all to death:
* The dronifh monks, the fcorn and fhame of manhood,
* Roufe and prepare once more to take pofleflion,
* To neftle in their ancient hives again;
* Again they furbifh up their holy trumpery,
‘¢ Relicks and wooden wonder-working faints,
« Whole loads of lumber and religious rubbith,
« In high proceflion mean to bring them back, ’
‘ And place the puppets in their fhrines again ;
“ While thofe of keener malice, favage Bonner, '
* And decp-defigning Gard’ner, dream of vengeance,
* Devour the blood of innocents in hope,
* Like vultures fnuff the flaughter in the wind,
¢ And fpeed their flight to havock and the prey.”
Hafte then and favé us, while *tis giv'n to fave
Your country, your religion.
North. Save your friends!
Suf. Your father!
Duch. Suf. Mother!
Guil. Hufband!
L. . G. Take me, crown me,
Inveft me with this royal wretchednefs;
Let me not know one happy minute more;
Let all my fleeplefs nights be fpent in care,
My days be vex'd with tumults and alarms;
If only I can fave you, if my fate
Has mark’d me out to be the publick victim,
I'take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die
For that ¢ternal truth my faith is fix’d on,
And that dear native land which gave me birth.
Guil. Wake ev’ry tuneful inftrument to tell it,
And let the trumpet’s fprightly nete proclaim
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My Jane is England’s queen! ¢ Let the loud cannor
¢ In peals of thunder fpeak it to Augufta;
¢ Imperial Thames, catch thou the facred found,
¢« And roll it to the fubje& ocean down :
¢ Tell the old deep and all thy brother floods
¢ My Jane is emprefs of the wat’ry world!
« Now with glad fires our bloodlefs ftreets fhall fhine,
¢« With cries of joy our cheerful ways fhall ring,”
Thy name fhall echo thro’ the refcu’d ifle,
And reach applauding heav'n!
L. ¥. G. Oh Guilford! what do we give up for glory!
For glory! that ’s a toy I would not purchafe,
An 1dle empty bubble: but for England !
‘What muft we lofe for that ! Since then my Fate
Has forc’d this hard exchange upon my will
Let gracionus Heav’n allow me one requeft :
For that bleft peace in which I once did dwell,
* For books, retirement, and my ftudious cell,
¢ For all thofe joys my happier days did prove,’
¢ For Plato and his Academick grove,”
All that I afk is, tho’ my Fortune frown,
And bury me beneath this fatal crown,
Let that one good be added to my doom,
To fave this land from tyranny and Rome. . [Zxaunt.

ACT 1V.
SCENE continues.
Enter PEMBrOKE and GARDINER,

GARDINER.
Ivan unlucky and accurfed hour .
Set forth that traitor duke, that proud Northumberland, -
¢ T'o draw his fword upon the fide of herefy,
¢ And war againft our Mary’s royal right:
¢« Ill Fortune fly before, and pave his way
¢« With difappointments, mifchief, and defeat :”
Do thou, O holy Becket, the prote&tor,
The champion, and the martyr of our church,
Appear, and once more own the caufe of Rome;

4
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Beat down his lance, break thou his {word in battle,
And cover foul rebellion with confufion.
Pemb. 1 {aw him marching at his army’s head ;
I mark’d him iffuing thro’ the City-gate
1n harnefs all appointed as he pafs'd,
And (for he wore his bever up) cou’d read
Upon his vifage horrour and difmay.
No voice of cheerful falutation cheer’d him,
None wifh'd his arms might thrive, or bad God fpeed him,
“But thso’ a ftaring ghaftly-looking crowd, '
Unbhail’d, unblefs'd, with heavy heart he went,
As if his traitor father’s haggard ghott,
And Somerfet freth bleeding from the axe,
On ecither hand had uther’d him to ruio. :
Gar. Nor fhall the holy vengeance loiter long.
At Farmingham in Suffolk lies the Queen,
Mary, our pious miftrefs, where each day
The nobles of the land and fwarming populace
Gather, and lift beneath her royal enfigns.
The fleet, commanded by Sir Thomas Jerningham,
Set out in warlike manner to oppofe her,
With one confent have join’d to own her caufe;
The valiant Suffex and Sir Edward Haftings,
With many more of note, are up in arms,
And all declare for her.
Pemb. « The citizens, -
¢ Who held the noble Somerfet right dear,
«¢ Hate this afpiring Dudley and his race,
« And wou’d upon the inftant join t’ oppofe him,
¢ Could we but draw fome of the Lords o’ th’ Council
¢ T? appear among ’em, own the fame defign,
¢ And bring the rev’rend fan&ion of authority
¢ T'o lead ’em into a&ion. For that purpofe.
¢¢ To thee, as to an oracle, I come, :
* To learn what fit expedient may be found
¢ To win the wary Council to our fide:
¢« Say thou, whofe head is grown thus filver-white
¢ In arts of government and turns of ftate,
¢ How may we blaft our enemies with ruin,
¢ And fink the curs’d Northumberland to hell?
. Gar. * Inhappy time be your whole wifh accomplifh’d.
< Since the proud duke fet out I have had conference,
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« As fit occafion ferv’d, with divers of ’em,
¢« The Earl of Arundel, Mafon, and Cheyney,
¢ And find ’em all difpos’d as we cou’d atk.
¢t By holy Mary, if I count aright,
¢ To-day the better part fhall leave this place,
*¢ And meet at Baynard’s Cattle in the City,
¢ There own our fov’reign’s title, and defy
* Jane and her Gofpel crew. But hie you hence!
«« This place isftill within our foes’ command,
¢ Their puppet-queen reigns here.”
Enter an Qfcer with a Guard.
Of. Seize on 'em both. [ Guards feixe Pemb. and Gar.
My Lord, you are a pris’ner to the ftate.
Pemb. Ha! by whofe order?
[0) the Queen’s command,
Sxfr{dlzr{d de](;vle'r *d by Lord Guilford Dudley.
“Pemb. Curfe on his traitor’s heart !
_ Gar. Reft you contented ;
You have loiter’d here too long 3 but ufe your patience;
Thefe bonds.fhall not be lafting.
Of- As for you Sir, - [ 7o Gardiner.
”'T'is the Queen’s pleafure you be clofe confin’d ;
You ’ave us’d that fair permiffion was allow’d. you
'T'o walk at large within the Tower unworthily :
You’re noted for an over-bufy meddler,
A fecret praétifer againft the ftate,
For which henceforth your limits fhall be ftraiter.
Hence, to your chamber.
Gar. Farewell, gentle Pembroke, .
I truft that we fhall meet on blither terms ;
Till then amongft my beads I will remember you,
And give you to the keeping of the faints.
[ Exeunt part of the Guards with Gardiner.
Pemb. Now, whither muft I go?
0. This way my Lord. . [ Going qf.'
- Enter GuiLFoRrD.
Guil. Hold Captain! ere you go ; I havea word ortwo’
For this your noble pris’ner.
Of- At your pleafure:
1 know my duty, and attend your Lordthip.
[ The Officer and Guards retire to the farthef? part of the flage.
Guil. Is all the gentlenefs that was betwixt us
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So loft, fo fwept away from thy remembrance,
‘Thou canft not look upon me?
Pemb. Ha! not look !
‘What terrours are there in the Dudley’s race
That Pembroke dares not look upon and {corn?
And yet ’tis true I wou’d not look upon thee :
Our eyes avoid to look on what we hate
As well as what we fear.
Guil. You hate me then!
Pemb. 1 do, and with perdition may o ertakc
Thy father, thy falfe felf, and thy whole name.
Guil. And yet as fure as rage difturbs thy reafon,
A nd matters all the noble nature in thee,
As fure as thou haft wrong’d me, I am come
In tendernefs of friendfhip to preferve thee,
To plant ev’n all the pow’r I have before thee,
,And fence thee from deftruétion with my life.
Pemb. Friendhhip from thee! but my juft foul difdains
Hence! take the proftituted bawble back, (thee.
¢« Hang it to grace fome flavering idiot’s neck,
¢« For none but fools will praife the tinfel toy.”
But thou art come perhaps to vaunt thy greatnefs,
And fet thy purple pomp to view before me, -
To let me know that Guilford is a king,
‘That he can fpeak the word and give me freedom.
Oh fhortliv’d pageant! hadit thou all the pow’r
‘Which thy vain foul wou’d grafp at I would di¢,
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace,
"The leaft the meaneft courtefy, from thee.
Gail. Oh Pembroke! but I have not time to talk,
For danger prefles; danger unforefeen,
And fecret as the fhaft that flies by night,
Is aiming at thy life. Captain, a word! [ To the Qfficer.
. I take your pris’ner to my proper charge ;
Draw off your guard, and leave his fword with me.
[ The Officer delsvers the fword to Lord Guilford, and goes
out with bis Guard.
Lord Guz[ﬁ:rd offering the fword to Pembroke.
Receive this gift ev’n from a rival’s hand ;
And if thy rage will fuffer thee to hear
The counfel of a man once call’d thy friend,
Fly from this fatal place and feck thy {'afet_\l'5
3
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Pemb. How now! what fhew what mockery is this?
¢ Is it in fport you ufe me thus? What means
* This fwift fantaftick changing of the fcene?
* Guil. Oh, take thy fword, and let thy valiant hand
Be ready arm’d to guard thy noble life:
The time, the danger, and the wild impatience,
Forbid me all to enter into fpeech with thee,
Or I cou’d tell thee
Pemb. No, it needs not, traitor?
For all thy poor thy little arts are known.
Thou fear’ft my vengeance, and art come to fawn,
T'o make a merit of that proffer’d freedom,
Which in defpite of thee a day fhall give me.
Nor can my fate depend on thee falfe Guilford,
For know to thy confufion, ere the fun .
Twice gild the eaft our royal Mary comes
To end thy pageant reign and fet me free.
Guil. Ungrateful and unjuit ! hat thou then known me
So little to accufe my heart of fear?
Haft thou forgotten Muffelborough’s field ?
Did I then fear, when by thy fide I fought,
And dy’d my maiden fword in Scottifh blood ?
But this is madnefs all.
Pemb. Give me my fword. . [ Taking bis fword.
Perhaps indeed I wrong thee: thou haft thought,
And confcious of the inj’ry thou haft done me
Art come to proffer me a foldier’s juftice,
And meet my arm in fingle oppofition :
Lead then, and let me follow to the field.
Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thou fhalt fatisfy thy vengeance,
And write thy bloody purpofe on my bofom :
But let Death wait to-day. By our paft friendfhip,
In honour’s name, by ev’ry facred tie,
I beg thee afk no more, but hafte from hence.
. Pemb. What myftick meaning lurksbeneath thy words?
What fear is this which thou wou'dft awe my foul with?
Is there a danger Pembroke dares not meet? .
Guil. Oh, fpare my tongue a tale of guilt and horrour}
Truft me this once ; believe me when I tell thee
Thy fafety and thy life is all I feek.
- Away.
Pemb, ¢ By Heav'n I wo’nt ftir a ftep.”
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Curfe on this fhuffling, dark, ambiguous, phrafe.
If thou wou’dft have me think thou mean’ft me fairly,
Speak with that plainnefs honefty delights in,
And let thy double tongue for once be true.

Guil. Forgive me, filial piety and nature,
If thus compell’d I break your facred laws,
Reveal my father's crime, and blot with infamy
‘The hoary head of him who gave me being,
Fo fave the man whom my foul loves from death.

- [ Giving a pager.

Read there the fatal purpofe of thy foe,
A thought which woundsmy foul with fhame and horreur!
Somewhat that darknefs fhould have hid for ever, .
But that thy life—Say, hatt thou feen that charaer?

Pemb. 1 know it well ; the hand of proud Northumber-
Directed tohis minions Gates and Palmer. [land,
‘What’s this? . [ Reads.
* ¢ Rgmember with your clofeft care to obferve thofe
“ whom I nam’d to you at parting, efpecially keep your
** eye upon the Earl of Pembroke; as his power and in-
* tereft are moft confiderable, fo his oppofition willbe moft
¢ fatal to us.. Remember the refolution was taken if you
¢ fhould find him inclined to our enemies. The forms of
¢ juftice are tedious, and delays are dangerous. If he fal-
¢ ters, lofe not the fight of him till your daggers have
¢ reached his heart.”
My heart! oh murd’rous villaint

Guil. Since he parted
Thy ways have all been watch’d, thy fteps been mark’d,
Thy fecret treaties with the malcontents
That harbour in the City, thy conferring
With Gard’ner here in the Tow’r, all is known,
And in purfuance of that bloody mandate
A fet of chofen ruffians wait to end thee =
There was but one way left me to preferve thee ;
I took it, and this morning fent my warrant -
To feize upoa thy perfon—But begone !

Pemb. *Tis fo—'tis truth —I fee his honeft heart——

Guil. T have a friend of well try’d faith and courage,
‘Who with a fit difguife and arms conceal’d '
Attends without to guide thee hence with fafety.

Pemb. What is Northumberland ? and what art thou?

Diij
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Guil. Wafte not the time ; away !
Pemb. Here let me fix,
And gaze with everlafting wonder on thee.
What is there good or excellent in man
That is not found in thee? Thy virtues flath,
They break at once on my aftonifh’d foul,
* As if the curtains of the dark were drawn
“ To let in day at midnight.
Guil, * Think me true;
¢ And tho’ ill fortune crofs’d upon our friendthip
Pemb. * Curfe on our fortune!—Think I know thee
Guil. For ever I could hear thee—but thy life. [honeft.”
Oh Pembroke! linger not
Pemb. And can 1 leave thee -
Ere I have clafp’d thee in my eager arms,
And giv'n thee back my fad repenting heart ? ~
Believeme, Guilford, like the Patriarch’sdove, [Embracing.
It wander’d forth, but found no refting place
Till it came home again to lodge with thee.
Guil. What is there that my foul can more defire
_ Than thefe dear marks of thy returning friendfhip ?
The danger comes—If you ftay longer here
You die, my Pembroke.
- Pemb, Let me ftay and die,
For if I go I go to work thy ruin.
Thou know’ft not what a foe thou fend’ft me forth,
That I bave fworn deftru&ion to the Queen, -
And pledg’d my faith to Mary and her caufe:
My honour is at ftake.
Guil. I know ’tis given:
But go—the ftronger thy engagements there
The more’s thy danger here. * There isa Pow’r
* Wha fits above the ftars, in him I truft:
« All that I have his bounteous hand beftow’d ;
¢ And he that gave it can preferve it to me.
¢« If his o’erruling will ordains my ruin .
¢ What is there more but to fall down before him,
* And humbly yield obedience "—Fly! begone!
Pemb. Yes, I will go—for fee! behold who comest
Oh Guilford! hide me, fhield me from her fight ;
Ev’ry mad paffion kindles up again, .
Love, rage, defpair—and yet I will be mafter—.

i
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I will remember thee—Oh my torn heart!
I have a thoufand thoufand things to fay,
° But cannot, dare not ftay to look on her.
« Thus gloomy ghofts, where’er the breaking morn
¢« Gives notice of the cheerful fun’s return,
* Fade at the light, with horrour ftand oppreft,
* And fhrink before the purple dawning caft,
% Swift with the fleeting fhades they wing their way,
% And dread the brightnefs of the rifing day.”
[ Exeunt Guilford and Pembroke,
" Enter Lady JANE reading.
L. ¥.G. ' Tisfalfe! the thinking foul is fomewhat more
¢ Than fymmetry of atoms well difpos’d,
4 The harmony of matter; farewell elfe
* The hope of all hereafter, that new life,
¢ That feparate intelle&, which muft furvive
% When this fine frame is moulder’d into duft.”
Enter GuiLForo.
Guil. What read’ft thou there my Queen?
L. #. G. ’Tis Plato’s Phzdon,
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life
With fuch an eafy, carelefs, calm, indifference,
A if the trifle were of no account, -
Mean in itfelf, and only to be worn
In honour of the giver.
Guil. Shall thy foul :
Still fcorn the worid, ftill fly the joys that court
* Thy blooming beauty and thy tender youth
Still fhall fhe foar on contemplation’s wing,
And mix with nothing meaner than the ftars,
¢ As Heav'n and immortality alone
* Were objeéts worthy to employ her faculties? .
L. 7. G. « Bate but thy truth what is there here below
¢ Deferves the leaft regard? Is it not time
* To bid our fouls look out, explore hereafter,
“ And feck fome better fure abiding place,
“ When all around our gath’ring foes come on, _
*To drive to fweep us from this world at once
Guil « Does any danger new”
. L. ¥. G. The faithlefs Counfellors
Are fled from hence to join the Princefs Mary,
The fervile berd of courtiers, who fo late
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In low obedience bent the knee before me;
They who with zealous tongues and hands uplifted
Befought me to defend their laws and faith,
Vent their lewd execrations on my name,
Proclaim me trait’refs now, and to the feaffold
Doom my devoted head.
Guil. The changeling villains!
That pray for flavery, fight for their bonds,
And fhun the blefling Liberty like ruin.
¢« What art thou, Human Nature, to do thus?
¢ Does fear or folly make thee, like the Indian,
¢ Fall down before this dreadful devil Tyranny,
¢ And worthip the deftroyer ?”’ :
But wherefore do I loiter tamely here?
Give me my arms: I will preferve my country
Ev’n in her own defpite. Some friends I have
Who will or die or conquer in thy caufe,
Thine and religion’s, thine and England’s caufe.
L. J. G. Art thou not all my treafure, all my guard ?
And wot thou take from me the only joy,
The laft defence, is left me here below ?
Think not thy arin can ftem the driving torrent,
Or fave a people who with blinded rage
Urge their own fate, and ftrive to be undone.
Northumberland, thy father, is in arms,
And if it be in valour to defend us
His fword, that long has known the way to conqueft,
Shall be our fureft fafety. .
Enter the Duke of SurroLk.
Suf. Oh, my children ! :
L. G. Alas! what means my father?
Suf. Oh, my fon!
Thy father, great Northumberland, on whom
Our deareft hopes were built
Guil. Ha! what of him?
Suf. Is loft, betray'd !
His army, ohward as he march’d, fhronk from him,,
Moulder'd away, and melted by his fide ;
¢¢ Like falling hail thick firewn upon the ground,
*¢ Which ere we can eflay to count is vanifh’d.”
With fome few followers he arriv’d at Cambridge,
But there ev’n they forfeok him, and himfelf
Was forc’'d, withheavy heart and wat’ry eye,
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*T'o caft his cap up with diffembled cheer,
And cry God fave Queen Mary. But alas!
Little avaxl’d the femblance of that loyalty;
For foon thereafter by the Earl of Arundel
‘With treafon he was charg‘d, and there arrefted,
And now he brings him pris'ner up to London.
L.J.G.Thenthere’san end of greatnefs, the vaindream
Of empire and a crown that danc’d before me,
" ¢ With all thofe unfubftantial empty forms,
¢ Waiting in idle mockery around us;
¢¢ The gaudy malk, tedious and nothing meaning,”
Is vanith'd all at once—Whys, fare it well !
Guil. And cantt thou bear this fudden turn of fate
With fuch unfhaken temper?
L. ¥. G. For myfelf,
If I could form a wifh for Heav’n to grant
1t fhould have been to rid me of this crown.
And thou, oerruling, great, allknowing, Pow’r!
Thou who difcern’ft our thoughts, who fee’ft *em rifing
And forming in the foul, oh! judge me thou
If e’er ambition’s guilty fires have warmed me,
If e’er my heart inclined to pride, to pow’r,
Or join’d in being a queen. I took the fceptre
T'o fave this land, thy people, and thy altars:
And now behold I bend my grateful knee [ Kneeling.
In humble adoration of that mercy - '
‘Which quits.me of the vaft unequal tatk.
Enter the Duchefs of SurroLk.
Duch. Suf. Nay, keep that pofture ftill, and let us join,
Fix all our knees by thme, lift up our hands,
And feek for help and pity from above,
. For earth and faithlefs man will give us none.
L. F~G. What is the worft our cruel Fate ordains us?
Duch.Suf. Curs’dbe my fatal counfels, curs’d my tongue,
That pleaded for thy ruin, and perfuaded
"Thy guiltlefs feet to tread the paths of greatnefs!
My child—TI have undone thee !
L. 7. G. Oh, my mother!
Shou’d I not bear a portion in your forrows?
Douch. Suf. Alas! thou haft thy own, a double pertion.
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners,
- Who beat the heav'ns with thy applauded name



46 LADY JANE GREY. . Az 1V,

Now crowd to meet and hail her as their queen.
Suffex is enter’d here, commands the Tow'r,
Has plac’d his guards around, and this fad place,
So late thy palace, is become our prifon.
I faw him bend his knee to cruel Gard’ner,
Who freed from his confinement ran to meet him,
Embrac’d and blefs'd him with a hand of blood ;
Each haft'ning moment I expeét 'em here *
To feize and pafs the doom of death upon us.

Guil. Ha! feiz’d! fhalt thoubefeiz'd? and fhall I ftand
And tamely fee thee borne away to death?
Then blafted be my coward name for ever.
No I will fet myfelf to guard this fpot,
To which our narrow empire nowis fhrunk :
Here I will grow the bulwark of my Queen,
Nor fhall the hand of Violence profane thee
Until my breaft have borne a thoufand wounds,
Till this torn mangled body fink at once

- A heap of purple ruin at thy feet.

L. 7. G. And could thy rath diftra&ed rage do thus?
Draw thy vain fword againft an armed multitude,
¢ Only to have my poor heart fplit with horrour,
¢ To fee thee ftabb’d and butcher’d here before me?"
Oh, call thy better nobler courage to thee,
And let us meet this adverfe fate with patience!
¢ Greet our infulting foes with equal tempers,
¢ With ev’n brows, and fouls fecure of death ;
¢ Here ftand unmov’d, as once the Roman fenate
¢ Receiv'd fierce Brennus and the conq’ring Gauls,
 Till ev'n the rude Barbarians ftood amaz’d
¢« At fuch fuperiour virtue.” Be thyfelf,
For fee, the trial comes !

Enter Sussex, GaRDINER, Officers and Soldiers.

Suf. Guards, execute your orders ; feize the traitors:
Herc my commiffion ends. To you, my Lord, [ 7o Gar.
So our great miftrefs, royal Mary, bids,
I leave the full difpofal of thefe pris'ners:
To your wife care the pious O\‘\;een commends
Her facred felf, her crown, and, what’s yet more,
"The holy Roman Church, for whofe dear fafety
She wills your utmoft diligence be thewn
To bring rebellion to the bar of Juftice.

i
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Yet farther to proclaim how much fhe trufts

In Winchefter’s deep thought and well try’d faith,

The feal attends to grace thofe rev'rend hands,

And when I next falute you I muft call you"

Chief Minifter and Chancellor of England.
Gar. Unnumber’d bleffings fall upon her head,

My evergracious Lady! to remember

‘With fuch full bounty her old humble beadfman!

For thefe her foes leave me to deal with them.

Suf. The Queen is on her entrance and expeéts me.
My Lord, farewell.

Gar. Farewell, right noble Suffex ; :
Commend me to the Queen’s grace ; fay her bidding
Shall be obferv’d by her moft lowly creature. [ Exu Suf.
Lieutenant of the Tow’r, take hence your pris’ners :
Be it your care to fee "em kept apart,

‘That they may hold no commerce with each other.

L. ¥. G. That ftroke was unexpe&ed.

Guil. Wilt thau part us!

Gar. 1 hold no fpeech with hereticks and traitors.
Lieutenant, fee my orders are obey'd. [Exit Gar.

Guil. Inhuman, monftrous, unexampled, cruelty !

Oh tyrant ! but the tafk becomes thee well ;

Thy favage temper joys to do Death’s office,

To tear the facred bands of Love afunder,

And part thofe hands which Heav'n itfelf hath join’d.

Duch, Suf. To let us watte the little reft of life
Together had been merciful.

Suf. Then it had not
Been done like Winchefter.

Guil. Thou ftandft unmov’d,

Calm temper fits upon thy beauteous brow,
Thy eyes, that flow’d fo faft for Edward's lofs,
Gaze unconcern’d upon the ruin round thee,
As if thou hadft refolv'd to brave thy fate,
And triumph in the midft of defelation.

*« Ha! fee, it {wells, the liquid cryftal rifes,

<« It ftarts, in fpite of thee—but I will casch it,
¢ Norlet the earth be wet with dew fo rich.”

L. 7. G. And doft thou think, my Guilford! I can fee

" My father, mother, and ev’n thee my hufband,
Torn from my fide without a pang of forrow?
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How art thou thus unknowing in my heart! .
Words cannot tell thee what I feel: there is 7N
- An dgenizing foftnefs bufy here .
‘That tugs the ftrings, that ftruggles to get loofe,
And pour my foul in.wailings out before thee.
- Guil. Give way, and let the gufhing torrent come 3
Behold the tears we bring to iéell the deluge
'Till the flood rife upon the guilty world
And make the ruin common.
L. 7. G. Guilford! no;
The time for tender thoughts and foft endearments
1s fled away and gone; joy has forfaken us ;
Our hearts have now another part to play;
. They mutft be fteel'd with fome uncommon fortitude
That fearlefs we may tread the paths of horrour,
And in defpite of fortune and our foes
Ev’n in the hour of death be more than conquerors.
Guil. Oh teach me! fay, what energy divine
Infpires thy fofter fex and tender years
With fuch unthaken courage? .
L. 7. G. Truth and innocence 3
A confcious knowledge rooted in my heart,
That to have fay’d my country was my duty.
Yes, England, yes, my country! I would fave thee,
But Heav’n forbids; éeav’n difallows my weaknefs,
And to fome dear fele€ted hero’s hand
Referves the glory af*thy great deliverances
-Lieut. My Lords; my erders——— !
Guil. See! we muft—muft part! |
L. . G. Yet furely wé fhall nicet again. |
Guil. « Oh! where? N
L. 7.G. If not on earth among yon’ golden ftars, -
«« Where other funs arife on other earths,
¢ And happier beings reft on happier feats,
~ %Where with a reach enlarg’d our foul fhall view
¢ The great Creator’s never-ceafing hand
¢ Pour forth new worlds to all eteraity,
<t And people the infinity of fpace.” -
Guil. ¥am.wou’d I cheer my heart with hopeslike thefe,
But my fad thoughts turn ever to the grave,
To that laft dwelling whither now we hafte,
Where the black fhade fhall interpofe betwixt us, .
And veil thee from thefe Jonging eyes for ever.
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L. f}' G.’Tistrue,bythofedark paths ourJournevlLads,
".nd thro’ the vale of death we pafs to life:
But what is there in death t8 blaft our hopes?
Behold the umverfa] works of nature
Where life ftill fprings from death. * To us'the fuh
« Dies ev’ry mgll:t and ev'ry morn revives ; .
« The flow’rs, which Winter’s icy hand deftroy’d, -
¢ Lift their fair heads and live again in fpring.”
Mark with what hopes upon the furrow’d plain
The careful ploughma‘n cafts the preguant grain;
There hid, as in a grave, a while it lies,
Till the revolvmg {eafon bids it rife, .
* "TiH nature’s genial pow’rs command a birth,
« And, potent, call it from the teeming earth,”
Then large increafe the bury’d treafures yield,
And with full harveft crown the plenteous field.
[ Exeunt foverally with Guards.

ACT V. _
SCENE continues.

ZLnter GARDINER, as Lord Chancellor, and the LisuTe-
NANT qf the Tawer  Servants avith lights be ure’em.

LiEUTENANT.

Goon morning to your Lordfhip : you rife ear]y.

Gar. Nay, by the rood there are too many fleepers;
Some muft ftir early or the ftate thall fuffer. )
Did you, as yeﬁerday our mandate bad,

Inform your pris'ners, Lady Jane and Gullford,

They were to die this day ? .
Lieut. My Lord, 1 did. ’ ‘
Gar. *Tis well. Butfay, how did your meflage like'em. -
Lieut. My Lord, they met the fummons with a temper

That fhew’d a folemn ferious fenfe of death,

Mix’d with a noble {corn of allits terrours:

In fhort, they heard me with the felffame patience

| With which they ftill have borne them in their prifon.

j In one requeft they both concurr’d ; each begg’d
i 'T'o die before the other. U

Gar. That difpofe E

As you thmk ﬁttmg
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Licut. The Lotd Guilford only

Implor'd another boon, and urg’d it warmly;
‘That ere he fuffer’d he might fee his wife,
And take a laft farewell.

Gar. That’s not much;

That grace may be allow’d him : fee you to it.
How goes the morning ? -

Lieut. Not yet four my Lord.

Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing more.
You know 't was order’d that the Lady Jane
Shou’d {uffer here within the Tow’r. Take care
No crowds may. be let in, no maudlin gazers,
To wet their handkerchiefs and make report
How like a faint {he ended. Some fit number,
And thofe too of our friends, were moft convenient:
But above all fee that good guard be kept :
You know the Queen is lodg’d at prefent here;
Take care that no difturbance reach her Highnefs.
And fo good-morning good Mafter Lieutenant.

» [ Exit Licutenant.

How now! what light comes here?

Ser. So pleafe your Lordthip,
If I miftake not "tis the Earl of Pembroke.

Gar. Pembroke!—’tis he; what calls him forth thus
Somewhat he feems to bring of high import ; [early?
*¢ Some flame uncemmon kindles up his foul,

. ¢ And flafhes forth impetuous at his eyes.”

Enter PEMBROKE, a Page with a light before him.
Good-morrow, noble Pembroke! what importunate
And ftrong neceflity breaks on your flumbers,

And rears your youthful head from off your pillow
At this unwholefome hour, ¢ while yet the night

¢ Lafts in her latter courfe, and with her raw

¢ And rheumy damps infeft the dufky air?” _

Pemb. Oh, rev'rend Winchefter! my beating heart
Exults and labours with the joy it bears; *

The néws I bring fhall blefs the breaking morn:

¢ This coming day the fun fhall rife more glorious

¢ Than when his maiden beams firft gilded o’er

¢ The rich immortal greens, the flow’ry plains

¢ And fragrant bow’rs of Paradife newborn.”
Gar . What happinefs is this!

— . - —— —_—
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Pemb. *Tis mercy! mercy,
¢ The mark of Heav’n imprefs’d on hiimankind ;
<« Mercy, that glads the world, deals joy around ;
¢ Mercy, that {mooths the dreadful brow of Pow’r,
-And makes dominion light ; mercy, that faves,
< Binds up the broken heart, and heals defpair.”
Mary, our royal ever-gracious mlﬁrefs,
Has to my fervices and humbleft pray’rs
Granted the lives of Guilford and his wife ;
Full and free pardon!
Gar. Ha! what faid you? Pardon!
But fure you cannot mean it; cou’d not urge
The Queen to fuch a rafh and ill-tim’d grace?
‘What! fave the lives of thofe who were her crown !
- My Lord! ’tis moft unweigh’d pernicious counfel,
And muft not be comply’d with.
Pemb. Not comply’d with !
And who fhall dare to bar her facred pleafure
And ftop the ftream of mercy ?
Gar. That will 1,
Who wo’ not fee her gracious difpofition
Draw to deftroy herfelf.
Pemb. Thy narrow foul
Knows not the godlike glory of forgiving,
Nor can thy cold thy ruthlefs heart conceive
How large the pow’r, how fix’d the empire is,
‘Which benefits confer on generous minds :
¢ Goodnefs prevails upan the ftubborn foes,
¢ And conquers more than ev’n Cefar’s fword did.”
Gar. Thefe are romantick, light, vainglorious, dreams,
Have you corfider’d well upon the danger?
How dear to the fond many, and how popular,
Thefe are whom you would fpare? Have you forgot
‘When at the bar, before the feat of judgment,
This Lady Jane, this beauteous trait’refs, ftood,
‘With what command the charm’d the whole affembly 2
‘Withfilent grief the mournful audience fat,
Fix’d on her face, and lift'ning to her pleading :
Her very judges wrung their hands for pity ;
Their old hearts melted in ’em as fhe fpoke,
And tears ran down upon their filver beards.
Ev'n I myfelf was mov’d, and for a moment
Ejj
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Felt wrath fufpended in my doubtful breaft,
And queftion’d if the voice I heard was mortal.
But when her tale was done, what loud applaufe,
Like burfts of thunder, fhook the fpacious hall !
At laft; whes fore conftrain’d, th’ unwilling Lords
Pranounc’d the fatal fentence on her life ;
A peal of groans ran thro’ the crowded court
As ev’ry heart was broken, and the doom,
Like that which waits the world, were univerfal.
: Pemb. And can that facred form, that angel’s voice,
‘Which mov’d the hearts of a rude ruthlefs crowd,
Nay, mov’d ev’n thine, now fue in yain for pity?
Gar. Alas! you look on her with lovers’ eyes:
I hear and fee thro’ reafonable organs,
Where paffion has no part. Come, come, my Lord,
You have too little of the ftatefman in you.
Pemb. And you, my Lord, too little of the churchman.
Is not the facred purpofe of our faith
Peace and good-will to man ? The hallow’d hand
Ordain’d to blefs fhould know no ftain of blood.
>Tis true I am not pra&is’d in your politicks;
>Twas your pernicious counfel led the Queen
‘T'o break her promife with the men of Suffolk, -
‘To violate, what in a prince fhould be
Sacred above-the reft, her rayal word.
Gar. Yes, and I dare avow it: I advis’d her
To break thro’ all engagements made with hereticks,
And keep no faith with fuch a mifcreant crew.
Pemb. Where fhall we feek fortruth when ev’n religion,
The prieftly robe and mitred head, difclaim it ?
¢ But thus bad men difhonour the beft caufe.”
I tell thee, Winchefter, do&rines like thine
Have ftain’d our holy church with greater infamy
Than all your eloquence can wipe away 2
Hence "tis that thofe who differ from our faith
Brand us with breach of oaths, with perfecution,
With tyranny o’er confcience, and proclaim .
Our fcarlet prelates men that thirft for blood,
And Chriftian Rome more cruel than the Pagan.
Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewell. The Queen muft be
Better advis’d than thus to cherifh vipers
‘Whofe mortal ftings are arm’d againft her life:
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But while IThold the feal no pardon paffes

For hereticks and traitors. [ Exit Gardiner.
Pemb. *T'was unlucky

‘T'o meet and crofs upon this froward prieft :

But let me lofe the thought on ’t; let me haite,

Pour my glad tidings forth in Guilford’s bofom,

And pay him back the life his friendfhip fav’d. [ Exit,

The ScuNE draws, and difeovers the Lady JANE bnecling at
her devotion, a light-and a book placed on a table before her-

Enter LiEuTENANT of the Tower, Lord GUiLFORD, and
one of Lady JANE's Women.
Lieut. Let me not prefs upon your Lordfhip farther,
But wait your leifure in the antichamber.
Guil. T will not hold you long. [ Exit Licutenant.
Wom. Softly, my Lord, .
For yet behold fhe kneels. ¢¢ Before the night
¢ Had reach’d her middle fpace fhe left her bed,
¢ And with a pleafing fober cheerfulnefs,
¢¢ As for her funeral array’d herfelf
¢« In thofe fad folemn weeds : fince then her knee
¢ Has known that pofture only, and her eye
¢¢ Or fix’d upon the facred page before her
¢ Or lifted with her rifing hopes to Heav’n.”
Guil. See, with what zeal thofe holy hands are rear'd!
¢« Mark her vermilion lip with fervour trembling ;
¢ Her fpotlefs bofom fwells with facred ardour,
¢¢ And burns with ecftafy and ftrong devotion ;
¢ Her fupplication fweet, her faithful vows,
¢¢ Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heav'n,
¢ Like incenfe from the golden cenfer nfe,
¢¢ Or bleffed angels minifter unfeen, ~
¢ Catch the foft founds, and with alternate office
¢ Spread their ambrofial wings, then mount wit} joy,
¢ And waft them upwards to the throne of grace.”
But fhc\has ended, and comes forward. ,
[ Lady JANE rifes and comes toward the front of the flage.
L.¥% G.Ha!
Art thou my Guilford ? wherefore doft thou come
T'o break the fettled quiet of my foul?
I mean to part without another pang,
And lay my weary head down full of peace.
Guil. Forgive the fondnefs of my longing foul,
That melts with tendernefs, and leans towards thee,
. Eij



54 : .LADY JANE GREY. A8 7.

* Tho’ the imperjous dreadful voice of Fate-
¢ Summon her hence and warn her from the world.””
Baut if to fee thy Guilford give thee pain,
Would I had dy’d, and never more beheld thee,
¢ Tho’ my lamenting difcontented ghoft
« Had wander'd forth unblefs'd by thofe dear eyes,
¢« And wail'd thy lofs in Death’s etesnal fhades.”
L. . G. My heart had ended ev'ry earthly care,
Had offer’d up its pray’rs for thee and England,
« And fix’d its hopes upon a rock unfailing ;”’
While all the little bus’nefs that remain’d
‘Was but to pafs the forms. of death and conftancy,
And leave a life become indiff ’rent to me:
But thou has waken’d other thoughts within me ;
Thy fight, my deareft hufband and my lord !
Strikes on the tender ftrings.of love and nature ;
My vanquifh’d paffions rife again, and tell me
*Tis more, far more, than death to part from thee.
Enter PEmBROKE.
Pemb. Oh, let me fly, bear me thou fwift impatience,
And lodge me in my faithful Guilford’s arms!
[Embracing.
That I may fnatch thee from the greedy grave,.
"That I may warm his gentle heart with joy,.
And talk to him of life, of life and pardon.
. Guil. What means my deareft Pembroke !
Pemb. Oh, my fpeech
Is chok’d with words that crowd to tell the tidings £
But I have fav’d thee—and—oh, joy unutterable !
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving, miftrefs,
Has giv’n not only thee to my requeft,
But fhe, the too, in whom alone thou liv’it,
The partner of thy heart, thy love is fafe.
Guil. ®lillions of bleflings wait her!--Has fhe--tellme,
Oh! has fhe fpar’d my wié?
Pemb, Both, both are pardon’d.
But hafte, and do thou lead me to thy faint,
That I may caft myfelf beneath her feet,
And beg her to accept this poor amends
For all I"ave done againft her—Thou fair excellence.
. [ Kneelings
Canft thou forgive the hoftile hand that arm’d
. Againft thy caufe, and robb’d thee of a crown?
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L.¥.G. Oh,rifemyLord, andlet metake yourpofture;
Life and the world are hardly worth my care,

But you have reconcil’d me to *em both ;
Then let me pay my gratitude, and for
‘This free this noble unexpeéted mercy
Thus low I bow to Heav’n, the Queen, and you.

Pembd. Tome! forbid it goodnels! if I live
Somewhat I will do fhall deferve your thanks.
¢« All difcord and remembrance of offence
¢ Shall be clean blotted out ; and for your freedom
¢ Myfelf have undertaken to be your caution.”
Hear me, you faints, and aid my pious purpofe:
Thefe that deferve fo much, this wondrous pair,
Leet thefe be happy ; ev’ry joy attend ’em; -

A fruitful bed, a chain of love unbroken,
*¢ A good old age, to fee their children’s children,”
A holy death, and everlafting memory; -
« While I refign to them my fhare of happinefs,
¢ Contented ftill to want what they enjoy,
¢« And fingly to be wretcbed.”
Enter L1EuTENANT of the Tower.

Lieut. The Lord Chancellor
Is come with orders from the Queen.

Enter GARDINER and Attendants.

Pemb. Ha! Winchefter! '

Gar. The Queen, whofe days be many,

By me confirms her firft accorded-grace ;

But as the pious princefs means her mercy
Should reach ev’n to the foul as well as body,
By me fhe fignifies her royal pleafure

« 'That thou, Lofd Guilford, and the Lady Jane,
Do inftantly renounce, abjure your herefy,
And yield obedience to the See of Rome.

L. 7. G. What! turn apoftate?

Guil. Ha! forego my faith}

Gar. This one condition only feals your pardon 3
But if thro’ pride of heart and ftubbora obitinacy
‘With wilful hands you pufh the blefling from you, !
¢ And fhut your eyes againft fuch manifeft light,”
Know ye your former fentence ftands confirm’d,
And you muft die to-day.

. Pemb. *Tis falfe as hell;
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"Fhe mercy of the Queen was free and full.
Think’ft thou that princes merchandife their grate
As Roman priefts their pardons? ¢¢ Do they barter,
¢ Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price,
s« And doubly fell what was defign’d a gift?
Gar. My Lord, thislanguageillbefeemsyour noblenefs,
Nor come I here to bandy words with madmen.
Behold the royal fignet of the Queen,
Which amply {peaks her meaning. You, the pris’ners,
Have heard at large its purport, and muft inftantly
Refolve upon the choice of life or death.
Pemb. Curfe on—But wherefore do I loiter here ?
I'll to the-Queen this moment, and there know
‘What ’tie this mifchief-making prieft intends.- [ Exiz.
Gar. Your wifdom points you out a proper courfe.
A word with you Lieutenant.
' ) [ Talks with the Licutenant afide.
Guil. Muft we part then?
- 'What are thofe hopes that flatter’d us but now,
Thofe joys that like the fpring with all its flow’rs
Pour’d out their pleafures ev’ry where around us?
In one poor minute gone;  at once they wither’d,
¢« And left their place all defolate behind them.”
L. ¥. G. Such s thisfoolithworld, and fuch the certainty
. Of all the boafted bleflings it beftows: ;
Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it 3
‘Think only how to leave it as we ought,
¢« But truft no more, and be deceiv’d no more.””
Guil. Yes, 1 will copy thX divine example,
¢« And tread the paths are pointed out by thee:™
By thee inftruéted, to the fatal block -
I bend my head with joy, and think it happinefs
To give my life a ranfom for my faith.
« From thee, thou angel of my heart, I learn
¢ That greateft hardeft tafk to part with thee.”
L.J.G.Oh,glorioufly refolv’d ! ¢ Heav’nismy witnefs
¢ My heart rejoices in thee more ev’n now,
¢ Thus conftant us thou art, in death thus faithful,
¢ Than when the holy prieft firft join’d our hands,
¢« And knit the facred knot of bridal love.*
Gar. The day wears faft; Lord Guilford, have you
Will you lay hold on life? : [thought ?

v
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Guil. What are the terms?

Gar. Death or the mafs attend you.

Guil. *Tis determin’d :

Lead to the fcaffold.

Gar. Bear him to his fate.

Guil. Oh! let me fold thee once more in my arms,
Thou deareft treafure of my heart, and print

" A dying hufband’s kifs upon thy lip!
Shall we not live again ev’n in thofe forms?
Shall I not gaze upomthee with thefe eyes?

L. 7. G. Oh! wherefore doft thou footh me with thy
Why doft thou wind thyfelf about my heart, [foftnefs?
And make this feparation painful to us?
< Here break we off at once ; and let us now,
¢ Forgetting ceremony, like two friends
¢« That have a little bus’nefs to be done,
¢ Take a fhort leave, and hafte to meet again.

Guil. “ Reft on that hope my foul—my wife——am

L. ¥. G. «“ No more.”

Guil. My fight hangson thee—Oh! fupport me, Heav'n,
In this laft pang—and let us meet in blifs!

[ Guilford is led off by the Guards.

L. 7. G. « Can nature bear this ftroke 2’

{Vom. Alas, fhe faints! ‘ [ Supporting.

L. #. G. Wot thou fail now—The killing ftroke is paft,
And all the bitternefs of death is o’er.

Gar. H :re let the dreadful hand of Vengeance ftay.
Have pity on your youth and blooming beauty ;

« Caft not away the good which Heav'n beftows ;*
Time may have many years in ftore for you,
All crown’d with fair profperity. Your hufbapd
Has perifh’d in perverfenefs.
L. ¥. G. Ceafe, thou raven,
Nor violate with thy profaner malice
My bleeding Guilford's ghoﬁ— Tis gone, ’tis ﬂown,
But lingers on the wing and waits for me.
[T Jeene draws, and difcovers-a feaffold hung with black,
Executioner and Guards.
And fee, my journey’s end.

1 Wom. My deareft lady! [ Weeping.

2 Wom. « Oh, mifery !’

L. #. G. Forbear, my gentle maids!

2
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Nor wound my peace with fruitlefs lamentations;
The good and gracious hand of Providence
Shall raife you better friends than I have been.
1 Wom. OR, never, never!
L. 7. G. Help to difarray
And fit me for the block: do this laft fervice,
And do it cheerfully. Now you will fee
Your poor unhappy miftrefs {leep in peace,
And ¢eafe from all her forrows. Thefe few trifles,
The pledges of a dying miftrefs’ love,
Receive and thare among you. «“ Thou, Maria, [ To 1 Wom.
_ * Haft been my old my very faithful fervant:
¢ In dear remembrance of thy love I leave thee
* This book, the law of everlafting truth;
¢t Make it thy treafure ftill ; t was my fupport
¢ When all help elfe forfook me.”
"Gar. Will you yet : . ‘
Repent, be wife, and fave your precious fife?
E. F-G. Oh Winchefter! haslearning taught thee that,
To barter truth for life?
Gar. Miftakeén folly!
You toil and travel for your own perdition,
And die-for damned errours.
- L. . G. Who judge rightly,
And who perfifts 1n errour, will be known
Then when we meet again.” Once more farewell ;
[To ber Wom.
Goodnefs be ever with you. * When I’m dead
« Entreat they do no rude difhoneft wrong
¢ T'o my cold headlefs corpfe ; but fee it fhrouded,
+ ¢ And decent laid in earth.”
Gar. Wot thou then die?
Thy blood be ori thy head.
L. ¥.G. Myblood be whereit falls; let the earth hideit ;
And may it never rife or call for vengeance.
Oh that it were the laft fhall fall a vi&im
To Zeal’s inhuman wrath! Thou, gracious Heav'n!
Hear and defend at length thy fuff)ring people;
Raife up a monarch of the royal blood,
Brave, pious, equitable, wife, and good ; -
¢ In thy due feafonlet the hero come -

-

~
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« T fave thy altars from the rage of Rome;
¢ Long let him reign to blefs the refcu’d land,”
And deal out juftice with a righteous hand ;
And when he fails, oh! may he lcave a fon
‘With equal virtues to adorn his throne,
To lateft times the blefling to convey, :
And guard that faith for which I die to-day.
" Lady JANE goes up to the feaffold. The feene clofes.
Enter PEMBROKE.
Pemb. Horrour on horrour! blafted be the hand
That ftruck my Guilford ! oh, his bleeding trunk
‘Shall live in thefe diftracted eyes for ever! .
Curfe on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counfels! [ 7o Gar.
The Queen is deaf and pitilefs as thou art. :
Gar. The juft reward of herefy and treafon
Is fall’n upon ’em both for their vain obftinacy ;
Untimely death, with infamy on earth,
And everlafting punifhment hereafter.
Pemb. And canft thou tell ? who gave thee to explore
The fecret purpofes of Heav'n, or taught thee
To fet a bound to mercy unconfin’d?
But know, thou proud, perverfcly judging, Winchefter,
Howe’er your hard imperious cenfures doom,
And portion out our lot in worlds to come,
Thofe who with honeft hearts purfue the right,
And follow faithfully truth’s facred light,
Tho’ fuff'ring here fhall from their forrows ceafe,
Reft with the faints and dwell in endlefs peace. [Excunt.




EPILOGUE

T us palms of virtue heroes oft’ have worn,
Thofe wreaths to-night a_female brow adorn.
The deftin’d faint, unfortunately brave,

Sunk with thofe altars awhich fbe firove to fave.
Greatly fbe dar’d to prop the jufler fide,

As greatly with her adverfz fate comply'd,

Did allthat Heav'n could aft, refign’d and dy’d ;
. Dy'd for the land for which fbe wifb'd to live,
And gain'd that liberty fbe could not give.

Ob happy people of this fav'rite ifle,

On whom fo many better angels fmile !

For you kind Heav’n new bleffings flill fupplics,
Bids other faints and other guardians rife ;

For you the faireft of ber fex is come,

Adopts our Britain and forgets hes home ;

For truth and you the heroine declines

Auftria’s proud Eagles and the Indian mines.
What fenfe of fuch a bounty can be fbewn !

But Heav'n muft make the great reward its own,
And flars fball join to make ber future crown.
Your gratitude with eafe may be exprefs’d;
Strive but to be, what fbe would make you, blefs*d.
Let not vile_fa&tion vex the vulgar ear

With fond furmife and falfe affe&ed fear s
Confirm but to your[elves the giv’n good ;

Is all fbe afks for all fbe bas beflow’d.

Such was our great example fhown to-day,

And with fuch thanks our Author’s pains repay.
If from thefe feenes to guard your faith you learn,
If for our laws you fbew a juft concern,

If you are taught to dread a Popifb reign,

Our beauteous patriot has not dy’d in vain.

From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MARTINS, .
April 17, 1782,

THE END.
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