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M E R O P E.

A TRAGEDY. BY AARON HILL.
AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL DRURY-LANE.
Regulated from the JDrompe=-18008k, by permiffion of the Managers,
. BY Mr. Dophing proMrrER.

CMARACTERISTICKS.

1 am no firanger to myfelf=1I grew gray=—=Bencath a weight of winters fpent in arme—
What avails vain title till fome {word like mine fupport it=I am above défcent, and prize
0 blood=—Scarce is my own left minc ; °t is loft for glory==3pilt in my country’s caufe=—
My ambition climbs beyond progeay=To fpring from gods is lefs than mine who like s
$nd command, POLYPHONTES.

Forcfight and Fiercencfs are thc dbrave man’s gods=—And his own hand fupports him==1f
they come, Narbas and Eumenes, their gods miuft march befure them=Or not Algides®
blood could fcape the thedding=—Chance it a3 it may=—=Whenever Eumenes this way comes
be comes to die. . EROX,

1glow’d with all the god=—=Swiftly I clos’d, feiz’d the icel=On himfelf turn’d his point.
¢d weapon, fav’d my breafi=——And plung’d it in his Owa=—Inbora virtuc can borrow no cne
largement, but lends to all==That kegps contempt from titles==Oh for the fword once more
‘your guards took from me~=Now, now T.feel thefe chains ; now 8rft they bind me—Corer
the eyes of cowards, mine difdain—Mine can wit faft and og 1 Look in
Death’s face fall fighted—When it comes 't is to be met not hid=Now, y¢ Immortals!
not to die were not to triumph=—"Tis the brave’s prerogative to feel without complaining=
If I moft fall T will=I go to try—1I tafk but my own heart and Heaven to aid me=The folt
804, the god glows in me—And every fpringy nerve is aflive fire==Truk my frmnefs if [
bear 2 heart that poorly pants for a bafe hour of life=On to thc work of Fate—it calls me
hence—T hear and I obey. EUMFENES,

Doubt but my power’s defet § my will finds none—Hard truth due from firm loyalty to
‘weak diftrefs~—J watch with guardful eyc thefe murd’rers’ motivns==With dctermin’d hand
-prepar’d to fave Eamenes—Come what muft I willfailing to prote partake your fall. EUR.

Polyphontes! every curfe of death furround him==1 trac’d the fiend thro all his dark dif-
guifes—Ia the pierctd infant breafts of two doom’d innocents=—I faw him plunge his poig-

. sard, twice receiv’d it=—Deep in my own, encumber’d with my charge==Struggling to bear
the third fav’d prince to fhelter—And track’d by my own blood with pain efcapht hime—

Eumenes dead!=—Blaft my foul’s beft hops ho dar’d this villany=—This gufh of joy—I
give you back my truft, my king, Eumenes~Shall he be a king=My joys grow too firong
~~Oh! happy day! NARBAS.

Perifh the heart that fwells from another’s lofles—Curfe on all intereft that includes not
Aonefty—1 fee the abyfs before me==If I plungs in and crufh this Polyphontes ’t is but to
fall for vengeance=—Princes Mould be above felf-fecurings, and live for truth or die for glo-
ry—~1 will pierce my own heart, fo die reveng’d and fafe=—See what marks denote the queen
—What difference 'twjxt the guilty and the wronged=—=Would I had power equal to my
‘wrongs—The daughter, mother, wife, ah me! widow, of a king=—Crefphontes bad fcorn’d to
doudbt me for a moment lefs than Mcrope—1I feek him in the glooms below. MEROPE.

What a blindnefs is thirft of human grandcur~Give me, Gods! 8 cottage and conceal-
sment——Save the queen, and from the curfe of courts remotely place me==Oh! teach my
willing feet to ind fome gloom==Dark as my profpe@s, deep enclos’d for fafety=—And flent
s the brow of midnight fleep. ISMENE,
foe—

EDINBURG:
At eke ApoTlo JD1e(8, by THE MARTINS, for Pell, LONDON, 1782,
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"PROLOGUE.

Tovcerp b your generous hearts to [pare this play,
Where mirth ewod'd laugh humanity away.
Two thoufand years our tale has fhook the flage,
And mov’d the beart of Greece from age to age :
Ev'n Alexander wept our queen’s defpair,
And the world's conqueror fat conquer'd there,
What reach of tafle could Attick pride prefume,
What flame of courage e'er diffinguifb’d Rome,
But Britain’s fons may boaf! an equal merit
Would Britons think and a& with Britifb fpirit?
Ye flait’ring triflers of an hour too fbort,
e fools to thinking and ye friends of fport,
Forbear to laugh avhen penfively difireft.
Sighs in yon® circle favell the beauteous breafl ;
Charms to the faireft face foft forrow lends ;
Pity and innocence are bofom friends ;
And when deep anguifb fbakes a feeling mind
How muft it ake when witlings fncer behind ?
Nor dream, ye gay, that only mirth fbould pleafe ;
No fprightly ait &er laugh’d off life’s difeafe :
Experience tells us foon or late comes care, -+
. And be who flies from thought will meet defpair.
Ladies, be firm to paffion’s tend'reft claim ;
. Sighs.are love's breezes, and-will fan the flame.
Laughing gallants may promife merry lives,
But laughing hufbands make you weeping wives.
They whofe own hearts can feel will treat your’s befl,
And he give pain that thinks it but a jef?.
Nobly weep out, nor et an illtim’d blufb
Keep back the firuggling tear that longs to gufb.
Allthat are avife and brave by nature bnow
"Tis virtue’s mark to aweep at others’ wo.

Ajj
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Dramatis Perfonae, )
MEN.
Drury-Lane.
PoLvPHONTES, general of Mycene,  Mr. Palmer.
Erox, favourite of Polyphontes, Mr. Hurft.
Eumenes, fon of Merope, : Mr. Cautherley.

EvunricLEs, a lord of Merope’s party,  Mr. Aickin,
Narsas, fofterfather to Eumenes, Mr. Packer.

. WOMEN.
Merore, widow of the late king, Mifs Younge.
IsmENE, daughter of Narbas, Mifs Hopkins.

Chief Prieft, and other Pricfts. |
Ladiesy Qfficers, Guards, &c. ‘
|
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ACT I.

SCENE, an apartment in the palace. -

Mzroremournfulonacouch,ls meNtleaning melancholybelow?
and Attendants.

IsmeNE.
SEE where the lone majeftick mourner weeps,
Loft ev’n to mufick’s pow’r<+-Try, ftrain cach note
In melody’s wide compalfs haply
Some change thro’ fad to lively may have force
To ftrike recov’ring fenfe and wake regam
——Firft in low fympathy of forrow’s foftnefs
Sooth her deje@ted foul—then ftart at once
To fwells of joy, and florm Attention’s car. []lfq/:':! avich
trumpets. After the mufick Merope rifes and comes forward.

Mer. Let me, when next thy too officious love,
Faithful Ifmene, tries th’ harmonious charm,

Let me have mufick folemn all and flow,

" Sad-fuited to my thoughts Mix not for me,
Who have no pow'r to tafte, fuch fprightly notes,
As they who are more happy find more fweet.

Ifm. Why when the gods grow gentle are you fad ?
You felt their anger fharply now they fmile,
Embrace their proffer’d bounty. All the lords
Of glad Mycene, in full fenate met,

Take meafures to proclaim you reigning queen ;
You whom diftrefs but brightens, to whofe charms,
Made awful by your grief, woes add riew majefty.

Mer. What, no news yet of Narbas or my fon?

-Ifm. Mzy it be foon— No prince of birth like his,
Where’er conceal’d, can fcape fuch fearch unknown.

Mer. Will ye at length, ye Powrs! reward my tears?
Will ye at laft reftore Eumenes to me?

Ifhe yet live—this only remnant heir

+The lines diftinguithed by inverted commas arc omitted ir thg
reprefeatation.
Aiij -
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Of his wrong’d mother’s miferies, oh fave him!
" From his dear breaft ftrike wide the murd’rer’s dagger..
Is he not your’s, a branch from great Alcides?
« What tho’, (forget it and be hufh’d, oh faith!"}
What tho’ to traitors’ profp'rous fwords you gave
His father’s fated life—Ah! yet defert not:
‘This image of his form that fills my foul !
Ifm. Dear tho' he doubtlefs was, and juftly mourn’d;.
Should you exclude all fenfe of blifs befide ?
HMer. I am a mother—with a mother’s fears.
Ifm. But can a mother’s fears efface the ftamp
Of hero’s foul that marks a race like your's?
Sweet tho’ his infant {miles, they dwell too fix’d,
"Too deep, on your touch’d memory Long years
Are patft fince firft you loit him.
Mer. Loit him ! never—
In twice fev’n dreadful years no moment’s light
Broke on my eyes but brought his image with it.
‘Why tell’ft thou me of time ?—days, months, and years,
Have grown, but with ’em grew my pain to lofe him.
Weigh that laft fatal hint thy father fent me;
Hope foon, faid he, to fee the Prince Eumenes
All you would with—Fear all from Polyphontes.
Ifm. Wifely you fear him——but ’t were wifer ftill
So fearing to prevent him. Hear the ftates;
uit at their pray’r this regent’s name ; be crown’d,
And rife indeed the queen they meant to make you.
Mer. 1s not the crown my fon’s2
Ifm. A fon {o lovd,
"Should he return, would thank
Mer. Perifh the heart
That, meanly proud, and poorly fill’d for felf,
Swells from another’s loffes!
- Ifm. Publick intereft
Mar. Curfe on all intereft that includes not honefty *
But here ev'n intereft brings no plea to tempt me.
‘What can a childlefs mother hope from empire?
What has diftrefs to do with pomp’s vain luftre?
I fee the very light of heav’n with pain.
Never fhall {plendour cheer thefe blafted eyes
That faw my bleeding lord, my murder’d children,
Saw my friends fall, faw men and gods forfake me.
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Oh guilt! oh perfidy! oh death’s dire day!
Prefent for ever to my frighted foul.
Ifm. Oft” have I wept to hear that fad day’s tale.
Mer. 1 hear it now—ev’n yet their ertes rife round me;
Save, fave the king! fave the poor gafping princes!
Save the diftraéted queen! I fcream 1 fly
On ev'ry fide I turn, meet battling crowds,
Swords, glitt’ring {pears, loud thouts, and mingled groan-
Meet laft—a fight—beyond all fenfe of horrour! [ings;
Meet an expiring hufband’s outftretch’d eye,
Strain’d with a death-mix’d tendernefs on mine——
And ftruggling from his blood to reach and clafp me.
Ifm. Patience, oh Madam! and forget thefe horrours..
Mer. There two expiring infant fuff’rers fell,
The eldeft of our loves—duteous in death
Crofs the king’s breaft they threw their little bodies,
Aud lent their hands—weak aid! to fave their father:
Only Eumenes fcap’d th’ affaffins’ fury;
Some interpofing god vouchfaf’d to veil him;
And he who fcreen’d him then may once reftore him.
Narbas, thy wife thy faithful father, bore him
Far from my fight to fome dark fafe retreat,
¢ Some defert barren of diftrefs and man.’*
Enter EuricLEs.
Ifm. Madam———Lord Euriclegmm——
Mer. Welcome ‘What hope?
Eur. Vain was our fearch—from Peneus’ bank it fpread
O’er vaft Olympus: far and wide thro’ Greece
Inquiry lab’ring loft its fruitlefs pray’r:
Defeription could not wake the leaft idea:
None knew, none ever heard, of Narbas’ name?
Mer. Alas, he breathes no more !—my fon is dead.
Ifm. So fear makes real ev’ry fancy’d wo.
You’ave heard that on repbrt of this new peace
My father. guides him fecret to our hopes.
Eyr. Jut was his caution! Narbas, wifely loyal,
Vells his return, and cautioufly conveys him.
Narbas knows all his dangers—1I mean-while
Watch with a guardful eye thefe murd’rers’ motions, ¢
And with determin’d hand prepare to fave him.
Mer. On faith fo try’d as thine ev’n wo leans eafy.
LEur. Doubt but my pow’r’s defet ; my will finds nose.
But I have news more threat’sing:
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Th? affembled fenate vote, in warm debate,
A confort in your crown
Mer. Prefumptuous care!
You fhould have call’d it infult.
Eur. Words were vain.
Truth unfuftain’d by pow’r but fights to fall.
The partial people roar for Polyphontes,
And right, and law, and pity, fink before him.
Mer. Can Fortune then reduce the great to pity?
Can kings in their own realms contra& to flaves?

Zur. Something mutt be refolv’d to check their fpeed.

Mer. Yes, I will face thefe lords of kings and law, -
Comets of empire ; thefe portentous ftars
That fparkle by the fire they fteal from majefty:

T'will go dart truth’s lightning in their eyes,

And thunder in their ears the rights of thrones:

I will revive loft fenfe of truft and duty,

I will affert their fov’reign’s near return. [Going.

Eur, Oh Heavn! be wary——that way ruin lies.
Their tyrant leader ftarts already fir'd
By that alarm, and dreams of what he dreads.

Mer. What can he more, fo much already done?

Eur. Jealous of danger men make hafte in guilt,
Work to be fafe, and hold no means too wicked.
Mycene, but by fa&ion freed from fa&ion,

Claim’d like a conqueft he computes his own.
No tie fo facred binds endanger’d valour
Where hot ambition {purs it——Ev’ry rampart -
Gives way before him ; law corrupted guards him;
Wealth dreffes, Poverty attends, Pride leads,
And Priefthood prefles gods who hate—to ferve him,
2Mer. 1 fee th’ abyfs before me: Let it be:
If I plunge in and cruth this Polyphontes
*Tis but to fall for vengeance. :
Eur. Soft!—he comres. [ Exeunt Euricles and Ifmene.
- Mer. Wear, for amoment, heart ! the veil thou hat'ft.
Enter PoLyPHONTES.

Pol. Ever in tears my queen !-—Lend a long truce
To fighs, and caft afide your needlefs forrow:

Shake from thofe injur’d cyes each cloud that dims ’em,
And to the voice of Love vouchfafe your ear.
You frown




Aal, MEROQPE. » , 9

Mer. 1 do indeed, and gaze with horrour. s
Pol. Gaze on—I am no ftranger to myfelf,
Nor to a woman’s paflions. I grew gray
Beneath a weight of winters fpent in arms.
I know time’s furrows are no paths to love 3
I know it all—but wifdom knows it not.
Weigh not my offer in difdain’s light balance.
Youare the daughter, mother, wife, of kings;
Butthe ftate wants a mafter. What avails
Vain title till fome fword like miie fupports it ?
Mer. Bold fubje& of a king who call’d me wife,
Dar'ft thou defame the mem'ry of thy lord
‘With fuch audacious hope ?—A{pire to me !
Me to fupplant my child, my heart’s whole care,
Stain his difhonour’d throne with guilt and thee !
Me canft thou dream fo bafe to wed thy lownefs,
And crown with empire’s wreath a foldier’s brow?
Pol. Soldier! immortal gods! who more deferves
To govern ftates than he who beft can fave?
He who was firft call'd King ere that was foldier;
Great becaule brave, and fcepter’d by his fword.
I am above defcent, and prize no blood :
Scarce is my own left mine; ’tis loft for glory, -
Spilt in my country’s caufe, in your’s, fair fcorner!
Take fafety—"t is my gift. Fill half my throne;
My party calls all mine; love fhares it your's.
) Mer, Party! thou fell provoker of reproach!
Party fhould tremble wherea monarch rules.
Pol. There will be parties, and there muft be kings,
And he who beft can curb was form’d to reign.
I who reveng'd your lord by right fucceed him.
Mer. Succeed him, traitor!—Has he not a fon?.
Gods were his great forefathers—thence his claim.
Pol. Far other value bears Mycene’s crown.
Right to rule men is now no longer held
By dull defcent, like land’s low hermitage ;
*T'is the pluck’d fruit of toil ; *tis the paid price
Of blood loft nobly ; and 'tis thence my due. ~ [hope?
Mer. What haft thou done, thou wretch! to dare fuch
Pol. Bethink you of that day when thefe proud walls
Blufh’d with the blood you boaft from traitors’ fwordse
Review your helplefs hufband—{ee your {ons )
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Expiring round you—wipe thofe guthing eyes,
And view me what I was, not then too low
" 'To fhare your rufiled paffions—Yes, *t was I
From your freed palace chas’d th’ o’erwhelming foe,
Sav’d your Herculean fceptre and its queen ;
I, I repell’d the woes you could but weep.
See there my right, my rank, my claim, to love!
- Mer. Hear, hearhim, Heav’n,and giveme back myfon ¢
Pol, Yes, let him come, this fon—he fhall be taught
Leflons of glory, taught my arts to reign.
Joy to the blood of Hercules !—I too
Revere, lct others dread it—My ambition
Climbs beyond progeny—To fpring from gods
Is lefs than mine who like a god command.
Mer. If thou wouldft emulate a god be juft:
Man can be brave too boldly—Hercules
Sav’d many a king—but did he fteal their diadems?
Wouldft theu refemble Hercules—prote&
Unfriended innocence, affert thy prince,
Reftore th’ unhappy wand’rer to my arms,
Ceafe to affli&t, and give him to my fondnefs.
Thus could thy influence move, {o try’d, fo courted,
Who knows—for gratitude has pow’r like love—
-Who knows—how far I might forget my glory—
And—if peace dwells with thee—Expeét it not—
I will not bid you hope—that I can ftoop
So low—bend I am fure I cannot. [Exit Mer.
'Enter Erox.
Erox. Ent’ring I heard her too prefumptuous fcorn,
And wender’d at your patience. Waits a king
For a weak woman’s with to fix his throne?
Greatly and bravely have you clear’d your way
“'To the hill’s foot, yet when it courts your climbing
Tall back to figh, and feek her hapd to lead you.
Pol. Near as thou think’ft I ftand my warier eye
- Marks *twixt the throne and me a precipice
Where Faith or I fall headlong—Does not Merope -
Know her Eumenes near —Should he return
Th’ inconftant people would with fhouts receive him,
. And fmooth his way to empire o’er my bofom.
Thou know’ft froga proofs moft timely intercepted
This new boy-king returns, and hopes Mycene.
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Erox. Truft your high fortune, and difdain to doubt.
Forefight and Fiercenefs are the brave man’s gods,
And his own hand fupports him.

Pol. My late order—

Erox. *Twas with a filent firmnefs well obey’d.
From Elis to Mycene ev’ry road
Is watch’d by fleeplefs warders—If they come,
Narbas and he, their gods muft march before them,
Or not Alcides’ blood could fcape the fhedding.

Your foldiers’ zeal is warm.

Pol. But is it blind ? .

Erox. It is—none knows his name whofe life he waits; -
All they have yet been told is a fad tale
Of an old wily traitor leading with him,

On murd’rous purpofe, an affaffin youth
Urg’d by exaé)cd oaths to feek your death.
Pol. But what this rumour of Mifanthus kill'd
Before Alcides’ temple ~—is that true?
Erox. Too fure he fell—I chofe his trufty arm,
Join’d with his martial brother’s, as moft fit
‘To guard that likelieft ftation, where fhould Narbas
Dare with his exile touch Mycene’s border
Firft they would reft to beg that godhead’s care -
From whom their race preﬁxmcs its proud defcent.
Pol. *T'was forecaft worthy of a zeal like thine,
Nor could thy care have chofen an abler hand,
Or one more try’d in blood, than that Mifanthus.
"Twas he, thou know'ft, that faithful to my caufe,
On that black night attending near Crefphontes,
Taught the king’s fword amid the dufk of flaughter
To pierce its mafter’s breat—An a& fo daring
Deferv'd the fword, tho’ three rich gems adorn’d it :
He had it, and he wore it for his pains.

Erox. Yet at Alcides’ temple drew it rafhly,
And loft it with his life.

Pol. How fcap’d his brother ?

Erox. Scar’d out of mem'ry’s ufe, all he could tell me
Was, that the god infpir’d fome dreadful form,

Some more than mortal monfter—and he fled.

Pol. Vile fafety 1—left his brother unreveng'd,

And fhunn'd a foldier’s death—We muft be watchful,
2



12 ' MEROPE. Aa 1.

Some infelt bodings bid me call this ftranger
Eumenes or his friend.

Erox. That fear was mine,
Till on refletion that he came alone
It look’d unlikely—Chance it as it may
‘Whene’er he this way comes he comes to die.

Pol. True—ryet I cou’dhave wifh’'d to fpare this crimes
But one firft chofen the reft grew neceffary :
So falls the fon—the mother muft not follow;
Her I have need of. Marriage mends my reign;
Her rightful title confecrates ambition,
And ufurpation whitens into law.
The people love her: T poffefling her
Hold her friend too in dowry: Erox ! thou
‘Whofe fate grows clofe to mine, affift my fcheme.
Skill’d how to fpread craft’s ncts, allure the people,
Train ’em by ev’ry art; poife ev’ry temper;
Avarice will fell hi8 foul ; buy that and mould it}
Weaknefs will be deluded ; there grow eloquent.
Is there a tott’ring faith? grapple it faft
By flatt’ry, and profufely deal my favours;
Threaten the guilty, entertain the gay,
Frighten the rich, find withes for the wanton,
And rev’rence for the godly. let none fcape thee:
Dive into hearts, found ev’ry nature’s bias—
AAnd bribe men by their paflions—But thefe arts,
Already thine, why wafte I time to teach thee?
Vainly the fword fuccefsful fcales a throne,
Since Fortune changing ftrength’s loft hepe is flown,
But art call’d in attra&s relu&ant will, i
And what were loft by pow'r is gain’d by fkill. [Exeunt.

S

~

ACT IL

ScEeNE, the palace.
Enter Merork, EuricLEs, IsMENE.

MEerore. .
Is the world dumbon my Eumenes’ fate?
Ifm. Calamity too foon had found a tongue.
Mer. Has nothing from the borders yet been heard ?
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Eur. Nothing that claims your notice.
Mer. Who is he,
This prifoner, I am told but now brought guarded ?
Eur. A rath young firanger, caught with guilty hand
Red from the recent marks of fome new murder.
Mer. A murder! an unknown ! —Whom has he kill’d?
How? and where was it >—I am filI’d with horrour. ’
Ifm. Oh, fenfe too Tively of maternal love!
All.things alarm your tenderaefs. You hear
Chance {peak, and take her voice for that of Natare.
Mer. What ishis name? whence came he? why unknown?
Eur. He feems, and is, if truth may truft appearance,
A youth of that foft ftamp which Fortune leaves
" To Nature’s gentleft care; fome mymph’s Adonis,
‘Whofe eye might fooner be fuppos’d to kill
Th’ unpity’d maid than his gay fword the man.
'Mer.Whom(tellme )hashe kill’d--anfwer--I’ll fce him.
Eur. What ftrange emotion this!
Mer. No matter—briag him:
If I difcover guilt t’is mine to punith;
If wrong’d I owe him mercy.
Eur. Should he have merit
*Tis plac’d fo low by Fortune—
Mer. Fortune’s faults, -
Where merit {uffers, call on kings to mend ’em.
Eyr. What cana wretch like this deferve from pow’r?
Mer. Oh Euricles! look inward ; atk thy heart;
Be for a moment but this wretch thyfelf—
And then acquit the pow’r that fcorn'd to note thee. -
¢¢ —Befides, who knows? he may—Be ftill, prompt fear.
“ Perhaps my troubled mind #arts hints too lightly:
¢ Hearts that have ev’ry thing to fear flight nothing.
¢¢ —Let him be brought—I will myfelf examine him.”
Eur. Your will muft be obey’d. C o
“Mer. Go, my Ifmene,
Bid thofewho guard the pris’ner bring himhither. [ Ex. [fm.
Mer. Stay, Euricles; [ Euricles offering to go.
Stay, and partake more terrours—Cou’d you think it ?
Prefs’d by new forrows I forget my paft,
And have not yet inform’d you Polyphontes
Has dar’d demand my hand, dar’d talk of marriage.
Eur. Oh Queen! B
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1 know his offer’d infult, know it ftains
Your name, yet blufhing add—your forc’d confent,
Grown infamoufly neceffary ftands
The fole fafe bar *twixt all your race and ruin.
AMer. «*Tis horrour but to think fo vile a dream!
Eur. « So thinks the army—fo the fenate thinks,
¢ So think th’ exaéting gods and fo————
Mer. < The gods!
“ Why were they nam’d—could they forgive fuch fall
¢ From their owg offspring to a fon of clay
Eur. Theking your fon
Mer. Ah! name not him—How, Euricles,
How wou’d he thank my choice of fuch a father?
Eur. Princes grow wife by forrows : he will fee
That hated choice the root of all his fafety.
Mer. What, what have you been telling me 2 ?
Eur. Hard truth,
Due from firm loyalty to weak diftrefs.
Mer. Can Euricles then plead for Polyphontes ?
Eur. I know him guilty—but I knew him rath,
Know him refiftlefs—know him childlefs too,
And know you love Eumenes.
Mer. Loving him
How can I chufe but hate the hand that wrongs him?
Princes fhou’d be above thefe felf-fecurings,
And born to live for truth—or die for glory.
[ Sits and weeps, regardlefs of Eumenes’ entrance.
Enter 1smeNt ; Guards, with EuMENEs in chains.
Eum. to Ifm. ] Is that the queen fo fam’d for miferies?
Ifm. 1t is.
Eum. How fweetly awful !—how adorn’d by forrows!
Zfm.Why doft thou paufe ? the Queen admitsthee nearer.
- -Eum. No wonder fo much fweetnefs, fo diftrefs’d,
Mov'd ev’n fo greatly diftant—as to me,
And drew me from my defert!—Give me leave
To ftand a while—and gaze unmark’d and note her.
Oh ye prote@ling gods ! whate’er becomes
Of an abandon’d namelefs thing like me,
Blefs this fupreme unfortunate! -
Ifm. Madam—the prifoner waits. :
Mer. turning to obferve bim.] A murderer this !~
Come forward ftranger.
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—A mien like this a murd’rer's!—Can it be

That looks fo form’d for truth, fo mark’d for ianocence,

Cover a cruel heart *—Come nearer youth !

Thou art unhappy s bid that Fate prote& thee,

And fpeak as to an ear that loves the wretched.

Anfwer me now—Whofe was the blood thou fhedd'ft ?
Eum.OhQueen!--Yet--foramoment--fpare my tongue.
Mer. Murder and modefty !—whence all this fhame !
Eum. Refpe&t, confufion—fomething here—unnam’d,

And never felt till now—have bound my tongue;

But oh! do juftice to your pow'r to fhake me,

And let not hefitation pafs for guilt.

Mer. Go on--whowashe whom I'mtold thouhaft kill’d?

Eum. One who with wrongsand infult urg’d my rathnefa.
Young blood takes fire too aptly.

Mer. Young ! was he young?

Ice at my conicious heart were warm—compar'd

With what he chills my foul with!—Didft thou know him
Eum. 1did not. All Mycene’s earth and air,

Her cities and her fons, are new to me. -
Mer. What ! was he arm’d this young affaulter ? Camehe

With malice or for robbery ? Be of comfort:’
If he attack’d thee thy defence was neceffary,
. And fad neceflity makes all things juft.
Eum. Heav’n 18 my witnefs I provok’d him not:
*T'is not in valour’s wifh to offer infult,
And fure it is no crime to check it offer’d.
Mer. On then—relate the chance that led thee hither,
Eum. Entering your borders I beheld a temple

Sacred to Hercules, the god my foul,

Low as my lot was caft, afpires to honour.

—What fhould I do, bare vot’ry as I was?

T had no off’rings, brought no vi€tims with me.

Poor and opprefs’d by Fortune what I cou’d

I gave—I knelt, and pour’d a heart before him

Warm as a hundred hecatombs! pure, humble,

Pious, and firm—Th’ unhappy can no more.

I afk’d not for myfelf his undue blefling,

I pray’d protection to his own high race,

For I had heard, great Queen! your wrongs requir'd it.

The prefent god, methought, receiv’d my pray’r;

His altar trembled, and his temple rung,

Bij.
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Keen undulating glorics beam’d about me:
I know not how I bore it—but my heart,
Full of the force infus’d, at once grew. vafter;
My fwelling courage far above myfelf
Suftain’d me—and I glow’d with all the god.
Mer. rifing in emotian.] Go on, methinks the god thou
nam’ft fpeaks in thee,
And ev’ry hearer glows, as warm’d as thou!

" Eum. 1 bow’d, and left the temple—Following came
Two men of haughty firide, with angry low’r:
Roughly accofting they reproach’d my pray’rs
How did I dare, they afk’d, folicit Heaw'n
Te aid fedition’s purpofes? No god
Should fave a wretch like me, profcrib’d by pow’r..
~—1I heard aftonifh’d, and prepar’d to fpeak, -

When with impatient fiercenefs each rais’d arm.
With rage-conjoin’d ¢ame on..
Mer. interrupting.] Both![—Came they
To wound thee }~— )
Eum. Both with madpan’s frenzy
Struck at my breaft ignobly. |
Mer. Thou haft eas’d me. '
Go on—Thefe men had fouls that match’d their fate..
Eum. Unarm’d and inoffenfive, fo furpris’d,
The god I had addrefs’d repaid my pray’r.
—Warding the weakeft ftroke with fwordlefs hand,
Swiftly I clos’d, and feiz’d the wrefted fieel
From him whofe fironger arm more nearly prefs’d me;
Seiz’d it with lightning’s fwiftnefs, for oppreflion
Roufes diftrefs to vengeance—On himfelf
I turn’d his pointed weapon, fav’d my breaft,
And plung’d it in.his own—FHe fell—the other
Started, and curs’d, but like a coward fled,
Falfe to his dying fellow—Mighty Queen!
Thisisthe fad thort truth : may the kind pow’r
I bow’d to touch your ear and move your pity!
Mer. She were a tigrefs that cou’d hear this tale
And paufe upon thy pdrdon—Still go on.
How wert thou feiz’d? hide nothing, and hope all.

. Eym. Shock’d by uncertain dread for what was dose:
1 gaz’d aftonifh’d round, and mark’d beneath. .
‘Where at a furlong’s diftance the falt wave
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Proke on the fhore. Sudden I fnatch’d the corpfe,
And haft’ning to the beach gave it to the fea:
That done I figh'd and fled. Your guards, great Queen!
For what efcapes fuch eyes as Heav’n’s and your’s!
Unfeen by me mark’d all, follow’d, and took me.
Mer. to Euricles.] Did he refift when feiz’d ?
Eum. 1 cou’d not Madam;
The name of Merope difann’d my will,
They told me they were your’s; I bow’d and yielded,
Gave ’em my new-gain’d fword, and took their chains.
Eur. This youth by him he kill’d was judg’d another.
Mer. Oh I have noted all, and Heav’n was juft.
—Retire to farther diftance gentle youth!
I’ll tell thee, Euricles,
Methought at ev’ry word this wand’rer fpoke
Pity——or fomething tenderer than pitys
Clung to my tender heartftrings ; nay, ’t was ftranger!
For I will tell thee all—Crefphontes’ features,
* Heav’ns! what ideas hopes and fears can raife!”
My dear dead manly lord’s refembled features;
Ifaw and trac’d, (I blufh to think what folly!)
Trac’"d—in this cottage hero’s honeft face.
Ifm. Compaflion.is a kind and generous painter ;
~—Yet Truth herfelf muft grow as blind as Fortune
Ere fhe cou’d Jook on that unhappy youth
And find him lefs than worth her kindeft pity.
Eur. Ifmene fpeaksmy thoughts; he ’s innocent ;
The gods have ftamp’d their mark of candour on him,
And no impoftor’s art inhabits there. [of Greece
Mer. to Eumenes.] Again approach me—In what part
Did it pleafe Heav'n to give thee birth good youth?
Eum. advancing.] In Elis, generous Queen!
Mer. 1n Elig———Tell me, ]
T'hop’d it had been nearer—haft thou evér
thy low converfe heard the fwains thy neighbours
ention the name of Narbas—or Eumenes?
~The laft thou muft have heard of.
Eum. Never Madam.
Mer. Never >—that’s ftrange! What then was thy con-
at thy employment, and thy father’s name? [dition,
Eum. My igther was a fhepherd learn’d and wife;
Prince of the fylvan fhades and paft’ral vale::B S -
. iij
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He led th” attra&ed hearts of lift’ning fwains
And pleas’d *em into fubjeéts—in himfelf
‘Too humble for diftiné&tion—had not virtue
Compell’d him into.notice——
He liv’d unenvy’d ; for excelling all
He veil’d fuperiour eminence by modefty ;
No claim’d exemption eas’d his life from care;
Peacefully poor, and rev’rently belov’d,
His fleecy harvefts fed him, and his name
‘Was Policletes, Madam.
. Mer.. What thy own? C
Eum, Low,like my paft’ral care—to cottage cars.
Adipted—and unform’d for your-regard, -
—Yet Elis oft’ may deign to fpeak of—Dorilas.
Mer. Ob, I have loft my hope: Heav'n.mocks relief,.
- And ev'ry ftarting fpark is quench’d in darknefs.
So then. your parents held ne rank in Greece? .
Eum.Didrankdrawclaim fromgoodnefsthey haverights:
Wou’d leave all place behind ’em : ¢ inborn virtue
¢¢ Can borrow no enlargement, but lends.all.
¢ That keeps contempt from titles.”’
Mer. Ev’ry word
He uttera has a charm.? But why at home:
So blefs’d,. and to fuch parents doubly dear,
Didft thou, forgetful of the care thou owed’ft ’em,.
Quit their kind cot and leave *em to their tears?
Eum. A vain defire of glory firft feduc’d me.
Oft’ have I heard my father mourn Mycene;.
‘Weep for her civil wars and fuff’ring queen;.
Oft’ had he charm’d my young afpiriag foul .
‘With wonder at your firmnefs—So inflam’d.
I learnt by flow degrees to think my youth
Difgrac’d by homefelt virtues, weigh’d the call:
Of glory againft duty, and grew bold .
‘To hope my humble arm might add feme aid
To prop your warring: ftandards—See, great Queenk
The only motive of my erring rathnefs;.
For Heav’n has taught me tho’ it loves your caufe
I merit my diftrefs, who left my father,
Wanting perhaps in age’s feeble calls
Some help I might have lent him—Twas a fault ;
.-.Put twas my firft, and I may live to mend it. [ Afide.
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Mer. Methinks I hear Eumenes—So my foul
Informs me had he known defcent thus lowly
So my Eumenes wou’d have thought and fpoke.
—~Such is his age where’er conceal’d he mourns,
Perhaps too fuch his fortune—driv'n like this
From realm to realm, a wand’rer thus unknown !
Friendlefs and hopelefs, and expos’d to poverty !.
—1I will have pity on this youth’s dnftreFo
And cultivate his fortune—What bold noxfe!
[ Shouts heard witbowtu
Whence can fuch rudenefs flow !—What.is’t Ifmene?
Kfm. at s window.] All ills are. Polyphontes. The vile
Shout, their fure vote for treafon.. Palyphontes [rabble
Is king proclaim’d—and hope is now po.more. ~ [me!}
ZEum. Ohforthe fword once more your guards took from
Now, now I feel thefe chains; now firft they bind me.
Mer. Give him his fword, let him be free as air.
Honeft propofer !—but thy help’s too ‘'weak
To prop a throne in danger——
Eum. Oh Queen!—forgive prefumption in the. poor,
When they dare thy greatnefs.
All have their mig’ries—but when crowne grow wretched
*Tis arroganceinmean ones to complain. [ Exit Esmenes.
Eur. Too fatally I prophefy’d—Confefs
This hard neceflity whieh now you find,
And feem at leaft to footh the tyrant's hope.
Mer. I mifconceiv’d the gods: I durft not dream
They cou’d have bid guilt thrive and giv'n up virtue.
Eur. They will not Madam.
Mer. So my fad heart ftill
Struggles to hope, and if they mark my wa
They will forgive my rafhnefs.
Eur. Come what muft
I will affemble round you the few faithful,
And failing to prote& partake your fall. [Exit Ewricles. -
Mer. Oh, people! people! they who truft your faith
Bid the wild wiads blow conftant.
Ifm. The people’s voice is call’d the voice of gods.
. Mer. What villain bafenefs wants fome bold pretence
That dragsin Heav’n to graceit! thefts, plots, perjurics,
Avarice, revenge, the bloody zeal of pride,
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And unforgiving bitternefs of heart,
All—have their gods to friend, their priefts to fan&xfy
Enter EuricLEs with a fword.
Eur. Sorrow on forrows bear down hope’s laft prop. -
Now be a queen indeed !—arm your great heart
With preparation to its utmoft fretch,. .
For xf it ftands this fhock its pow’r’s immortal.
Mer. No—1I am finking from all fenfe of pain,
And fhall grow fafe by want of ftrength to fuffer.
Speak—there is now but one fad truth to dread,
- And my foul waits it heard—then refts for ever.

* Eur.Ithaspleas’d Heav'n—thisfword! thisfatal fword.
Mer. 1 underftand thee ; thou wouldft fay he’s dead.
Eur. Oh! ’tis too furely fo ;. th’ atrocious crime

At laft fucceeded—and all care is vain.
Mer. Gods! gods—tis done—now all your bolts have:
ftruck me.
Ifm. Guard her diftra&ed brain!
Eur. Save her kind Heav'n!
Mer. What have I done? where have I been?
Eur. Alas! where grief too oft’
Has left th’ unhappy——— Recolle&.
Mer. Oh Eurieles! I recolleét too much:
Truft my fuftaining heart it breaks not yet.
Comfort’s brief clouds methought came fhadowing o’er
But I am found again, a wretch fo friendlefs [mej

" - That Madnefs will not lend relief but fhuns me.

Eur. Perifh that young that impious hypocrite!
That ill-admir’d attraétor of your pity,
‘Whom your protetion fpar’d for fancy’d virtue !

. Mer. Who t-~what }=—

Jfm. Not Dorilas ?

Eur. Him, him. that Dorilas.

Mer. Monfter! beyond all credit of deceit !

Ifm. He!l——tis impoffible.

Lur. He was the murderer;
I bring too clear a proof. Paffing but now
I found him waiting, freed him from his chains,
And to rearm him for the caufe he chofe
Call’d for his fword—which as he ftretch’d his hand
‘To take I mark'd, and trembled at the view.
Thefe once-known gems—too well remember’d here.
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Mer. taking the fword.] Oh, all ye fleeping gods ! "twas -
my Crefphontes’;
"Twas the king's fword. Narbas, beyond all doubting,
Sav'd it that dreadful night for my Eumenes.
Oh, what a falfe vile tale this flatterer form'd
To cheat us into pardon !
Take the dumb dreadful witnefs from my fight.
[ Giving Euricles the fevord.
Yet ftay—return it me— [ Refumes tie  fwordy and kneels.
I thank ye, gods! "
Thank your infpiring juftice, and accept it ;
Live but to thank you for this dire due facrifice,
Which from the childlefs mother’s widow’d hand
Your heav’n-dire@ed vengeance well demands. [ She rifes.
Yes, I will fheathe it on my hufband’s tomb
Deep in the bleeding murd’rer’s panting heart,
¢ Then {corning P‘:ﬁ hontes pierce my own,”
So die reveng’d and fafe—abfolving Heav'n.
Go, Euricles—— ‘ .
Eur. Not fo—Yet bear his fight,
That from his own dire mouth we may compek
Difcovery of his guilt’s commiffion’d caufe,
And to the bottom fearch this fatal tale. [Exit Euricles.
Ifm. Erox |——the tyrant’s minifter of death.
Enter Erox. .
Eroxafide.] “ Nowaid me, wily powr’sof winning art "’
- Mer. How now! what bold intrufion plas’d thee here?
Erox. Queen-of the kingdom’s lord, his heart’s hiah
Suffer a voice unequal to the tafk [emprefs!
To wrong th’ intrufted fenfe of his told: grief
Who fends me to condole you—Polyphontes,
Had you. but fmooth’d that brow’s majeftick bend,
I meant to ’ave faid the king—this moment heard ~
The fate moft pity’d of the prince your fon,
Heard, and takes equal part in all your wrongs.
Mer. More than his part he takes in what is mine,
Elfe had he never dar'd afpire to feize
His mafter’s throne, nor name my murder’d fon. .
Erox. Withing he waits but leave. Refpeét is delicate,
And would not unadmitted now approach.
"Fain would he talk of comfort to your forrows,
Who weeping wants the pow’r to curb his own..
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Mer. What would your artful fender come to fay?
Erox. Tobeg that to his hand you wou’d commit
This hateful murd’rer’s punithment—He glows
For vengeance in your caufe; fhou’d think, his claim
Unworthy a crown’s truft, lefs worthy your’s,
Cou'd he forget that juftice props a throne.
Mer. No, tell him no; my hand revenges here;
‘Too fhort of reach Heav’n knows! but what it can
It fhall, and neither afks nor bears his aid.
Erox. The king too tenderly regards your will
To crofs it ev’n in angev—Ilefs in reafon.
—I humbly take my leave. .
Mer. «1 grant it gladly.” [ Ewit Erox.
Hurted on ev’ry fide, why waits diftrefs
‘Till ftill new growths of anguifh more opprefs ?
How poor a thing is life dragg’d on to age,
To ftand the pity’d mark of Fortunc’s rage!
Death fhuts out mis’ry, and can beft reftrain
The bite of infult and the goad of pain. [ Exeunt.

—
——

~ ACTIIL
Scente, the tomb of Crefphontes.

Narsas alone.
Hu!., venerable fcene! hail, facred fhade!
Hail, fad-fought manes of my long-lov'd lord !
My eyes’ laft obje&t on Mycenian earth.
Was thy dear life and empire loft in blood,
Now late returning, their firft mourning fearch
Finds in this cold fill tomb the whole fhrunk reach
Of thy contrafed reign ; yet here, ev'n here,
‘Were thy Eumenes render’d back, ev’n here
Narbas had held fome hope to {ooth thy ghoft.
How fhall I meet his mother’s mournful'eye, .
Who bring new weight to woes o’ercharg’d beforet
From ev'ry-madd'ning ftreet I hear loud fhouts;
Thofe execrable bawds to flatter’d pow'r
Proclaim the traitor Polyphontes king,
He who from clime to clime track'd our fad way,
Held like a hunted dear his pringe in chafe,
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Hot in purfuit for murder !—Each known pro:Ea&,
Each point, each outlet, of this neighb’ring palace
Brings to aflited mem'ry fome new ftroke-

Of forrow frefh to pain—tho’ fifteen winters

Have fnow’d their whitenefs on me fince they fell!
Wou’d I cou’d find the face of {fome old friend !

But what court friendthip’s life lafts fifteen winters?
Soft—whom has Heav'n {ent here? if Innocence

Dwells yet on earth fuch looks as thefe muft houfe it.

’ [ Starts as Ifmene comes nearer.

Blefs the refembled mother’s copy’d foftnefs!

*Tis my Ifmene, 'tis my own dear daughter !

Time cannot hide her frem a parent’s eye,

Child as fhe was—and chang’d fince laft I faw her.

Enter 1sMENE, followed by a train of virgins in white, who

bring bafkets, and firew flowers on the tomb.
Ifm. Who is this bold unknown, fo fagely form’d,

Yet indifcreetly rude—at fuch an hour

To break abruptly on the Queen’s fad purpofe ?

- Nar. Faireft of formgm——— :

Ifm. Who are you?
Nar. Chide me not,

Sweet picture of the powr’s who fhed foft pity!

—1I am a namelefs, friendlefs, weak, old man:

Once I was a fervant to the Queen you ferve ;

Oh, grant the gracious privilege to fee her!

Ifm. Rev'rend and wife ; the firft I {ee you are,
The laft my heart conceives yvu—what a time
Have your mifguided wants unaptly chofen !
Your fight wou’d now offend her—deep diftrefs,
From dire folemnity of purpofe, brings her:
*Twere prudent to withdraw.
Ndr. in a low wvoice.] Come near Ifmene.
- Ifm. Immortal pow’rs ! who can it be ?=—he knowsme !
Fain wou’d I dare mix hope with fear and wonder.

. [ Approaching him.
Nar. Thou art my child. Kind Heav’n has fent thee
——Be cautious, and obferve. [to me.

Ifm. kneeling.] Prophetick heart.
Oh Sir- I cannot fpeak !
Nar. raifing ber.] Hide thy furprife,
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Ere yet fome dang’rous note deteéts our meeting.
Soft as thy eyes, Ifmene, be thy voice,

And anfwer to my queftion—Round this tomb
Why thus affembled moves that virgin train?

. Ifm. Alas! the afflited Queen -

Diftra&ted comes—to offer on this tomb

Her life’s laft facrifice—a dreadful vi&im

—The murd’rer of her fon. :

Nar. Eumenes dead ! :

_dfm. Alas! Sir, cou’d you be a ftranger to it ?

Nar. Blatt of my foul’s beft hope—Who dar’d this vil-

Ifm. A youthwhofoundhimin Alcides’temple; [lany?
One from whofe air of manly modefty
None furely cou’d have feard—Behdld he comes:

That fetter’d criminal is he———Qh Sir!

‘Where will ye now be hid?

Nar. In death, Ifmene,

If I now hear and fee, and am not dreaming.

Ifm. From the Queen’s eye I dase no longer——

Nar. Stay: — '
(l:ieens, kings, nor gods, fhall tear thee from my arm
Till thou haft heard me fully. ’

Solemn proceffion to a deadmarch ; MerorE, EURICLES, with
the fword; Evmenes in chains ; Guards, Priefis, as to fa-
crifice—The Queen goes up weeping, and kneels filent at the
tomb, while the reft range themfelves on each fide of the fcene.
Nar. to Ifm.] « Some black-foul’d fiend, fome Furyris’n

“ from hell, »
¢ Has darken’d all difcernment—Called'ft thou not
¢ That fetter'd youth the murd'rer of Eumenes?
_ Ifm. «I call'd him fo too truly.
* Nar.* He is Eumenes!

* What angry god mifleads the Queen to madnefs?

- ¢ She dreams Eumenes kill'd and kills Eumenes!

Ifm. « Noware my heart’slate tremblings well explain’d,
o (%x_ick let me ruth and warn her erring harid.

ar. * Not for a thoufand worlds—to fave him fo

s Were but to lofe him furer—Polyphontes
¢« Has ears and eyes too near us -
_ *I may anon find means, when all are bufy’d,
¢ To hide myfelf unmark’d amidft the crowd.”

3
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Sad and folemn mufick, then a fong of facrifice by the chief Pricfl.
Hear from the dark and filent fhade,
"Hear ye pale bands of death;
Gliding from graves where once your bones were laid
Receive a murd’rer’s breath.
Chorus gf priefls andvirgins,
Receive a murd’rer’s breath.

Mer. rifing and coming forward.] Where is thls vitim—
odious to alrpow T8,
But one—the dreadful Nemefis?
[ The guards bring up Eumenes.
Eur. Yet ere he dies
“Twere fit fome force of torture fhould compel him
To name his vile accomplices.
Mer. It fhall.
Say, monfter ! what provok’d thee to this guxlt.,
And what affociates join'd thee?
Eum. I appeal
The gods, who find it fit my foul fhould buy
At this dear rate the moment’s hope you lent its
Thofe gods can witnefs for me, they who curfe
The pequr *d, and difclaim the bafe one’s fafety
My lips deteft impofture ;
—Nor know I by what change in Heav n's high will
1, whe of late fo blefs'd had touch'd your pity,
Fall now beneath your anger.
Mer, View this {word. [ Twking the fword from Euricles.
Know you the dreadful obje& ?
Eum. Twas the villain’s
My juft hand punifl’d with it.
Mer. Seize him, rend him,
Swift to the deftin'd altar drag the traitor:
He owns it, glories in his bloody crime,
And my fhock'd foul akes at him. [ The guards feize him.

Eum. Off away [ Struggling.
Spare your officious grafp I will be heard
Oue laft loud word———in fpite of arms and infult.

Mer. after afignal to the guards, whoquit Eumenes.] Thon
then who deal'ft in death canft find death fearful.
Eum.No, Madam, you miﬁake : deathfhakes thehappy;
But he who is a wretch receives him gladly.
—Yet "gainft imputed ghilt the humbleft.- wrong’d
Rife bold in innocence. c
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Tell me, nor let your pride deface your pity,
Whofe fo high-rated blood was this I fhed?
If he was dear to you curs’d be my memory
Or I had rather loft my own than his!
Mer. Where has this cruel wretch been taught deceit 2
Why was thatlook, fo like Crefphontes, his! [ Half fainting.
Eur. Great Queen' {uftain yourpurpofe;; think of ven-
The laws of nature, and the lives of kings, [geance,
Eum. Do laws and kings then call injuftice vengeance ?
Shame on the great! Why long’d my eyes for courts?
¢ Courts ! where the pride of guilt lays claim to honour!
¢ —Haughgyoof heart why have they fouls thus abje& ?
¢ They threaten, praife, fright, flatter, and infult me!
“ Yet, oh! 'twas juft.” Ileft my father rafhly,
Felt not the pangs, weigh’d not the tears, I coft him.
Fate drew me from my foreft’s guiltlefs quiet,
Deaf to the warnings of a father's wifdom
And a griev'd mother’s bodings.
Mer. Mother, faid he!
"Barbarian! haft thou yet a mother left thee?
I was a mother too——till thy fell hand
Depriv’d me of a fon and all life’s comforts.
Eum. A fon! your fon!
Mer. Mine, monfter ! murd’rer! mine. .
Eum. ¢ Uf fuch was my misfortune, fuch my curfe,”
If Heav’n has made it poflible that he
Who in a fatal mement err’d—and fell
By my ill-deftin’d rafhnefs, was your fon,
Earth holds net fuch another wretchas I am,
And mercy's fainteft glimpfe thou’d fhun to reach me—
Mer. Mercy! thou hypocrite——1If thou dar'ft pray,
Raife thy dumb hands, and atk in vain from Heav’n
The mercy thou deny’dit my dying fon.
Eum. Yet hear.
Mer. Stop his detefted mouth,
Force the doom’d viiim to the altar’s foot, -
Veil him from light, no more to be béheld;
Hide his quench’d eyes for ever.
LTwo Priefts approaching with a weil, ke fuatches ity and
throwws it from him. '
Eum. Off, ye vain forms! :
Cover the eyes of cowards, mine difdain ve:
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Mine can with ftedfaft and advancing fcorn
Look in Death’s face full-fighted—When it comes
"Tis to be met not hid—
Welcome eternal day, bad world farewell.
([ Advances between the Pricfis to the tomb, followed by the
Queen, Euricles, Ifmene, (5.
Mer. at the tomb with the fword drawn, and Eumenes
. kneeling ready.] Shade of my murder’d hufband—hear
Chorus of fingers’ voices.] Oh hear! - [mycall
AMer. Soul of my bleeding fon, hear thou!
Chorus of fingers’ woices.”] Oh hear!
Mer. Unexpiated fouls—if in thofe glooms
Where walk the fullen ghofts of earth-wrong’d kings
You hear Atonement’s voice, and wait rcdrcfs,
Rife from your dire domainas.
Chorus of fingers’ woices.] Oh rife!
Mer. Thou laft
Tremendous pow’r, pale goddefs, prefent ftill!
To direful vengeance nerve this lifted arm,
And thus affifting
[{fmene preventing the blow, Narbas breaks into fight, and
cries out loudly.
Nar. Stay, ftay that bloody purpofe;
Death has already been too bufy here,
And Heav'n difclaims fuch facrifice.
Mer. in a frighted and trembling attitude.] Who art thou?
Lur. Oh, ’tis Narbas!
Cautious conceal this chance, or ruin finds him.
Ifm. afide to the Queen.] Your vi&im is your fon——the
prince Eumenes. -
[ Merope lets fall the fword, affonifb’d and trzmb[mg.
Eum. raifing himfelf to look round.] 1 heard a wellknown
voice, now heard no longer.
Open, fad eyes, once more from the grave’s brink,
And find what feem’d——Oh! ’tis—it is—my fathcr'
Nar. afide to Eum.] Hear, and be mute. Thy fate, un-
Depends upon thy filence. . [wary youth,
Eum. Whence, oh ye Pow’rs!
Can all thefe myft’riesrife?
Mer. Oh, 'tis too much!
Andlife and I are loft. [Faints, and is fupported by Ifmene.
Ci

i
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Nar. Affift the Queen. e
Ifm. Stay your unhallow’d rites ; the Queen’sindanger.
Zur. Quit, rev’rend Priefts, your unpropitious facrifice.
) : [Exeunt Pricfs.
Follow me, guards; I will fecure your vi&tim.
Eum. Oh, father . [caufe.
Nar. to-Eum.] Shunme, and patient wait th’important
Eum. Oh, bid me ere I die but hope your pardon,
And if I leave you blefs’d *tis all my pray’r.
Nar. Nomore—the gods who lovereward thy virtue.
[ The foldiers aud Euricles go off with Eumenes.
Ifm. Kinc "leav'n reftores the Queen.
Mer. Where—whither have ye brought me?
Ifmene, what means this! why weep my virgins?
Oh, Thave kill’d him ! [ Looking wildly round her.] for 1 fee
And Iam doom’d to.painsinlifeimmortal!  [him not
Nar. Eafe your fad heart’s too apprehenfive ftartings:
Euricles lias fecur'd him, and nothing’s.known.
Mer. Stillthatkind vifionhaunts me--Art thou Narbas?
> MNar. Let my tears anfwer—In this gufh of joy—
I give you back my truft, my king Eumenes.
Mer. on her knees.] Oh, gracious Heav’n! fupport a
woman’s weaknefs, :
And what my heart yet panting fails to utter
Take from my foul's touch’d fenfe, and make my pray’e.
You aretoo great for thanks, too good for duty. [Rifes.
. Reenter EvricLEs baftily.
ZEur. Death to th’ infatiate tyrant’s thirft of infult !
“This royal fcandal to the name he fteals
Has with fome fatal purpofe feiz’d the king,
And -holds him to examine. .
Mer. Fallow. me;
Now fhall he fee what marks denote the Queen,
Whatdiff’rence’twixt the guilty andthe wrong’d. [ Going.
Nar. Madam—it muft not be.
Eur. Stay—curb this rathnefs.
Mer. Ishe not mine? is he not yours, your king ?
Eur. The moment you confefs that dang’rous truth
No god but hated Hymen faves Eumenes.
Mer. There thou hatt let in light upon my foul—.
Rather than wed this Polyphontes—
Nar. Wed him!
Wed Polyphontes &
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Eur. Him.
Nar. The world’s laft groan ]
Wrapp’d in furrounding fires had lefs amaz’d me!
Eur. >Tis with that view the people call him King.
Since he reveng’d Crefphontes’ blood they fay
He beft
Nar. He'—ev’ry curfe of death furround him!!
. He! he reveng’d !—The villain’s own damn’d train
Shed, fpilt it. I beheld them, trac’d the fiend
Thro’ all his dark difguifes—thro’ night’s eye
Saw the pale murd'rer ftalk amidft his Furjep.
His was the half-hid torch, the poftern kL, 8
That open'd to the rebels’ rage the palace.:’
In the pierc’d infant breafts of two doom’d innocents
I faw him plunge his poignard, twice receiv'd it
Deep in my own, encumber’d with my charge,
Struggling to bear the third fav'd prince to fhelter,
And track’d by my loft blood with pain efcap’d him.
Mer. When will my growing horrours reach their end?
Oh! my fix’d hate was inftin&t ! fomething fatal
Dwelt on his dreadful brow and bad me fhun him.
Blind, headlong, illdifcerning, noifedriv’n, people !
Eur. fooking out.] Soft, the tyrant comes!
Mer. ¢ Can the gods leave that poffible ’—
Narbas, be hid this moment : [ Exit Narbas..
Euricles
Fly thou—find to my mournful fon accefs,.
Comfort hisfears, but keep the fecret from him. [ Ex. Eur.
_ Enter PoLYPHONTES in nuptial robes, Erox and train.
Pil. Health%to my fov'reign late, now, fo the ftates
Decree, my wife, my fifter, and my foul !
Drefs'd is the altar, and the priefts attend—
Nay, do not turn afide and fhun your triumph :
Look, and admire the wonders of your pow’r:
The god.of Love to-day fmooths all my wrinkles,
And I am taught by joy to {mile back youth:
One care alone precedes impatient love ;
They tell me your too tender heart recoil’d,
Andloft your purpos'd vengeance—Let it be;
Beauty was meant to wound a gentler way :
Mine be the ftroke of juftice. When I viewé
- ij
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The murd’rous ftripling thro’ the grief he brought you
Plty difdains his caufe, and Fate demands him.
Mer. I find myfelf, ’tis true, too weak for vengeance :.
Wnuld I had pow'r more equal to my wrongs!
Pol. Leave it to me; ’tis a king’s right ;. I claim it.
Mer. 1 fhall confider of it.
Pol. Why ? what doubt.you?
Slackens your anger that your vengeance hefitates?
Is your fon’s mem’ry now lefs dear than.lately ? [derer—
Mer. Perifh-the will that wrongs himi{ but this mur~
"This youth—They tell me you fufpe& accomplices——
‘Were it not prudent to fufpend his fate
"Till he declares who join’d him2
Pol. What expe& you
To clear befides your fon’s known fall?
Mer. His father’s———
That was a cup of gall Oh,.confcious guilt,.
Howdumb thy voice unlook’d-for. firikes the bold !
[Afide.
Pol. after a paufe.] Well—ev’n of . that too we ourfelf
will atk him. .
Mer. Youare too bufy, Sir, in a purfuit
That lea§ admits your.quick’ning.-
Pol. Strange perplexity b
‘That what moft feeks your eafe fhould moft offend ?
But fpring it whence it may the caufe remov'd
There ends the-doubt.and pain—This wretch fhall die.
{Going:

Mer. Barbarian ! horrible, inhivman }—Sir, -
‘Why have you fought to ftartle me—I fear'd
You meant to fnatch my vi@im from my- vcngeance.
Pol. But—fhall he really die!
Mer. Die! who—hedie?
Pol. This murd'rer of your fon.
Mer. 1 go this moment,
And will alone examine him.
Pol. Stay Madam.
This new embarrafiment of mingled pains,
This tendernefs in rage, thefe hopes, fears, ftartings;.
This art to colour fome illhid diftrefs,
‘That cafts confufion o’er your troubled foul,
Half fentences broke fhort, looks fill’d with horrour,
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Are Nature’s thin difguife to cover danger:
Something you will not tell alarms my caution,.
And bids my fummon’d fear take place of love.
In ent’ring here I had a glimpfe but now
Of an.old man who feem’d to {hun my prefence :
Why is he fled ? who was he?
Mer. Scarce yet call’d
A king—and fee, already fill'd with jealoufies!
Pol. Be kindand bear your part then---burthens fhar'd’
Prefs light the eas’d fuftainers. Come, your hand.
~ Mer. A moment fince you talk’d but of revenge,
Now ’tis again all love—Away, keep feparate
Two paffions nature never yet faw join’d. -
Pol. Let it be fo then; death fhall ftraight remove
That obftacle, and one wifh remains:
Followat leifure you while I prepare. .
[ Exeunt Polyphontes, Erox, and train.
Mer.. A& for me now, and.fave me, great Alcides!
To pow’r like thine all things are poffible,
And grief opprefs’d.on earth finds friends in heav'n:
Then when the wo-funk heart is tir'd with care,
And ev'ry human profpe& bids defpair,
Break but one gleam of hieav'nly comfort in-
And a new race of triumphs thence begin.
[ Exit with Attendants..

JACT 1V..
Sceng, the caftle of Polyphontes:.
Enter PoLypHORTES and Exox.

. PoLYPHONTES. o

Se has her views,.I mine—1I fhould have fear’d
Somie hint's officious reach had touch'd her ear;
I'thould have dreamt her eyes had catch’d fome glanee-
To guide difcov’ry down the dark abyfs .
Where-my clofe crime lies veil’d in dumb obfcurity,.
But that I know fhe isa woman, Erox,. .
And born to be capricious..

Erox, Pride not diftafte.
Holds out her heart againft you.



52 ° MEROPE. AsIP.
Pol. Lether keepit;
My hope is humbler Erox ; *tis her hand
I feek : hearts are girls’ gifts to {choolboy lovers.
Now let her fplcen ftart wild ; when time ferves aptly
Means fhall be found to curb it Thou art come
From founding this fierce captive fon of wonder;
‘What have thy thoughts concluded ?
Erox. "T'is not he ;
No race of Hercules need there alarm you :
This but fome rural brave of fimple nurture,
Void of ambition’s flame ; bold, blunt, and honeft,.
Fearlefs of menace, tafielefs of reward,
And wanting ev’n the with to dare for pow’r.
He cannot be Eumenes.
Pol. Who then is he?
Erox. He fays he is a fhepherd’s fon ; what more
He will not be provok'd nor brib’d to tell.
Firm without fiercenefs, without weaknefs gentle,
Open as daylight, yet as dumb as death: ‘
Spite of my prejudice he forc’d my praife,.
And hatred muit admire him. .
Pol. Praifc him on.
Be what or whom he may ’tis fit he die.
The people, who conclude his punithment
Inflied for Eumenes’ fancy’d murder,
Will dream that race extin&, and cleave to me ;.
So danger comes lefs near, nor fhakes my throne.
What haft thou learn’d of that conceal’d prefumer
Who, when the arm of Merope was rais’d,
Reftrain’d it with fome pow’r that touch’d her fou}?
Erox.The young mancall’d him father. Chance, it{feems,
In that nice moment brought him to.his view :
He mov’d the Queen’s compaffion for his fon,
Fled like a wanton from the good man’s care, -
Who in his fearch came forrowing on from Elis.
Pol. I cannot truft this tale : thou grow’ft too credulous:.
Myfterious caution hangs too thick a veil
O’er all their late proceedings. That old man
Left the Queen’s prefence ftarting at my entrance..
Why was he hid ifP a young rufticﬁ’s father?
Why fhould my coming fright him ? He has heard
Since then his {on’s redoubled danger dwells
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But in my menace; yet he comes not ncar mé.
I'had ere now beheld him at my feet
Had his heart trembled with a father's terrours.
Erox. See, Sir, be’s free; and mark, the Queen, how
Pol. 1 note it, and determine. [near—
Now, my fifter
Enter MeroPE, IsmeEne, EvricLes, EuMENES, and
Guards. -
Mer. You fee, Sir, I dare know and ufe my rights.
How had your will prefum’d to feize my viétim ?
Am I but Queen of thadows, that my vengcance
Muft move as you dire& it ? .
Pol. Nobly urg’d! .
The vi&im is your right, requires your hand ;
Mine had defac’d your vengeance—I affum’d
Pretence to aid it but to fire your languor.
Take courage; I refign him ; with his blood
Wath this relu&ant faintnefs from your heart,
And give it warmth to meet me at the altar.
Mer. Horrid and impious hope!
Pol. Looks Love fo frightful 2
Eum. to Pol.] Who taught thee to aflociate love with
What right has Cupid to a captive’s blood?  [cruelty ?
Yet mifprefume not that I court thy pity ;
He has too poor a view from life to prize it
‘Whofe death can only ferve to fhorten pain.
But I am told thou call'ft thyfelf a king ;
Know if thou art one that the poor have rights,
And pow’r in all its pride is lefs than juftice.
1am a ftranger, innocent and friendlefs,
And that prote&ion which thou ow’ft to all
Isdoubly due to me for I’m unhappy.
Pol. Prote&ion is for worth ; guilt calls for vengeance.
Eum. And what does wrong’s licentious infult call for ?
In my own juft defence I kill’'d a robber;
Law call’d it murder, and the Queen condemn’d me::
* Queensmay miftake; ev’ngods who love grow partial.””
I can forgive th’ injuftice of a mother,
And could have blefs’'d her hand beneath the blow:
* Nature has weaknefles that err to virtue:”’
But what haft thou to do with mothers’ vengeance?
Law that fhocks equity is reafon’s murder.

.
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Pol, So young, fo wretched, and fo arrogant !
Methinks the pride of an Alcides’ blood -
Could fcarce have {well’d a {oul to loftier boldnefs.
Mer. Pity prefumptuous heat ; ’tis youth’s prerogative,
Pol, Mean -while, how happy fuch unpolifth’d plainnefs
To move defence from art fo {kill’d as your’s!
Your fon fure lives.
Mer. Lives! and fhall live: I truft him to the gods:
They can, they did, they will, protet him.
Pol. What cannot woman’s pity ? None who marks
The willing pardon your foft looks enfure him
Can charge your heart with cruelty.
Mer. My looks
Perhaps hint meanings prudence fhould decline
To lend too loud a tongue to—but there are
Whofe heart fpeaks nothing, yet tells all my a&tions.
Pol. Mark'if I{peak not now my heart'strue language.
“Traitor, receive thy doom [ Drawing bis fword.
DMer. interpgfing. ] Strike here, here, murd’rer!
Menagce my breaft, not his.
Pol. Whofe heart fpeaks now ?
+ Eum. Now, ye immortals! not to die were not
To triumph To be pity’d her¢, fa pity'd,
By fuch a queen as Merope! "Tis glory
That ev'ry pow’r beneath a god might envy! ,
Pol. If you would have him live confefs, who is he’
Mer. He is
Eur. to Ifm.] ¢ Oh! we areloft !
Ifm. « All, allis hopelefs.” .
Pol. If he has right in you be fwift to own him,
Or lofe him- by your filence. [O_ﬂ'er: to kill Eumenes.
- Mer, Stay—he is—
- Pol. Who? what ?—Say qulckly-—
AMer. He is my fon Eumenes.
Pol. _/lartmgandqf de. ] T'isas I fear’d, and al my{chemes
are air. - (Stands penfively fix'd.
Eum. Heav'ns—did I hear that rightly?
Mer. embracing him.] Thou art,my fon:
Loud iu the face of men and ears of gods
Crefphontes was thy father: I atteft 1t, -
I tell it to the winds, proclaim it, boatt it !—
Hear it, thou foul of murder—I have found him,

Andif I lofe him now whole Heav’n fhall curfe thee.
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Eum. I cannot comprehend it—yet T kncel
To thank you but for deigning to deceive me :
“Blefs'd is his fate who dies in fuch a dream !
Mer. One way thou art deceiv’d—the mother's love
Forgets the monarch’s danger—Polyphontes—
Pdl, flarting.] Go on—I meditated—but fpeak Madam,
Mer. Thou now haft wrung from my affrighted heart
The fecret that opprefs'd it. Thou behold'ft
Thy king diftrefs'd before thee---Sigh if thou cantt,
Sigh for the fon, prince, mother, fame, and nature.

Pol. How to refolve will afk fome needful paufe--+
Mean-while it fhakes my faith to truft your ftory:

You hear the young man’s honefly difclaims
This greatnefs you would lend him.

Eum. Modeft {enfe
Of iny unequal worth compell’d fome doubting,

But now *t1s truth conteftlefs. Royal tears
Flow not for pity'd falfehood, and they prove it.

Mer. Tears touch not heartsof flint, and I will fpare *em.
Did your pride [ Kneels.] hear me---for your pity cannot,
See me an humble fuppliant at your feet,

Now firft confefling I can fear your anger:
This fhould beyond all proof of tears convince yon
That Merope ’s his mother---Still you frown :
I forget :
My own long forrows, all my wrongs and infults,
_ Smile to the future, and abfolve the paft---
Let him but breathe---to reign were to be wretched.
Cruel! you anfwer nothing---Look lefs dreadful---
Eafe my diftracted foul, and fpeak fome comfort. )

Eum. Oh Madam! quit that pofture---My proud heart

Afpires to keep the glory you have lent it.

If I indeed was born to call you mother,
.Why do I fee and hear you not a queen? [ Raifes her.
Nor think my foul too haughty---No diftrefs

Abfolves dejeétion : 't is the brave’s prerogative

To feel without complaining.

“ Now—ftrike, tyrant— _

“ Courage reftrain’'d from aét takes pride to fuffer.”

Pol. to Merope.] *Tis well. T have with jult attention
And in impartial filence weigh’d it all. [heard,
Your forrow claims fome right to call for mine,
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And his high fpirit charms me. T take him
[ Takes Eumenes by the bam(;
Into my heedful care, remit his fentence,
And if found your’s adopt him as my fon.
Lum. Your’s! faid you?—your’s!
Mer. Be patient, good Eumenes.
Pol. You know his deftiny, you know what price
I rate his life at: fmile and meet my wifhes;
For may the gods conjointly curfe my reign
If he furvives refufal of my pray’r!
Bethink you. In an hour I fhall expe& you,
Where at the altar to th’ attefling pow'rs *
You may proclaim your choice. That moment makes him
My vi&im or my fon. T'll then farewell.
Mer. You cannot be fo cruel—Leave him with me:
To fee him might perfuade me.
Pol. See him there,
See him in Hymen’ sTemple Erox attendhim. [.Exn‘ Poly.
Eum. Oh Queen! oh mother!
If I already dare aflume a right
To call you by that dear that awful name,
Think nothing that may mifbecome your glory,
Do nothing that may mix contempt with mine.
Ileave you to the care of Heav'n and die.
Lead me to the tyrant. [ Exeunt Eum. and Erox.
Mer. Fly, follow, Euricles ; hold thy kind eye
Fix'd to this tyrant’s motions: fain would I dream
He threatens but to fright me. .
Eur. * Willing hope
¢ So flatters to deceive you: too, too furc
¢ His purpofe: ev’n by nature ftern and bloody,
¢ How more when pow’r and fafcty prompt his cruelty "
[ Exit Euricles.
Mer. Find thy good father, hafte, Ifmene, call him;
" Tell him diftrefs grows headftrong, and my foul
Sickens for want of counfel.
Ifm. afide.] ¢ What a blindnefs
¢¢ Is thirft of human grandeur! give me, gods!
¢ A cottage and concealment. Save the Queen,
¢¢ And from the curfe of courts remotely place me.’
[Exxt Ifm.
Mer. alone.] No, there is none, no ruler of the ftars
Regardful of my miferies

4
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Oh my beloved fon! my eyes have loft thee ever;
% fhall no - more fnatch comfort from thy hopes,
+Or wonder at thy fweetnefs.”
Why have the deities permitted this?
‘Why have they fported with a mortal’s mind,
Unpitying its diftraction? fent him to me
Fiom a far diftant land—fent him, for what ?
To glut the murd’rer’s fword who kill’d his father.
Yet you are juft, ye gods!—Amazing darknefs
Dwells o’er the eternal will, and hides all caufe.
I muft not dare to tax almighty pow’r
For what I {uffer from it. Let it but pay me
With that curs’d tyrant’s punithment attain'd,
Let me but fee myfelf depriv’d of him—
See him expell’d from light, from earth, from name,
Deep as the-cheerlefs void below can plunge him, [fice..
And I will kneel [ Kneeling.] a wretch, and thank your ju-
Enter IsMeENE and NarBas.
~ Nar.Oh Queen! auguftin woes! what wrongsare your’s!
Mer. rifing.] Yes, Narbas, I have facrific’d my fon—
Have giv’n him up te death—have madly ewn’d him.
What mether who beheld her fon as 1did,
Doom’d and endanger'd, could have then kept filence?
Nar. Gen’rous purpofe! glorioufly you err’d,
And fell, but from a heig;ht ’t was fame to reach.
Dry up your tears, and fummon all your foul;
Time preffes, and a moment loft is fate. [ Shouts beard.
{fm. looking out.] Uproar and criés without, in rifing
Heard from the city, reach the palace walls, [wildnefs
Sure fign of new confufion.. -
-Nar. 1 faw the tyrant meet th’ expetting. Pricfts,
Attended notin Hymeneal robes,
But veftments fuch as facrifice demands,
And pomp of bloody rites at dreadful altars:
To thefe his hand confign’d the vi&tim led,
Aad deaf’ning fhouts receiv’d him—From the traia
Of prieftly horrours this way mov’d their chiefs,
Follow’d by loud licentious burfts of joy,
Amid th’ enormous fwell of whofe coarfe roar
All I diftinétly heard was Polyphontes.
Mer. Where are my guards arm’d for my vengeance?
Call ’em. : b

-~
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Enterthree Dricfls. -
What, are you here already #—Out of my fight
Ye fanctify’d deceits! you whofe bold arts
Rule rulers, and compel ev’n kings to awe—
Begone, fly, vanifh!
Ye mouths of mercy and ye hands of blood !
Chief Pr. Sorrows and wrongs claim privilege to rail,
And Heav’n’s affronted vot’ries muft forgive.
Mer. Cool in your cruelty !—¢ Religicn’s veil
¢ Tl cloaks rebellion’s licenfe.”” Death was your errand;
‘Why talk you of forgivenefs 2—'tis not your’s.
Chief Pr. Not in death’s caufe we come, But Heav'n’s
If vows were plighted twixt the king and you [andlove 5.
No pow’r on earth diflolves ’em.
Mer. Falfe as hell !
He knows I heard his hated vows with horrour;
Slight infolence—T'o this illfounded charge
Silence and fcorn fhall anfwer. [Turnmg awa;.
Chief Pr. Gracious Sov’reign,
Sufpend your anger ; ’tis unjuitly rais’'d ; .
Enlighten and command us. Found too eafy
In one wrong’d faith we twice perhaps have err'd,
Alike deceiv’d in both—Unbend that brow,
And deign to teach our doubt what name to give
This ftranger, this young captive, to the king.
Mer. Give him the name you dare to mifapply,
. Call him your King—my fon—my loft Eumenes. .
Chief Pr. Hear that, prophetick foul!'—High Heav'n!
In dread this great difcov'ry comes too late: [Itremble,
The fhouting people crowd the waiting “altar,
And erring in their zeal mifhail the day.
What can be fhall be try’d to crofs his doom.
They fhall be taught with bold advent’rous fpeed
To fave their-fov'reign’s right---And hence, rath Quees,
Learn due repentance, and no more let loofe
Therageofwrongsagainft thetonguesof gods.[ Ex. Prigfts.
Mer. This folemn fharpnefs of deferv’d reproach
Struck my too confcious guilt with infelt awes
~ I have been warm too foon and juit too late.
What tho’ Religion’s guardians taint her tide,
Pure is the fountain tho’ the ftream frows wide:
‘T'oo oft” her erring guides her caufe betray,
Yet rage grows impious when it bars her way.,  Exeunk
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ACTV.
ScENE, a prifen.

Enter EumeNes, NarBas, and Euricres.

EumeNes. |
Tax X, think upon your danger; fly, lov’d father!
Fly from the tyrant’s pow’r, and leave me to my fate.
Nar. All fenfe of my own danger loft in your’s
I threw myfelf regardicfs at his feet : .
Full of the fatal fubjcét I began,
Uacautious in my tran{port. Starting confcience
Fled from the face of truth.- He fhunn’d to hear,
Broke fhort, reply’d ’t was well, gave me permiffion,
Nay, full of feceming zeal, enjoin’d ry coming
Bad me go pay my lait fhort debt of counfel,
And try to bend your heart to meet his will.
Zur. He added that his Queen—he call’d her his—
-Tbluth to name her fuch, but fo he charg’d me :
Since, he faid, in pity but for you
Yields a reluctant hand to clofe with his,
"Tis time her fon, whofc life the holds {o dear,
Aids his own int’reft and confirms her fafety.
—The reft he paus'd and thought, but held it in,
Frown’d a difdainful nod, and bad us leave him.
Eum. Slowly awaking from my dream.of wonders.
I feem veborn to fome new world unknown,
Where ev'ry thing I mect with fhocks my foul,
-*—You talk of dying, whilft I yet half doubt
“ Whether exitting now I really live!”
If T am truly the loft wretch I feem,
If in Mycene now enclos’d I find -
Queen Merope my mother---King Crefphontes
My father, murder'd---his fear'd murd'rer crown'd
With his {tol'n diadem, and in it daring :
Offer his widow’d Quecn a hand ftain'd frightful
In her firft hufband's blood—All this to me
Seems, while I drink in heav'n’s fair light, and view
Yo’ manfions of the gods, who govern man—
lueredible ! aftonifhing !—and horrid !
Di
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Eur. *Tis horrible indeed! too dark for thought ! ‘
—But reafon’s line wants depth to found Heav'n’s will,

Nar. Deign, my devoted prince ! my king! my fon?"
Suffer me ftill to ufe that long-lov’d name— ‘
Deign but to live---Time, chance, and fortune’s changes, |
May vindicate your glory---Since the tyrant
Tempts to betray reward him with his own:

Deceive deceivers and deceit grows virtue.

Lum. This in thy forefts, Elis! had I beard, )
Ev'n there I fhou’d have bluth’d to hear from Narbas!:
But as I am---No more
Kind was your motives!--Pitying my diftrefs
You but forget my duty.

Nar. Happy forefts!

‘Wou’d ye were onrs once more ! there Peacedwelt with us,.
There Safety flept upon unguarded hills,
And ev’ry tree’s {oft fhadow cover’d Anguifh.

Eur. < Soft! behold! the tyrant comes!”

Enter PoLYPHONTES, fpeaking to the foregoing.

Pol. Retire, and wait without. [Exeunt Eur.and Nar.
And thou, rath youth!

‘Whofe unexperienc’d years and gen’rous plainnefs.

Fill me with all the pity due to weaknefs,

For the laft time I come to bring thee pow’r..

Leave to my toil to.fmooth thy future paths,

And root out fa&tion’s thorns, whiclitrouble empire..
—When I am dead, as age admits fhort fay,

Thou and my Merope will reign at eafe,

And thank my painful cares, and love my memory.
—Why art thou dumb ?---Paufe on---I read thee rightly.
Thou haft, I know, a kind of ftubborn pride

Call’d courage---and miftak’ft it for a virtue:-

~—Tis virtue when prefumption drives it.not,.

But fuffers thought to guide it.

Eam. Guiding thought
Has held me patient long—Now an{wer me,.

Am I Mycene’s monarch? '

Pol. For thy birth, .

Be it as truth, or trick, or chance, conclude ity
If from fome low fome namelefs ftock deriv'd,
Be humble and advis'd~—and rife to greatnefss.
If happier offspring caft thee for a king
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Make thylelf worthy of the crown I mean thee.
——"Tis but to wait me to the marriage altar,
Where Love, and Mcrope, and Peace, attend:
There to the gods and me (Mycene's guardians)
Swear homage, and devote thy faithful fword.
That done fports, joys, and fafety, crown thy youth,
And in thy riper years expe& the diadem.
——Determine
Eum, *Tis determin’d.
Pol, Tell me how?
Eum. Why am I left unfree to chufe—yet prefs'd
To tell thee :uy decifion?---The compell’d
To yield difgrace confent, and make faith doubtful.
——1I am a captive: he who holds not freedom
Has not his will his own, and chufes nothing.
Pol, Fierce amid mifery ! thou at once art brave,
And infolent, and wretched!---but beware,
Nor truft too far my pity of thy poornefs.
I give thee yet fome moineats to refolve:
-Igo before thee ; but my guards attend
To bring thee to the altar. Come dctermin’d
To fivear, and hope my crown and live my fon,
Or dica {lave unown’d, and lofe thy name. [ 7s going.
Eum. calling after him.] Thou goeft.then?
Pol. flopping.]. To expetthec..
Eum. I will come,
Andwith me (tremble to be told it) comes
The god that rais’d my race to root out tyrants.
Soon fhall the throne thou ftol’ft no more be thine ;
Horrour and penitence thall pale thofe eyes
Whofe daring infolence now frown on virtue ;
Mcnace and infult then fhall quit thy voice,
And groaning anguifh grind it—What the gods
Reftrain my hand from reaching happier fons
Of my immortal fire fhall rife to execute,
And hurl thee from a pow’r that hurts mankind.
Pol. Here Narbas! Euricles! You may return.
Enter Narsas and EuricLEs.
Ileave him to your leffons. Too, too deeply
He feels their paft impreffion : teach him bctter,.
Or your exaéed heads thall anfwer to me
Yor ev’ry wallknown help T owe your hatred.
‘ . D 1j




42 MEROME. Aa K.

—Narbas, thy age I think might beft be trufted :
Experience lays his dangers open to thee:
Thou as thou lov’ft advife him—Whether born
"T'he fon of Merope or thine no matter.
I muft adopt him mine——or death demands him.
[Exit Po{mbm.
Eum. Where did this illinftru&ted tyraat learn
To threaten for perfuafion *—1I fufpeét
He does not feem to doubt, but doubts indeed,
I fhare no blood of Hercules He’s gone,
_And call’d me to his altar: Let us follow. -
Nar. Stay—whither wou’d fuch fatal rathnefs lead you?
Eur.The Queen has friends, howe’er too weak, too few,.
‘Who dare defend her caufe. Give us but time
"T'o weigh and to refolve, and thefe fhall aid you.
Eum. No—in an hour fo black fo dire as this.
f I muft fall I will—I go—to try.
I tatk but my own heart and Heav’n to aid me.
What god forfakes the friendlefs? ,
[ Going out, meets Merope and Ifmenp. -

Mer. Stay my fon
Th’ ufurper fends me to thee—Reft unheard
 His errand ; but my own requires thy ear.
It has perhaps been told thee that the woman. -
Conquers the queen.
—Let no light eredit of a guilt fo fhameful
Infult the daughter, mother, wife—ah me !

And widow—of a king Yet I muit go,.
Muft at the altar lend my trembling hand,
And feem oh Heav'n! -

Eum. Oh Madam! {o to feem
Were {o to be. Can folemn vows at altars
Leave room for art’s evafions? ¢ See me fooner
¢ Tinging the {potted fone with gufhing blood,
¢ And my torn breaft th’ unfeeming facrifice.
Mer. < So look’d, fo fpoke——fo fometimes frown’dy
¢ Full of thy godlike father copy too [ Crefphontes.
¢¢ The confidence he lent me. He had fcorn’d
“ To doubt me for a moment lefs than Merope.
Eum. ¢« If I was guilty think””
Mer. No more Time prefles;
Hear my refolving will, and curb thy own.
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Th’ ufurper of thy throne no fooner joins
My hand’s fuppos’d confent than at the altas
He fwears in all the pomp of prieftly witnefs
To fre€ thee from. thy chains—and.from that hour
Confirm fucceffion thine. . :
- Eum. Think atwhat price comes empire bought fodear?:
Rather than fee you wed this - )
Mer. Rafh again !

Bound by an oath fo witnefs’d by the gods
Andall Mycene’s priefts—and all her peers—
He dares not break it, and thou liv’ft to reign:
For me who have thenceforth no call for life.
Ifeek thy father in the glooms below..
. Eum. No more.

~It fhall not be—See, my repugnant foul
Shrinks from th’ abhorr’d conception : the felt god;.
The god glows in me, {wells againft control,.
And ev’ry {pringy nerve is aftive fire} .
Come on, friends! father! mother !—truft my firmnefs
Sec if I bear a heart that brooks this wrong,
That poorly pants for a bafe hour of life---

And let a woman’s blood outdare a king’s. [ Going..
Mer. Oh ftay ! return~—call; ftop him.
Eur. Sir! ,
Nar. Prince?
Mer. Son!
Lum. returning.] Look out; fee yonder; view my fa-
ther’s tomb. :
Know you his voice? are you a queen?
Come, liften
Thear him---Hark ! my king, my father, calls!
Mer. Methinks the god

He talk’d of fwells indeed his wid’ning foul,
Lifts him above himfelf--.above mankind.

Eum. Come---let me lead you to the altar’s foot :
There hear, there fee---there dwells th’ Eternal’s eye't

Mer. Ah, what is thy defign!

Eum. To die---tolive. ,
Friends!---in this warm embrace divide my foul.

[ To Narbas, who prefes bim tenderly.

--~Weep not my Narbas: :
No blufh for deeds unworthy your inftruions
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Shall ftain remembrance of the care I coft you.

Stay thou, that this good Lord returning from me

May find thee, and impart a rip’ning hope

Wheréon your ceuncil may direét and fave. .

On to the work of fate---it calls me hence---

I hear it and obey. [ Exeunt Eum, Mer. and Eur.
Nar. Away---I wou’d not fee thee fhare my forrow.
{fm. Oh, ’twere too poor a wifh. Heav’n knowsIfeek

No thare---Ilong for pow’r to bear it all. .
Nar. Thou art too good for courts---where ruin preys

On innocence, and nought but guile is fafe. -

---What are thy thoughts of this loft prince’s virtues?-
Ifm. T am unfkill’d in men, and moft in kings;

But fure if ever beauty dwelt in form,

Courage in gentlenefs, or truth in grandeur,

All thofe adorn’d perfeétions meet in him. ’ <
Nar.Yect fee how Heav’n, that gave him all thefeclaims

Forgets ’em, and refigns him---Let that teach thee

‘When foon, as foon they will, thy fplendours fall,.

Thou lofeft nothing but a right to woes.

Ifin. Shou’d the Queen,

Bcf{of her fex, (L

Leave this loud ftage of pain, and reft in death,.

Oh, teach my willing feet to find fome gloom

Dark as my profpe&s, deep enclos'd for fafety,

And filent as the brow of midnight fleep !

Nar. Yes, we will go, my fweet Ifmene! go

Where Sorrow’s fharpett eye fhall fail to find us;

Where we may mix with men ivho ne’er deceiv’d,.

And women born to be the charms they lock.

—There is a place, which my Eumeneslov’d

Till youth’s fond hope of glory dafh’d his peace,

‘Where nature, plainly noble, knows-no pemp,

And virtue moves no envy. . [ Shaowts.

—Hark! that cry '

. Bodes horrour—’t is the fignal of fome fate.

—Liften: again
Ijim. Again I hear and tremble.
Who knows but now the Queen’s too direful deed.

- Has ended all her mis’ries!

Nar. No more thefe eyes fhall find thee, fated king!
Crefphontes and his race are all'no more. '

[ Shouts.
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Ifm.ata window.] Hence from the temple to the palace
The fcatt’ring crowd runs wide a thoufand ways, [gate
All bufy’d without view—all driv’n by terrour.

Enter EuricLEs bloody.
Nar. Breathlefs and bleeding, fce! who comes!—oh
Euricles!

Eur. ScarcehadIftrength, wedg’dinby ¢roffing crowds,
To ftem yon’ breathing torrent—Give me reft.

Nar. Eumenes—does he live? .

-Eur. He is—the fon confefs’d of Grecian gods.

Nar. What, has he {uffer’d?

Eur. Nothing---but has done---

Beyond example’s boaft---Oh! fuch adecd !
So terrible! fo juft!---fo fill’d with wonders!
That half Alcides’ labours fcarce were more.

Nar. And flrall he be a king?

Eur. He is.

Nar. And Merope,

Great mirror of afflition—lives fhe too?
How was.it?---fay—-my joys will grow too ftrong !

Eur. The altar, ftrew’d with flow’rs, wasready drefs'd,
The fmoking incenfe rofe in fragrant curls, .
And Hymen’s lambent torches flam’d ferene,

Silence and: expeQation’s dreadful ftillnefs

Doubled the folemn horrour of the fcene! -
—There Polyphontes ftoed, and at his fide,.

Dumb as a deftin’d vi&im, ftood the Queen.

Qur prince’s fummon’d hand had touch’d the altar,
His eye fought Heav’p, as if prepar’d to {wear:

The tyrant fmil’d---when ftraight the prieft look’d pale,
The lights extinguifh’d, and the temple’s roof,
Shook by defcending thunder, feem’d to bow!

The god ! the god ! the rev'rend farter cry’d,
Forbids thefe baneful nuptials---Yes, I hear him,
The dreadful prince reply’d; and at that word

i«capt from the altar to the tyrant’s breaft,

And plung’d the facred axe of facrifice,

Snatch’d like a lightning’s flath, and reacl'd his life.
--He fell---and o’er him while with pendent eye
Th’ indignant hero hung with arm new-rais’d
Bafefrom behind pale Erox. pierc’d his fide.
w---Red in his mingled-blaod and rifing angec
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He heard the crowd’s proteétive cry---turn’d fhort,

And bury'd in his brow the rapid fteel;

Then to the altar’s height fublimely fprung,

Stood monarch allconfefs’d, and wav’d the throng!

Come, let me guide you to this work of Heav'n;

Hatfte, and partake it----- flyaane-- .
Nar. Oh, happy day----- - [ Exeunt. -

ScENE, the temple of Hymen.

Evwmenes difeovered on the altar with the axe of facrifice in his
hand ; MEROPE knecling, Priefls, Attendants, and Guards.
Trampets and [bouts heard, i
MMer. Now, now, ye gods! my pray’rs are heard.

[ A loud clap of thunder.

Eym. Hark Madam, Heav’napproves ! th’ attentivegods
Hecar hearts, and make voice needlefs---¢¢ Doubt not then
¢¢ They are the good mind’s guardians---my deliverance
¢¢ Proves how they lov’d your Virtue;" in your fafety
I feel the blefling perfect-----May I live
In deeds, not words, to thank the good they gave.

Mer. Deeds, words, and thoughts, are theirs---
Heav’n claims us all. [and with him

Eum.tothepeople. ]« Hear me, my people! take your king,
« Heav’n’s beft gift, your liberty--- Haughtier monarchs
*¢ Place greatnefs in oppreflion ; let my throne
* Find fafety but in faving---- -

« Pride is too apt to harden profp’rous pow’r,

 But he whofe youth is chaften’d by diftrefs

¢« Makes fubjeéts happy and himfelf ador'd.”

EnterNarsas,EvricLes,andIsmeNE, all fpeaking Eneeling.

Flail! and be ever blefs’d, oh King! oh Queen!

Mer. Rife---and lament no more, ye happy friends
Of virtue and of Heav'n-----fee what the gods - .
Have done---to thame fufpicion into faith!

Oh! never let the innocent defpair:

The hand that made can fave,and beft knowswhen.[ To Eum.

------ Son of Alcides!------for what heart but his,

Nourifh'd in mifery, by wants obftruted,

Ere fprung like thine at youth’s firft fhoot to glory,.

Trod on a tyrant, and redeem’d a people?

Lum. "Tis but the low, the laft, the lighteft, duty
Of a king’s hand to dare: ’tic.his to fave; -
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To think, to hear, to.labour, to difcern,

To form, to remedy------ to be but one,

Yet aét, and love, and fear, and feel----- for all,

---Oh Madam! I am your's *midft all thefe claims:

Be thofe my glory’s, this my duty’s care,

Toadd my royal father’s love to mine,

And with a doubled rev’rence feek your comfort.
---Narbas! what pow'r can language lend my love

To paint the joy thy fenfe of pleafure gives me,

'Thou {ource,and foul, and author, of my virtues?
Sufpend we thoughts thus tender---Let us now
Summon Mycene’s chiefs and calm her people. [ To Mer,
Come Madam! he who reigns but climbs to care,

Tho’ fafe his throne he finds no foftnefs there ;
Dangers, and doubts, and toils, each moment feize,
Hang on his bus'nefs and perplex his eafe :

Bright but by pomp of wo kings fhine in vain,

Envy'd for anguifh and adorn’d for pain. [ Excunt.




EPILOGUE.

I' M glad with all mybeart I ave feap’d my wedding——
Glad! cry the maids--« Heav'n keep fuch joy from [preading !
Marriage (poor things ! ) don’t move their bearts fo coldly;
*Tis a dark leap they own~-~but Love jumps boldly—mmm—m
Fair fall tb’ aduvent’rers ; I’m no bufband bater,
Only be warn’d by me, and wed no traitor::
Pain-bunting murm’rer ! born to growl and grumb?e,
N king can pleafe bim——and no wife can bumble ;
Sick to the foul, be Heao'n bis kind phyfician!
Earth's ablefl drugs.are loft upon ambition ¢
Al Warwick-lane falls fbort——and to my knowledge
No cure is bop’d for in our female college.
Shun plotting beads, dear ladies !~ -<all mifcarries
When one swbo bums and baws at midnight marries.
Better plain doronright dunce--<ne dream purfuing,
One that means bluntly—-and knows what be's doing ;
Not bim whofe factious mind outfoaring pleafure
Is flill moft bufy when bis wife's at leifure.
Better a fportfman found of wind and beartymmm—
Better Sir Sot~~than fpoufe dry drunk with party:
A bunting bufband ballows-=-and you bear bim-—
A drunken deary faggers-—and you flecr bim—
Each cenfeious of bis wife takes tare to make ber
One way or other—-an indulg’d partaker.
But your fage, faturnine, ambitious, lover
Keeps no one fecret woman wou'd difeover :
Stranger at bome, be firolls abroad for bleffing,
And bolds whate'er be bas net worth poffefing:
Freedom, and mirth, and bealth, and joy---defpifes,
And feorns all refl=—be fo profoundly wife is !
At length, thank Heav'n; be dies ; hind wapours firike bim,
And leaves bebind—ten thoufand madinen like him.

From the APOLLO PRESS,
by the MARTINS,
Aprll 13. 1782,

THE END,
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PROL OOG U E

Written by Mr GArricx, and fpoken by him in the
Charater of a Country Boy. .

Meafter ! Meafler !
IS not my meafler here among you, pray ?
Nay, fpeak—my meafler awrote this fine new play—m—e.
The altor folks are mab'rg Such a.clatter!
They want the Pro-log—I know nought o* 15 matter.!:
He muft be there among you—1iook: about— -
A weezen, pale-fac’d man, do—find him out — -
Pray, meafler, come—or all will fall to fheame.
Call mifler—bold—I muf} not tell his name.
Law ! awhat acroud is here!l what noife and pother? !
Fine lads and laffes ! one o top o't other
. [Pointing to the rows of pit and galleryi .
I cow’d for ever here awith aonder geaze !
I ne’er faw church fo full in all my days '—
Your fervant, furs !l—avhat do you laugh for ? Eb! :
You donna take me fure for one o’ th’ play ? -
You fhow’d not flout an honef} country-lad— -
You think me fool, and I think you half mad: -
You're all as firange as I, and flranger too ;
And, if you laugh at-me, Dl laugh at you.  [Laughing:
I donna like your London tricksy not I, ,
And fince you vais’d my blood, 'l tell you avhy ? .
And if you awully: fimce noaw I am before ye, . -
For awant of Pro-log, Il relate my flory.
I came from country here to bry my fate, ..
And get a place among the rich and great ; -
But troth I'm fick o th journey 1 ha’ ta’en, ,
1 Jike it not—awow’d I awere whoame. again. .
Firft, in the city I took up my flation,
And got a place, with one 0 th corporation,-,
A round big man—rbe eat a plaguy deal,
Zooks ! be’d have beat five ploomen at a meal! '
But long with bine I cou’d not make abode,
Fory cow’d yon think’t ? — He eat a great fea-toad!
Jt came from Indies—tawas as big as me, , -
He calld it Belly-patch and Capapee : .
Law! bow I flar’d !—1 thought,—awho knows, but I,
Ler awant of monflers, may be made a pye ;
S az. -Rather



i PROLOGUTE

Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain,
Ll back to whoame, and country-fare again.

1 left toad-eater ; then I farv’d a lord,

And there they promis’d!—but neer kept their awordy
Hhile *mong the great, this geaming awork the trade isy
They mind no more poor [ervantsy than their ladies.

A lady nexty who li¥'d a fmart young lad,

Hir’d me forthwith—but, trothy I thought her made
She turn’d the world top down, as I may [y,
She chang’d she day to nect, the neet to day !
J flood one day awith coach, and did buz floop
- To put the foot-board dowun, and sith her hoop
She cover’d me all o’ ere——avhere are you, Lout ?
Herey, Maam, fays I, for Heaven’s fake let me out.
I avas fo fhean’d with all her freakifl ways, ’
She avore her gear fo fhort, fo low ber flays— E
Fine folks [benw all for nothing now-a-days !

Now I'm the poet’s man—1 find with wits,
There’s nothing fartain—nay, awe eat by fitss
Our meals, indeed,-are flendery—avhat of that ¥
There are but three on’s—meafler, I, and cat..
Did you but fee us all, as I'm a_finner,

You'd fearcely fay, which of the three is thinner..

My wages all depend on this night’s piece,
Bat fhou’d you find that all our fwans are geefel
Efeck Dll truff no more to meafler’s brain,
But pack up ally and whifile whvame again.

¥



ADVERTISEMENT

*6 RAGEDY, as it was anciently compofed, hath
- been ever held the graveft, moraleft, and moft
-« profitable of all other poems. Hence philofophers, and
-¢¢ other graver writers, as Cicero, Plutarch, and others,
# frequently cite out of tragic poets, both to adorn and
-¢¢ jlluftrate their difcourfe. The apoftle Paul himfelt,
-¢ thought it not unworthy to infert a verfe of a Greek
-¢¢ poet into the text of Holy Scripture.—Heretofore,
¢ men in higheft dignity have laboured, not a little, to
"¢ be thought able to compofe a tragedy. Of that bo-
“% nour, Dionyfius the elder, was no lefs ambitious, than
« before, of his attaining to the tyranny. Auguftus Ce-
% far alfo had begun his Ajax, bat, unable to pleafe his
¢ own judgment, left it unfinifhed. Seneca, the philofo-
¢ pher, is, by fome, thought the author of thofe trage-
"% dies, at leaft the beft of them, that go under that name.
s Gregory Nazianzen, a father of the church, thought
“ it not unbefeeming the fan&ity of his perfon to write a
« tragedy, which is intitled Chri# Suffering. This is
“ mentioned, to vindicate tragedy from the fmall efteem;
¢ or rather infamy, which, in the account of many, it
‘% undergoes at this day.”

So far the great Milton : who {trengthen’d thefe exama -
ples by his own. The author hath nothing more to add,
fave only, that he hath aimed to write his piece, in its .
effential parts, according to the model of ancient tragedy,
fo far as modern ideas and manners wou’d permit. And
he is fo gratefully fenfible of that favourable reception it
hath met with from the public, that, in every future at-
tempt, he will affuredly labour to merit their farther re-
.gards, by keeping in his eye the fame great originals.

A Dramatis
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XKcCT T
Enter Ornnan and a Slavé,

OTHMAN.

Stranger, fay’ft thou, that enquires of Othman
S/ave. He does,-and waits admittance,
Oth. Did he tell ’
His name and quality ?
. Slave. 'That he declin’d; R
But call’d himfelf thy friend. ]
Oth. Where didft thou fee him? )
Slave. Ev’n now, while twilight clos’d the day, Ifpy’d’
. him
Mufing amid® the ruins of yon tow’r  _
That overhangs the flood. = On my approach,
With afpe& ftern, and words of import dark,
He queftion’d me of Othman. Then the tear
Stole from-his eye. But when I talk’d of pow’r
And courtly hohours here conferr’d on thees-
His frown grew darker: All I with, he cry’d,
Is to confer with him, and then' to die. ‘
Oth. What may this mean? Condu& the ftranger'to
me. ) - [£xit Slave.
Perhaps fome worthy citizen, return’d
From voluntary exile to Algiers,-
Once known in happier days.

Enter Sapr.-

Ah, Sadi here!’

y honour’d friend !

Sa. Stand off—pollute me not. L
Thefe honeft arms,. tho’ worn with want, difdain
Thy gorgeous trappings, earn’d by foul dithonour.

Gth. - Forbear-thy rafh reproaches : for, beneath

Az : This
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This habit, which, to thy miftaken eye,
Befpeaks my guilt, I wear a heart'as true
As Sadi’s to my king.

Sa. Why then beneath
‘This curfed roof, this black ufurper’s palace, .
Dar'ft thou. to draw infe&ed air, and live
'The flave of infolence ! Why lick the duft
Beneath his feet, who laid Algiers-in ruin?

But age, which fhow’d have taught thee honeft caution;,
Has taught thee treachery !
Oth.. Miftaken man !
Cou’d paffion prompt me to licentious fpeech
Like thine——— ]

Sa. Peace, falfe one! Peace! The flave to pow’ss
Still wears a pliant tongue.—O fhame to dwell
With murder, Iuft, and rapine! did he not
Come from the depths of Barca’s-folitude,

With fair pretence of faith-and firm alliance 2°
Did not. our grateful king, with open arms, .
Receive him as his gueft? O fatal hour! ,

Did he not-then, with hot, adelt’rous eye, .
Gaze on the queen Zaphira? Yes, ’twas lnft ™
Luft gave th’ infernal whifper to his foul,

And bade him murder, if he would enjoy !

Q, complicated horrors ! hell-born treach’ry4.
‘Then fell our.country, when.good Selim dy*d !.
Yet thou, pernicious traitor, unabafh’d.

Can’ft wear the murd’rer’s badge.

Oth. Yet hear me, Sadi

Sa. What can difhonour plead 2

Oth. Yet blame not prudence.

Sa. Prudence! the ftale pretence of ev’ry knavel:
"The traitor’s ready mafk !

Oth. Yet ftill I love thee:

Yet unprovok’d by thy intemperate zeal,

Bethink thee !—might ¥ not infult thy flight

With the foul names of fear and perfidy ?

Didft thou not fly, when Barbaroila’s fword

Reek’d with the blood of thy brave countrymen 2
‘What then did I >—Beneath this hated roof, .
In pity to my widow’d queen ————

_Sa. Inpiy !, - ’ .

' - Oth
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Oth. Yes, Sadi: Heav'n is witnefs, pity fway’d me.
Sa. Words; words! difimulation all, and guilt !
9th. With honeft guile I"did enroll my name

.. In the black lift of Barbaroffa’s friends :

In kope, that fome propitious hour might rife,
When heav’n would dafh the murd’rer from his throne,
Aund give young Selint to his orphan’d people.

Sa. Indéed! can’ft thou be true ?

Oth. By heav’n, I am.

Sa. Why then diffemble thus ?

Oth. Have I not told thee ?

- T held it vain, to-ftem the tyrant’s pow’r"

By the weak-fallies of an ill-tim’d rage.

Sa. Enough : I find'thee honeft : and with pride
Will join thy counfels. This, my faithful arm,
Walfled with mifery, fhall gain new nerves
For brave refolves. Can aught, my friend, be done ?
Can aught be dar’d ¥

Oth, We groan beneath the fcourge.

This vety morn, on falfe pretence of vengeance,.
For the foul'murder of our honour’d king,
Five guiltlefs wretches perifh’d on the rack.
Our [Bng-lov’d friends; and braveft ‘citizens,.
Self-banifh’d to the defart, mourn in exile :. -
While the fell tyrant lords it o’er a crew
Of abje fycophants, the needy tools
Ofpow’t ufurp’d : and a degenerate train-
Of flaves in arms. )
Sa. O my devoted country ! i )
But fay,. the widow’d Queen—nty heart bleeds for her.
* Oth. If pain be life, fhe lives: but in fuch woe,
As want and flavery might view with pity,
And blefs"their happier lot’! Hemm'd round by terrors,
Within this cruel palace, -once the feat
Of every joy, thro’ fev’nm long tedius years,
She weeps her murder’d lord, her exil’d fon,
Her people fall*n : the murd’rer of her lord,
Returning now from conqueft o’ér the Moors,
Tempts her to marriagg : fpurr’d at once by luft;
And black ambition. But with noble firmnefs,
Surpaffing female, fhe reje@s his vows, :
Scorning the horrid union. Mean-time;, he,. .
A g With

.
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With ceafelefs hate, purfues her exil'd fon ;
And—Oh ! detefted monfter! [He aweeps..
Sa. Yet more deeds
Of cruelty ! juft Heav'n!’
Oth. His rage purfues
The virtuous youth, ev’n into foreign climes.
Ere this, perhaps, he bleeds. A murd’ring ruffian -
Is fent to watch his {teps, and plunge the dagger.
Into his guiltlefs breaft. -
Sa. Is this thy faith !
Tamely to witnefs to fuch deeds of horror !
Give me thy poignard ; lead me to the tyrant. .
‘What tho” furrounding guards
Oth. Reprefs thy fury.. -
Thou wilt alarm the palace,. wilt involve
"Thyfelf, thy friend, 1n ruin. Hafte thee hence ;-
Hafte to the remnant of our loyal fricvids,
And let maturer councils rule thy zeal..
Sa. Yet let us ne’er forget our prince’s wrongs.
Remember, Othman, (and les vengeance rife)
How in the pangs of death, and in his gore
Welt’ring, we found our prince ! The deadly dagger-
Deep in his heart was fix’d ! His royal blood,
The life-blood of his people, o’er the bath
Ran purple! O remember ! and revenge !
Oth. Doubt not my zeal. But hafte, and feek.our
friends.
Near to the weftern port Almanzor dwells,
Yet unfeduc’d by Barbaroffa’s power.
He will difclofe to thee, if aught be heard
Of Selim’s fafety, or (what more I dread)
Of Selim’s death. Thence beft may our refolves
Be drawn hereafter.  But let cauticn guide thee..
Tor in thefe walks, where tyranny and guilt
Ufurp the throne, wakeful fufpicions dwell ;
And f{quint-ey’d jealoufy, prone to pervert,
Ev’n Jooks and fmiles to treafon.
Sa. 1 obey thee, .
Near to the weftern port, thou fay’ft.
Ott. Ev’n there.
Clofe by the blafted palm-tree, where the mofque
O’crlooks the city.” Hafte thee hence, my friend.
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T would not have thee found within thefe walls.
, [ Flourifly.
And hark thefe warlike founds proclaim th’ approach
Of the proud Barbaroffd, with his train.
Begone———
Sa. May dire difeafe and peftilence
Hang o’er his fteps !—Farewell—Remember, Othman,
Thy Queen’s, thy Prince’s, and thy country’s wrong.
"[Exit Sadi.
Oth. When 1 forget them, be .contempt my lot !
Yet, for the love I bear them, I muft wrap
My deep refentments in the fpacious guife
-Of fmiles, .and fair deportment.

Enter Barsarossay; Guards, &c..

Bar. Valiant Othman,
Are thefe vile flaves impal’d 2’
Oth. My Lord, they are. .
Bur. Did not the rack-extort confeflion from them-?
Oth. They dy’d obdurate : while the melting crowd
Murmur’d out pity for their groans and anguifh.
Bar. Curfe.on their womanifh hearts ! what, pity flaves
Whém' my fupreme decree condemn’d to torture 2
Are ye not:all my:flaves, .to whom my nod
Gives life or death?’
Gth..'T'o doubt thy will'is treafon...
Bar. 1 love thee, faithful Othman : ‘bat why fits
That fadnefs on' thy brow : . For oft’ I find thee
Mufing and fad ; while joy, for my returny )
My fword vitorious, and the-Moors o’erthrown, .
Refounds through all my palace..
Oth. Mighty wasrior !
The foul, intent on offices of love,
Will oft negle& or-fcorn the weaker proof
Which fmiles or fpeech can give. .
Bar. Well: be it fo.
To guard Algiers. from anarchy’s mifrule, .
1 fway the regal fcepter. Who deferves,
Shall meet protection : and who merits not,
Shall meet my wrath in thunder.— But ’tis ftrange, .
That when, with open arms, I would receive
Young Sclim 3, wou’d reftore.the crown, which deatll; 6
eft
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Reft from his-father’s head—he fcorns my bounty,.

Shuns me with {ullen and obdurate hate,

And proudly kindles war in foreign climes,

. Againft my pow’r, who fav’d-his bleeding country.
Ot/). *Tis ftrangé, indéed ——

Bater Avapin. -

Ala. Brave Prince, I bring thee tidings-
Of high concernment to Algiers and thee.

oung Selin is no more.

Oth. Indeed !—= )

Bar. Indeed!—why that aftonithment 2"
He was our bittereft foe.

Oth. So perifh all
Thy caufelefsenemies !

Bar. What fays the ramour ? ?
How dy’d the prince, and where

Ala. The rumour tells,
That flying to Oran, he there begg’d fuccours
From Ferdinand of Spain, t’ invade Algiers. -

Bar. From Chriftian dogs !’

Oth. How ! league with infidels !’
 Ala. And there held council with the haughty Spaniard,

To conquer and dethrone thee ; but in vain :.
For in a dark encounter with two flaves,
Wherein the one fell by his dauntlefs valour,
Selim at length was flain.

Bar. Ungrateful boy.!’
Oft’ have I courted him to meet my kindnefs ;-
But ftill in vain ; he fhunn’d me like a peftilence ¢
Nor cou’d T e’er behold him, fince the down
Cover'd his manly cheek.—How miny years
Number’d he ?

Oth. 1 think, foarce thirteen, when his father dy’d,.
And, now, fome twenty. :

Bar. Othman, now for proof
Of undiffembled fervice.——Well I know,
Thy long-experienc’d faith hath plac’d thee high"
In the Queen’s confidence : The crown I wear
Yet totters.on.my head, till'marriage-rites
Have madé her mine. Othman, fhe muft be wor.-

Plead thou my caufe of love : Bid her dry, up 1
' (3%
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Her fruitlefs tears : Paint forth her long delays :
Wake all thy eloquence : Make her but mine;
And fuch unfought reward fhall crown thy zeal,,
As fhall out-foar thy wifhes,
Oth. Mighty King,
Where duty bids, I go.
Bar. Then hafte thee, Othman,
Ere yet the rumour of her fon’s deceafe,
Hath reach’d her ear ; ere yet the mournful tale
Hath whelm’d her in a new abyfs of woe,
And quench’d all foft afféction, fave for him,
Tell her, -1 come, borne on the wings of love !
Hafte—fly— I follow thee. [£xit Othmag.
Now, Aladin,- .
Now fortune bears-us to the with’d for port :
We ride fecure on her moft profp’rous billow.
This was the rock I dreaded. Doft not think
Th’ attempt was greatly daring ?
Ala. Aye ; and neceffary.
What booted it, to cut the old ferpent off;
While the young adder nefted in his place ?
Bar. True: We have conquer’d-now. Algiers is mine; .
Without a rival.  Thus great fouls afpire ;
And boldly fnatch at crowns, beyond the reach
Of coward confcience.—Yet I wonder much,
Omar returns not : ' Cmar, whom I fent
On this high' truft. I fear, ’tis he hath fall’n.
Didft thou not fay two flaves gncounter’d Selim ?*
Ala. Aye, two ; ’tis rumour’d fo.
Bar. And that one fell ?
Ala. Ev’a fo: By Selim’s-hand ; while his-companion- -
Planted his happier fteel in Selim’s heart. :
Bar. Omar, I fear is fal’n. From my right-hand !
T gave my fignet to the trufty flave :
And bade him fend it, as the certain pledge
Of Selim’s death ;- if ficknefs or captivity,
©r wayward fate, fhou’d thwart his quick return.
Ala. The rumour yet is young ; perhaps foreruns
The trufty flave’s approach. -
Bgr. We'll wait th’ event.
Mean-time give out, that now the widow’d Queen"
Hath dry’d her tears, prepar’d to crown my love

By~
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By marriage-rites : fpread wide the flatt’ring tale s - ..
For if perfuafion win- not her confent, .
Pow’r fhall compel.

Ala. It is indeed a thought
Which prudence whifpers.

Bar. Thou, brave Aladin, ,
Hatft been the firm companion of my deeds:
Soon fhall my friendfhip’s warmth reward thy faith,==:
This nighs my will devotes to feaft and joy,
For conqueft o’er the Moor. Hencé, Aladin;
And fee the night-watch clofe the palace round. _

. [E‘“‘f ‘Uad.iﬂi'

Now t6 the Queen. My heart expands with hope.
Let high ambition flourith : in Selim’s blood
Its root is ftruck : from this, the rifing ftem
Proudly fhall branch o’er Afric’s continent,
And ftretch.from fhore to fhore. _ -

Enter Inexe.

What, drown’d-in tears! Still with thy folly thwart
Each purpofe of my foul? When pleafures {pring
Beneath our feet, thou fpurn’ft the proffer’d boon, -
To dwell with forrow.—Why thefe fullen tears?
Ire. Let not thefe tears offend my father’s eye 3+
They are the tears of pity.  From the Queen-.
I come, thy fuppliant. .
Bar. On fome rude requeft, -
What would’ft-thou urge?
Ire. Thy dread return from war, o,
And proffer’d love, have open’d ev’ry wound -
The foft and lenient hand of time had clos’d.
IF ever gentle pity touch’d thy heart;
Now let it mekt ! Urge not thy harfh command
To fee her! her diftracted-foul is bent
"To mourn in folitude : - fhe afks no more. - v
Bar. She mocks my love. How many tedious year§’
Have I endur’d her coynefs? Had not war: \
And great ambition, call’d me from Algiers,
Ere this, my pow’r had reap’d what fhe denies. -
But there’s a caufe, which touches on my peace,-
JAnd bids me brook no more her falfe delays. N
dre. O, frown not thus.! - fure,. pity.ne’er deferi’d
e © A'parent’s
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A parent’s frown ! then look more kindly on me ;
Let thy confenting pity mix with mine,
Aud heal the woes of weeping majefty !
Unha ueen !
.Bqlil.)‘y V(VLhat means that gufhing tear?
Ire. Ob, never fhall Irene tafte of peace,
‘While poor Zaphira mouras !
Bar.-Is this my child?
Perverfe and ftubborn ! — Ass thou lov’ft thy peace,
Dry up thy tears. What! damp the general triumph
That echoes through -Algiers ! which now fhall pierce
"The vaulted heav’n, as foon as fame fhall fpread
Young; Selim’s death, my empire’s bitc’relt foe,
dre, O, generous Selim!
Bar. Ah! there’s more in this!
“Tell me, frene; on thy duty, tell me;
As thou doft with I would not caft thee off,
With an incenfed father’s curfes on thee,
Now tell me why, at this detefted name,
Afrefh thy forrow ftreams? ’
dre. Yes, I will tell thee,
For he is gone! and dredds thy hate no mere !
My father knows, that fcarce five moons are patt,
Since the Moors feiz*d, and-fold me at Oran,
# hopelefs captive in a foreign clime !
Bar. Too well I know, and rue the fatal day,
But what of this? :
Ire- Why fhou’d I tell, what horrors
Did then befet my foul 2—Oft have 1 told thee,
How, ’midft the throng, a youth appear’d : his eye
Bright as the morning ftar ! ’ ’
Bar. And was it Selim-?
_Did he redeem thee?
Ire. With unfparing hand
He paid th’ allotted ranfom ; and o’erbade
Av'rice and appetite. At his feet I wept,
Diffolv’d in tears of gratitude and joy.
But when I told my quality and birth,
He ftarted at the name of Barbaroffa ;
And thrice turn’d pale.  Yet, with recovery mild,
Go to Algiers, he cry’d ; prote& my mother,
And be to her, what Selim is to thegm——

15
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“Ev’n fuch, my father, was the gen’rous youth,
Who, by the hands of bloody, bloody men,
Lies number’d with the dead.

Bar. Amazement chills me!
"Was this thy unknown friend, conceal’d from me?
Falfe, faithlefs child!
Ire. Cou’d gratitude do lefs!
"He faid thy hate purfu’d. him ; thence conjur’d mey,
“Not to reveal his name.
Bar. Thou treacherous maid !
*To {toop to freedom from thy father’s foe !
Ire. Alas, my father!
"He never was thy foe.
Bar. What ! plead for Selim!

.Away. "He merited the death he found!
Oh coward ! . traitrefs to thy father’s glory!

“Thou fhoud’ft have liv’d a flave—been fold to fhanre,
-Been banifh’d to the depth of howling defarts,
Been aught but what thou art, rather than blot

.A father’s honour by a teed fo vile :—

‘Hence, from my fight.—Hence, thou unthankful childt
Beware theel fhunthe Queen : nor taint her ear
With Sel:m’s fate. “Yes, fhe fhall crown my love;

:Or, by. our prophet, fhe fhall dread my pow’r.

[Exit Barbaroffa,
“Ire. Unhappy (Leen'

"To what new {cenes of horror art thou doom’d !

O cruel father! haplefs child ! whom pity
~Compels to call him cruel! Gen’rous.Selim !

Poor injurd Q_een' who but intreats to die

In her dear father’s tents ! Thither, good Queen,

My care fhall fpeed thee, while fufpicion fleeps.

What tho’ my frowning father;pour his rage

On my defencelefs head? yet innocence

Shall yield her firm fupport ; and confcious virtue
Gild all my days. Cou’d I but fave Zaphira,

Let the ftorm beat, I'll weep and pray, till fhe
 And heav’n forget, my father e’er was.cruck [Exh

a , ACT
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. A CT 1L
) Zaruira and Female Slaves difeover’d.

ZAPHIRA,

WHEN thall T be at peace !—O, righteons heav’n,
Strengthen my fainting foul, which fain wou’d sife
To confidence in thee !—-But woes on woes
O’erwhelm me ! Firft my hofband ! now, my fon !
Both dead ! both flaughter’d by the bloody hand

Of Barbaroffa! Sweet content, farewell M

Farewell, fweet hope ! Grief is my portion here !

O dire ambition ! what infernal pow’r ,
Unchain’d thee from thy native depth of hell,

"To ftalk the earth with thy deftrutive train,

Murder and luft ! to wafte domeftic peace,

Aund ev’ry heart-felt joy !

Enter OTHMAN,

O faithful Othman !
Our fears were true ! My Selim is no more !
Oth. Has then the fatal fory reach’d thine ear ?
Inhuman tyrant !
Zaph. Strike him, heav’n, with thunder !
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy providence.
Oth. *Twas what we fear’d. Aeccufe not heav'n’s
high will,
Nor ftraggle with the ten-fold chain of fate,
That links thee to thy woes | O, rather yield,
And wait the happier hour, when innocence
weep no more.  Reft in that pleafing hope,
And yield thyfelf to heav’n.—My honour’d Quecen,
The King
Zaph. Whom ftil'ft thou King ?
- Oth. *Tis Barbaroffa.
€ means to fee thee,———
Zaph. Caurfes Blaft the tyrant !
oes he aflume the name of King ?
Oth. He does. . i
" Zaph. O tite vilely puﬁchas’d! by the blood

of
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Of innocence ! By treachery and murder !

May heav’n, incens’d, pour down its vengeanee on him ;
Blaft all his joys, and turn them into horror ;

Till phrenzy rife, and bid ‘him curfe the hour

That gave his crimes their birth ! My: fuithful Othman !
My fole furviving prop ! Canft thou devife

No fecret means, by which T may efcape

"This hated palace | With undaunted ftep

T’d roam the wafte, to reach my father’s vales

Of dear Mutija !—Can no means be found,

To fly thefe black’ning horrors that furround me ?

Oth. That hope is vain ! The tyrant knows thy hase ;
Hence, day and: night, his. watchfnl gnards furround thee,
Impenetrable as walls of adamant.
Curb then thy mighty griefs : Juftice and-truth
He mocks as fhadows : Roufe not then, his anger.
Let foft perfuafion and mild eloquence,
Redeem that Liberty, which ftern rebuke -
‘Wou’d rob thee of for ever.

Zaph. Cruel tatk !
For royalty to bow,—an injur’d queen
“T'o kneel for liberty ! And, Oh! to whom !
Ev’n to the murd’rer of her lprd and fon !
O perifh, firft, Zaphira ! Yes, 11l die ! ’
For what is life to me ! My dear, dear lord:!
My haplefs child ! Yes, I will follow ypu.

Oth. Wilt thou not fee him, then;?

. Iwill-not, Othman ;

Or, if I do, with bitter imprecation,
More keen than poifon fhot from ferpents tengues,
T’ll pour my curfes.on him !

Oth. Will Zaphira, .
Thus meanly fink in woman’s fruitlefs rage,
‘When fhe thonld wake revenge

Zaph. Revenge ! —O tell me—
Tell me but how ! what can a helplefs woman ?
~ Oth. Gain but the tyrant’s leave, and reach thy father:
Pour thy complaints before him.: Let thy wrongs
Kindle his indignation, te purfue
This vile ufurper, till unceafing war
Blaft his ill-gotten pow’r.

. Zaph
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Zaph. rifing.] Ah!—fay’f theu, Othman ?
Thy words have fhot like lightning thro’ my frame ;
And all my foul’s en fire !—Thou faithful friead !
Yes ; with more gentle fpeech I’ll footh his pride ;
Regain my freedom ! feek my father’s tents ;
There paint my countlefs woes. His kindling rage
Shall wake the vallies into honeft vengeance :
The {fudden ftorm fhall pour on Barbaroffa ;
And ev’ry glowing warrior fteep his fhaft
1n deadlier poifon, to revenge my wrongs.
Oth. There fpoke the Queen. Dut as thou lov'ft thy
freedom
Touch not on Selim’s fate. Thy foul will kindle,
And paffion meunt in flames that will confume thee. °
Zaph. My murder’d fon !—Yes, to revenge thy death,
I’ll fpeak a language which my heart difdains.
Oth. Peace, peace: The tyrant comes: Now injur’d

ueen
Plead for thy freedom 3 hope for juft revenge ;
And check each rifing paffion ! [Exit Othman.

Enier Barrarossa.

Bar. Hail, fov’reign fair! Thrice honour’d Queen !
- ih whom
Beauty and majefty confpire to charm !
Behold the  conqu’ror, whofe deciding voice
Can fpeak the fate of kingdoms, at thy feet
Lies conquer’d by thy pow’r !
Zaph. O Barbaroffa !
No more the pride of conqueft e’er can charm
My widow’d heart ! With my departed Lord
My love lies bury’d ! I fhould meet thy flame
With fullen tears and cold indifference.
Then turn thee to fome happier fair, whofe heart
May crown thy growing love, with love fincere ;
For I have none to give!
Bar. Love ne’er fhould die :
*Tis the foul’s cordial : *Tis the fount of life ;
Therefore fhou’d fpring eternal in the breaft.
One obje& loft, another fhou’d fucceed ;
And all our life be love. ' .
Zaph. Urge me no more :—Thou might’ft with equal
hope B2 Woo
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Woo the cold marble, weeping o’er a tomb,
To meet thy wifhes ! but if gen’rous love
Dwell in thy breaft, vouchfafe me proof. fincere :
Give me fafe convoy to the native vales
Of dear Mutija, where my father reigns.
Bar. O blind to proffer’d blifs ! what, fondly quit
This lofty palace, and the envy’d pomp
Of empire, for an Arab’s wand’ring tent!
Where the mock chieftain leads his vagrant tribes
From plain to plain, as thirft or famine fways ;
Obfcurely vain ! and faintly fhadows out
The majefty of kings !—Far other joys
Here fhall attend thy call : the winged bark
For thee fhall traverfe feas ; and ev’ry clime -
Be tributary to Zaphira’s charms.
To thee, exalted fair, fubmiflive realms
Shall bow the neck ; and fwarthy kings and queens,
From the far-diftant Niger and the Nile,
Drawn captive at my conqu’ring chariot-wheels,
Shiall kneel before thee.
Zaph. Pomp and pow’r are toys,
‘Which ev’n the mind at eafe may well difdain.
Bat, ah! what mockery is the tinfel pride
Of fplendour, when, by wafting woes, the mind
Lies defolate within ! Such, fuch is mine !
O’erwhelm’d with ills, and dead to every joy ;
Tnvy me not this laft requeft, to die
In my dear father’s tents!
Bar. Thy fuit is vain
Zapk. Thus kneeling at thy feet—
Bar. Thou thanklefs fair ! -
- Thus to repay the labours of my love !
Had I not feiz’d the throne when Selim dy’d,
Ere this, thy foes had laid Algiers in ruin &
I check’d the warring pow’rs, and gave you peace.
Zaph. Peace dolt thou callit! what can worfe be fear’d
From the war’s-rage, than violence and blood ?
Have not unceafing horrors mark’d thy reign ;
Thro’ fev’n long years, thy flaught’ring fword hath reek’d
With guiltlefs blood. .
 Bar. With guildefs blood !—Take heed——

Roufe
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Roufe not my flumb’ring rage; ner vindicate
Thy country’s guilt and treafon.
Zaph. Where violence reigns, there innocence is guilt ;
And virtue, treafon.—Know, Zaphira fcorns
Thy menace.—Yes —thy flaught’ring fword hath reek’d
Wish guiklefs:blood, Through thee, exile and death
Have thinn’d Algiers. It this thy boafted peace?
So might the tyger boaft the peace he brings,
When he o’erleaps by flealthy and waftes the fold.
Bar. Ungrateful Queen! Fll give thee proof of love,
Beyond thy fex’s pride! but mrake thee miae,
I will defcend the throne; atd call thy fon
From banifliment to empire. .
Zaph. Oh, my heart!
Can I bear this ?——
Inhuman tyrant ! curfes on thy head!
May dire remorfe and anguith haunt thy throns,
And gender in thy bofom fell defpair §
Defpair as deep as mine !
Bar. What means Zapliira?
‘What means this burft of grief?
Zapk. Thou felt deftroyer!
Had not guilt {teel’d thy heart, awak’ning confcience
Wou’d flath convi&tion on thee, and each look,
Shot from thef eyes, be arm’d with ferpent-horrors,
To turn thee into ftone !—Relentlefs man !
‘Who did the bloody deed 7 Oh, tremble guilt,
Where’er thou art !—Look on me!—"Tell me, tyrant—
Who flew my blamselefs fon?
Bar. What envious tongue,
My foe, hath dar’d to taint my name with {lander?
This is the rumour-of fome coz’ring flave,
Who thwarts my: peace. . Believe it not, Zaphira ;
Thy Selim lives : nay, more, he foon thall reign,
If thou confent to blefs me. -
Zaph. Never | Oh, never—Sooner wou’d I roam .
An unknown exile throagh the torrid climes
Of Afric, fooner dwell with wolves and tygers,
Than mount, with thee, my marder’d Selim’s throne !
Bar. RaflvQueen, forbear ; think on thy captive ftate ;
Remember, that, within thefe palacg-walls,
1 am omnipctent : that every knee-
B3 Eends

N —
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Bends at my dread approach : that fhame and honour,
Reward and punifhment, await my nod,

The vaffals of my pleafure.—Yield thee then :

Avert the gath’ring horrors that furround thee,

And dread my pow’r incens’d.

Zaph. Dares thy licentious tongue pollate mine ear
With that foul menace ! Tyrant! dread’ft thou not
Th’ all-feeing eye of heav’n, its hfted thunder,

And all the red’ning vengeance which it ftores

For crimes like thine? Yet know, thy threats are vain,
Tho’ robb’d by thee of ev’ry dear fupport,

No tyrant’s threat can awe the free-born foul,

That greatly dares to die. [ Exit Zaphira.

Bar. Where fhou’d fhe learn the tale of Selim’s death !
Cou’d Othman dare totell it? if he did,

My rage fhall fweep him, fwifter than the whirlwind,
~ To inftant death !—Curfe on hef fteadinefs !

She lords it o’er my heart. There is a charm

Of majefty in urtue, that difarms '
Relu&tant pow’r, and bends the ftruggling will

From her moft firm refolve.

Enter ALADIN.

Oh, Aladin!
Timely thou com’ft, to eafe my lab’ring thought,
"That {wells with indignatien and defpair.
This ftubborn woman

Ala. What, unconquer’d ftill?

Bar. ‘The news of Selim’s fate hath reach’d her ear.
Whence could this come ?

Ala. 1 can refolve the doubt.
A female flave, attendant on Zaphira,
C’erkeard the meflenger who brought the tale,
Amnd gave it to her ear.

Bar. Perdition feize her!
"Nor threats can mcve, nor promife now a.Hure
E er haughty foul : nay, fhe defies my pow’r :
A nd talks of death, as if hcr female form
Infhrin’d fom: hero’s fpirit.

Ala. Let her rage foam,
1 bring thee tidin_s that will eafe thy pain.

Bar:
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Bar. Say’ft thou ?——=Speak on—OQ give me quick

relief!
Ala. The galaot youth is come who flew her foo.
Bar. Who, Omar !
Ala. No; unhappy Omar fell
By Selim’s hand. But Achmet, whom he join’d
His brave affociate, fo the youth bids tell thee,
Reveng’d his death by Selim’s.
Bar. Gallant youth !
Bears he the fignet ?
Ala. Aye.
Bar. That fpeaks him true.—Condu& bim, Aladin.’
[ Exit Aladin.
This is beyond my kope. The fecret pledge
Reftor’d, prevents {ufpicion of the deed,
While it confirus it done.

Enter AcuMeT and ALADIN.

Ach. Hail, mighty Barbaroffa! As the pledge
[ Kneels.

Of Selim’s death, behold thy ring reftor’d :
That pledge will fpeak the reft.

Bar. Rife, valiant youth !
But firft, no more a flave—1I give thee freedom.
Thou art the youth whom Omar (now no more)
Join’d his companioa in this brave attempt ?

Ach. T am.

Bar. Then tell me how you fped.—Where found ye -
That infolent !

Ach. We found him at Oran,
Plotting deep mifchief to thy throne and people.

Bar. Well ye repaid the traitor—

Ach. As we ought.
While night drew on, we leapt upon our prey.
Full at his heart brave Omar aim’d the porgnard, -
Which Selim, fhunning, wrench’d it from his hand, .
Then plung’d it in his breaft. I hafted on.
Too late to fave, yet I reveng’d my friend :
My thirfty dagger, with repeated blows,
Search’d every arterv : They fell together,
Gafping in folds of mortal enmity ;
And thus in frowns expir’d. o
Bar.
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Bar. Well haft thow fpeds -
Thy dagger did its office, faithful Achmet;
And ¥igh reward fhall wait thee.—~Onc thing rtibre—
Be the thought fortunate ! —Go, fe¢k the Queen.
For know, the rumour of her Selim’s death ~ .
Hath reach’d hér ear : Henot dark fulpidiond sife,
Squinting at me. Goy well her, that thon faw’ft
Her fon expire; that, with his dying breath,
He did conjure her to receive my vows,
And give her country peace.—That, fare, will ludl
Sufpicion. Aladin, that, fure, will win her.

Ala. *Tis wifély thoughtisaa It muit,

Enter QTHMAN.

Bar. Moft weleoitie, Othiman,
Behold this gallant ftranger. ¥ hath done¢
The ftate good fervice. Let fome high reward
Await him; fuch as iay o’erpay kis.zeal.
Condud® hini to the Qx;en 3 for he hath tiditrgd
Wotthy her ear, from her departed fon;
Such as may win her love. —— Cormle, Aladin:
The banquet waits our preferce: Feftal joy
Laughs in the mantling goblet ; and the night,
Tlumin’d by the taper’s dazling beam,
Rivals dépareed day. [Excunt Bar. and Ak,
Ach. What atrmious theught oo
Rolls in thine eye; and heaves thy lab’ring breaft 2
‘Why jsia’ft thoo not the load excefs of joy;
That riots thro’ the palace ?
Oth. Dar'ft thou tell me,
On what dark ertand thow art here ?
Ach. 1 dare. »
Doft thou not fee the favage lines of blood
Deform my vifage ? Read’ft not in mine eye
Remorfelefs fury ?—1I am Selim’s murd’rer.
Oth: His murd’rer !
Ach. Start not from e,
My dagger thirfts not but for regal blood. -
Why this amazement ?
Otb. Amazement ! —No—’Tis w\gH.—’Tis as it fhould
be.
He was indeed a fog to Barbaroffa.

Ach
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Ach. And therefore to Algiers :—Was it ngt fo?

Why doft thou paufe? What paffion fhakes thy frame ?
Oth. Fate, do thy worft! I can no more diffemble !—

Can I, unmov’d, behold the murd’ring ruffian,

Smear’d with my prince’s blood 2—Go, tell the tyrant,

Othman defies his pow’r 5 that, tir’d with life,

He dares his bloody hand; and pleads to die.

Ach. What, didft thou love this Selim?
Oth. All men lov’d him.

He was of fach unmix’d and blamelefs quality,

That envy, at his praife, ftood mute, nor dar’d

To fully his fair name! Remorfelefs tyrant ! .
Ach. 1 do commend thy faith. And fince thou lov’t

him,

I'll whifper to thee, that with honeft guile

I have deceiv’d this tyrant Barbaroffa :

Selim is yet alive.
Oth. Alive!
Ach. Nay, more

Selim is in Algiers.
Oth. Tmpoffible ! ‘
Ach. Why, if thou doubt’ft, I'll bring him hither,

ftraight.
Oth. Not for an empire !

-Thou might’ft as well bring the devoted lamb

Iato the tyger’s den. i
Ach. Nay, but I’ll bring him

Hid in fuch deep difguife, as fhall deride

Sufpicion, tho’ fhe wear the lynx’s eyes.

Not ev’n thyfelf couldft know him. .

Oth. Yes,alfure: too fure, to hazard fuch an awful
trial !
Ach. Yet feven revolving years, worn out

In tedious exile, may have wrought fuch change

Of voice and feature, in the ftate of youth,

As might elude thine eye.

Oth. No time can blot .

The mem’ry of his fweet majeftic mien ¢

The luftre of his eye ! Nay, more, he wears,

A mark indelible, a beauteous fcar,

Made on his forehead by a furious pard,

Which, rufhing on his: mother, Selim flew. |

© Ak
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Ach. A {car!
Oth. Agye, on his forehead.

© Ach. What, like this ? [Lfﬁihg Bis Turban.
Oth. Whom do I fee lmat I awake |~—my Prince!

[ Kneels.
My honour’d, homour’d King !

Sel. Rife, faithful Othman ! ' '
Thus let me thank thy truth ! [Embraces bim.

Oth. Oh, happy hour ! .

Sel. Whynd&?ﬁ thou tremble thus? Why grafp my

band ?
And why that ardent gaze? Thou ¢anft not doubt'me !
. Obhy Ah, mo! Ifee thy fire in ev'ry line, s
How did my prince efcape the murd’rer’s hand ?

Sel. T wrench’d the dagger from him, and gave beck
That death he meant to bring. ‘The ruffian wore
The tyrant’s fignet :—Take this ring, he eryd,

‘The fole return my dying hand can make thee

For its accurs’d attempt : This pledge reftor’d,

Will prove thee flain : Safe may’ft thou fe¢ Algiers,
- Unknown to all.—This faid, th’ affaffin dy’d.

" Oth But how to gain adinittance, thus unknowd ?

Sel. Difguis’d as Selim’s murderer I come :

Th’ accomplice of the deed : The iing reftor’d,
Gain’d credénce to my woids.

Oth. Yet ere thou cam’ft, thy death was rimour’d here,

Sel. 1 {pread the flatt'ring tale, and feit it hithers
That babbling rémour, like a lying dream,

Might make belief imore eafy. Telt me, Othman,

And yet I tremble to approach the theme
How fares my mother ?P&es fhe ftill fuftain

Her native greatnefs ? '

Oth. Still: In vain the tyrane _
Tempts lter to marriage, tho® with itApiouws thirése3
Of death or violation.

Sel. May kind heav’n
Strengthen her virtue, and by mé reward fe !
When fhall I fee hér, Othmvin ?

Oth. Yet,’ my Prince,

I tremble for thy prefence.

Sel. Let not fear :

Sully thy vittwe ; *Fis the lot of guilt

To
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To tremble. What bah moacence to do wigh fear ?
Oth. Yet think—1hould Barberoffar
Sel. Dread him not—
Thou ksow’ft, by his command,. I fee Zaphira,
And wrapt in this difguife, I walk ﬁcuse,
As if from heav’n fome guardiae pow’r attendieg,
‘Threw, ten-fold night around me.
Oth. Sull my. heart
Forebodes fome dire event I—Q quit thefe walls !
Sel. Not till a deed be done, which ev'ry tyrant
Shall tremble when he heauzs ,
Otk. What means my pringe ?
Sel. To take juft vengeange for a feglyey”s blood,
A mother’s fuff’rings, and a people’s g
Oth. Alas, my Prince | Thy {mgle am is wqak
To combat mulsitudes !
Sel. Therefore I qome,
Chd in this mard’rer’s gnife~Ere moming (ines,
This, Oshman—this—ihall dsiak_the tyrant’s blood.
[Shewws a daggen.
Oth. Heaw'n fhicld dw preqnoua lifo-~-Juot caution rule
Thy headlong z4aH.-
Sel. Nay,. dunkm tbn; I eqme
Blindly impelld-by.fury. or. defpair : .
For I have feen oyr frigndsy and pamd now,.
From Sadi and Almaazor..
Oth. Say—whas hoped
My foul is all attention.—r—r—
Sel. Mark me, dm; 5,
A chofen band of citizens this night
Will ftorm the palace : while the gluttcd troops
Lie drench’d in furfeiy; the confed’rate city,
Bold thro’ defpair, have fworn to break their chain
By one wide flaughter. I, meap-time, have gain’d
The palace, and will wait th’ appointed hour,
To guard Zaphira from the tyrant’s rage,
Amid’ the deathful uproar,
Oth. Heav'n prote&t thee—
*Tis dreadful—What’s the hour !
Sel. 1 left our friends
In fecret council. Eue the deadiof.night

«

1Y
Brave
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Brave Sadi will report their laft refolves.—
Now lead me to the Queen.—

Oth. Brave Prince, beware !

Her joy’s or fear’s excefs, wou'd fure betray thee.
"Thou fhalt not fee her, till the tyrant perifh !

Sel. 1 muft.—I feel fome fecret impulfe urge me.
‘Who knows that ’tis not the laft parting interview,

We ever fhall obtain

Oth. Then, on thy life,

Do not reveal thyfelf.—Aflume the name
Of Selim’s friend ; fent to confirm her virtue, -
And warn her that he lives. .

Sel. Tt fhall be fo : I yield me to thy will.

Oth. Thou greatly daring youth! May angels watch,
And guard thy u&right purpofe ! That Algiers
May reap the bleffings of thy virtuous reign,

And all thy godlike father fhine in thee !

Sel: Oh, thou haft rouz’d a thought, on which revenge-
Mounts with redoubled fire !~Yes, here, ev’n here,—
Beneath this very roof, my honour’d father
Shed round his bleffings, till accurfed treach’ry
Stole on his peaceful hour ! O, bleffed fhade !

If yet thou hover’ft o’er thy once-lov’d clime,

Now aid me to redrefs thy bleeding wrongs:!

Infufe thy mighty fpirit into my breaft,

Thy firm and dauntlefs fortitude, unaw’d -

By peril, pain, or death! that, undifmay’d, --

I may purfue the juft intent : and dare :

Or bravely to revenge, or bravely die. " [Exeunt.

A C T CIILL
Enter IRENE.

CAN air-drawn vifions mock the waking eye ?>—
Sure ’twas his inage !-—Yet, his prefence here—
After full ramour had confirm’d him dead !
Beneath this hoftile roof to court deftruction !
It ftaggers all belief ! Silent he fhot
Athwat my view, amid’ the glimmering lamps,
. 2 With
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With fwift and ghoft-like ftep, that feem’d to fhun
All buman converfe. This way, fure, he mov’d.

But oh, how chang’d ! He wears no gentle fmiles,
But terror in his frown. He comes.~—'Tis he :—
For Othman points him thither, and departs.
Difguis’d, he feeks the Queen : Secure, perhaps,
And heedlefs of the ruin that furrounds him.

O generous Selim ! can I fee thee thus ;

And not forwarn fuch virtue of its fate !

Forbid it gratitude !

29

Enter SEvim.

Sel. Be ftill, ye fighs !
Ye ftruggling tears of filial love, be {hill.
Down, down fond heart !
Ire. Why, ftranger, daft thou wander here ?
Sel. Oh, ruin! [ Shunning her.
Ire. Bleft, is Irene ! Bleft if Selim lives !
Sel. Am I-betray’d !
Ire. Betray’d to whom ? To her
Whofe grateful heart would ruth on death to fave thee.
" Sel. It was my hope,
That time had veil’d all femblance of my youth,
And thrown the matk of manhood o’cr my vifage.ee——
.Am I then known?
Ire. To none, but love and me.—~—
To me, who late beheld thee at Oran ;
Who faw thee here, befet with unfeen peril,
And flew to fave the guardian of my honour.
Sel. Thou fum of ev’ry worth! Thou heav’n of
{weetnefs ! ]
How cou’d I pour forth all my foul before thee,
In vows of endlefs truth ! — It muft not be !—
This is my deftin’d gaol !—The manfion drear,
Where grief and anguith dwell ! where bitter tears,
And fighs, .and lamentations, choak <he voice,
And quench the flame of love !
Ire. Yet, virtuous prince,
Tho’ love be filent, gratitu: may fpeak.
Hear then her voice, y*ch warns thee from thefe walls.
Mine be the grateﬁ:\} -4ik; 10 tell the Queen,
Her Selim lives. fuin and death inclofe thee.

C (o)
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O fpeed thee hence, while yet deftruétion fleeps !
Sel. 'I'oo generous maid ! Oh, heav’'n! that Barbaroffa
Shou’d be Irene’s father. ‘
Ire. Injur’d Prince! .
IL.ofe not a thought on me! I know thy wrongs,
And merit not thy love. No, learn to hate me.
Or if Irene ¢’er can hope fuch kindnefs,
Firft pity, then forget me!
Sel. When I do,
May heav’n pour down its righteous vengeance on me !
Ire. Hence ; hafte thee, hence!
Sel. Wou’d it were poffible !
Ire. What can prevent it ?
" Sel. Juftice! fate, and juftice!
A murder’d father’s wrongs !
Ire. Ah, prince, take heed !
1 have a father too. .
Sel. What did I fay 2—my father >—not my father.—
Can I depart till I have feen Zaphira ?— :
Ire. Juftice, faid’ft thou ?
‘That word hath*ftruck me, like a peal of thunder.
‘Thine eye, which won’t to melt with gentle love,
Now glares with terror ! Thy approach by night—
Thy dark difguife, thy looks, and fierce demeanor,
Yes, all confpire to tell me, I am loft. .
‘Think, Selim, what Irene muft endure,
Shou’d fhe be guilty of a father’s blood ! |
Sel. A father’s blood !
Ire. Too fure. In vain thou hid’ft
"Thy dire intent ; forbid it, heav’n, Irene
Shou’d fee deftruction hov’ring o’er her father,
And not prevent the blow. C
Sel. Is this thy love,
Thy gratitude <o him, who fav’d thy honour ? |
Ire. ’Tis gratiude to him who gave me life : ‘
He who preferv’d - claims the fecond place. |
Sel. Is he not a tytuye, murderer ? ‘
Ire. O fpare my fhame T am his daughter (il ! \
Sel. Wou’dft thou becon the partner of his crimes? |
dre. Forhid ity heav’n.—Ye. T muft fave a father.
Sel. Come on then. Lead me « pim. Glus thine eye
With Selim’s blood

Irl. ‘
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ITre. Was e’er diftrefs like mine?

O Selim, can I fee my father perith ? .

Wou’d I had ne’er been born ! [Weeps.
Sel. Thou virtuous maid ;

My heart bleeds for thee.
Ire. Qll_it, O quit thefe walls,

Heav’n will ordain fome gentler, happier means,

‘To heal thy woes; thy dark attempt is big ‘.

With horror and deftru@tion.  Generous prince,

Refign thy dreadful purpofe, and depart.
Sel. May not I fee Zaphira, ere I go 2

Thy gentle pity will not, fure, deny us

The mournful pleafure of a parting tear ? S
Ire. Go, then, and give her peace. But fly thefe walls,

As foon as morning fhines : —Elfe, tho’ defpair

Drives me to madnefs ;—yet—to fave a father—

O Selim, fpare my tongue the horrid fenicnce |

Fly, ere deftruction feize thee ! [Exit Irene.
Sel. Death and ruin !

Muft I then fly >—what !—Coward-like betray

My father, mother, friends !—Valn terrors, hence !

Danger looks big, to fear’s deluded eye :

But courage on the heights and fteeps of fate,

Dares fnatch her glorious purpofe from the edge

Of peril : and while fick’ning caution fhrinks,

Or felf-betray’d, falls headlong down the fteep;

Calm refolution, unappal’d, can walk

The giddy brink, fecure.—Now to the Queen,~

How fhall I dare to meet her thus unknown?

How ftifle the warm tranfports of my heart,

Which pants at her approach.—Who waits Zaphira?—

Enter a female SLave.

Sla. Whence this intrufion, ftranger? at an hour
Deftin’d to reft?

Sel. 1 come, to feek the Queen,
On matter of fuch import, as may claim
Her fpeedy audience.

Sla. ‘Thy requeft is vain,
Ev’n now the Queen hath heard the mournful tale
Of her fon’s death, and drown’d in grief fhe lies,
Thou ¢anft not fee her. '

Cz2 Sel.
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Sel. Tell the Queen, I come

On meflage from her dear, departed fon;

And bring his laft requeft..
Sla. Tl hafle to tell her.

With all a mother’s tend’reft love fhe’ll fly,

To meet that name.. [Exit Slave.
Sel. O ill-diffembling heart !—my ev’ry limb

Trembles with grateful terror |—Wou’d to heav’n

I had not come ! Some look, or ftarting tear,

Will fure betray me— Honeft guile, afhift

My fault’ring tongue !

Enter Zarnira.

. Zaph. Where is this pious ftranger 2,

Say, gen’rous youth, whofe pity leads thee thus

To feek the weeping manfions of diftrefs !

Didft thou behold in death my haplefs fon ?

Didft thou receive my Selim’s parting breath 2
Did he remember me ?

) Sel. Moft honour’d Queen ;

Thy fon,—forgive thefe gufhing tears that flow

"To fee diftrefs like thine !

Zaph. 1thank thy pity !
>Tis generous thus to feel for others woe.—
What of my fon? fay, didft thou fee him die ?

Sel. By Barbarofla’s dread command I come,
To tell thee, that thefe eyes alone beheld ’
Thy fon expire.

Zaph. Oh heav’n !—my child, my child !

Sel. That, ev’nin death, the pious youth remember’d
His royal mcther’s woes.

Zaph. Where, where was I?

Relentlefs fate!—that I fhou’d be deny’d

The mournful privilege to fee him die !

To clafp him in the agony of death,

And catch his parting foul. O tell me all,
All that he faid and look’d : Deep in my heart
That I may treafure ev’ry parting word,

Each dying whifper of my dear, dear fon !

Sel. Let not my words offend.—What if he faid,
Go, tell my haplefs mother, that her tears
Have ftream’d too long : Then bid her weep no more 1;
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Bid her forget the hufband and the fon,
To Barbarol%a ’s arms | .
Zaph. O, falfe as hell!
"Thou art fome creeping flave to Barbarofla, -
Sent to furprife my unfufpecting heart !
Falfe flave, begone !—My fon betray me thus !—
Could he have e’er conceiv’d fo bafe a purpole,
My griefs for him fhou’d end in great difdain ! — -
But he was brave ; and fcorn’d a thought fo vxlc !
Wretched Zaphira! how art thou become
The fport of flaves ! —O griefs incurable !
Sel. Yet hope for peace, unhappy Queen ! thy woes
May yet have end,
Zaph. Why weep’ft thou, crocodile ?
Thy treacherous tears are vain.
2/, My tears are honeft.
I am pot what thoy think’ft.
Zaph. Who art thou then?
Sel. Oh, my full heart—I am —thy friend, and Selim’s.
I come not to infult, but heal thy woes
Now check thy heart’s wild tumult, while I tell thee—
Perhaps —-—thy fon yet lives.
Zaph. O, gracious heav’n !
Do I not dream? fay, ftranger—didft thou tell me,
Prehaps my Selim lives?—Whatdo I afk?
Fond, fond, and fruitlefs hope ! —What mortal pow’s
Can e’er reanimate his mangled corfe,
Shoot life into the cold and fileny tomb,
Or bid the ruthlefs grave give up its dead?
Sel. O pow’rful nature, thou wilt fure betray me !
r /_4/‘ @Co

Thy Selim lives: for fince his rumour’d death,
I faw him at Oran.

Zaph. Ye heav’nly pow’rs |—
Didft thou not fay, thou faw’ft my fon expu'e ?
Didft.not, ev’n now, relate his dying words?

Sz/. It was an honeft falfehood, mcant to prove
Zaphira’s unftain’d virtue.

Zaph. Why—but Othman
Othman affira’d that my poor fon was dead :
And I have heard, tl.e marderer is come,
Ia triumph o’er kis d.ar and innocent blood-

Lo - C3 Sel,
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Sel. T am that murderér.~——Beneath this guxfe,
I fpread th’ abortive tale of Selim’s death,
And haply won the tyrant’s confidence.
Hence gain’d accefs : and from thy Selim tell thee,
Selim yet lives ; and honours all thy virtues.
Zaph: O, generous youth, who art thoa ?—From what
clime
Comes fuch exalted virtue, as dares give
A paufe to griefs like mine !—As dares approach,
And prop the ruin tott’ring on its bafe,
‘Which felfith caution fhuns !—Oh, fay—who art thou 2

Sel. A friendlefs youth, felf-banifh’d with thy fon ;
T.ong his companion in diftrefs and danger :

One who rever’d thy worth in pr orfp’rous days :
And, more, reveres thy virtue in diftrefs,

Zaph. O tell me then—mock not my woes,.
But tell me truly—does my Selim live?

Sel. He does, by heav’n!

Zaph. And does he ftill remember
His father’s wrongs, and mine !

Sel. He bade me tell thee,

That in his heart indelibly are ftamp’d

- His father’s wrongs, and thine : that he but waits:
*Till awful juftice may untheath her fword,

And luft and murder tremble at her frown !

That, till the arrival of that happy hour,

Deep in his foul the hidden fire fhall glow,

And his breaft labour with the great revenge !

Zaph. Eternal bleflings. crown my virtuous fon !
I feel my heart revive ! Here, peace once more
Begins to dawn.

Sel. Much honour’d Queen, fqrewell

Zaph. Not yet—not yet—indulge a mother’s love !
In thee, the kind companion of his griefs,

Methinks I fee my Selim ftand before me.

Depart not yet. A thoufand fond requefts

Croud on my mind.  Withes, and‘pray’rs, and tears;
Are all T have to give. O bear him thefe !

Sel. Take comfort then ; for know, thy fon, o’¢rjoy’d
T'o refcue thee, wou’d bleed at ev’ry vein !
Bid her, he faid,: yet hope we-may be bleft!
Bid hu remember that the ways of heav’ny

Tho*
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Tho’ dark, are jtift :~—that oft fome guardian pow’r
Attends unfeen to fave the innocent !
But if high heav’n decrees our fall,—O bid her
Firmly to wait the flroke, prepar’d alike
To live or die! and then he wept, as I do. - -
Zaph. O righteous heav’n! Thou haft at length o’er-
pay’d v
My bitt’reft pangs ; if my dear Selim lives,
And lives for me !—hear my departing pray’r: [ Kneols.
O fpare my fon !—Prote¢t his tender years !
Be thou his guide through dangers and diftrefs !
Soften the rigours of his cruel exile,
And lead him to his throne ! —When I am gone,
Blefs thou his peaceful reign ! Oh, early blefs him
With the fweet pledges of connubial love ;
That he may win his virtue’s juft reward,
And tafte the raptures which a parent’s heart
Reaps from a child like him ! Not for myfelf, ——
But my dear foni,~—accept my parting teats !
[ Exit Zaphira.-
Sel. Now, fwelling heart,
Indulge the luxury of grief! Flow tears !
And rain down tranfport in the fhape of forrow !
Yes, [ have footh’d her woes ; have found her noble ¢
And to have giv'n this refpite to her pangs,
O’erpays all pain and peril ! —Pow’rful virtue !
How infinite thy joys, when ev’n thy griefs
Are pleafing !—Thou, fuperior to the frowns
Of fate, can’ft pour thy funfhine o’er the foul, -
And brighten woe to rapture!

Enter OtumaN azd Sapr.

Honour’d friends !
How goes the night ?

Sa. ’Tis well-nigh midnight.

- Oth. What—in tears, my prince ?

Seli But-tears of joy: for I have feen Zaphira,
And pour’d the balm of peace into her breaft :
Think not thefe tears unnerve me, valiant friends ;
They have but harmoniz’d my foul ; and wak’d
All that is man witkin me, to difdain N
Peril, or death.—What tididg from the city 2 S' -

a.
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Sa. All, all is ready. Our confed’rate friends
Burn with impatience, till the hour arrive. :
Sel. What is the fignal of the appointed hour ?
Sa. The midnight watch gives fignal of our meeting =
And when the fecond watch of night is rung,
The work of death begins.
Sel. Speed, fpeed ye minutes ! |
Now let the rifing whirlwind fhake Algiers,
And juftice guide the ftorm ! Scarce two hours hence—
Sa. Scarce more than one.
Sel. But as ye love my life,
Let your zeal haften on the great event :
The tyrant’s daughter found, and knew me here ;
And half fufpe@ts the canfe.
Oth. Too daring Prince,
Retire with us ! her fears will fure betray thee ?
Sel. What, leave my helplefs mother here a prey
To cruelty and luft—I’ll perifh firft :
This very night the tyrant threatens violence :
I’ll watch his fteps : I’ll haunt him thro’ the palace s
And, fhou’d he meditate a deed fo vile,
I’ll hover o’er him like an unfeen peftilence,
And blaft him in his guilt ! ’
Sa. Totrepid Prince !
Worthy of Empire !—Yet accept my life,
My worthlefs hife : do thou retire with Othman ;
I will protec Zaphira.
Sel. Think’ft thou, Sadi,
That when the trying hour of peril comes,
Selim will fhrink into a common man !
‘Worthlefs were he to rule, who dares not claim
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more.
Here fhall my ftation be : And if I fall,
O friends let me have vengeance !—Tell me now,
Where is the tyrant ?
Oth. Revelling at the banquet.
Sel. ’Tis good.—Now tell me how our pow’rs are de-
ftin’d ?
Sa. Near ev’ry port, a fecret band is pofted :
By thefe the watchful centinels muft perifh :
The reft is eafy : for the glutted troops
Lie drown’d in fleep ; the daggee’s cheapeft prey. _
. . Almanzor,
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Almanzor, with his friends, will circle round
The avenues of the palace. Othman and I
Will lead our brave confederates (all fworn
To conquer or to die) and burft the gates

Of this foul den. Then tremble, Barbaroffa !

Sel. Oh, how the approach of this great hour
Fires all my foul ! But, valiant friends, I charge you,
Referve the murd’rer to my juft revenge j
My poignard claims his blood.

Oth. Forgive me, Prince!

Forgive my doubts |—Think-—fhou’d the fair Irene«—

Sel. Thy doubts are vain. 1 wou’d not fpare thé

tyrant,

Tho’ the fweet maid lay weeping at my feet !
Nay, fhou’d he fall by any hand but mine,
By heav’n, I'd think my honour’d father’s blood
Scarce half reveng’d ! My love indeed is ftrong !
Baut love fhall yield to juftice !

Sa. Gallant Prince !
Bravely refolv’d !

Sel. But is the city quiet ? ’

Sa. All, all is hufh’d. Throughout the empty (treets,
Nor voice, tor found. As if th’ inhabitants,

Like the prefaging herd that feek the covert
Ere the loud thunder rolls, had inly fele
And fhunn’d th’ impending uproar.

Oth. There is a folemn horror in the night too,
That pleafes me : A general paufe thro’ nature s
The winds are hufh’d —

Sa. And as I pafs’d the beach,

The lazy billow fcarce cou’d lath the fhore :
No ftar peeps thro’ the firmament of heav’n—

Sel. And lo—where eaftward, o’er the fullen wave,

The waining moon, depriv’d of half her orb,

Rifes in blood : Her beam, wel-nigh extin&,

Faintly contends with darknefs— [ Bell tolls.
Hark ! —what Theant :

That tolling bell ?

Oth. It rings the midnight watch.

Sa. This was the fignal-—

Come, Othman, we are call’d : The pafling minutes
Chide vur delay : Brave Othman, let us hence. i
' \ el



38 "BARBAROSSA.  Aa&IIY.

Sel. One laft embrace !~—nor doubt, but crown’d with
lory,
We foof fhall meet again. But oh, remember,—
Amid’ the tumult’s rage, remember mercy ¢
Stain not a righteous caufe with guiltlefs blood !
‘Warn our brave friends, that we unfheath the fword,
Not o deftroy, but fave ! Nor let blind zeal,
Or wanton cruelty, €’er turn its edge
On age or innocence ! or bid us ftab,
‘Where the moft pitying angel in the fkies, -
That now looks on us from his bleft abode;
Wou’d with that we fhould fpare.
Oth. So may we profper,
As mercy fhall diret us !
Sel. Farewell, friends !
Sa. Intrepid Prince, farewell! [Exe. Oth. and Sadi.
Sel. Now fleep and filence
Brood o’er the city.—The devoted centinel
Now takes his lonely ftand ; and idly dreams,
Of that to-morrow, which fhall never come !
In this dread interval, O bufy thought,
From outward things defcend into thyfelf'!
Search deep my heart ! Bring with thee awful confcience,
And firm refolve ! That in th’ approaching hour
Of blood and horror, I may {tand unmov’d ;
Nor fear to ftrike where juftice calls, nor dare
To ftrike whrere the forbids !—Why bear I then
This dark, infidious dagger ?—"T'is the badge
Of vile affaffins ; of the coward hand
‘That dares not meet its foe—Detefted thought }
Yet,—as foul luft and murder, tho’ on thrones *
Triumphant, ftill retain their hell-born quality ;.
So juftice, groaning beneath countlefs wrongs,
Quits not her fpotlefs and celeftial nature ;
But in th’ unhallow’d murderer’s difguife,
Can fan&ify this fteel !
Then, be it fo !—Witnefs, ye pow’rs of heav’n,
‘That not from you, bat from the murd’rer’s eye,
I wrap myfelf in night !—To you I ftand .
Reveal’d in noon-tide day !—Oh, cou’d I arm
My hand with war ! Then, like to you, array’d
Ip ftorm and fire, my fwift-avenging thunder Shod
, ou
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Shou’d blaft this tyrant. Bat fince fate denies

That privilege, I’ll feize on what it gives :

Like the deep-cavern’d earthquake, burft beneath him,
And whelm his throne, his empire, and himfelf,

In ope prodigious ruin !

A CT IV

Enter IrBNE and Avrabin.

IrENE.

UT didft thou tell him, Aladin, my fears
Brook no delay ?

Ala. 1 did.

Ire. Why comes he not ! :
Ob, what a dreadful dream !—"Twas furely more
Than troubled fancy : Never was my foul
Shook with fuch hideous phantoms !—8till he lingers !
Return, return : And tell him that his daughter
Dies, till fhe warn him of his threatning ruin.

Ala. Behold, he comes, [Bxit Aladin,

Enter BARBAROSSA.

Bar. Thou bane of all. my joys !
Some gloomy planet furely rul’d thy birth {
Ev’n now thy ill-tim’d fear fufpends the banquet,
And damps the feftal hour.
Ire. Forgive my fear |
Bar. What fear, what phantom hath poflefs’d thy brain ?
- Ire. Oh, guard thee from the terrors of this night 5
For terrors lurk unfeen.
Bar. What terror ? fpeak.
Wou'dft thou unman me into female weaknefs e
Say, what thou dread’ft, and why ? I have a foul
To meet the blackeft dangers undifmay’d.
Ire. Let not my father check, with ftern rebuke,
The warning voice of nature, For even now,
Retir’d to reft, foon as I clos'd mine eyes,
A horrid vifion rofe—Methought I faw
Young Selim rifing from the filent tomb :
Mangled and bloody was his corfe : His hair _
' Clotted
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Clotted with gore; his glaring eyes on fire !
Dreadful he fhook a dagger in his hand.
By fome myfterious pow’r he rofe in air.
When lo—at his command, this yawning reof
Was cleft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance ¢
Swift he defcended with terrifick brow,
Rufh’d on my guardlefs father at the banquet,
And plung’d his furious dagger in thy breaft !
Bar. Wouldft thou appal me by a brain-fick vifion ?
Get thee to reft.—>Sleep but a& found ¢ill morn,
As Selim in his grave fhall fleep for ever,
And then no haggard dreams fhall ride thy fancy !
Ire. Yet hear me, deareft father !
Bar. To the couch !
Provoke me not.
Ire. What fhall I fay to move him !
Merciful heav’n, inftru® me what to do ! [Afde.

Enter Arapin,

Bar, Whai\;l m;an thy looks J~why doft thou gaze o
wil
. Ala. Iha.ﬂed to inform thee, that ev’n now,
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalla,
Breathlefs with tidings of a rumour dark,
‘Which runs throughout the city, that young Selim
Is yet alive——
Bar. May plagues confume the tongue
That broach’d the falfhood !—"Tis not poffiblesm——
‘What did he tell thee further?
Ala. More he faid not s
Save only, that the {preading rumeur wak’d
A fpirit of revolt.
Ire. O gracious father!
Bar. The ramour lies.—And, yct, your coward fears
Infe@ me!~—What !—fhall I be terrify’d -
By midnight vifions ?— Can the troubled brain
Of flegp out-ftretch the reafon’s waking eye ?
T’ll not believe it.
Ala. Butthis gath’ring rumom —
Think but on that, my Lord !
Bar. Infernal darknefs ;
Swallow the flave that rais’d it !—Yet, I’ll do
: 2 What
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What caution dictates.— Hark thee, Aladin~———
Slave, hear my will. —See that the watch be doubled— |
Seek- out this ftranger, Achmet ; and forthwith
Let him be brought before me.
Ire. O my father ! )
I do conjure thee, as thou lov’ft thy life,
Retire, and truft thee to thy faithful guards—
See not this Achmet !
Bar. Not fee him 2— Death and torment !—
Think’ft thou, I fear a fingle arm that’s mortal ?
Not fee him ?— Forthwith bring the flave before Mm@ e
If he prove falfe—if hated Selim live, '
I’ll heap fuch vengeance on him ———
Ire. Mercy ! Mercy!
Bar. Mercy | —To whom?
Ire. 'To me :—and to thyfelf:
Te him—t0 all.—Thou thiak’ft I raves yet true
My vifions are, as ever prophet utter’d,
When heav’n infpires his tongue !
Bar. Ne’er did the moon-ftruck madman rave with
dreams .
More wild than thine !—~Get thee to reft ; e’er yet'
Thy folly wake my rage.—Call Achmet hither.
Ire. 'Thus proftrate on my knees !—O fee him not.
Selim is dead :=—Indeed the rumour lies |—
There is no danger near:—Or, if there be,
Achmet is innocent !
Bar. Off, frantic wretch !
This ideot-dream hath turn’d her brain to madnefs !
Hence—to thy chamber, till returning reafon
Hath calm’d this tempeft.—On thy duty, hence !
Ire. Yet hear the voice of caution !—Cruel fate !
What have I done !——Heav’n fhield my deareft father |
Heav’n fhield the innocent !— Undone Irene !
Whate’er the event, thy doom is mifery. [ Exit Irene.
Bar, Her words are wrapt in darknefs.— Aladin,
Forthwith fend Achmet hither.—Mark him well,—
His countenance and gefture—Then with fpeed,
Deuble the centinels. [£xit Aladin.
Infernal guile !
How doﬁu thou rife in ev’ry hideous fhape,
Of rage and doubt, fufpicig: and defpair, -
. o
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To rend my fcul! more wretched far than they,
Made wretched by my crimes ! Why did I not
Repent, while yet my crimes were delible ;

Ere they had ftruck their colours thro’ my foul,

As black as night or hell '—"tis now too late !—
Hence then, ye vain repinings !—Take me all,
Unfeeling guilt! O banifh, if thou canft,

This fell remorfe, and ev’ry fruitlefs fear'!

Be tis my glory—to be great in evil !

‘T'o combat my own heart, and, fcorning confcience,
Rife 1o exalted crimes !

Enter SeLim.

Come hither, flave : —
Hear me, and tremble :—Art thou what thou feem’ft ?
Sel. Ha!
Bar. Doft thou paufe 2——DBy hell, the flave’s con-
founded !

Sel. That Barbarofla fhou’d fufpe& my truth !

Bar. Take heed ! for by the hov’ring pow’rs . of ven-

-geance, .
If I do find thee treach’rous, I will doom thee
"T'o death and torment, fuch as human thought
Ne’er yet conceiv’d ! thou com’ft beneath the guife
Of Selim’s murderer.——Now tell me :——Is not
‘That Selim yet alive? :

Sel. Selim alive!

Bar. Perdition on thee ! Doft thou echo me?
Anfwer me quick, or die ! [ Drasws kis dagger.

Sel. Yes, freely firike——

Already haft thou giv’n the fatal wound,

And pierc’d my heart with thy unkind fufpicion.

Ob, cou’d my dagger find a tongue, to tell

How deep it drank his blood !—But fince thy doubt
‘Thus wrongs my zeal—Behold my breaft— ftrike here—
For bold is innocence.

Bar. 1 fcorn the tatk. [ Puts up his dagger.
‘Time fhall decide thy doom.——Guards, mark me well 5
See that ye watch the motions of this flave’:

And if he meditates t’efcape your eye,
Lect your good fabres cleave him to the chine.
Sel. 1 yield meto thy will, and when thou know’#}
] . T

hat



A IV: BARBAROSSA. 43

That Selim lives, or feeft his hated face,
Then wreak thy vengeance on me.

Bar. Bear him hence.
Yet, on your lives, await me within call.——
I will have deeper inquifition made :
Haply fome witnefs may confront the flave,
And drag to light his falfehood.

[Exeunt Selim and Guardi.

Call Zaphira ! [ &Lxit a Slave.
If Selim lives—then what is Barbaroffa ?
My throne’s a bubble, that but floats in air,
Till marriage-rites declare Zaphira mine.
Fool that ?am ! To wait the weak effe@s
Of flow perfuafion ; when unbounded pow’r
Can give me all I wifh! Slave, hear my will——
Fly—bid the prieft prepare the marriage tites :
Let incenfe rife to heav’n ; and choral fongs
Attend Zaphira to the nuptial bed. [ Exit Slave.
I will not brook delay.——By love and vengeance,
This hour decides her fate !

Enter Zarnira,

Well, haughty fair !
Hath reafon yet fubdu’d thee? Wilt thou hear
The voice of love ?

Zaph. Why doft thou vainly urge me!

Thou know’ft my fix’d refolve. v
Bar. Can aught but phrenzy
Ruth on perdition ? » )

Zaph. Therefore fhall no pow’r
Eer malis me thine,

Bar. Nay, fport not with my rage :
Tho’ yon fufpeélt,:d flave affirms him dead ;
Yet rumour whifpers, that young Selim lives.

Zaph. Cou’d I but think him fo! my earneft pray’r
8hou’d rife to heav’n, to keep him far from thee !

Bar. Therefore, left reach’ry undermine my pow’ry
Know, that thy final hour of choice is come !

Zaph. 1 have no choice.—Think’ft thou I ¢’er will wed
The murderer of my Lord ? "

Bar. Take heed, rath Queen'!
Tell me thy laft refolve.

Da Zaph)
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Zaph. Then hear me, héav’n !
Hear all ye pow’rs that watch o’er innocence !
Angels of light ! and thou, dear honour’d fhade
Of my departed lord ! attend, while here
I ratify with vows my laft refolve !
If €’er I wed this tyrant murderer,
If I pollute me with this horrid union,
Black as adultery or damned inceft,
May ye, the miniiters of heav’n, depart,
Nor fhed your influence on the guilty fcene !~
May horror blacken all our days and nights !
May difcord light the nuptial torch ! and, rifing
From hell, may {warming fiends in triumph howl
Around th’ accurfed bed !
Bar. Degone, remorfe | — .
Guards-do your office : drag her to the altar,
_ Heed not her tears or cries.—What !—dare ye doubt ?
Ipftant obey my bidding ;—or, by hell,
Torment and deathi thall overtake you all !
[Guards go to feize Zaphira.
Zaph. O fpare me !—Heav’n protect me !—O my fon,
Wert thou but here, to fave thy helplefs mother !—
What fhall I do !—Undone, undone Zaphira !

Enter SEL1M.

Sel. Who call’d on Achmet >—Did not Barbaroffa
Require me here ?

Bar. Officious {lave, retire !
1 call’d thee not.

Zaph. O, kind and gen’rous ftranger, lend thy aid !
O, refcue me from thefe impending harrors !
Heav’n will reward thy pity !

Bar. Drag her hence !

Sel. Pity her woes, O mighty Barbaroffa !

Bar. Roufe not my vengeance, flave !

Sel. Oh, hear me, hear me ! [ Kueels.

RBar: Curfe on thy forward zeal {—

Sel. Yet, yet have mercy! .

[ Lays bold of Barbarofla’s garment.
Bar. Prefuming flave, begone ! [Strikes Selim.
: Sel.
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Sel. Nay, then——die, tyrant. )
[Rifes, and aims to flab Barbaroffa.
[Barbaroffa wrefts bis dagger from bim
Bar. Ah, traitor, have I caught thee ?—Hold,—for-
bear— [ To Guards, avho offer to kill Selim,
Kill him not yet—I will have greater vengeance, ——
Perfidious wretch, who art thou ?—Bring the rack :
Let that extort the fecrets of his heart.
Sel. Thy impious threats are loft ! I know that death
And torments are my doom.——Yet, ere I die,
I’li ftrike thy foal with herror.—Off, vile habit !me—e——
Let me emerge from this dark cloud that hides me,
And make my fetting glorious !—If thou dar'ft,
Now view me | —Hear me, tyrant ! —while with voice
More dreadful than of thunder, I proclaim,
That he who aim’d the dagger at thy heart,

Is Selim !
Zaph. © heav'n! my fon ! my fon! [ She faimts.
Sel. Unhappy mother ! [Runs to embrace her.

Bar. Tear them afender. [Gward: feparate them.'
Sel. Barb’rous, barb’rous rafhans !
Bar. Slaves, feize the traitor. [7hey offer to feize kim.'
3¢/, Off, ye vile flaves ! I am your king !——Retire,
And tremble at my frowns ! That is the traitor ;
That is the murd’rer, tyrant, ravifher: Seize him,
And do your country right !
Bar. Ah, coward dogs!
Start ye at words !—or feize him, or, by hell,
This dagger ends you all ! [ They feize him.
Sel. *Fis dome!—Doft thou revive, unhappy Queen !
Now arm my foul with patience ! )
Zaph, My dear fon !
Do I then live, once more to fee my Selim !
But oh——to fee thee thus.! - [Weeping.”
Sel. Canft thou behold
Her fpeechlefs agonies, and not relent !
Bar. At length revenge is mine !— Slaves, force her
" kence ! -
This hour fhall crown my love.
Zaph. O, Mercy.! Mercy!
Sel, Lo.!: Barbaroffa ! thow at length haft conquer’d ¥
Behold a haplefs prince,. o’crwhelm’d with woes, [ Kneels..
D3 Proftrate
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Proftrate before thy feet ! —Not for myfelf

I plead ! ——Yes, plunge the dag%;.r in my breaft !
Tear, tear me piece-meal ! But, O fpare Zaphira !
Yet, yet, relent!" force not her matron homour !
Reproach not heav’n ‘

Bar. Have I then bent thy pride?

Why, this is conqueft ev’n beyond my hope le
Lie there, thou flave ! lie, till Zaphira’s cries
Arouze thee from thy poftore ! :

Sel. Doft thou infult my griefs ?—unmanly wretch !~
Cuife on the fear that cow’d betray mry imbs,  [Rijing.
My coward limbs, to this difhoneft poftare |
Long have I fcorn’d, I now defy thy pow’r.

Bar. T'll put thy boafted virtue to the trialaa
Slaves, bear him to the rack :

Zaph. O, fpare my fon !

Sure filial virtue never was a crime !

Save but my fon !~=I yield me to thy wifh |~—

‘What do I fay !—The marriage vow—O, horror ¢

This hour fhall make me thine ! '

Sel. What ! doom thyfelf
The guilty partner of 2 murderer’s bed,

Whofe hands yet reek with thy dear hufband’s dood f—
To be the mother of deftrudive tyrants, )
The curfes of mankind ! —By heav’n, I fwear,

The guilty hour that gives thee to the arms

Of that detcfted murderer, fhalk end

This hated hife teme o

Bar. Or yicld thee, or he dies |——

Zaph, The conflié’s paft.—1I will refime shy greatnefs.:
We’ll bravely die, as we have liv’d, with honour !

[Embracing.

Sel. Now, tyrant, pour thy fierceft fury on us:
Now fee, defpairing guilt! that vistue ftill
Shall conquer, tho’ in ruin, -

Bar. Drag them hence :

Her to the altar; Selim to his fate.

Zaph. O Selim ! O my fon !—Thy doom is death !

Wou’d it were mine ! ’
“Sel. Wou'd I cou’d give it thee !

I3 there no means to fave her ! Lend, ye guards, .

Ye minifters of death, in pity lend .

Your

v
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Your fwprds, or fome kind weapon of deftru&ioa ! ——

Sure the moft mournful boon, that ever fon

Alfk’d for the beft of mothers! -
Zaph. Dearelt Selim ! .
Bar. 1’ll hear no more.—Guardp, bear them to their

fate. LGuards feize them.

Sel. One laft embrace !

Farewell ! farewell for ever ! [Guards firuggle with them.
Zapk. One moment yet !--Plty a mother’s pangs !—

O Selim!
Sel. O my mother ! [Exeunt Selim and Zaphnrz.
Bar. My deareft hepes are blafted !—What is pow ’r3

If ftubborn virtue thus out-foar its flight!

Yet he fhall die—and {he—

.Enter AvraDiN.

Ala. Heav’n guard my Lord |
Bar. What mean’ft thou, Aladin?
Ala. A flave arriv’d,
Says that young Selim Lives : nay, fomewhere lusks
‘Within thefe walls.
Bar, The lurking traitor’s found,
" Convicted, and difarm’d.—Ev’n now he aim’d
This dagger at my heart,
Ala. Audacious traitor !
The flave fays farther, that he brings the tidings.
Of dark confpiracy, now hov’ring o’er us =
And claims thy private ear.
Bar. Of dark confpiracy f
Where ?—Among whom ?
Ala. The fecret friends of Sehm,
‘Who nightly baunt the city.
Bar. Curig the traitors !
Now fpeed thee, Aladin.—Send forth our fpies «
Explore their haunts. - For, by th’ infernal pow’rs !
T will let loofe my rage.—The furious lion
Now foams indignant, fcorning tears and cries.
Let Selim forthwith die.—Come, mighty vengeance!
Stir me to cruelty! The rack fhall groan
With new-born horrors!—1 will iflue forth,
L'ke midnight-peftilence! My breath fhall ftrew
The fireets with dead ; and havock ftalk in gore.

i

Hence,

'

-
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Hence, pity !—Feed the milky thought of babes,
Mine is of bloedier hue.

ACT V.

Enter BarBAROSSA a7d ALADIN,

Banparossa.

S the watch doubled? Are the gates fecur’d
Againft forprife? '

Ala. They are, and mock th’ attempt
Of force or treachery.

Bar. This whifper’d ramour
Of dark confpiracy, on further inqueft,
Seems but a falfe alarm.  Our fpies, fent outy
And now return from fearch, affirm that {leep
Has wrapp’d the city.

Ala. But while Selim lives, .
Deftrudion lurks within the palace walls;.
Nor bars, nor centinels can give us fafety.

Bar. Right, Aladin. ~His hour of fate approaches.
How goes the night?

Ala. The fecond watch is near. C

Bar. *Tis well :—Whene’er it rings, the traitor dies..
So hath my will ordain’d.—F’ll feize th’ occafien, '
‘While I may fairly plead my life’s defence.

Ala. True: for he aim’d his dagger at thy heart.

Bar. He did. Hence juftice, uncompell’d, thall feenr
To lend her fword, and do ambition’s work. -

4la. His bold refolves Bave fteel’d Zaphira’s breaft
Againft thy love : thence he deferves to-die. :

Bar. And death’s his doom—Yet firft "the rack fhall

i

rend’
Fach fecret from his heart 5 unlefs he give
Zaphira to my arms, by marriage-vows,
With full confent ; ere yet the fecond watch:
Toll for his. death.—Curfe on this woman’s weaknefs !
1 yet wou’d win her love! Hafte, feek out Othman :.
Go, tell him, that deftru@ion and the fword
Hang o’er young Selim’s head, if fwift compliance:

Plead not his pardons. [£xit Aladm.
) Stubborn
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Stubborn fortitade !
Had he not interpofed, fuccefs had crown’d
My love, now hopelefs.—Then let vengeance feize him.

Enter Ixsne.

Ire. O night of horror ! —Hear me, honour’d father }
If e’er Irenc’s peace was dear to thee,
Now hear me !
Bar. Impious ! Dar'ft thou difobey ?
Did not my Tacred will ordain thee hence ?
Get thee to reft ; for death is ftirring here,
Ire. O fatal words! By ev’ry facred tie,
Recal the dire decree.— -
Bar. What wou’dft thou fay ?
Whom plead for ?
Ire. For a brave, unhappy Prince, -
Sentenc’d to die.
Bar. And juftly I—But this hour
The traitor half fulfill’d thy dream, and aim’d
His dagger at my heart.
Ire. Might pity plead ?
Bar. What! plead for treachery?
Are. Yet pity might beftow a milder name.
Wou’dft thou not love the child, whofe fortitude
Shou’d hazard life for thee ?—Oh, think on that ;=
The noble mind hates not a virtuous foe : .
His gen’rous purpofe was to fave a mother ! _
Bar. Damn’d was his purpofe : And accurft art thots,
Whofe perfidy wou’d fave the dark affaffin,
Who fought thy father’s life ! —Hence, from my fight.
Ire. Oh, never, till thy mercy fpare my Selim !
Bar. Thy Selim ?—Thine?
Ire. Thou know’ft—by gratitude
He’s mine.—Had not his generous hand redeem’d me,
What then had been Irene ?
Bar. Faithlefs wretch !
Unhappy father ! whofe perfidious child
Leagues with his deadli¢ft foe ; and guides the dagger
Ev’n to his heart:!—Perdition catch thy falfeliood !
And is it thus, a thanklefs child repays me, -
For all the goik in which I plung’d my foal, -
To taife her to a throne ? P
re.
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Ire. O fpare thefe words,
More keen than daggers to my bleeding heart !
Let me not live fufpe@ted ! ——Dearelt father ! ———
Behold my breaft ! write thy fufpicion here :
‘Write them in blood ; but fpare the gen’rous youth,
‘Who fav’d me from difhonour !

Bar. By the pow’rs
Of great revenge : Thy fond intreaties feal
His inftant death.—In him, I’ll punifh thee,e——
Away ! .

Ire. Yet hear me! Ere my tortur’d foul
Rufh on fome deed of horror !

Bur. Seize her guards—

Convey the frantic ideot from my prefence :
See that fhe do no violence on herfelf.

Ire. O Selim!—generous youth !—how have my fears
Betray’d thee to deftruction !—Slaves, unhand me! —
Think ye, I’ll live to bear thefe pangs of grief,
Thefe horrors that opprefs my tortar’d foul ?2—
Inhuman father I-—Generous, injur’d youth !
Methinks I fee thee ftretch’d upon the rack,

Hear thy expiring groans :—Oh, Horror ! Horror !
What fhall I do to fave him !—Vain, alas !

‘Vain are my tears and pray’rs—At leaft, I’ll die.

Death fhall unite us yet ! [ Exit Irene and Guards.

Bar. O torment ! torment !

Evn in the mid’ft of pow’r ! —the vileft flave’s
More happy far than 1 ! —The very child,

Whom my love cherifh’d from her infant years,
Confpires to blaft my peace !-—O, falfe ambition,
Thou lying phantom ! whither haft thou lur’d me ¢
Ev’n to this giddy height ; where now I ftand,
Forfaken, comfortlefs! with not a friend

In whom my foul can truft !

Enter ALADIN.

Haft thou feen Othman?
He will not, fure, confpire againft my peace ?
Ala. He’s fled, my Lord. I dread fome lurking ruin,
‘The centinel on watch fays, that he pafs’d
‘The gate, fince midnight, with an unknown friend :
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And, as they pafs’d, Othman in whifpers faid,
¢ Now, farewell, bloody tyrant.”

Bar. Slave, thou ly'ft.
He did not dare to fay it ; or, if he did,
Pernicious flave, why doft thou wound my ear
By the foul repetition ?—Gracious pow’rs,

. Let me be calm ! —O, my diftracted foul !

How am I rent in pieces |—Othman fled !~
Why then may all hell’s curfes follow him !
What's to be done ? fome mifchief lurks unfeen.

Ala. Prevent it then—

Bar. By Selim’s inftant death—

Ala. Aye, doubtefs.

Bar. Is the rack prepar’d ?

Ala. *Tis ready.
Along the ground he lies, o’erwhelm’d with chains,
The minifters of death ftand round ; and wait
Thy laft command.

Bar. Once more I'’ll try to bend
His {tubborn foul.—Condu& me forthwith to him :
And if he now difdain my proffer’d kindnefs,

Deftruction fwallows him ! B [Exeunt.
Sevim difcover’d in Chains, Executioners, Officer, &c.
and Rack.

Sel. T pray you, friends,
When I :Srna dead, let not indignity
Infult thefe poor remains ; fee them interr’d
Clofe by my father’s tomb ! I afk no more.
Off. They fhall. ~ .
Sel. How goes the night ?
Of. Thy hour of fate,
The fecond watch, is near,
Sel. Let it come on;
I'am prepar’d. '

" Enter BarBAROSSA.

Bar. So—raife him from the ground.— [ Tey raife Fim.
Perfidious boy ! Behold the juft rewards o
Of guilt and treachery !—Didft thou not give
Thy forfeit life, whene’er I fhould behold - -

Selim’s ‘detefted face? R CL <
Sel.
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Sel. Then take it, tyraot.
Bar. Did’{t thou not aim a dagger at my heart ?
Sel. 1 did.
Bar. Yet heav’n defeated thy intent ;
And fav’d me from the daggcr
Sel. *Tis not ours
To queftion heav’n. Th’ intent, and not the deed, -
Is in our pow’r : and therefore, who dares greatly,
. Does greatly.
Bar. Yet bethink thee, {tubbora boy,
‘What horrors now furround thee—
Sel. Think’ft thou, tyrant,
I came fo ill prepar’d ’—Thy rage is weak ;
‘Thy torments pow’rlefs o’er the fteady mind :
He who cou’d bravely dare, can bravely fuffer.
Bar. Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, to fpare thee.
Relent, and fawe Zaphira ! —Far the bell
Ev’n now, expeés the centinel, totoll
The fignal of thy death.
Sel. Let guile kke thine
Tremble at deah I {corn his darkeft frown.
Hence, tyrant, nor profane my dymg hour !
Bar. Then take thy with. [ Bell tolls.
"There goes the fatat knell.
Thy fate is feal’d.—Not'all thy mother’s tears,
Nor pray’rs, nor eloquence of grief, fhall fave thee
From inftant death. Yet, ere th’ affaffin die,
Let torment wxing each fecret from his heart.
The traitor Othmpan’s fled ;—Confpiracy
Lurks in the womb of night, and threatens xuin.
are not the rack, nor ceafe, till it extort
'1'P lurking treafon ; and this mugd’rer call ~
On death to end his woes. .- [Exit Barbaroffa.
Sel. Come on then. ~ [ They bind him.
Begin the work of death—what! bound with cords,
Like a vile criminal !—O, valiant friends,
‘When will ye give mie vengeance !

Enter IRENE.

Ire. Stop, O flop!
Hold your accurfed hands {—On me, on me

Pour all your torments ;—How fhall T approach thee ! ’
2 sf 0
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Sel. Thefe are thy father’s gifts 1—Yet thou art guiltefs
Then let me take thee to my heart, thou beft,
Moft amiable of women !

Ire. Rather curfe me,
As the betrayer of thy virtue !

Sel. Ah!

Ire. ’T'was I—my fears, my frantic fears betray’d thee.
Thus falling at thy feet ; may I but hope
For pardon ere I die ! -

Sel. Hence, to thy father !

Ire. Never, O never ! —— Crawling in the duft,
Tl clafp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears ;
T'read me to earth ! I never will complain ;
But my laft breath fhall blefs thee.

Sel. Lov’d Irene!
‘What hath my fury done ?

Ire. Indeed, ’twas hard !
But I was born to forrow.

Sel. Melt me not.
I cannot bear thy tears ;—they quite unman me !
Forgive the tranfports of my rage !

Ire. Alas! '
The guilt is mine :—~——Canft thou forgive thofe fears
‘That firft awak’d fufpicion in my father.
‘Thofe fears that have undone thee !-——Heav’n is witnefs,
They meant not ill to thee!

Sel. None ; none, Irene !
No ; *twas the generous voice of filial love ;
That, only, prompted thee to fave a father.
Yes; from my inmoft foul I do approve
That virtue which deftroys me.

Ire. Canft thou, then,
Forgive and pity me?

Sel. 1 do~—1I do.

Ire. On my knees,
Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur’d prince !—
Oh, earth and heav’n ! that fuch unequal’d worth
Shou’d meet fo hard a fate! —that I—that I—
Whom his love refcu’d from the depth of woe,
Shou’d be th’ accurft deftroyer ! «—— Strike, in pity;
And end this hated life !

Sel. Ceafe, dear Irene.

E

Submit
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Submit to heav’n’s high will.—1I charge thee live ;
. And to thy utmoft power, prote¢t from wrong
My helplefs, friendlefs mother !

Ire. With my life
Tll fhield her from each wrong.——That hope alone
Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe !

Sel. O my ungovern’d rage ! ——To frown on thee !
Thus let me expiate the crucl wrong, [ Embracing.
And mingle rapture with the pains of death !

Ofi. No more.——Prepare the rack.

Ire. Stand off, ye fiends !

Here will I cling.” No pow’r on earth fhall part us,

Till T have fav’d my Selim ! [ A noife.
Of. Hark ! what noife :
Strikes on mine ear ? [ A noife.

Sel. Again!
Ala. Without.] Arm, arm !—treach’ry and murder!
[ Executioners go to feize Selim.
Sel. Off flaves ! Or I will turn my chains to arms,
And dafh you piece-meal !—for I have heard a found
Which lifts my tow’ring foul to Atlas’ height,
*That I cou’d prop the fkies !
Ala. Where is the king ? o
The foe pours in. The Pa.lace gates are burft:
The centinels are murder’d ! Save the king !
. They fcek him through the palace.
Off. Death and ruin !
Tollow me, flayes, and fave him.
) [ Exeunt Officer and Executioner.
Sel. Now, bloody tyrant ! Now, thy hour is come.
Ire. What means yon mad’ning tumult? O, my
fears !
Sel. Vengeance at length hath pierc’d thefe guilty walls,
And walks her deadly round.
Ire. Whom doft thou mean? my father!
Sel. Yes: thy father !
‘Who myrder’d mine.
Ire. Is there no room for mercy?
+Q Selim ; by our love !——
Sel. Thy tears are vain;
Vain were thy eloquence, though thou didft plead
With an archangel’s tongue.

Ires
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Ire. Spare but his life ! '

Sel. Heav’n knows I pity thee. But he muft bleed ;
Tho’ my own life-blood ; nay, tho’ thine, more dear,
Shou’d iffue at the wound ! .

Ire. Muft he then die? .

Let me but fee my father, ‘ere he perith !
Let me but pay my parting duty to him !—

[Clafb of Savords.
Hark !—’twas the clath of fwords ! Heav’n fave my father?
O cruel, cruel Selim ! [Exit lrene.

Sel. Curfe on this fervile chain, that binds me faft,
In pow’rlefs ignominy ; while my fword
Shou’d haunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant down !

Oth. [without] Where is the Prince !

Sel, Here, Othman, bound to earth !
Set me but free !—O curfed, curfed chain !

Enter OTuman and Party, who free SeLim.

Oth. O, my brave Prince !—Heav’n favours our defign.
[Embraces him.
Take that :—1I need not bid thee ufe it nobly.
' [Giving him a Sword.
Sel. Now, Barbaroffa, let my arm meet thine : '
"Tis all I afk of heav’n ! [ Exit Selim.
Oth. Guard ye the Princee—— [ Part goout.
Purfue his fteps —Now, this way let us turn,
And feek the tyrant. [ Exeunt Othman, &v.

SCENE c'baﬂge: to the open Palace.

Enter BARBAROSSA.

Bar, Empire is loft, and life : Yet brave revenge
Shall clofe my life in glory.

Enter OTHMAN.

Have I found thee,
Diffembling traitor ?—Die !—

Oth. Long hath my wifh, '
Pent in my ftruggling breaft, been robb’d of utterance. -
Now valour fcorns the mafk.—I' dare thee, tyrant !
And, arm’d with juftice, thus'wou’d meet thy rage,
Tho’ thy red right hand grafp’d the pointed thunder !

E 2 Now,
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Now heav’n decide between us! L[ They fight.
Bar. Coward !
Oth. Tyran !
Bar. Traitor |
Oth, Infernal fiend, thy words. are fraught with falfe-

hood :
* 'To combate crimes like thine, by force or wiles,
Is equal glory. [Barbaroflz fall;,

Bar. 1 faint! I die!—O horror!

Enter Sevim and Sapr.

Sel. The foe gives way : fure this way went the florm,
Where is the tyger fled !——What de I fee |
Sa. Algiers is free !
Oth., This fabre did the deed ! ‘
Sel. 1 envy thee the blow !—Yet valour fcoras
To wound the fallen.—But if life remain,
I wilt fpeak daggers to his guilty foul f—
Hoa! Barbaroffa! tyrant! murderer !
>Tis Selim, Selim calls thee !
Bar. Off, ye fiends | .
Torment me not ! —0, Selim, art thou there ! ——
Swallow me earth! Bury me deep, ye mountains. !
Accurfed be the day that gave me birth ! ,
Oh, that I ne’er had wrong’d thee !
Sel. Doft thou then
Repent thee of thy crimes !—He does ! He does't
He grafps my hand! See, the repentant tear
Starts from his eye !—Dotft thou indeed repent i
Why then I do forgive thee : from my foul
I freely do forgive thee !—And if crimes
Abhorr’d as thine, dare plead to heav’n for mercy——
May heav’n have mercy on thee !
Bar. Gen’rous Selim !
Too good—1I have a daughter! Oh, prote& her !
Let not my crimes !—vr [ Diess
Oth. There fled the guilty foul !
Sel. Hafte to the city—flop the rage of flaughter.
Tell my brave people, that Algiers is free 3
And tyranny no more. [ Exeunt Slaves.
Sa. And, to confirm
The glorious tidings, foon as morning fhines,

Be
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Be his dead carcafe dragg’d throughout the city,
A fpe@acle of horror.
Sel. Curb thy zeal.
Let us be brave, not cruel : nor difgrace
Valour, by barb’rous and inhuman deeds.
Black was his guilt : and he hath paid his life,
The forfeit of his crimes. Then fheath the fword :
Let vengeance die—juftice is fatisfy’d!

Enter Zaruira.

Zaph. What mean thefe horrors *—wherefoe’er I turn
My trembling fteps, I find fome dying wretch,
Welt’ring in gore {—and doft thou live, my Selim.

Sel. Lo, there he lies! .

Zaph. The bloody tyrant flain !

O righteous heav’n!
Sel. Behold thy valiant friends,
Whofe faith and courage have o’erwhelm’d the pow’s
Of Barbaroffa. Here, once more, thy virtues
Shall dignify the throne, and blefs thy people.
Zaph. Juft are thy ways, O heav’n !——— Vain terrors
hence !
Once more Zaphira’s bleft ;— my virtuous for,
How fhall I e’er requite thy boundlefs love ?
Thus let me fnatch thee to my longing arms,
And on thy bofom weep my griefs away !

Sel. O happy hour !—happy, beyond the flight
Ev’n of my ardent hope. Look down, bleft fhade,
From the bright realms of blifs. — Behold thy Queen
Unfpotted, unfeduc’d, unmov’d in virtue.

Behold the tyrant proftrate at my feet!
And, to the mem’ry of thy bleeding wrongs,
Accept this facrifice !

Zaph. My generous Selim !

Sel. Where is Irene?

Sa. With looks of wildnefs, and diftra&ted mein,
She fought her father where the tumult rag’d ;

She pafs’d me, while the coward Aladin
Fled from my fword : and, as I cleft him down,
She fainted at the fight,

Otb. But ftraight recover’d ;

Zamor, our trufty friend, at my command,

Convey’d
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Convey’d the weeping fair-one to her chamber.

Sel. Thanks to thy generous care :—Come, let us feek
Th’ afliGted maid.

Zaph. Her virtues might atone

- For all her father’s guilt —Thy throne be hers :

She merits all thy love.

Sel. Then hafte, and find her.—O’er her father’s

crimes

Pity fhall draw her veil ; ; may, half abfolve them,
When fhe beholds the virtues of his child !—— ————
Now let us thank th’ eternal pow’r : convinc’d, -
That heav’n but tries our virtue by afliion :
That.oft’. the cloud which wraps the prefent hour,
Serves but to bnghten all our fl:mu'e days !



EPILOG U E
Written byiMr GARRICK.

Spoken by Mc "WoopwarD, in the Charalter of a fine
: Gentleman.

Enter—Speaking to the People witbout.

PSHAW!—damnyour Epilogue—and holdyour tongue—
Shall we, of rank, be told awhat’s right or awrong ?
Had you ten epilogues you fhou’d not [peak ’em,
Tho® bhe had awrit >em all in linguum Grecum.
D] do’t by all thé gods !— (you muft excufe me)
The’ author, allors, audience, all abufe me!

To the Audience.

Behold a gentleman !—and that’s enough !

Laugh if you pleafe—Dll take a pinch of fnuff!

I come to tell you—(let it not furprife you)

That I’m a wit—and worthy to advife yottse——

How cou’d you fuffer that fame country booby, ‘

That pro-logue [peaking favage,—that great looby,

To talk kis nonfenfe 2—Give me leave to fay,

Tavas low—damn’d low !—but fave the fellow’s play—

Let the poor devil eat—allow him that,

And give a meal to Meafter, Mon, and Cat;

But avky attack the fafbions 2—Senfelefs rogue !

We kave no joys but what refult from vogue :

The Mode fhow’d all control—nay, ev’ry paffion,

Senfe, appetite, and all, give way to fafbion:

1 bate as much as ke, a turtle-feaf?,

But, *till the prefent turtle-rage bas ceas’d, z

I’d ride a hundred miiles to make myfelf a beaf?.

1 bave no ears—yet op’ras I adore !—

dlways prepar’d to die—to fleep—no more !

The ladiesy too, were carp’d at, and their drefs,

He awants ’em all ruff’d up like good Queen Befs!

They are, forfoothy too much expos’d, and free—

Were more expos’dy no ill effets 1 fee, %

For more, or lefsy tis all the fame to me. p
oor
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Poor gaming, too, was mauld among the refl,
That precious cordial'to a bigh-life breaf} !

- When thoughts arife I always game or drink,

An Engli/i gentleman fhow’d never think—

The reafon’s plain, which ev’ry foul might hit on—
Wkat trims a Frenchman, overfets a Briton ;

In us reflection breeds a fober fadnefs,

Which always ends in politicks or madnefs :

1 therefore pow propofe—by your command,

That tragedies no more fball clond this land 3
Send o’cr your Shakefpeares to the fons of France,
Let them grow grave—Let us begin to dance!
Banifb your gloomy [cenes to foreign climes,
Referve alone to blefs thefe golden times,

A farce or twom—and Woodward’s pantomimes !
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"To bis Royal Highnefs
FREDETRICK
PRINCE OF

w A L E 8.

SIR’

THOUGH a prince is born a patron, yet a benevo-
: lent expanfion of his heart gives nob(er title to the
homage of the arts, than all the ‘greame{s of his power
- to propagate them.~——"There refpett is, either way, fo
much your Royal Highnefs’s unqueftioned due, that he
who a(is your leave to offer fuch a duty, callsin queftion
our prerogative, or means to fell his own acknowledg-
ents, :
- They have not marked, with penetration, the diftinétion
of your fpirit, who darelook upon you as inclofed againft
the accefs of fincerity. The judgment and humanity of
rinces are obfcured by difficulties in approaching them.
Nor can the benefalors of mankind be fo far inconfiftent
with themfelves, as to interpofe the obftacles of diftance,
or c;ld ceremony, between their goodnefs, and our gra-
titude. -
Allow me, therefore, Sir, the honour to prefent Al-
zira to your patronage : difclaiming, for myfelf, all ex-
peftation of your notice. Itis juft that I {hould give up my
own fmall pretenfions : but Mr. de Voltaire brings title
to your Royal Highnefs’s regard. The merit of his work
A2 will
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will recommend him to your judgment: and the noble
juftice he has done her M};jeﬁy’s diftinguifhed charater,
m his French preface to this tragedy, (himfelf mean
while a foreigner, and writing in a foreign nation) will,
perhaps, deferve the glory of the fon’s partiality, in
fenfe of reverence for the fayal mother.

It were indeed, fome violation of refpet and grati-
tude, not to devote Alzira to the hand that honoured
her, in_publie, with anapplaufe fo warm and weighty,
in her reprefentation on the Englith theatre.—Here Mr.
. de Voltaire enjoyed the triumph due to genius ; while
_ his heroic charalers at the fanre time, made evident the
force of nature, when it operates upon refembling qua-
lities.—When tragedies are ftrong in fentiment, they will
be touchftones to'their hearer’s hearts, The narrow and
inhuméne will 'bé unattentive, ot unmoved; while
princely {pirits, like your Royal Highnefs’s, (impelled by
their own confcious tendency) fhew us an example in
their generous fenfibility, how great thoughts .fhould be
received by thofe who can think greatly.

Yet, in one ftrange circumftance, Alzira fuffered b
the hohour of your approbation ; for while ¢he audiec
hung their eyesupon yourRoyal Highnefs’s @!fcerhing de-
lieacy, their joy to fee you warmed by, and applatnding
4hoft, thole fentiments which draw their foree from love
- of pity, and of lberty, became the only paflivh they
would Teel; and thereby leffened their attenntion to e

Very feeties they owed it to. : :

Can it be poffible, after foimportant a public declardtion
§n honour of pafiion and fentiment, that this bett rife of the
poet’s att, thould any longer contimre to lnguith vider
general negle®, or indifference #-No, futely, Sirtes
Your Royal Highnefs, but perfifting to keep reafon and
nature in countenance at the theatres, will univerfally
eltablith what you fo generouily and openly avow. For,
if whete firen love, they will imirate, your example huft
be copied by millions; till the influence of your artrace
vion fifall have planted your tafte ; and overfpread three
kingdoms with laurels.

Tt may at-prefent perhaps, be a fruitlefs, but it cas
never_be an irrational with, that a theatre entirély new,
(if fiot rather the old ones new-modelled) profelling ogly

EE : what
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what is ferious and manly, and facred to the interefts of
wifdom and virtue, might arife under fome powerful and
popular protection, fuch as that of your Royal High-
neifs’s diftinguifhed countenance!—To what probable
lengths of improvement would not fuch a fpur provoke
entus '—Or, fhould it fail to do that, it would make
manifelt, at leaft, that rather wit is wanting than en-
couragement ; and that thefe opprobrious excrefcencies
of our ftage, which, under the difguife of entertain-
ments, have defamed and infulted a people, had a meaner
derivation, than from the hope of delighting our princes.
It has been a misfortune to poetry, in this nation, thac
7t was too fupercilioufly under-rated ; and, to acknow-
ledge truth op both fides, for the moft part pracifed too
Yightly.—But by thofe “who confider it according to the
demands ,of its charatter, it will be found intitled, be«
yond many other arts, to the political affetion of princes :
being more perfuafive in its nature than rhetoric ; .and
more compreicnﬁve and animating than hiftory.—For
while hiftory but waits on fortune with a little too fervile
a reftriction, poetry correfts and commands her :—be-
caufe, reQifying ‘the obliquity of natural events, by a
more equitable formation of rational ones, the poet, as
lord Bacon very finely and truly obferves, inftead of con~-
ftraining the mind to fuccefles, adapts and calls out events
to the meafures of reafon and virtue ; maintaining Pro-
vidence triumphant againft the oppofitions of nature and
accident. - : . o
And ftill more to diftinguifh his fuperiority. over the.
gay ptofe-fabricks of -imagination, the poet, as a re-in-
forcement to his creative vivacity of invention, fuperadds
the attraction of harmony ; and then pours through the
whole an irrefiftible fire of ¢nthufiafm, wherewith to raife
and to govern the paflions. S e
Dramatic poetry, in this bold purpofe, afts with moft
immedjate and manifeft confequence ; becaufe aflembling
together all that animates, invites, or-inforces, it. works
with incredible influence upon the fpirits and paffions of a-
people,’ after they -have been refined.and induced to its:
relifh.——It does this, in foconfefled a degree, that-our:
great_ philofopher abovenamed, undertaking, in his De
Augmentis Scientiarum, profefledly to confider its preva~
L . A3 lence,
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lence, beautifully calls it the bow of the mind ; asif, to
exprefs it more clearly, he had faid, the fltage is an
inftrumeat tn the hands of the poet, as capable of giving
modulation and tone to the heart, as the bow to the vio-
lin in the hands of a mufician.

. There is another advantage in poetry, which fill fur-
ther intitles it to the proteGtion of princes, whoare lovers,
like your Royal Highnefs, of ages, which are only to hear
of them. Other arts have fome fingle and limited effect 5
but the treations of poetry have a power to multiply
their {pecies in ‘new and emulative fucceffions of virtue
and heroifm ; the feeds, as- it were, of thole paffions
which product noble qualities, being fowa in all poems
of genius. ) ,

1f. fuch defirable effe@s are now lefs common than
andiently, it ie only becanfe fometimes tuneful emptinels
is mifteken for poetry ; and fometimes calm, cold femfe
tonveyed in unp te metre ; whereas poetry has no
eletment but | n: and therefore. rthyme, turnp, aad
meafure, are but fruitlefs affe@ations, where +a fpirit is
not found that conveys the heat gnd enthufiafin. The
poet, to fay in all in a word, whe <an be sead without
excitement of the moft paffionate emotions in the heart,
having: been bufily lefing his pains, like a {fmith who
would fafhion cold iren: he has the regular return in ‘the
defeent of the ftrokes, the inﬁgniﬁcan! jingle in the fing
of the found, and the hammering delight in the labowr s
but he has neither the penetration, the glow, noer the
fparkling. ’

When: in fome unbending moments your Royal High- -
nefs thall, refle®, perhaps, on the moft likely meafures
for diminifhing our pretences to poetry, yet augmeating
its efientral growth, how kind wou’d heaven be to the
legitimate friends of the mufes, -faould it, at thofe times,
whifper in your ear, thatno art ever flourifhed in mo-
narchies till the favour of the court made it fafbionable !

‘On myy own part, I have little to fay, worth the honour
of your Rayal Highnefs’s notice; being no more tham
m humblea({)licitor, for an event 1 have nothing to hope
from:; Not that I prefume to reprefent myfelf as oo
foical to feel the advantage of diftin&ion. Iam only <ce
bufy .00 be difpofed for purfuing it : baving renoun«_:g

t
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the world, without quitting it ; that, ftanding afide in an
uncrowded corner, I might efcape being hurried along
in the duft of the fhow, and quietly fee, and confider
the whole as it paffes ; inftead of ating a partinit; and
that, perhaps, but a poor one.

In a fituation fo calm and untroubled, there arifes a
falutary habitude of fuppofing diftinction to be lodged in
the mind, and ambition in the ufe and command of the
faculties. Such ‘a choice may be filent, but not inaQive :
nay, I am afraid, he who makes it, is but a concealed
kind of Epicure, notwithftanding his pretences to for-
bearance and philofophy : for while he partakes, in full
relith, all the naked enjoyments of life, he throws no-
thing of it away, but its falfe face and its prejudices.
He takes care to live at peace in the very centre of ma-
lice and faction ; for, viewing greatnefs without hope,
he viewsit alfo without envy.

Upon the whole, though there may be a fufpicion of
fomething tco felfifh in this'perfonal fyftem of liberty, it
will free a man in a moment from all thofe byaffing par-
tialities which hang their dead weight upon judgment;
and leave him as difinterefted a fpectator of the virtues
or vices of. cotemporary greatnefs, as of that which
hiftory has tranfmitted to him from times he had nothing
to do with. I am, therefore, fure, it is na flattery,
when I congratulate your Royal Highnefs on the humane

lories of your future reign, and thank you for a thoufand
bleflings I expet not to partake of,  ~ /

Iam,

With a profound refpe&,
SIR,

Your Royal Hignnefs’s
Moft obedient and
Moft humble fervant,

A.HILL.
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PROLOGUE

WHE N fome raw paddler from the waded fbors.
Firfl dares the decp’ning fiream, andwentures o'ery
Light on bis fioGting cork the wave be fims,
And, wanton in his fafcty, thinks he fwims.
So fbatl Alzire’s fame oxr faults protect, :
And from your cenfure [ireen each fear’d defeét.
For fbor’d awe alt, unfbilld, theplayer’s parts,
We a& fuch feenes——as force us to your bearts,
What floods of Years a neiyb’ring land faw flow,
When a whole people woept Alzira’s avee ! :
The lovelieft eves of France, in one pleas’d night,
Tavice charm’d, renew’d, and lengthen’d ont delight.
Favice charm’d, review’d the fad, the meliing firain,
Yet, bung infatiate, on the willing pain !
Thrice thirty days, all Paris figh'd for fenfe !
Tumblers jgod Rillmand thought—in avif’s defence ;
Ev'n power defpotic filt, how wrongs can moe ;
And nobly wept for liberty and love. '
Can it be fear'd then, that our gen’rous land,
Wherejuftice blooms, andyeafdm boldls command ;
This foil of feience ! where bold truth is taught,
Thisfeat of freedim,-and.this throne of thought 3
Can pour applaufe on foreign fong and dance,
Yot leave the praife of folid fenfé to France : )
No—That's impoffible—"ts Britain’s claim,
To bold me Jevond phace in-tafie or fame.
In arts and arms alike wiclorious known,
Whate'er deferves ler choive e makes her ovoh,
Nor let the confeious power of Englifb ait
Lefs feel the force, becaufe a Frenchmanavrit,
Reafon and fentiment, like air and light,
Where-ever found, are Nature's common right.
Since the fame fun gives northen climes their day,
Afer the caft has firff receiv’ditsray,
Why fhould our pride repel the Mufe’s finile,
Becaufe it dawn’d not firf? upon our tfle ?
Fraternal art adopts each alien fame;
The wife and brawve are every where the fame.
" From hoftile fentiments let difcord flow ;
But they avbo think like friends, Jhould have no foe. R
DRA-
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‘A CT I.
Don Alvarez and Don Carlos.

ALVAREZ.
T length the council partial to my prayer,
A Has toafon, I love, transferr’d my power.
Carlos, rule happy ; be a viceroy long ;
Long for thy prince, and for thy God, maintain
This younger, richer, lovelier, half the globe;
Too fruitful, heretofore, in wrongs and blood ;
‘Crimes the lamented growths of powerful gold !
Safe to thy abler hzn§ devolve, refign’d,
Thofe fovereign honours which opprefs’d my years,
And dimm’d the feeble lamp of wafted age.
Yet had it long, and not unufeful, flam’d.
I firft o’er wond’ring Mexico in arms
March’d the new horrors of a world unknown !
I fteer’d the floating towers of fearlefs Spain
Through the plow’d bofom of an untried fea.
Too happy had my labours been fo blefsd,
To change my brave afaciate’s rugged fouls,
. And foften ftubborn heroes into men.
Their cruelties, my fon, eclips’d their glory :
And] have wept a conqu'ror’s fplendid thame.
Whom heaven not bétter made, and yet made great,
Wearied at length, I reach my life’s laft verge;
Where I fhall peaceful veil my eyes in reft ;
If ere they clofe, they but behold my-Carlos
Ruling Potofi’s realm by Chriftian laws,
And making gold more rich by gifts from heav’n.
D. Carlos. Taught and fupported by your great exam-
I learnt beneath your eye to conquer realms, W[ ple,
' hich
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Which by your counfels I may learn to govern ;

Giving thote laws I firft receive from you.
Alvarez. Not fo.—Divided power 1s power difarm’d.

Outworn by labour, and decay’d by time,” .

Pompis no mere my with. Emough for me

That heard in council age may temper rathnefs.

Truft me, mankind buc ill rewards the paing

Of over-prompt ambition *Tis now time

To give my long-negle&ted God thafe hours,

Which clofe the languid period of my days.

One only gift Latk ; refufe not that;

As friend I afk ir; and as father claim.

Pardon thofe poor Americars, condemn’d

For wand’ring hither, and this morning feiz’d.

To my difpofal give ’em kindly up,

That liberty, unhop’d, may charm the more.

A day like this thould merit fmiles from all ;

And mercy, foft’ning juftice, mark it blefs’d.
D, Carlos. Sir, all that fathers afk, they muft command.

Yet condefcend ta recollect how far :

_This pity, undeferv’d, might hazard all.

In infant towns like ours, methinks 'twerg fafe

Not to familarize thefe favage fpies.

If we accuftom foes to look too near,

We teach ’em, at our coft, to flight thofe fwards.

They once flew trembling from, whene'er they faw.

Frowning revenge, andawe of diftant dread,

Not fmiling friendfhip, tames thefe fullen fouls.

The fow’r American, unbroke, and wild,

Spurns with indignant rage, and bites his chain,

-Humble when punifh’d ; if regarded, fierce.

Power fickens by forbearance : rigid men,

Who feel not pity’s pangs, are beft obey’d.

Spaniards, ’tis true, are rul’d by henour’s law,

Submitunmurn’ring, and unforc’d go right.

But other nations are impell’d by fear,

And muft be rein’d, and fpurg’d, with hard controll,

The gods them{elves in this ferocious clime, .

Till they look grim with blood, excite no dread,
Alvarex. Away, my fon, with thefe detefted fchemes !

"Perith fuch politic reproach of rule ! :

‘Are we made captains in our Maker’s caufe,

O'er
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Q’er thefe new Chriftiats call’d to ftretch his mame,
His peaceful naine ! and fhall we, unprovok’d,
Bear murders, which our holy chedts prefume
‘To mifpronounce his injur’d altar’s due !
Shall we difpeople realins, and kill to fave !
Such if the fruits of Spain’s religious care,
I, from the diftant bounds of our old world,
Have to this néw one ftretch’d a Saviour’s name,
‘To make it hateful to oné half the globe,
Becaufe no mercy grac'd the other’s zeal,
No, my mifguided Carlos, the broad eye
Of one Creator takes in all mankind :
His laws expand the heart; and we, who thus
Wou’d by deftruétion propagate belief,
Andmix with blood and gold religion’s growth,
Stamp in thefe Iridian’s honeft breafts a fcorn
‘Of all we teach,: from what they fee we do.

D. Carlos, Yet the learned props of our unerfiag church,
Whom zeal for faving fouls deprives of reft,
Taught my late youth, ,committed to their carey
That ignorance, averfe, muft be compell’d,

Alv. Our priefls are all for vengeance, force, and fire s
And only in kis-thundet act their God.
Hence we feem thieves ; and what we feem we are.
Spain has robb’d every gtowth-of this new world,
Even to its favage nature !—Vair, unjuft,
Proud, cruel, covetous, we, we alone,
Are the barbarians here !—An Indian heart
Equals, in courage, the moft prompt of ours,
But in fimplicity of artle(s truth, o
And every honeft native warmth, excells us.
Had they,:like us, been bloody ; had they not
By pity’s power been mov’d, and virtue's love,
Nofod of mine had heard'a father, now
Reprove his erring rafhuefs.—You forget,
That when a pris’ner in thefe people’s hands,
Gall'd and provok’d by cruelty and wrongs,
While my brave follow’rs fell on every fidey
Till Lalone furviv'd, fome Indians knew me,
Knew me, and fuddenly pronounc’d my name.
At once they threw their weapons to thé ground,
And a young'favage chief, whom yet I know not,
- B T Grace-
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Graceful approach’d, and, kneeling, prefs'd my knees,
Alvarez, isit you, he cry’d—Livelong !

Ours be your virtue, but not ours your blood !

Live, and inftru& oppreflors to be lov'd.

Blefs’d be thofe tears, my fon !—1I think you weep.
{?y to your foft’ning foul! Humanity

as power, in nature’s right, beyond a father.
But from svhat motive {prung this late decline
From clemency of heart to new-born rigour ?

Had you been always cruel, with what brow
Cou’d you have hop'd to charm the lov’d Alzira ?
Heirefs to realms, difpeopled by your fword !

And though your captive, yet your conqu’ror too.
‘Truft me,—with women worth the being won,
The fofteft lover ever beft fucceeds.

D. Carlos. Sir, 1 obey: your pleafure breaks their
Yet ’tis their duty to embrace our faith : [ehains ;
. §0 runs the king’s command.——To merit life,

Quit they their idol worfhip, and be free.

So thrives religion, and compels the blind ;

So draws our holy altar fouls by force, '
Till oppofition dres, andfleeps in peace ;

So links a govern’d world in faith’s ftrong chain ;

And but one monarch ferves, and but one God.

Alv, Hear me, my fon.—That crown’d in this new
Religion may ereét her holy throne, [world,
Is what, with ardent zeal, my foul defires ;

Let Heaven and Spain find here no future foe !
Yet ne’er did perfecution’s offspring thrive :
For the forc’d heart, fubmitting, ftill refifts.
Reafon gairs all men by compelling none.
Mercy was-always Heaven’s diftinguifh’d mark 3
And he who beas it not, has no friend there.

D. Carlos. Your reafons, like your arms, are fure to
I am inftruéted and ennobled by them ! [conquer,
Indulgent virtue dwells in all you fay,

And foftens, while you fpeak, the lift’ning foul !

Since Heaven has blefs’d you with this powerful gift,
To breathe perfuafion and uncharm refolves, '
Pronounce me favour’d, and you make me fo.

Warm my Alzira’s coldnefs ; dry her tears ; -

And teach her to be mine.~—~1I love that maid,

X 4 Spite

\
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Spiteof 'iny pride ! blufh at it——but ftill love her !
Yet willl ne’er, fo{ooth unyielding f{corn,
Unman the foldier in the lover’s caufe.
I cannot ftoop to fan a hopele(s flame,
And bein vain her flave.—You, Sir, might aid me :
You can do all things with Alzira’s father,
Bid him command s daughter to be kind :
Bid him — But whither would my love miflead me !
Forgive the blind j{refumption of a hope,
That to my int’reft ftoops my father’s rank ;
And fends him beggar to an Indian’ door !
Alv. *Tis done already. I have urg’d.it to himn,
Ezmont has mov’d his daughter in your caufe.
Wait the prepar’d event. Heaven has been kind ;
Since thefe illuftrious captives both are Chriftians ;
Ezmont my convert, and his daughter his,
Alzira governs a whole people’s minds ;
Each watchful Indian reads her ftudied eye,
And to her filent heart conforms his own.
Your marriage fhall unite two diftant worlds :
For when the ftern repiner at our law
Sees in your arms the daughter of his king,
With humbler fpirit, and with heart lefs fierce,
His willing neck fhall court the yoke he fcorn’d.
But look, where Ezmont comes !—Retire, my fon 3
And leave me to complete the tafk begun. [Exit D. Cars
Enter Ezmont,.
Welcome, my friend ; your council, or command,
Has left, I hope, Alzira well refolv’d.

Ezm. Great father of the friendlefs *—Pardon yert,
If one, whofe fword feem’d fatal to her race, ;
Keeps her heart cold, with fome remains of horror,
We move with ling’ring fteps to thofe we fear.
But prejudice will fly before your voice,

Whofe winning manners confecrate your laws.
To you who gave us heav’n, our earth is due.
Yours our new being, our enlighten’d fouls;
Spain may hold realms by purchafe of her fword
And worlds may yield to power—but we to virtue,
Your bloody nation’s unfucceeding pride

Had made their God difguftful as their crimes !
We faw him hateful in tl;itj murd’rous zeal 3



14 AL Z1RA

But lov’d him in your mercy.—From your heite
Mis influence ftream’d accepted ; and my crown,
My daughter, and my foul, became your flaves. '
Father alike of Carlos and of me,
I give him my Alzira for your fake ;
And with her all Potofi and Peru,
Summon the reverend choig ; prepare the ritess
And truft my promife for my daughter’s will.
Alv, Bleis'd be the long-wifh’d found !-~This gredd
‘ work pait, :
T fhall go down 1n peace, and hail my grave.
Oh, thou great leader ! whote alnighty hand
Drew the §urk veil afide that hid new worlds ;
Smile on this union, which, confirmed by thee,
Shallin one empire grafp the circled globe,
And tatk the fup’s whole round to ineafure Spain !
Ezmont, faurewel,—1I gato greetmy fon,
With welcome pews, how much he owes my friend.E
a’ifo
Ezm. [-fql:we-:; Thow, namelels Power, -umqudl;d wd
alone! -
Whofe dreadful vengeance oyerwhelin'd, at ance,
My country, and her gods, too weak to fave !
Prote@ my failing years from new diftrefs,
Robb’d of my all ; byt this ane daughter left me 3
Qh, guard her heast, and gujde her.1o be blefe'd §
Enter Alzira.
Daughter, be happy, while good-fortune courts thees
And in thy blefling chear thy connsry’s hope. \
Prote& the vanquifh’d : rule the victor’s will 3
Scize the beng thunder in his lifted hand ;
And from defpair’s low fear, remouny a throne.
Lend the lov’d public thy reluétant heart;
‘And in the joy of millions find thy own,
Nay, donet weep, Alzira: tears will naw
Scem infults, ané reproach thy father’s care,
Alz. Sir, my whole foul, devoted, feels your power,”
Yet, it Alzira's peace was ever dear,
Shut nat your ear to my defpairing grief ;
But, in my nuptials, read my certain daom,
Ezm. Urge 1t no more : it is an ill-tim’d forrow.
Away ! I had thy kind confent before,
Alz. No,~you compell’d the frightful facrifice : A
!
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And, ah, remorfelefs heaven !—at what a time !
When the rais’d fivord of this all-murd’ring lover
Hangs o’er my people heads with threat’ning fway,
To ftrike the trembling remnant from my fight,
And mark my nuptial day a day of death !
Omens on omens have pronoursc’d it curs’d.
Ezm. Quit thefe vain fears, thefe fuperftitious dreame
Of unconfiding ignorance! What day ?
What omens ?— We ourfelves, who chufe our afs,
Make our own days, or happy, or accursd,
“Alz. >Twas on this day, the pride of Jll our ftate,
Zamor the great, the warlike Zamor fell ;
Zamor, my lover; and your purpos’d fon.
Ezm, Zamor was brave ; and I have mourn’d his fall,
But the cold grave diffolves ev’n lovers” vows.
Bear to the altar thena heart refolv’d ;
And let thy fummon'd virtue check thy weaknefs,
Was not thy foul enroll’d a Chriftian latety ?
The aweful Power that lent thofe Chriftians name,
Speaks in my voice; commands thee to be wop.
Hear him ; and fearn obedience to his will,
Alz. Alas, my father ! fpare this dreadful zeal.
Has not the parent fpoke ? Why fpeaks the God ?
1 know, and I confefs, afather’s power ;
At his command to facrifice the life
He gave me, is a duty nature taught,
ut my obedience pafies nature’s bounds 3
Whate’er I fee, is with my father’s eyes 5
Whate’er I love, is for my father’s fake ;
I chang’d my very gods, and took my fathers :
Yet has this father, pioufly fevere,
Wrong’d my believing weaknefs, and undone me.
He told me to- compofe my troubled heart,
Peace held her dwelling at the altar’s foot.
He told me, that religion cur'd defpair,
And foften’d every pang that pierc’d the foul =
But, ah, "twasail deceit ! all dear detufion ¢
* Mix’d with the image of an awfut God,
A human image ftruggles in my heart,
And checks my willing virtue in its rifing.
Zamor, though dead to nature, lives to love,
¥ ftill triumphs in Alzira’s breaft, St
- - By Loxd

37
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Lord of her foul, and holds back a]l her wifhes.

You frowp,—Alas, you blame a guilt you caus’d,
Quench then this flame, tao hard for death and time 3
And force me to be his whom moft I hate,

If my lov’d cauntry bids, I muit obey.

Yet, while by force you jein unfocial hands,
T,:cmble whene’er you drag me to the ajtar,
Tremble to hear my tangue deceive my Gad ;

. To hear me to this hated tyrant vow

A heart, that beats, unchang'd, another’s due.

Ezm. Alas, my child, what unweigh’d words are thefe '’

Pity my age, unfit for length’ning woes :
Nature afks reft: pity thefe falling tears.
By all our fates, that all depend on thee,
Let e conjure thee to be blefs’d thyfelf, .
Nor clofein mifery wy life’s laft fcene.
Why do I live, but to redeem thy hopes ?
For thy own fake, not mine, aflift my care.
Blaft not the ripening profpect of thy peace,
Hard, and with labour’d patience, flowly growa,
Now, on thy inftant choice, depends thy fate !
Nor only thine, buta whole people’s fate !
Wilt thou betray them ? Have they otherhelp ? |
Have they a hope, but thee ?—Think, think, Alzira;
And nobly lofe thyfelf to fave a ftate. [Exire
Alz. Cruel accomplithment ! fubline defect !
So feign we virtugs to become a throne,
Till public duty drowns our private truth,
Enter Don Carlos.

D. Carlos. Princefs, you give a lover caufe to doubt,
‘That this long labour of your flow confent .
Springs from a heart tap cold to feel his flame.
While, for your fake, fufpended law forbeass,

To punifh rebels, whom you wifh to fave,
Ungrateful, you compel a nation’s freedom,

An§ bind, in_recompence, my chains more clofe !
Yet mifconceive me not.—1 would not owe

A foftened fentiment to having ferv’d you ;

That were to bribe a heart my pride wou’d win,

I thouw’d with mingled joyand blufhes gain you, -

If, as my perquigte of power you fell,

Leg meattract, not force yow——1I would owe you,

a
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Allto yourfelf ; nor could Ltafte a joy, .
That, in your giving it, might coft xou paig. .

Alz. Join, Six, my frpitlefs prayers toangyy Heav'n !
This dreadful day comes charg’d with pains for both,
—No wonder you dete@ my troubled foul':
It burfts unveil’d from my difclofing eyes,
Aad glows on every feature's- ar, - -
Such is the plainnefs of an Indian heart,
That it difdains to {culli behind the fongue ;
But throws oyt all its wrongs, and.all its rage,
She who can hide her purpofe, can betray ;
And that’s a Chriftian virtue I've not learnt,
D. Car. 1 love your franknefs, but regreach its.caufe, -
Zamor, remember’d Zamor fpeaks in this.
With hatred ftreteh’d beyond th’ extent of life,
He crofles from the tomb, his conq’ror’s will ;
And felt through death revenge’s rival leve.
Ceafe to complain, and you may learn to bear.
My fame, your duty, both require 2 change ;
And I muft wifhit were from tears to joy.
Alz. Arival’s grave. fhauld bury jedoug.

But whence your right to cenfure farrow for him ?

Tlov’d him ; I preclaimic. Had Inet,

I had been blind ta fenfe, and loft to reafon. '
Zamor was all the prop of our fallen world :

And, but he lov’d me much, confefs’d no weaknefs !

Had I not mourp’d a fate he not deferv’d, '

I had deferv’d the fate he felt unjuftly.

For you,~~be proud no more ; but dare be haneft.

Far from prefuming to reproach my tears,

Honour my cenftancy, and praife my virtue :

Ceafe to regret the dues I pay the dead ; '
And merit, if yqu can, a heart thusfaithful. - [Esin

D, Car. [ Aone.) Spite of my fruitlefs paffien, I confefs, .

Her pride, thus ftarting its fincere di{dain,
Aftonithes my thought, and charms my angor.
© =~What then fhall I refolve ?—Muik it coft more:
To tame one femalg heart than all Peru! -
Nature, adapting her to fuit her climate,

Left her all favage, yet allifhining toot .
But "tia my duty to be.mafter bete ; L

: Where.
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Where, the alone excépted, all obey.
Since then too faintly I her heart incline, :
I’ll force her ftubborn hand, and fix her mine.

Exnp of the First AcT.

ACT 1IIL ‘
Zamor, a»d four’Indian Captains, in Chains,
Zawor. :
\BIENDS, who have dar’d beyond the ftrength of
mortals ; . N .
Whofe courage fcorn’d reftraint, and grew in danger ;
Aflociates in my.hopes and my misfortunes !
Since we have loft our vengeance, let death find us?
Why fhould we longer be condemn’d to life,
De%ncelefs to.our country and Alzira ?
Yet why fhould Spanifh Carlos *fcape our fwords ?
Why thrive beneath a weight of uncheck’d crimes ?
And why has Heaven forfaken us and virtue ?
Ye ftrengthlefs powers! whofe.altars fmoak’d in vain *
Gods of a faithful, yet acheated people ! .. -~ -
Why have you thus betray’d us to the foe ?
Why had fix. hundred Spanith vagrants power
To cruth my throne, your temples, rites, and you ?
‘Where are your altars ? where my glories now ?
Where is Alzira? ‘more herfelf a god, ~
Than your colle&ted queens of fancied heaven !
Helplefs once more thou feeft me,—loft Peru ! .
O’er fhifting fands, through defarts, crofs’din vaim, -’
From foreft wiids, impervious to the fun; T
From the world’s waftes, beneath the burnirg zone,
1 brought thee unhop’d aid! the wond’ring ftars
Beheld me gath’ring from remoteft wilds,
New ftrength, new profpects, and new means to die ¥ -
Your arms, your furtherance, your vaft fupport,
New-furnifh’d my defires, and wing’d my hope.
Vengeance and love once'more had mann’d my heart.
But, ah, how vain that hope ! how loft that vengeance ¥ -
The flaves of avarice are honour’s mafters !

Zude
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Ind. Capt. Why left we in the neighb’ring weods our
forces?
Why dar’d we pafs too bold their guarded gates,
Alone, and unfupported, —rafh difcoverers ?

Zam. Seiz’d but this moming from our dungeon’s,
Th’ infernal murderers have hither brought us, [depth,
Unknowing to what death, though fure to die.

Yet it o’erjoys me, we hawe met once more.

But where ? what place is this ? Has none yet heard
Who governs here? what fate Alzira found ?
Whether her fatber is, like us, their flave ?

Dear, wretched friends, who fharea death, my due,
-Can none infiru@ me what I wifh to know ? :
Ind, Cap. From fep’rate prifons hither led, like you,
Through diff ’rent ftreets we came, the caufe not known :

All uninform’d of what you feek to learn.
Great, but unhappy prince ! deferwing long
A nobler fate ! our filent fouls lament
Our want of power to fave fo Jov’d a leader,
Now to die with you is our pableit claim,
Since to die for yeu was a choice denied ua.
Zam. Next the with’d glory of fuccefs in war,
The greateft is to die, amd die renown’d.
But to die notelefs, in the thameful dark,
To die, and leave in chains our {uff'ring country !
To fall, undignified, by villains’ hands ;
The facrifice of Europe’s outeaft bloodhounds !
Horrid with others wounds, and poorly rich,
With others plunder’d treafure ; die by butchers !
Blood-flaia’d infulters of a yielded world ?
* Riflers, who gave me up to tire their tortures,
But for difcovery of the gold I {corn’d,
As drofs, lefs valued, and lefs wifh’d than they ! “
Tobe in death the caufe of my friend’s dying ! -
To die, and leave Alzira to my murderers ! .
‘This is a death-of hosror, not of fame! ‘
This is the body’s death—but fhakes the foul !
Enter Alvarez, with a guard of Spaniards,
Aly, Live, and be free. -
[Spanith Seldiers unfetter the Indianga
Zam. Yegods of lot Peru! - :
What do I hear !~——faid hc, Be free, and live?
| O Whay
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What vaft myfterious accident of virtue ?
Some power divine, infport, deceives my wonder !
Thou feem’ft a Spaniard !—and—but thou forgiveft,
I cou’d have fworn thee Chriftian !--Who ? what art thou ?-
Art thou fome god? or this new city’s king'?
Aly. Chriftian Iam ; and Spaniard : but no king.
Yet ferves my power to fave the weak, diftrefs’d. = [der?
" Zam. What thy diftin&tion then ? thou gen’rous won-
Alv. ‘T'he love of pity, when the wretched want it.
Zam. Pity ! and Chriftian !---what infpir’d thy great-
Alv. My memory, my duty, and my God. [nefs 2
Zam. Thy God?--perhaps then, thefe infatiate watters,.
Thefe human feemers, with but forms of men ;
Thefe thirfters after only gold and blood :
From fome coarfe, lawlefs part of Europe came ;
And ferve fome bloodier God that wars with thine ?
Alv. Their faith the fame with mine, but not their.
nature :
Chriftians by birth, by error, made unchriftian,
In power grown gid(?', they difgrace command, .
Thou know’ft their faults too well: now, know my duty. -
Twice has the fun’s broad traverfe girt the globe, °
Twice wheel’d the fummer round your world and ours,
Since a brave Indian, nativeof yourland, -
To whom furprize in ambufh made me captive,
Gave me the forfeit life his fword had won. -
‘The unexpected mercy forc'd my blufhes:
For, I perceiv’d, compaffion of your wces,
Was but a duty, when I thought *twas virtue.
Thenceforth, your countrymen became my brothers ;
And I have now but one complaint againft them ;
~That I muft never know his name who fav’d me,
Zam. He has Alvarez’s voice ! He has his features !
His age the fame too ; and the fame his ftory !
*Tis he ! —there is no other honeft Chriftian.
Look on us all ; and recolle& his face,
Who wifely fpar’d thy life to {pread thy virtues, - :
Aly. Come nearer, noble youth.---By Heaven, tishe ¥
Now, my dim eyes, you teach me my decay, :
That cou’d not let me fee my wifh indulg’d,
But clouded ev'n my gratitude ! My fon! .
My benefaftor ! Saviour of my age! o
What can I do! Inftru®t me to deferve thee.
Dwell
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Dwell in my fight ; and I will be thy father,

Thou wilt have loft the merit of thy gift,

If, from the power it gave, thou claim’tt no payment,

* Zam. Truft me, my father, had thy Spini(h fons

Shewn but a glimm’ring of thy awful virtue,

Grateful Peru, now defolately, theirs,

Had been a'peopled world of willing flaves.

But cruelty, and pride, and plunder, -claim them.

Rather than live among that telon race,

Hide, hide me, filent death ; and fcreen my foul

From the relieflefs rage of unfelt curfes,

All T wéu’d atk , all I will take from Spain,

Is but'to be inform’d, if Ezmont lives ?,

Or, has his blood new-ftain’d their hands with murder ?

Ezmont ?---perhaps you knew him not ?---That Ezmont,

Who was Alzira’s fither ? 1 mutt ftop, S

Ang weep——Dbefore I dare go on, 10 afk——e= B

Whether —— that father,——and that daughter---live ?
Av. Hide not thy tears : weep boldly---and be proud

To give the flowing virtue manly way ;

’Tis nature’s mar know an honeft heart by.

Shame on thofe breafts of ftone, that cannot melt,

In foft adbption of another’s forrow.

But be thou comforted ; for both thy friends

Live, and are happy here.
Zam. And fhall I fee ’em ?
Ak, Ezmont, within this hour, {hall teach his friend

To live, and hope---and be as blefs'd as he, .
Zam. Alzira’s Ezmont?
Aly, From his mouth, not mine,

Thou fhalt, this moment, learn whate’er thou feek’ft.

He fhall inftruét thee in a finiling charge,

That has united Spain with fav’d Peru,

I have a fonto blefs with thisnew joy:

He will partake my happinefs, and love thee.

~——I quit thee,——but will inftantly rewurn

To charm thee with this union’s happy ftory,

That nothing now on earth has power to fever mmm——

Yet, which once clos’d, fhall quict warring worlds.

[Exit, with Guardss’

Zam, Atlength, th’ awak’ning gods remember Zamor,

And to atone my wrongs by working wonders,

Have
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Have made a-Spaniard honeft to reward me?
Alvarez is himfelf the Chriftians’ God ;
Who long provok’d, and blufking at their crimes,,
In hisiown rightdefcends, to veil their fhame.
He fays, hehasafon; that fon thall be
My brother, if, atleaft, he'does but prove
Worthy, {cow’d man be fo) of fuch a father!.
Oh, day! Oh, dawn of hope, on.my fad heart !-
Ezmont, now, after three'long years of woe,..
Ezmont; Alzita’s father, is reftor’d me !
Alzira too, the dedr, the gen’rous maid,
She, whom my fighing foul has been at work: for ?
She, who lias made me brave, and left me wretched!
Alzira toois here ! and lives to thank me.
: ‘ Enter Ezmont,
Oh, ye profuferrewardersof my pain!
He comes !~my Bameont comes ! —Spring of my hopes,
Thou father of my lab’ring-mind’s infpirer!
Huard let me- prefs-thee to a heatt that loves thee.
Efcap’d from death;, behold returning Zamor.
He will noty canmot die, while there i#hope,
‘That he nay live to fervea fuff 'ring friend.
Speak, fpeak ; and be thy firft foft word Alzira !
Say, fhe s heres andblefs’d, as Heaven can make het.
Ezm. Unhappy prince !---She lives; nor lives remute.
Words cannot reach defcription of ber grief,
Sirice firft the news of thy fad death was brought her.
Long dwelt fhe,- forrowing, o’er an empty tomb,
Which, for thy fancied form, fhe rais’d to weepon.
_ But thou ftill liv’ft !---amazing chance!---thou liv'{t{’
+ Heav’n grant fome doubtful means to blefs thee long,
And make thy lifé as happy: as ’tis ftrange !
~——What brought thee hither, Zamor?
Zam. Cruel quettion !
Colder than a!l the deaths I have efcap’d from! | .
Why doft thou afk ? Where elfe cou’d I have hop’d
To find, and to redeem thyfelfand daughter ?
- Exnr. Smythatno more--tis: mifery to hearthees
- Zams Bethinktheeof theblack, the direful day,
When that'vile Spaniard, Carlos, curfe the name !
Iovulnerdble, of to fword or fhame, )
O’erturn’d thofewalls, which sime, when youog, fawbuilt,
' . ' By
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By earth attrdQed, childrenof the fun.

Perifh his name ! and, Oh, be curs’d my fate,
Who yet no nearer brought him than to thought,
In horror of his murders! *Twas the wretch,
Who bears that name of Carlos, blafted all.

"Twas in that name, pillage and flaughter fpread !

'Twas in that name, they dragg'd Alzira from me;

Buried in duft the temples of our gods;

And ftain’d with the furrounding off "rer’s blood,
Their violated altars! The fhock’d pow’r,

That fmil’d expettant on our marriage vow,
+Rufh’d back, and prefs’din vain his brother gods,
To vindicate their empire.———Spain’s dark power
Prevail’d; and I was captive led to Carlos.

Iwill not terrify thy pitying breaft,

I will not tell thee, to what tort’ring pain,

That villain Spaniard’s avarice condemn’d me.
Condémn’d me, Ezmont, for the fake of gold !
Gold, the divinity of beggar Spain ;

And our negleéted refufe! 'Tis enoan,
Totell thee, that amidft their tortures left,
Andfeeming dead, they, tir'd, not (atisfied,
Forbore, becaufe I felt not.———1 reviv’d,

To feel, once more, but never to forget,

The grindings of their infult. Three long years

25

Have lent me friends, and hopes, and arms, for vengeance,

Clofe ambufh’d in the neighb’ring woods they lie,

Sworn the revengers of their bleeding country,
Ezm. Alas, my heartcompafflionates thy wrongs :

But do not feek a ruin that wou’d fhun thee.

What can thy flint-arm’d Indian’s courage do ?

What their weak arrows, fpoils of fithes bones ?

How can thy naked, untrain’d warriors conquer ?

Unequally oppos’d toiron-men:

To woundlefs bofoms coated o’er with fafety !

And arm’d with miffive thunders in their hand,

That ftream- deaths on uvs, fivifter than the winds!

No---fince the world, they fay, has yielded to %em,

Yield Zamor and Peru, and fet’em reign.

Zam. Let the world yield--.Zamor will always find

Some gen’rous corner in it, fit for freedom, . -
Had I been born to ferve, obedience claims
: . . .C

"~ Returd -
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Returns of benefit aud due protedior :
Outrage and wrongs require corretion only,
. Thefe lightnings and thefe thunders; thefe fafe fhells,
Cafes for fear, which guard their iron war j
Thefe fiery fleeds, that tear the trampled earth,
And hurl their beadlong riders on the foe ; :
‘Thefe outward forms of death, that fright the world,
1 can look ftedfaft on ; and dare defpife. -
The novelty once loft, the force will fail,
Curfe on our feeble gold! it ealls in foes,
Yet helps.not to repel the wrongs it draws !
Oh, ha«r_ ut teel becn ours!---but partial heaven
Has, with that manly weakh, enrich’d our foe !
Yet, not to leave our vengeance quite difarm’d,
Depriving us of fteel, it gave us virtue.
Ezm. Virtue was blefs’d of old :---but,---times are
. chang’d. :
Zam. No matter---let uskeep our hearts the fame.
Alzira cannot change---Alzira’s juft,
Alzira’s faithtul to'ber vows and e,
Save me, ye gods! from a friend’s downcaft eye !
Whence are thofe fighs and tears ?
Ezm. Too wretched Zamor !
Zam. 1theught myfelf Alzira’s father’s fon§
But find thefe tyrants have unking’d thy foul ;
And taught thee, on the grave’s lufl edge, to wrong me,
Lzm, They cannot. ’[is-an art I willnot leam.
Nor are our conqu’rors all unjuit ; ——for, know, .
’Twas Heaven induc’d thefe Chriftians to our clime,
Lefs tofubdue, and rule us, than faftruét.
Knouw, they brought with them virtues, here unfouad :
Secrets, inunortal, that preferve the foul !
The fcience of falvation by belief !
The art of living bléfs’d, and dying fafe! _
Zam. QrI am deaf: or, wou’d to Heaven, I were !
But, if I'heard thee right, thou feem’ft 10 praife
Thefe pilfering zealots, who ufurp thy throne, .
And wou’d convert thy daughter toa -({'wc !
Eam, Alzirais no flave.
Zam. Ah!— Royal Ezmont !
Pardon fome tranfport, which defpair inflam’d ;
Apd, to great woes, indulge a little warmth. R
Ce
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Remember, fhe was mine by folemn vow:
‘]‘? thy own oath, before our altar fworn ;
orioUr and perjury can never meet.
Ezm. What are our altars ?- what our idol gods ?
Phantoms of human coinage, fear’d no more !
I would not wifh to bear thee cite their pame.

Zam. What! was our father’s altars vair deceit ?
Ezm. It was; and I have happily difclaim’d it.
May the great fingle Power, that rules whole heaven,

Lend thy dark heart one ray of truth divine!
May’ft thou, unhappy Zamor, learn to know,
And, knowing, to confefs, in Europe’s riqhg,
Her god hould be ador'd, her fons obey’d !
Zam. Obey’d! Hell blaft’em!~—What! thefs fons of
rapine ?
They have-not robb’d thee of thy faithalone,
But Pi,lfer’d even thy reafon !~——Yet, ’twas wife
When' thou would’ft kecp no vows, to own no go&l.
But, tell me ;——is Alzira too forfwarn ?
True to her father’s weaknefs has fhe fatlen ?
Serves fhe;the gods of Chriftiaps ? :
Ezm. Haplels youth! .
Though blefs’d in my own chasge, I weep for thine.
Zam. He, who betrays his friend, has caufe for wegpe
Yet tears, they fay, fhew pity :—if they do, (ing.
Pity this torment, which tll':y fhame has coft me.
Pity my heart, at once alarm’d, for heaven,
For heav’n bétray’d, likeme; and torn at once,
By love, and zeal, and vengeance. Take me, Carlos 3
- Drag me to die at my Alzira’s feet;
- And I will figh away a foul, fhe faves nat,
But have a care——be cautious, e'rg I fall;
Of urging me, too raflly, to defpair,
Refume & human heart! and feel fome virtue,

- Enter Alonzo, .
" Alox. My Lord, the ceremonies wait your prefence.
Ezm. Farewel——1I follow thee. :

Zam. No, by my wrongs !

I will not quit this hold, till T have learnt,

What ceremony, what black purpofe, waits thee ?
Exm. Away——be counfell’d —fly this fatal city,
Zam. Not though the Chriffian power that blafts my

love,. ;
C: Shou’d
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“ Shou’d rain down lightnings on my deftin’d head,
And my own gods cry’d, ftay, I ftill would follow thee.
Ezm, Forgive the force of an unwifh’d réfufal, —
Guards, to yourcare I muft commit this madmian.
Reftrain him——He wou’d violate our altar,
Thefe Pagans, obftinate in idol zeal,
Malign our holy my{t’ries ; and profane
The church’s folemn fervice. —-Guard the doors.
*Tis not in right of my own power I fpeak ;
But, Carlos, 1n my voice, commands your care.
[ Exit avith Guards, after they have freed him from Zamor.
Zam. Did I not hear him, friends ! —or am I'mad ?
. Did I not hear him ufe the name of Carlos ?
- Oh, treachery ! Oh, bafenefs! Oh, my wrongs!
Oh, laft, uncredited, reproach of nature !
Ezmont commands for Carlos ?=—"Twas not Ezmont :
>Fwas that black devil, that fcares the Chriftian cowards,
Lied, in his fhape, to fcandalize Peru! -
Oh, virtue! thou art banifh’d from mankind :
Even from Alzira’s heart, thou now art fled.
Thefe villain bart’rers rob us not of gold,
They pay its fatal price, in morals ruin’d. .
Deréfted Carlos, thenis here !—Oh, friends!
- 'What council ? what refource ? to flop defpair. oo
Ind. Cap. Let not my prince condemn the faithful zeal,
"That wou’d advife his forrows.——OIld Alvarez '
Will ftrait return, and bring, perhaps, that fon, )
With whom t6 fhare his joy the good man haften’d.
Utrge him ¢o fee you fufe without their gates: | ’
Then fuddenly rejom your ambufh’d friends, .
And march, more equal, to your purpos’d vengeance,
Let us not fpare a life, but good Alvarez,
And thisloy’d fon ! I, near the wall, remark’d
Their arts, and modes of ftra¢ture : mark’d their angles,
Deéep ditch, broad bulwarks, and their fleeping thunders.
1 faw, and weigh’d it all : and found hope ftrongeft.
Our groaning tathers, brothers, fons, and friends,
In fetter’d labour toil, to houfe their fpoilers.
‘Thefe, when we march to theit unhop'd relief,
Will rife, within the town, behind their mafters
While you, mean while, without, advance againft them:
" And, o’er our dying bodies, proudly heap’d, .
, Bridge
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Bridge a bold entrance o’cr their bloody rampart,
There, may we turn, againit their tyrant heads,
Thofe fiery.mouths of death, thofe thorms of murder,
Thofe forms, that frightning honeft, artlefs bravery,
Build, on our ignorance, a-throne for wrongs.

Zam. Illuftnous wretchednefs ! by Heaven, it charms
To fee thofe foaring {ouls out-tower their fortune. [ma,
Shall we—~—yes, itill we fhall ! ——recover empire ;
Carlos fhall feel Peru, defpis’d Pera,

Knock’d at his trembling heart, and claim atonement.
Come, dire revenge ! thou melanchaly god !
That comfort’ft the diftrefs’d with fhadowy hopings !
Strengthen our willing hands : let Carlos die !
Let but that Spanith murderer, Carlos, die,
And I am balf repaid my kingdom's loffes !
But we are wretches, indalently brave :
We talk of vengeance; and we fleep in chains !
Alvarez has forgot me : Ezmont flights me :
And fhe ] lave is theirs, whom moft I hate.
All the poor comfort of my heart is doubting.
Hark ! what furprifing naife! [Shoxt.] It rifes louder,
And fudden fires, high-fluning, double day !
Hark l—from_ their iron throats, (Guns.] yon roaring
mifchiefs ‘
Pour their triumphant infult. [ Trampets, &c.] What new
Or what new crime, demands this {well of joy ?  [feaft,
Now, .in their heedlefs mirth, defcend fome god ; :
- And teach us to be free; or, failing, die.
*Tisliberty alane, that makes life dear : )
_ He does hot live atall, who livesto fear, -~

- Ewp of the SEcanp Aer.

ACT 1I1.
y i . )
B ALZIR A Fong, '
SHADE of my murder’d laver ! fhun ta view me:
Rife to the flars, and make their brightnefs fwgeter;
But fhed no gleain of luftre on Alzira. : .
She has betray’d her faith, and married Carlos !
The fea, that roll’d iss wat’sy world betwixt us,
s ‘C2- ' : Fail'd
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Fail'd to divide our hands——and he has reach’d me !
" ‘The altar trembled at th’ unhallow’d touch ; '

And Heaven drew back, relutant, at our meeting.

Oh, thou foft-hovering ghott, that haunt’ft my fancy !

‘Thou dear and bloody form, that fkims before me !"

Thou never-dying, yet thou buried Zamor !

If fighs'and tears, have power to pierce the grave ;

If death, that knows no pity, will but hear me ;

If fiill thy gentle fpirit loves Alzira:

Pardon, thateven in death, fhe dar’d forfake thee !

Pardon her rigid fenfe of nature’s duties :

A parent’s will ! a pleading country’s fafety !

At thefe ftrong calls, the facrific’d her love;

To joylefs glory, and to taftelefs peace :

Ancf to an empty world, in which thou artnot !

Oh, Zamor! Zamor! follow me no longer, o

Drop fome dark veil, fnatch fome kind cloud before thee,

Cover that confcious face, and let death hide thee !

Leave me to fuffer wrongs that Heaven allots me :

And teach my bufy fancy to forget thee. - :

Enter Emira,

Where are thofe captives ? Are they free, Emira?

Where thofe fad children of my mournful country ?

‘Will they not fuffer me to fee, tohear them ?

To fit and weep, and mingle with their mournings ?

Emira, Ah, rather dread the rage of angry Carlos,

Who threatens ’em with fome new ftroke of horror,

Some cruel purpofe hangs, this moment, o’er ’em !

For, through this window look, and fee difplay’d,

The broad red flandard, that betokens blood ;

Loud burfts of death roar from their iron prifons,

And anfwer, dreadful, to each others call ! [Guns.

‘The council haftes, alarm’d, and meets in uproar. [§bouts,

All T have heard befides is, that the prince,

Your father, has been fummon’d to attend.

- Alz. Immortal guardian of th’ endanger'd juft !

Have I for this, in vain, betray’d my peace ?

Dares the direhufband, recent from the altar,

New to my forc’d confent,—and fcarce yet lord

Of my repenting hand ; fo foon let loofg '

His recommiffion’d murders ! Muft my nuptials

Serve, as the prelude, to my people’s blood !

Oh;
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Oh, marriage ! marriage ! whata curfe 1§ thine,
Where hands alone confent, and hearts abhor!
' Enter Cephania. :
Ceph: One of the captive Indians, juft fet free,
In honour of thejoy that crowns this day,
Prays your permiffion, Madam; to be heard,
And at your princely feet difclofe fome fecret.
Alz. Let him; with firmnefs, and with' freedom enter,
For him, and for his friends; he knows I live.
Dear to my eyes, ‘I mark ’em with delight,
Andlove, alas, in them, their poor loft country.
——But why alone ?————Why one ?
Cepb.” It is that captain, ' ' :
To whofe victorious hand, I heard, but now,
Alvarez, your new lord’s illuftrious father,
Ow’d his remitted life, from Indians fav'd.
Emira. With earneft preffure, he has fought your
. prefence : , .
He met me entering, and with trembling hafte,
Implor’d me-to befriend th’important prayer.
He told me, further, that the princeyour father,
For fome ftrange caufe, this Indian feems to know,
Had charg'd the guards he ’fcap’d from, to prevent
His accefs to your ear- Methinks, there fits
Akind of fullen greatnefs on his brow, .
As if it veil'd, in grief, fome awful purpofe. e
Ceph, T watch’d him—and ‘he walks, and turns, an

weeps : .
Then ftarts, f:d looksat heaven ; and to the gods,
Pours up an ardent figh, that breathes your name !
I pitied him but, gather’d, from this freedom,
That he’s a ftranger to your rank and greatnefs,
Alz. What rank ? \%hat greatnefs ?—Perith all difs

. tinétion, .
That, from the wrong’d unhappy, barrs the great |
Who knows, but this was once fome gen’rous friend,
Some brave companion of my Zamor’sarms !
Who knows, but he wasnear him, when he fell ;
And brings fome meffage from his parting foul !
How dare I then receive him ?-———Can my heart
Be proof againft the lait kind words of Zamor ? -
Will not the half-lull’d pain, rekindling freth,



3® AL Z2 TR S
Burmn, with increafe of fmart, and wring my.{ay! ?
~——No matter,—let him enter.~— (Ewit Cephania
~——Ha, what means ‘
This fudden chillnefs, fadd’ning round my heast,
In thorf, faint flutt’rings never feh before !
Ah, fatal refidence !——From the firft hour
Thefe hated walls hecame Alzira’s prifon,
Each diff ’rent moment brought fome diff "rent pain,
' . Enter Zumar, . . :
Zam. Art thou, at length, reftor’d me ?—Cruel ! teH
Art thon,.indeed, Alzira? _ © fmet
' Alz. —Gende fpirjt l— o o
Forgive me. Do riot come to chide th? unbappy !,
I have been wrong’d; bute—— (Faints inta;bis armp
Zam. Thine, fhe wou'd have faid ; .
And her imperfect purpafe fully blefs’d me.
Resive, thou deareft, lavelieft, loft Alzira! . |
_Zamor will live no longer, {hou’dft thou die.
Alz, - Thekind, fargiving fhade, is ftill. before med
It wak’d me, by a found, that feem’d hig ngma,. - . .
Zam, 1 am no fhadow, if Alzira’s mine; .
1 am thy living lover, at thy feet [ Kneolinge
Reclaiming thee, thou nebleft half himfelf ! :
Alz. Can it be poffible, thou fhauld’fk be Zamox 2
Zam. Thy Zamoy thine.
Alz. But,——— art thou {ure, thou liv'ft »-
 Zam. ’Tis in thy power, ) :
To make that truth undoubted.—— Do but fay,
Thou weuld’ft pat have me diey———aid I will live,
To thapk thee; thus with evexrlafling love.
(Rifes, andcetches ber in bis armsi
. Az, Oh, days of foftnels !~Oh, remembered yeats,
OF eves-vanifh’d happinefs ! ——Oh; Zamor !
Why has the grave been bountiful too lnte ?
Why fent thee back in vaia ? to.makejoy binters
By mixd ideas of difiraéling horroy ! S
Ah, Zamor !—Whgt a.time +9: this,— to charpein | :
Thy every wosd, and-loeki, hoors. daggare slirongh e
Zam. Then mourn’ft thow my sotasn:d ol
. Az, 1do——1 da. )
Becaufe,——wit was no foonet..
Zam, Geacsaus sendammefs !

e
.
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Alz, Where haft thou been, thus long, unknown,
_ till now ? :
Zam. A wand’ring vagabond, that trod the world,
- In fruitlefs fearch of meands, to fave Alzira.
Not all the tort’ring racks of villain Carlos,
~Cou’d from my. panting heart expell Alzira,
The bloody fpoiler tir’d his rage in vain :
I brav’d his wounds and infults. Life had yet
No leifyre to forfake me. Thou requir’t me.
The groans of fuff’ring nations reach’d my foul,
And bad it ftruggle to revenge mankind.
Alas, thou trembleft ! Thy foft nature fhrinks,
At bare recital of thefe Spanith virtues. '
Doubtlefs, the guardian god that fmiles on love,
Knew thy kind wifh :---and, for thy fake, fuftain’d me.
And thou wilt thank, I know, his gentle goodnefs,
Thy pious heart difdains to quit thy gods,
Becaufe they fuffer with thee ;- and have fail’d
To ftem th” invading hoft of Spain’s new Heav’n !
Thou hatt too little falfhood for a Spaniard.
— Haft thou e’er heard of a bafe wretch, call’d Carlos ?
A birth that blackens nature! a taught monfter !
Sent, in our fhape; from fome far diftant world,
To humble ours, with fenfe of human bafenefs !
They' tell me, he is here.~—Grant heav’n thou knoweft
him!
- Thou then fhalt guide my vengeance,~——to this firft,
And vileft of its victims.
Az, Find him, here————me—’ :
Black in my breaft, heé lives: ftrike, ftrike, and reach him,
Zam. Hold, heart——and break not yet——This may
be——pity. . : oo
Alz. Stﬁke—fgril merit neither life,—nor thee.
Zam." Ezmont, I fecl thee ; and believe thee all!
Alz. Did he then tell thee >—Had my father power
To dwell fo fadly on my hopelefs woes, -
As'to'deferibe ‘em to thee ?~——Did he name
The dreadful hufband—his loft daughter owes him ? _
Zam. No—but thou may’ft: for that will harden Za-
That he fhall never be aftonith’d more ! [mor,
Alz. Yes—I will tell it thee—Prepare to tremble :
Not for thyfelf to tremble,——but for me, I ll
. wi

4
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_ I wil} lay open the vaft hopror to thee: :
Then thou wilt weep and live ; —and bid me-=die.
Zam, Alzira ! veerOh Lot . -
Alz. This Carlos: :
Zam, Carlas !
Alz, He emmtmsemriees
1 was this morning fworn forever=——rhis !
Zgm. Sworn whofe ? =+ not Carlos?
Alz. 1 have been betray’d.
1 was too weak along,—~—againft my country.
Even on this fatal, this foreboding day,
Almoft within thy fight, Chriftian Alzira
Plighted, in prefgnceof the Chriftian God,
Her haplefs hand to Caglos.~~—"Tis a crime, ,
That hopes ne pardos !~—All my: gads renpunc’d !
My lover wrong’d! my country’s fame betray’d |
All, all, demand revenge.~Do thoy then kill me:
Thou wilt firike tenderly—rwewrand my glad bloed
Shall meet thy. deay-lov'd hand—and that way jain thees
Zam, €arlos, Alzira’s hufbagd !..-"ris iw&nbk' .
- Az, Werg I difpos’d tomitigate my.crime,;
1 cou’d-alledgea father’sawfyl power ; .
I cou’d remind thee of aur ruin’d flate :
And plead my tears, my firuggles, and difiration : -
T\l three lang wretched years confinn’d thee dead.
1 cou’d, with juftice, charge my faith renounc’d
On hatred of thafe gods; whe fav’d -nat Zamor.
But Idifclaim excufe, to fhua remiffon.
1 ove finds me guilty ; .and that guilts condemni me.
Since thou art fafe, namatter what I fufler; .
- When: iife has loft the joys that make it ble§sd, .
~——The fhorteft liver is the happigfl always«
Why dafl thou viesw me with fo kind an eye?
“Thay.fhould’ft look flerply, and retraét all pity.

Zam, No.--if I fill am lov’d, thau art not guilty.
——Wifhing me blefa’d, methinks thoy mak’i?l:m:_ foe
Alz. Whan, by my father urg’d, and by. Alvarez,.
And mly too impeli'd, perhaps, ta fate, ,

Py fome forfaken god, who meant reveages |

When by the Chmflian’s fears, and iny tquch’d: heast,
‘At onge befet, they dragg’d meto the temple,.
Even in the moment when advancing Carlos .

a
‘

Sought
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Sought my efcaping hand, though I then thought thee
Deag, ang for e’:::rg foft to my fond hopes :

Yet then, beneath the altar’s {acred gloom,

1 bow’d my foul to Zamor : memory, o
Reliev’d me, with thy #m: e.—o——ln&?am, Spaniarda,
All, all have heard, how ardently I lev'd thee,

* [was my heard’s pride to boaft it to the world 1

To eanh, to heat’n, to Carlos, I proclaim’d it !

Aund now, e’en now, in this diftrefsiul moment,

For the laft tiine,—1 tell thyvfelf, I love thee, ,

Zam. For thelaft time ! Avert the menace, Heav’n!
Art thow at-oncereftor'd—e——and loft again !

*I'is not Jove’s langwage, ‘this {—a-Alas, Alzira!
Aiz. Oh, Heaven !---Alvatez cenres, and with him
Carlos,
Entey Durir Alvaren, folloed §y Don Carlos.

Aiv. See'! with Alzita there, my life’s reftorer!
Approach, young hero! ’tis my fori who feeks thee ;
Spain’s defegate, who here holds power fupreme :
MyCarlog; bids thee fhare his bridal joy. ]
~——Meet, and embrace : divide your tather’s love s
My fon, ot nature, one—a—~and one of choice.

Zam. -Nam'd he not Carlos 2—Perifh fuch a fon,
Asthe detefted Carlos !

Alz. Heavenavert .

The refing tempeft; that o’erwhelms my foul !

Alv, What means this wonder ? :

. Zam. *Tis not ;Potﬁble Vo
No——1I Wwou’d difbtlicve attelting gods,
Shou’d they, from heaven, aflert this fhock to natwre y -
That fuchi a father — can——have fucha fos !
D. Car. (To Zamor.} Slave! = from what fpring-
does thy blind tory rife ?
Know’it thou not swho I am ?

Zam. Thou art—a villain. _ o
My country’s. horrar == and -whole nature’s fhame!
Among the fcourges whom jaft Heaven has left thee, -
Know me, for Zamor. L

D. Car. Thou, Zamer?

Alv. Zamor !

Zam, Y es———the tortur'd Zamor. ,
Blofh'd to be'told it ; and remember, with it, -

. . e
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The bloody rage of thy remorelefs cruelty ;
‘That bafely dar’d infult a yielded captive !
Now he returns———triumphant in diftrefs,
To look thee into fhame : to fee thefe eyes
Fall their ftretch’d fiercenefs, and decline before hims
‘Thou wafter of the world ! Thou licens’d robber !
‘Thou whofe laft {poil was my Alzira’s glory, !
Win her againft this fword: [Drows.]---the fole good
Zamor can boaft he owes thy haughty country! [gain,
Now the fame hand, that gave the father life, :
Claims, in return, the fon’s devoted blood ;
And, fo reveng’d, atones a dying realm.
Alv. Confounded and amaz’d, I hear him fpeak ;
And every word grows ftranger ! ———Carlos cannot
Be guilty or, if guilty, cannot anfwer.
D. Car. Toanfwer, is a poornefs I defpife.
Where rebels dare accufe, fhould power reply,
*Twou’d but forget to punifh. With this fword,
I mighe; but that I know the reverence due
‘To your protelting prefence, well have anfwer'd.
---Madam, [70 Alzira.] your heart fhou’d have infiru&ted
‘Why you offend me, while I fee you here., [you,
- If not my peace, at leaft your fame, demands -
That you now drive this outlaw from your thoughts.
‘You weep then ! and infult me with your tears 2
And yet I'love, and can be jealous of you! .
Alz, Cruel! [7o Carlos.] and you, [7o Alvarez.] my
father, and proteétor ! :
And thou ! [To Zamor.] my foul’s paft hope, in hap-.
pier times ! '
Matik---and condole my fate. Mix yourdue pity:
And tremble, at the horror of my woes.
Behold this lover, which my father chofe me,
Before1 knew there was a world, but ours.
With his reported death our empire fell :
And I have liv’d to fee my father’s throne
O’erturn’d; ‘and all things chang’d in earth and heav’n!
By every human help, alas, forfaken,
At length, my father, from the Chriftian’s God
Sought help, and fcreen’d a ftate, behind his name,
Compell’d before this unknown power, to kneel,
A dreadful oath bas bound my backward foul,

2

To
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To love the murd’rer of my real lover !
In my new faith, I own myfelf unfkili’d,
But all that virtue taught me, that I know.
Zamor, I love thee jultly : — I confefs ir.
What duty calls for, can deferve no fhame.
Yet, where my foul is bound, my heart obeys :
And I can now be thine, alas, no more,
Let me be wretched, rather than unjuft.
Curlps, for you, I am your wife, and vitim :
Yet, in abhorrence of your cruel heart,
1 bold my hand divorc’d ;——and hence abjure you.
One way to either, I fubmit, with joy :
If your fwords claim me, I am due to both.
Which will reward me with the death I wifh?
Carlos, thou haft a hand already flain'd : '
Thy pradtis’d poignard need not ftart at blood.
Str:ke then, for (ﬁ?e revenge of lighted love ;
Aund, punifhing the guilty, once be juft.
D, Car. 1 find then, Madam, you wou'd brave my
Proud of offending one who mutft forgive.  [weaknefs’!
* But you invoke my vengeance, and it comes.
Your fate is ready for, your minion dies,
Who waits ?-——a guard there.
’ Lonter Soldiers.
Alz. Cruel Chrittian infulc ! )
4iv. My fon! what mean you ? What rafh tranfport
this ? .
Think whom you fentence.—"s his perfon hateful,
Yet reverence his virtue and his name,
He, who is helplefs, in his harer’s hands,
Claims fafety from his weaknefs,--- W hy, why, Catlos,
Mutt I, a fecond time, remind your mercy 2 -
I gave you life: but Zamor gave it me.
Be warn’d nor forfeit honour to revenge,
_ Eater Don Alonzo, with Spanith Svid'ers.
Alon. Pardon an entrance, Sir, thus unprepar’d,
The woods, that border on the neighb'ring plain,
Pour out a {udden fivarm of Indian toes.
Arm'd they advance, asif to fcale our walls:
And Zamor’s name, refounded, rings to heaven.
Gleamings, from golden bucklcrs, mees the fun ;
And in firm line, and clofe Clo)m pacted march,

The
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The ftretch’d battalions move, in martial juftnels,
They hold fuch difcipline, fuch order’d motion,
As ne’er was known before to favage foes.

As if from us they catch’d the lights of war,
And turn’d the burning leflons on their teachers.

D. Car. Away then: let us think ’em worth our meet«
---Heroes of Spain ! ye fav'rite fons of war ! (ing.
All corners of the world are yours to fhine in.

Help me to teach thefe flaves to know their mafters,
Bring him along by force.
Zam. Tyrant, they dare not.
Or, are they gods, who cannot be repell’d ?
And proof againft the wounds, they feek to give ?

D. Car. Surround him. '

Alz. Spare him, fave him !

Alv. Son, be cool ; .

And ftill remember what your father owes him,

D. Car. Sir, I remember, ’tis a foldier’s duty
‘To bear down oppofition : fo you taught me. -

[Alonzo, and Spanith Soldiers, furround and feize Zamor,
Your pardon, Sir,——I go, where honour calls me.

[ Exit, with Zamor, and all the Spanith Soldiers,

Alz. [To Alv.] Low, at your feet, I fall§- your vir-

tue’s claim.

*Tis the firft homage fortune yet has taught me.
Grant me the wifh’d releafe of death’s kind hand,
From miferies, I cannot live ta fee.
But, dying, let me leave this witnefs with you,
That, true to my firft vows, I change not lightly.
Two different claimers cannot both poffefs
One faithful heart, that can but once be given,
Zamoris mine; and I am only Zamor’s,
. Zamor is virtuous, as a fancied angel,
*Twas Zamor gave his life, to good Alvarez !

Alv, 1 feel the pity of a father for thee.
I mourn afflited Zamor : I will guard bim :
I will protet you both, unhappy lovers !
Yet, ah, be mindful of the marriage tie,
That, but this morning, bound thy day} to Carlos.
‘Thou art no longer thine, my mournful daughter.
Carlos has been too cruel ; but repents it :
And this once-cruel Carlos is thy hufband, ;

4 : He
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He is my fos too ; and he loves us both.
Pity foon foftens hearts, where love has enter'd.

Alz. Ah, why did Heav’n not make you Zamor’s fa-

ther?

Greatnefs with fweetnefs join’d, like fire with lighe,
Each aiding other, mingle warm with bright.
‘What the kind wants, th’ aflociate trong ﬁ:_f{plies,
And from the gentle, peace and calmnefs rife

Enp of the THirp Acr,

ACT 1V.
Don Alvarez and Don Carlos.
Shoutsy, Trampets, along and lofly Fourif.

' - Arvarez.
ESERVFE, my fon, this triumph of your arme,
Your numbers, and your courage, have prevail’d ;

And of thislaft belt effort of the foe, -
Half are np more ; and half are yours, in chaing,
Difgrace not due fuccefs, by undue cruelties :
But call in mercy, to fupport your fame.
I will go vifit the aﬂii&eg captives,
And pour compaffion on their aching wounds,
Mean while, remember, you are man and Chriftiag.
Bravely, at opce, refolve to pardon Zamor.
~———Fain wou’d I foften this indocil fiercenefs
And teach your courage how to conquer hearts.
~D.Car. Your v.'orgs pierce mine, freely devots
But leave at liberty my juft revenge. , [my life,
Pardon him,———Why ! the favage brute is lov’d !

Alv. Th’ unhappily belov’d moft'merit pity:

D. Car. Pity !---Cou’d I be fure of fuch reward,
1 wou’d die pleas’d, ——and fhe fhou’d pity me.
. Alv. How much to be lamented is a heart,
At once, by rage of headlong will opprefs’d,
And by ftrong jealoufies and doubtings torn ¥ .

D. Car. When jealoufy bécomes a. crime——Guard,

Heaven,,
D2 That

o
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That hufband’s honour, whom his wife not loves !

Your pity takes in all the world ——but me.
Alv. Mix notthe bitternefs of diftant fear

With your arriv’d misfortunes. Since Alzira

Has virtue, it will prove a wifer care

. Tofoften her, for change, by patient tendernefs,

‘Than, by reproach, confirm a willing hate,
Her heart is, like her country, rudely fweet ; ——

Repelling force, but gentle to be kind.

Softnefs will fooneft bend the ftubborn will.
D. Car. Softnefs !---by all the wrongs of waman’s hafg,
Too much of foftnefs but invites difdain.
Flatter'd too long, beauty at length grows wanton,
And, infolently fcoraful, flights its praifer.
Oh, rather, Sir, bejealous tor my glory ;
And urge my doubting anger to refolve.
‘Too low already, concﬁafccuﬁon bow’d,

Nor blufh’d, to match the conqu’ror with the flave! . --

But, when this flave, unconfcious what fhe owes,
Proudly repays humility with fcorn,
And braves, and hates the unafpiringlove,
Such love is weaknefs :—and fubmil!%on, there,
Gives fanction to contempt, and riveis pain.
Alv. Thus, youthiseveraptto judge in hafte,
And lofe the medium in the wild extreme.
Do not repent, but regulate, your paffion:
‘Though love is reafon, its excefs is rage,
Give me, at leaft, your promife, to refleét,
In cool, impartial, folitude: and fill, .
No laft decifion, till we meet again.
D. Car. Itis my father afks—and, hadT will,
Nature denies me pow’r, to anfwer, No. .
I will, in wifdom’s right, fufpend my anger.
—Yet-~Spare my loac%ed heart :—nor add more weight ;
Left my ftrength fuil beneath th’ unequal preflure.
. Alv. Grant yourfelf time, and all you want comes with
i [Ewits

it. :
D. Car. [ Alone.] And——mutt I coldly then, topen- .

five piety,
Give up the livelier joys of wifh’d revenge !
Mutt I repel the guardian cares of jealoufy,
-And flacken every rein, to rival love ! A
Mu
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Mot I reduce my hopes beneath a favage >
And poorly envy fuch a wretch as Zamor!
A coarfe luxuriance of fpontaneous virtue!
A fhobt of rambhng, fierce, offenfive freedom :

Nature’s wild growth,---ftrong, but unprun’d, in daring,
A rough, raw woodman, of this rugged clime ;
1llir'rate in the arts of polifh’d life ;

And who, in Europe, where the fair can judge,

Wou'd hardly, in our courts, be call’da man! :
~—She comes !--Alzira comes !---unwifh’d--yet charming.

: Enter Alzira,
Alz. You turn, and fhun me !---So, I have been told,

Spaniards, by cuftom, meet fubmiffive wives.
But, hear me, Sir:---hear, even a fuppliant wife ;
Hear this unguilty obje& of your anger,

One, who can rev’rence, though fhe cannot love you :
Oue, whois wrong’d herlelf, notinjures you:

One, who indeéd is weak,---and wants your pity.

I cannot wear difguife: be it th’ effect

Of greatnefs, orof weaknefs, in-my mind,

My tongue cou’d ne’er be mov’d, but by my beart:

Aund that—was vow’d, another’s. If he dies,

The honeft plainnefs of my foul deftroys him.

~--You look furpriz’d :---I will, #ill mere, furprize you,
I come, to try yeu deeply---for I mean

To move the hufband, in the lover’s favour ¢

——1I had half flatter’ ! my unpralis’d hope,

“That you, who governothers, thou’d yourfelf

Be temp’rate in the ufe of your own ?alﬁons.

Nay, I perfuaded my unchriftian ign’rance,.

That an ambitious warrior’s infelt pride

Shou’d plead in pardon of that pride in others..
"—=This I am fure of ——that, forgiving mercy
Wou’d ftamp more influence on our Indian bears,,

Than all our gold on thofe of men like you. '

Who knows, did fuch a change endear your breaft,
. How far the pleafing force might foften mine 2
- Your right {ecures you my: refpet and faith;
---Strive for my love :——ftrive for whatever elfe
May charm :---if aught there is can charm like love,.
——Forgive me : I fhall be betray’d by fear,
Topromife, till I over-charge my power,——mme

D3 ~ Yet
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‘Yet---try what changes gratitude can make.
A Spanifh wife, perhaps, wou’d promife more &
Prot{)xfe in charms, amr prodigal of tears,
Wou’d promife all things and forget ’em all,
But I have weaker charms, and fimpler arts.
Guilelefs of foul, and left as nature form’d me,
1 err,.in honeft innocence of aim,
And, feeking to compofe, inflame you more,
Al T can add, is this: ——Unlovely force
" Shall never bow me to reward conftraint :
But---to what lengths I may be led, by benefits,
*Tis in your pow’r to try : not minc to tell,
D. Car. ’Tis well.---Since juftice has fuch pow’r to
: guide you,
‘That you may follow duty, know it firft,
Count modefly among your country’s virtues ;
And copy, not condemn, the wives of Spain.
*Tis your firft leflon, Madam, to forget.
Become more delicate, if not more kind,
And never let me hear the name I hate.
---You thop’d learn, next, to blufh away your hafte,
And waitin filence, till my will refolves
What punifhment, or pity, fuits his crimes.
— Know, laft, that (thus provok’d) a hufband’s elemency
Out-ftretches nature, if it pardons you.
Learn thence, ungrateful! thatI want not pity:
And be the laft to dare believe me cruel.
. \ t  [Exit Don Carlose
Em. Madam, be comforted ;——1 mark’d him well ;
I fee, he loves ;- and love will make him fofter.
Aiz. Love has no pow’r to a&, when curb’d by jealoufy.
" Zamor muft die :——for I have afk’d his life."
Why did not I forfee the likely danger? .
--But has thy care been happier ?—Cantt thou fave him ?
Far, far, divided from me, may he live ! :
~——Haft thou made trial of his keeper’s faith ?
' Em. Gold, that with Spaniards, can ouiweigh their -
Gody
Has bought his hand :—and, fo his faith’s your own,

. Alx. Then Heav'n be blefs’d, this metal, formd for
~ Sometimes atones the wrongs ’tis dug to caufe! [crimes,
~But, welofe time :—Why doft thou feem to paufe ?
Em.
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Em. I cannot think they purpofe Zamor’s death,
Alvarez has not loft his pow’r fo far,

Nor can the council
Az, They are Spaniards all.

Mark the proud, partial guilt of thefe vain men :

Ours, but a country held to yield them flaves :

W ho reign ourkings, by right of diff’rent clime,

Zamor, mean while, by birth, true fovereign here,

Weighs but a rebel in their righteous fcale,

O, civiliz’d affent of focial murder !—

But why, Emira, fhould this foldier ftay ?

Em. We may expett him inftantly. The nighe,
Methinks, grown darker, veils your bold defign.
Wearied by flaughter, and unwafh’d from blood,

The world’s proud fpuilers, all lie huth’d in fleep. i

Alz. Away, and find this Spaniard. Guilt’s bought
Opening the prifon, innocence goes free. [hand

Em. See! by Cephania led, he comes with Zamor,
Be cautious, Madam, at fo dark an hour,

Left, mer, fufpected honour fhould be loft ;
And modefty, miftaken, fuffer fhame.

Alz. What does thy ill-taught fear miftake for fhame ?

Virtue, at midnight, walks as fafe within,

As in the confcious glare of flaming day,

She who in forms finds virtue, has no virtue.

All the fhame lies in hiding hontft love.

Honour, the alien fantom, here unknown,

Lends but a length’ning fhade to fetting virtue,

Honour's not love of innocence, but praife ;

The fear of cenfure, not the {corn of fin.

But I was taught, in a fincerer clime,

That Virtue, tho’ it fhines not, ftill is virtue ;

And inbred honour grows not, but at home.

‘This my heart knows ; and, knowirg, bids me dare,

Should Heav’n forfake the juft, be bold and fave him.
Enter Zamor, with Cephania, and a Spanifb Soldiers

Ah, fly ! thy hopes are loft ; thy torturer’s ready.

Efcape this moment, or thou ftay’ft to die.

Hafte—lofe no time—begone : this guardian Spaniard

Will teach thee to deceive the murderer’s hope.

Reply not ; judge thy fate from my defpair;

Save, by thy flight, the man I love from death;

The
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The man whom I have fworn t’ obey, from blood 3
And a loft world, thdt knews thy worth, from tears,
Thy country callsthee ; night conceals thy fteps.
Pity thy fate, and leave me to my own.
Zam. "Thou robber’s property { Thou Chriftian’s wife!
Thou, who dar’t love me, yet dar’ft bid me live !
1f I'muft live, come thou, to make life tempting.
But ’twas a cruel with—How could I fhield thee,
Stript of my power and friends, and nothing lcft me,
But wrongs and mifery ?—1 have no dower
To temprt relucant love.  All thou canft fhare’
With me, will bé—my defart —and my heart.
When I had morg, I laid itat thy feet.
Alz. Ah, whatare crowns that muft no more be thine ?
1 lov’d not power, but thee: thyfelf once loft,
‘What has an empty world to tempt my ftay ?
Far in the depth of thy fud defars, trac’d,
My heart will feck thee; Fancy, there, mifleads
My weary, wand’ring fleps ; there horror finds,
And preys upon my folitude ; there leaves me,
To languifh life out in unheard complaints ;
"To wafte and wither in the tearlefs winds;
And die with hame at breach of plighted fith,
For being only thine—and yet another’s.
Go, carry with thee both my peace and life,
And leave— Ah, would thou couldft !—thy forrows here,
1 have my lover and my fame to guard, '
And I will fave them both——Begone—for ever,
Zam. 1 hate this fame, falfe avarice of fancy 3
The fickly fhade of an unfolid greatnefs ;
The lying lure of pride, that Europe cheats by =
Perifh the groundiefs feemings of their virtue!
But fhall forc’d vaths at bated Chriftians® altars,
Shall gods, who rob the gods of our forefathers,
Shall thefe obtrude a lord, and blaft  lover ?
Alx. Since it was fworn, or to your gods or theirs,
What help is left me?- ’
Zam. None——Adieu—for ever.
Alz. Stay—What a farewel this #—Return, [Going.
I charge thee. o
Zam. Carlos, perhaps, will hear thee.
. Alz. [Returning.] Ah, pity, 1ather
Than thus upbraid my wretchednefs !

Zants



AL Z1RA 45
Zamn. Think, then, : g
On our paft vows.
Alz 1 think of nothing now,
But of thy danger. ;
Zam. Oh, thou haft undone
T be tend’reft, fondeft lover ! e
Alz. Still I love ;
Crime as it is, I love thee. Leave me, Zamor,'
Leave me alone to die Ha! cruel! tell me,
What horrible defpair, revolving wildly,
‘Burfts from thy eyes, with purpofe more than mortal ? .

-Zam. It fhall be fo. [Goings
" Ak, What wouldft thou? Whither go’ft thou?
[ Holding him,

Zam. To make a proper ufe of unhop’d freedom.
Alz. By heav’n, if ’tis to death, I'll follow thee,
Zam. Horrors, unmix’d with love, demand me now.
Leave me—Time flies—Night blackens—=Duty calis. -
Soldier, attend my fteps. [Exit baflily,
Alz. Alas, Emira!
1 fuint —I die—In what ungovern’d ftart
Of fome rafh thought he left me ?——Hafte, Emira,
Watch his fear’d meaning; trace his fatal footfteps ;
And, if thou feeft him fafe, return, and blefs me.
. : ) [Exit Emira
A black, prefaging forrow fwells my heart ! ’
What could a §ay like this produce, but woe ?
Oh, thou dark, awful, vaft, myfterious Power,
‘Whom Chriftians worfhip, yet not comprehend !
If, ignorant of thy new laws, I ftray,
Shed from thy diftant heav’n, where-¢’er it thines,
ne ray of guardian light, to clear my way:
And teach me, firft to find, then adt, thy will.
But, if my ooly crime is love of Zamor, o,
If that oftends thy fight, and claims thy anger,
Pour thy due vengeanee-on my hopelefs head ;
For I am then a wretch, too loft for mercy
Yet, be the wanderer’s guide, amidit his defarts !
Greatly difpenfe thy good with equal hand ;
Nor, partial to the partial, give Spain all.
Thou canft not be confin’d to care of parts;
Heedlefs of one world, and the other’s father :
: Vanquifh’d
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Vanquifh’d and vi€ors are slike to thee;
And all our vain diftin&tions mix before thee.
Ah, what foreboding fhriek ! —Again ! andloudert
Oh, heav’n ! amidit the wildhefs of that found,
I heard the pame of Zamor !——Zamor’s loft—
Hark !—a third time '—And now the mingled cries
Come quick’ning on my ear!
' : Enter Emira, frighted,
Emira, fave me! o ‘
What has he done ?——1In pity of my fears,
Speak, and beftow fome comfort. - '
Em. Comfort is loft ;
‘And all the rage of death has fure poffefs'd him,
Firft, he chang’d habits with the trembling foldier :
Then fnatch’d his weapon from him—The robb’d wretch
Flew, frighted, toward the gate—while furious Zamor,
Wild, as the fighting rage of wint'ry winds, '
Rufl’d to the public hall, where fits the council,
Following, I faw him pafs the fleeping guards ;- -
But loft him when he enter’d. In a moment,
I heard the found of voices cry, He's dead.
Then, clam’rous calls from ev’ry way at once,
To arms, To arms !~—Ah, Madam, ftay not here }
Fly to the inmoft rooms, and fhun the danger.
" Alz. No,dear Elmira ;. rather let us try, .
Whether our weaknefs may not find fome meansy.
Late and unlikely as it is, to fave him,
1, too, date die. L
Em. They come—"Protet us, Heaven !
S ‘Enter Don Alonzo. :
Alsn. Madam, you flir no farther—1I have orders
To feize your perfon. *Tis a charge unwifh’d.
Alz: Whence doft thou come? What fury fent thee
What is become of Zamor ? ' [hither?
Alon. At atime .
So full of danger, my refpet gives way
To daty-——You muft pleafe to follow me.
Alz. Oh, Fortune, Fortune !—This is too fevere!
- Zamor is dead, and I am only capiive! - .
Why doft thou weep ? What have a Spaniard’s tears
To do with woes, which none but Spaniards caufe E
: : - ome ;
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Come ; if ta-death thou lead’ft me, *twill be kind =
There only, weaknefs wrong’d, can refuge find.

[Exeunt.
]_-:Nn of the Fourrr Acrt.

ACT V.
Alzira, guarded.

AvrzIrA.
AM Ito die ? Anf{wer, ye dumb deftroyers !
Ye wretches, who provoke, yet mock at Heaven ;
And when you mean to murder, fay you judge ! '
Why does your brutal filence leave my foul
Flut’ring. *twixt hop: and fear, in torturing doubt ?
" Why am I notinform'd of Zamor’s fate ?
They will not fpeak—No matter—She who hopes
To hear no good, why thould fhe hear at ali ?
The conduét of thefe watchful mutes is ftrange.
They feize me, guard me, and confine me here ;
Yet anfwer nothing, but with looks of hate.
Chancing, but now, to figh my Zamor’s name,
Ev’n.thefe low monfters, ftruck svith Spanith-eavy,
Started, turn’d pale, and trembled at the found:,
Enter Ezinont.
Alas! my father, too!
Ezm. To what dark depth
Of fad defpair, haft thou reduc’d us all ?
- See now, the fruirs of thy unlit’ning love !
Even in the mftant, while, with growing hope,
We pleaded earneft for the life of Zamor ;
While we yet hung on the half-granted prayer;
An ent’ring foldier drew our notice toward him,
’ ['was Zamor—dreadful, in a borrow’d drefs !
At once he hurl’d his furious eyes amongft us,
And his more furious perfon. Scarce I faw,
So rapid was his motion, that his hand
Held a drawn fiword. To enter, reach our feats,
And, lion-like, fpring to the breaft of Carlos ;
‘Th? affault, the wourd, the death, was all one momen*,
Out guf’d your hufband’s blood, to ftain ‘your father,
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For this fole blow, that could have broke my chain,*
Think that this period of fuppos’d diftrefs,
This moment, that unites us, tho’ in death,
Is the firft time my love was free from woe.
The fmiling fate reftores me to myfelf ;
And I can give a hearr, now-all my own.
If there’s a caufe for tears,’ Alvarez claims ’em: .
I while he fpeaks our doom; fhiall feel' but his.  [rand.
Zam. See where the niournercomes; and weeps his er-
. - Bwter Alvarez,
Alv. Which of us:three, does fortune moft diftrefs ?
What an affembldge oiirs, of mingled woes ? :
Zam. Sincé Hedven ‘will have ‘it {o, that, from thy
1 thould receive Déath’s fummens, letitcome :  [tongue,
*Twill havé'oii¥ géwir to pleafe~—for I fhall hear thee.
Do not thén"pity, bulgeondeinme boldly ; : :
And, if thy heat#; tieBpanifli;- bends beneath it, -
Think thou b¥tidon*f abmafubmitting favage, .
Who kill’d thy: Tor} becatuferdnilile shie father.
But what has pod¢ Alzira done dgaintt thee ?
Why muft fhe die iff whom: a-peogle lives ; -
In whom alone glows that éolleCted foul, -
That, in paft ages, brighten’d all Peru?-
Is innocence a crime where Spaniards judge ?
Known, and affum’d by us, for all thy virtues,
‘The jealousenvy of thy land reclaims thee,
And crops thy Indian growth, to creep like Spain.
Alz, Wond’rous old virtue ! obftinately kind !
‘Thou, fingly juft, amidft a race of thieves !
>Twere to be bafe as they are, could I ftoop
To deprecatea vengeance duly thine.
For thy fon’s blood be mine theiwilling facrifice.
All I require is but éfcape from flander ;
From poor fufpicion of a guilt I fcorn.
Carlos, tho’ hated, was a hated hufband ;
Whence, even my hatred ow’d his life defence.
He was Alvare#’ fon-too; and, as fuch, -
Call’d for that rev’rence which himfelf deferv’d not.
As for thy nation, let them praife or blameme; : .
Thy' witnefs only can’be worth my claim. i
As for my dearh, 'tis joy to die with Zamot
Auid all the pain I fuffer—is for thee.-' -
: 3 R . Jﬂ‘yo
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(4

Ak, Words will have way ; or grief, {upprefs’d in vain,

Would burft its paffage with th’ out-rufhing foul,
Whofe forrows ever match’d this mingled fcene
Of tendernefs with horror 2 My fon’s murderer
Is Zamor: he who guarded me from murder,
Is alfo Zamor. Hold that'image faft,
Afflied nature. Life, unwifh’d by me
Is due to Zamor. Young, belov’d, untry’d
In hope’s falfe failings, lite might make him happy.
My tafte of time-is gones. and life, to me,
Is but an evening’s watk in rain and darknefs,
Father I am (at leaft I was a father) ;
But every father firft was form’d a man :
And, fpite of nature’s call, that cries for vengeance,
The voice of grytitude muft ftill be heard.
Oh, thou, fo late my daughter! thou, whom yet,
Spite of thefe tears, I call by that lov’d name!
Miftake not my purfuit. 1 cannot tafte
‘Thofe horrible reliefs that rife from blood.
It thocks me thro’ a foul that feels for three.
Hard ftroke of juftice! thus-to lo:e at once,
My daughter, my deliverer, and my fon.
The council, with mifguided view to footh me,
1il chofe my tongue to tell their dreadful will.
True, I receiv’d the charge ; for I had weigh’d it,
>Twere not impoffible, perhaps, to fave you :
Zamor might make it eafy.’

Zam. Can I do it ? .
Can.Zamor fave Alzira? Quickly tell me

How, by what length of torments, and ’tis done ?: :

Alv. Caft off thy idol gods, and be a Chriftian :
That fingle change reveries all our fates.
Kind to.the courted fouls of Pagan converts,
We have a law remits their body’s doom,
This latent law, by Heaven’s peculiar mercy,
Points out a road, and gives a right-te pardon.
Religion canifarm a Chriftian’s anger.

Thy blood becomes a brother’s, fo converted,

And with a living fon repays a dead.

Prevented vengeance, feiz’d in her defcent,

So refts fuipended, and forgets to fall.

From thy new faith, Alzgja draws new life ;
2

And
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And bath are happy here, and favld hereafter.
Why-art thou filent ? Is the tatk fo hard,
To add eternal life, to life below ? . .
Speak————from thy choice, determine my relief, °
Fain wou’d I owe thee yet a fecond being. S
Yes to reftore the life thou robb’{t me of,
A childlefs father wifhes thee to live.
Alzira is a Chrifhian ; be thou fo.
*Tis all the recompence my- wrongs will urge. -
Zam. [0 Alzira.] Shall we, thou faireft, nobleft
boaft of beauty ! .
Shall we fo far indulge our fear to die?
Shall the foul’s bafenefs bid the bedy live?
Shall Zamor’s gods bow to the gods of Carlos ?
Why wou’d Alvarez bend me down to fhame ?
Why wou’d he thus become the fpirit’s tyrant
Into how ftrange a fnare dm I impell’d!
Either Alzira dies; orlives tofcornme!
Tell me —— When fortune gave thee to my power,
Had I, at fuch a purchafe, held thy life, .
Tell me, with honeft truths--wou’d thou have boughtit 2
Alv, 1 fhou’d have pray’d the power, I.now implore,
To widen, for his truth, a heart like thine: -
Dark as itis, yet worthy to be Chriftian. - L
Zamn, [T0 Alzira,] Death has no pain, but what I
feel forthee. . T Lt
Life has no power to charm, but what thou giv'#t it,
Thou, then, art my foul, vouchfafé to guie its .-
But, think !--sremlémber, erg thowbid’ft me chufé!
’Tis on'a mdtter of more weight than life;. .
*Tis on a fubjeQ thut concerns my Eods T
And all thofe gods in one-+——my dear Alzim!
I truftit to thy honoure——Speak——and fix me.
If thou conceiv’ft it fhame, thou wilt difdain it
Alz. Then, hearme,. Zarher.---My unhappy father '
Difpos’d my willing heart, twixt heaves ammdthee:
The God, he chofe, was mine :---thou may’ft, perhaps, !
Accufeit, asthe weaknefs'of my youth: L
But, ’twas not fo. My foul, enlarg’d, and clear,
Took in the folemn light of Chriftian truth.
Ifaw at leaft, Ithought I faw, convition,
And, when my lipsabjur’d my country’s.gods, -
. - My
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My fecret heart confirm’d the change within.

But had I wanted that direchve zeal,

Had I renounc’d my gods, yet ftill believ’d ’em ;

That had not been error, but acrime:

That had been mocking Heaven’s whole hoft, at once ;
The powers I quitted, and the power I chofe.

A chang’d like that, had err’d, beyond the tongue :
And taught the filent, fetvile foul, to lie.

1 cou’d have wifh’d, that Heaven had lent thee light,
But fince it did not let thy virtue guide thee.

Zam. 1 knew thy gen’rous choice, before I heard it. -
Who, that can die with thee, wou’d fhun {uch death,
Andlive to his own infamy ? Not Zamor.

Alv, Inhuman flightersof yourfelvesjand me !

Whom honour renders blind, and virtue cruel !
} - [A4 dead march.
Hark !---the time prefles.---Thefe are founds of forrow.
Enter Don Alonzo, followed by a mixed Crowd of Spa-
niards azd Americans, mournful,

Alon. We bring obedience to his lat command,

Our dying captain, your unhappy fon,

Who lives no longer, than to reach your bofom,

A furious crowd of his lamenting friends

Prefs, to attend him, and revenge his blood.

Enter Don Carlos, brought in by Spanith Soldiers, and-.
JSurrounded by a Number of followers, fome of whom ad-
wance, tofeize Alzira.

Zam. [Interpofing.] Wretches ! keep diftance.——Let

Alzira live ;
Mine was the fingle guilt be mine the vengeance.
- Alz. Be feafted, ye officious hounds of blood : .
Guiltlefs or guilty, 'tis my choice to die.

Alv, My fon! my dying fon !---this filent palenefs,
This look, fpeaks for thee, and forbids-all hope.

Zam.:(Te Don Carlos.] Even to the laft then, thou'

- maintain’ft thy hate ? ,

Come---fee me fuffer.; mark my eye; and fcorn me,
If my expiring foul confefles fear.
Look---and be taught, atleaft, to die---by Zamor.

D. Car. [ToZamar.] I have rc time to copy eut thy

. virtues: . .
But, there are fome.of mine, I come to teach thee.
- ’ E; I hou’d
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I fhou’d, in life, have given thy pride example:

‘Take it, too late, in.death ; and mark it well.

[7o Alv.] Sir, my departing (piric ftaid its journey,

Firft, till my eyes might leave their beams m yours 3

Arid their dim lights expire, amidit your blefling:

Next, what you taught me, *tis my tafk to thow,

And die the fon of your paternal virtue.

Eager in life’s warm race, I never ftopp’d

To look behind me, and review my way.

But, at the gole, before I judg’d it near,

1 ftare and recolle&t forgotten flidings. - -

On the grave’s fetious verge, I turn————and fee

Humanity epprefs’d, to-cherith pride ¢

Heaven has reveng’d the earth :—and Heav’n is juft!-

Cou’d my ewn bloed but expiate what I fhed,

All my rath {word has drawn from {uff’ring innocence,

1 thou’d lie down in duft and reft in peace. :

Cheated by profp’rous fortune, death deals plainly ;

But 1 have leatnt to live, when life forfukes me,

Safe and forgiven, be the hand I fall by.’ ~

Power is yet mine ; and it abfolves my. murdet.

Live, my proud enemy ; and livein freedom:

Live~—~—and obferve, tho’ Chriftians oft at ill,

They muft fokgive ill altions in another. :

—Ezmont, my friend! and you, ye friendlefs Indians !

Subjets, not {laves ! be rul’d henceforth by law. '

Be grateful to my pity, though ’twas late;

An§ teach your coustry’s kings to fear no longer.

—Rival, learn hence the diff’rence *twixt out gods ;

Thine have infpir'd theé to purfue revenge: =~ - ' -

But mine, when that revenge had reach my life,

Command me to efteem, -and give theepardon.

-~ dAlv, Virtues like thefe, my fon, fecure thy. peace :
But double the diftrefs of us who lofe thee. :
Alz, Of all the painful wonders thou haft caus’dme, .

This change, this language, will afflict: me moft !

Zam. Die foen, or live for ever.—~If thouthus ™ - -

Go’ft on, to charm my anger into envy, -

I mall repent, I was not born a Chrithan, - - -~

And hate the juftice that comp<H’d- my blew 4. - -« -~ .
D.Car. T will g0 farther yet ;—1I wil not leave thee,

Till I have foften’d envy into friend{hip.- - = °

—My
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—Mournful Alzira has been too unhappy :
Lov'd todiftrefs, apd married to misforiune!
Iwou’d do fomething to atone her wrongs ;
And with a fofter fgnfe, inprint her pty.
Take her and owe her to the hand fhe hates,
Live —~—and remember me without a curfe. -
Refume loft émpire.g’er your conquer’d ftates :
Be friends to Spain :—nor ene.nies to me. :
[70 Alvarez.]—Vouchfate my claim, Sir, to this fon,
this daughter:
And be both father and prote&or too. .
May Heaven'and you be kind ! and they be Chritlians!
. Zam. I {tand immoveable—confus'd—aftonifb’d!:
If rthefe are Chriitian virtues, I am Chriftian,
‘The faith that can infpire this gen’rous change,
Muft be divine, and glows with aliits God !
~——Friendfhip, and conftuncy, and right, and pity,
All thefe were leflons I had learnt before.
But this unnatural grandeur of the foul
Is more than mortal ; and outreaches virtue. .
It draws— it charms—it binds me to be. Chriftian. T
It bids me blufh at my remember’d rathnefs:-
Curfe iny revenge-——and pay thee all my love, .
. o [Throws bimfelf at-bis feers
Alx. A widow’d wife, blufhing to be thus late,
In her acknowledgment of tender pity; . -
Low, at your injur’d feet, with proftrate beart, . -
[ Kneels avith Zamor,.
Weeps your untimely death ; and thanks your goodnefs..
' Torn by conteading paffions, I want powes:
To fpeak a thoufand truths, I {ee you merit :
But honour and cunfefs your greatnefs wrong’d.
D. Car. Weep not, Alzira—I forgive again.
—~For the laft time, my father, lend your boloin.
Live to be blefs’d !'—and make Alzirafo!

Remember, Zamor—that a Chriltian —Oh ! [Dies.
Ay, [{To Ezmoat.] I fee the hand of Heaven in\ our
misfortune, :

But juftice ftrikes; and fuff’rers muft fubmit.
Woes are good counfellors; and kindly thow,
What profp’rops error pever lets us knows .

Enp of the Frrzn Acr.
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EPILOGUE
Spoken by ALzIrA.

TH E Fifth AR pafi'd, ysu’ll think it firange to find
My feene of deep difirefs is yet bebind. .

Taf'd for the epiiogue, 1 fear you'll Slame

My avant—of avhat you love, bebind that name.

But, for my foul, I can’t, from fuch bigh feening,

‘Defcend, plum down at once—to double-meaning.

Sudges ! protelt me—and promounce it fit,

That folemn fenfe, fhow’d end with ferious avit.

When the full beart oerfloavs with pleafing pain,

Why fhould we wifb to make th’ impreffion wain ?

Why, when 1o thinking hours hawe fix’d the play,

Show'd two light minutes, laugh its ufe away?

*Tavere to proclaim our wirtues but a jef?,

Should they awho ridicule >em, pleafe us beft

No—rather, atyour aflor’s bands require

Off *rings more apt 5 and a fublimer fire !

Theughts that may rivet, not efface, the feene s

Aids to the mind ; not flatt’ries for the [pleen.

When looe, bate, pity,~doubt, hope, grief, and rage,

With clafbing influence, fire the glowing flage;

When the touch’d heart, relenting into avoe,

From others fate, does its own danger know :

When fof'ning tenderncfs unlocks the saind,

- And the firctch’d bofom takes in all mankind ;

Sure, ’tis no time, for the bold hand of avit

To fnatch back virtues from the plunder’d pit.

Still be it ours, to give you feenes thus firong, -

And yours to cherifb, and retain’em long !

Then fball tic flage its general ufe endear ;

And every wirtue gather firmnefs bere.

Po’r be to pardon,—wealth to pity mov’d ;

And truth be tavght the arty to grow beli’d: -

Women to charm, with faft and fure offcé¥ ;

And men to love’em <with w_foft refpect,

Till all alike, fome diff rent motiveroufes ;'

And tragedy, anfarc’d, invites full boufes,

EPANDD
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“To the Right Hogourable o
C H A R L E G&.
Lokp HALIF AX.

My Lozp,

, AS foon as itwas made known that your Lordfhip was

not difpleafed with this play, my friends began to
value themfelves upon the intereft they had taken in its
fuccefs: I was touched with a vanity 1 had not before
been acquainted with, and began to dream of nothing lefs
than the immortality of my work.

And I had fufficiently thewn this vanity in infcribing
this play to your Lordfhip, did I only confider you as one
-10 whom fo many admirable pieces, to whom the praifes
of Italy, and the beft Latin poem fince the ZEneid, that
on the peace of Ryfwick, are confecrated. ‘But it had
been intolerable prefumption to have addrefled it to you,
my lord, who are the niceft judge of poetry, were you
not alfo the greateft encourager o% it; to you who ex-
cel all the prefent age as a poet, did you not furpafsall
the preceding ones as a patron.

For in the times when the Mufes were moft encou-
raged, the beft writers were countenanced, but never ad-
vanced ; they were admitted to the acquaintance of the
greateft men, but that was all they were to ex
The bounty of the patron ig no where to be read of, but
in the works of poets ; whereas your Lordfhip’s will filk
thofe of the hiftorians.

For, what tranfactions can they write of, which have
not been managed by fome who were recommended by
your Lordthip ?# It is by your Lordfhip’s means, that the
univerfities have been real nurferies for the ftate; that
the courts abroad are charmed by the wit and learning,

as well as the fagacity of our minifters; that Germany,
Switzerland, Mufcovy, and even Turkey itfelf, begins to
A relith
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relith the politenefs of theé”Emglifh ; that the poets at

" - home adorn that court, which they formerly ufed only to

divert; that abroad they travel, in a manner very unlike
their predeceffary Heomer, and jvithr s equipage he coutd
not beflow, even on the heroes he defigned to immor=
talizes ; )

And this, my Lord, fhews yourknowledge of nten, as
well as writings, and your judgment no lefs than your
generoﬁty; you have diftinguithed between thofe, who,
by their inchitations or “abilfties were qualificd for the
pleafure only, and thofe that were fit for the fervice of
your country ; you made the one eafy, aud the other
ufeful : you have left the one nooccafion to with for any
preferment, and you haveobliged the public by the pro-
motion of the others. . .

And now, my Lord, it may feem odd that I fhould
dwell on the topic of your bounty only, when I might
enlarge on fo many others; when I ought to take
notice of that illuftrious family from which you are
fprung, and yet of ‘the'great merit which was neceflary to
fet you on a level with 1t, and to raife you to that houfe
of peers, which was already filled with your relations;
when 1 oughtto confider the brightnefsof your wit in pri-
wate converfation, and the folidity of your eloquence in
public debates ; whenTought toadmire in you the polite-
nefs of a’courtier, and the fincerity of a friend; the
opennefs of behaviour, which charms all who ad-
decls themfelves to yow; and yet that hidden referve,
which is neceffary for thofe great affairs in which youare
concerned. ’ : . .

To pafs over all thefe great qualities, my Lord, and
infift only on ‘your generofity, looks a$ if' I folicited it
for myfelf; but to that I quitted all manner of claim,
when 1 took notice of yourctordfhip’s great judgment in
she choice pf thofe you advance ; fo that all, at prefent,

my ambition afpires to is, that your Lordfhip would be
pleafed to pardon this prefumption, and Pg\'njj‘t we Y
* profele myfelf, with the moft profound refpedt,
Your Lordthip’s moft humble, o
© 7 And moft obedient fervant,
EDM. SMITH

PRO:
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PROL OGUE

Written by Mr. ApbIsoN.

ONG has a race of beroes filPd the flage,
. That rant by note; and thro’ the gamut rage :.

In fongs and airs exprefs their martial fire,
Combat in trills, and in @ feuge expire ;

While, IslPd by found, and undifiurb’d by wit,

Cam and ferene you indolently fit 5 -
And from the dull fatigue of thinking free,

Hear the facetious ﬁddix repartee : :

Our homefpun authors muf} forfake the field,

And Shakefpeare to the fofft Scarlatti yield.

9o your new tafle the poet of this day,

Was by a friend advis'd to form his play :

- Had Valentini, mufically coy,

Shun’d Phaedra's arms, and feorn’d the proffer’d joz,
t bad not moa’d your wouder to bave ﬁ{;
Aneunuch By from an enamour’d quecn :
Howavould it pleafe, fhould Jbe in Englifb fpeak,
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek ?

But bey @ firanger to your modifb way,

By your old rules muff fland or fall to-day
And bopes you wwill your forcign tafle command,
0 bear, for once, with awhat you underfland.)

B As DRA-
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DRAMATIS PERSON A
M E N.
Covent-Gardes,

Fhefeus, King of Crete, —

Mr. Barry.
Hippolitus, his fon, in love with Ifmesa, Mr. Lewis.
Lycon, minifter of flate, —_—— Mr. Lee

Cratander, captain of the g_uardg, My, Aick}n.

W OMEN.

Phedra, Thefeus’s queen, in love with '
" Hippolitus, —_— —— M, Barry.

Jfmena, u captive princefs, in love with
Hzfp,a litus. P ’ —— Ms, Bulkley.

Guards, Attendants.

PHZEDRA
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PHAEDRA and HIPPOLITUS.

% The lines diiinguifted by irverted comas, * thus,” are wmitted in the
Reprefentation, and thofe primsad in ltalics are the additions of
the "Theatre. . .

i -

T

ACT I
ZEnter Cratander amd Lycon.
Lxycon.

? TIS firange, Cratander,, that the royal Phedra,
Should ftill continue refolute in gric,
_And obitintately wretched:. :
"That one {b gay, o beautiful and young,
Of godlike virtue and imperial power,
Should fly inviting joys, and court deftrution.
- Crat. 13there not caufe, when lately join’din marriage,.
To have the king ber hufband call’d to war;
Then for three tedious moons to mours his abfence,
Nor know hisfate? .- - . .
Lyc. The king may caufe her forrow,
‘But not by abfence,: oft-I’ve feen him:ban .
With greedy eyes, and langpith o’er her beautiess .
She from his wide, deoeiv’ﬁ; defiring arms
Flew taftelefs, loathing ; whilft dejected Thefeus,
With mournful, loving eyes purfu’d her flight,
And dropt a filent tear. )
Crat. Ha! this is hattgg, ,
‘This is-averfion, horror, deteftation.
Why did the queen, who might have cull’d mankind, .
Why did'the give her perfon and her throng ., s
To oné ill)xe loath’d? "~ . a
Lyc. Perhaps fhe thought it juft
That he fheuld wear the cgs;tvn his valour favd.
Crat, Could fhe not glut his hopes with wealth and
Reward his valour, yet reje@ hislove? *  [homour?
- v 2 . ‘ "~ Why,
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Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow,

Why did fhe wed old Thefeus, while his fon,

“The brave Hippolitus, with equal youth,

And equa lbeauty, might have fill’d her arms ?
Lyc. Hippolitus, (in diftant Scythia born,

The warlike Amazon, Camilla’s fon)

'Till our queen’s marriage, was unknown to Crete:

And fure the queen could wifh him ftill unknown :

‘She loaths, detefts him, flies his hated prefence,

And fhrinks and trembles at BIS very name.

-..Crat. Well may fhe hate the prince{he needs muft fears

He may difpute the crown with Phadra’s fon.
- He’s brave, he’s fiery, youthful, and belov'd ;
His cou charms the men, his form thewomen;
His very fports are war.
Lyc, Oh, he's all hero! feorns th’ inglorious eafe
Of lazy Crete ; delights to fhine in arms,
“To wield the fword, and launch the pointed fpear ;
To tame the gen’rous horfe, that, nobly wild,
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion ;
¢ To join the ftruggling courfers to his chariot,
¢ To make their ftubborn necks the rein obey,
¢ To turn, or ftop, or ftretch along the plain.’ -
* Now the queen’s fick, there’s danger in his courage—
He muf be avatch'd. : '
Be ready with your guards=I fear Hippolitus.

Fear him ! for what ? ‘Poor, filly, virtuous wretch !
Affefting glory, and contemning power : :
‘Warm without pride, withont ambition brave ;

A fenfelefs hero, fit to be 2°tool

To thofe whofe godlike fouls are turn’d for empire.

An open, honeft tool, that loves and hates, ,
_ And yet more fool to own it. - He hates flatterers;
He hates me.too0: weak boy, to make a‘foe, = .

Where he might have a flave, I hate him toa;".." - )

But cringe and flatter, fawn; adore, yet haté K. -

Let the queen live or die, the prince muft fall, -
. Enter H{mena. .
What, ftill astending on the queen, Ifmena?
‘Oh, charming virgin! Oh, exalted' virtue ! :
Can ftill your goodnefs conquer all your wrongs ?

0y

»

[Exit Crat

'

Are
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Are you not robb’d of your Athenian crown ?. ’
‘W as not,your royl father, Paltas, flain, '
And all his wretched race, by conqu’ring Thefeus ?
And do you ftill watch o’et his confort, Phedra ?
And ftill repay fuch cruelty with love ? '

Ifm, Let them be cruel that delight in mifchief
1’m 6t 1 fofter mold, * Poor Phadra’s forrows
" Pierce thro’ my yielding heart, and wound my foul,

ZLyc. Now thrice the rifing fun has chear’d the world, -
Since fhe renew’d her ftrength with due refrefhment ;

. Thrice has the night brought eafe to man, to beaft,
Since wretched Phzdraclos’d her ftreaming eyes :

¢ She flies all reft, all neceffary food,

¢* Refolv’d to die, nor capable to live,” -

Jfn. But now her grief has wrought her into frenzy 3
The images her troubled fancy forms
Are incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed
Bometimes the raves for mufic, fight and air;

Nor air, nor light, nor mufic calm ‘her f‘ainn
‘Then with extatic ftrength the fprings aloft,
And moves amd bounds with vigour not her own,

Lyc. Thenlife is on thewing; then moft the fioks,
When motft {he feems reviv’d. Like boiling water,
‘That foams and hiffes o’er the crackling
‘And bubbles to the brim ; ev’n then moft wafting,
When mott it fwells. '

Ifm. My lord, now try your art;

Her wild diforder may difclofe the fecret

Her cooler fenfe conceal’d; ¢ the Pythian goddefs

¢ Is dumb and fullen, till, with fury fill’d,

¢ She fpreads, fhe rifes, growing to the fight,

¢ She ftares, the foams, fhe raves ; the awful fecrets

¢ Burft from her trembling lips, and eafe the tortur’d

~ maid.’
But Phzedra comes; ye gods, how pale, how weak !
: Enter ra.and Attendants.

*Phad. Stay, virgins, ftay ; I'llreft my weary feps. -
My firength forfakes me, and my dazzled eyes
Ake with the flathing light; my leofen’d knees
Sink under their dull weight, ~Support me, Lycon,
Alas, I faint ! . o
Lyc. Afford her eafe, kind Heav’n ! [head 2
Pbad. Why blaze thefe jewels round my wret‘%}:d
[
Y
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¢ Why all this labour’d elegance of drefs ?
§ Why flow thefe wanton curls in artful rings ?*
Take, fnatch them hence. Alas! you all confpire
To heap new forrows on my tortur’d foul :
All, all confpire to make your queen unhappy.
Lady. This you requir’d, and to the pleafing tafk
Call’d your officious maids, and urg’d their art;
You bid them lead you from yon hideous darknefs,
‘To the glad cheating day ; yet now avoid it,
And hate the light you fought.
Phad. Oh, my ]{ycon!
Oh, how I long to lay my weary head
On tender flow’ry beds, and fpringing grafs !
‘To ftretch my limbs beneath tﬁe fpreading thades
Of venerable oaks ; to flake my thirft
‘With the cool ne@ar of refrefhing fprings. -
Lyc. Il footh her frenzy, Come, Phzdra, let’s away ;
Let’s to the woods, and lawns, and limpid ftreams.
Phzd. Come, let’s away ; and thou, moft bright Diana,
Goddefs of woods, immortal, chafte Diana, _
¢ Goddefs prefiding o’er the rapid race,’
Place me, Oh, place me in the dufty ring,
Where youthful charioteers contend for glory !
See how they mount, and fhake the flowing reins ; -
See from the goal the fiery courfers bound;
Now they ftrain panting up the fteepy hill,
Now fweep along its top, now neigh along the vale ;
How the car rattles, how its kindling wheels
Smoke in the whirl ! the circling fand afcends,
Aud in the noble duft the chariot’s loft. :
Lyc. What, Madam ?
Phed. Ah, my Lycon! Ah! whatfaid I?
‘Where was I hurry’d by my roving fancy ?
My languid eyes are wet with fudden tears,
And on my cheeks unbidden blufhes glow.
Lyc. Then bluth; but blufh for your deftruétive filence,
_ That tears your foul, and weighs you down to death.
Oh, fhould you die! (ye pow’rs forbid her death!)
Who thenwould fhield fromwrengs your helplefs orphan?
He then might wander, Phzdra’s fon might wander,
A naked fuppliant, thro’ the world, for aid.
¢ Then he may cry, invoke his mother’s name :

cﬂo
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¢ He may be doom’d to chains, to fhame, to death,*-

While proud Hippolitus ¢ fhall mount his thrope.’
Phed. Oh, Heav’ns !, -

Lyc. Ha, Phzdra! are you touch’d at this ? [fpoke ?
Phed. Unhappy wretch ! What name was that you
Lyc. And dbes his name provoke your juft refentments ?

Then let it raife yout fear, as well as wrath ;

Think how you wrong’d him, to his father wrong’d him 3

Think how you drove him hence, a wand’ring exile,

To diftant climes ; then think what certain yengeance .

His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. -

For his fake then renew your drooping fpirits ;

Feed with new oil the wafting lamp of life,

That winks and trembles, now, juft now expiring ¢

Make hafte, preferve your lifes . |
Phed. Alas! too long. '

Too long have I preferv’d that guilty life.

Lyc. Guilty! What guilt? Has blood, has horrid muras

Imbru’d your hands ? _ . [dex
Phzd. Alas, my hands are guildefs! =~~~

But, Oh, my heart’s defil’d ! N

Dve faid too much; forbear the reft, my Lycon 3 ~ | .

And let me die, to fave the black confeflion. .

_ Lyc. Die, then, but notalone’; old fiithful Lycon

Shall be a victim to- your cruel filence. o

Will you not tell! Oh, lovely, wretched queen !’

¢ By all the cares of your'firft infant years ;*

By all the love, and faith, and zeal I've fhewn you,

Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden forrows,

And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort, ,
¢ Phed, What fhall I fay, malicious, cruel pow’rs ?

¢ Oh, where fhall I'begin ! Oh, ¢ruel Venis !

¢ How fatal love has been to all our race !
¢ Lyc, Fergetit, Madam ; iét it di¢in filence
Phed, Oh, Ariadne ! Oh, unhappy fifter!

- Lyc. Ceafe.t0 record your fifter's grief and fhame.
" Phad. Ané fince the cruel god,dfg love requiresit,,

1 fall the1aft, and ‘moft undone of all, - 1™ -
Lycy Doyouthenlove? . .. "0 .
Phed. Alas! I groan beneath” ™ - .. S

The pai;_, thz gunlt'i the Ih;amg of impious love, " |
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Plai Ijq bpbrid e, Lycou.'
1 loveu--AIas ‘I uddetat the name !,
g’l y blood runs backward and my Eault’r'htg tongue
trcks at the folind——1 love———Oh , rightesus Heav’n !
Why was T born with fuch a fenfe of virtue,
$o great abhbyrence of :he fmallegt crime, - - . - ..
And yet a {Eﬁre ta futh fpetuous guile?
Rain'on me, %ods, your plagpes, your tharpeft mrfures;
A& iy foul' with ah thin but guilt ;
And'yct;t}ni guile is mm ——1'n fhmk no mofe ;
T’11 to the wdods among the hapyner brutes. .-
Come, let$away! hhrk the thrill hogn refounds ;
The jolly.hu e ’s cries rend the wide heav’ns,
Come, o’er'the hills purfue the boundmg ﬂag,
Come, chafe the lion and thé foiamiy boat’;’
Come, roufe upall the monflers of the woed
For there, ¢9’d there, Hlppohtus will guard me.
" Eyes- Ii‘xp litas ! ‘
- Phad. Who's he that names prpohtus?
Ah, I'm betray’d, and all-my guilt difcover" dt .
< Oh, ive me poifon, fwm;ds 1 I’ll not live, for bear it ;
¢ I’ll fiop'my breath,
. ¢ Ifm. Im’loft; but what's’ that lofs 2
¢ Hippolitus is loft, or loft o me.
¢ Yet fhould her. chirins prevail upon his’ f'oul
¢ Should he be filfe, T would not wifh him/'ill ; o
¢ With my laft parting bteathi'I'd blefs.m ‘my] lord
¢ Thent it foirie lonely defere place explre ,' '
¢ Whenee my unhappy death ‘fhall nevey rtach hin,
¢ Lef} ivhodldwound his peace, ar damp his joys. [4[171:.’
Lyc. Think flill the fécretin your royal breaﬂ:
For, by the awful majefty.of | ove; L 1; .
By the 3ll-feein; fun, by.righ eous ques L .
By all your kin red'gods, weé fivear; Oh,f’h
Safe as our lwhs vye’i ‘ke 3 ‘fatal ecret -, .
¢ phiFER W wkﬁr, fwear fo kc wfer‘ fu{te‘t.
* Phaed: Kﬁhp iY fhom whom “)h itls. al ?Wllq
The tale, the whifper ‘of ‘the babbﬁn vy ﬁa‘(
'Oh, can you keep 1t from, yourfélves i \m u(‘w ‘t? -
Or do you think I'm fo.fit" gong i fi pﬂ 5. . N
That I can fe€, can bedr tl{elooks ti ;v,‘ R
81‘311 ne who knows my black deteiféd cﬁmes Wi
t who knows that Phedra loves her fon ?
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D
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. Lye, Unhappy queen ! auguft, unhappy race!

Oh, why did Thefeus touch this fatal thore ?

‘Why did he fave us from Nicander’s arms,

To bring wotfe ruin on us by his love ?

Phed. His love indeed ; for that unhappy hour

In which the priefts join’d Thefeus’ hand to mine,

Shew’d the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes.

Gods ! how I thook ! what boiling heat inflam’d

My panting breaft ! how from the touch of Thefcus

My flack hand dropp’d, and all the idle pomp,

Priefts, altars, vi¢tims, fwam before my fight!

The god of Love, ev’n the whale god, poflels’d me.
Lyc. Atonce, at firft pofles’d you ! .
Phed. Yes, at firft.

That fatal ev’ning we purfu’d the chace,

When from behind the wood, with ruftling found,

A monftrous boar rufli’d forth : ¢ his baleful 2yes

¢ $hot glaring fire, and his ftiff-pointed briitics

¢ Rofe high upon his back :* at me he made,

Whetting his tutks, and churning hideous foam ;

Then, then Hippolitus flew into aidme : |

Colleting all himfelf, and rifing to the blow,

He launch’d the whiftling fpear ; the well-uim’d jav’lin

Pierc’d his tough hide, and quiver’din his heart;

The monfter fell, ¢ and gnafhing with huge tufks,

¢ Plow’d up the crimfon earth.” But then Hippolitus!

Gods! how he mov’d and look’d, when he approach’d

me!

¢ When hot and panting from the favage conquett,

¢ Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely,

¢ His crimfon cheeks with purple beauties glow’d,

¢ Hislovely fparkling eyes fhot martial fires.’

Oh, godlike form! Oh,.extacy and tranfporc !

My breath grew fliort, my beating heart fprung upward,

Aund leap’d and bounded in my heaving bofom.

Alas, I'm pleas’d; the horrid ftory chafms me.—

No mere—That night with fear and love I ficken’d.

Oft I receiv’d his fatal charming vifits ;

Then would he talk with {uch an heav’nly grace,

Look with fuch dear compaffion on my pains,

That I could wifh to be fo fick for ever.

My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirfty foul,

: B . Drank
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Drank gorging in the dear delicious poifon,

*Lill I was loft, quite loft in impious love.

¢ And fhall I drag an execrable life ?

¢ And fhall I hoard up guilt, and treafure vengeance ?
¢ Lyc. Noj; labour, ftrive, fubdue that guilt, and live,
¢ Phad. Did I notlabour, firive, all-fecing pow’rs

¢ Did I not weep and pray, implore your aid ¢

¢ Burn clouds of incenfe on your loaded altars ?

¢ Oh, I call’d heav’n and earth to my affiftance,

¢ All the ambitious thirft of fame and empire,

¢ And all the honeft pride of confcious virtue:

¢ I firuggled, rav'd; the new-born paffion reign’d

¢ Almighty in its birth.
Lye. Did you €'er try

T'o gain his love?
Phzd. Avert fuch crimes, yepow’rs !

¢ No; to avoid his love I fought his hatred : .

¢ I.wrong'd him, fhunr’d him, banifh’d him from Crete ;

¢ I fent him, drove him, from my longing fight:

¢ In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form

¢ Reign’din my heart, and dwelt before my eyes.

¢ If to the gods I pray’d, the very vows

< I mude to heav’n were by my erring rongue

¢ Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try’d to fleep,

¢ Straight to my drowfy eyes my reftlefs fancy

¢ Brought back his fatal form, and curs’d my tlumber. ]
¢ Lyc. Firft let me try to melt him into love.’
Phed. No; did his haplefs paffion equal mine,

I would refufe the blifs I moft defir’d,

Confult my fame, and facrifice my life.

Yes, I woulddie, heav’n knows, this very moment,

Rather than wrong my lord, my hufband Thefeus.
Lyc, Perhaps that lord, that hufband is no more ;

He went trom Crete in hafte, his army thin,

. To meet the numerous troops of fierce Moloffians ;

Yet though he lives, while ebbing life decays,

‘Think on your fon.
Phed. Alas, that fhocks me.

Oh, let me fee my youngone, let me fnatch

A hatty farewel, a laft dying kifs.

Yet ftay ; his fight will melt my juft refolves :

But, Oh, I begwith my laft fallying breath, ~

Cherifh my babe. Enter
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Enter Meflenger.

Mef. Madam, I grieve totellyou
What you muft know : your royal hufband’s dead.-

Phed. Dead! Oh, ye pow'ss.!

Lyc, Oh, fortunate event !
Then earth-born Lycon imay afcend the throne,
Leave to his happy fon the crown of Jove,
And be ador’d like him.  Be bufh’d my jay:. (Afede.
¢ Mourn, mourg, ye Crerans;
¢ Since he is dead whofe valour fuv’d vour ifle,
¢ Whofe prudent care with flowing plenty crowi’d
¢ His peaceful fubjes ; as your tow ring Ida.
¢ With fpreading oaks, and with defcerding itreams,
¢ Shades and enriches all the plains below.” '
Say how he dy’d.

Mefl. He dy’d as Thefeus ought,
In battle dy’d : Philotas, now « prifoner,
‘That rufhing on fought next his royal perfon,
That faw his thund’ring arin beat fijuadrons down,
Saw the great rival of Alcides fall.
Thefe eyes beheld his well-known fieed, beheid
A proud barbarian lglitt’ring in his arms,

ncumber'd with the fpoil. [Exie

Phed. 1s he thendead ?
Is my much-injur'd losd, my Thefeus, ded?
Anddon’t I fhed one tear upon his urn ?
What! not a figh, agroan, a foft complaint?
Ah, thefe are tributes due from pious brides,
From a chatte matron, and a virtuous wife :
But favage love, the tyrant of my heart,
Claims a%l my forrows, and ufurps my grief.

Lye, Difmifs that grief, and give aloofe to joy =
He’s dead, the bar o?all your blifsis dead; '
Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Thefeus,
And take the youthful hero to your arms.

¢ Phed. 1 dare not now admit of fuch a thought,
¢ Andblefs’d be heav’n that fteel’d iny ftubborn heart 3
*¢ That made me fhun the bridai bed of Thefeus,
¢ And give him empire, but refufe him love.

¢ Lyc. Then may his happier fon be bleft with both;,
¢ Then rouze your foul, and mufter all your charms, .

i B a ¢ Soother
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¢ Soothe his ambitious mind with thirft of empire,
¢ And all his tender thoughts with foft allurements.”
Phed. But fhou’d the youth refufe my proffer’d love !
Oh, fhould he throw me from his loathing arms ¢
I fear the trial ;' for I know Hippolitus
Fierce in the right, ard obftinately good :
¢ When round befet, his virtuc like a flood,
¢ Breaks with refiftlefs force th’ oppofing dams,
¢ And bears the mounds along ; they’re hurry’d on,
¢ And fivell the torrent they were rais’d to ftop.’
I dare not yet 1efolve ; 1’1l try to live,
And to the awful gods I’ll leave the reft.
Lyc. Madam, your fignet, that your flave may order
What's moit expedient for your royal fervice.
Phed. Takeit, and with it take the fate of Phaedra,
And thou, Oh, Venus! aid a fuppliant queen,
"That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy pow’r :
¢ Oh, fpare thy captives, and fubdue thy foes!
¢ On this cold Scythian let thy pow’r be known,
And-in a lover’s caufe affert thy own:
Then Crete as Paphos fhall adore thy fhrine ; }

- & « »

This nurfe of Jove with-grateful fires fhall fhine,
And with thy father’s flames fhall worthip thine.’
[ Exeunt Phad, &c.
Lyc. [Solus.] If fhe propofes love, why then as furely
His haughty foul refufes it with fcorn.—
Say I confine him ! —If fhe dies he’s fafe ;
And if fhe lives, I'll work her raging mind,
A woman {corn’d, with eafe 1’1l work to vengeance:
With humble, wife, obfequious fawning arts -
1’ll rule the whirl and tran{port of her foul ;
That when ber reafon hates, her rage may act.
When barks glide flowly through thelazy main,
The baffled pilots tura the helms in vain ;
When driv’n by winds they cut the foamy way,
The rudders govern, and the fhips obey.

Exp of the Figst Acr.

ACT
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. ACT IL
70 Phzedra and Lycon, enter Meffenger.

) MESsseNGER.
ADAM, the prince Hippolitus attends.
Phed. Admit him. Where, where, 'hzdra’s
now thy foul !
What—thall I fpeak ? And fhall my guilty tongue
Let this infulting viQor know his pow’r ?
Or fhall I ftill confine within my breaft
My refilefs paffions and devouring flames ?
But fee, he comes, the lovely tyrant comes.~=
He rufhes on me like a blaze ot light;
I cannot bear the tranfportof his prefence,
But fink opprefs’d with woe. [Szvoons.
Enter Hippolitus.

Hip. Immortal gods !
What have I done to raife fuch firange abhorrence ?
What have I done to fhake her fhrinking narure
With my approach, and kill her with wy fight 2

Lyc. Alas, another grief devours her foul,
And only your affiftance can relieve her.

Hip. Ha! make it known, that 1 may fly and aid her.

Iyc. But premife firft, my lord, to keep it fecrer.

-Hip, Pronuafe! I fwear, on this gocd fword I fwear,
This fword, which firft gain’d youthtul Thefeus honour !
Which oft has punifli’d perjury and falfhood ;
By thund’ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules,
¢ By the majeftic form of godlike heroes,
¢ That fhine around, and confecrate the fteel ;*
No racks, no fhame, fhall ever force it from me.

Phed. Hippalitus. S

Hip. Yes, ’tis that wretch, who begs you to difimifs
That hated objec from your eyes for ever.
Begs leave to march againft the foes of Thefeus,
And to revenge or fhare his father’s fare.

Phed. Ob, Hippolitus !
I own I’ve wrong’d you, moft unjuftly wrong’d you ;
Drove you from court,. from Crete, and irom your father:
The court, all Crete, deplor’d their {uffering hero,
And I (the fad occafion)} moft of all,

s ' B3 Yer



18 PHADRA AND HIPPOLITUS.

Yet could you know relenting Phadra’s foul !
Oh, could you think with what relu@ant grief
I wrong’d the hero whom I wifh’d to cherifh !
Oh, you’d confefs me wretched, not unkind,
Ard own thofe ills did moft deferve your pity,
Which moft procur’d your hate. '
Hip. My hate to Phedra !
Ha ! cou’d T hate the royal fpoufe of Thefeus,
My queen, my mother?
Phzd. Why your queen and mother ?
More humble ties would fuit my loft condition. '
Alas, the iron hand of death is en me,
And I have oply time t’implore your pardon.
Ah, would my lord forget injurious Phadra,
And with compaffion view her helplefs orphan !
Would he receive him to his dear prote&tion,
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes!
Hip. Oh, I'll defend him ! with my life defend him!
Heav’n dart your judgment on this faithlefs head,
If I don’t pay him all a flave’s obedience,
And all a father's love. :
Phed. A father’s love !
Oh, doubtful founds ! Oh, vain deceitful hopes !
My grief’s much eas’d by this tranfcending goodnefs,
And Thefeus’ death fits lighter on my foul. -
Death1 he’s not dead ; he lives, he breathes, he fpeaks;
He lives in you, he’s prefent to my eyes ;
I fee him, {peak to him. My heart! I rave,
And all my folly’s known.
Hip, Oh, glorious folly !
See, Thefeus, fee, how much your Phzdralov'd you.
Phed. Love him; indeed ! dote, languifh, die for him.
Forfake my food, my fleep, all joys for Thefeus ;
¢ (But not that hoary venerable Thefeus)’
But Thefeus, as he was when mantling blood
Glow’d in his lovely cheeks ; ¢ when his bright eyes
¢ Sparkled with youthful fires ;> when ev'ry grace
Shone in the father, which now crowns the fon :
‘When Thefeus was Hippolitus, ’
Hip. Ha! amazement firikes me :
Where will this end ?
Lyc, Is’tdifficult to guefs ?
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Dees not her flying palenefs, ¢ that but now

¢ Sat coid and languid in her fading cheek,

¢ (Where now fucceeds a momentary luitre)

¢ Does not her beating heart,” her trembling limbs,
Her withing looks, her fpeech, her prefent Llence,
All, all proclaim imperial Phzdra loves you ?

Hip. What do1hear? What, does no lightning flafh,
No thunder bellow, when fuch monftrous crimes
Areown’d, avow’d, confeft ? All-feeing fun!

Hide, hide in fhameful night thy beamy head,
And ceafe to view the horrors of thy race.
Alas, Ifhare th’ amazing guilt; thefe eyes,
‘That firft infpir'd the black inceftuous flame,
Thefe ears, that heard the tale of impious love,
Are all accurs’d, and all deferve your thunder.
Phed. Alas, my lord! believe me not fo vile,
No; ¢ by thy goddefs, by the chafte Diana,
¢ None but my firft, my much-lov’d lord Arfamnes,
¢ Was e’er receiv’d in thefe unhappy arms.’
No; for the love of thee, of thofe g'ear charms,
Which now I fee are doom’d to be my ruin,
1 flill deny’d my lord, my hufband Thefeus,
The chafte, the modeftjoys of fpotle(s marriage;
That drove him hence to war, to flormy feas,
To rocks and waves, lefs cruel than his Phadra.
Hip. If that drove Thefeus hence, then that kill'd
* Thefeus, )
And cruel Phzdra kill’d her hufband Thefeus. )
Phed. Forbear, rafh youth, nordare to roufe my ven-
geance ; :

‘Provoke nie not ; nor tempt my fwelling rage
With black reproaches,. fcorn, and provocation,
To do a deed my reafon would abhor. . o
Long has the fectet firuggled in my breaft, =~ .. .. . -
Long has it rack’d and rent my tortur’d bofoms . -
But now ’tis out. Shame, rage, confufion tear,
And drive me on to a& unheard-of crimes; :
To murder thee, myfelf, and all that know it,
As when convulfions cleave the lab’ring earth,
Refore the difinal yawn appears, the ground
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houfescrath; =~ ..
He’s fafe, who from the dreadful warning flies,’
But he that fees its opening bofom dies, [%ﬂ.

, b
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' Hip. Then let me take the warning and retire ;
1'd rather truft the rough Ionian waves,
‘Than woman’s fiercer rage.

Lyc. Alas, my lord!

You muft notleave the queen to her defpair.
Hip. Muft not! from thee? from that vile upflart
! Lycon!

. Yes}; from that Lycon who derives his greatnefs
From Phadra’s race, and now would guard her lite.
Then, Sir, forbear: view here this royal fignet,

And in her faithful flave obey the queen. :
[ Enter Guards and Cratander.

Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful diftance,
With that refpe&, it may not feem confinement,
But only meant for honour.

Hip. So, confinement is .
“The honour Crete beftows on Thefeus’ fon,
Am I confin’d ? and is’t fo foon forgot,
When fierce Procruftes’ arms o’er-ran your kingdom
When your ftreets echo’d with the cries of orphans,
Your fhirieking maids clung round the hallow’d fhrines,
When all your palaces and lofty towers
Smoak’d on the earth, when the red fky around
Glow’d with your city’s flames’ (a dreadful luftre:}
Then, then my father flew to your affiffance ;
Then Thefeus fav’d your lives, eftates, and honeurs.
And do you thus reward the hero’s toil ?
And do you now confine the hero’s fon ?

*Lyc. 'Take not an eafy fhort confinement ill,
Which your own fafety and the queen’s requires.
Nor harbour fear of one that joys to ferve you.

Hip, Oh, Idifdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee ;
Nor will I hear of fervices from Lycon.
Thy very looks are lies, eternal falthood
Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy eyes :
Ev’nin thy humble face I read my ruin,
In ev’ry cringing bow and fawning fmile,
Why elfe d’ye whifper out your dark fufplcions ?
Why with malignant elogies encreafe
The people’s fears, and praife me to my ruin ?
Why through the troubled ftreets of frighted Guoffus

¢ [Ifmena fbews berfelf, liffening.”.
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Do bucklers, helms, and polith'd armour blaze ?
W hy founds the dreadful din of inftant war,
‘Whilft ftill the fo€’s unknown ?
Lye. Then quit thy arts ;
Put off the ftatefman, and refume the judge. [-1fide.
"Thou Proteus, fhift thy various forms no more,
But boldly own the god. That foe’s too near.
. ‘ - .. [7oHippolitus,
The queen’s difeafe, and your afpiring mind,
Difturb all Crete, and give a loofe to war.
Hip. Gods! dares he fpeak thus to a monarch’s fon,
And mutft this earth-born flave command in Crete ?
‘Was it for this my godlike father fought ?
Did Thefeus bleed for Lycon ¢ Oh, ye Cretans,
See there your king, the fucceflor of Minos,
Aud heir of Jove. '
Lyc. You may as well provoke
That Jove you worfhip, as this flave you fcorn,
Go feize Almzon, Nicias, and all -
The black abettors of this impious treafon.
‘ [Ex't a Soldier,
Now o’r thy head th’ avenging thunder rolls ;
For know on me depends thy inftant doom.
Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty foul,
And, if thou think’ft of life, obey the queen,
Hip, Then free from fear or guilt I’ll wait my doom,
Whate'er’s my fault, no ftain fhall blot my glory.
I'll guard my honour, you difpofe my life.
Lyc. Beitfo; Cratander, follow me. ..
[ Exexnt Lyc. andCrat,
Hip. Since he dares brave my rage, the danger’s near,
The timorous hounds that hunt the generous lion
Bay afar off, and tremble in purfuit;
But when he ftruggles in th’ entangling toils,
Infult the dying prey.
Enter Hmena and Lady,
¢ Tis kindly done, Iimena,
¢ With all your charms to vifit my diftrefs ;
. ¢ Soften my chains, and make confinement cafy.’
Oh, Ifmena, is it then giv’n me to behold thy beauties !
¢ Thofe bluthing fiveets, thofe lovely loving eyes I’ ’
To prefs, to firain'thee to my beating heart,

And
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And grow thus to my love ! What’s liberty to this ?
What’s faine or greatnefs ¢ take ’em, take ’em, Phzdra,
¢ Freedom and fame,” and in the dear confinement
Enclofe me thus for ever.

4m. Oh, Hippolitus! -

Oh, I could ever dwell in this confinement !
Nor wifh for aught while I behold my lord :

" But yet that wifh, that only wifh is vain,

When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you,
Drive from your godlike foul a wretched maid :
Take to your arms (aflift me, heav’n, to fpeak it)
Take to your arms impgrial Ph=dra,

" And think of me no more, '

Hip. Not think of thee?

What, part! for ever part? Unkind Ifinena!
Oh, can you think that death is half fo dreadful,
As it would be tolive, and live without thee ?
Say, fhould I quit thee, fhould I turn to Phadra,
Say, couldft thou bear it? Could thy tender foul
Endure the torment of defpairing love,

An}d fee 'I"I;xe kttled‘:}n a rival’s arms ? N
" Jfm. Thirk notof me: perhapsmy equal mio
May learn to bear the fatelt’gehgﬁs a}l,lo? me.
Yerwould you hear me ; * could your lov’d Ifimena
¢ With all her charms o’er-rule your fullen honour,’
You yet might live, nor leave the poor Ifmena.

Hip. Speak : if I can, I'm ready to obey.

Jfm. Give the queen hopes. _

Hip. No more—my foul difdains it, )
No; fhould Ltry, my haughty foul would fivell,
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. ;
Oh, fhould I ffcop to cringe, to lie, forfwear?
Deferve the ruin which I ftrive to fhun?

Ifm. Oh, 1 can’t bearthis cold contempt of death!
Ths rigid virtue, that prefers your glory
To liberty orlife, Oh, cruel man!
¢ By thefe fad fighs, by thefe poor ftreaming eyes,
¢ By that dear love that makes us now ynhappy,
¢ By the near danger of that precious life,
¢ .Hea¥’n knows I value much above my own.
¢ What! not yet mov’d * Are you iglolv’d un death?

Then,
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Then, ere ’tis night, I fwear by all the pow’rs,
This fteel fhall end my fears and life together.
¢ Hip. You fhan’t be trufted with a life fo precious.
¢ Noj; to the court Il publith your defign :
¢ Ev'nbloody Lycon will prevent your fate 5
¢ Lycon fhall wrench the dagger from your bofom,
¢ And raving Phzdra will preferve Ifmena.
¢ Ifm. Phzdral comeon, I'll lead you on to Phadra ¢
¢ T’lltell her all the fecrets of our love;
¢ Give to her rage her clofe deftrucive rival :
¢ Her rival fure will fall ; her love may fave you,
¢ Come, fee me labour in the pangs of death,
¢ My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, ,
¢ Dying, yet fix’d in deash on my Hippolitus.’
Hip. ¢ What’s your dzfign * Ye pow’rs ! what means
. my love ?
I/m. She means to lead you in the road of fate;
She means to die with one fhe can’t preferve.
Yet when you fee me pale upon the earth,
This once-lov’d form grown horrible in death,
Sure your relenting foul would wifh you’d fav’d me.
Hip. Ob, I'il doall, do any thing to fave you ;
Give up my fame, and all my darling honour:
¢ Pllrun, I'llfly ; what you’ll command I’ll fay,’
Lyicld, Ymena. What would you hawve e do ?
{fm. Say what occafion, chance, or Heav’n infpires ;
Say that you love her, that you lov’d her long
Say that you’ll wed her, fay that you’ll comply ;
Say, to preferve your life, fay any thing. .
Blefs him, ye pow’rs! and if it be a crime———=[ Exit Hip,
Oh, if the pious fraud offend your juttice,
Aim all your vengeance on Ifmena’s head ;
Punifh Ifmena, but forgive Hippolitus,
¢ He’s gone, and now my brave refolves are ftagger'd; -
¢ Now I repent, like fome defpairing wretch
¢ That boldly plunges in the frightful deep,
¢.That pants, and ftrugglés with the whirling waves,
¢ And catches ev’ry flender reed to fave him.’ :
Lady. But fhould he do what your commands en-
’ join’d him,
Say, fhould he wed her ? .
4/m. Should he wed the queen ? s
Oh,
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Oh, I'd remember that *twas my requett,

And die well pleas’d I made the hero happy.
Lady. Die! does Hmena then refolve to die ?
Ifm. Can 1 thenlive? can I, wholov'd fowell,

To partwith all my blifs to fave my lover?

QOh,; can I drag a wretched life without him,

And fee another revel in his arms ?

Oh, 'tis in death alone I can have comfort ! -

Enter Lycon.
Lyc. Whata reverfe is this? Perfidious boy,

Is this thy truth ? is this thy boafted honour?

Then all are rogues alike: I never thought

Butone man honeft, and thatone deceivesme.  {dfde.

Ifmena here ?
Ymena., Now, my Lord, isthe quecn’s rage abated ?

How is the prince difpos’d ?

Lyc. Happily.

AIls chang’d to Jove and barmoxy, my fair.

¢« "Tis all agreed, and now the prince is fafe

¢ From the fure vengeance of defpairing love ;’

Now Pheedra’s rage is chang’d to {oft endearments:

She doats, fhe dies ; and few, but tedious days,

With endlefs joys will crown the happy pair.

Ifm. Does he then wed the queen ?
Lyc. At leaft I think fo. :

1, when the prince approach’d, not far retir’d,

Pale with my doubts : he fpoke ; th’ attentive queen

Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes

Sparkled with gentler fires ; he blufhing bow’d ;

She, trembling, loft in love, with foft confufion

Receiv’d his paffion, and return’d her own.

Then fmiling tun’d to me, and bade me order

‘The pompous rites of her enfuing nuptials, -

Which I muft now purfue. Farewel, Ifmena.  [Esits
Zfm. Then I'll retire, and notdifturb their joys.
Lady. Sray and learn more.

Ifm. Ah! wherefore thould I ftay ?

What! fhall I ftay to rave, t’upbraid, to held him?

‘To fnatch the ftruggling charmer from her arms ?

For could you think that open gen’rous youth

Could with feign’d love deceive a jealous woman ?

¢ Could he fo {oon grow artful in diflembling ?

¢ Ah,
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¢ Ah, without dowbt his thoughts infpir'd his toague,
¢ And all his foul rec¢iv’d a real love.
¢ Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes,
¢ Perhaps foft pity charm’d his yielding foul,
¢ Perhaps:her lpve, perhaps her kingdom, charm’d himg
¢ Perhaps—alas, how msny things might charm him !

¢ Lady. Wait the fuccefs : it is not yet decided.
¢ Jfm. Not yet decided! did not Lycon tell us
¢ How he protefted, figh’d, and look’d, and vow’d ?
¢ How the foft paflion languifh’d in his eyes #’
Ay, no, he loves, he doatson Phedra’s charms.
Now, now he clafps her to his panting breat,
¢ Now hedevouss her with his eager eyes,’
Now grafps her hands, and now he looks, and vows
“The dear talfe things that charm’d the poor Ifmena.
He comes; be-ftill, my heart; the tyrant comes,
Charnting.though falfe, andlovely in his guilt.

C Eater Hippolitus,

. Hip. Why hangs that cloudy forrow on yeur brow ?
Why do you figh? Why flow your fwelliog eyes ?
Thefe eyes that us’d with joy toview Hippolitus.

Ifm. My lord, my foul is charm’d with your fuccefs.
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you,
For your:dear lite ; and fince my death alone
Can make you fafe, that {oon fhall make me happy.
¢ Yet had yoy brought lefs love to Phadra’s anns,
¢ My foul had parted with a lefs regret,
¢ Bleft if furviving in your dear remembrance.’ .

Hip, Your death! * my love! my marriage! and to

Phredra !’

Hear 1ne, Ifmena.
~_ Ifm. No, I dare not hear you.

Bug though you've been thus eruelly unkind,
Theugh you have left me for the royal Phadra,
Yet ftill my foul o’er-runs with fondnefs tow’rds ydu
Yer filt I die wixh joy to fave Hippolitus,

Hip. Die to fave me ! could I owtlive Ifinena?

Ifm. Yes, you'doutlive ber in your Phadra’s arms,
And may you there find ev’ry blooming pleafure !
Oh, may the gcds fhow’r bleflings o1. thy head !
¢ May the gode erown thy gloricus aims with conquett,
¢ Apdall thy peaceful days with fure repofe I

o ) C May'ft
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May'ft thou be bleft with lovely Pheedra’s charms,
And for thy eafe forget the loft Ifmena!: -
¢_Farewel, Hippolitus.’ o
Hip. l{mena, ftay, :
Stay, hear me fpeak ; or by th’ infernal powers:
I’ll not furvive the minute you depart.
I, -What would you fay ? ah! don’t deceive iy
weaknefs, - : '
Hip. Deceive thee! why, Ifmena, da you wrong me?
Why doubt my faith » Oh, lovely, cruel maid! )

~ Why wound my tender foul with harth fufpicion?

Oh, by thofe charming eyes, by thy dear love,
I neither thought nor {poke, defign’d nor promis’d, -
To love, or wed the queen. :
Ifn. Speak on, my lord, :
My honeft foul inclines me to believe thee;
And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong’d thee,
Hip. Then thus. I came and fpake, but fcarce of love §
‘The eafy queen receiv’d my faint addrefs
With eager hope and unfufpicious faith. :
Lycon, with feeming joy, (Efmifs’d my guards
My gen’rous foul dildain’d the mean deceir,

_But flill deceiv’d her to obey Ifmena.

Ifm. Art thou then true ? Thou art. Oh, pardonme?

Pardon the errors of a filly maid, : : '

Wild with her fears, and mad with jealoufy ;

For ftill that fear, that jealoufy was love.

Hafte then, my lord, and fave yourfelf by flight ;

¢ ‘And when your abfent, when your godlike form -

¢ Shall ceafe to chear forlorn Ifmena’s eyes,

¢ Then let each day, each hour, each minute, bring

¢ Some kind remembrance of your conftant love ;

¢ izeak of your health, your fortune, and your friends,

¢ (For fure thofe friends fhall have my tender’ft withes)

¢ Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear love,

¢ Speak much, fpeak very much, but ftill {fpeak on.’

Hip. Oh, thy dear love fhall ever be my themej -

Of that alone I’ll talkthe live-long day; -~ -

But thus Pll talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes,

Tafting the odours of thy fragant bofom.” -

Come then, to crown me with immortal joys,

Come, be the kiad companion of my flight; _
: ‘ Came,
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Come, hafte with me to leave this fatal fhore.
‘The bark before prepar’d for my departure
Expedts its freight; an hundred halty rowers
Have wav’d their finewy arms, and call Hippolitus ;
‘The loofen’d canvas trembles with the wind,
And the fea whitens with aufpicious gales. :
¢ . Fly, then, my lord ; and may the gods protet
¢ Fly, ere infidious Lycon work thy ruin ;- [thee;
¢ Fly, ere my fondnefz’ take thy life away ; :
Fly from the queen. .
¢ Hip, But not from my Ifmena. .
¢ Why do you force me from your heav’nly-fighe,
¢ With thofe dear arms that ought to clafp me to thee ?
¢ Ifm, Oh, I could rave for ever at my fate ! o
¢ And with alternate love and fear poffefs'd, [breat,
¢ Now force'thee from my arms, now fnatch thee to my
¢ And tremble till you go, but die till you retura.
¢ Nay, I could go.” Ye gods, if I thould go,
¢ What would El’ne fay ; if I fhould fly alone
. ¢ With a young, lovely prince, that charm’d my foul 2
¢ ﬂtp. Say you did well to fly a certain ruin,
* To fly the fury of a queenincens’d; -
¢ To crown with endlefs joys the youth that lov'd you,
¢ Oh, by the joys our mutual loves have brought,
¢ By the blefs’d hours I’ve languifh’d at your feet,
¢ By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus,
¢ Come, fly from hence, and make him ever happy.
¢ I/m. Hide me, ye pow’rs I I never fhall refitt.
¢ Hip. Will you retufe me? Cun I leave behind me
¢ All thatinfpires my foul, and chears my eyes ?
¢ Will you not go ? Then here T'll wait my doom,
¢ Come, raving Phrdra, bloody Lycon, come;
¢ 1 offer to your rage this worthlefs life,
¢ Since ’tis no longer my Ifmena’s care.’
dfm. Oh, hafte away, my lord ! I go, I fly
Thro’ all the dangers of the boift’rous deep.
When the wind whiftles thro’ the crackling mafts,
When thro’ the yawning {hip the foaming fea
Rowls bubbling mn ; then, then, I'll clafp thee faft,
And in tranfporting love forget my fear,
Oh, T will wander thro’ the Scythian gloom,
O’er ice and hills of everlafting fnow !
. Cz~ Therc.

-



8  PHEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS

There, when the horrid darknefs thall inclofe ua, -

When the bleak wind fhall chill my fhiv’ring linbs,

Theou fhalt alone fupply the diftant fun,

Aud .chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart,
Hip. Come, lev’s away ; and, like another Jafon,

¥l bear iy beauteous conqueit thro’ the feas :

-A greater treafure, and a nobler prize,

‘Than he from Colchos bore.  Sleep, fleep in peace

Ye monflers of the woods, on Ida’s top -

Securely roam ; no more my early horn

Shall wake the lazy day. ‘Tranfporiing love

Reigns.in my heart, and makes me all its owni

So, when bright Venus yielded up her chanus,

The blefs'd Adonis languifli’d ia her arms ;

Mis idle L.orn on fragrant myrtles hung,

His arrows featter’d, and his bow unftiung:

Obfcure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds,

And bay the fancy’d hoar with fegble founds ;

For nobler fports he quits the favage fields, .

And all the hero to the lover yiehﬁ.

: [ Exexnts
ENp of the Szconp Act,

ACT IIL
Enter Lycon and Guards,
Lycon, .

EAV’N is at laft. appeas’d : the pitying gods
Have heurd our withes, and aufpicious Jove
- Smiles on his native ifle; for Phadra lives,
Reftor’d to Crete, and to herfelf, fhe lives :
}oy with frefh firength infpires her drooping limbs,,
~ Revives her charms,’ and o’er her faded cheeks
Spreads ¢ a frefh’ rofy bloom : ¢ as kindly {prings
¢ With genial heat renew the frozen earth, .
¢ And paints its fmiling face with gaudy flow’rs.
¢ But fee, fhe comes, the beauteous Phexdra comes.
Enter Pheedra and four Ladies.
¢ How her eyes fparkle ! how their radiant beams
¢ Confefs their fhiniag anceftor the fun I’ . ¥
out
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Your charms to-day will wound defpairing erowds,

And give the pains you fuffer’d : nay, Hippolitus,

‘The fierce, the brave, th’ infenfible Hippolitus,

Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty,

And in his turn adore,

Phed, *Tis flatt’ry all, o

Yet, when you name the prince, that flat’ry’s pleafing,

You with it fo, poor good old man, you wifh it.

The fertile province of Cydonia’s thine.

Is there aughtelfe ? Has happy Phedra aught

In the wide circle of her far-ftretch’d empire ?

Afk, take, my friend, fecure of no repulfe.

Let fpacious Crete, thro’ all her hundred cities,

Refound her Phzdra’s joy. * Let altars fimoke,

¢ And richeft gums, and fpice, and incenfe roll

¢ Their fragrant wreaths to Heav’n, to pitying Heav'n,

¥ Which gives Hippolitus to Phadra’s arms.

¢ Set all at large, and bid the loathfome dingeons

¢ Give up the meagre {laves that pine in darknefs,

¢ Aud wafte in grief, as did defpairing Phedra:

¢ Let them be chear’d, let the ftarv’d prifoners riot,

¢ And glow. with gen’rous wine.” Let forrow ceafe ;

Let none be wretched, none, fince ’hadra’s happy.

¢ But now he comes, and with an equal puflion

* Rewards my flame, and fprings into my arms !’

. Enter Mefenger.

Say, where’s the prince ? -

Mef]. He’s no where to be found.
Phed. Perhaps he hunts.
Meg. He hunted not to-day.
Phad. Ha! have you feurch’d the walks, the covrts,
DMef. Search’d all in vain. [the temples ?
.Phzd. Did he not hunt to-day ? ‘

Alas, you told meonce before hedidnot! [ Exit M.

My heart mifgives me.

Lyc. ¢ So, indeed, doth mine.’

Fhen my fearsavcretrac.. '

Phed. Could hedeceive me? Could that godlike youth

Defign the ruin of a queen that loves ? ‘

Oh, he's all truth ! his words, his locks, his eyes,

©Qpen to view his inmoft thoughts— He comes— [politus ?

Ha! who ait thou? Whence com’ft thou? W here’s Hip-

C3 , Euter
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' Exter Meffenger
Mejj. Madam, Hippolitus, with fair Ifinena,
Drove tow’rd the. port. ’
Phad. With fair Ifinena!
Curs'd be her cruel beauty, curs’d her charms,
Curs’d all her foothing, fatal, falfe endearments.
¢ That heav’nly. virgin, thatexalted goodnefs,
¢ Could fee mie tortur’d with defpairing love ;
¢ With artful tears-could mourn my monftrous fiffrings,
¢ While her bafe malice,plotted my deftruction.’
Lye. A thoufand reafons crowd upon my. foul,
That evidence their love.
¢ Phbed. Yes, yes, they love;. -
¢ Why elfe fhould he refufe my profer’d bed 2
¢ Why fhould one warm’dith youth, and thirft of glory,
¢ Ditdain a foul, a form, acrown like mine ? ..
¢ Lye.” Where, Lycon, where was then thy boafted
Bull, thoughtlefs wretch ! fcuraing *
-Pbad. th, pains unfelt before ;
"The grief, defpair, the agonies, an ¥gsy -
All ﬂ%; wild fury of diftradted love,‘Pmg
Are nought to this—— Say, famous politician,.
Where, when, and how did their firft paffion rife?
Where did they breathe their fighs ¢ What fhady groves,
What gloomy woods, conceal’d their bidden loves ¢
Alas, they hid it not ! the well-pleas’d fun,
With all his beams furvey'd theix guiltlefs- lame;
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs,, ’
And Ida echo’d their endearing accents.
While I, the thame of nature, hid in.darknefs,
Far from the balmy air, and cheering light,
Prefs’d down my fighs,and dry’d my falling tears,
Search’d a retreat to mourn, and watch’d to. grieve.
- Lyc. Now ceafe that grief, and let your imur’d love
€ontrive due vengeance; let majeftic Phadra,
That lov’d the hero, facrifice the villain. '
‘Then hafte, fend forth your minifters of vengeance,
To fnatch the traitor from your rival’s arins,
And force him, trembling, to your awful prefence.
Phazd. Oh, rightly thought ! —Difpatch th” attending
Rid them bring forth their infiruments of death; [guards;-
. 4 : Dagisy-
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Darts,engines, flames, and launch into the deep,
A nd hurl fwift vengeance on the perjur’d flave.
) [Exit Mefbnger,
Where am I, gods? What is’t my rage commands?
Ev'n now he’s gone’; ev’n now the well-tim’d oars:
With founding ftrokes divide the fparkling waves,
And happy gales afift their {peedy flight.
¢ Now they embrace; and ardent love enflames
¢ Their fluthing cheeks, and trembles in their eyer, -
¢ Now they expofe my weaknef§ and my crimes ;
¢ Now to.the fporting croud they tell my fullies,”
o Enter Cratander.
Crat. Sir, as I went to feize the perfons order’d;
T met the prince, and with him fair lnena;
I feiz’d the prince, who now attends without.
Pbad. Hafte, bring him in. ’
Lye. Be quick, and feize Ifmena. [Exit Cratander,
nter Hippolitus, with two Guards, ‘
Phed. Couldft thou deceive me * Could a fon of The-
Stoop to fo mean, fo bafesa vice as fraud ; [feus’
Nay, a& fuch monftrous perfidy, yer fiare
From promis’d love ? .
Hig, My foul difdain’d a promife.
Phed. But yet your falfe equivocating tongue,
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promis’d.
But you are ripe in frauds, and learn’d in falfhoods,
¢ Look down, Oh, Thefeus! and behold thy fon,
¢ &s Scion faithlefs, as Procruftes-cruel. :
¢ Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monfters,
¢ From which thy valour purg’d the groaning earth,
¢ Behold them all in thy own fon reviv’d.
¢ Hip. Touch not my glory, left you ftain your own,
¢ 1 ftill bave ftrove to make my glorious father '
¢ Bluth, yet rejoice to fee himfelf outdone ;
¢.To mix my parents in my lineal virtues,
¢ As Thefeus juft, and as Camilla chafte.
¢ Pbad. The godlike Thefeus never was thy parent,
¢. No, ’twas fome monthly Cappadocian drudge,
¢ Obedient to the fcourge, and beaten to her arms,
¢ Begot thee, trditor, on the chafte Camilla.
¢ .Camilla chafte ! an Amazon, and chafte ! .
* ¢4That quits her fex, and yet retains her virtue,

4

T3

¢ See
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¢ See the chafte matron mount the neighing fteed ;
¢ In ftrict embraces lock the ftruggling warrior,
¢ And choofe the lover in the fturdy foe.
¢ Enter Meffenger, and feems to talk carneflly avith Lycon,
¢ Hip. No, fhe refus’d the vows of godlike Thefeus, -
¢ Andchofe to ftand his arms, not meet his love ;
¢ And doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermodoon .
¢ Heard the huge ftrokes refound ; its frighted waves
¢ Convey’d the rattling din to diftant fhores, S
¢ While fhd alone fupported all his war ;
¢ Nor tjll fhe funk beneath his thund’ring arm,
¢ Beneath which warlike nations bow’d, would yield
¢ To honeft, with’d-for love, ’ S
¢ Phed. Not fo her fon,
¢ Who boldly ventures.on forbidden flames, R
¢ On one defcended from the cruel Pallas,
¢ Foe to thy father’s perfon and his blood; .
¢ Hated by him, ot kindred yet more hated,
¢ The laft of all the wicked race he ruin’d.
¢ In vain a fierce fucceffive hatred reign’d
¢ Between your fires ; in vain, like Cadmus’ race,
¢ With mingled blood they dy’d the blufhing earth. .
¢ Hip. In vain,indeed, fince now the war 1so’ers
¢ We, like the Theban race, agree to love ;
¢ And by our mutual flames and future oftspring, -
¢ Atone for flaughter paft.
¢ Phed. Your future offspring ! .
¢ Heav’ns ! what a medley’s this? What dark confufion
¢ Of blood and death, of murder and relation !
¢ What joy’t had been to old difabled Thefeus,
¢ When he thould take the offspring in his arms,
¢ Ev’nin hisarms to hold an infant Pal.as,
¢ And be upbraided with his grandfire’s fate i*
Oh, barbarous youth ! ' '
Lye. Too barbarous, I fear. [Difant foowr'
Perhaps €’en now his facion’s up in arms, :
Since waving crowds.roll onward towards the palace,
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours.
Perhaps to murder Phadra and her fon, R
Aud give the crown to him and his {mena. -
But I'll prevent it. - o ’

{ Exite:
limena:
]

P
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Ifmena drought-in by two Gextlemen,
Phad. What, the kind Ifmena,
Thatnprs’d me, watch’d my ficknefs! Oh, fhe wasch’d me,
As rav’nous vultures watch the dying lion,
Tatear his heart, and riot in- his bluod !
¢ Hark, hark, my little infant cries for juftice !
¢ Oh, be appeas’d, my babe, thou fhait have juftice I*
Now all the {pirits of my godlike race
Enflame my foul, and urge me on to vengeance,
¢ Arfamnes, Minos, Jove, th’ mng':ﬁ Sun,
¢ Infpire my fury, and demand my juthce.
¢ Oh, you thall have it:! thou, Minos, fhalt applaud it.
.4 Yes, thou fhalt copy it in their paitts below.’
God of revenge, arifc |—He comes ! he comes !
¢ And fhoots himfelf thro’ all fxzdlkindling bleod.’
I have it bere—~Now bafe, perfidious wretch,
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn.
Yes, your Ifmena fhail appeafe my vengeance.
Ifmenadies ;. and shou, ker pitying lover, :
‘Seenmh 'd her t:l geadv-—':‘:t:i:o firak fee her biced,
3 er convulfive s r her grodns, -
Go, glut thy eyes mg:hy ador'd: lﬁle::ﬂ, " :
And laugh at dying Phadra,
Hip.. Oh, Ifmena! .
Y. Alas, my tender foul theuld fhrink at death,
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath ite painy,
In any caufe but this !——But now I’m fteel’d,
And the near danger lefiens to my fight.
Now, ifs I live, 'tis only for Hippolitus ;
And withanequal j Y "1l die to fave him,
¢ Yes, for his fake FH go a willing (hade,
¢ And waithiscoming in th’ Elyfian fields ;
¢ And there enquire of each defceading ghoft
¢ Of my lov’d hero’s welfure, life, and honour: ‘
¢ That dear remembrance will improve the blifs, [py.*
¢ Addto th* Elyfian joys, and make that heav’n more hap
. Hip. * Oh, heav’nly virgin! [A4fde.}’ Oh, imperial
"Let your rage fall on this devoted head' [Pheedra-
But fpare, Oh, fpare a guiltlefs virgin’s life!
¢ Think of her youth, herinnocence, her virtue ;
¢ Think with what warm compaffion fhe bemoan’d you ;'
* Thiuk how fhe ferv’d and watch’d you in your ﬁchicivfs B
. ] oW
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¢ How ev’ry rifing and defcending fun

¢ Saw kind Ifinena watching o’er the queen.’
. .1 only promis’d, I alone deceiv’d you;

And I, and only I, fhould feel your juitice.

Ifm. Oh, by thofe pow’rs to whom I foon muft anfwer
For allmy faults; by that bright arch of heav’n
I mow laft fee, I wrought him by my wiles,

By tears, by threats, by ev’ry female art,
Wrought his difdaining foul to falfe compliance.
The fon of Thefcus could not think of fraud ;
*Twas woman all,

_Phed. 1{ce’twas woman all : :
And woman’s fraud fhould meet with woman’s vengeance,
But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue fhock me:

A lovefo warm, fo firm, fo like my own. o
Oh, had the gods fo pleas’d! had bounteous heav'n -
Beftow'd Hippolitus on Pheedra's arms,- i
So had 1 ﬁoogo the fhock of angry fate ;

So had I giv'n my life with joy to fave him, - -

Hip. And can you doom her death ? Can Minos” daugh-
Condemn the virtue which her foul admires ? [xer
Are not you Phaxdra, once the boaft of fame, :
Shame of our fex, and pattern of your own ?

Phed. Am I that Phzedra? No; another foul
Informs my alter’d frame. Could elfe Ifmena
Provoke my hatred, yet deferve my love ?

Aid me, ye gods, fupport my finking glory,
Reftore my reafon, and confirm my virtue.

Yet, is my rage unjuft ? Then, why was Phazdra
Refcu’d for torment, and preferv’d for pain ?
Why did you raife me to the height of joy,
Above the wreck of clouds and ftorms below,
To dafh and break me on the ground for ever ;

I/m. Was it not time to urge him to compliance,
‘At leaft to feign it, when perfidious Lycon
Confin’d his perfon, and confpir’d his death ?

Pbed. Confin’d and doom’d to death ! Oh, cruel Lycon!
Could I have doom'd thy death ? Could thefe fad eyes, -
That lov’d thee living, e’er behold thee dead ? E
Yet thou couldit fee me die without concern,

Rather than fave a wretched queen from ruin.
¢ Elfecould you choofe to truft the warring winds," Th
. ’ &

-
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€ The fwelling waves, the rocks, the faithléfs fands, :
¢ And all the raging monfters of the deep ?* ’
. Oh, think yoy fee me on the naked fhore !
- Think how I fcream and tear my fcatter’d hair ;
Break from th' embraces of my fhrieking maids,. -
And harrow on the fand my bleeding bofom ; v
Then catch with wide-ftretch’d arms the empty billows, -
And headlong plunge into the gaping deep. Do
 Hip. Oh, difmal ftate! my bleeding heart relents, - -
Andall my thoughts difflve in tendereft pity, * .
Phzd. 1f you can pity, Oh, refufe not love!
But ftoop to rulein Crete, the feat of heroes, ‘
And nurfery of gods. ..A hundred cities . . ., . '
Court thee fot lord, ¢ where the rich bufy crouds :
¢ Struggle for paffage thro’ the fpacious ftreets ; -
¢ Where thoufand fhips o’erfhade the lefs’ning main,
¢ And tire the lab’ring wind. The.fu;’)pliant nations
¢ Bow to its enfigns, and, with lower’d fails,
¢ Confefs the ocean’s queen. For thee alone
¢. The winds thall blow, and the vaft ocean roll.
¢ Fortheealone the fam’d Cydonian warriors
¢ From twangling yews fhall fend their fatal fhafts,
¢ Hip. Then let me march their leader, not their priace;
¢ And at the head of your renown’d Cydonians . -
¢ Brandifh this far-fam’d fword of conqu’ring Thefeus 3, :
* That I' may fhake th’ Egyptian tyrant’s yoke
¢ From Afia’s neck, and fix it on his own ; .
¢ That willing nations may obey your laws, \
¢ And your bright anceftor, the Sun, may thine . .. .
¢ On nought but Phzdra’s empire. Lo
¢ Pbed, Why not thine? - :
¢ Doft thou fo f{r deteft my proffer’d bed,
¢ As to refufe my crown ? .Oh, cruel youth ! .
¢ By all the pain that wrings my tortur’d foul, BN
¢ By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, ]
¢ Oh, eafe, at leaft, once more delude, my forrows ! .
¢ For your dear fake I’ve loft my darling honour ;
¢ For you but now I gave my foul to death ; oo T
- ¢ For you I'd quit my crown, and ftoop beneath -
¢ The.happy bondage of an humble wife; - :
¢ With thee I’d climb the fteepy Ida’s fummit, 2
¢ And in the fcorching heat and chilling dews, e ‘
. ¢ Oer
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¢ Q'er, Bills, ‘o'es vales purfucthe fhaggy lion, Co
¢ Carelefs of danger, and of wafting toil, T
¢ Of pinching tunger, andimpatient thirft, '
¢ I’ll findall joys in thee. Co !
¢ Hip,. Why. ftoops the queen
¢ To afk, intreat, vo fupplicate, and pray
¢ To:prodtifute her crown andfexs honour:
¢ To one whofe humble thoughts ean only rife
¢ Tabe your flave, not lord #*
Phed. ¢ And isthatall ¥
See if he deign to force am artful groan,
Or call a tear.fzom his unwilling eyes ?
¢ Hard as his native rocks, cold as his fword,
¢ Fierce as' the wolves that howl'd around his birth ;
¢ He hates the tyrant, and the fuppliant fcorns. *
¢ Oh, tieav'n! Minos ! Oh, Impenial Jove!
¢ Do penot bluth at my degenerate weaknefs ¢’
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paffions, fly !
Hence from my foul *Tis gone, us fled for-ever,
And Heav’a infpires my thoughte with righteous ven-
‘Thou fhalt no more defpife my ofter’d love;  {geance.
No move Ifmena (all upbraid my weaknefs. '
c © [Catches Hip. fuword to fiab herfilf.
Now, all ye kindred gods, lock downand fee -~ '
How I'll revenge you, and myfelf, on Phaedra.
Enter Lycon, and fratches aawey the fword.
Lyc. Horror on horror ! Thefeusis return’d.
Phad. Theleus! shen what have I to do whh life?
May 1 be fratch’d with winds, by earth o’erwhelnr’d,
Rather than view the face of injur’d Fhefcus,
Now wider ftill my growing horrors fpread, -
My fame, my vittue, nay, my frenzy’s fled :
Then view my wretched sace, Imperial Jove,
If crimesenrage you, or nrisfortenes move:;
On me yqur flames, anme your bolts employ,
Me, if i«r anger {pares, your pity fhankd Xcﬁroy.
, (Ko o

ZLye. This may do fervice yet,
- ; Exit Lycon, carvies off the fuwomh
Hip. Is he return’d ¢ Thanks to the pitying gods! ~
Shall 1 agaiwbehold his awfui eyes ? :
Again be folded in hislovingarms ¥ Y '
1 ! ety
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Yet, in the midft of joy, I fear. for Phaedia ; :
I fear his warmth, apd unrelenting juftice.

.Oh! hould her raging paffion reach his ears, .
His tender love, by anger fir'd, would turn {ol,
To burning rage ; [ Trumpets found.] * as foft Cydonian
¢ Whofe balmy juice glides o’er th’ untafting tongue, -
¢ Yet souch’d with*fire, with hotteft flames will blaze,”
But, Oh, ye pow’rs ! I fee his godlike form,

Ob, extacy of joy ! he comes! he comes!
Entes Thefeus, Qfficer, and Guards,
Isitmy lord, my father ? Oh, ‘tis he!
¢ 1 fee him, touch him,’ féel his own embraces ;
See all the father in his joyful eyes,
Where have you been, my lord ? What angry demon
Hid you from Crete, from me ? What god has tav'd you2
Did not Philoras fee you fall 2 Oh, anfwer me !
And then I'll afk a thouiand queftions more.
The. Noj; bur to fave my life I feign’d my death;
My horfe and well-known arms confirm’d the tale,
And hinder’d farther fearch. ‘This honeft Greek
Conceal’d me in his houfe, and cur’d my wounds ;
Procur'd a veflel, and, to blefs me more,
Accompanied my flight -
But this at leifure. Let me now indulge
A father’s fondnefs ; let me fnatch thee thus,
Thus fold thee in my armg. Such, fuch was I,
; [ Embraces thppolitus.
When firft I faw thy mother, chafte Camilla ;
And much the lov’d me.  Oh, did Phadra view me
With half that fondnefs '——But fhe’s fhill unkind,
. Elfe hafty joy had brought her to thefe arms,
. To welcome me to liberty, to life,
And make that life a bleting. Come, my fon,
Let us to Pheedra. o
Hip. Pardon me, my lord.
Thef. Forget her former treatment ; fhe’s too good
Still to perfift in hatred to my fon. :
Hip, Oh, Jet me fly from Crete, from you, [fie.]
and Phaedra! : i
7" /. My fon, what means this turn, this fudden ftart ?
Why woul you fly from Crete, and from your father ?
H’p, Not from my father, but from lazy Crew; ~ i«
: D . ®




38  PHEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS.

‘To follow danger, and acquire renown ; -
To quell the monfters that efcap’d your fword,
And make the world confefs me Thefeus’ fon.

Tbef. What can this coldnefs mean ?—Retire, my fon,
i [ Exit Hippolitus.
While I attend the queen What fhock is this ? )
Why tremble thus my limbs ? Why faints my heart ?
Why am I thrill’d with fear, till now unknowa ?
‘W here’s now the joy, the extafy and tranfport,
That warm’d my foul, and urg’d me on to Phadra?
Ch, had I neverlov’d her, I'd been blefs’d !
Sorrow and joy in love alternate reign ; -
Sweet is the blifs, diftracting is the pain.
¢ Sowhen the Nile its fruittul deluge fpreads,
¢ And genial heat informs its flimy beds ;
¢ Here yellow harvefts crown the fertile plain,
¢ There monitrous ferpents fright the lab’ring fwain ¢’
¢ A various produdt fills the fatten’d fand,
* And the fame floods enrich and curfe the land.

. ’ [EA‘ih

Exo of the Tairp AcT.

>

.-

ACT IV,
Euter Lycon.
THIS may gain time, tifl all my wealth’s embark'd,
To ward my foes revenge, and finith mine,
To fhake that empire which I tan’t poflefs.
- But then the queen—ihe dies—why let her die ;
Let wild deitruétion feize on all together,
So Lycon live——=A fafe, triumphantexile,
Gieat in.difgrace, and envied in his fall,
The queen ! then try thy art, and work her paffions ;
Enter Phadra and Ladies.
Draw her to a& what moft her foul abhors ;
Poffefs her whole, and fpeak thyfelf in Phzdra.

Plad. Off let me loofe; why, cruel, barb’rous maids,
Why dm I barr’d from death, the common refuge,
That fpreads its hofpitable arms for all ?
¢ Why muft I drag the infufferable load
¢ Qf toul difhonour, and defpairing love ¥’ ob

]

[
[
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Oh, length of pain! ¢ Am Ifo oftey dying,
¢ And yet not dead ?* Feel I fo oft death’s pangs,
Nor once can find its eafe ? )

Lye. Would you now die ;

Now quit the field to your infulting foe ? .
Then thall he triumph o’er your blafted oame :

Ages to come, the univerfe fhall learn

The wide, immortal infamy of Phadra:

And the poor babe, the idol of your foul,

‘The lovely image of your dear dead lord,

Shall be upbraided with his mother’s crimes ;

Shall beaw your fhame, fhall fink beneath your faults,
Inherit your difgrace, but not your crown.

Phed. Muft he too fall, involv’d in my deftruction,
And only live to curfe the name of Phadra ?

Oh, dear, unbappy babe ! ¢ muft I bequeath thee
¢ Only a fad inheritance of woe 7’ - -
Gods, cruel gads! can’t all my pains atone,
Unlefs they reach my infant’s guiltlefs head ?.

Ob, loft eftate! ¢ when life’s {o fharp a torment, .
* And death itfelf can’t eafe.’— Affitt me, Lycon ;
Advife, fpeak comfort to my troubled foul,

Lye. *Tis you muft drive that trouble from your foul ;
¢ As ftreams when damm’d forget their antient current,
+ And wand'ring o'er their banks, in other channels flow ;*
"Tis you muft bend your thoughts from hopelefs lave, .

turn their courfe to Thefeus® happy bofom, =
* ¢ And crown his eager hopes with wifh'd enjoyment
Then with frefh charms adorn your troubled looks,
leplay the beauties fisft infpir’d his foul,
sth with your voice, and woo him with your eyes.

Pbzd. Impoflible! ¢ What, woo him with thele eyes,
¢ Still wet with tears that flow’d—bnt not for Thefeus ?
¢ This tongue, fo us’d to found another name ? )

* What, take him to my arms ? Oh, awful Juno! :
¢ Touch, love, carefs him, while my wand'ring fancy

¢ On other obje@s ftrays ? A lewd adultrefs

¢ In the chafte bed ; and in the father’s arms,

‘ (Oh, horrid thought ! Oh, execrable inceft )

* Ev'n in the father’s arms embrace the fon §’ )

Lyc, Yet you muft fee him, ¢ left impatient love
¢ Should urge kis temper to too nice a feajch,
¢ And ill-tin’d abfeace thould difclofe your crime.

) D2 ¢ Phed.
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¢ PAzd. Could I, whenprefent to his awful eyes,
.¢ Conceal the wild diforders of my foul ? - o
Would not my groans, my looks, my fpeech betray me¥
Betray thee, Phzdra! then thou’rt not betray’d.”
Live, live fecure, adoring C:ete conceals thee ; -
Thy pious love, and moi% endearing goodnefs
Will charm the kind Hippolitus ta filence.
Oh, wre:ched Phxdra! OB, ill-guarded fecret!
To foes alone difclos™d ! .
¢ Lyc. 1 needs muft fear them, i
¢ Spite of their vows, their oaths, their imprecations.
. ¢ I'bed. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ?
¢ I+too have fworn, ev’n at the altar fworn,
¢ Eternal love and endlefs faith to Thefeus;
¢ And yet am falfe, forfvorn : the hallow’d fhrire
¢ That heard me fweur, is witnefs to my falfhood.
¢ The, youth, the very author of my crimes,
¢ Ev’i he fhall tell that fault himfelf infpir'd;
¢ The fatal eloquence that charm’d my fou?
¢ Shall lavith allits ar:s to my deftruction.” o
Lyc. Hippolirus, Oh, he will tcll it allemmDeftruftion
fcxze himn. :
 With feeming grief, and aggravating pity,
Aud more to blacken, will excufe your folly
Falfe tears fl all wet his unrelenting eyes, ‘.
And his glad heart with artful fighs fhall heavé ;
‘Then Thefeus ——How will indignation fweil
Ris mighty heart? -How his majettic frame
Will thake with rage too fierce, too fivift for vent ?
¥hile the proud Scythian ——— -
¢ How he’ll expofe you to the public fcorn,
¢ And loathing crowds fhall murmur out their hortor ¥
¢ Then the fierce Scythian—now methinks 1 fee
¢ His ficry eyes with fullen pleafures glow,
¢ Survey your tortures, and infult your pangs ;
* ¢ I{eec him, fmiling on the pleas’d Ifmena,
¢ Point out with fcorn the once-proud tyrant Phaedra.’
Phezd. Curit be his name? may infaury attend him!
May fwift deftruétion fall upon his head, ™ ‘
Hurl’d by the hand of thofe he moft adores.
Lye. By Heav’n, prophetic truthinfpires your tonguc:

¢ He faall enduse the fhawoe be means to give;’ Fie

-

¥

e o e e .
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For all the torments which he heaps on you, -
Wish juft revenge, fhall Thefeus turn on him.

Phed. 1%t pofiible ? Oh, Lycon! Oh, my refuge!
Oh, good old man! thou oracle of wifdom!

Declase the means, that Phadra may adore thee.

Isyc. Accufe him firft,

Phed. Oh, heav’n’s! accufe the guiltlefs ?

Lyc. Then beaccus’d; let Thefeus know your crimes;
Let lafting infamy o’erwhelm your Flory ;

Let your toe triumph, and your infant fall —

¢ Shakeoff this idle lethargy of pig;

$ With ready war prevent th’ invading foe,

¢ Preferve your glory, and fecure your vengeance, -
¢ Be yours the fruit, fecurity, and eafe, )

¢ The guilt, the danger, and the labour mine.’

Phad, Heav'n’s! Thefeus comes.

Lyc. Declare your laft refolves,

Plad. Do you refolve, for Pheedra can do nothing. -

[Exit Phadra.

Lyc. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love,

Now raife his pity, now enflame his rage,
Quicken his hopes, then quath ’em with defpair ;
Work his tumultuous patfions into phrenzy ;
Unite them all, thenturn them on the foe,

' Eater Thefeus. ‘

Thef. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phadra ?
Ducs fhe ftill fhun me ? Oh, injurious heav’n ! '
Why did you give me back again talife ?

Why did you g:ve me from the rage of batle,
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? :

Lyc, Her hatred ! no ; fhe loves you with fuch fond-

. nefs T, . i
As none but that of Thefeus e’er could equal :
* Yetfo the gods have doom’d, fo heav’n will have it,
¢ She ne’er muft view her much-lov’d Thefeus more.

¢ Thef. Notfecher! by my fuff ’rings but I will,
¢ Though troops embattled fhould oppofe my paffage,
¢ And ready death fhall guard the tatal way. :
¢ Not {ee her! Oh, I'llclafp her in thefe arms,
¢ Break through the idle bands that yet have held me,
¢ And feize the joys my honeft love may claim.,

¢ Ly, Is this a time for joy, when Phadra’s grief—

oo Da ’ ¢ Th
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¢ Thef. Ts this a time for grief? Is this my welcome '
¢ Toair, -tolife, toliberty, and Crete? ‘
¢ Not this I hop’d, when urg’d by ardent love,
¢ 1 wing’d my cager way to Phaedra’s arms ;
¢ ‘Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phzdra flew,
¢ With open arms to welcome my return ;
¢ With kind endearing blame condemn’d my rafhnefs,
¢ And made mpe {wear to venture out no more. -
¢ Oh, my warm foul, my boiling fancy glow’d
¢ With charming hopes of yet-untafted joys; *
¢ New pleafures fill’d my mind, all dangers, pains,
¢ Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loft,
¢ And does fhe now avoid my eagerlove?
¢ Purfue me ftill with unrelenting hatred ?
¢ Invent new pains ? deteft, loath, fhun my fight ?
¢ Fly my return, and forrow for my fafety ¢

¢ "Lye. Oh, think not fo! for,.by th’ unerring gods,’

_When firit I told her of your with’d return, o
When the lov’d found of Thefeus reach’d her ears,
At that dear name fhe rear’d her drooping hesd,
¢ Her feeble hands, and wat’ry eyes to heav'n,

« To blefs the bounteous gods : at that dear name
' The raging tempeft of her grief was calm’d;’
Her fighs were hufh’d, and tears forgot to flow.

Thef.. Did my return bring comfort to her forrow 2
Then hafte, conduct me to the lovely mourner.
©h, Iwill kifs the pgarly drops away, ;
¢ Suck frem her rofy lips the fragant fighs ;
¢ With ether fighs Ker panting breaft fhall heave,
¢ With other dews her {wimming eyes fhall melt,”
With other pangs her throbbing heart fhall beat,

And all her forrows {hafl be loft 1n love. :

Lye: Does Thefeus burn with fuch unheard of paffion?
And fhall not {he with out-ftretch’d arms receive him ;
¢ And with an equal ardor meet his vows ?
¢ The vows of one fo dear!” Oh, righteous gods!
Why muft the bleeding heart of Thefeus bear
Such tort’ring pangs ? while Phadra, dead tolove,
Now with accufing eyes on angry heav’n :
Steadfaftly gazes, and upbraids the gods: !

¢ Now with dumb piercing grief and humble fhame,

¢ Fixes her glooniy watery orbs to earth;
4 ' . ¢ Now
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Now burft with fwelling anguifh, rends the tkies”
With losd complaints of her outrageous wrongs.

Ty, Wrongs! is (he wrong’d ? and lives he yet who

wrong’d her ? . -

Lyc. He lives, fo great, fo happy, fo belov’d,!

That Phadra fcarce can hope, fcarce with revenge.

Zhef. Shall Thefeus live, and not revenge his Phedra ?
Gods! fhall this arm, renown’d for righteous vengeance,
For quelling tyrants, and redreﬂing wrongs, .
Now fail® now firft, when Phadra’s injur'd, fal ? .
Ob, let us bafie, . .- .
¢ Speak, Lycon, hafte, declare the fecret villain,
¢ The wretch fo meaanly bafe to injure Phadra,
¢ Sa rafhly brave to dare the fword of Thefeus.

¢ Lyc. 1 dare not fpeak, but fure her wiongzs arg

mighty, :
¢ The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, -
¢ Her fizhs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears
¢ Makeme fufpect her monftrous grief will end her. .
¢ Thef- End her! end Thefeus grﬁ, and all mankind'y -
¢ But moft that villain, that detefted flave,
¢ That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch.

¢ Lyc. Oh, noble heat of unexampled love !
¢ This Phzdra hop'd, when, in the midft of grief,
¢ Inthe wild torrent of -o’erwhelming forrows,
¢ She groaning ftill invok’d, flill call’d on Thefeus.

¢ Jbef. Did fhe then name me? did the weeping

charmer
¢ Invoke my name, and call for aid on Thefeus ?
* Oh, thatlov’d voice upbraided my delay.
¢ Why then this ftay 2’ Icome, I fly, Oh, Phzdra!
Lead on, Now, dark difturber of my peace,
If now thou’rt known, what luxury of vengeance—
Hafte, lead, condué me. ’

¢ Lyr. Oh, I beg you ftay.

¢ Thef. What, ftay when Phazdra calls ?°

Lyc. ¢ Oh, on my lance,
¢ By all the gods, my lord, Ibeg you ftay.’

Ob, Iconjure yox fiay, ’ i
As you refpeét your peace, your life, your glory;
¢ As Phzdra’s days are precious to your foul ;°
By all your love, by Phadra’s {orrows fay.

ﬂ"/.



4  PHEDRA AND HIPPOLITUS:

ghe: Where liesthe danger ? wherefore frould Ifiay ?
Lyc. Your fudden prefence would furprize her foul,
Renew the galling image of herwrongs, <
¢ Revive her forrow, indignation, fhame 3 -
And all yeur fon would ftrike her from your eyes.
Fbe/. My fon '—— But he’s too good, too brave to
wrong hepi—— ~
Whence then that fhocking change, that ftrong furprize,
That fright that feiz’d him at the name of Phaedra ?
Lyc. Was he furpriz’d ? that fhew’d at leaft rei®orfe.
9%¢/. Remorfe ! for what? by heav’ns, my troubled
i . thoughts :
Prefage fome dire attempts.—Say, what remorfe ?
Lyc. 1 would not—yet I muft: this you command;
This Phadra orders; thrice her fault’ring tongue
Bade me unfold the guilty fcene to Thefeus;
‘Thrice with loud cries recall’d me on my way,
And blam’d my fpeed, and chid my rafh obevience,
¢ Left the unwelcome tale fhould wound your peace.”
At laft, with looks ferenely fad, fhe cried,
6o tell it all ; but in fuch artful words,
Such tender accents, and fuch melting founds,
As may appeafe his rage, and move his pity ;
As may incline him to forgive his fon
A grievous-fault, but ftill a fault of love.
Thef. Of love! what firange fufpicions rack my foul !
As you regard my peace, declare what love !
Lye. Thus urg'd, I muft declare. Yer, pitying
“heav'n! ) '
Why muft I {peak ? Why muft unwilling Lycon
Accufe the prince of impious love to Phaedra ?
Thef. Love to his mother! to the wife of Thefeus!
Lyc. ‘Yes; at the moment firft he view’d her eyes,
Ev’n at the-altar, when you join’d your hands,
His eafy heart receiv’d the guilty flame,
And from that time he prefs’d her with his paffion.
Thef- Then *twas for this fhe banifi’d him from Crete;
1 thought it hatred all.  Oh, righteous hatred !
Forgive me, heav'n; forgive me, injur’d Phadra,
That I in fecret have corlxg::mn’d thy juftice.
Oh’, ’twas all juft, and Thefeus fhall revenge,
Ev’n on his fon, revenge his Phadra’s wrongs. z
’(-
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Ly, What eafy tools are thefe blunt haneft heroes, .
W ho with keen hunger gorge the naked hook,
Prevent the bait the ftatefman’s art prepares, e
And poft to ruin—* Go, believing fool,
* Goa thy far-fam’d juitice on thy fon,
* Next on thyfelf, and both make way for Lycon.’
[ Afide.
Thef. Ha! am I fusre the’s wrong’d ? Perbaps 'us mas.
lice. .
Slave, make it clear, make good your accufatian,
Or treble fury fhall revenge my fon. .
Lyc. Am I then doubted ? Can Phadra or your Lycon
Be thought to forge fuch execrable falthoods ?
¢ Gods! when the queen urwillingly complajns,
t Can you fufpect hertruth ? Oh, godlike [hefeus !
¢ Is this the love you bear unhappy Phadra ?
¢ Iathia her hop’d-for aid ? # Go, wretched matron, .
‘¢ Sigh to'the winds, and read th’ unpirying heav’ns
¢ With thy vaip forrows ; fince relentlels Thefeus,
* Thy hope, thy refuge, Thefeus will pot hear thee.
-Thef. ¢ Not hear my Phzdra! not revenge her wrongs!*
Speak, make thy proafs, and then his doown’s as fix’d,
As when Jove nods, and high Olympus fhakes,
+ And fate his voice obeys, -
_dye. Yet flay, bear witnefs, heav'n! [Fetches a fivord,
With what relu@ance I produce this fivord, :
This fatal proof againft th’ unhappy prince,
Left it fhould work your jutice to his ruin,
And prove be aim’d at force as weil as inceit.
Thef. Gods! *tig illufion all! ¢ Is this the fword,
¢ By which Procruftes, Scyron, Pallas fell
¢ Is this the weapon which'my darling fon
¢ Swore to employ in nought but aéts of honour 2
¢ Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haft fulfil’'d
& Thy gen’rous promife. Oh, moft injurd Phalsa !
* Why did I trutt to his deceicful form ¢
¢ Why blame thy jultice, or fufpect thy truth ¥’ \
Lye. ~Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, -
Seen hisarm Jock’d in h-r dithevell’d hair,
That weapon glitt’ring o’er her trembling bofom,
" Whiltt fhe with fcreams refus’d his impious love,
Eatreating death, and rifing to-the wound ! - ..
A ' Oh,
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¢ Oh, had you feen her, when th’ affrighted youth
¢ Retir'd at your approach ; had you then feen her,
¢ In the chafte tran(g;om of becoming fury, :
! Seize on the fword to pierce her guﬁilefs bofom ;’
Had you feen this, you could not doubt her truth.

Tbef. Oh, impious monfter! Oh, forgive me, Phadra !
And may the gods infpire my injur’d foul
With equal vengeance that may fuit his crimes. ~

Lyc, For Phadra’s fake forbear to talk of vengeance-;
‘That with new pains would wound her tender breatt.
Send him away from Crete, and by his abfence . -
Give Phadra quiet, and aford him mercy.

Thef. ¢ Merey ! for what ? Oh, well has he rewarded
¢ Poor Phadra’s mercy.—Oh, moft barb’rous traitor!
¢ To wrong fuch beauty, and infult fuch goodnefs.” -
Mercy ! what’s that ? a virtue coined by villains,

. Who praife the weaknefs which fupports their crimes.’
Be mure, and fly, left when my rage is rous’d,
‘Thou for thyfelfin vain implore my:- mercg.

Lye. Dultfool, Ilaugh at mercy more than thou doft,
More than I do the juftice thou’rt fo fond of. '
~ Now come, young hero; to thy father’s arms,

Receive the due reward of haughty virtue ;
Now boaft thy race, and laugh at earth-born Lycon,

: [ Afide and exin
Exnter Hippolitus,

~ Thef. Yet can it be ?—1Is this th’ inceftuous villain ?
¢ How great his prefence, how ere& his look,
¢ How ev’ry grace, how all his virtuous mother
¢ Shines in his face, and charme me from his eyes !
¢ Oh, Neptune ! Oh, great founder of our race !
¢ Why was he fram’d with fuch a godlike look #*
Why wears he not fome moft detefted form,
¢ Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought ;°
That I might a&t my juftice without §ricf, n
Punifh the villain, norregretthefons °

Hip. May I prefume to atk, what fecret care
Broods in your breaft, and clouds your royal brow ¥
Why dart your awful eyesthofe angry beams,

Andy fright Hippolitus they us’d tochear? - -

The/. Anfwer me firfl. When call’d to wait on Phedra,

What fudden fear fiirpriz’d your troubled foul 2. 3 Vh
: ¥
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‘Why did your ebbing blood forfake your cheeks ?
Why did you haften from your father’s arms,
. To fhun the queen your duty bids you pleafe ?
Hijy. My lord, to pleafe the queen 1'm forc'd to thun

N er,
And keep this hated object from her fight.

Thef. Say, what’s the caufe of her invet’rate hatred ?

Hip, My lord, ‘as yet I never gave her caufe,

The/. ¢ Oh, were it fo!® [Afide.] When laft did you

attend her ?

Hip. When laft attend her !—Oh, unhappy queen !
Your error’s known, yet I difdain to wrong you, :
¢ Or to betray a fault myfelf have caus’d.’ [dfides
When latt attend her? . ’

Thef. Anfwer medirelly ;

Nor dare to trifle with your father’s rage,
Hip. My lord, thisvery morn I fauw the queen.
Thef. What patt ? .
- Hip. 1afk’d permiffion to retire.
Thef. And was that all ?
- Hip. My lord, 1 humbly beg,
‘With the mo%t low fubmiffions, afk no more. :

Thef. ¢ Yet you don’t anfwer with your low fubmiffions.?

. Anfwer, or never hope to fee me more. ’
¥ Hip. Too much heknows, I fear, without my telling ;
And the poor queen’s betray’d, and loft for ever. [Afide.

Thefs He changes, gods! and faulters at the queftion.
His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. [44de.

Hip. Why do you frown, my lord? Why turn away ?
As from fome loathfome monfter, not your fon ? :

- Tbef. Thou art that monfter, and no more my fon,
Not one of thofe of the moft horrid form,
Of which my hand has eas’d the burthen’d earth,
Was half fo fhocking to my fight as thou.

Hip. Where am 1, gode ?- Is that my father Thefeus ?
¢ Am I awake?’ Am I Hippolitus.

T5ef. 'Thou art that ﬁe:m{—'rhou art Hippolitus, -
Thou art.—Oh, fall} Oh, fatal ftain to honour!

How had my vain imagination-form’d thee ?
Brave as Alcides, and-as Minos juft. i
- Sometimes it led me through the mazc of war;
There it furvey’d thee ranging through the field,
_ Mowing



¢ PHEDRA AND- HIPPOLITUS.

Mowing down treeps, and dealing out deftruction,-
¢ Sometimes with wholefome laws reforming ftates,
¢ Crowning their happy joys with peace aud plenty 3’
While you . :
Hip. With all my father’s foul infpir’d,
Burnt with impasient third of early hoaour, . -
T huat through bloody fields the chace of glory,
And blefs your age with trophies like your own.
Gods, how that warm’d me! how my throbbipg heart
Leap’d to the image of my father’s joy,
Whgan you thould ftrain me in your folding arme,
And with kind'raptures, ¢ and with fobbing joys,
¢« Commend my valour, and confefs your fon !
¢ How did I think my glorious toil o’erpaid !
¢ Then great indeed, and in my father’s love,
¢ With more than conqueit crown’d !’
Cry, Goon, Hippolitus. . .
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour ;
Pra&ife the ftricteft and auftereft virtue,
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos :.
Thefeus, thy father Thefeus will reward thee.
. Thef. Reward thee l——Yes ; as Minos would rewa
thee. -
Was Minos then thy pattern ? and did Minos, o
'The gweat, the g the juft, the righteous Minos, *
¢ Thejudge of hell, and oracle of earth,’ ‘
Did he infpire adultery, force, and inceft >
. ¢ Ifmena appears. - = v
¢ - Jjm. Ha, what’s thia? : [4fde
Hip. Amazement! inceft! . B .
Thef Inceft with Phaeedra, with thy mother Phaedra.
Hip. This charge fo unexpedted, {o amazing,
.So new, fe firange, impoflible to thought,
Stuns my aftonifh’d foul, and ties my voice.
¢« Thef. ‘f_hendltt this wake thee, this encoe-gloriom
word, L ,
With which thy father arm’d thy infant hand,
Not for this purpofe. Oh, abandon’d flgve!
Oh,"early villsin ! moft detefted coward !
With this my inftrument of youthful glory. !
With this t'invade the fpotlefs Phedra’s honour !
Plzdra, my life, my better half, my queen!

That
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That very Phzdra, for whofe juft defence
The gods would claim thy fword.

.Hip. Amazement! death!
Heav’ns! durftI raife the far-fam’d fword of Thefeus
Againtt his queen, againft my mother’sbofom ?

The/. 1f not, declare when, where, and how you loft it 2
How Ph=dra gain’d it >—Oh, all ye gods ! he’s filent.
Why was it bar’'d ? Whofe bofom was it aim’d at ?

What meant thy arm advanc’d, thy glowing checks,
Thy hand, heart, eyes 2 Oh, villain ! monftrous villain !

Hip. Iathereno way, no thought, no beam of light,
¢ Na clue to guide me through this gloomy maze,’
To clear my honour, yet preferve my faith ?
¢ None, none, ye pow’rs | and muft I groan beneath
¢ This execrable load of foul difhonour ?
¢ Muft Thefeus fuffer fuch unheard of torture ?
¢ Thefeus, my father! No.’ I’llbreak through all;
All eaths, all vows, all idle imprecations
I’ll give them to the winds. Hear me, my lord ;
Hear yowr wrong’d fon. The fword—Oh, fatal vow !
¢ Enfnaring oaths, and thou, rafh thaughtlefs fool,
¢ To bind thyfelf in voluntary chains ;
¢ Yet to thy fatal truft continue firm!
¢ Beneath difgrace, though infamous, yet honeft.’
Yethear me, father : may therighteous gods
Show’r all their curfes on this wretched head ;

Oh, may they doom me

Tbe/. Yes, the gods will doom thee. .
The {fword, the fword !—Now fwear, and call to witnefs
Heav’n, hell, and earth, I mark it not from one
That breathes beneath fuch complicated guilr,

Hip. Was thatlike guilt, when with expanded arms
1 fprang to meet you at your wifh’d return ?

Does this appear like guilt, when thus ferene,

With eyes ere&, and vifage unappall’d,

Fix’d on that awful face, I ftand the charge,

Amaz’d, not fearing? ¢ Say, if I am guilty;

¢ Where are the confcious looks, the face now pale,

¢ Now fluthing red, the down-caft haggard eyes,
¢ Or fix’d on earth, or flowly rais’d to catch

¢ A fearful view, then funk Egain with horror ?

¢ Thef

! .
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¢ Thef. This is for raw, untaught, unfinifh’d villains,”
¢ Thouin thy bloom hatt reach’d th’ abhorr’d perfeétion
¢ Thy even looks could wear.a peaceful calm,
¢ The beauteous famp (Oh, Heav'ns!) of faultlefs virtue,
¢ While thy foul heart contriv’d this horrid deed !
¢ Oh, harden’d fiend! 1’ll hear no more ! -
¢ Difturb thy foul, or ruffle thy finooth brow !
¢ What, no remorfe! no qualns ! no pricking pangs!
¢ No feeble ftruggle of rebelling honour!
¢ Oh, *twas thy joy, thy fecret hoard of blifs,
¢ To dream, to ponder, at it o’er in thought;
¢ To doat, to dwell on ; ‘as rejoicing mifers
¢ Brood o’er their precious ftores of fecret gold.’

Hip. Muft I notfpeak ? Then fay, unerring heav’n,’
Why was I born with fuch a thirft of glory ? '
Why did this momin% dawn to my dithonour ?

Why did not pityin§ ate with ready death
Prevent the guilty day ?
Thef. Guilty indeed. .
Ev’n at the time you heard your futher’s death,
¢ And fuch a father (Oh, immortal gods !)
$ As held thee dearer than his life and glory !
¢ When thou fhouldft rend the fkies with clam’rous grief;
¢ Beat thy fad breaft, and tear thy ftarting hair ;’
Then to my bed to force your impious way ; -
¢ With horrid luft ¢infult my yet warm urn;’
Make me the fcorn of hell, and {port for fiends !
Thefe are the fun’ral honours paid to Thefeus,
‘Thefe are the forrows, thefe the hallow’d rites,
‘To which you'd call your father’s hov’ring {pirit.
- Enter Ifmena.
ear me, my lord, ere yet you fix his doom

% : y Y y[Taming te Thefeus,
Hear one that comes to fhield his injur’d honour,

And guard his life with hazard of her own.

The/. Though thou’rt the daughter of my hated fo,

. ¢ Though ev’n thy beauty’s loathfome to'my eyes,”
Yet juftice bids me hear thee. ’

Ifm. Thus I thank you. [ Knerls
‘Then know, miftaken prince, his honeft foul '
Could ne’er be fway’d by impious love to Phedra, '
‘Since I before engag’d his early vows )

3 ¢ With
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¢ With all my wiles fubdu’d his ftruggling heart ;
¢ For long his duty ftruggled with s love.’
Thef. Speak, is this true ? On thy obedience, fpeak.
Hip. So charg’d, Iown the dang’rous truth ; Iown,
Againft her wiil, I lov'd the fair Ifmena.
Thef. Canftthou be only clear’d by difobedience,
And juftified by crimes? What, love my foe!
¢ Love ore defcended from a race of tyrants,
¢ Whofe blood yet reeks on my avenging fivord !*
P'm curft each moment I delay thy fate.
Hatte to the (hades, ¢ and tell the happy Pallas
¢ Ifmena’s flames, and let him tafte fuch joys
¢ Asihou giv'it me;’ go, tell applauding Minos
The pious love you bore his daughter Phadra
Tell it the chatt’ring ghofts, ‘and hiffing furies;
Tell it the grinning fiends, till hell found nothing
- Tothy pleas’d ears but Phzdra, thy mother Phadra !

Here, guards.
Enter Cratander and Guards.

Seize him, Cratander ;- take this guilty fword,
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it aéted,
And bid him die, at leaft, like Thefeus’ fon.
Take him away, and execute my orders,

Hip. Heav’ns! how that firikes me ! how it wounde

my foul

To thigk ozyour unutterable forrows,
When you fha!l find Hippolitus was guihlefs ¢ -
Yet when you know the innogcence you doom’d,
Wheri you fhall mourn your fon’s unhappy fate,
Oh, I befeech you, by the love you bore me,
With my laft words (my words will then prevail)
Oh, for my fake, forbear totouch your life,
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Fhefeus. .
¢ Let all my virtues, all my joys furvive - R
¢ Frefh in your breaft, but be my woes fargot ;
¢ The woes, which fate, and not my father, wrought,
¢ Oh, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts,
¢ Let me be honour’d ftill, but not deplor’d.

Thef. ¢ Then thy chief care is for thy father’s life..
¢ Oh, blooming hypocrite ! Oh, young diffembler !
¢ Well haft thou fhewn the-care thou tak’ft of Thefeus.”
Oh, all ye gods! how this.enflames my fury.
) - ~ Ea I fcarce
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I fcarce can hold my rage ; my eager hands
Tremble to reach thee. No, difhonour’d Thefeus,
Blot not thy fame with fuch a monfter’s biocod.
Snatch him away.

Hip. Lead on. Farewel, Ifmena. [Exit guarded,

Ifm. Oh, take me with him, let me fhare his fate, °
Oh, awful Thefeus! yet revoke his doom.
¢ See, fee the very minifters of death,
¢ Though bred to blood, yet fhrink, and wifh to fave him.’

Thef. Slaves, villains, drag her away.

¢ I/m. Ob, tear me, cut me, till my fever’d limbs
¢ Grow to my lord, and fhare the pains he fuffers.

¢ Thef. Villains, away!’

Ifm. Oh, Thefeus! hear me, hear me.

¢ Thef. Away, nor taint me with thy loathfoms touch.
¢ Off, woman !’

Ifm. Oh, let me flay ! I'll tell you all. ' .
¢ [Exit Thefeus,
¢ Already gone. Tell it, ye confcious walls ; .
Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings ;
Refound it, Fame, with all your hundred tongues.
Oh, haplefs youth ! all heaven confpires againit you,
‘The confcious walls conceal the fatal fecret ; ‘
' Th’ untainted winds refufe th’ infe@ing load,
¢ And Fame itfelfis mute. Nay, ev’'n I{mena,
¢ Thy own Ifmena’s fworn to thy deftru&ion.

¢ But flill, whate’er the cruel gods defign, }

e ®n a & &

¢ In the fame fate our equal ftars combine,
¢ And he who dooms thy death pronounces mine.’
Thef. Too well I know the truth;

What cow’d fbe tell me but ficlitious art,

By woman's art deriv’d to turn the mm{e

Of juflice from a avretch, ahofe death both' gods

And men demand of Thefeus. .

"Enp of the FourTn Acr.

- ACT



PHADRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 1)

"ACT V.
Enter Phzdra asd Lycon.

: Lycov.
CCUSE yourfelf! On my knees I beg you,
By all the gods, recal the fatal meflage.
Heav’ns! will you ftand the dreadful rage of Thefeus ?
And brand your fame, and work your own deftruétion ?
Phazd. By thee I'm branded, and I;Lthee deftroy’d ;-
Thou bofom ferpent! thou alluring fiend !.
Yet fhan’t you boaft the miferies you caufe,
Nor *fcape the ruin you have brought onall..

. Lyc. Was it not your command ? Has faithful Lycon -’
E’er fpoke, e’er thought, ¢ defign’d, contriv’d,'or afted »
¢ Has he done aught ’ without the queen’s confent ?

¢ Phad. Plead’t thou confeat to-what thou firft in--

fpir'dft ?

¢ Was that confent ? Oh, fenfelefs politician !
¢ When adverfe paffions ftruggled in my breaft,
¢ When anger, fSar, love, forrow, guilt, defpair,.
¢ Drove out my reafon, and ul'urp’g my foul.
¢ Yet this confent you plead, Oh, faithlefs Lycon !’
¢ Oh, only zealous for the fame of Phzdra !
¢ With this you blot my name, and clear your own ;.
¢ And what’s my phrenzy fhall be cal’d my crime.
¢ What then is thine ? thou cool, deliberate villain !’
¢ Thou wife, fore-thinking, weighing politician !’

Lyc. Oh, twas fo black acharge, my tongue recoil’d"
At its own found, and horror fhook my foul,
Yet ftill, though pierc’d with fuch amazing anguith,.
Such was my zeal, fomuch I'lov’d my queen,
I broke through all, tofave the life of Phazdra.

Phed. What’s life?- Oh, all yegods! can life atone-
For all the monftrous crimes by which ’tis boughre ?-
Or can I live, when thou, Oh, foul of honour ¥
Oh, early hero ! by my crimes art rumn'd

erhaps ev’n now the grear unhappy youth
Falls by the fordid handsof butchering villsins 3
Now, now he bleeds, he dies.——*¢ Oh, perjur’d traitor "
¢ See, his rich blood in purple torrents flows,
* And Nature fallies in unbidden groans;-
E 3 ¢ Now
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¢ Now mortal pangs diftort his lovely form,

¢ His rofy beauties fade, his ftarry eyes

¢ Now darkling fwim, and fix their clofing beams ;
¢ Now in fhort gafps his lab’ring fpirit heaves,

¢ And weakly flutters on his fault’ring tongue,

¢ And ftruggles into found.” Hear, moniter, hear,
With his laft breath he curfes perjur’d Phzdra ;
He fummons Phzdra to the bar of Minos:

‘Thou too fhalt there appear ; to torture thee
Whole hell fhall be employ’d, and fuff’ring Phaedra
Shall find fome eafe, to {ee thee ftill more wretched.

Lyc. Oh, all ye pow’rs! Oh, Phadra, hear me, hear
¢ By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, [me,
¢ By thofe unhappy crimes I wrought to ferve you,’

By thefe old wither’d limbs, and hoary hairs,

By all my tears—Oh, heav’ns ! fhe minds me not ;
She hears not my complaints. Oh, wretched Lycon !
To what art thou referv’d ?

Plzd. Referv’d to all
The fharpeft, floweft pains that earth ean furnith :

To all I with—on Ph=zdra Guards, fecure him.
[The Guards enter, and carry off Lycon.
Ha, Thefeus !—Gods !—my freezing blood congeals,
And all my thoughts, defigns, and words are loft.
Eunter Thefleus.

Thef. Doft thou at laft repent, Oh, lovely Phzdra!
At laft with equal ardor meet ny vows ?

Oh, dear-bought blefling !—Yet I'll not complain,
Since now my fharpeft grief is all o’er-paid,

And only heightens joy——Then hafte, my charmer,
Let’s feaft our famifh’d fouls with amorous riot,
With fieiceft blifs atone for our delay,

¢ And in a moment love the age we’ve loft.”

Phed. Stand off; approach me, touch me not; fiy
Far as the diftant fkies, or deepeft centre. [hence,
« hef. Amazement! death! Ye gods, who gude the
What can this mean ? ¢ So fierce a deteftation,  [world,
¢ So ftrong abhorrence ! —Speak, exquifite tormentor!
¢ Was it for this your fummons fill’d my foul
¢ With eager raptures and tumultuous tranfports ;
¢ Ev’n painful joys, and agonies of blifs ;’

Did I for this obey my Phadra’s call,

o o o & a
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And fly, with trembling hafte, to meet her arms ?
Andam I thus receiv’d ? Oh, cruel Phadra !
¢ Was it for this you rouz’d my drowzy foul
¢ From the dull lethargy of hopelefs love ?
¢ And doft thou only thew thofe beauteous eyes
¢ To wake defpair, and blaft me with their beams ?
¢ Phad. Oh, were that all to which the gods have
doom’d me !
¢ But angry Heav’n has laid in ftore for Thefeus
¢ Such perfect mifchief, fuch tranfcendent woe,
¢ That the black image fhocks my trighted foul,
¢ And the words die on my relutant tongue.
¢ Thef. Fear not to fpeak it; that harmonious voice
¢ Will make the faddeft tale of forrow pleafing,
¢ And charm the grief it brings. Thus, let me hearit;
¢ Thus in thy fight, thus gazing on thofe eyes
¢ I can fupport the utmoft fpite of fate,
¢ And ftand the rage of Heav’n—Approach, my fair.’
Phed. Off, or I fly for ever from thy fight.
Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitus ?
The/f. Forget the villain; drive him from your foul.
¢ Phed. Can I forget, or drive him from my foul ¢
¢ Oh, he will ftill be prefent to my eyes !
¢ His words will ever echo in my ears;
¢ Still will he be the torture of my days,
¢ Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory.
¢ Thef. And mineandall, Oh, moft abandon’d villain}
¢ Oh, lafting fcandal to our godlike race, .
¢ That could contrive a crime fo foul as inceft !
¢ Pbed. Inceft! Oh, name it not!
¢ The very mention fhakes my inmotft foul;
¢ The gods are ftartled in their peaceful manfions ;
¢ And nature fickens at the fhocking found.,
¢ Thou brutal wretch ! thou execrable monfter !
¢ To break thro’ all the laws that early flow
¢ From untaught reafon, and diftinguith man:
¢ Mix like the fenfelefs herd with beitial luft,
¢ Mother and fon prepofteroufly wicked ;
¢ To banifh from thy foul the rev’rence due
¢ To honour, nature, and the genial bed,
¢ And injure one.fo great, fo good as Thefeus !
. ¢ Thef. To injure one fo great, fo good as Phadra.”
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Oh, flave! to wrong fuch purity as thine ;
Such dazzling brightnefs, fuch exalted virtue.
Phed. Virtue! all-feeing gods, ye know my virtue.

Mutt I fupporcall this? Oh, righteous Heav’n !

Can’t I yet{peak ? Reproach I could have borne,,
Pointed his fa:ire’s flings, and edg’d his rage :

But to be prais’d Now, Miros, I defy thee ;
- Ev’n all thy dreadful magazines of pains,

Stones, furies, wheels, are flight to what I {uffer,

And hell itfelf’s relief.

7Lef. What’s hell to thee?
Whatcrimes couldft thou commit, or what reproaches
Could innocence fo pure as Phzdra’s fear ¢
Oh, thou’rt the chafteft matron of thy fex,
‘The faireft pattern of excelling virtue !
Our lateft annals fhall record thy glory,
The maid’s example, and the matron’s theme.

Fach fkilful artift fhall expre(s thy form
In animated gold. The threat’ning fword
Shall hang for ever o’er thy fnowy bofom ;
Such heav’nly beauty on thy face fhall bloom
As fhall almoft excufe the villain’s crime ;
But yet that firmnefs, that unfhaken virtue,

As ftill fhall make the monfter more detefted.
Where-€’er you pafs, the crowded way fhall found
With joyful cries, and endlefs acclamations.

And when afpiring bards, in’ daring ftrains,
Shall raife fome heav’nly matron to the pow’rs, [dra.
They’ll fay, She’s great, fhe’s true, fhe’s chafte as Phz-
¢ Phed, This might have been—but now, Oh, cruel
¢ Now, as I pafs, the crowded way fhall found  [flars!
¢ .With hiffing fcorn, and murm’ring deteftation.
¢ The lateft annals fhall record my fhame ;
L3
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And when th’ avenging mufe, with pointed rage,
Would fink fome imptous woman down to hell,
She’il fay, She’s falfe, fhe’s bafe, fhe’s foul as Phadra, -
¢ The/’ Hadft thou been foul, had horrid violation

Caft any ftains on purity like thine,

‘They’re wafh’d alreacy in the villain’s blood ;

The very fword, his inftrument of horror,

¢ Ere this time drench’d in his inceftuous heart,’ h
- Hat
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Hath done thee juftice, ¢ and aveng’d the crimes
¢ He us’d it to perform.’
- Enter Meffexger.
Meg. Alas, my lord,
Ere this the prince is dead ! I faw Cratander
Give him afword ; I faw him boldly take it,
Rear it on high, and point it to his breaft.
With fteady hands, and with difdainful looks,
As one that fear'd not death, but fcorn’d to die,
And not in battle. A loud clamour follow’d ;
And the furrounding foldiers hid from fight ;
But all pronounc’d him dead.
Pbezd. Is he then dead ?
Thef. Yes, yes, he’s dead; and dead by my command,
And in this dreadful a& of mournful juftice
I’m inore renown’d, than in my dear-bought laurels,
Phbad. Then thou’rt renown'd indeed.——Oh, happy
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phzdra ! [Thefeus !
Hatfte, then, let’s join our well-met hands together,
Unite for ever, and'defy the gods
To fhew a pair fo eminently wretched. [praife me ;
-.Thef. Wretched! for what ? For what the world muft
For what the nations fhall adore my juftice ;
A villain’s death?
Phed. Hippolitus a.villain !
Oh, he was all his godlike fire could wifh;
The pride of Thefeus, and the hopes of Crete !
Nor did the braveft of his godlike race
Tread with fuch early hopes the paths of honour. [dra,
Thef. What can this mean ? Declare, ambiguous Phz.
¢ Say, whence thefe thifting gufts of clafhing rage ?
¢ W’l,xy are thy doubted fpeeches dark and troubled,
¢ As Cretan feas when vex’d by warring winds ?*
Why is a villain, with alternate paffion,
Accus’d and prais’d, detefted and deplor’d ?
" Phad. Canft thou not guefs ?
Canft thou notread it in my furious paffions ?
In all the wild diforders of my foul ?
Couldft thou not fee it in the noble warmth
That urg’d the darling youth to aéts of honour? -
¢ Couldit thou not find it in the gen’rous truth :
_ ¢ Which fparkled in his eyes, and open’d in his face?® .
S _ ’ ' Couldft
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Couldit not percetve it in the chafle referve,
In every word and look, each godlike act,
Couldft thou not fee Hippolitus was guiltlefs ?
Thef. Guiltlefs ! Oh, all ye gods! what can this mean ?
Phad. Mean ! thart the guilt is mine, that virtyous
‘The maid’s example, and the matron’s theme, [Phadrs,
With beftial paffion woo’d your loathing fon,
And when deny'd, with impious accufation
Sullied the luftre of his fhining honour;
Of my own crimes accus’d the faultles youth,
And with enfparing wiles deftroy’d that virtue
I try’d in vain to thake, :
Thef. Is he then guildlefs ?
Guiltlefs ? Then whatart thou? And, Oh, juft Heav'n!
What a detefted parricide is Thefeus ?
Phed. Whatam I What, indeed, but one mare black
That earth or hell e'er bore ? ¢ Oh, horrid mixture
¢ Of crimes and woes, of parricide and inceft, "
¢ Perjury and murder ; to stm the erring father
¢ Againit the guiltlefs fon !> Oh, impious Lycon,
Io what ahell of woes thy arts have phmg'd me!
- Thef. Lycon !——Here; guawrds——Oh, moft aban.-
don’d villain !
Secure him, fcize him, drag him piece-meal hither.
Gua, Who hasy my lowd incorrdl your bigh didpleatiret
Gsa. Who has, my lord, incurr! r high di rel
Thef. Who can it be, ye gods, bz:’;erjur’d Lycon? -
* Who can infpire fuch florms of rage, bus Lycon ? -
Where has my fword left one fo black, but Lycoa?
Where, wretched Thefeus ! in thy bed and heart,
The very darling of my foul and eyes.
Oh, beauteous fiend ! But truft not to thy form.
¢ You too, my fon, were fair; your manly beauties .
¢ Charm’d ev’ry heart (Oh, heav’ns!) to yourdeftruétion;
¢ You too were: good, your virtuous foul abhorr’'d
¢ The crimes for which youdied. Oh, impious Phaedrs !’
Inceftuous fury ! execrable murd’refs !
Is there revenge on earth, or pain in hell ;
_Can art invent, of boiling rage fuggeft, -
Ev'n endlefs torture, which thou fhalt not fuffér ?
Phed. Ardis there aught on earth I would not fuffer?
Obh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes,
' Thou
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Thou needft not claim it, moft unhappy youth,
From any hands but mine! T’ avenge thy fate,
I’d court the fierceft prins, ¢ and fue for tortures,’
And Phadra’s fuff’rings fhould atone for thine;
Ev’n nowI falla vi¢tim to thy wrongs ;
Ev’n now a fatal draught works out my foul ;
Ev’n now it curdles in my fhrinking veins
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart.

Lycon brought in.

The/. Haft thou efcap’d my wrath ? Yer, iinpious Ly-
On thee I'll empty all my hoard of vengeance,  [con,
And glut iny boundlefs rage.

Lyc. Oh, mercy, mercy !

Thef. Such thou fhalt find as thy beft deeds deferve;
¢ Such as thy guilty foul can hope from Thefeus ;
¢ Such as thou thew’dft to poor Hippolitus.’

Lyc. ¢ Oh, chain me, whip me, let me be the fcorn .
¢ Of fordid rabbles, and infulting crowds ;’

Give me but life, and make that life moft wretched,

¢ Phaed. Artthou fo bafe, fofpiritlefs a flave ?
¢ Not fo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin’d,
¢ Not fo he bore the fate to which you doom’d him,

¢ Thef. Oh, abje&t villain !—Yet 1t gives me joy
¢ To fee the fears that fhake thy guilty foul,
¢ Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes.
¢ Oh, how thou’lt howl thy fearful foul away,
¢ While laughing crowds fhall echo to thy cries,
¢ And make thy pains their fport.” Hafte, ¢ hence,’ away

with him,’
Drag him to all the torments earth can furnifh ;
Lethim be rack’d and gafh’d, impal’d alive ;
Then let the mangled monfter, fix’d on high, -
Grin o’er the fhouting crowds, and glut their vengeance.
Hence, away! [Lycon borue offs
And is thisall ? And art thou now appeas’d ?
Wil this atone for poor Hippolitus?
Oh, ungorg’d appetite ! Oh, rav’nous thirft
Of a fon’s blood! What, not a day, a moment ? .
Pbhad. A day,amoment! Oh, thou fhouldft have ftaid
Years, ages, all the round of circling time,
Ere touch’d the life of that confummate youth ! .
Thef. And yet with joy I flew to his eﬁru&fxonﬁ ted
- oafte

>,
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Boafted his fate, and triumph’d in his ruin.

Not this I promis’d to his dyihg mother,

When, in her mortal pangs, fhe fighing gave me
The laft cold kiffes from her trembling lips,

¢ And reach’d her feeble wand'ring hand to mine ; -
¢ When her laft breath now quiv’ring at her mouth,’
When ber lafft words now falt'ring from ber tongue,
Implor'd my goodnefs to her lovely fon,

To her Hippolitus. He, alas! defcends

An early vi¢tim to the lazy fhades,

(Oh, heav’n and earth !) by Thefeus doom’d, defcends.

Phe. He’s doom’d by Thefeus, butaccus’d by Phadra,
By Phzdra’s madnefs and by Lycon’s hatred.

Yet, with my life I expiate my frenzy,

And die for thee, my headlong rage deftroy’d.

¢ Thee I purfue (Oh, great ill-fated youth)

¢ Purfue thee ftill, but now with chafte defires ;

¢ Thee thro’ the difmal wafte of gloomy death,

¢ Thee thro’ the glimm’ring dawn, and purer day,

¢ Thro’ all th’ Elyfian plains——Oh, righteous Minos'

¢ Elyfian plains! there he and his Ifmena

¢ Shall fport for ever, fhall for ever drink

¢ Immortal love; while I far off thall howl

¢ Inlonely plains, while all the blackeft ghofts

" ¢ Shrink f}r'om the baleful fight of one more monftrous

¢ And more accurs’d than they.’ ’
Thef. 1too muft die; -

I too muft once more fee the burning thore

Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus,

Whence no Alcides will releafe me now.

Phed. Then why this ftay ? Come on, let’s plunge to-
See, Hell fets wide its adamantine gates ; [gether:
¢ See, thro’ the fable gates the black Cocytus
¢ In fimoky circles rowls its fiery waves 3
Hear, hear the ftunning harmonies of woe,

The din of rattling chains, of clafhing whips,

Of groans, or loud complaints, of piercing fhrieks,
That wide thro’ all its gloomy world refound.
How huge Megara ftalks ! what ftreaming fires
Blaze from her glaring eyes ! what ferpents curl
In horrid wreaths, and hifs around her head !

Now, now fhe drags me to the bar of Minos ; s
) 4
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$ee how thcrw.[ulg,u' of thedead . - .
Look {tedfaft hate, gmpxrauiﬁ?w r
See, Minos«turns away his loathi

cyes; ’
ot gychpaks h’i‘a;ﬁn;gﬁiA ,WQ"[!gf; )the fatal urn } .
ops ttembling from hi J Ob,3ll yegods? '
What, Lycon here? Oh, execrable villzin ! -
Then am I flill on earth? By bell 1 agn, . :

A fury now, a feourge preferv’d for"Lycon,
See, therjuft beings offer to my vengeance- - .
That impigés flave. Now, Lycon, for revenge ¢ |
Thanks, Heav’n, "tis here.  I'll ftrike it to hisheart. .
o[ Miflaking Thefeus for Lycon, offers ta_ffab hirs
¢ Gua. Heav'ns! ’as your lord.’ C
Phed. My lord! Ob, equal Heav’n! *
Muft each portentous momentrife in erimes, )
And fallying life go off in parricide? ,
This glimpfe of reafon fome indulgent god '
Hath granted me, to clofe the feene of guilt.
Then truft tot thy flow drugs—Thus fure of death,
“Compleat thy horrors=r if thisfuffice not, o
Fhow, Minos, dothereft. - - o - [SalsBerfelfe
Fhel. Dejp’rate to the lafi—in ev’ry paffion furioxs,
Phad. 7 ({/k not, H ) )
Nor do 1 hope from thee forgivenefs, T lz;/‘eu; H ,
But yyty amidli my crimes, remember flilly .
That my offence wwas not my nature’s fault.
The wrath of Veuns, which purfues our race,
Firf? kindled in my breaft thofe guilty fires.

Roflefs goddef, I confifs thy po's,” :
To thee I make libation of my blood. S
Venus, arvert thy hate—May wretched Phedra:

Prowe the laft vistim of her fated line, [Diese

- Thef.; ¢ At length the's quiet,’ /ke’s dead;
And now earth bears not fuch aswretchas Thefeus.
¢ Yet I'l]l obew Hippolitus, and live :
¢ Fhen to the wars ; and as the Corybantiaes,
¢ With clathing fhields, and braying trympets, drown’d
¢ The cpiesof infant Jove, I'll fhie confcience, ,
¢ And Nature’s murmurs, in the dip.of arms. .
" ¢ Butwhatarearmstome ? Is.he nor dead” . )
¢ For whewn I fought; for whom my hoary age .
A Glow’d with the boiling heavof youth ia battle?,
: Iy How
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How then to drag a wretched life, beneath -~
An endlefs roundg of flill-returning woes, '
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorfe? -
What torment’s this >—Therefore, Oh, greatly thought!
‘Therefore do juftice on thyfelf, and live ; ’
Live above all moft infinitely wretched. :
Ifmena too——Nay then, avenging Heav'n
: Enter Ifmena. :

Has vented all its rage——Oh, wretched maid !
W‘;l}y doft thou come to fwell my raging grief ?
¢ Why add to forrows, and embitter woes ?
¢ Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt "
Why thus recall to my afflicted foul - : ‘
‘The fad remembrance of my godlike fon,
Of that dear youth my cruelty has murder’d ?
Ob, gods, yorr reddef! goh: of fire
Had dealt lefs torment to my [uf’ring frame,
Than that defiructive word hath giv'n my beart !
Life yields beneath the found.

¢ Ifim. Ruin’d! Oh,all ye powers! Oh, awful Thefeus!

"¢ Say, where’s my lard ? Sdy, where has fate difpos'd him?

. ¢ For thee alone my fword once more fhall rage,

. e

¢ Oh, fpeak! the fear diftralts me.
¢ Thef. Gods! can 1 fpeak ?
¢ Can I declare his fateto his Ifmena ?
¢ Oh, lovely maid! couldft thou admit of comfort,
¢ Thou thouldft for ever be my only care,
¢ Work of my life, and labour of my foul.
¢ Fortheealone my forrows, lull’d, fhallceafe,
¢ Ceafe for a while to mourn my murder’d fon ;

¢ Reftore the crown of which it robb’d your race.

¢ Then let your grief give way to thoughtsof empire;

¢ At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd

¢ Beneath the ealy yoke with pleafure bow, )

¢ And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. .
¢ Ifm. Muft I then reign; nay, maftI live withouthlﬂ!?

£ Not fo, Oh, godlike youth ! you lov’d Ifmena:

¢ You, for her fake, refus’d the Cretan empire,

¢ And yet a nobler gift, the roy~] Phzdra.

¢ Shall I then take a crown, a'guilty crown,

* From the relentlefs hand that doom’d thy death ?‘ ob
- )
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¢ Oh, ’tis in death alone I can have eafe,
¢ And thus I find it. (Offers to fab berfulf?
- - Enter Hippolitus.
¢ Hip. Oh, forbear, Ifmena !
Forbear, chafte maid, to wound thy tender bofom.
O}, heav’n and earth ! fhould the refolve to die,
And fnatch all beauty from the widow’d earth 2
Was it for me, ye dgods, fhe'd fall a victim ?
¢ Was it for me fhe'd die? Oh, heav’nly virgin !’
Revive, Ifmena,
Return 1o light, to happinefs, and love ;
See, fee thy owa Hippolitus, who lives,
And hopes to live for thee.
Ifm. Hippolitus!
¢ Am I alive or dead ?* Is this Elyfium ?
¢ *Tis he, ’tis all Hippolitus. Art well 2
¢ Art thou not wounded
Tbef. Oh, unhop’d-for joy !*
Stand off, and let me fly into his atms.
Speak, fay, what god, what miracle preferv’d thes-
Didft thou not ftrike thy father’s cruel prefent,
My fword, into thy breaft ?
Hip. 1aim'd it there; .
But turn’d it from myfelf, and flew Cratander:
The guards, not trufted with his fatal orders, .
Granted my wifh, and brought me to the king,
I fear’d not death ; but could not bear the thought
Of Thefeus’ forrow, and Ifmena’s lofs ;
Therefore I haften’d to your royal prefence, .
Here to receive my doom.
T%¢/. Be this thy doom,
“To live for ever in Ifmena’s arms..
Go, heav'nly pair, and with your dazzling virtues,  , .
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love,
Amaze and charm mankind; and rule that empire,
‘For which in vain your rival fathers fought.
¢ Ifm. Oh, killingjoy !> -~ = " {
Hip. Oh, extacy of blifs!
Am 1 pofle(s’d at 1aft of my Ifmena,
¢ Of that celeftial maid ? Oh, pitying gods !
¢. How fhall I thank your bounties for my fuff’rings,
¢ For all my pains, and all the pangs I've borne,
2 Fa ¢ Since

a a A
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¢ Since ’twas to theit T owe dikine Ifmenn,
¢ To them I owe the dear confent of Thefeus 3
Yet there’s a pain lies-heavy on my heart,
For the difaftrous fate of haplefs Phaedra. ’
Thef. Deep washeranguith for the wrongs the did you,’
She chofe to die, and in her denth deplor’d ‘
Your fate, and not her own.!
Hip. * 've hearditall.” ' Unwspy Phaedra !
¢ Oh, had'not pafion fully’det fenownm,
¢ None e’er on earth had thone with equal tufirey
¢ So glorious liv'd, or f6'laritensed died. '
. * Her faults were olily faultsof raging love,
¢ Hervirtues all herown., - '
¢ Ifm. Unhappy Phaedra! o
¢ Was there no otlier way, ye pitying pow’ss,
¢ No other way to crown Ifména’s love ?
¢ Then muft] ever mourn her cruel fate,
¢ And in the midft of my triumphant joy, ‘
¢ Ev’n in my hero’s arms, eonfefs fame forrow.?- .
" The/.+ -Oh, tender maid, forbear with ilim'd grief -
¢ To damp our bleflings, md'incenfe the guds
But let’s away, and pay kind Héav'n our thanks,
For all the wonders in our favour wroughe; - . -
‘That Heav’n, whofe mercy refew’d erring Thefeuy
From execrable crimes, aiid endiefs woes.
Then learn from me, ye kings that rufe the world ¢

With edual poize let feady uftice fway, }

.

And flagrant crimes with ¢ertain vengéante pay,
‘But till the proofs ate clear, the firoke delay.
¢ Hip. The righteous gods, that innocence require,
¢ Prote(t the goodnefs which themfelves infpire;
¢ Unguarded virtue human arts defies, X
'* Th’ astus'd is happy, while th’ accufer dies.’
: : : {Exeant

"Exp of the Fixrs Acs

'a-~ . s . ° ’EPI-



EPILOGUE

~y . -

< Wrieen byMr Pxrog, -

_ADIES, tonight yose pity Fimpler,
For one who never tronbled you bcfore p
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek,
Who from Eu——ripides makes Pligdra [prat
And comes to town so &t 85 moderis bnsy
How cvomen lov’d wevo thonfand saors ago,
"If that be all, faid 1, fen burn your play,
Egad, we know all that as well as they :
Sf;w us the bandfome youthful charioteer,
Firm in his feat, and running bis career 3
Our fouls would kindle with as gen'rous flamgs
As Eer infpir'd the ancient Grecian dames ;
En’ry Ifmena would refign ber breaf?,
And ev’ty dear Hippolitus be blefh.
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares
Are e'en as good as any two of theirs ;
And if Hippolitus can but contrjwe
0 buy the gilded chariot, John cam drive.
Now of . the buftle you have feen to-day,
And Phadea’s morals, in this fiholar’s play
Something, at laft, ix juflice, fboauld be faid,
But this Hippoliths fo fills on’s head —— = *
Well, Phadra liv’d as chaftly as fbe con'’d,
For fhe avas father Fove'sown flefb and blood F
Her awkward love, indeed, was oddly fated,
She and ber Poly were too near related ;
And yet that feruple had been laid afide,
If honeft Thefeus had but fairly dy'd:
: F3 But
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But avben be came, what nceded be to know,
But that all matters flood in flatu quo :
There awas no harm, you fee; or, grant there were,
She might want conduct, but be avanted care.
*Tavas in a hufband litsle lefs than rude,
Upon bis wife’s retirement to intrude :
He fbould hawe fent a night or two before,
That be wwould come exalt at fuch an hour;
Then be bad turn’d all tragedy to feft,
Found ev’ry thing contribute to bis ref? 5
The picquet friend difmifi’d, the coaft all clear,
And _[poufe alone, impatient for ber dear. '
But if thefe gay refletions come too late
o keep the guilty Phaedra from ber fate,
If your more ferious judgment mufk condemn

~ The dire effelts of ber uniapp_y Same ;
ety ye chafic matrons, and ye tender fuir,
Let love andinnocence engage your care ;
My [potlefs Rames to your protection take,
Ard fpare poor Pbedra for Ymena's [ake.
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Books publifped by J. Bell.

ENCING FAMILIARIZED ; or, 2 New Taza<-
T13E on the ArT of Sworp PLAY : illuftrated by -
clegant engravings, reprefenting all the different atti-
tudes, on which the principles and grace of the art da-
pend; painted from life, and executed in a mof ele~
gant and mafterly manner. By Mr. Orivier; edu
cated at the Royal Academy at Paris, and profeflor of
fencing, in St. Dunftan’s-court, Fleet-ftrect. Price 78,
bound.
¢¢ The author of this work humbly prefumes, that he
¢ has-offered many confiderable improvements in the art
¢ of fencing, having founded his principles on nature,
*¢ and confuted many falfe notions hitherto adopted by
¢ the moft eminent mafters ; he has rendered the pla
‘ fimple, and made it eafy and plain, even to thofe
¢ who were before unacquainted with the art.  After
¢¢ bringing his fcholar as far as the affault, and having
¢ demonftrated to him all the thrufls and various ‘pa-
¢ rades, he lays down rules for defence in all forts of
¢ fword play.”

The monthly reviewers exprefs themfelves in the fol-
lowing terms : ¢ Foraught we dare fay to the contrary,
¢« Mr. Olivier’s book 1s a very good book, and may
¢¢ help to teach, as much as books can teach, the nor
¢ ble fcience of defence, or, as our author terms it
¢ fword play; and it is made more particularly ufefu}
¢ by the various attitudes and pofitions, which feem
 to be here accurately and elegantly delineated.”

ELL’s COMMON PLACE BOOK, formed gene-
rally upon the principles recommended by Mr.
Locke. Price 1l. gs,

This work is elegantly executed from copper plates
en fuperfine writing demy paper, and may be had of all
the bookfellers in England, by enquiring for Bell’s
Library Common-Place Book, formed upon Mr.
Locke’s principles. .

This book is generally bound in vellum, containing
five quires of the very beft demy paper properly pre=
pared, for 1l. gs. ' .

Ditto if boand in parchment, -11, Andfo in propore

tion
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tion for any quantity of paper she book may contaia?
‘dedullting or addihg two fhillings for every quire Wi
‘may be incredfed-or décreafed, Andbount’as abobe.

- & Mr. Locke has confined hiselucidation to-the ad-
% vantages arifing from reading ; in feléQing remarkd.
% ble paffages from books : but this is not the only put.
¥ pofe to which the Common-Place Book may befoe
“¢ cefsfully applied. It is not folely for the divine; the
4. [awyer, the poet, philofopher; or-hiftorian; that thiy
$¢ publication 1s calculated ; by. thefe its ufes are expe-
“ Trimentally known and univerfally“admitted : it is for
#¢ the ufe arid emolument of the man of bufinefs as well
4 a5 of letters; for men of fafhion and fortune as well
¢ as of ftudy; for the traveller, the trader, and, in
*¢ fhort, for all thofe who'would form a fyftem of ufeful
%¢ and agreeable knowledge, in a manner peculiar to
‘¢ themtfelves, while they are following their accuftonied
*¢ purfuit, either of profit or pleafure.

+HE Natural and Chemical ELEMENTS of
A AGRICULTURE. Tranflated from the Latin of
Count Guitavus Adolphus Gyllenborg. By Jouy
Mirrs, Efg; F. R.S. Price 2s. 6d. fewed,
¢« The original of this treatife has already been tranfs
%¢ Yateld into'feveral-foreign languages ; it is here accu-
&€ rately rendered into Englifh, and has defervedly met
% with approbation. - It contains an ingenious theo-
- retical account of the principles of agriculture de-
$¢ duced from a ratioral -philofophy ; a Q%hjca of en-
¢ quiry which.may be confidered as of the fame jmpor-
% tance to an accomplithed farmer, as the knowledge
“¢ of the animal cecoroiy is to a fkilful phyfician. For
¢ though it is chiefly by practical abfervations that both
© % are to cultivate their art, yet a competent acquain-
¢ tance with the abfiract elements of (cience may prove
“¢ the means of fuggefting vfeful expedients, and often
“ facilitate the road to pz&ice.” :
' * Mowrrhuuy Review.
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PROLOGUE

8 woben in boftile times tavo neighbouring flates

= Strive by themfelves and their confederates ¢
The avar at firft is made with awkward fill,
And foldiers clumfily each otber kill, .
Till time at length their untaught fury tames,
“dnd into rules their beedlefs rage reclaims :
Pben e’ry fience by degrees is made -
Subferient to the man-defiroying trade :
© Wit, awifdom, reading, obfervation, art;
A well-turn’d bead to guide a generous beart.
8o it may prove awith our contending fages,
If you awill kindly but fupply their wage; :
Which you awith eafe may furnifb, by retrenching
Yoir fuperfluities of awine and wenching.
Who'd grudge 1o fpare from riot and bard drinking,
To lay it out on means to mend bis thinking ?
To_follow fuck advice you foould bave leifure,
Since what refines your fenfe refines your. pleajure.
Women grown tame by ufe cach fool can get,
But cuckolds all are made by men.of awit.
To wirgin favours fools bave no pretence ; '
For maidenbeads were made far men of fenfe,
*Tis not enough to bave a horfe auell bred,
To fhean bis mettle be muf be avell fed ;
Nor is it all in provender and breed,
He muft be try’'d and firain’d to wand his fpeed.
A4 favour'd poet, like a pamper’d borf?,
Will fivain bis eye-balis cut to awin tie courfe.
Do you but in your avifdom wote it fit
To yield due fuccours to this avar of wit, .
The bufkins wwirh more grace fhould tread the flagr,
Lowe figh in fofter firains, heroes lefs rage ; :
Satire foall floew a triple row of teeth,
And comedy ﬂm/lhugb .you?fop.r to deirth :
Wit fball refine, and Pegafus fball faam,
And foar in fearch of ancient Greece and Rome.
And fince the nation’s in the conguering fit,
s you by arms, well vanquifb France in wit.
The aworks avere over, cou'd our ﬁom arite
With balf the fpirit that our foldiers fight.

, " Az Dramati»
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0OROONOKO,

ACT L

Enter Charlotte Weldon, in Man's Cloatts, following’
Luey. -

. Lae., HAT will this come to, what can it ead.

in} you have perfuaded me to leave dear
England, and dearer London, the place of the world
moft worthy liviag in, to follow you a hufband hunt-
ing into America: 1 thought hufbands grew in thek:
plantati-ns.

Weld. Why fo they do, as thick as oranges ripening
one under another, Week after week they dro‘p into
fome woman’s mouth : *Tis but a little patience, {pread-
ing your apron in expeQation, and one of ’em will fall
into your {ap at laft.

Luc. Ay, fay you fo, indeed. .

Weld. Bat you have left dear London, you fay: Pray
what have you left in London that was very dear to you,
that had not left you before.

~ Lue, Speak for yourfelf, fifter.
Weld. Nay, I'll keep you in countenance. The young
“ fellows,  you know, the deareft part of the town, and
without whom Londen had been a wilderne(s to you -
and me, had forfaken us a great while. .

Luc. Forfaken us ! [ don’t know that ever they had us..

Weld. Foriaken us the worft way, child; that is, did
not think us worth having; they negle@ed us, no
longer defign'd upon us, they were tir’d of us. Women
in Londun are like the rich filks, they are out of fafhion,
a great while before they wear out—— '

Lue. The devil take the fathion, I fay. .

Weld. You may tumble them over and over at their
firft coming”up, amd never difparage their price; but
they f 1l upon wearing immediately, lower and lower
in their value,.till they come to the broker at laft.

' A3 o . ¢ Lue
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* Luc. Ay, aye, that'sghe merchant they deal with.
¢ 'Phedeh wounld have us ag their ‘'own fcandalous -
¢ rates; their plenty makes them wanton, ;and in 2
¢ liule time, 1 (aggofc; they wont know what they
¢ would have of -the women themfelves. - .= %

A-Wald.- O yes, they know what they would have,
¢ They would bave o/ woinamigive the town-a pattera -
¢ of her'pertomandbeadry, -and:not fayrin it {o long
* to.have the whole piece woriv.out, ~They would
.+ have the good face only difcover’d, and.not the folly
* ¢hat commorily goes atong ‘with it. They fay - there
¢ jis a valt ok ¥f “beaoty in' the nation, but a great
¢ part of - iclies in wnprofitable” bands ; -therefore, for
¢ the good ‘6f the’ publie, they weuld have a draught
¢ made once a'guarter, fend- the decaying “beauties for'
« breeders .into. the: countryy to make room for new
¢ faces to appear, 1 coutitenatice the pleafures of . the
< town. . [ R B

"¢ Luc. "Fisvery hard, the men muft be young as
¢ long 2s they live, and poor women be thought de--
¢ caying and unfit for the town at: one and twenty.
« I’'m fure,we were not-feven years in Lowdom.

"¢ Weld. Not kalf the fime taken' potice of,fifter,
s The two or three laft years we could make nothing of" .
¢ it, évei'in a vizard-mafk ; ‘not in a vissrd-mafk, that
« has cheated many man into an-old aequaintance,
¢ Ovr faces began to be as familiar to' the men of in--
¢ trigae as their duns, and as much dvoideds ' We durft
¢ not appear in public places, and weére flmoft ‘grudg’d:
* a gallery in the churches : 'Even there they had their*
. qus upan us, and cry’d, fhe’s in the:right on’t, good
« gentlewoman, fince no man’ confiders her-body, :fhe
¢ does very well indeed to take:care of Her fosl, - °

« L4¢. Such unmannerly feHows'there will always be.

¢ Weld. Then you may remember we were reduc'd
¢ to the laft neceflity, the neceffity :of making #lly
& vifits to.our civil acquaintahice; to bring us into toler-
* oble company. Nay, thé young inris=c Lcobire beaus,
““of ‘But one term”s fanding'ih ¢he fathion,” who knew
* nobody, but as'they vwere fhewn theiw by therorange-

o : B waman,
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¢ woman,, had nick-names for us: How eften have
* they liughed out, there goes my landlady; et -
¢ come to let lodgings yer? Coaedy
¢ Lwe. Youag coxcombs.that knew po betigp.- ~f-:. -
¢ Weld. And that we muft have cose to.. Fog your -
¢ port, what trade could you fet vp in? (you\wankd -
¢ never arrive at the trgfi gnd credigof.a geingobastl: -
¢ You would have too:mu&x bafinefsiof yaur owmgves ¢
¢ 10 mind other peoplaigcv: oy e
¢ Luc. That is truey-dndeed. o5 . .. = yod 0
¢ Weld. Then, asa certain fign t-.there wgs pey ¢
¢ thing more to be hop’d for, thesmalds of the'chocer +
¢ late-houfes found us out, and laugh’d at us: Qur -
¢ bijjet-doux lay there negleGtedfor wafte-paper : We -
¢ were cry’d down {o low, ,we ¢ould not pafs upon the

¢ city’; and became fo notozioggin our galloping way, » -

¢ from one end of the towngp t'other, that at Jaft we
¢ could hardly compafs a competent change of petsi-
¢ coats to difguife us to the hackoey-coachmen: And
¢ then it was near walking a-foot indeed. ,
¢ Luc. Nay, that I begau to be afraid of. ’
¢ Weld.’ To prevent which, wish what youth and beauty .
were left, fome ewxpesience, and the {mall remainder of.
_ fifreen buadred pounds a-piece, which- amounted. to-.
bare twa herdeed between:us both,. I perfuaded you to,
bring your potfom foris venture: to .the . Judigs. Every-
thing .has (wcoeeded b our voyage; I pafs for Ygur-
brother :  Qhe'afvthe richeft planters, here, happening .
to die.juft a5, e laadede | bave claimed kipdred with,
hims; S0, withpuiimgking his will, he hag left'us.the,
ctesiy of his xelatiom to tiude upon: ¢ Ve pafs forjhis,
¢ .cBufifis, COMingilTRie 7o Swrivam chiefly upon his ig-,
¢ vitatign 4’ -Wadivein sepatationy have the beft 2p-.
quaintance:in the phacs, 4sdiwe-fhall fee our account
iXnu b wamntypded nois yar ¢ 0 BT
“Lweadimmit ‘18ly wpensyo o 1y
oot e odintesyVibisiagh Ly Yovi o > L
W;d, Mes li%ddmi X095 fesyanie ¥ our fgrvant, Mis,
Lucys: 1-amy an. it oty bugotissaot tooslate, I hope, to

bid youwealsqmesie,thisfidg of the world, [[Salutes Lucy.
R A4 Wl
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. WArld. Gad fo, I beg your pardon, Widow, I fhenld
have done the civilit es of my houfe before: But, as
you fay, 'tis not too late, I hope— [Going 10 kifs ber,

Wid. What} you think now this was a civil way of
begging a kifs;; and by my troth, if it were, I fee no
Karm in’t; ’tis a pitiful favour indeed that is not
wo:th afking for: Tho’ I have known a woman fpeak
plainer before mow, and rot underftood neither. .

Weld. Not under my rcof:  Have at you, Widowe—

Wid. Why that’s well faid, fpoke like a younger bro-
ther, that deferves to have a widow.——[He &iffes ber.]
You’re 2 younger brother, I know by your kiffing.

- Weld. How fo, pray? -

Wid, Why, you kifs as if you expefed to be paid
for’t. -You have bird-lime upon your-lips. You flick
fo clofe, there’s no getting rid of you.

P7el4, T am a-kinto a.younger broher.

Wid. So much the better: We widows are common-
ly the b-tter for younger brothers.

Luc, Better or worle, moft of you. But you won't
be much the better for him, I can tell you.— [Afde.
_ Weld. 1 was a younger brother; but an-uncle of my
mother’s has malicioufly left me ap eftate, and, I'm
afraid, fpoil’d my fortune. )

Wid. No, no;_an eftate will never (pail ycur for-

-tune ; | have a good eftate myfelf, thank Heaven, and
a kind hu(band that left it behind him.

"Weld. Thank Heaven that took him away from it,

‘Widow, and left you behind him.

Wid. Nay, Heaven's will muft be done; he’sina
better place. -

ki, A better place for you, no doubton’t: Now
you may lock about you; chufe for ycarfelf, Mrs.
Lackit, that's your bufinefs; for | know you defign to
marry ag:nn. T [ S

Wid. O dear! not I, I preteft'and. fwear; ,J don’t
defign it: But I won’ fwedr peither;, one daes mot
know what may ‘happen to tempt one,

- Weld. Why aluly young felewmey bappen to
tcmpt you. o BT LI AV IET LI .
: B L & IR RY =2
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wid. Nay, I'fl do nothing rafhly : 1l refolve againft
nothing. ‘The devil, they fay, is very bufy upon thefe
occafions, efpecially- wm\ the widows. - But; if I am
to be tempted, it muft be with & young' mam, 1 pro-
mife’you—Mrs. Lucy, your brother is a very pleafant
gentlénan: ¥ caine about bufinefs to him, bat he turns
every thinig icto merriment, - .

Weld. Bufinefs, Mrs.'Lackity ? Then 1 know you
would have me to yourfelf. Pray, leave us together,
fitter. [Exit Lucy.
What am I drawing upon myfelf here ? [ Afide.

Hid. You have taken a very pretty houfe here ; eve-
ry thing fo neat about you already. I hear you are
laying out for a plantation.

Weld, Why, yes traly, Ilike the coantry, and would
buy a plantazion,. if I could reafonably.--

wid. O! by all ‘means reafonably. -

Weld. If I could have one to my mind, Iwon\d
think of fettling amonc you.

Hid. O! you can’t do better. Indeed we can’t pre-
tend to have lo good company for you as you had in
England ; but we fhall make e very much cf you. For
my owh part, ' affure’you, I -Hall think myfclt very
happy to be more particularly known to you.

" Weld. Dcau- Mrs ‘Lackitt, you do me too' much ho-
nour.

Wid. Thcn 48 to a plmtanon, Mr. WII:/M, you
know I have “feveral to dupotc of. Mr. Lack s, 1
thank him, has left, tho’ I'fay ir, the richeft widow
upon the place ; thevefore I uray afford to ufe you bet-
ter than other people can. You ihall have one upon
any reafonable teriws.

Weld. 'That’s a fair offer mdced )
Wid. You thall find me as eafy as any bodv you can
have to do with, I affure you.. Pray try me, [ woold
have you tty me, Mt. Weldon.: Well, I like chat name
of your’s exceedingly, : Mr Weldon,
Weld. My namnel :
| Wid: O exceedingly | If any thing could perfuade me
to alter my own name, I verily believe nothing in the
world would do it fo foon, as to be called Mrs. Weldon.

A 5 W‘ldt
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Wrld. Why, indeed Weldon doth found' fomethisg
Bet@r than' Lackitr.. . REG I
Hrd. O! agreat deal better. Not that~thers is'fo
much in the name neither. But, I don’t krow, there
is-fomething ; I fhouldlike mightily to be called Mis.
. Weldon, - : N
Weld. I'm glad you like my'name. o
Wid. Of all things. But then there’s the misfor-
tune, ome cammiot ¢harige ene’s name without changing
- ene’s condition,
Weld. You hardly think it worth that, I'believe.
Wid. Think it werth what, Sir? changing my con-
dition! indeed, Sir; ¥ think it worth every thing. But
alas! Mr, Wildon, 1 have been a widow but fix weeks 3
’tis too foon to think of changing one’s condition yet :
indeed it is: pray don’t defire it of me: not but that
you may perfuade me to any thing, fooner than any
perfon in the world. - _ 4
Weld. Who, I, Mrs. Lackitt? .
Wid. Indeed you may, Mr. Welden, fooner than any
man living.  Lord, there's a great deal in faving a de- .
cency: I never minded it before : Well, I am glad you
_fpoke firft, to excufe my modefty. But, what ? medefty
means nothing, and is the virtue.of a girl, that does not
know what fhe would be at: A widow fhould be wifer.
Now I will own t0 you, (but I won’t confefs neither)
L have had a great refpe& for you a great while. I be
you pardon, Sir, and I' muft declare to.you, indeed
_ muft, if you dcfire te difpofe of all I have in the world,
in an honouruble way, which I don’t pretend to be any
way defcrving your confideration, my fortune and per-
fon,"if you won’t underftind me without telling you fo,
astboet a8 yourferviee, gadifoll anothertitmes—
. o LEnter Stanmore. Cens Lt L
~390aW. 1So5Mre.. Latkits,  yoob widgwhbodlyiweaning
a-pace ; I fee whichoWay *tis gdingom ibidn, youlre a
happy man.. The women andakeit fayduriocome home:
to  you. - M a®B K Liopg ! wibwam ol 0T
S HPeds A fiddhe of favodr, Myl Snets s T ém adohe
- wotHlar 'yoaknow i lefp iR wgrsmcdedl 66 bufinefs;
and buiinefs raft-bd Yollowedi o Rto1:'§ have feveral
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flocks aund plantations ypon myhands,, and ather things

to difpofe of, which Mr Weldon may hexe.qecafion for.
- Weld-We werogut upon #hekrink-of & bargaip, as

Yomcame Wi 0nu it vedrien saa st ¢ o
Shéni. Let m¢ drive it duforyony. 0! .
Weld. So you mutt, I believe, you or fomebody forme.
Stan. Il ftand byyew Q«;.Ismdqﬂpud mere; of thu

bufinefs than yousean qm«endso aidy )

;I’:(Ild T doax prevend Wike ~u§qmte out of ‘my way
indeed.

Stan. If the widow, gesx you te hefelf, . the wall cer-
tainly be toe hasd .for:goys: k know herof old : She
has no confcience in_a sorey;id very Few. in a bar-
gain, and wonld«circumgifg poy,to geunore of you

Weld. ds:ihis stue, Widawdd -~ -\

- Wid. -Spazk as:yqn ﬁnd) M. Faldom, -1 have oﬂ'tr’d
you very fair].:shink upon’t, .asd let me hear of you;
the fooner the better,” Mr. Weldon. . . [Exit. .

Stan. I affure you, myfriead, the’'lt gheat you if fhe can.

W.ld. ] don'tkknow that ; Rut I can cheat her, if I will,

Stan.: Cheat her| how >

Wld. 1 can many hers .and then I am fure | have
itin my- power to gjteat he:,.

Stan.Caniyou marry herp .

Weld,: Yesy ddith, fo the fays : -Her pretty perfon and

" fortune, (which, opewith the other, you know are not

contemptible) are both at my fervice.

Stan. Contemptible ! very confiderable, egad; very -
defirable 3 why fhe’s worth ten thoufand pounds, man ;
a clear eftate ;- No charge upon’t, but a boobily fon =
He indeed was to have half 5 but his father begot him,
and fhe. breads: him up not to know or have more than
fhe has a mind s0.x 7And fhe has 2 mind to fomething -

_ elfe, it feems.

Weld. Theralsagrgat dcal tobe made of tlm-—EMqﬁa

StdaoA handfome, gonnpe may be made on't; andi
adnfe!y(m ta’tby allmeabas .

Weld. To marry her! an old wanton witch ! I hate her,

3 Siba ¥ d wavarndor thay: Ees her go to the devik

foryot 1 Sbellbbhans her fonof 3 good eftate for you =

thitlaa perquifite of] & widew’s portion always. Wil
.7 Re
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Weld. 1 have a defign, and will follow her a: leal,
till I have a pennyworth of the plantation, .

Stan. I fpeak as a friend, when [advife you to marry
her, for 'tis dire@ly againft the interelt of my own Fa-
mily. - My-coufin Fack has belabour'd her a good while
that way. : o e

Weld. What! honeft Fact! I’ll not hinderhim, Pl
give over the thoughts of her.

. Stan. Be’ll make nothing on’t; fhe does not care
for him. I'm glad you have her in your power.
- Weld. 1 may be able to ferve him.

Stan. Here’s a fhip come into, the river; I was in
hopes it had been from England.

Weld. From England !

Stan. No. "I was difappointed; Ilong to fee this
handfome coufin of your’s: The picture you gave me
of her hag charm’d me. . )

Weld, You'll fee whether it has flatter’d her or no,
in a litle time. If fhe recover’d of that illnefs that
was the reaion of her ftaying behind us, I know the
will come with the firft opportunity. We fhall fee her,
or hear of her death. ‘ ’

Stan. We'll hope the beft.  The fhips from Exgland
are expeled every day. '

Weld. What thip is this 2 . -

Stan. A rover, a buccaneer, a trader in flaves:
That’s the commodity we deal in, you know. If you
Bave a cariofity to fee our manner of marketing, I’ll
wait upon vou.

Wely. W\l take my filter with ug.— [Bxeunt.

‘ S C ENE, 4 open Place.
_Enter Lieutenant-Governor and Blandford.,
Gow. There’s o refiing your fortung; qu;dﬁxd ;
you draw a:l the prizes.. Vsorng bk 0 o
Bland. T draw for our lord governor ; you knowhis
> fortune favours me. h N EY Ty
Gow. I grudge him nothing. this time ~but: if. for-
tune had favour’d me in the'}gﬁ {a Efg‘b&’fair flave had
- been mive; Clemene had beegmine. gy
. : . ' ) ' B/M&
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" Bland. Are you fiill in love with-her ?
Gov. Every day more in love with her?

Enrer Capt Driver, teazed and pulled absut by Widow
Lackitt, and feveral Planters., Enter, at azosher Door,
Weldon, Lucy, and Stanmore.

‘Wid. Here have I fix flaves in my lot, and not a
man among them ; all women and children ; what can
1 do with ’em, Captain? Pray confider I am a woman
myfelf, and can’t get my own flaves, as fome of ny
neighbours do. - ;

1 Plant. 1 have all men in mine : Pray, Captain,
let the men and women be mingled together, for pro-

_creation fake, and the good of the plantation,

2d Plant. Ay, ay, aman and a woman, Captain, for
the geod of the plantation. T

Cayr. Let them mingle together, aid be damn'd,
what care 1 ? would you have me a pimp for the good
-of the plantation ? C .

1/# Plant. [ am a conftant cuftomer, Captain.

#id. 1 am always ready. money to you, Captain.

1/? Plant. For that matter, mittrefs, my money is as
-ready as yours,” - : .

Wid. Pray hear me, Captain,

Cap'. Look you, I have done my part by you; I
have brought the: number of flaves I bargain’d for; if’

~ your lots have not pleas’d you, you muft draw again
amcng yourfelves, *

3d Plznr. 1 am contented w'th my lot. -~

4'b Plant. Fam very well faticfied.

3d Plant. We'll have no diawing again.

Cupt. Do'you hear, miilrefs ? you may hold your
tongue,: -For my part [ .expeft-my money. .

#id. Captain, nobody queftions or {cruples the
paymwent: bt wor't hold my tongue ; 7tis too much
to pray and pay too: One may fpeak for one’s own'F

shopesia w0/ v L '

" Capt. Well, what would you fay ?
© I, Wy B mBEe dhan Ican make ogt.

. arQiph, Obe#ith-itthen s T T o
' Wid. 1fay thingsHavé not beeii ‘fo fair carried as
RN they

M
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they might have been. How do I know but'you have
juggled together in my abfence? You drew the lots

o before I came, I'm fure.

Capt. That's your own fault, miltrefs, you might
have come fooner. : ‘
Wid. Then here’s a prince, as they fay, among the
flaves, and you fet him down to go as a common maa.
Capt. Have.you & mind to try what a man he is 2.
You’ll find him no more than a common man, at your
bufinefs. , : . . :
Wid. Sir, you're a fcurvy fellow to talk at this rate
to me. If my hafband were alive, gadfbodykins you
would not ufe me fo. » :
Capt. Right, miftrefs, I would not ufe you at alt.
Wid. Notufe soe! your betters every inch of you. I
would have yow to.know, would be glad to ufe me, fir-
rah. Marry come up here, who are you I trow ? Youw
begin to think yourfclf a Captain, forfooth, becaufe we
cal% you fo. You forget yourfelf as faft as you can; but
I remember you; I know you fos a pitiiul paltry fellow
as you are, zn upflart to profperity ; one that is but
juft come acquainted with cleanlinefs, and that never
faw five fhillings of your own without deferving to be
hang’d for 'em. - :
Gov. She has given youa broadfide, Captaiw; you’ll
ftand up to her. L o .
Capts- Hang her, ¢ ftink-pot,” I'll come no hearer.
Wid. By this good light it would make a womas do
a thing fhe never defigned; many again, though fhe
were fure to repent it, and be revenged of fuch a—
F. Stan. What's the matter, Mrs. Lackirs, can I ferve -
ou . ’ T . N
Y Wid, No, no, you.csn’tferve me: You are for fers
ving yourfelf, ’'m fure, Piay go about your bufinefs;:}
have none for you: You know, I havemold lyou.fo.
Lord! how can you be fo tromblefome 5 snayy {6 uncon«
fcionable, to think that every riok!widowsrinuft thraw
herfelf away upon‘a young fellowmghat has nothing.2. -
. Stan. Fack, you age.aniwerid;, Isfuppofesii | . ..
. J» Stan. T’ll have angtber plackiataber.il'n ¢ o o
[T ) - ) Wid.
3.
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th Mr. Weldony I am a little oue of order ; tbut

fray bring your fifter to dine with me. Gad’s my life,.
m out of all patience with that pi-iful fellow: My |

flefh rifes at him; I can’t flay in the place where he

is. wiExit;

Bland. Captam, you have ufed the widow very fa-
miliarly. -

Capt. This is my way ; I have no defign, and there-.
fore am not over civil. If fhe had ever a handfome
daughter to wheedle her out of; or 1f I could make
any thing of her booby fon—

#eld. I may improve that hint, and make fomething
of him. s [Afide.

sv. She’s very rich.

" Capt. I'm rich myfelf. She has nothing that I
want ; I have no leaks to flop. Old women are for-
tune-menders I have madea %:,od voyage, and would
reap the fruits of my labour.. - We plow the deep, my
mafters, but our harveft is on fhore. I am for a young
woman.

Stan. Look about, Captain, there’s' one ripe, and
ready for the fickle.

Capt. A woman indeed : lwnll be acquainted with
her: Who is the?
© Weld. My fifter, Sir.

Capr. Would I were a-kin to her: If fhe were my
fifter, fhe fhould never go out of the family, What fay
you, miftrefs ? You expeé& Ifhould marry you, I fuppofe?

Luc. kthan’t be dxlappomted if you don’t.

[Turning away.

Wold, She won’t brenk her heart, Sir.

Capt. But I mean [Folloaring ber.

W eldorind I ofean — [Going detaveen bim and Lucy]
That you miutt:vot think of her thhout marryxng

Capas 1 meanfoutoo. ¢ -

Weld. Wiy khen :your"ineanmg s out..

Qn;ul Yodire~erny (hért. o :

Weldl 2k aidhi grow; amd Bi-tallor for you., - a

Capt. 1 thatk-ggowiahgry; amd fwear. i :

Weld. Yow'll adcb wﬁlh then; - e

R - Capte
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Capt. 1 don’t well know whether he defighs to af-
front me or no. - ‘

Stan. No, no, he’s a little familiar; ’tis his way.

Capr. Say youfo? nay, 1 ¢in be as familiar ashe, if
. that be it. Well, Sir, look upon me full. What fay

ou? how do you like nie for a brother-in-law #+ %

Weld, Why yes, faith, you’il do- my bufinefs; [turn-
ing bun about] if we can agree abouat my fitter’s.

Capt. 1 don’t’know whether your fiter will like me
or not: I can’t fay much to her;. but I have mcney
enough : And if you are her brother, as you feem to be
a-kin to her, I know that will recommend me to you.

Weld. This is your market for flaves; my filter is a
free woman, and muft not be di‘pofed of in public.:
You fhall be welcome to my houfe, if you pleafe : and,
upon better acquaintance, if my fifter likes you, and I
liEe your offers —

C.pt. Very well, Sir, I'll come and fee her.

Gow. Where are the flaves, Caprain'? they are long .
a-coming, ’ v

Bland. And who is this prince that’s fall’n to my lot
for the lord governor? Let me know foriiéthing of him,
that I may treat him accordingly : Whyis he?

Capt. He’s the devil of a teilow, T'cantell you ? a
prince every inch of him : You have paid dear.enough
for him for all the good he’l! do you': |-was - forc’d to
clap him in irons, and did not think the:fbip fate nei:
ther. You are in hofiilitv with the Indians, they fay;

“they threaten you daily : You had beft liave'an eye up-
on him, ~ : . .

B'and. But who is he? I

Giw. And how do you kpow him to be a prince ?

Capr. Eee is fon and he r to the great king of Angola,
a mifchievous monarch in thofe parts, who, by his good
will, would never let any of his neighbours be in quiet.
This forr was his general, a plapuy fighting fellow. 1T
have forme:rly had dealings with>him for flaves, which
he took prifoners, and have got pretty roundly by him.
But the wars being at'an‘énd, and nothing more to be
got by the trade of that country, I thade bold to bring
the prince along with me, ‘

. Gow.
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Gow. How could you do that ? . o

Bl.and. What! fleal a prince out of his own country {,

impofible ! : B L
.- Capr. "Twas hard indeed; but I did i¢. You muft
know this Oroonoko-

Bland. Is that his name 2

Capr. Ay, Oroonoko.

-Gov. Oreonoho.

- Qapt. Is natarally inquifitive about the men and man-
ners of the white nations. B caufe [ could give him
fome account of the other parts of the world, I grew
very much into his favour : Ia return of fo greatan ho-
nour, you know, I could do no lefs, upon my coming
away, than invite him on board me. Never baving been
in a thip, he appointed his time, and I prepared my en-
. tertainment, He came the next evening, as privateas he
could, with about fome twenty along with him. The
punch went round ; and as many of his attcndants as
would be dangerous, I fent dead drunk-on fhore ; the
, xeft we fecured ; and {o you have the prince Oroonoko.

12 Plant. Gad-a-mercy, Captain, there you were
with-him, i’faith.

2d Plant. Such men as you are fit to be employed in
public affairs : The plantation will thrive by you.

3d Plant. Indultry ought to be en ouraged.

Capt. There’s nothing done without it, boys. Ihave
made my fortune this way. :

Bland. Unheard of villainy !

Stan. Barbarous treachery !

,Bland. They applaul him foi’t.

Gov. Rut, Captain. methir.ks you have taken a great
deal of pains for this prince Croonsbo; why did you part
with him at the common rate of {laves?

Capr. Why, Licutznant-Sovernor, DI tel! vou, I
did defign to carry him.to Enz/nad, t0 have fhow’d him
th re; bu: I found him troublcfome upen my hands,
and P’m glad I’m rid of him——Oh; oh, hark, they
come.. ’ " .

Black Slazves, Men, Weomen, and Children, pafs acrofs the -

Scage by twwe ani twes: Aboan, and otlers of ()rﬁlo’-

: noke’s.
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noko’s Ariendants, two and two : Oroonoko-la/? ¢f all
in Chains.
Luc. Are a'l thefe wretches flaves ?
Sian. All fold, they and their polterity, all flaves.
Luc. 'O miferable fortune ! )
Bland. Molt of them know no better; they were
born fo, and only chang= their mafters. But a prince,
born only to command, betray’d and fold! my heart
drops blced for him. .
B Capt. Now, Governor, he.e he comes, pray obferve
im. .
Oro. So, Sir, you have kept your word with me ?
Capt. Iam a better Chriitian, I thank you, than
to keep it with a Heathen.
Oro. You are a Chriftian; be a Chriftian ftill ;
If you have any God that teaches you
To break your word, I need not curfe you more :
Let him cheat you, as you are falfe to me,
You faithful followers of my better fortune,,
We have been fellow-foldicrs in the field; . - i .
o [Embracing bis friends.
Now we are fellow-flaves. This lait farewel,
Be fure of one thing that.will comfort us, . .-
Whatever world we are next thrown ugon
Cannot be worfe than this. R U I
[ Al flaves go off but Oroonoko.
Capt. You fee what a bloody Pagap he is, Governor ;
but I'took care that none of his follpwers fhould.bg in the
fam~ ot with Lim, for fear they fhould updertake fome -
dcfperate aion, to the dauger of the coleny,s,: . -
Oro. Live flill in fear; it is the willain’s qurfe, -

And will revenge my chains ; fear.cven maey: .=~
Who have no power to hurt thee. . Naturgmbhors,
And drives thee out from the {ogjety > )

And commerce of mankind, for breach of faith. -
Men live and profper but ig mutusal trefly. ~; - - .
A confidence of 6ne another’s,truth: |
‘That thou hatt violated. I have donei; i) . |
I know my fortune, and fubmit to ir.” . - -
Gowv. Sir, I'am forry for, yous fertune, and weuld

helpiy,-if Icould.. . .. = . .. Coe
) Bland.

o \
.

.-
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Bland, Take off his chaing. You kmow your condi-
tion; but you are fal'en into honourable hands: You
" are the Lord Governor’s flave, who will ufe you nobly :

In his abfenee it fhall be my care to ferve you
[Blandford applying to bim.

Ora. I hear you, But I can believe no more.

Gow! Captain, I'm afraid- the world wont fpeak fo
honourable of this attion of yours, as"you would have
them.

Capt. I have the money, let the world fpeak and be
damn’d, I care not.

Oro. I would forget myfelf Be fatisfied [70 Blud.
Tam above the rank of common flavés.
Let that content you. The Chriftian there that knows me,
For his own fake will not difcover more. -~ -

Capt. 1 have other matters-to mind. You have him,
and much good may do you with your pririce.  [Exit.
Tbe Planters pulling an. ﬁumx at Ofoonoko.

Bland. What wbuld you have there ? ‘you flaré as if
7oa never faw 8 man beforc. Stand fa

[Turns em away.
Oro. Let ’m ﬁme on. . :
I am unfortanase; but not atham’d
Of being fo. ‘No, letthe guilty blufh,
The white man that betray’d me. Honeft black
Difdains to change its.colour. <I am ready :
Where muft 1 go? Difpofe me as you plcife ;
I am not well acquainted with my fortune, *
But muft learn to know it better : So I know, you fay,’
- Degrees make all things eafy.
land.” All thmgs fhall be eafy. '
Oro. Tear off this pomp, and let me know myfel"
The flavith habit beft becon es me now.
Hard fate, and whips, and chains may overpow o
The frailer fieh, and bow my body down :
Bat there’s anothé¥; ' nobler part ot me,
_Out of your reach, which you can never tame. -
Bland. You fhall find nothing dfthis wretchednels
You apprehend. We are'tiot mortters all.
You feem unwilling to difclofe yourfeif:
Therefore, for fear the mentioning your name -
. Should
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Should give you new difquicts, T prefume
To call you Cefar. '

O-0. I am myfIf; but call me what you pleafe.

Stan. A very good name Cizfar, :
" Gow. And very fit for his charatter.

Oro.” Was Czfar then a flave? -

G.w. I think he was;, to pirates too ? he was a great
conqueror, but unfortunate 1a his friends——

Oro. His friends were Chriftians 2 :

Bland. No. .

Oro. No! that's Rrange.

Gow. And murder’d by ’em.

Oro. I would be Cz/ar theay Yet I will live.

Bland. Live to be happier.

Oro. Do what you will with me.

Bland, T will wait upon you, attend, and ferve yob.

' [ Exit awith Oroonoko.

Luc. Well, if the Captain had brought this Prince’s
country along with him, and would. make me queen of
it, I would not have him, after doing fo bafe a thing.

Weld. He’s a man to thrive in the world, fifter :
He’ll make you the better jointure.

Luc. Hang him, nothing can profper with him.

Stan. Enquire into the great eftates, and you’ll find
moft of them depend upon the fame titje of honefty :
The men who raifle ’em firft are much of ‘the Captain’s
principles. | ' |

Weld. Ay, ay, as you fay, let him be damn’d for the
good of his family. Come, fifter, we are invited to
dinner. , .

Gov. Stanmore, you dine with me. - [Exeunt.

ACT IL - 4

§ CE N F, Widow Lackitt’s Houf, |

Enter Widow Lackitt and Weldon, .~

Weld. "I"‘HIS is {o greata fa\;oﬁ’

. to receive it.
Wid. O dear Sir ! you know how %) receive, and how’
o,

. r o~> ". N Al N
r, I don’t know how

-
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to return a favour as well as a4ny body, I don't doubt it:
*T'is rot the firft you have had from our fex, 1 fuppofe.

Weld. But this is fo unexpetled.

Wid. Lord, how can you fay fo, Mr. Weldon ? [
won't ‘believe you. Don’t I know you handfome
gentlemen expet every thing a woman can do for you?
and by my troth you’re in the right on’t. [ think one
can't do too much for a handfome gentleman ;_ and fo
you fhall find it. '

Weld. 1 thall never have fuch an offer again, that’s
<ertain { What fhall I do? I am mightily divided—

: [Pretending a concern.

Wid. Divided: O dear, I hope not fo, Sir: If I
marry, truly I expe& to have you to myfelf.

Weid. There's no danger of that, Mrs. Lackitt. Iam
divided in my thoughts : My father upon his deathbed
obliged me to fee my fifter difpofed of, before I mariied

myfelf. ’Tis that fticks upon me, ‘They fay, indeed,
* promifes are to be broken or kept ; and I know ’tis a
foolith thing to be tied to a promife ; but I can’t help
it. Idon’t know how to get rid of it. '

wid. Is that all?

Weld. 'All in all to me. The commands “of a dying
father, you know, ought to be obey’d.

Wid. Andfo they may. . .

- Weld. Impofiible to do me any good.

wid. They fban’t be your hindrance. You woun’d
have a hufband for your fifter, you fay: He mutt be
very well to pafs too in the world, I fuppofe.

Weld. 1 would not throw her away.

#id. Then marry her out of hand to the fea-cap-
tain yon were {peaking.of..

Weld. 1 was thinking of him, but ’tis to no pur-
pofe; fhe hates him. ™+ . -

- " Wid. Does, fbe hate. him? nay, ’tis no matter, an.
impudent tafcal as he’is, T would not advife her to
marry him. 1o/ R it ‘

Weld. Can you think of pobody el’e?

" Wid, Letmhefee. 7 ' :
Weld,

T
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Weld. Ay, pray do, I fhould be loth to part with my
good fortunein you for- fo {mali a matter as a fifter :
But vou find-how it is with me. : :

Wid. Well-remember'd, i’faith': Well, if I thought
you would like of it, I have a,bufband for her: What
do you think ef my fonl. . . - . - -

Weld. You don't think of it yourfelf. ,

Wid. 1 proteft but L do: Iam in-earneft, if you are,
he fhail marry her withio this balf hour, if. you'll give

our confent to it. . S

W.d. 1give my confent! I'll anfwer for my fifter,
fhe (hall bave him: You may be fure I fhall be glad to
get over the difficulty. ‘

Wid. No more ta be faid then, that difficulty is over:
But I vow and fwear you frighten’d me, Mr. Weldox.
. If I had not had a fon now for your fifter, what muftI
have done, do you think.? Were not you an ill-natur'd
thing to boggle at a promife ? I could break twensy for

ou. ‘ . :
y; Weld. 1 am the more obliged to you; but this fon
will fave all. - ‘
Wid. He's in the houfe ; I’ll go and bring him my-
Kelf. [Gaing.] You would do well to break the bufinefs
- “to your fifter. She’s within, I’ll fend her to you—~

. [Going again, comes bask.

Weld. Pray do. . RS
Wid. But d’you hear? perhaps fhe may ftand upon her
maidenly bebaviour, and blufh, and play the fool, and
delay : But don’t-be anfwer’d fo: What! fhe i$ not a
‘girl at thefo years : Shew your authority, and tell her
* roundly, fhe muft be married immediately. I'll manage
my fon, I warrant you [Gets out -in bafie.
Weld. The widow’s in hafte, I fee : I thoughtI had
laid a rub in the road, about my fifter: But fhe has
ftepp'd over that. She’s making way for herfelf as faft
as S\e can; but little thinks where fhe.is gaing : Icould
+tell her the is going to play the fool: But peeple don't
love to hear of their faults: Befides, that is not my bu-
finefs at prefent. e e

: Enter Lucy.: B
So, fifter, I have a hufband for you——— »
. Luc.
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Luc. With all my heart. I don’t know what con-
. finement.marriage may be to the men, but I'm fure the
women have no liberty without it, I'm for ary thin
that will deliver me from the care of a reputation, whidgx
-1 begin to find impefible to preferve, :

Weld. Pll eafe you of that care : You muft be married
immediately, :

Luc. The fooner the better} forT am quite tir'd of
fetting up for a hufband. Therwidow’s fooiith fdn is

. the man, I fuppofe. '

Weld. 1 confider’d your conftitution, fifter ; and, find-
ing you would have occafion for a fool, I have providéd
accordingly. e T

‘Lu:. 1 don’t know what-occafion I may have for a ,
fool when I'm married ; but I find“féne but fools have
-occafion to marry. : s '

HVeld. Since he is to be a fool then; IMhought it better
-for you 0 have one-of his ather’s making than your
.own; ’twill fave you the troable. .

Luc [ thank yous you take a great deal of pains for
me; but pray tell me what you are doing for youtfelf
all this while ? B :

Weld.  You are neveptrue W your own fecrets, and
therefoge I won’t truft you with mine  Only remember
this, I am your eldeft fifter, and, confequently, laying
my breeches afide, have as much occafion for a hufband
as youcan have. ' I'have'a -an in my eye, be fatisfy’d.

. Enter Widow Lackit, with ber fon Daniel, !

Mid. Come [Iaiiel, held up thy head; child; look
like’a man: You muft not take itas you have dones
Gad’sany life ! there’s'nothing to be done with twirling
-your hat, man, T

Dan. Why mother, what’s.to be done then ?

wid Why, look me ih the face, and mind what'I
fay to you. . . :

Dan. Niarry, who’s the fool then # What fhall T get
‘by minding what you fay to me ?

Wid, Mis. Lucy, the boy is bafhful, don’t difcourage
him; pray come alittle forward, and let him falute you,
, " [Going betaween Lucy and Daxiiel.

. - LalUCo
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Luc. A fine hufband I am to have truly. [To Weldon.
Wid. Come Daniel, you muft be acquainted with this
gentlewoman. ‘

Dan. Nay I’'m not proud, that is not my fault: I am
prefently acquainted when I know the company; but,
this gentlewoman is a firanger to me.

Wid. She is your miftrefs, I have fpoke a good word
for you ; make her a bow, and go and kifs her.

{2an. Kifs her! have a care what you fay ; I warrant
fhe fcorns your woids. Such fine folks are not us’d to
be flopp’d and kils’d. Do you think I don’t know
that, mother! ' ) '

Wid. Try her, try her man : [Daniel dows, fZe thrufts . |
bim forward] Why that's well done; go nearer her. .

Dan. 1s the devil in the woman ? Why -fo I can go
nearer her, if you would let a body alone. [70 bis Mo-
ther.] Cry your mercy, fcrfooth ; my mother is always
fhaming one before company ; fhe would have me as
unmannerly as herfelf, and offer to kifs you. [7% Lucy.

Weld. Why won’t you kifs her ?

Dan. Why, pray may L.

Wweld. Kifs her, kifs her man.

. Dan. Marry, and I will § [Kiffs ber.] gadfooks, the
kiffes rarely : An’ pleafe you, miftrefs, and fe€ing my
mother will have it fo, I don’t much care if I kifs you
again,- forfooth. : [Kiffés ber again.
~ Lue. Well, how do yus like me now ? :

Dan. Like you? marry I don’t know, you have be-
witched me,.l think : I was never fo in my born days
before.

W:d. You muft marry this fine woman, Daniel.

Dan. Hey day! marry her ! I was never‘married in
all my life. What muft I do with her then, mother?

Wid. You muft live with her, eat and .drink with
her, go to bed with her, and fleep with her.

Dan. Nay, marry, if I muft go to bed with her; I fhall
never fleep, that’s certain ; fhe’ll break me of my reft,
quite and clean, I tell you before hand.. As for eatin
and drinking with her, why I have a good ftomach, ang
can Elay my part in any company. Buthow do you
think I can go to bed to a woman I don’t know ?

Weld,




O R OONUOIKO g

-Weld. You fhall know her better..

Dan. Say you fo, Sir?

Weld. Kifuyo her again. {Daniel iffs Lucy.

+~: Dan. Nay, kifing I find will make us prefemly
. tc(}uainted. Wwe'll %teal into a corner to pradtice &
little, and then I fhall be able to do any thing,

Weld. The young man mends a-pace,

Wid, Pray don’t baulk him.

Dan. Mother, mother, if you’ll ftay in the room

- by me, and promife not to leave me, I don’t care for
once if I ventare to go to bed with her.

Wid. There’s a good ¢hild, go in and put on thy
beft cloaths ; pluck. up a fpirit, I'll flay in the room
by thee. She won’t hutt thee, I warrant thees

Dan. Nay, as to that matter, I am not afraid of her
I'll give her as good as fhe brings. I have a Rowland

. for her Oliver, and fo thou may tell her. [ Exite

Wid, Mrs. Luciay we fhan't. fay for you : You aré
in readinefs I fuppofe.

" Weld. She is always ready to do what I would have
her, I muft fay that for my fifter. - .

Wid. *Twill be her own another day; Mr. #eldony
we’ll marry ’em out of hand, and then——

Weld. And then, Mrs. Lackitz; look to yourfelf——

. [E:mmh
, _ Enter Oroonoko and Blandford.
¢ Oro. You grant I have good reafon to fufpe&
¢ All the profeffiotis you can make to me.
¢ Bland. Indeed you have. . ] )
¢ Ore. The dog that fold me did profefs as muck
¢ As you can do=but yet, I know not why=—=
¢« Whether it is becaufe I’m fall’n fo low, -
¢« And have no more to fear—that is not it:
¢ I am 2a flave no longer than I pleafe.
* *Tis fomething nobler—being juft myfelf,
¢ I am inclining to think others fo
.¢ *Tis that prevails upon me to believe you:
¢ Bland. You mhy believe me,
- ¢ Qrov T do believe you. :
[ B B ¢ Fl'om

-
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¢ From what I know of 'you, yow are no fool :
¢ Fools only are the knaves, and live by tricks:
¢ Wife men may thrive without ’em, and be honett.

¢ Bland. They won’t all take your counfel. [ Afde.”

Oro. ¢ You know my flory, ard’ you fay you are
A friend to my misfortunes : That’s 2 name '
Will teach you. what yeu owe yourfelf. and me..

Bland. Dl ftudy to deferve to be your friend.-
When once our noble governor arrives,

With him you will not need my intereft :

He is too generous not to feel your wrengs.

Bat be aflur’d [ will employ my ﬁw’r,

And find the means to fend you home again.

" Ore. I thank you, Sir.—My honeil, metche% ;'rie;ds!
rghing.

Their chains are heavy: They have hardly found

So kind a mafter. May I atk yow, Sir, - ;

What is become of them : Perhaps I fheuld not

You will forgive a ftranger. .

Bland. Fli enquire. .
And ufe my beft endeavours, where they are, -
‘Ko haye ’em gently tsd. C

Oro. Orce more I thank you.

You offer every cordia} that can keep

My hopes alive, -to wait a better day.

What triendly care can do, you have apply’d:
But oh! I have a grief admits no-cure.

Bland. You do not know, Sir——

Oro. Can you raife the.dead ?

Purfue and overtake the wings of Time ?
And brisg about again the hours, the days, -
The years that made me happy ? .

‘Bland. Thatis not to be done,

Oro. No, there is nothing to be done for me. -

: . [Kneeling and ﬁg‘ﬁn{ the earth.
Thou God ador’d ! theu ever-glorious fun? =~
If the be yet ou earth, fend me abeam .. .
Of thy all-feeing pow’s to light me to her:
Or, if thy fifter goddefs has preferr'd
Her boauty to the fkies, to'be a ftar ; L

O tell
- I '

/
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O tell me where fhe fhines, that I may fland
Whole nights, and gaze upon hef.
Bland. 1 am rude, and interrupt you.
. Oro. I am troubleforie: =
But pray give'me your pardon. My fwolPn heart
Burft out. its paflage, and I mult complain. ‘
O! can you think of nothing dearer to me ?
Dearer than liberty, my country, friends,
Much dearer than my life, that I have loft
The tend’rek beft belov’d, and loving wife.
Bland. Alas! I pity you.
Oro. Do pity me: .
Pity’s a-kin to love; and every thonght &
Of that foft kind is welcome to my l%u! '
I would be pity’d here.
Bland. 1 dare not afk
More than yau pleafe to tell me : But, if you
Think it convenient to let me know
Your ftory, I dare promifé you to bear -
A part in yourdiftrefs, if not aflift yoa. ° L
Qro. Thou honeft-hearted man ' I wanted fuck,
Juft fuch a friend as thou art, that would fit
Still as the night, and let me talk whole days
Of my Imoénda. Q! I’ll tell thee all
From firft to laft 5 and pray obferve me well.
Bland. 1'will moft heedfully.
Oro. There was a firanger in my father’s court,

. Valu’d and honour’d much : He was a white,
The firft I ever faw of your complexion. ‘
He chang’d his God for ours, and fo grew greats - °
Of many virtves, and fo fam’d inarms, = =
He ftill commanded all my father”s wars;
1.was bred under him. -One fatal day,

The armies joining, he before me ftepp’d.
Receiving in his breaft a poifon’d dart- - -
Tsevel’d at me ; he dy’d within my arms.

© I've.ti’d you already, . ¢ - - - T

 Bleads Pray;goom, ' .00 L

Ora.- He left an only daughter, wHom ke brought, *
A infant to Angola. - Whenlcame -~ - -~ - &

A . B2 Back

.
. r

i
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Back to the Court, a happy conquerer,
Humanity oblig’d me o ‘condole

-With this fad virgin for a fath«s’s lofs, -
* Loft for my fafety. I prefented her: ..

With all che {flaves of battle. to atone
Her fath r's ghoft.  But, when Ifaw her face,
And heard her (peak, [ offer’d-up myfelf
To be the facrifice. She bow’d and blulh’d :
1 wonder’d and ador’d. ‘The facred pow’r,
‘That had fubdu’d me, then infpir’d my tongue,
Inclin’d her heart, and all pur talk was lové. .
Bland. Then you were happy.
Oro. O! "I was t00 bappy:
I marry’d her: Awnd, though my country’s cuﬁom
Tndulg’d the privilege of many wives,

1 fwore myfelf never to know but her.

She grew with child; and I grew happier ﬁlll.
O my Imoisda! But it conlclg not lad.

Her fatal beauty reach’d my father’s ears :

He fent for her to.court, where, curfed eourt'

No woman comes but for his amorous ude, - -~

He raging to poffefs her, fhe was forc’d - ’
To ows’ gerfelf my wife. Theforiousking - *
Starged at inceft; but, .grown dcfperate,

. Not daring to enjoy what he.defild) - - R

In mad revenge (whith I conld never lehm)
He poifon’d beg, :oréens her far,. far off, -
Far from my hopes ever to fee her more. :
#d.:Maft barharous of fathers ! the fad ta!c
Has fruck me.dumb wuh mndau . f
Oro. I have sdone: ™ 7 gt

» I trouhlc;m,no .fanbct 3 ,Now md then» s

A figh will have itsway : That thallbe alf, . co: i
L Ley Mseanmore,vlma\ S I STU R

Stan. Blamiﬁrd the- Licatenanesloviernoris 'gone
0 your plamavios: whedehics  yiny wowld bring d\c
Royal Slave with you._ Thefighs of{risYair mifirefs,

. he fa 8 mameuumnmutu pmmevhe would

sfﬁnl ofherict il ym (lm LA A 1Y
mﬂ'y Ishea love: !

ara 5 & . Blasd,



OROONOK O 29

" Bland. So he fays himfelf: He flatters. a beautiful
flave that I have, and calls her mittrefs. ,
.Oro. Mult he then flatter her to call her miftrefs 2
I pity the proud man, who thinks himfelf .
Above being in love: What, tho’ fhe be a flave,
She may deferve him. ) .
Bland. You fhall judge of that when you fee her, Sif.
Oro. 1 go with yeu. -~ . . [Exeunt.

8§ C E :‘NYE, a P,I'Watio.a. '
_Lieut. Governor following Imoinda.

Gow. 1.have ditturb’d you, I confefs my faults,

My fair Clemene ; ¢ bat begin agaia,’ :
_* And [ will litten to yoar mournful fong,

¢ Sweet as the foft conplaining nightingale’s.

¢ While every note calls out my trembling foul,

¢ And leaves me fileat, as the midnight groves,
“¢.Only to fhelter you;' fing, fing again,

And det.me wonder at the ‘many ways

You have to ravilh me,

Imo. OIcan weep - ,
Enough for you and me, if that will pleafe you. .
Gov. You muft not. weep: I come to dry your tears,

And raife you from yourforrow. Look uponme:

¢ Look- with the eyes of kind indulging love,

¢ That I may have full caufe for what I fay:’

I came to offer yan your liberty, ' :

And be myfelf theflave. You turn away: [ Following ber.

But every thing become you., I may take

"This pretty hand : I know your modefty

Would draw it back : But you woald take it ill -

If I thould let it go, I know ye wou’d.

You fhall be gently forc’d to pleafe yourfelf ;

sEhat you will thack me for. :
wr.: [8be frugples, and gess ber band from bim, shen
vie i o nsbewffers te kifs ber. v

‘Nayy ifiyowdlnuggle with me, I moft ake— = -
me. You may my life, that I can part with freely.
S B [Exi.

e . B3 “Enter

3
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Enter Blandford, Stanmore, and Oroonoko.

Bland. So, Governor, we don’t difturb you, I hope :
Your miftrefs has left you: You were making love s .
She's.thankful for the honour, I fappofe.

Gow, Quite infenfible to all I fay, and do:

When I fpeak to her, fhe fighs, or weeps,
But never anfwers me as I would have her.

Stan. There’s fomething nearer than her flavery, that
touches her.

Bland, What do her fellow flaves fay of her? can’t
they find the caufe? .

Gov. Some of them, who pretend to be wifer than
the reff, and hate her, I éappofe for being us’d better
than they are, will needs have it thar fhe 1s with child.

Bland, Poor wretch ! if it be fo, 1 pity her:

She has loft a hufband, that perhaps was dear
To her, and then you cannot blame her.
Oro, 1f.it be fo, indeed you cannot blame her.

) [Slgbi’éo

\

Gow. No, no, jtisnetfo: I it be fo,
¥ mauft ftill love her: And, defiring #ifi, :
I muft enjoy her. -

Blawd. Try what you cando with fair means, and
.weloome. :

Gow. L1l giwe you ten flaves for her. L

Bland. ¥You kuow e is eur Lord ‘Governor’s ¢ Bnt;, .
if I could difpefe of her, I would not now, cfpecially
to you. . . )
+Gpw. Why not té me § : ’ -

Bland. 1 mean againft her will. You are in love

_ with her; ) B
And wel all know what your defires would have; ~ -
Love flops at nething but poffeflion.

¢ Were the within. yoer pow’r,  you do not know

¢ How foon you would be tempted to forget
# 'The namve of the'deed, and, may be, a&k

¢ A violence, you after would repent.’ i

Oro. *Tis gadlike in you to prote@ the weak’.

‘Gow. Fie, fie, 1 wéuld not $orce her. Tho” fhe be
A flave, her mind is free, and fhould confent,
e ‘ . o".
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Oro. Sach honour will engage her to confent :
And then, if you're in love, the's worth the having,
Shall we not fee the wonder ? .

Gow. Have a care;

You have a heart, and fhe has conqu’ring eyes.

Oro. I have a heart; bat, if it cauld be falfe
To my firft vows, ever to love agaia,

Thefe honeft hands fthould tear it from my breift,
And throw the trador from me. O! Imoinda !
Living or dead, I can be only thine.

Bland. Imsinda was his wife : She’s either dead,
Or living, dead to him; forc’d from his arms
By an inhuman father. Another time
DIl el you all. - [To the Gov. and Stan.

Stan. Hark! the flaves have done their work ;
And now, begius their evening merriment.

Bland. The men are all in love with fair Clesene
As much as you are: And the women hate ker,
From an inftin& of natural jealoufy. o
They fing, and dance, and try thei> [itele tricks
To entertain her, and divert her {adnefs.

May be fhe is among them: Shatl we fec? [ Exeunt.

The SCENE drawn foews the Slaves, Men, Women,
and Children, upon the Groxnd ; femt rift and dance.

cASONG by a-BOY..

N A Lafs there lives upon the green,
) ¢ Could-I her pilture draw ;
¢ A brighter nympb was never fein,
¢ That looks, and reigns a litile queen, <
¢ And keeps the fwains in awe. o

A 1L
¢ Her eyes are Cupid’s darts and wings,
¢ Her aye-brows are his bow : -
¢ Her filken bair. the filver firings,
¢ Which fure and favift defirulion brings
¢ To all 1he world below.
- B 4 nIo #
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"4A SONG by a MAN.

. BR:‘gbt C ynthia"; ,oo:zjm-' ‘di'viacfj greats
< “Hbut bedrt is not obeying # -
¢ 4 thoufand Cupids: on ber wait, =
¢ 4ud in btr spus_are playing.
- H
¢ She feems the queen of live to reign
¢ For fbe alone difpenfes !
¢ Suck fweets, as beft can entertain,
¢ The gufp of all the fenfes.
¢ Her face a :W;,' r;/pcﬂ brings . _
¢ H{r breath gives lilxy-blrﬁ:; S U
8 I bear an angel when fhe fingsy
¢ Ard 1afle of Heav'n:in kiffs. -
v, . 3
¢ Foar fenfis thus fbe feafts avith joy,
¢ From Nature’s richeft treafures
$ Let me the other fenfe emplay, B
¢ And 1 fhall die with pleafure.’
During the Ente‘ri’aiinimf, the’ Goqu'qﬁgy_, ‘B‘lanjdford.'
Stanmore, Oroonoko, enter'as Spelators’; that ended,
Captain Driver, Jack Stanmore, and fweral Plant-
ers, enter awith their fwords dtaadey T Drum beats.
hat A :nftxf\n Y4 bell rings.
Capr. Where aré jou,’ Goyerfol? Wake What batte
© O yowcan 0ot RERNS R OOCT
To fave yourfelf and thé v}hdle’ colony. . .
I bia—)ehl ring (he beu. l.‘;- BT RERE R R P R Gw
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Gov. What’s the matter ? :

7. Stan. The Indians are come down upon us; they
have plundered fome of the plantations -already, and

- are marching this way as faft as they can.

Gov. What can we do againft them

Bland. We fhall be able to make a ftand, till more
planters come into us,

F. Stan. There are a great many more withoat, if
you would fhew yourfelf, and put us in order.

Gov. There’s no danger of the white flaves, they’ll
not ftir.  Blandford and Stanmore, come you along with
me. Some of you ftay here to look after the black flaves.

: [ 4/ go out but the Captain and {x Planters,
awbo all at-once feize Oroonoko.

12 Plant. Ay, ay, let us alone.

Capt. In the firft place, we fecure you, Sir,

As an enemy to the government.
" . Oro. Are you there, Sir? you are my conftant friend.

1/# Plant. You will be able to do a great deal of
mifchief,

Cape. But we fhall prevent you : Bring the irons hi
ther. He has the malice of a-flave in him, and would
be glad to be cutting his mafters throats. I know him.
Chain his hands and feet, that he may not run over to
’em. If they have him, they’ll carry him on their
backs, that I can tell ’em. :

[ As they are chaining bim, Blandford caters, runs to ’em,

Bland. What are you doing there ? :

€Capt. Securing the main chance: This is a bofom
enemy. L : B

Bland. Away, you biutes: Pll anfwer with my life

. for his behaviour ; fo tell the Governor. .

Capt, and Plant. Well, Sir, fowe will. . -

: - [Exeunt Captaim and Planters.

Oro. Give me a fword, and I'll deferve your truft.
{4 partyof Indidns enter, burrying kmoinda among 1be.

Slawes ; another party of Indians fuflains *em retreating,

followed at a diffance by the Governor with the Plant-

ers » Blandford, Oroonoko, join 'em.] -

Bland. Hell and the devil ! t‘cy drive away our flaves,

. Bg before
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before our fac®s. Governor, can you ftand tamely by,
end fuffer this ? Clemese, Sir, yourmiflyefs, is among 'em.
Gov. We throw ourfelves away, in the "attempt 10
sefcue ’em, ' ‘
Oro. ‘A lover cannot fall more glorious, -
Than in the caufe of love. .He that deferves
His milirefs’s favour, wo’not ftay behind :
1'll Jead you en, be bold, and fellow me.
[Oroonoko, at the bead of the Planters, falls upon:
the Indians awith a great fhont, amd beats *em off
: Enter Imoinda.
Imo. D’m toft about by my- tempeftuous fate,
And no-where muft have rett: Judians, or Englifh !
Whoever has me, I am flill a flave.
No matter whofe I am, fince I'm no more:
My royal mafter’s ; fince I'm his no more.
- Ol was happy.! .nay, I will be happy,
In the dear thought that I am fill his wife,.
Tho’ far. divided from him.. [Draaws of ta a cor~
ner of the flage..
Enter the Governor, aith Oroonoko, Blandford, Stan~
more, and the Planters.
Gow. Thou glorious man! thou fomething greater fiire:
.Than Ce/ar ever was ! that fingle arm :
Kas fav’d us all ;. Accept our general thanks.
[4¥ bow to Oroanako..
And what can we do more to recompenfe
Such neble fervices, you fhall command.
Clemene too fhall thank you. fke is fafe— -
Look up, and blefs your brave deliverer. .
[Brings Clemene foraward,. loking dows. on.the ground..
" Oro.. Blefs me indeed!. -
Bland. You ftart!".
Qro.. O-all you gods,.
Who govern this great world, and bring about
Thiogs firange and unexpeed ! can it be &
Geu, What is’t you ftare at fo?
Oro. An{wer me fome of you,, you who have pow'r,.
And have your fenfes free: Or are you-all
Sgruck theo’ with sonder too 2 {Looking fill ﬁx’(z ber..

L%
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" Blayd. What wouald you know ¢ - R
Ore. My foul feals from my body thro’.my eyes ;-
All that is left of life I’ll gaze away, .
And die upon the pleafure. ' .

Gov. This is ftrange ! :
O-o. If you but mock me with her image here:
If the be not Imoinda—- : ) :
Sbe looks upon bim, and falls into a fawoon 5 be runs 10 bor,
a! She faintg! T B .
Nay, then it muft be fhe : It is Jmoinda :
My heart confelles ber, and leaps for joy,
‘To welcome her to her own empire here.
¢ I feel her all, in ev'ry part of me.
¢ O! let me prefs her in my eager arms,
¢ Wake her to life, and with this kindling kifs .
¢ Give back that foul, fhe only lent to me,” [Kif#s bere.
¢ Gov. I am amaz’d! .
¢ Bland. I am as much as you.'
Oro. Imoinda! Oh! thy Oreonoko calls.. .
. [Imoinda coming to Jife
Imo. My-Orosmoko! Oh! I can’t believe
What any man can fay. But, if I am
To be deceiv’d, there’s fomething in that name, .
That voice, that face ) [Staring on:bims.
Q! if I know mylelf, I cannot be miftaken. !
[Runs and embraces Oroonoko.. .

Oro, Never here:
You cannot be mifiaken: I am your’s,.
Your Oroonoks, all that you would have,
Your tender lovii.g hufband. v
Imo. Al indeed S
That I.would have : My hulband !. then I amn
Alive, and waking to the joys I feel :.
They. were fo great, I could notthink ’em true;:
But I believe ail that you fay tome : . :
_ For truth itfelf, . and everlalting love o
Grows in this breaft, and plealure in-thefe arms..
Oro. Take, tuke me all: Enquire into my, heart,.
(You know the.;vayéo' ev’z (ecitgt l:)!;uc) . ,
My. heart, tie facred ueafury of loves. .
R ) © B.6 Aundi
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And if, in abfence, I have mifemploy’d
A mite from the rich ffore’; if I have fpent
A wifh, a figh, but what I fent to-you ; .
May I be curs’d towith, and figh in vain, Co
- And you not pity me.. S
Imo. O! i believe;: - .
And know you.by myfelf. . If chefe fad eyes,.
Since Jaft we parted, have beheld the face
Of any comfort, or once wifth’d to fee
The light of any other Heav'n but you,.
May ﬁ)e ftrack this- moment blind, and lofé-
Your blefled-fight, never to find you mores.
Oro. Imoinda! O} this feparation.
Has made you dearer, if itcan be fo,.
Than you ever weie to me.. You appear- -
Like a kind.flar to my-benighted fleps,. !
Ta guide me on my way to happinefs:- - - -
I cannat mifs it now. Governor, friend,.
You think me-mad:- Bat let me blefs you alk;, -
Who,. any ways, have been the iaftruments. -
Of finding her again.. Imeinda’s found I'
And every Elgn that I would have in-her.. B
‘Embracing her in the moff paffonate fondnefs..
8an. Where’s c;:f miftrefs nov_v{ é’-ovemol'-)é5 &
Gov. Why, where-moft- men’s miftrefles are foreed:
to be fometimes, ) e
With: lier hufband,. it feems: But I won’tlofe her fo..
. : ode.
Stan.. He has fought luftily- for her, and. dggrves\
Ill fay that for him. -~ . [her.
Blahd. Sir, we congratulate your happinefs: {.do.
moft heartily.. . e
Gow. And all of us ;- but liow it comes to'paff——
¢ Oro. That. will require g
¢ More precious time than-I: can fpare you now..
¢ I have a thoufand things to afk of her, -
s And fhe as many more to know bfme. -
¢ But:you have made me happier,. I confefs,,
¢ Acknowledge it, much happier than I .
¢ Have wards.or pow’r to tell you.. Captain,. you;.
T - “Evix
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¢ Ev'n you, who-moft have wrong’d me, I forgive.
* I wo’not fay you have betray’d me now :
¢ I’Il think you but the minifter of fate,
¢ To bring me to my lov’d Imoinda here.”
Imo. How, how, fhall I receive you; how be worthy
_Of fuch endearments, all this tendernefs ?
"Thefe are the tranfports of profperity,
When Fortunc fmiles upon us.
Oro. Let the fools
Who follow Fortune live upon her fmikes ;
All our profperity is ‘El:c'd in love,
‘We have enough of that to make us happy.  *
"This little {fpot of earth you ftand upon,
Is more to me than the extended plains
" Of my great father’s kingdom. Here I reign -
In full delights, in joys to pow’r unknown :
" Your love my empire, and your heart my throne,
[Exeuns.

37

ACT IIL
- Enter Abean, awith /Ewral'sl"amr,. and Hotman..

Kot HAT! to be flaves to cawards! Slaves to.
rogues . who can’t defend themfelves ! -
Abo.. Who is this fellow ? He talks as if he were ac~
quainted with our defign : Is he one of us ?
. [ 4fide to bis onwun gang.
Slaw. Not yet; but he will be glad to. make one, E
believe. :

s4bo. He makes a mighty noife, |
Hot. Go, fneak in corners, whifper out your griefs,,
For fear your mafters hearyou : Cringe and crouch
Under the bloody whip, like beaten cars, '
That lick their woands, and know no other cure,,
All, wretches all ! you feel their cruelty,
As much as I can feel, but dare not groan.
For my part, while I have a life and tongue,,
Il curfe the-authors of my flavery. -

oo

v
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Abo. Have you been long a flave? . .
Hot. Yes, many years. -
Abo. And do you only curfe ? .
Hor. Curfe! only curfe! I cannat conjare, -

To raife the fpirits up of other men: .

Tam but one. O! for a foul of fire,

‘To warm and animate our common caufe,
And make a body of us; thea I would -
Do fomething more than-curfe. ..
Abo. That body fet on foot, you would be one, ’
A limb, to lend it motion 2 - :
Hpt. T would be .
The heartof it ; the head, the hand, and heart:.
Would I could fee the day.
Abs. You will do all yourfclf
Hor. T would do more
Than I fhall fpeak, but I may find a time—=e
Abo. The time may come to you ; be ready for’t.
Methinks he talks too much ; I’ll know him more
- Before 1 truft him- farther., - {dfde.
Slav. If he dares
Half what he fays, he’ll be of ufe to us,
Enter Blandford, .
"Bland, f there be any one among you here-
That did belong to Oreencks, fpeak,.
X come to him..
Abo. I did belong to kim ; Absan my name.
Bland. You are the man I wants pray come with me..

[Exeunt. .
: Enter Oroonoko and Imoinda,
Oro. I do not blame my father for his love:
(Tho’ that hgd been enough to ruin me.)
< *T'was Nature’s fault that made you,. like the fim, .
¢ The reafonable worthip of mankind :.
¢ He could not help his adoration.
<Age had not lock’d his feafes up fo clofe,
“ But he had eyes, that open’d to his foul, - 0
< And took 'your beauties in: He felt your pow.r,
¢ And therefore 1 forgive his loving you 3 '
‘But,, when I thmk on his_ barbarity,; . -
- ‘“;
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"That could expofe you to fo many wrongs 5
Driving you out to wretched flavery,
Only for being mine ; then I confes
I with I could forget the name of fon,
That 1 might curfe the tyrant.
Imo. I will blefs him, :
For I have found you here: Heav'n only. know:
‘What is referv’d for us: But, if we guels
The future by the paft, our fortane muft
Be wonderful, above the cominon fize
Of good or ill ; it muft be in extremes:
Extremely happy, or extremely wretched.
Oro. *Tis in our pow’r to make it happy nows .
Imo. But not to keep it fo. .
Enter Blandford azd Abean. :
Bland. My royal lord! * . - or
I have a prefent for yos. _
Oro. Aboan!
Abo. Your lowett flave.
Oro. My try’d and valued friend !
This worthy man always prevents my wants :
L only with’d, and he has brought thee to me.
Thou art furpriz’d : Carry thy duty. there.; . %
[Aboan goes 16 Imoinda, axd falls at ber feet.
While I acknowledge mine, how fhall I thank you2
Bland. Believe me honelt to your intereft, :
And I am more than paid. 1 have fecur'd
" That all your followers fhall be gently us'd. .
Shall wait upon your perfon, while you ftay* ~
Among us. .
Oro.. 1 owe every thing to you.. e
Bland. You mudt not think you are in flavery..
Oro. Ido not ind I am.: Lo
Bland. Kind Heav’n has miraculoafly feat
Thofe cemforts, that may teach you to expsét
Its farther care, in your deliverance.. . \
Ore. I fometimes think, myfelf, Heav'n is con--
cern’d
For my deliverance,: o
ot 4 . b BI“‘.
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Bland. It will be foon; |
You may expe& it. Pray, in the mean time,
Appear as chearful as you can amot:‘g us.
You have fome enemies, that reprefent
You dangerous, ‘and would be glad to find
A reafon, in your difcontent, to fear :
They watch yoir looks. But there are honeft men,
Who are your friends : You are fecur’d in them.
Oro. I'thank you for your caution.
Bland. 1 willleave you: . .
And be affur’d,” T'with your liberty. [Exit.
Abo. He fpeaks you very fair. .
Ora. He means me fair, .
Abo. If he thould not, my lord 2
Oro. If he fhould not ? »
T’ll not fufpeét his truth : But, if I did,
" What fhall I get by doubting ? ’
Abo. You {ecure
Not to be difappointed: But, befides,
There’s this advantage in fufpeting him ¢
‘When you put off the hopes of other men,
You will rely upon g:ur god-like felf ;
And then you may be fure of liberty. .
Oro. Be fure of liberty ! what doft thou mean-3
Advifing to rely n’?on myflelf ¢ -
I think 1 may be fure on’t { We niuft wait:
*Tis worth alittle patience,” * [Turning ro-Imoinda.
Abo. O my'lord! -~ % 7
Oro.” What doft thou drive'at? =~ ¢
 dbo. Sir, anothertime 7" "
You would have found it fodner: ButIfee .
Love has your heart; “and takes up;al] your thoughts.
Oro. And ¢n’ft thou blamemed © .
Abo. Sir, I muft'not blamie you,. “> "
But, as our fortune ftands, theré'is a”pafiion
(Your pardor, royal hilirefs, T mal fpeak)
*That wduld become you better, 'than your love s
A brave refentment; which, infpir'd by you,
Might kindle and diffofe a gen’rous fage ..
Ambng ‘the flaves,, t roufe and fiake our chains.
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And ftruggle to be free. )
Ore. How can we help ourfelves ?
Abo. T knew, you when you would have found a way,
How help ourfelves ! the very Indians teach us:
We need bat to attempt our liberty,
And we carry it. We have hands fufficient,
Doable the number of our matter’s force,
Ready to be'employ’d. ¢ What hinders us
¢ To fet "em at work > We want but’you,
To head our enterfrizc, and bid us ftrike.
Oro. What would you do?

Abo. Cut our oppreflors' throats, '
Oro. And you would have me joini in your defign of
murder ? T
Abo. It deferves a better name :
But, be it what it will, ’tis juftify’d
By felf-defence, and natural liberty,
Oro. Il hear no more on’t.
Abo. I’m forry for’t.
Oro. Nor fhall you think of it!
 Abo. Not think of it}
Oro. No, I command you not.
Abo. Remember, Sir, _
You are a flave yourfelf, and to command
. Is now another’s right. Not think of it!
Since the firft morent they put on my chains,
T've thought of nothing but the weight of ’em,
And how to throw ’em off : Can your's fit eafy ?
Oro. 1 have a fenfe of my condition,
As painful, and as quick, as your’s can be.
I feel for my Inoinda and myfelf; }
" Imoinda! much the'tenderefl part of me, "
But tho’ I languifh for my liberty,
1 would not buy it at the Chriftian price
- Of black in taﬁi;éd@i”jﬂhey tha’not fay,
That we delerv’d dur fortune by our crimes.

\] .

K

o

‘Murder the infotent
Abo. The innocent !
< Oro, Thefe'men are fo, whom you would rife againft ;
If we are flaves, they did not make us flaves. B :
’ ut .

-
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But bought us in an honeft way of trade :
As we have done b:fore ’em, bought and fold
Many a wretch, and never thought it wrong.
* They paid our price for us, and we are now
¢ Their propetty, a part of their eftate,
¢ To manage as they pleafe. Miftake me not,”
I do not tamely fay, that we fhould bear
All they could lay upon us: But we find
The load fo light, fo little to be felt,
(Confidering ‘they have us in their pow’r,
And may in%li'& what grievances they pleafc)
We ought not to complain,
Abo. My royal Tord !
You do not know the heavy grievances, :
The toils, the labours, weary drudgeries,
Which they impofe ; burdens more fit for beafts, .
For fenfelefs beafts to bear, than thinking men.
Then if you faw the bloody cruelties
They execute on every flight offence o
Nay, fometimes in their proud, infulting fport, |
How worfe than dogs they lath their fellow-creatares ;
. Your heart would bleed for ’em. Oh! could you kaow
How many wretches lift their hands and eyes
To you for their relief!
Oro. I pity ’em,
And wifh I could with honefty do more.
Abo. You muft do more, and may, with honefty.
O royal Sir, remember who you are,
A prince, born for the good of other men:
Whofe god-like office is to draw the fword
Againft oppreflion, and fet free mankind.:
" And this I'm fure you think oppreffion now.
What tho’ you have not felt thefe miferies,
Never believe you are oblig’d to them: .
They have their felfith reafons, may be, naw,
For ufing of you well : But there will come
A time, when you muft have your thare of ’em.
Ora. You fee how little caufe I have to think fo :

"- Favour'd in my own perfon, in my friends ;

Indulg'd in all that can concera my care, L
7
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In my Imoinda’s foft fociety. [Embracing ber.
AL. And, therefore, would you lie contented down
In the forgetfulnefs, and arme of love, ’
To get young princes for ’em ?
Oro. Say'it thou! ha! -
Abo. Princes, the heirs of empire, and the laft
Of your illuftrious lineage, to be born
To pamper. up their pride, and be their flaves ?
Oro. Imoinda! fave me, {ave me from that thought.
¢ Imo. There is no fafety from it: I have long -
¢ Suffer’d it with a'mother’s labouring pains ;
¢ And can no longer. Kill me, kill me now,
¢ While I am blefs’d, and happy in your love s
¢ Rather than let mie live to fee you hate me:
¢ As you muit hate me; me, the only cante,
¢ The fountain of thefe flowing miferres :
¢« Dry up the fpring of life, this pois’nous fpring,
¢ That fwells {o faft, to overwheim us all. .
¢ Oro. Shall the dear babe, the eldeft of my hopes, -
Whom I begot a prince, be born a flave ? .
The treafureof ths temple was defign’d
‘T’ enrich a kingdom’s fortune : Shall it here
Be feiz’d upon by vile unhallow’d hands,
To be employ’d in ufes moft profane ?
Abo. In moft unworthy ufes; think of that;
And, while you may, preventit. O my lord,
¢ Rely on nothing that they {ay te you.
¢ They fpeak you fair, I-know, and bid you wait:
¢ But think what ’tis to wait on promifes, -
¢ And promifes of men who know ro tie
¢ Upon their words, againtt their intereft :
¢ And where’s their intereft in freeing you ? ’
¢ Imo. O! where indeed, to lofe fo many flaves? °
¢« Abo. Nay, grant .this: man; you think fo much
¢ your frrend, - :
¢ Be honeft, and intends all that he fays ;
¢« He is bat'one; and in a goverament, T~
* Where, be confefles,” you have enemies,
¢ That watch your looks, = What looks can you puton,
¢ To pleafe thefe men, who are before refolv’d
¢« To read ’em their own way ? Alas! my lord,

-

<1f
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_‘Thefe mifchiefs, and beflow your liberty ‘
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¢ If they incline to think you dangerout,>

¢ They have their knavifh. arts toamake you fo-: -

¢ And then who knows how far their-orablty: . > -

¢ May carry their revenge ! - L~ a0 oA
¢ Imo. To every thing .

¢ I thall be tamnfrom you, forced away,
¢ Helplefs and miferable : $hall [ live -
¢ To fee that day again-?.,- C
¢ Oro. That day thall never come.” ...
Abo. I know you are perfuaded to believe-
The governor’s axyival will prevent.. 1. ’

But'who is fure of that? ¥ rather fear L
More mifchiefs from his coming.- He'is young;
Luxurious, paflionate, and amorous: : - n
Such a cgmplexion, .and made bold by pow’r, .. .=}
To countenageg 3ll heris pronetodo, . - - i+ . .
Will know.no bousds, no law againfthis lufts. &
If, in a fic of his intempersince, . - L
With a firong, hard he fhall-sefolve to feize, |
And force my royal miftrefs from your arms, -+
Mow.can you help yourfe 7 - « "o ¢ V. =N
"Qro, Hal thou haft rous™d - : .+ .«. ~ o3 ')
he lion in his den, he ftalks abroad, . y
And the wide fgreft trembles at hisoroay. .« - o
1 find the danger now...- My fpirits-ftart, <reco © -
At the alarm, and from all-quarters come o
‘To man my heart, the citadel of love.. . ¢ - #
Is there a pow’r on earth ta force:you from me? - ©
And fhall I not refift it? ¢ nor ftrike firft, - A
¢ To keep, to fave you: . to prevent that'carfe? -
¢ This is your caufe, and fhall it. not prevail?’ -
Oh ! you were born always:to canguer me,
Now I am fathion'd to thy purpofe: Speak,
What combination; what confpiracyy 1 .0 . ¢
Would’ft thou engage me in 2 \Ill.ondertake ++ - -+
All thou would’ft have. me now for libertyyrs 50000
For the great caufc of love;and diberty.. Wk
4bo, Now, my great mafter, you appéar ymﬁ
. : Cnrin - dAey

RN I S |
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And, fince we have you join’d in our defign,

k cannot fail-us. 1 have mufter’d up -

The choiceft flaves, men-who are'fenfible

Of their conditiun, and feem moft refolv’d :

They have their feveral parties,

Oro. “ummon ‘em, _ o

Affemble ‘em : I'will come forth and thew . -
Myfelf among ’em : If they are refolv’d,

Il lead their foremoft refolutions, .-

- Abo. 1 have provided thofe will follow yoa. -

Oro. With this referve in our proceedings fill,

The means that lead us to our liberty :

Muft not be bloady. : -

. ¢ Abo. Youcommand in all. )

* We fhall expet you, Sir:™ . -

. * Oro. You fha’not long.’ . .

(£xeunt Oro. and Ymo. at ene door, Aboan et anothers

Weldon coming in before Mrs. Lackitt.

Wid. Thele unmannerly Indians were fomething un-
reafonable to difturb us juft in the nick, Mr Weldon 3
but ghave the Parfon within call fill, to do us the

tarp, - . T 2 ’
_-Beld,. We'had beft Ray a Lrtle I think, to fee things
fettled again, had not we ? Marriage is a ferious thing
you know, e

‘Wid. What do you talk of a ferious thing, Mr. Wl
don 7 1 think you have found me fuffiGiently ferions : I
bave married .my fon to your fiter, to pleafure you:
And pow I come to claim your promife to me, you tell
me marriage:is a ferfons thing, B ' B,

Weld, Why,.-is ienot &+ . C T

Wid: Qidd{g faddle, I know what it.is: ’Tis not
the firft timie Ihave besni marry'd, I -hope : Bat F fhall
I;e‘iin to think youidon't defign to do fairly by me, fo-,

all, PSR T S o e

Weld. Why indeedy Mrs. Lackitt, I'm afraid I can’t
do fo fairlyiasikheould by you. *Tis what you mof
know firft of allh{awd ¥ thould be thé-worft man in the
world to conce:1-ic@ayblenger; therefore I muft own
to-yowothat:k am memied alréady. . ~ ¢

+ #id, Married? You.don't fay fo, Y hope | how have
.o v you

i~
a
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_you the confcience to tell me fuch a thing to my face.
f‘Iave you abus’d me then, fool’d and cheated me ? what
do you take me for, Mr. Weldon 7 Do you thiok I am
to be ferv'd.at this rate ? But you fhan’t find mé the
filly creature you think me : I would have you to know
I underftand better things than to rvin my fon without
a valuable confideration.. If I can’t have you, I ¢an

keep my money. Your filter fhan’t have the catch of

him fhe expe@ed : I won’t part with a fhilling to ’em.

Held. You made the match yourfelf, you know, you
can’t blame me.

Wid. Yes, yes, | can, and do blame you : yaunrgl:t'
have told me beforé, you were marry’d.

Weld. T would not have told you now; but you. fol-
low’d me fo clofe, I was forc’d to it: Indeed Fam
marry’d in England ; but ’tis as if I were not; for I

have been parted from my wife a great while, and, to

do reafon on both fides, we hate one another Beartily.
Now I did defign, .and will marry you- fiill, xf ym’]l
have a little Eauence. n

Kid. A likely bafinefs truly

Weld. 1have a friend in England thatI will write fo,,
to poifon my wife, and then I ‘can,inarry you with a
good confcience;; if you love me, as youfay you do,
youw’ll confent to that, I'm fure. .

Wid. And will he do'it, do you think ?

Kdd. At the firft word, or ke is. not qbe man I take‘

_ him o be.

Wid. Well, you arg a: dear de.’nl. Mﬂ Weldow : Ané
would you pmfon your ‘wife for me? ,

Weld. 1 would do any thing for. youi .

. Wid. Well, I-am ‘mightily oblig’d te you. .But ’mll '

be a great while before, you can have an anfwer of your
letter. .
Weld. "Tiwill be a great while indeed. -

» Wid. In the mpan . time, Mr. dem—-__.

. Weld. Why in the mean rime—— Here’s comipanp.
Wc’ll fettln that within ;: L'l follow you. [Exit Wid.

Enrmstanmq'e.‘ :

Stan. So, Sll’, you carry on your bufinefs ﬁmmnmg

Jy : You have flolen a wedding I hcan.

Weld.
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Wild. Ay, my fifter is marry’d : And Tam very near
being run away with myfelf.
. Stan. The widow will have you.then?
Weld. You come very feafonably to my refcue: Fack
Stanmore is to be had, [ hope? .
Stan. At half an hour’s warning, v .
Weld. I maft advife with yoa. _ [Exeunt..

¢ SCENE, Ti 'Cowr_;\r.'
€ Enter Oroonoko, avith 'Aboan, Hotman, aad Slaves,

¢ Oro. Impoflible ! nothing’s impofiible :
¢ We know our ftrength only by being try’d.
¢ If you objeét the mountains, rivers, woods
¢ Unpaflable, that lie before our march :
¢ Wéods we can fet on fire: We fwim by nature :
¢ What ¢éan c}pgofc us then but we may tame?
< All things fubmit to virtuous induftry :
¢ That we carry with us, that is ours.
¢ Slav, Great Sir, we have attended all you faid,
¢ With filent joy and admiration : '
¢ And, were we only men, would follow fuch,
¢ So great a leader, thro’ the untry’d world.
. ¢ Bat, oh! confider we have other names,
¢ Hufbands and fathers, and have things more dear
¢ To us than-life,” our children and our wives,
¢ Unfit for fuch an expedition ;.
¢ What muft become of them ?
¢ Oro. We wo’not wrong’ :
¢ The virtue of our women, to believe ,
¢ There is a wife among them would refufe -
¢ To fhare her hufband’s fortune. What is hard,
* We muft make eafy to 'em in our love: While we live,
¢ And have our limbs, we can take care of them;
¢ Therefore 1 ftill propofe to lead our march
¢ Down to the fea, and plant a colony ;
¢ Where, in our native innocence, we fhall live
¢ Free, and be able to defend ourfelves ;
¢ Till ftrefs of weather, or fome accident,
# Provide a fhip for us. :
) ' . ¢ 4500
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¢ Agbe. An accident!
¢ The luckieft accident prefents itfelf; .
¢ The very fhip that brought and made us flaves, °
¢ Swims in the river ftill. [ fee no caufe
¢ But we may feize on that.
¢ Oro. It fhall be fo: .
¢ There is a juftice in it pleafes me ¢ :
¢ Do you agree to it?- - - [To the Slaves.

¢ Ommnes. Wefollow you. v v
. ¢ Oro.” You do not relifh it. * [70 Hotman,

¢ Hot. 1 am afraid . - .
¢ You'll find it difficuk and dangerous. ) .
« gbo. Are you the man to find the dangers firft2
¢ You fhould have giv’n example. Dangerous !
¢ I thought you had not underftood the word ; -
¢ You, who would be the head, the hand aund heart ;.
« Sir, 1 remember you, you can talk well ;
_¢ I wo’not doubt but you'll maintain your werd.
¢ Oro. This fellow is not right; I'll try him farther
' [To Aboan.

¢ The danger will be certain to us all,

* ¢ And Death moft certain in mifcarrying.
¢ We muft expe@® no mercy, if we fail :
¢ Therefore our way muft be not to expeét : -
« We'll put it out of expe&ation,
¢ By death upon the place, or libert‘y. s
‘¢ There is no mean, but death, or liberty.
¢ There’s no man here I hope, but comes prepar’d
¢ For all that can befal him. - '

¢ Abo. Death is all : .

¢ Tn moft conditions of humanity _

¢« To be defir’d, but to be fhunn’d by none:

¢ 7 he remedy of many, with of fome, "

¢ And certain end of all. D R

« If there be one among us, who kan fear

¢ The face of death appearing like a frient,

¢ As in this caufe of honour death mufb'hes.-
~« How will be tremble when he feés hifn'dre(s'd

¢ In the wild fury of our enemies, Tave

+ In all the terrars of their truelty §- ...

:

" ¢ For
- .
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- For now, if we fhould fall into their hands,
¢ Could they invent a thoufand murd” rmg ways,
¢ By racking torments, we fhould feel "em all.
¢ Hot. at will become of us?
¢ Oro, Obferve him now. [7o Abo mmrmug "Hot
¢ X could die, altogether, like a man § '
¢ As you, and you, and all of us,’ mult § Jo.
¢ But who can promife for his bravery
¢ Upon the rack ? where faiiting, ‘wéary life,
¢ Hunted thro’ ev'ry limb, is forc’d to feel
¢ An agonizing death of all its parts?
¢« Who can bear this 2 refolveto be empal’d ?
¢ His fkin flead off, and roafted yet alive ?
¢ The quivering flefh torn from his brokén bones
. ¢ By burning pincers ? Who cani bear thefe pains
¢ Ha, They are not to be bon;;l.' . .
[(Difeowering all the confifion of fear.
¢ Oro. You fee him now, thi:s man of m{g{ty {6{:&:!
« Abo. How his eyes roll !
¢ Oro. He cannot hide his fear:
¢ I 1ry’d him this way, and have fourid him cut.
¢ dbo. I could not have believd it. Such a blazey
¢ And'not a fpark of ‘fire ! . S
¢ Ors. His violence
« Made'inie fofpe : Now I'm convmcd.
¢ Abo. What fhall we ﬂo with him'?,
¢ Oro. He fs not fit= :
¢ Abo. Fit!: hang ki, e is onl ﬁt tobe
uft what he is, to'live aiid 'die a flave:
e bafe companion of his fervile fears,
¢ Oro. We are not fafe with him,
© € Zbo. Dd')"?)’u'TnﬁkTo? coT
- ¢ Oro. He'll certainl ly betray us,
¢ dbo. That he ftan’t s
< I can take_cate of that :«I have a.Wy-.
«To take him off his evidence. A
¢ Ora. What Way 2.~ .
< At Bl dhap His mudﬁmbre’yﬁu, ﬁab him here,
¢ And then let him irform: . -,
e [Gomg 1bﬁk6 Hotman,, Oroonoko bolds bim..
-C ¢ Ora.
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* ¢ Oro. Thou art not mad ?
¢ Abo, ‘[ would fecure ourfelves. s
¢ Orv. It'tha’not be this way ; :ay cannot bey
¢ His murder will alarm all the ret, '
¢ Make ’em fufpe& us of barbarity, ~ . .
< And, may be, fall away from our defign. -
¢ We'll not fet out in blood. We have, my friends,
¢ This night to furnith what we can provide
¢ For our fecurity and juft defence. '
¢ If there be one among 'us we fufpedt
¢ Of bafenef:, or vile fear, it will become
¢ Our common care to have an eyc on him:
¢ I wo’not name the man. |
¢ Abo. You guefs at him. - {70 Hotman,
. ¢ Oro. To-morrow, early as the breaking day,
¢ We rendezvous behind the citron grove. -
¢ That fhip fecur’d, : we may tranfport ouifelves
¢ To our refpeftive homes.:” My father’s kingdem
- Shall open het wide arms to take you in,
¢ And nurfe you for her own, adopt you all,
¢ All, who will follow me. .
¢ Omnes. All, all follow you.’
: *'Oro. There I cin give you all yeur liberty :
¢ Beftow its bleflings, and fecure ’em yours.
« There you fhall hive with honour, as becomes -
¢ My fellow-fufferers and worthy friends., '
¢« Thus, if we do fucceed :‘But, if we fall .
¢ In our attempt, ’tis nobler fill to die,” ’
¢ Than drag the galling yoke of flavery.” -

[Ex‘”’o

.~ - -

ACT IV. |
Enter Weldon asd Jack Stanmore.
“ Weld. X7 OU fee, honeft Yack, I have been in-

) ¢ duftrious for you : You muft take fome
¢ pains now to ferve yonrfelf{. -

- - N ) . o ‘yns‘“n
: 3
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¢ ¥, Stan. Gad, Mr Weldon, 1 have tsken a %mt
¢ dealof pains; and, if the Widow fpeak honeftly, faith
¢ and troth fhe’ll tell you what a pains-taker I am.
¢ Weld. Fie, fie, not me; I am her hufband you
¢ know. She won’t tell me what pains you have taken
< with her: Befides, fhe takes you for me.
-¢ J. Stan. That’s true: I forgot you had married.
¢ her. But if you knew all——
¢ Weld, *Tis no.matter for my knowing all, if the does,
¢ §. Stan. Ay, ay, fhe does know, and mere than
¢ ever fhe knew fince fhe was a woman, for the time,
¢ I will be bold to fay ; for-I have done ——
¢ Jpeld. The devil take you, for you’ll never have done,
¢ 7. Stan. Asold as the is, fhe hasa wrinkle behind
¢ more than fhe bad, I believe; for I have taught her
¢ what (he never knew in her life before. 4
¢ Weld, What care I what wrinkles the has? or what

“¢ you have taught her ? If you’ll let me advife you, yoa
¢ may: If not, you may prate on, and ruin the whols

¢ defign.

¢ F. Stan, Well, well, I have done.

¢ Weld. Nobody but your coufin, and you, and 1,
¢ know any thing of this matter. I have marry'd Mrs.
# Lackizt, and put you to bed to her, which the knows
¢ nothing of, to ferve you: In two or three daya I'll

-4 bring it aboat o, to refign up my claim, and with

¢ her confent, quietly to you.
4 . Stan. But how will you do it?
¢ Weld. That muft be my bufinefs :* In the mean time,

¢ if you thould make any noife, *twill come to her-ears,

¥ and beé impoffible to reconcile her.

¢ 7. Stan. Nay, as for that, I know the way to re-
¢ concile her, I warrant you. :
. Bld. But how will you get her money ? 1am mar>
“ry’d to her, . . o R

¢ 7+ Stan, That I don’t know, indeed.”

¢ Weld. You muft leave it to me, you find ; all the
¢ pains I fhall put you to, will be to be filent: Yor
¢ can hold your tongue for two or three days?

¢ 7+ Stan. Truly not well, in'a matter of this nature :
Cz " ¢ I fhould
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I fhould be very unwilling to lofe the réputation of
¢ this night’s work, and the pleafure of teliing it.
¢ Weld, You muft-mortify that vanity a little: You
¢ will have time enough to brag and lie of your man-
¢ hood, when you have her in a bare-fac'd condition to
¢« di‘prove you. o )
€ F. Stan, Welly I'll try what T can da: The hopes
- ¢ of her money muft do it. o -
“Weld. Youw'll come at night'again ? *Tis your own
¢ bufinefs, o -
¢ 7. Stan. But you have the credit on’t. -
~ ¢ Weld. *Twill be our own another day, as the widow
¢ fays. Send your coufin to me: T want his advice,
¢ F. Stan.' I want t0 ‘be recruited, I’m fure ; 2 good
¢ breakfaft, and to bed': She has rock’d my cradle fuf-
¢ ficiently. o ' [Exit.
“ Weld. She would have a hufband ; and, if all be as
¢ he fays, thelias no reafon to complain : ‘But there’sno
¢ relying on what men fay upon thefe.occafions: They
* € have the benefit of their bragging, by recommmending
¢ their abilities to other women : Theirs is a trading
« eftate, that lives upon credit, and increafes by removing
¢ it outof.ane bank 1nto ahother. Now poor woinen have
¢ not thefe opportunitics: We muft keéep our flocks
¢ dead by us, at home, to be ready for a purchile, when
¢ it comes, a hufband, let him Be fever fo'deéar, and be
< glad of him : Or venture our fortunes abroad on fuch
¢ rotten fecurity, "that the principal ‘and interet, nay,
¢ very.often, our'perfons are‘in ddnger. If the won.en
¢ would'agree (which they never will) to call home their
¢ effects, how many proper: gentlémen would fnehk ifto -
¢ another way of liviig, for-want of being re ponfible
¢ in this ! then hufbands would be cheaper:’ He¢reé comes
¢ the widow, fhe’ll tell truth; ‘the’ll'not B&r falfe wit-
¢ nefs againft her own intereft, I khow.' *°
Enter Widow Lackite, - « < "
‘PPeld, Now, Mrs, Lackire., =~ o T
. Wid. Well, well, Lackirz, or what you wilf riow s
now I am marry’d to you':' I dmvery Well pleas’d with
what I have done, Fafture you?/r="-" "% o
o , Wild.
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" Weld. And with what I have done too, I, hope.

Wid, AW NI;. Weldon!1 fay nothing, but you're
a dear man, and I did not think it had been in you.

Weld. 1 have more in me than you imagine,

Wid. No no, you can’t have more than I'imagine.
*Tis impoffible to have more: You have ¢nough for any
woman, in an honélt way, that I will fay for you,

¢ Weld. ‘Then I find you are fatisfied.

¢ Wid. Satisfied ! No indeed: I’'m not to be fatisfied
< with you or without you: To be fatisficd is to have
¢ enough of you. Now, 'tis a folly t» lie, I fhall never
¢ think I can have enough of you. I fhall be very fond
¢ of you, Would you E'a'vd me fond of you? What do
* you do to me, ‘to make me Tové you'fo well ?

¢ Weld. Cai’t you tell wha:? -

¢ Wid, Go, there's no fpeaking to you: You bring
¢ all the blood of one’s body into one’s face, {0 you do ;
¢ Why do you talk fo?

¢ #eld. Why, Low do I talk ?-

¢ #id. You know how: But 3 litt'e colour becomes’
*‘me, I belicvet How do I Ipok tp-day? " "™ 7 -

«w.ld. O moit lovingly, molt amiyly. )

¢ I¥:id. Nay, thiscan't be longa fecret, 1 find, I fhall
¢ difcover it by my countenance. Y

¢ Weld. 1'he women will find you ogt, you lcok fo
chearfully. ’ o St

* Wid, Butdo I, do I really look fo chearfu'ly, fo ami- -
¢ ably? There’s no fuch paintin the world as the natu-
¢ ral glowing of a complexion, Let em find me out if
¢ they pleafe, poor creatures, I pity ’em: They envy
¢ me, I'm fure, and would be glad to mend their looks
¢ upon the fame occafion. The young jill-fliring girls,
¢ forfooth, believe no body muft have a hufband but them-
«’felves : but I would have them to know thers are other
¢ things to be taken care of, befides their green-ficknefs.

*Weld. Ay, fure, or the phxﬁcians would have §ut
¢ litle pratice. . . o

¢ Wid. Mr. Weldon, what muft Icafl you? I muft have

" fome pretty fond namie or other for ‘you. " What Bl 1

call you?
' C3s Wald. .
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" Wed. I thought you lik’d my.own'name.
Wid. Yes, yes, I likeit, butI muft have a nick-name for
you :  moft women have nick-names for their hyfbands.’
Weld. Cuckold.l’) o be.f’ AT
®id. No, np, but 'tis very pretty before company ;°
it tooks negiigéoht, dndis t'he',ﬁshi'd'n, yo knpw.p '
Weld, To be.hegligent 6f their‘hufband:) itis, indeed.’
¥id. Nay then, ¥ won't’be iriithe fafhion ;° for I can
pever be riegligerit of dear Mr. Weldsn : And, to con-
vince you, bere's fomething to eacourage you not to be
negligent of me, d[Gifvt: bim & purfe and a little caflet,
five hundred pounds in geld in this; and jéwels to the
valae of five hindred pognds more in this. - .
S e e Tt U [\ eldoh opens the caflet,
Wild. Ay, marry; this will encourage me indeed.
Wid, There are comforts in marrying an elderly wo-
mdn,’ Mr, #eldon; *Ndw'a young ‘worhan would have
fancy’d fhe had pdid’ you with liér ‘perfon, or had done
you the favour. , ' ) a
wrld. W’Bﬂt'dotjod/talk of young women : You'are,
as young as any of ’em,-/in every thing but their folly
and ignorance. 7' S : )
Wid. And do 'you think'me fo ?-Bat I have reafon to,
fufpett you.” "'Was not I 'f¢h at your houfe this morn- -
ing, do you think? ‘7'
-Wild. You may ventureagidin : ' You'll come at night,
I fappofe. N
wg.'f; QO deat! at-dight'? fo-foon? - v
Weld.: Nay, ‘#fyod'think. it fo féonie .
WA 1O V4o, Ptis not for ‘thaty My Féldoi, but——
Weld. You won’t come then ? o
T Wer’e'-E doi’t fay Bwow?0s “That’ is ' not a
wordfot'a wife' s Ifyod command me—— -
Weld. To pleafe yourfelf.
wid. 1 w-iﬁ ésme’ to pleale you, 101+
Weld, To pleafe yourfelf, ownit. o
Wi Well, welly o pleafe myRIFthéhi You’re the
franigtf inn W the WoHd, hothind can’fcape you;
you'lk'to>dhe Botteny oFievryithifigins \ir > Tt
oy 10 gol s 'l nedw wed D1 frdeep
H 0w ey grol e gt nstmw ) oved 1 v
cnoa 7 . ) v
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Enter Daniel, Locy following. '
Dan. What would you have ? what cfd you follow
me for ? 1 o o
Luc. Why mayn’t I follow ‘your? ¥ mult follow you,
now all the world over. ,. . . . -, . .
, Dan. +101d you; hold yot there: ‘Not fo far,by a
shile or two; I have enouglr of your company already,,
by’r lady, and fomething to fpare’s You may go home.
to your brother, an you will; I have no farther to do,
with you. - . . :
" Wid. Why, Daniel, child, thou art not out of thy.
wits, fure, art thou ? : . .
Dan. Nay, marry, Idon’t know; but I.am very
near, 1believe: Tam alter'd for the worfe mightily,
finice yon faw me;; “and (he has been the caule of it there..
- Wid. How fo, child? : Ty
‘Dan. 1told you before what ‘would come pn’t of
putting me to bod to a ftrange woman ; but you would

not be faid niy, .
Wid, She is your wife now,.child, you muft love her.
Dan. Why, foIdid, at firts  ° 0
Wid, Bat'you mutt lave her alwaysg - -0 |
Dans Always! I lov’d her as long as I could, mo-

ther, and as long as loving was good, I believes for 1

find now [ gon’t care ;1 gg for her. i

" Luc.. Why, you Jubberly, flovenly, - mifbegotten

blockhead o ™ ,

.Wid. Nay, Miftrefs Lugy, -fay :any thing. elfe, and
fpare not: But, as tq his begettiag, that.touches nre:

He is 33, hopeftiy begotten, tho’ 1 fay ity that he is the

worfe a a}n. " d~ : th R
Luc. 1 feealkgood gature is thrown away upoh you—
Wid. It was. é with:his father before hir):: ‘:P‘;'!emeu Y

after hin. S ] -
-Luc, And therefore I will ufe you. as you deferve,

yeu tony. .o S ,
J#1d, Indeed he deferyes bad enough; butdon’tcall

him oat of his pame : :His namng.is Danie/, you know. -
Dan. She may ¢all.me;hermgphrodite if the. will;

for I bardly know whether I’m a boy or girl. -
* W:d, Aboy, [wwrant thee, as long as thowliv'#.
s v C4 ¢ Dan.
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¢ Dan. -Let her call me, what (ke pleafes, mother,
¢ ’tis not her tongue that I'm afraid of. ;
¢ Luc. I will make fuch a beaft of thee, fuch a cuckold !
¢ Wd. O, pray, no I hope; dq nothing rathly. Mrs.
€ Lucy. e T .
¢ Lue. Such a cuckald I will make.of thee.
¢ Dan. 1 had rather be a cuckold than wbat you would.
¢« make of'me iir a week, I’m fure; T have no.more man-
¢ hood leftin me already, than there is, faving the mark,
¢ in one of my mother’s old under petticoats here.
¢ Wid. Sirrah, firrah, meddle with your wife’s petti-
¢ coats, and let your mother’s alone, you ungracious
< bird you. . . . = [Beats him.
¢ Dan, Why, is'the devil in the woman? What have I
¢ faid now ? Do you know, if you were. afk’d, I trow 2
¢ But you are all of a bundfe ; ev’n hang together: He
¢ that unties you, makes a rod for his own tail; and fo
¢ he will find it that has any thing to dtkwith you.
‘ Wid. Ay, rogue enough, you fhall fiad it : I havel
¢ a rod for.your taj} ftill, : co. K
* Dan. No wife, and I care not,’, :
¥idy Kl fixingg, yowintg better manners, you boohy,
.o T ot el [Beats bim off, and exit.
. #2ld. You have confammated aur projet upon him.
Luc, Nay, if I have a limb of the fortune, I care
not who-has the whale: body. of the fool. L
Weld. That you fhall, and a large one I promife you,
: Luce Have you heard the news? They talk of an
Engli/h flitpin.the river, coe .
. Weld, il haye;heard on’t; and am: preparing to re<
ceive it, as faft-as I can L
-Luys Therels fomething the matter toowith the flayes,
fome: défurbante er other, I dan’t know what ’tis.
W.d. So much the better fti.l: We filh in troubled
waters.:, We (hall have fewer eyes upon ms. Pray go
_ you home, and be ready to affif} me in your part of the
defigti. : St

L. 1 icén’t' i'a;il in.mine.. . .., ‘ L tEqr:'t. -
. _Hdld.. The wigow has furpith’d,me, I thank ey to
carry it on.”.'New I have got a wife, iis high tifie to

thrisrhs ‘of getting-a hufband. -1 camyimy fortune about
[T . A me
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me—a‘thoufand pounds in gold and jewels. Let me
fee—'twill be a confiderable truft ;. And I think I fhall
lay it out to advantage. R

" Enter Stanmore, ' .
Stan. S0, Wilden, Jack has told me his fuccefs; and
- his hopes of marrying the Widpw. by yous means.
Weld. T Kave frain'd 2 posnL, . Stangate, » upoy  your
acccunt, ;to be ferviceablejo yons familyn . 1iu
Stan. I takeitupon,my acgount 3 and am very much
obliged to yoi. But here we are all in ah uproary -
Weld. So they fay ; what’s the matter? 1,8 © -
Sran. A mutiny among the flaves : ' Qroponobo, is at the -
head of ’em. Our Governor is gong.out with his,x‘ja{'c_ally
militiaagainft’em. What it may come to no body knows..
Weld. For mg{ part, [ thall dq 3s well as the rek. Bue
I’m concerned for my iiﬂér'ar‘i‘c‘l‘ copln, whom L expect
in the fhip frow England.” """ U e
Sran. Theres'no dangerof ’em.. . . |
Weld. | have'a thoufand pounds bere, in gold and.
jewels, for my coufin’s ufe, .that I would more parti-
cularly take care.of : *Tis too great a fum to vénture a¢
home; and I.would not'have hef rong’d of i€ “therer |
fore, to fecure’it, 'I think my beft way will be td "put:
it into your own kéeping, ool AS
Stan.. You have a ver; good opinion of my honefty.
; T [T akes the purfe and earkbr, .
W2ld. 1 have, indeéed ; if any ‘tHing fhould happerito -
me, in this b.ftle; as nd: body is fecure"of accidedits,"T
kaow you will take my coufin into your proté€lionand .

! Cal‘e; an’d'- e e e e . . St At Ay -9
¢:Stan. You may be fure on’t. . , C
Weld: 1f you hear'the is dead, as fhie may bé, then I°

¢ defire youtoacceptofihe-thoufand pounds as'a legacy,
¢ and token of my friendihip ; my fiter is provided for,
¢ Stan. WhyyGou amaze nie; but you are never’the
¢-pearer'dying, I hope, for making your.will2.
¢ #eld. Nota jot; butIlove to be before-hand with -
¢ fortunc.  If fhe comes fafe; ‘this is fiot & placé for 4.
¢ fingle wbrilan, you know ;’ pray fee’ her married as,
M“Laiy.o“gcxy. Ry S AL emar b e
i P EEEE ":' ,'(l.U)),C';;. ,.}1,_,',\ Do &m_
e % .
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Stan. If the be as hamdfome s™fier pifture, T caur
promife her a hufband.” » T ,

Weld. I you like her when you.fee ber, I with no-
thing fo much as'to have you-marry her yourfelf.

¢ Staw. From what 1 have heard of her,. and my en-_
¢ gagements to youn, it muff be her faukt if Fdon’t: F
¢ Rope to have her from your own hand.

¢ Weld. And 1 hope to give lier to you; and all this.-

- ¢ Stan. Ay, ay, hang' thefe melancholy refletions =
¢ You:ugcncroﬁty has engaged all my fervices.”

Weld. 1 always thought you worth making a friend..

Stan. You fhan’t find your good opimion thrown.
away wpon me : I ami. in your debt, and fhall think fo-
as long as. I live.. ' , [Exeunt..

, . "SCENE, Tht Country.

Enter on-eme fide of the flage Oroonoke; Aboan,. avith.

" the Slavés, Imoinda. with a- bow and guiver 5. the-
_avomen, Jome leading,. otbers carrying their cbilq'rm up~—
on their-backs. :

Oro. The women with their children fall beliind..
Iwsinda, you mult not expofe yourlfelf ;.

Retire,. my love: Lalmolt fear for.yow -

" Imo. Lfear no-danger; life; er death, kwill:

Enjoy: with. you.. : T
-Qro.. My. perfon is your guard. -

Abo. ©Now, Sir; blame yourfelf:’> If you kiad notr
prevented my cutting hie- throat, that coward there had-
pet difcovered us ;. he comes now. to upbraid you.

Enter on the other fide tbe Governor,. talking to Hotman, -
v T itk bis rabble.. ¢ o :
Gov. This is-the very. thing 1 would bave wifh’d;

Your honeft fervice tothe government:”  [%» Hotman..

Shalt be rewatded with your liberty. -~ . -

Abe« His honeft fervice ! call it-what it.is,.

His villainy,. the fervice of his-fear:. .~ -

If he.pretends to-honeft fervices,. EE

Let him fland out, and meot me likera man..

Lo T s [ . [ﬂq“a'ﬂ ..

.+ Oros Hold;.you: -and you whocome againft ws,-holde

Iharge you in a gorieral good to all.. ' And

o
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"Aod wifh I could command you, to prevent
The bloody havock of the murd’ring fword.
I would not arge deftru&tion uncompell’d : !
But, if you follow fate, youn find it here.
The bounds are fct, the limits of our lives:
Between us lies the gapinﬁ gulph of death,
To fwallow all : Who firft advances —
. Enter the Captain, - «with bis Crew.
Capt. Here, here, here they are, Governor :
What, feize upon my fhip ¢
- Come, boys, fall op — ’
[4dwancing firft, Osoonoko kills bim. .
Oro. Thou art fall’n indeed ;
Thy own"blood be upon thee.
Gow. Reft it there.
He did deferve his death. ¢ Take him away.’
et [Fbe body remev'ds
You fee, Sir, y6u and thofe miftaken men C
Mat#t be our witnefles, we do foet come”
As enemies, and thirfting for your blood. -
If we defir’d your ruin, the revenge .
Of our companion’s death had puih’d it on.
Bat that we overlook, in a regard
To common fafety, and the public good.. ‘
Oro. Regard that publie good ; draw off your men,.
And leave us to our fortune : We're refolv’d.
Gow. Refolv’d! on what 2 youriefolutions:
Are broken, overturn’d, prevented, loft:
¢ What fortune now can you raife out of ’em ?
" ¢ Nay, grant we fhould draw off, what ean you do ?
¢ Where can'you move ? What more can you refolve ?
¢ Unlefs it be to throw yousrfelves away.’ :
Famine muft eat you up, if you go on.
You fee our numbers could with eafe compel °
What we requeft : And what do we requeft 2
Only to fave yourfelves. = '
(T 'be aomen awith their childien gathering about the men..
Oro. I’ll hear no more. -
. ¢ Women. Hear him, hear him, he takes no care of us.’
Gov, To thofe peor wretches, whe have been fedxc;cdl
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And led away, to all, and ew'ry ene, ;-
We offer a.ful} pardag—- ) -
Oro. Then fallon. . . [ Preparing to engage.
Gov. Lay hold upon’t, before it be too late,
Pardon and mercy. ,
[Tke women elinging about the mew, they leave Oroonoko,
and fall upon their faces,. erying out far pardon.
Slaves, Pardon, mercy, pardon. _ .
Oro. Let them go all. Now, Governor, I fee,,
I own the folly of my enterprife,
“The rathnefs of this alion; and muft blufh,.
Quite through this veil of night,” a whitely fhams,.
To think I could defign to make thofe free,
Who were by nature flaves ;- wretches defign’d’
To be their mafters® dogs, and lick their teet.
L Whip, whi? ’em to the knowledge.of your gods,,
s Your Chriftian gods, who fuffer you to be
« Unjuft, difhoneft;’ cowardly; and bafe =
‘. And give ’em_your excufe for being fo.’
I would not live on the fame earth with creatures,. .
That only have the faces of their kind :.
Why fhould they look like men, who are not fo 2
When they put off their noble natures, for
« The grov’ging. qualities of downcaft beafts,
«I wifh.thay bad their wils. = |
¢« dbo. Then we fhould know *em.’
Oro. We were tao few befare for vi€tory.
We're flill. enow. to die.. [To Imoinda axd Aboan..
P Enter Blandford..
Gow.. Live, Royal Sir: .
Live, and be happy long on your own terms;: -
Only. confentto yield, and you fhall have
What. terms yqu»can.pro?ofe for you and yours,
Oro. Confent to yicld ! fhall I betray myfelf?. -
¢ Gows Alas |- we cannot fear that your {mall force;,
¢ The force of two,. with a-weak womaa’s arms,
¢ Should:conques vs.. I fpeals, -in the regard
¢.And honour of your worth;" in-my defire
¢ Ard forwarduels to ferge {6 great & man._
. “I:would not have it lic- upon my thowghts,
o R 8
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¢ That I was the ogcafion of the fall
¢ Ot {uch a prince, whofe courage, carried on
¢ In a more noble caufe, would well deferve
¢ The empire of the world.
¢ Oro. You can fpeak fair. .
¢ Gov. Your undertaking, tho’ it would have brought
¢ So great a lofs to us, we muft all fa{ ’
* Was generpus, and noble; and fhall be
¢ Regarded only as the fire of youth, .
-« That will break out fometimes in gallapt fouls ;
¢ We'll think it but the natural impulfe, ‘
"¢ A rath impatience of liberty : ‘
¢ No otherwife, ,
* Org. Think it what you will. .
¢« I was not bora to render an account
¢ Of what [ do, to any but myfelf.’ ) , .
o . [Bland. cemés forward..
‘Bland. I'm glad you have proceeded by ffir means. -
’ o {70 246 Governor.

T

1 came to be a mediator.
Gov. Try what you can work upon him..
Oro. -Are you come againlt me too ?
Bland. s this to come againft yog ? :

" . [Ofering bi:(;gp,om' o Oroonoko,

Unarm’d to put myfelf into your hands ? .

I come, I hope, to ferve you.
Oro. You have ferv’d me;

I thaok you for’s: And [ am pleas’d to think

- You were my friend, while I had need of one:

But now ’tis patt; this farewel, and be gone.

, R » Embraces bim.
Bland. Tt is not paft, and I muft ferve you ftill. .

¢ 1 would make up thefe breaches which the fword

« Will widen more, and<lofe’us all in Jove.’

Oro. I kpow what ] have ‘done, and I fhould be.

A child to think they ever can forgive. . ;
Forgive ! were there but that, I would not live.
- 'To be forgiven : Is there a Power o.n.e}wh,,

That I can ever need forgivene(s fram 7 .
Bland, Yn%.tba’m needig, -+ . .

_ fare. No, 1 wo'notneed it, .

‘ S o Bldud,.
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Bland. You fee he offers you your own conditions,
For you and yours.. i . .
Oro. Mutt I capitulate ?
Precarioufly compound, on ftinted terms,
To fave my life ?
Biand. er, he impofes none.
You make em for your own fecurity.
¢ If your great heart cannot d-fcend to treat,
¢In adverle fortune, with an enemy, -
¢ Yet fure your honour’s fafe, you may accept
¢ Offers of peace and fafety from a friend.’

*  Gowv. Hewill rely on what you fay to him. [T% Bland.
Offer him what you can; I will confirm :
And make all good : Be you my pledge of truft.

Bland. I'll anfwer with my life for all he fays
Gov. Ay, do, and pay the forfeit if you plealy ['AM.
Bland. Confider, Sir, can you confent to throw
That blefling from you? you IZ hardly found, [Of Imo.
And fo much valu’d once? i
' Ore. - Imoinda! Ohl
»Tis fhe that holds me on this argument
Of tedious life : I could refolve it foon,
Were this curft being only in debate..
But my Imoinda firuggles in my foul:.
She makes a coward of me, I confefs :
I am afraid to part with her in death ;
And more afraid of life to lofé her here. o
Bland. This way you mutt lofe her: Think upon: -
The weaknefs of her fex, made yet more weak ‘
With her condition, requiring reft,
And foft indulging eafe, to nurfe your hope,
And make you a glad father. .
Oro. - There I feel
A father’s fondnefs, ‘and a hufband's Iove&
They feize upon my heart, firain all'its ﬁrmgs,
To pull me to 'em from my ftern refolve.. ...
Hufband and father ! all the melting art
Of eloguence lives in thofe foft’hing names,
Methinks I fee the babe, with infant hands, s
Pleading for life, and | beggzngto be bom. ' Shall:
: - e :
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¢ Shall I forbid its birth; deny him light ?
* The heavenly comforts of all-chearing lighit ?
¢ And make the womb the dungeon of his death ?
* His bleeding mother his fad monument 2
Thefe are the calls of nature, that call loud 5
- ‘They will be heard, and conquer in theircaufe :
He muft not be a man who can refift "em. .
No, my Imoinda! I will venture all :
To f{ave thee, and that little innocent :
The world may be a better friend to him
Than'I have found it. Now J yield myfelf:
' [Gives up his favord.
The conflift’s paft, and we are in your hands.
' [Seweral men get about Oroonoko and Aboan,.
and feize them. : ’
Gsv. So you fhall find you are. Difpofe of them ~
As I commanded you, : e
Bland. Good Heav’a forbid ! you cannot mean —
Gov. This is not your concern. J
' [7o Blandford, awbo gees 10 Oroonokés
¥ muft take care of you. - : [%o Emoinda.
Imo. I'm at the end
©Of all my care : Here will I die with him. [ Holding Oro..
Oro. You fhall not force her from me. {(He bolds ber.
Gow. Then [ muft [Tbey foree ber from bim.
T'ry other means, and conquer force by force : ’
Break, cut off his hold, bring her away. '
Imo. ¥ do not alk to live, kill me bat here.
Oro. O bloody dogs ! inhuman murderers ¥
« [Imoinda forc'd out of one door by the Governor and
others,  Oroonoko and Aboan burried out of an-
other. . o [Exeunt,

ACT V.-
Eu'ttrlStanmor'e,b Lucy, and Charlotte. A
¢ Staw, *r YIS firange we cannot hear of him: Can
-* no-bady give an account of him ?
¢ Luc. Nay, I beginto.defpair : L give him for gone.

¢ Stan.

~
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¢ Stan. Not {o, I hope

¢ Luc. There are fo many dnﬁurbanges in this devilith
¢ country ! Would we had never feen it ! .

¢ Sran. This is but a cold welcome for you, Madam
¢ after fo troublefome a voyage.

¢ Char. A cold welcome indeed, Sir, wnﬂmut my
<coufin Weldon : He was the belt friend I had in the
¢ world.

¢ Stan. He wasa very good friend of yours, indeed,
¢ Madam.

' ¢ Luc. They have made blm away, murder’d him
< for his money, I believe; he took a confiderable fum
« out with him, I know that has been bis ruin. -
¢ Stax. That has done him no injury, tomy know-
¢ ledge : for this morning be put into my cuftody what
¢ you fpeak of, I fuppole—a thoufand pounds for the
¢ ufe of this lady. -
¢ Cbar. I was always oblig’d to him; and he has
¢ fhewn his care of me, in placing, my lmle affairs in -
+ fach honourable hands.

¢ Stan. He gave me a particular charge of you, Ma-
¢ dam, very particalar, fo particular, that you will be
¢ furpriz’d when | tell you. )

¢ Char. What, pray, Sir? .

¢ Stan. 1 am engag’d to get youa huﬂ)and I pro-
4 mifed that before I faw you ; and, now I have feen -
4 you, you muft give me leave to offer you myfelf. -

¢ Luc. Nay, coufin, never be coy upon the matger;.
‘ to my knowledge, my brother always defign'd you
¢ for this gentleman,

« Stan. You hear, Madam, he has given me his in-
‘¢ tereft, and ’tis the favour I would have begg'd of .
< him: Lord! you are fo like him———

* Char. That you.are oblig’d to fay you like me for:
¢ his fake. fhould b or

¢ Stan. I thould be glad to lgve you for own,’

Char, If 1 thould cgnrent to they ne thxﬁp’g'you can..
fay to me, how would § o ook - . fad ‘et
thrown away oa an ‘old daiﬁ&‘ ,‘

&nx. An old &qum&hﬁ!"‘

>

Cbar‘o .
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Char. Lord, how eafily are you men to be impos'd
wpon ! Iam no coufin newly arriv'd from England,
not I; but the very #eldon you wot of.

Stan, Welden!

_ Char. Not murder’d, nor made away, as my fifter,
vfi'gnld,, have you believe ; but am in very good health,

_ySur-ald friend in breeches that was, and now yaus
inmb_lc fervant in petticoats.

Stan. 1am glad we have you again. Bqt what fer-
vice can you do me in petticoats, pray? :
Char. Can't you tell what ? ' Lt

Stan. Not I, by my troth : I have found my friend
and loft my miftrefs, it feems, which I did not expe&
from your petticoats. ' , '

bar. Come, come, you have had a friend of your,
miftrels long enough; ’tis high time now to have &,
miftrefs of your friend,

Stan. What do you fay ?

Char, 1 am a woman, Sir,

Sian,'A woman}. '

Char.. As arrant a woman s yoy. would have had me,
byt now, 1aflyre you, - .
- Stan. And at my fesvice?-

‘Char. If you hayeany for me in petticoats,

"Stan. Yes, yes, I fhall find yop employment.

¢ Char. You wonder at my proceeding, I believe.

. ¢ Stan. ’Tis a little extraordinary, indeed,

¢ Char.. I baye taken fome. pains to comé into your:
¢ favopr, - C .

¢ Stan. You'might have had it cheaper a great deal. .

¢ Ghar. 1 might have married you in the perfon of
¢ my Engl_i/}) coufin, but could not confent to cheat
¢ you, even in the thing I had a mind to, .

.¢ Stan, *Twas done as you do every thing.’

Char. 1 need not tell you, 1 made that little plot,
and carry'd iton gply for thisopportunity. Iwas refolv’d
to fee whether yoy'lik’d me as a woman, or not : If I
had found you indjffergng, I would have endeavour'd to
have been fo t00.; Butyou.fay you like me, aml there-.
fore 1 have ventus’d 1o difcgves the sruch.- 5
. ’ jasu
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Stan. Like you! I like you fo well, that T am afraid
you won’t think marriage a proof on’t: Shall I give -
you any other ? . '

Char. No, no, I’m inclind to believe you, and that
fhall convince me. At more leifure I’l1 fatisfy you how
I came to be in man’s cloaths; “for no ill, I affare you, -
tho’ I have happen’d to play the roguein 'em. ¢ They
¢ have aflified me in marrying my fiter, and have gone a
¢ ﬁreat way in befriending your coufin Fack with the Wi-
¢ dow. Canyou forgive me for pimping for your family *

Enter Jack Stanmore. S

Stan. So, Fack, what news with you? .

J Stan. 1am the forepart of ‘the Widow yod know ;

- fhe’s coming after with. the'rbody of. the family, the
young *fquire in her hand, my fon-in-law that is'to be;
with the%elp of Mr, Weldon. - . ' . : ‘

Cbar. Say you fo, Sir? [Clapping Jack upon the back.

" Enter Widow Lackitt awith ber fon Daniel. ;

Hid. So, Mrs. Lucy, I have brought him about -
again; I have chattis’d him, I'have made-him-as fupple
as a glove for your weatingi..to pull on, -or throw off,.:
" &t your picafure, Will you ever:rebel again? will i

ou, firrah ? But come, come, down on:your marrow-
nes, aud ak her forgivenefs. - [Dan-it{ohmb;] Say
after me: Pray hrhmeife.. IR R VN

Dan. Pray forfooth wife. TR e

Luc. Well, well, this is.a day of good-natare, and
fo I take: you inwa.fasour : But firkk.take the- 6ath of
allegiance ; [He 4iffes ber band, and rifes.) If ever you'

foagain—ee ., i, v N

Dan. Nay, marry.if. } do, ¥ fhall have the worft on’t.. .

Lue. Here's a firanger, forfooth, would -be-glad to
be kaown.to yeu, a fiter of mige,.. pray falute her. .

L R L ,‘gSum ai Charlotte. -

Wid. Your filter, Mrs. Luey /' What do yon ‘mean 2
This is your brother, Mr. Waekdon ; Do, you think I do
not kaow Mr, Weldon?  -ir g g i o<

Luc. ‘Have a care'shat you {ay :-. This: Gentleman/s - |
about marrying her . You myddpordiall, -w

Wid. Fiddle, faddle 5 what b-¥ou toald put a trick: -
“Poumc' ' - R EARETE Sl e
L , Ghas.
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€har. No faith, Widow, the trick is over; it has

taken fufficiently ; and gow I will teach you the trick,

to prevent your being cheated another time.

Wid. How! cheated, Mr. Weldon ! o
Char. Why, aye, you will always take things by the

_ wrong handle: I fee you will have me Mr. Weldon : 1

grant you I was Mr. Weldon a little while to pleafc you

or fo : But Mr. Staamore here has perfuaded me into a
woman again. . o

Wid. A woman! pray let me fpeak with you [ Draw-
ing b:r afide.] You are not in earneft, I hope? a wo-
man!

Char. Really a woman. o
* Wid. Gads my life! I could not be cheated in every

thing : 1 know a man from a woman at thefe years, oy’
4 , b4

the devil is in’t. Pray, did not you marry me ? -
Char., You would have it fo. :

I#:d. And did not I give you a thoufand pounds this

morning ?

Char. Yes, indeed, ’twas more than I deferv’d: But -

§ou had your peany-worth for your penny, 1 fuppofe:’

ou feem’d to be pleas'd with yoor bargain.

Wid. A rare bargain I have made on’t truly! Ihave .

leid out my money to a fine purpo’e upon a woman.
Chag. You would have a hulband, and I provided
for you as well as I could.
Wid. Yes, yes, you have provided for me.

. Char, And you have puid me very welt for’t; Ithank *.

you.

augfit I know, and miay g0 look for the father.

Wid. *Tis very well : T may be with child ‘too, for -

Ctar: Nay, if-you think fo; Mtis time 'to look about

you, indeed. ¢ Ev’n'muke up the matter as well as you~
¢ can, Iadvife you as a friend; and let us live neigh-

¢ bourly and fovingly together.

¢ #id. 1 have nathing eHe foritthat I k‘no-»'v of now.”

Char. For my part, Mrs. Lackitr, ‘your thoufand
pounds will cnga’%b me ‘not to’laugh at you. Then
my filte is marry’d: to yourdons he s to have half your

eftate, I know} and indeed vitey may live upon it very
comfortably to themfelves, and very creditably to-you: "

Wid.

»
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Wid. Nay, I can blame no body but myfelf.

Char, You have enough for a hufband fill, and that
you may beftow upon honeft Facé Stanmore.

Wid. Is be the man then ?

Char. He is the man yon are oblig’d to.

F. Stan. Yes faith, Widow, I am the man: I have
done fairly by you, you find; you know what you have
to truft to before hand. L

Wid. Well, well, I fee you will have me, ev’n 'marry
me, and make an end of the bufinefs.

Stan. Why that’s well faid, now we are all agreed,
and all well provided for. : :

Enter a fervant to Stanmore,
Serw. Siry Mr, Blandford defires you to come to him,
.apd bring as many of your friends as you can with you,

Stan. %‘come to him. You fhal all go along with
me. Come, young Gentleman, marriage isthe fahion,
you fee, you muft like it now. -

Dan. If I don’t, how fhall I help myfelf? .

“Luc. Nay, you muy hang yourfelf in the noofe, if yoa
pleafe, but you'll never get out on’t with Grnﬁgling.
. Dan. Come then, let’s e’en jog on in the old road, .
Cuckqld, or worfe, I muft now ke contented :
I'm not the firlt has marry’d and repented. [ Exennt

_ Enter Governer, avith Blandford and Planters..

- Bland. Have you no reverence of future fame?
No awe upon your altions, from the tongues,
. The cens’ring tongues of men, that will be free?
«If you confefs humanity, believe ’
¢ There is a God, or devil, to reward
¢.Our duings here ; do not provoke your fate.
¢ The hand of Heav’n is arm'd againft thefe crimes,
¢ With hotter thunderbdles, prepar'd to fhoot,
¢ And nail you to the earth, a fad example;
¢ A monument of faithlefs infamy.’
Enter Stanmore, J. Stanmore, Charlotte, Lucy,
Widow, and Dagiel. ’
So, Stanmore, you; I know, the women too,
Will join with me : ‘Tis Qroemoko’s caufe,
. A loyer
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A lovgr‘s caufe, a wretched woman's caufe, .
‘That will become your intercefion.  [7o z5¢ Women,
"1/ Plant. Never mind ’em, Governor ; he ought ta

be made an example for the fgood of the plantation.

2d Plant. Ay, ay, ’twill trighten the negroes from
attempting the like again. .
" 1/ Plant. What, rife :;gainﬁ their lords and mafters!
at this rate no man is fafe from his own flaves.
2d Plant. No, no more he is. Therefore, one and
all, Governor, we declare for hanging. :

Qmn. Plant. Ay, ay, hang him, hang him.

Wid. “What! hang him ? O forbid it, Governor.

" Char. 'Lic'r[.‘h Weall | 'titi‘t:n for him, o,

. Stan, They are for a holiddy; guilty, or not, 1s
no‘?the buﬁncf’s,y hanging is theiryf])o%t. )" ’

Bland.” We are not fure, fo wretched, to have thefe,
The rabble, judge for us: The hanging croud,

The arbitrary guard of Fortune’s power,
Who wait to catch the fentence of her frowns,
And hurfy all to ruin fhe condemns. i

Stan, So far from farther wrong, that ’tis a fhame
He thould be where he is.. Good Governor,

Order his'liberty : He yielded up
Himfelf, his all, at'your difcretion.

‘Bland. Difcrstion! no, he yielded on your word ; -
And I'am made the cautionary pledge, .
The gage and hoftage of ‘your keeping it. o
Rememﬁcr, Sir, he yielded on your word ; ) .
Your word ! which honeft men will think fhould be
The laft refort of truth, and truft on earth: '
There’s no appeal beyond it but ‘to Heav’n:
¢ An oath is a recognizance to Heav’n,
¢ Binding us over in the courts above, _
¢ To plead to the indi¢tment of our crimes, :
¢ That thofe who ’fcape this world fhould fuffer there,
¢ But in the conimon intercourfe of men,
¢ (Where the dread Mdjefty is not invok’d,
¢ His honour not immediately concern'd,
¢ Not niade’a party in our interefts),
¢ Our word is all to be rely’d upon.’

- RO FV:’I.

~
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Wid. Come, come, you’ll be as good as your word,

we know.

~ Stan. He’s out of all power of deing any harm now,
if he were difpofed toit.

Char. But he is not difpofed to it. _

Bland. To keep him where he is, will make him fooa
Find out fome defperate way to liberty:
He’ll hang himfelf, or dafh out his mad brains.

Char. Pray try him by gentle means ;- We’ll all be
Tureties for him. :

Omn. All, all. 0

¢ Lue. We will all anfwer for him now.’

Gov. Well, you will have it fo, do what you pleafe,
juft what you will with him, I give you leave,

[Exits
Bland, We thank you, Sir ; this way, pray come with
‘me. ¢ [Excunt,

The SCENE dravn Jpeass Oroonoko uﬁn bis back, bis
legs and arms firetch’d out, and chain'd to the ground.

Enter Blandford, Stasmore, &e.

Bland. O miferable fight! help every oze,

Aflitt me all to free him from his chains,

1&7179' belp him up and bring bim foravard, looking doaws.
oft injur'd prirce ! how fhall we clearourfelves ?

" We cannot hope you will vouchfafe to hear,

" Or credit what we,fa‘l‘y in the defence

* ¢ And ruin all about ’em.

And caufe of our fufpe&ted innocence.
Stan. We are not guilty of your injuries,
No way confenting to ’em ; ‘but abhor,
Abominate, and loath this cruelty. ,
¢ Bland. It is our curfe, but make it not our crime ;
¢ A heavy curfe upan-us, that we muft
¢ Share any thing in common, ev’n the light,
¢ The elements and feafons, with fuch men,
¢ Whofe principles, like the fam'd dragons teeth,

~

- .« Scatter’d and fown, would fhoot a harveft up

« Of fighting mifchiefs to confound.themfelves,

¢ Stan,

-
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¢ Stan. Profligates! L
¢ Whofe bold Titanian impiety .. - .
¢ Woauld once again pollute their mother earth,
¢ Force her ta teem with her old monftrous brood
¢ Of giants, “and forget the race of men.
. ¢ Bland. We are not fo: Believe us innocent,
« We come prepar’d with all our fervices,
¢ To offer a redrefs of your bafe wrbngs.
¢ Which way fhall we employ ‘em?
¢ Stan. Tell us, Sir? -
¢ If there is any thing that can atone ? '
¢ But nothing can : that may be fome amends’——-
Oro. If you would have me think you are not all
. Confederates, all acceffary to
“The’ bafe injuftice of your Governor;
If you would have me live, as you appear
‘Concern’d for me; if you would have me live
To thank, and blefs you, there is yet a way
To ti¢ me ever to your honeft love; .~ . .
Bring my Imoinda to me; give me her,
To charm my forrows, and, if poffible,
‘T’Il fit down with my wrongs, never to rife
Againft my fate, or think of vengeance more.
Bland. Be fatisfy’d, you may depend upon us, -
We'll bring her-fafe to you, and faddenly. .
Char, We will not leave you in fo gogd a work.
. Wid. No, no, we'll go with you.
Bland. In the mean time .
. Endeavour to forget, Sir, and forgive;
‘And hope a better fortune. :
: Oroonoko alene.
. Oro, Forget! forgive! I muftindeed forget
When I forgive : * But while I am’a man,
In fleth, thatbears the living marks of thame,
The print of his difhonourable chains,
My memory gill roufing vp my wrongs, |
I never can forgive this Governor, - o
This villain ; difgrace of truft, and place,
And juft contempt of delegated power.
What fhall 1do? If I declare myfelf,

[Exeuns.

"I know
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I know him, he will fneak behind his guard
Of followers, and brave me in his fears,
" Elfe, lion-like, with my devouring rage,
I would ruth on him, faften on his throat,
Tear a wide paffage to his treacherous heart,
And that way lay him open to-the world.  [Paufag,
If I fhould turn his Chriftian arts on him, :
Promife him, fpeak him fair, flatter and créep
With fawning fteps, to get within his faith,
1 could betray him then, 3s he has me. o
But am I fure Ly that to fight myfelf ?
Lying’s a certain mark of cowardice :
And, when the tongue forgets its honetty,
The heart and hand may drop their fun&ions too,
And nothing worthy be refolv'd or done.
¢« 'The man muft go together, bad, or good :
« In one part frail, he foon grows wedk in all.
¢ Honour'hould. be concern’d in honour’s canfe,
¢ That is not to be cur’d by contraries,
¢ As bodies are, whofe health is often drawn
< From rankeft poifons.” Let me but find out
An honeft remedy, I have the hand, C
A migift’ring hand, that will apply it home. - [Zxir

. SCENGE, 7% Governor's Houf.
’ Enter Govetrior. . .
Gov. I would not have her tell me, fhe Confents;
In favour of the fex’s modefty, - )
‘That ftill fhould be prefum’d’; becaufe there is
A greater impudente, in owning it, R
- Than in"allowing all that we can do. .
¢ This truth I know, and yet againft myfelf.
¢ (So unaccountable are lovers ways) =
¢ I talk, and lofe the opportunities, . L
¢ Which love, *and"fhe, expeéts I fhovld ephploy.
N

.

t

¢ Ev’n fhe expe@s : * For’when'a man has faid

All that isfit, to fave the decéncy

The women know the reft is to be done. . .

X wo'not difappoint her. ) “[Going.
A Enter
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Enter Blandford, re Stanmores, Daniel, Mrs.
- Lackitt, Charlotte, and Lucy-.

- Wid. O Governor! I’m glad we've lit upon you.
Goy. Why! what’s the matter ? ,
Char. Nay, nothing extraordinary. But one good

attion draws on another. You have given the prince

his freedom : now we come a begging for his wife:
you won’t refufe us. . )
Gow. Refufe you! No, no, what have I te do to

refufe you ? . .

. Wid. You won’t refufe to .fend her to him, fhe

means.

Gov. I fend her to him! -
Wid. We have promis’d him to bring her. .
Gov. You do very well; ’tis kindly done of you;
Ev’n carry her to Kim, with all my heart, L
Lue. You muft tell us where fhe is.
Gowv. I tell you! why, don’t you know?. .
Bland. Your fervant fays fhe’s in the houfe.
- Gov. No, no, I brought her home at firft, indeed }
+ but I thought it would not look well to keep her here s
I remov’d her in the hurry-only to take care of her.
l‘:Vhat ! -fhe belongs to you: I have nothing to do with
er. -
Char. But where is the now, fir? . ‘
Gov. Why, faith, [ can’t {ay certainly: you’ll hear
of her at Parbam houfe, 1 fuppofe: there or theres
“abouts: I think I fent her there,
Bland. D’ll have an eye on him [ 4fde.

. ' " [Exeunt all bat the Governor.
Gow. I have ly'd myfelf into a little time,

And muft employ it: ¢ they’ll be here again;

¢ But [ muft be before ’em.’

[Going out, ke meets Imoinda, and feizes ber,
Are you come? .
Pll court no longer for 4 happinefs
That is in my own keeping? you may ftill
Refufe to grant, fo I have power to take, ‘
The man that afks deferves to be deny’d.
[Sbe difengages one band, and draws bis fuwcerd fiom hiz
Jide upon bim: Governor flarts and retires; Blandford
enters bebind bim, . D : Lmos
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Ime. He does indeed, that afks unworthily. -
Bland. You hear her, fir, that atks unworthily,
Gov. You are no judge. '
Bland. I am of my own flave.
Gev. Be gone and leave us.
Bland.. When you let her go.

.. Gow. To faften upon yos.
Bland, I muft defend myfelf,
Imo. Help, muorder, help !

[Imoinda rerrears toavards the door, fawour’d by Bland-
ford; avhex they are. clofed, foe throavs down the
Jaword, and runs out. Governor takes up his fword,
they fight, clofe, and fall, Blandford upon bim. Ser-
wantsehter, and pari them. ’

Gow. She fha'not fcape me fo. [’ve gone too far,

Not.to go farther. Curfe on my delay:

But }'et fhe is, and fhall be in my power.

Bland. Nay, then it is the war of honefty ;

J know you, and will fave you from yourfelf.

Gow. All come along with me, : [Exexnt.

SCENE b kf.
Enter Oroonoko.

Oro. To honour bound! and yet a flave to love !
I am diftralted by their rival powers,
And both will be obey’d. O great revenge!
'Thou raifer and reflorer of fall’n fame!
Let me not be unworthy of thy aid,
For ftopping in thy courfe : I ftill am thine ;
But can’t fon'%'et I am Imoinda’s too. ’
She calls me from my wrongs to refcue her.
No man condemn me, who has never felt
A woman’s power, or try’d the force of love :
¢ All témpers yield and foften in thofe fires :
¢ Our honours, interefts refolving down,
- ¢ Run in the gentle cutrent of our joys ;
s But not to fink, and drown our memory ;
E ‘we mount again to aftion, like the fun,
@ Yhat rifes from the bofom of the fea,

: . ¢ To



O ROONOK O 76

* "T'o fen his glorious race of light a-new, °
¢ And carry on the world.”  Love, love will be .
My firit ambition, and my fame the next,
* Enter Aboan Hlosdy. '
My eyes are tarn’d againft me and combine
With my {worn cnemies, to reprefent *
. "This {peQacle of horror. Aboan!
¢ My ever faithful friced !’
Abo. 1 bave no name ‘
" That can ditinguth me from the vile earth,
To which I'm going: a poor abjeét worm,
That crawl’d awhile upon the buftling world,
And now am trampled o my dutt again,
Oro, 1 fee thee gai':’d and mangled. ‘
Abo, Spare my thame.
To tell how they have us’d me: but believe
“T'he hangman’s hand would have been merciful
Do not-you fcorn me, fir, to think ¥ can
Intend (o live upder this infamy.
I do not cdme for pity, to complaia.
Y've fpent an honourable life wath you.
The earlieft fervant of your rifing fanve,
And would attend it with my lateft eare : .
My life was yours, and fo fiall be my death.
You muft not live, ‘
Bending and finking, 1 have dragg’d my fteps.
Thus far to tell you thas you cannot live:
To warn you of thofe ignominious wrongs,
Whips, rods, and alt the infiraments of §mh, :
Which I have felt, and are prepar’d for you.
. This was the duty that I had to pay.
Tis done, and now I beg to be difcharg’d.
Oro, What fhall I do for thee?
Abo. My body tires,
And wo’not bear me off to liberty :
1Thall again be taken, made a flave.
A fword, a dagger yet would refcue me. .

I have not firength to go apd find ot death,
You muit dire&t him to me,

Oro. Here heis  Gives bigw & d .
: 7 D2 t ;ﬂhe

.
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The only prefent I can make thee now :
And, next the honourable means of life,
1 would beftow the honeft means of death.
Abe. I cannot ftay to thank you. If there is
A being after this, I hall be yours
In the next world, your faithful flave again.
This is to try. [Stabs bimfelf.] 1 had a living fenfe .

" Of all your royal favours, but this laft

Strikes through my heart. I wo'not fay farewel,
For you muft follow me. [D.es.
Oro. Inlife and death,
‘The guardian of my honour! Follow thee !
I thould have gone before thee : then perhaps
Thy fate had'been prevented.” All his care -
Was to preferve me from the barbarous rage -
‘That worry’d him, only for being mine.
Why, why, you.Gods ! ‘why am 1 fo accus’d,
‘That it muit be a reafon of your wrath, .
A guilt, a crime fufficient to the fate
Of any one, but to belong to me ?. :
My friend has found it out, and my wife will foon :
My wife! the very fear’s too much for life.
I can’t fupportit. Where ? Imoinda! Oh!
' ‘[Going out, fbe meets bim, ranning into his arms.
Thou bofom foftnefs! Down of all my cares!
I could recline my thoughts upon tbis breaft
To a forgetfulnefs of all my griefs,
And yetie happy : but it wo’not be,
Thou art diforder’d, pale, and out of breath !
If fate purfues thee, find a fhelter here,
What is it thou would’ft tell me?
Imo. *Tis in vain to call him villain.
Oro. Call him Governor: is it not fo?
Imo. There’s not another fure.
Oro. Villain’s the common name of mankind here,

-But his moft properly. What! what of him 2

I fesr to be refolv’d, and muft enquire.
He had thee in his power.

Ime. 1blufh to think it.

.Oro. Blufh! to think what?

Jmo.
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Ino. That I was in his power. '
Oro. He cou'd not ufe it ?
Imo. What ean’t fach men do ?
Oro, But did he, durf® ke ?
Imo. What he cou’d, he dar’d. o '
Oro. His 6wn Gods damn him then? For ours have -

none,
No punifhment for fack enheard of crime.
Imo, This monfler, eunning in his flatteries,
When he had weary'd alf his afelefs arts,
Leap’d out, fierce as a beaft of prey, to feize e,

I trembled, fear'd. ’ :

Ov0. 1 fear and tremble now. .
" What could preferve thee? "What deliver thee?

lms. "Fhat worthy man, you us’d to call your friend, -

Oro. Blandferd?

Imo, Came in, and fav’d me from his rage.

Oro. He was a friend indeed, to refcue theel
And, for his fake, I'll think it poffible
A Chriftian may be yet am honeft man.

Imo. O did you know what I have ftruggpled thro’,
To fave me yours, fure you would promife me
Never to fee me forc’d from you again.

Ors. To promife thee! O! do I need to promifg 2
Bat there is now no farther ufe of words. - )
Death is fecurity for ali our fears.

B . [Shews Aboan’s dody om the floor,
And yet [ cannot traft him, :

Imo. Aboan!

Oro. Mangled and torn, refolv’d to give me time
To fit mylfelf for what F maft expe&,

Groan’d out'a warning to me, and expird.

Imo. For what you muft exped &

Ore, Would that were all'!

Fmo. What to be butcher'd thus — ‘

Oro. éuﬁ g thou fectt, .

Imo, By barb’rous hands ro fall at laft their I'rly H

* 'Oro. I have rum the race with hgnour, Ihlfl now
‘Lag, and be overtaken at the goal? .

- dmo. Neou i
Tt Dy - Ors,



78 OROONOEKO

Orc.. I muft look back to thee._ . [Tenderiy.
Ine. You fha’not need. A
I am always prefens to:your purpofe, fay,.
Which way would you difpofe me? -
¢ Oro. Have a care. .
¢ Thou’r on a- precipice, and doft not fee
¢ Whither that queftion leads thee. O!. too foon:
¢ Thou doft enquire what the affembled Gods
¢ Have not determin’d, and will lateft doom.
¢ Yet this I know of fate, this is moft certain,.
*¢ Lcannot, as T would, difpofe of thee;.
¢ And, as I ought, I'dare not. O Imsinda!-
¢ Imo. Alas! that figh! why do you tremble fo
¢ Nay, then 'tis bad indeed, if you can weep.. :
¢ Qro. My heart rans over, if my %::1 ing eyes.
¢ Betray a weaknefs which they never knew.
¢ Believe, thou only,.thou ceuldit caufe thefe tears ::
" ¢ The Gods themfelves confpire with faithlefs men:
“ 'Fo our deftrution. . , :
¢ Imo. Heav’n and earth our foes!’
¢ Ore.. It is not always granted to-the-great:
¢ Tobe mott happy: if the angry pow’rs
¢ Repent their favours, let "em take ’em back :.
# The hopes of empire, which they gave my youth,.
¢ By making me.a prince, L.here refign.
¢ Let ’em quench in me all thofe gloriaus fires,
¢ Which kindled at their beams: that luft of fame,,
" ¢ That fever of ambition, refilefs ftill,
.¢ And barning with the facred thirit of fway,,
¢ Which they infpir'd, to qualify my fate,
¢ And makes me iit to govern under them, .
¢ Let’em ex.inguith. I fubmit myfelf
¢ ‘T'c their high-pleafure,. and devoted bow:
¢ Yet lower, to continue {till.a flave;.
¢ Hopelefs of liberty = and,.if 1 could
¢ Live after it, would give up honour.too,.
¢ To fatisfy theirvengeance, to avert
. ¢ This only curfe, the curfe of lofing thee, = =~
¢ Imo. If Heav’n. could be appeas’d,, thefe crued
¢ men;,

5 A
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¢ Are not to be intreated or believ’d :
¢ O! think on that, and be no more deceiv’d.
¢ Oro. What can we do ? .
¢ Imo. Can I do any.thing ? . :
¢ Oro. But we were born to fuffer. -
¢ Imo. Suffer both,
¢ Both die, and fo prevent ’em.
¢ Oro. By thy death !
¢O! let me hunt my travell'd thoaghts again 5
¢ Range the wide wafte of defolate defpair ;.
- Start any hope. Alas! I lofe myfelf,
¢ *Tis pathlefs, dark, and barren all to me.
¢ Thou art my only guide, my light of life,
¢ And thouart le.ving me: Send out thy beams
¢ Upon the wing ; let ’em fly all around,.
¢ Difcover every way : Is there a dawn, :
¢ A glimmering of comfost? The great God,
¢ That rifes on the world, muft fhine on us..”
¢ Imo. And fee us fet before him.
¢ Qro. Thou befpeak’tt, -
¢ And goeft before me.
¢€Imo Sol would in love, -
¢ In the dear unfufpeéted part of life,
¢ In death for love. Alas! what hopes for me ¥
¢ k was preferv’d-but to acquit mylelf,.
- ¢ To beg to die with .you.
¢ Qro. And can’ft thou afk it?
« I never durlt enquire into myfelf” -
¢ About thy fate, and thou refolv’tt it all. .
¢ Imo. Alas! my lord ¥ my fate’s refolv’d in-yours,
¢ Oro. Q! keep thee there: Let not thy virtue fhrink:
«From my fupport, and I will gather ftrength,,
¢ Faft as I can, to tell thee——
* Imo. I muft die:. -
«I know ’tis fit, and F can die with you..
“ Oro.. O! thou haft banifh’d hence a thoufand fears,.
« Which ficken’d at my heart, and quite unmann’d me.
¢ Imo. Your fears for me ;I know you fear my ftrength,,
¢ And could not owercome your tendernefs,. :
¢ To pafs this fentence on me: And indeed

There -
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¢ There you were kind, as I have always found you ;
¢ As you have ever been: For tho’ I am
¢-Refign’d, 2nd ready to obey ny doom,
¢ Methinks it ftould not be pronounc'd by you.
¢ Oro. O} that was all the labour of my grief.
¢ My heart and tongue forfook me in the ftrife ;
¢ I never could pronounce it. :
¢ Ims. I have for you, for both of us.
¢ Oro. Alas! for me! my death
¢ 1 could regard as the laft fcene of life,
¢ And a& it thro” with joy, to ha.e.it done.
¢ But then to part with thee-
¢ Ims. *Tis hard to part. <
¢ But parting thus, as the moft happy muft,
« Parting in death, mekes it the eafler.
¢« You might have thrown me off, forfaken me,
¢ And my misfortunes: That had been a death
¢ Indeed of terror, to have trethbled at.
¢ Ore. Forfaken! thrown thee off!
¢ I'mo. But tis a pleafure more than life can gi.e,
¢ That with unconquer’d paflion, to the latt,
¢ You ftruggle flill, and fain would hold me to you.
¢ Oro. Ever, ever, and let thofe ftars, which are my
¢ enemies, :
¢ Witnefs againft me in the other world,
« If I would leave this manfion of my blifs,
¢ To be the brighteft ruler of their fkies.
¢« O'! that we could incorporate, be one, [ Embracing ber.
¢« One body, as we have been long one mind ;
« That, blended fo, we might together mix,
« And, lofing thus our being to the world,
« Be only found to one another’s joys.
¢ Imo.” Is this the way to part 2
¢ Oro. Which is the way ?
¢ Imo. The god of love is blind, and cannop find it.
¢ But quick make hafte, our enemies have eyes,
- «To find usout, and fhew us the worft way
- ¢ Of parting. Think on them. ‘
s Oro. Why doft thou wake me ?
¢ Jmo. ©! no more of love,

»

For,

- .
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¢ For, .if I liften to you, I fhall quite
¢ Forget my dangers, and defre to live.
¢ I can’t live yours. . [Takes up the dagger.

‘Oro. ¢ There all the flings of death
¢ Are fhot into my heart’—what fhall I do ?

Imo. This dagger will inftru& you.  [Giwes it bim.

Oro. Ha! this dagger!

Like fate, it points me to the horrid deed.

Imo. Strike, ftrike it home, and bravely fave us both.

There is no other fafety.
- Qro. It muft be .
Bat firft a dying kifs — [Kiffes ber.
"This laft embrace———" [Embracing ber.
And now—— .

Imo. I'm ready.

Oro. O! where thall I ftrike ?

Is there a fmalleft grain of that lov'd body .
That is not dearer to me than my eyes,

My bofom’d heart, and all the life blood there?
Bid me cut off thefe limbs, hew off thefe hands,
Dig out thefe eyes, tho’ I would keep them laft
To gaze upon thee : But to murder thee!

The joy, and charm of ev’ry ravith’d fenfe,
My wife! forbil it, nature.

Imo. *Tis your wife, ©
Who on her knees conjures you. O! in time -
Preventthof: mifchiefs that are falling on us.

You may be hurry'd to a thameful death,
And I too dragg’d to the vile governor;
Then I may cry aloud : When you are gone,
Where fhall I tind a friend again to fave me?
Oro. It will be fo. "Ihou unexampled vistue !
Thy refolution has recover’d mine: -
- And now prepart thec. : s
Imo. Thus, with open arms,
I welcome you and death.
[He drops bis dagger, as be koks on Ler, and throws
bimfelf on the ground, '
" Oro. I cannot bear it,
O let me dafh againit the rock of fate,

Dig
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Dig vp this earth, tear her bew:Is out,
To make a grave, decp as the center down,
To {wallow wide and Lury us together,
It wo'not be. O then tome pit,ing god
(If there be one, a friend to innocence)
Find yet a way to lay her beauties down ,
Gently in death, and fave me from ber blood.
Imo. O rife, ’tis more than dcath to fee you thus, -
I’ll eafe your love, and do the deed myfelf—
[She takes up 1he dagger, be rifes in bafle 10 take it fﬂr
b

ere .
Oro. O! hold, I charge thee, hald.
Izo. Tho’ I muftown
- It would be nobler for us both from you.
Oro. O! for a whirlwind’s wing to hurry us
To yonder cliff, which frowns upon the flood ;
‘That in embraces lock’d we might plunge in,
And perith thus in one another’s arms.
Imo. Alas! what fhout is that?
Oro. 1 fee ’em coming.
They fha'not overtake us. This lag kifs,
And now farewel. '
Imo. Farewel, farewel for ever.
Oro. I'll turn my face away, and do it fo.
Now, are you ready ? o
Imo. Now. But do not gradge me
The pleafure in my death of a laft look ;
Pray look upon me.—Now I’m fatisfied.
Oro. So fate muft be by this.
[Going 10 ffab her, be f:ps fbort 5 fbs lays ber hand on
bis, in order 10 give the blow. ) '
Imo. Nay, then I muft aflitt you.
~ And, fince it is the common caufe of both,
"T'1s juit that both fhould be employ’d M it.
1 hus, thus *tis finith’d, and 1 blefs my fate, [ Stabs berfelf.
That, where I liv'd, [ die in thefe lov’d arms.  [Dres.
Oro. She’s gone.  And now all’s at an end with me,
Soft, liy her down, O we will part no more.
' [7en throws bimfelf &y ber,
Bat let me pay the tribate of .my grief, A
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A few fad tears to thy lov’d memory, .
And-then I follow — [$boats] [PPeeps over ber.
Bat [ ftay too long. [ A noife again.
The noife comes nearer. Hold, before I go,
There]s fomething would be done. It fhall be fo,
.And then, fmoinda, I'll come all to thee.’ [Rifes.
[ Blandford and bis party enter before the Governor and bis
party; fwords drawn on both fides.
-Gov. You tirive in vain to fave him, he fhall die.
Bland. Not while we can defend him with our lives,
Gov. Where is he? )
\ Oro. Here is the wreich whom you would have.
Pat up your fwords, and let not civil broils
Engage you in the curfed caufe of one *
Who cannot live, and now intreats to die.
_This obje&t will convince you.
Bland. ’Tis his wife. ~ [They gather about the body.
Alas! there was no other remedy.
Gov. Who did the bloody deed ?
Oro. The deed was mine :
Bloody I know it is, and I expe&
Your laws fhould tell me fo. Thus, felf-condemn’d,
- I do refign myfelf into your hands, *
The hands of juftice But | hold the fword
For youm—————and for myfelt. :
[Stabs the Governor and binifelf, then throws bimfelf
by Imoinda’s ody.
¢ SmmrH&has kill’d the Governor and ftabb’d him-
¢ felf.? ‘
Oro. 'Tis a3 it fhould be now, T have fent his ghoft
To be a witnefs of that happinefs -
In the next world, which he deny’d us-here.  [Dies.
Bland. I hope there is a place of happinefs
In the next world for fuch exalted virtue.
Pagan or unbeliever, yet he liv’d :
To alt he knew: And, if he went attray,
"There’s mercy fill above to fet him right.
“But Chriftians, guided by the heav’nly ray, -
Have no excufe if we miftake our way. [ Zxeunt Omnes,

’
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EPILOGUE. .
OU fee ave try all fhapes, and fbifis, and arts,
To tempt your favours, and regain your bearts.
We weep and laugh, join mirth and grief togetker,
Like rain and funfbine mix’d, in April weather.
Your diff’rent taftes divide our poet’s cares ;
One foot tbe fock, Lother the bufkins wears.
Thus, wbile ke firives to pl afe, be's forc'd to do't, -
" Like Vollcius, hip bop, in a fingle boor. .
Critict, be knows, for this may damn his books :
But be makes feafts for friends, and not for cooks.
b’ errant knights of late no favour find,
Sure you awill be to ladies errant kind.
To follow fame, knight errants m:ke profeffion :
We damfels fly to fave our reputation :
So they their walour fbew, ave our difcretion. -
To lands of monflers and fierce beafis they go :
We, to thofe iflands, avhere rich bufban:s grow : }
Tho® they’re no monflers, ave may make them fo.
If they're of Englilh growth, they'll hear't with patience :
‘But fave us from a fpoufe of Oroonoko’s nations :
Then blof your flars, you happy | ondon avives,
Who love at large, each day, yet keep your lives :
Nor envy poor Imoinda’s doating blindnefs,
We thought her bufband kill’d ber out of kindnefs.
Death avith a bufband né'er had foeawn fuch charms,
Had fb: once dy’d within a lover’s arms. ’
Her error was from ignorance proceeding ;
Poor foul! fhe avanted jome of our toawn-brecding. -
Forgive this Indian fondnc/s of ber fpoufe ;
Their laaw ne Chriftian liberty allows : }
Alas! thiy make a confeience of their wvows !
If wirtue in a Heathen be a fault 5
Then damn the Heatben fcheol avbere fbe awas taught.
She might have learn’d 1o cuckeld, jilt, and foam, '
Had Covent-Garden &eer in Surinam. ~
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